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grown-up people. s
dom of Mr. Gilbert; it will survive, with the “ Bab Ballads ”’
and the “ Ingoldsby Legends.”

THE ACADEMY

“INTENTIONS ”

Oscar Wilde : {ntentions. 'Traduction frangaise de Hucurs
Resert. (Paris: Charles Carrington.)

THE translation into French of Oscar Wilde's *“ Intentions.’
done by Hugues Rebell on his death-bed, is accurate and
adequate. The only error I have noticed, in a comparison
of two or three pages taken at random, is in the rendering
of “ The horses of Mr. William Black’s phaeton do not
soar towards the sun. They merely frighten the sky at
evening into violent chromolithographic effects.” “IIs se
contentent,” the French reads, ““ d’épouvanter le ciel du
soir, avec de violents effets de chromos.” Almost every
English name is correctly spelt: a rare distinction in
books printed in France. ¢ Hazzlitt” and ““ Collin "’ are
the only exceptions I have observed. : y :
The prose of Oscar Wilde loses little in translation
into French: a certain flash and snap, but hardly more.
Delicacies of the emotions and the imagination are what
lose most in translation, and of these Wilde had none. His
work had resonance, but no music; colour, but no atmo-
sphere ; vivid intelligence, but no meditation. Much of its
form came to it from France, and returns into French
willingly. *‘ Intentions” is full of ideas, and the ideas

be instructive.
admirably : :

> = i
" Intentions est bien loin de ne contenir que des paradoxes. Ceux qu
s’y trouvent, en tout cas, sont trés divers par essence. Les uns, purs
divertissements verbaux, sont a négliger aprés 'attention d’une seconde
que leur accorde notre surprise. Les autres sont d'une plu§ noble
famille et créent I'étonnement durable et fécond du paradoxe né viable
s'il est une vérité neuve.”

Wilde wrote to astonish, but he wrote out of a ceaselessly
active brain, itself genuinely amused by its efforts to amuse.
This book of ““Intentions” has the stimulus of irre-
sponsible falk. Its pretence at a strict logic is part of
the joke, and deceives only those who are meant to be
deceived.

To the English reader, the most valuable part of this
volume is the interpretation of Wilde hinted at in the
fragments of that essay which Hugues Rebell did not live
long enough to write. The author of “La Nichina began
his short and too hurried career with the promise of some-
thing really vital. Not since Casanova has there been so
intimate a revival or reconstruction of Casanova’s Venice.
The book was crude and brutal, but it lived. After that
came novel after novel, too precipitately, and with too
little care for anything but the groscer side of things. But
the man had a personal attitude, in spite of these conces-
sions, and his opinions, on literature as on other matters,
had the value of an absolute independence. Though, at
the time of the trial, he had written in the  Mercure de
France” a fervid ** Défense d’ Oscar Wilde,” he had no
illusion as to the actual value of much of Wilde’s work.
Thus we find him noting, with perfect fairness:

“Wilde n’a rien d'achevé. Son ceuvre est trés intéressante, parce
qu’elle est caractéristique d’un temps ; elle a une valeur documentaire,
mais elle n'a pas de valeur vraiment littéraire. Dans la Duchesse de
Padoue il imite Hugo et Sardou, dans le Portrait dz Dorian Gray,
Huysmans. Infentions est le bréviaire du symbolisme. Les idées que

s’y trouvent sont dans Mallarmé, dans Villiers de I'Isle-Adam. Ses
poemes en vers sont inspirés de Swinburne. Les Poimes ¢en prose sont

M. Charles Grolleau, in his preface, says

ce qu'il y a de plus original dans son ceuvre : ils représentent assez la
causerie du poéte, mais comme ils lui sont inférieurs !’

All this is true, though it does not say everything, for-
getting his fifest work, the modern plays, in which alone
he becomes a master; and forgetting also many other
influences, Pater throughout, and Maeterlinck and the
“ Tentation de Saint Antoine” in * Salome.” But the
comparison with Mallarmé is significant :

‘“Mallarmé a une ceuvre trés mince, il est vrai. mais qui tout de
méme existe. Certains vers sont d'une beauté admirable. . . . Wilde,
par malheur, était esthéte avant d’étre poete. Il produisait des ceuvres

omme des gageures.”
There, it seems to me, the essential thing is said.

Wilde wrote much that was true, new. and valuable
abont art and the artist. But, in everything that he
wrote, he wrote from the outside. He said nothing which
had not been said before him, or which was not the mere
wilful contrary of what had been said before him. In his
devotion to beauty he seemed to have given up the whole
world, and yet what was most tragic in the tragedy was
that he had never recognised the true face of beauty.
He followed beauty, and beauty fled from him, for his
devotion was that of the lover proud of many conquests,
He was eager to proclaim the conquest, and too hasty to
distinguish between beauty and beauty’s handmaid. “His
praise of beauty is always a boast,” never an homage.
When he attempted to create beauty in words he described
beautiful things. ““Salome’ is a catalogue.

In the comedies, where the talker is at last free to do
nothing but talk, we find a genuine thing, a thing of
marvellous ingenuity, a thing of unsurpassed cleverness.
They add a new, wild grace to the English stage. Rut,
even here, we find only astonishment, not beauty. The
Importance of being Earnmest is an enchanting game,
which one is glad that some one has played to amuse
It is better than the best topsyturvey-

ARTHUR SYMONS.
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remain : not profound ideas, but often startling enough to |

THE LITERARY WEEK

MR. J. W. MAckAIL, who succeeds to the Oxford Pro-
fessorship of poetry, resembles Matthew Arnold, the most
illustrious of his predecessors in the chair, in being a
Balliol man and a Civil Servant in the Education Depart-
ment, in which he is Senior Examiner. He was the third
of a remarkable trio of Newdigate prize-winners, his two
immediate predecessors in the honour being Oscar Wilde
and Sir Rennel Rodd, whose early verses may be com-
pared with his in the back numbers of the defunct
“ Waifs and Strays.” Wilde, of course, was much more
a wit than a poet, much more clever than inspired. Rodd
and Mackail were far more spontaneous singers, though
the former imitated Swinburne, while the latter modelled
himself on William Morris. The influence of Matthew
Arnold, afterwards to reappear in the work of Mr.
Laurence Binyon, was just then in abeyance among
Oxford poets.

Mr. Mackail’s published works are : a translation of
the “ Aeneid,” the ‘Eclogues’ and « Georgics "’ into
Prose; an edition with translation of select Epigrams from
the Greek Anthology; * Biblia Innocentium,” in which
he told for children the story of the Chosen People before
and after the coming of Christ; * The Sayings of the Lord
Jesus Christ as recorded by His Four Evangelists ”; a
University Extension Manual on Latin Literature ; @ much
discussed and not altogether successful Life of William
Morris, and a translation of the Odyssey.” He was also
one of the three poets who together published two volumes
of original poetry, called “* Love in Idleness " and Love’s
Looking Glass.”

No doubt it is largely his duties at the Education Office
that have prevented Mr. Mackail from quite fulfilling the
high expectations which his Oxford contem poraries formed
of him. To them it is a disappointment that he gave up to
the translation, whether of Homer, Virgil, or Maeterlinck,
talents that seemed destined to win distinction, through
work of a more original kind. His translations, however,
have always been admirable, though, in reproducing the
“Odyssey” in the metre of Omar Khayyam, he was

making an experiment fore-ordained to comparative |

failure, the form not being much more suitable to its
purpose than the form of, say, “In Memoriam” or a
“Bab Ballad.” This matter, however, has already been
dealt with in our columns. Mr. Mackail’s functions, as
professor, will be critical, not constructive, and we can
trust him to perform them well, even if it is too much to
expect him to be as amusing as Matthew Arnold was
when he reviewed the poetical excursions of Francis
Newman,

The Professorship was founded in 1708 with the proceeds
of a legacy bequeathed for that purpose by Henry Birk-
head, who, though he first saw the light near St. Paul’s,

is perhaps best described as a Latin poet. The Professor
is elected for five years, and at the end of that period he
may be elected for another five, but no one may occupy the
chair for more than a decade. The first successful candi-
date was the Rev. Joseph Trapp, the supposed author of
the epigram about the King, who sent a troop of horse to
Oxford but books to Cambridge, and till 1857 all the Pro-
fessors of Poetry were clergymen. In that year, however,
Matthew Arnold was appointed, and it is curious to note
that since then they have all been laymen. The duties
are not onerous. There is a lecture to be given three
times a year, the task of looking over University prize
essays, and the delivery of a Latin speech biennially.
Residence at Oxford is not compulsory, but cn the other
hand the emoluments of the Professorship are not great.

In the list of twenty-four professors there are many
well-known names, Thus, for instance, among the clergy-
men we find Thomas Warton, Edward Copleston, Milman
and Keble. Matthew Arnold, who objected to being
called a Professor and to looking over the poems for the
“ Newdigate,” abandoned the post with regret, and was
anxious that Browning should take hig place. But
Browning, with all his virtues, had this fatal defect, that
he was not an Oxford man, although the authorities gave
ﬁ;m an honorary degree and did all they could to make

im one.

So to Arnold succeeded Sir Francis Doyle, author of
perhaps the best description of a horse-race that has ever
been written in English verse. After Doyle came Shairp.
Shairp, whose voice was weak, was by no means an ideal
lecturer, but he could keep his temper, as he showed once
when he was delivering his Latin speech at the Encaenija.
A group of tormentors proved especially active, until the
Professor turned round and shook his fist at them, where-
upon they cheered him and relapsed into silence. Shair
was succeeded by Palgrave, and Palgrave by Courthope
Courthope hy Bradley, and Bradley is succeeded b};
Mackail,

One of the Professor’s duties is to suggest textual im-g

provements to the winner of the Newdigate. The amend-

ments proposed are usually accepted with gratitude; but

there have been exceptions to the rule. Shairp suggested

many improvements in Oscar Wilde’s “ Ravenna.” Wilde

listened to all the suggestions with courtesy and even took

notes of them, but he went away and printed the poem
thout making a single alteration in it.
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THE GERMAN AND THE FIRST PRODUCTION OF AN OSCAR WILDE PLAY; AND A NEW BALLET.

J

Guido Ferranti (Herr Konrad Gebhardt).

Beatrice (Friulein Grete Egenolf).

[Photograph by H. F. Meissner.

A SCENE FROM THE FIFTH ACT OF OSCAR WILDE'S TRAGEDY “ THE DUCHESS OF PADUA,”” PRODUCED AT THE GERMAN THEA'TRE
IN HAMBURG: A DUNGEON IN THE PUBLIC PRISON OF PADUA.

“I do not come to ask for pardon now, ‘
Seeing I know I stand bevond all pardon,
A very guilty, very wicked woman ;
Enough of that: I have already. Sir, ‘
Confessed my sin to the Lords Justices ;

May 10, 1905

HE production of ““Salome” this evening draws attention to -
one of those glaring acts of inconsistency which make
England a byword for stupidity and something worse amongst

the nations of Europe. Because Salome and Herod, purely historical
personages, a record of whose carcer may be found in any classical
history, happen to be mentioned in the Bible, the Lord Chamberlain
refuses to give his licence to the play, for the performances of
which money may, therefore, not be taken
at the doors. By the simple expedient,
however, of selling seats beforehand to
people, who by the act of purchasing
them become subscribers to a Society,
the performance takes place over the
Lord Chamberlain’s head. On the
other hand, for the last two years
and more anyone who has chosen to
buy a ticket for “Everyman” has been
able to witness the Impersonation not
of a mere historical character, but of
the Deity Himself. ‘The whole difference
appears to be that because rality-plays {6t nisequ
wlzlrc written beforlc 111)1(:L ?l(l)blti E]Ii;ﬁlli)t(‘rllztlf;l\: é‘nd iy o
! ) > L : ourt theatres.

authority came into being their perform- ey
ance is perfectly lawful, while the Lord
Chamberlain’s office vetoes plays in which
the same characters are reproduced if they
are written by modern authors. For the
same reason, words are spoken in Shakspere
which would never be tolerated if the
Censor had them submitted to him in a
modern work.

{ been abandcned.

November at the

shenuld not be lost to Vienna,
| tion to the Censor asking
~granted to revise the «

$ Ock . 1905 .

ily Telegraph,

wio is extremely anxious that St

* They would not listen to me: and some said
I did invent a tale to save your life,
You baving trafficked with me : others said
That woman played with pity as with men;
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| “ Others that grief for my slain Lord and husband
| Had robbed me of my wits: they would not
| hear me,

| And, when I sware it on the holy book,

| They bade the doctor cure me.”
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Our Vimnna Correspondent informs us that all
idea «i7y performance in that city of = Richard
 Strauss’s new opera, “ Salome,” the libretto of which |
| bad bLee. adapted from Oscar Wilde's drama, has
The work had
hearsed, and was to have been produced early in
: House, but the ¢ensor, whose
approval of the libretto is necessary ere any per-
formance can be given, has withheld his sanction, on
ths ground that the drama is opposed bo morality
not suitable for the

account of the immoral character of Oscar Wilde's
librotio. The director of the Opera, Gustay Mahler, Sain:
Strauss’'s new opera £

MORNING POST,

Richard Strauss’s new opera “Salomé,” founded on
Oscar Wilde's play of that name, will, it is stated, be
produced at the Theatrs Royal, Turin, in the course of
the coming winter. Curiously enough the principal partin
this work will be undertaken by an artist whose name is
Madame Salomé Krusceniske.

been fully re-

Oel. 1. 190¢

Our, Vienna Correspondent writes: As I have
akready reported, Strauss’s new opera, “ Salome,” has

belisved ipgt g%h:s o rgqu;stti ‘_[wiil
entertainedy . Fhaificure Hf, Jcha
bean refused by the Censor of the Court theatres on il m ably 5 ik R

Yy e

Tt is recalled that the “B
originally rejected by tho
;Rppesr o tia slags n's o

a peti

be iavowbly‘
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the character be made to lose its Biblical
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“INTENTIONS

Oscar Wilde : /Infentions. Traduction frangaise de Hucurs
Reserr. (Paris: Charles Carrington.)

TaE translation into French of Oscar Wilde’s *“ Intentions.’
done by Hugues Rebell on his death-bed, is accurate and
adequate. The only error I have noticed, in a comparison
of two or three pages taken at random, is in the rendering
of “ The horses of Mr. William Black’s phaeton do not
soar towards the sun. They merely frighten the sky at
evening into violent chromolithographic effects.” “Ils se
contentent,” the French reads, * d’épouvanter le ciel du
soir, avec de violents effets de chromos.”. Almost every
English name is correctly spelt: a rare distinction in
books printed in France.  Hazzlitt” and “ Collin ” are
the only exceptions I have observed.

The prose of Oscar Wilde loses little in translation
into French: a certain flash and snap, but hardly more.
Delicacies of the emotions and the imagination are what
lose most in translation, and of these Wilde had none. His
work had resonance, but no music; colour, but no atmo-
sphere; vivid intelligence, but no meditation. Much of its
form came to it from France, and returns into French
willingly. *‘ Intentions” is full of ideas, and the ideas

remain : not profound ideas, but often startling enough to !
be instructive. M. Charles Grolleau, in his preface, says

admirably :

. Intentions est bien loin de ne contenir que des paradoxes. Ceux qu’
s’y trouvent, en tout cas, sont trés divers par essence. Les uns, purs
divertissements verbaux, sont 4 négliger aprés I'attention d’une seconde
que leur accorde notre surprise. Les autres sont d'une plus noble
famille et créent I'étonnement durable et fécond du paradoxe né viable
s'il est une vérité neuve.”

Wilde wrote to astonish, but he wrote out of a ceaselessly
active brain, itself genuinely amused by its efforts to amuse.
This book of “Intentions” has the stimulus of irre-
sponsible talk. Its pretence at a strict logic is part of
the joke, and deceives only those who are meant to be
deceived.

To the English reader, the most valuable part of this
volume is the interpretation of Wilde hinted at in the
fragments of that essay which Hugues Rebell did not live
long enough to write. The author of ““La Nichina” began
his short and too hurried career with the promise of some-
thing really vital. Not since Casanova has there been so
intimate a revival or reconstruction of Casanova’s Venice.
The book was ciude and brutal, but it lived. After that
came novel after novel, too precipitately, and with too
little care for anything but the grosser side of things. But
the man had a personal attitude, in spite of these conces-
sions, and his opinions, on literature as on other matters,
had the value of an absolute independence. Though, at
the time of the trial, he had written in the ““ Mercure de

France” a fervid ‘‘ Défense d’ Oscar Wilde,” he had no -

illusion as to the actual value of much of Wilde’s work.
Thus we find him noting, with perfect fairness:

“Wilde n'a rien d'achevé, Son ceuvre est trés intéressante, parce
qu’elle est caractéristique d’un temps ; elle a une valeur documentaire,
mais elle n'a pas de valeur vraiment littéraire. Dans la Duchesse de
Padoue il imite Hugo et Sardou, dans le Portrait dz Dorian Gray,

- Huysmans. Infentions est le bréviaire du symbolisme. Les idées que

s’y trouvent sont dans Mallarmé, dans Villiers de I'Isle-Adam. Ses
poemes en vers sont inspirés de Swinburne. Les Poimes en prose sont

ce qu'il y a de plus original dans son ceuvre : ils représentent assez la
causerie du poéte, mais comme ils lui sont inférienrs!”’

All this is trae, though it does not say everything, for-
getting his fidest work, the modern plays, in which alone
he becomes a master; and forgetting also many other
influences, Pater throughout, and Maeterlinck and the
“ Tentation de Saint Antoine” in * Salome.” But the
comparison with Mallarmé is significant :

“Mallarmé a une ceuvre trés mince, il est vrai, mais qui tout de
méme existe. Certains vers sont d’une beauté admirable. . . . Wilde,

par malheur, était esthéte avant d’étre poéte. Il produisait des ceuvres
omme des gageures.”

‘There, it seems to me, the essential thing is said.

Wilde wrote much that was true, new. and valuable
about art and the artist. But, in everything that he
wrote, he wrote from the outside. He said nothing which
had not been said before him, or which was not the mere
wilful contrary of what had been said before him. In his
devotion to beauty he seemed to have given up the whole
world, and yet what was most tragic in the tragedy was
that he had never recognised the true face of beauty.
He followed beauty, and beauty fled from him, for his
devotion was that of the lover proud of many conquests.
He was eager to proclaim the conquest, and too hasty to
distinguish between beauty and beauty’s handmaid. His
praise of beauty is always a boast, never an homage.

- When he attempted to create beauty in words he described
. beautiful things. “Salome” is a catalogue.

In the comedies, where the talker is at last free to do
nothing but talk, we find a genuine thing, a thing of
marvellous ingenuity, a thing of unsurpassed cleverness,
They add a new, wild grace to the English stage. Rut,
even here, we find only astonishment, not beauty. The
Importance of being Earmest is an enchanting game,
which one is glad that some one has played to amuse
grown-up people. It is better than the best t syturvey-
dom of Mr. (;i1201936Betpliomen's University, ibtary 280) 7 1.

and the “ Ingoldsby Legends.” ARTHUR SYMONS.




19 Il 1906. ‘
THE LITERARY WEEK

MR. J. W. MackaIL, who succeeds to the Oxford Pro-
fessorship of poetry, resembles Matthew Arnold, the most
illustrious of his predecessors in the chair, in being a
Balliol man and a Civil Servant in the Education Depart-
ment, in which he is Senior Examiner. He was the third
of a remarkable trio of Newdigate prize-winners, his two
immediate predecessors in the honour being Oscar Wilde
and Sir Rennel Rodd, whose early verses may be com-
pared with his in the back numbers of the defunct
“ Waifs and Strays.” Wilde, of course, was much more
a wit than a poet, much more clever than inspired. Rodd
and Mackail were far more spontaneous singers, though
the former imitated Swinburne, while the latter modelled
himself on William Morris. The influence of Matthew
Arnold, afterwards to reappear in the work of Mr.
Laurence Binyon, was just then in abeyance among
Oxford poets. :

Mr. Mackail’s published works are : a translation of
the “Aeneid,” the ‘“Eclogues” and « Georgics "’ into
Prose; an edition with translation of select Epigrams from
the Greek Anthology; “ Biblia Innocentium,” in which
he told for children the story of the Chosen People before
and after the coming of Christ; * The Sayings of the Lord
Jesus Christ as recorded by His Four Evangelists ’; a
University Extension Manual on Latin Literature ; @ much
discussed and not altogether successful Life of William
Morris, and a translation of the Odyssey.” He was also
one of the three poets who together published two volumes
of original poetry, called ** Love in Idleness ” and * Love’s
Looking Glass.”

No doubt it is largely his duties at the Education Office
that have prevented Mr. Mackail from quite fulfilling the
high expectations which his Oxford contem poraries formed
of him. To them it is a disappointment that he gave up to
the translation, whether of Homer, Virgil, or Maeterlinck,
talents that seemed destined to win distinction, through
work of a more original kind. His translations, however,
have always been admirable, though, in reproducing the
“Odyssey” in the metre of Omar Khayyam, he was |
making an experiment fore-ordained to comparative
failure, the form not being much more suitable to its
purpose - than the form of, say, “‘In Memoriam” or a |
“Bab Ballad.” This matter, however, has already been
dealt with in our columns. Mr. Mackail's functions, as
professor, will be critical, not constructive, and we can
trust him to perform them well, even if it is too much to
expect him to be as amusing as Matthew Arnold was
when he reviewed the poetical excursions of Francis
Newman,

The Professorship was founded in 1708 with the proceeds
of a legacy bequeathed for that purpose by Henry Birk-
head, who, though he first saw the light near St. Paul’s,

1s perhaps best described as a Latin poet. The Professor
is elected for five years, and at the end of that period he
may be elected for another five, but no one may occupy the
chair for more than a decade. The first successful candi-
date was the Rev. Joseph Trapp, the supposed author of
the epigram about the King, who sent a troop of horse to
Oxford but books to Cambridge, and till 1857 all the Pro-
fessors of Poetry were clergymen. In that year, however,
Matthew Arnold was appointed, and it is curious to note
that since then they have all been laymen. The duties
are not onerous. There is a lecture to be given three
times a year, the task of looking over University prize
essays, and the delivery of a Latin speech biennially.
Residence at Oxford is not compulsory, but cn the other
hand the emoluments of the Professorship are not great.

In the list of twenty-four professors there are many
well-known names, Thus, for instance, among the clergy-
men we find Thomas Warton, Edward Copleston, Milman
and Keble. Matthew Arnold, who objected to being
called a Professor and to looking over the poems for the
“ Newdigate,” abandoned the post with regret, and was
anxious that Browning should take his place. But
Browning, with all his virtues, had this fatal defect, that
he was not an Oxford man, although the authorities gave
ﬁim an honorary degree and did all they could to make

im one.

So to Arnold succeeded Sir Francis Doyle, author of
perhaps the best description of a horse-race that has ever
been written in English verse. After Doyle came Shairp.
Shairp, whose voice was weak, was by no means an ideal
lecturer, but he could keep his temper, as he showed once
when he was delivering his Latin speech at the Encaenia.
A group of tormentors proved especially active, until the
Professor turned round and shook his fist at them, where-
upon they cheered him and relapsed into silence. Shair
was succeeded by Palgrave, and Palgrave by Courthope,
Courthone hy Bradley, and Bradley is succeeded by
Mackail.

One of the Professor’s duties is to suggest textual im-g
provements to the winner of the Newdigate. The amend-
‘ments proposed are usually accepted with gratitude; but
there have been exceptions to the rule. Shairp suggested
;_nany improvements in Oscar Wilde’s “ Ravenna.’’ Wilde
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THE GERMAN AND THE FIRST PRODUCTION OF AN OSCAR WILDE PLAY: AND A NEW BALLET.
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Guido Ferranti (Herr Konrad Gebhardt). Beatrice (Friulein Grete Egenolf). [Photograph by H. F. Meissner.

A SCENE FROM THE FIFTH ACT OF OSCAR WILDE'S TRAGEDY * THE DUCHESS OF PADUA,’”’ PRODUCED AT THE GERMAN THEATRE
IN HAMBURG: A DUNGEON IN THE PUBLIC PRISON OF PADUA.

Soomlr I know I stand beyond all pdrd(m. I did invent a tale to save your life, Had robbed me of my wits: they would not

o S aid hy
2019-}0@;23 4l|ltllttl‘nt‘ mI‘ h\;‘xi(ok [:’l?r:l(:in\"l:lr I lei%gé‘blwgiﬁmgiu{ﬁéézﬁtVimenu l And, 0:1}'10!291 sware it on the hnl\, book,

i Confessed my sin to the Lords Justices ; They bade the doctor cure me.’

“1 do not come to ask for pardon now, [ 2 lhh\, would not listen to me: and some said i “ Others that grief for my slain Lord and husband

i D s

F May 10, 1903 THE CKETCW
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pos: s 1 +4all. fO0OCA me OI my WwWits:. they would not
having ed with me: others said | hear me, -
That woman played with pity as with men; And, when I sware it on the holy book,
They bade the doctor cure me.

Enough of that: I have already. Sir,

A very guilty, very wicked woman ; ‘
Confessed my sin to the Lords Justices ;

MAY 10, 1905 THE SKETCH. & 121
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HE production of “Salome” this evening draws attention to =

one of those glaring acts of inconsistency which make MORNING POST 22!
England a byword for stupidity and something worse amongst ez bb Tk =
the nations of Europe. Because Salome and Herod, purely historical Richard b’tra.ul,:ss ?‘K :pem s‘."llfm.i’ . founded on
personages, a record of whose career may be found in any classical Om;rczgll::t‘;fl{e;m I:o :lam;:u?n ’i; t;se s:zs_g;z?
his:tor_v, happen to be mentioned in the Bible, the Lord Chamberlain S;gcl;mingwinter. Curiousl);u;nough t’}.epﬁmipd partin
refuses to give his licence to the play, for the performances of

; g this work will be undertaken by an artist whose name is
which money may, therefore, not be taken — T Madame Salomé Krusceniske.
at the doors. By the simple expedient, & Oct 2, 1905 - o
however, of selling seats beforehand to pae 3 ey G MO S
people, who by the act of purchasing n l - l el AP ] h
them become subscribers to a Society, 5 ll 7m§_g}‘(}g R

;hc. perfornmncc _tz,lkcs place over the I Our Visine Qomgpondem informs us that all
Lord Chamberlain’s  head. On the idea «i~3 performance in that city of R«imhm'di
other hand, for the last two  vears | Strauss’s new opera, “ Saloms,” the libretto of which |
and more anyone wl as  chose; | bad beeu adapted from Oscar Wilde's drama has
buy a- ticket fi)r “lg‘vio' lnb,, L]h,o?ull E() been sbandcried. The work had been f\tll§ re-
Shii R jo sl s Deen hearsed, and was t» have been produced .(ﬂz in
able to \\m)c_.ss t'he impersonation not November at the Ope: ‘House, but the censor, who

Olt a mere historical character, but of approval of the Ii rettg i necessary ere any per-
the Deity Himself. The whole difference formance can be given, has withheld hi‘i MACUOR, o
appears to be that because morality-plays the ground thet, the drama is op i iy

: : o \ and religion, and comsequently not suitable for th
were written before the Lord Chamberlain’s Court theatres, - A

authority came into being their perform- e
ance is perfectly lawful, while the Lord
Chamberlain’s office vetoes plays in which
the same characters are reproduced if they

Oel. 31190 ¢

arc written by modern authors. For the Our.. Visups Oumpesponstony: woier: A5’ 2 Rin beliaved. that this .request will
: : : 3 N s ~ o G s fiziarg 7of, John
same reason, words are spoken in Shakspere gf’: i{&iﬁrf;’grmnx&?ammt: eﬁi;ileﬁwbng ﬁ%@%
which would never be tolerated if  the aecou %3&8 Vil eRaEL T 9% Oscar Wilde's s r be made
Censopobgbathzm submitted to him in a Iibreté‘és M 1 OF Mahler,

modern work. Wi is extremely anx
“sheuld nof be ost to Vi
T tiox! to the Censor asl




MORNING POST,

Richard Strauss’s new opera ““ Salomé,” founded on
Oscar Wilde’s play of that name, will, it is stated, be
produced at the Theatre Royal, Turin, in the course of
the coming vJissen 1049e03:UniverseBALIDiany: 1 partin
this work will be undertaken by an artist whose name is
Madame Salomé Krusceniske.
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Our Vi:nna Correspondent informs us that all
idea «173 performance in that city - of Richardi-
; Strauss’'s new opera, “ Saloms,” the libretto of which |
| bad bee. adapted from Oscar Wilde's drama, has
| been sbandcned. The work had been fully re-
hearsed, and was to have been produced early in
November at the ra House, but the censor, whose
approval of the libretto is necessary ere any per-
formance can be given, has with his sanction, on
ths groxmﬁsmﬁmm\"&r %‘tﬁ@% morality
and religion, and cotsequently not suitable for the
Court theatres.




‘ T&s Star. 29 Sept 90y
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Our Vienpa Correspondant writes: As I have
ak-eady reported, Strauss’s new opera, “ Salome,” has
ben refused by the Censor of the Court theatres on
account of the immoral character of Oscar Wilde's
Jabaet The director of the Opera, Gustay Mahler,
wiho is extremely anxious that Strauss’s new opera
gheuld not

be los Vi § ssed a peti-
L aissen VeotestsUtive Bl may bs

granted to revise the objeetionable texi-book. It is




belioved. that  this . reguest will be: . favourably
entertainpds Fhori figiare [of, John Tl gy };pgeq‘s
vnll probably Teceive another name, 2nd so,

the character be made to lose its Blhhml oconnec-
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. | Some of the most luxurious speeches in the

AR TR A

MAY 1i3 1905.
- FORBIDDEN PLAY.

*¢ Salome ” Produced at the
Bijou Theatre.

EVADING THE CENSOR.

{ I only the dazzling and unfortunate Yrish
| 8enius who wrote ¥ Salome” could have seen !
[t acted as it was acted yesterday at the little |
Bijou Theatre ! One fears, if he had, he would ]
bave found that little phrase of his—ths |
importance of being earmest”—a more dali-
-cately true satire than evor upon our some- |
times appalling seriousness. {
|~ 1The play was acted by a serious little society |
—the New Stage Club—who have already paid ‘
“tribute t0 afother Irishman, Mr. Bernard |
‘Bhaw, The ban of the censor was, as has been |
already made known, eluded by the simple
device of subscription, instead of payment at
| the doors.

Quite a brilliant and crowded audience had
responded to what seemed an undoubtedly dar-
ing and interesting ‘venture. Many seemed to
have come out of mere curiosity to see a play
the censor had forbidden ; some through know-
ing what areally beautiful,passionate,and in its
real altitude wholly inoffensive play “ Salome™ |
is. In any case there was a considerable flut- |
tering of expectation when the little curtain
rose upon the tiny stage. Then seriousness’
Iike a blanket came, and the rest was boredom |
unutterable. 5
- As those who had read the play were aware,
| this was in no way the fault of the author of
| “ Salome.” Iis offence in the censor’s eyes—
‘and, considering the average audience, he was
dcubtless wise—was that it represents Salome
as making love to John the Baptist, failing
t0 win him to her desires, and asking for his
death from Herod, as revenge. ~This, of
¢ course, is not Biblical, but ig a fairly wide-
| spread tradition. :
i In the play, as it is written, this Iove-sqene is
i just a very beautiful piece of sheer passionate
. speech, full of luxurious Oriental imagery,
jmuch of which is taken straight from the
“So: of Solomon.” It is done very
‘cleverly; very delicately, very gracefully. It
is not religious, but it is, in itself, ne1th;qr
{ blasphemous ‘nor = obscene, whatever 1t
‘may be in the ears of those who hear it.
{ It might possibly, perhaps, be acted grossly;
‘acted naturally and beautifully it would show |
itself at least art.

: SOLEMN ACTING. 1
In the hands, however, of the New Stage{
Club it was treated after neither of these
meihods. It was treated solemnly, dreamily,
phlegm#tically, as a sort of cross between
Maeterlinck and a “mystery” play. :
- The whole of the play was done in this
‘manner, all gave iwo parts—one, that of
{Herodias (Miss Salom); which was excellently
‘and vigorously played; the other, that of
Herod, which was completely spoiled by an
actor who gave what appeared to be a sort of
semi-grotesque pottrait of one of the late
-Roman emperors. Even the play itself re-
| presents the usurping Idumean as a terrific
| figure of ignorant strength and lustfulness and
i power “walking mightily in his greatness.”

whols play—above all the wonderful ‘descrip- |
tion of his jewels—are put into Tierod’s mouth.
{ Yet he is represented at the Bijou Theatre as
a doddering weakling! And even so is
desperately serious. :

. Altogether, beneath this pall of

lemnity !

. | on the one hand and lack of real exaltition on |

‘the other, the play’s beauties of speech’ and |
i thought had practically no chance whatever.

i Set as it is; too, in one long act of an hourand
& half, the lack of natural life and vigour made |
* it more tiresome still.  And the shade of Oscar |
. Wilde will dountless be blamed for it ali!

i

o5 s |
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The composer, Dr. Richard Strauss, who
has arrived in London, says his “ Domestic ”
Symphony was intended as a serious musical
picture of married life. He has completed
an opera on “ Salome.»

DR. STRAUSS IN LONDON.

| Musical Pieture of Married‘
Life Not ¢ Funny.”

Dr. Richard Strauss arrived in London yesber;
i day morning, his visit being for the purpose o’k
| conducting his ** Domestic ”* symphony at Queen’s
| Hall this afternoon. This evening he starts on '
his return journey to Berlin. ; L \1

In a chat last night with a “Daily Chrc?mcle |
representative, Dr. Strauss denied that ~t-hxs sym-
phony was a joke, as some people hmv_e mmgmgd.

“The ‘ Domestic’ symphony,” he said—speaking
in German, for he knows only a few vyords of
English—** is intended to be a musical picture of
married life. I know that some people think th.e
work to be a funny presentation of .domesmc
bliss, but I confess that I had no desire to be
funny when I was composing it.

« After all, what can be more serious than mar-
ried life? Marriage is the most earnest thing 13
life, and the sacred joy of suoch a union 1s 'mcreuel
by the advent of a child: It is this bliss that
have endeavoured to. illustrate in my music.
Home life, nevertheless, has its humours, and
these I have also introduced into the work in
order to brighten it. But I really want the sc-lym-
phony to be regarded in‘a serious spirit, and in
this spirit it has been played in Germany. ;

“ T heard that the first performance at Queen’s |
Hall went off well under the direction of Mr. 4
Henry J. Wood. By the way, Whl‘i-t a ﬁx}e 0(;:}-.
ductor he is, and what a fine band he has! This
second performance should be even better, for'
there have been no fewer than sevemteen re-

Is.

heﬁr’i‘aixis symphony is not really my latest work, |
for I have just completed an opera. It 1s a set- |
ting of Oscar Wilde’s beautiful dramatic poem, |

* Salomé,” which I believe Sarah Bernhardt per- |
formed in Paris some years ago. The poem has }
i

|

t been altered in any way for its purpose as a
ﬁgre-tbo, nd, of ocourse, being translated into
German. have arranged for its first perform-
ance in Dresden next winter. =~ . .

THE SKETCH, FER %o 1098

LITERARY ST. PETERSBURG : BARONESS
~ ” '
RODOSHEFSKY, TRANSLATOR OF ‘‘ SALOME. ‘/

.
Plotograph by Pasetti,

" Among the literary and artistic
coterie which forms so distinct a circle in
St.Petersburg Society, Baroness Rodoshefsky
is throned as queen. She lately translated
‘“Salome ” from the English.

Some interesting amateur theatricals take place
this evening and to-morrow at Leeds, in aid
of local charities. They have been ‘organised by -
Miss Eva Fairfax, niece of Sir Frederick Milner, -
and Miss Muriel Beckett, the daughter of Mr. <
Ernest Beckett, M.P. The play chosen is “The
Importance of Being Harnest,” and included in
the cast are Siv Hedworth Williamson, his sister
Mrs. Arthur Meysey-Thom: 5 Mr.

PO ———————

e

A ‘somewhat intex“esting literary question is
raised in the current * Notes and Queries.” It is
alleged that a German translation of the late
Oscar Wilde's posthumous book, ““ De Profundis,”
appeared in Berlin before the publication of
the work in London, and that it contained pas-
sages omitted from the English edition. Messrs.
Methuen and Co. will no doubt promptly answer
the question whether their edition is really a
complete reproduction of the original manuscript,
and if any passages were omitted why this was

done without explanation.
* ¥ ¥

In your paragraph of Saturday on Sunday
wickedness in Kalgoorlie, writes a Colonial corre-
spondent, you did not mention that there was in

| London a few weeks ago a Church of England
| Bishop from Western Australia begging for
' money to build a cathedral in this same Kalgoorlie
—a place that contains more gold and more vice
than any other city in Greater Britain, with the
possible exception of Johannesburg. Now, is not
this putting the cart before the horse? Would it
not have been far and away better for that Bishop
to stay at home and go in vigorously for open-air
preaching to the Sunday pleasure-loving crowds

in Kalgoorlie?
*x %

“DE PROFUNDIS.”

Why ;the English Versio
was Curtailed. :

MR. ROSS EXPLAINS.

Mr. Robert Ross, editor of Mr. Oscar Wilde’s
posthuthus work, * De Profundis,” writes to  The
Daily Chronicle”” with regard to the interesting
point, to which we called attention on Monday,
as to why certain selections published in the
German edition of the work were expunged from
the subsequently-published English version. Mr.
Ross states:—

Sir,—Ragging editors, whether of newspapers or
books, is oneof the distractions of the silly season,
and perbaps you will allow me to occupy space
which is not gquite so valuable now as it must bo
later on. in regard to the publication of Mr. Oscar
Wilde's posthumus work. As I have explained
elsewhere, neither the German nor the English
versions form a complete reproduction of the
original manuseript. The arrangements for pub-
lication in Geérmany had already been made when
I submitted & type-written selection of those por-
tions (to which [ afterwards gave the name of
“De Profundis’’) to Messrs. Methuen.

This was forwarded in ordinary course to their
reader, a very distingnished man of letters, who ex-
pressed the opinion that certain passages might stilk
be deleted without impairing the value of the bool.
I saw at once that so far from doing so, it %matly
improved the work, which, in any case, could only
have been issued as a fragment, The German
version also contains some letters written by the
author while he was at Reading. to myself. These
were never submitted to Messrs. Mothuen. They
appear in the French version by M. Henri Dayray,
imgl in the Italian, Swedish and Hungarian trans-
ations. o~

I shall no doubt be able to make arrgmges
ments later on for issuing both the letters and
fhe passages appearing in the German edition, in
their original English. =1t must bo remembered
that when Dr. Meyerfeld, the learned and enthu-
siastio translator of “ De Profundis,” prevailed on
o to bring out the book, he was speaking for a
German publie, which, rightly or wrongly, had
long acclaimed Mr. Oscar Wilde as one of the
mosi distinguished English men of letters in the
nineteenth century. Indeed, Germany for the
last ten years has accorded him a position which,
even in the days of his prosperity, was never
yielded to him by the English critics, nor by his
cwn contemporaries. Only a few of our younger
writors anticipated foreign opinion, 'and their
views were regarded as illusions of youth.

To the English public, all Ruskinians at heart,
and unable to scparate the man and the writer,
Wilde was the author of some clever plays an
epigrams, whose congluet precluded the inclusion
of his name, not only in Bnglish literature, but
in_polite conversation.  The epigrams, if they
wero quoted, wero aseribed to Mr. Whistler, or
boldly appropriated by ephemeral novelists. In
newepapers reference was made to “ the author of
‘Ladv Windermere’s Fan,”” “the unfortunate but
falented man of letters,” “the playwright who
ended his days in prison,” &o,, I think
The Daily Chroniclo” was one of the very
few papers which found itself able to print his
name without turning as pink as the * Globe” -
pr “Sporting Times.” And I remember your
paper came in for some vory bard criticism bo-
tause it published the letters on Prison Life in
1897, though of course I do not know whether
monyfmous readers treated you to their opinion
or not.

1t was a knowledge of these ciroumstances and
L grave uncertainty as to how ‘Do Profundis’
?-f%!ﬂd be received in' Bngland that necessitated
e cantion I exercised. I have been much gratis
the result, and deeply touched not only
of the reviews, which
‘hostile,

L
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Nel—published to-day.
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vé, at any rate, two clear shining
| the sombre texture of this book,
g thie last months of his imprison-
- Wilde, the parody of the most
that ever was—I need not dis-
me of the parodist. One thread
d commonplace and mournful ;
oud and gay ; the one is usually
, dhe other is perhaps De-
Hope; and they are inter-|
commonplace is piquant in the
who always avoided the obvious
found the true,
Bgo he speaks of “the paralysing
'~ of prison life; on another he
o most terrible thing about it is
breaks one’s heart—hearts are
broken—but that it turns one’s
? It knows nothing of seed-
est : “there is only one season,
of sorrow.” Tt pours rich sun and
all gloomy things, and they bring
mdredfold. “A day in prison on
es not weep, is a day on which
s hard, not @ day on which one’s
y.” For Wilde there was no
f oblivion without ‘death. He had
ble name :—
raced that name eternally. I had
y-word among low people. I had
rutes that they might make it brutal,
i that they might turn it into a
folly,
in Wandsworth Gaol he longed
s filled with rage by improved
vould commit suicide; or, again,
ear gloom as a king wears

the Man.
holy moods departed, only to
sorrow. “ Where there is
@ is holy ground,” he says; and he
| | harmony with “the wounded,
| @ great heart of the world.” But he
D “how to be cheerful and happy,”
ien friends came to see him; he
‘real desire for life returned :—
re me so much to do that I
d it as a terrible tragedy if I died
 allowed to complete at any rate a
ee new developments in art and life,

‘which is a fresh mode of perfection.
,Qhen, and all that it teaches one,

s a fine passage on sorrow as “ the
otion of which man is capable.”
‘times when soirow seemed to him
suly truth.” Only through sorrow
ul of man “reach the full stature
tion.” Almost at the end comes
i of what, I suppose, was the
weat of his life. On November 13,
ood for half’ an hour in convict
ndceuffed, on the centre platform
lunction i— i
taken out of the hospital ward
oment's notice being given to
possible objects I was the most
0 people saw me they laughed.
came :ﬁ)_sweued the audience.
xceed their amusement. . That |
before they knew who I was, As |
had been inforned they laughed
half an hour I etood thers in the
rain, surrounded by a jeering
year after that was done to me I
y at the same hour and for the same

' wit, who never showed himsolf
ist, that crucifixion scene must
to being too much. That he
derful ; but that he did not die
after is a proof that the human
longer in the fire than steel.
litude, ,
this thread of explicit sorrow
ng it was in the book which | |
his heart
d was more easily handled, for | |
from “ Intentions ” and “ The
into “ De Profundis.” It winds

varying health, unfavourable |
Composition, and the no doubt
of thinking in the old way, inJ

it friends, without applause,

Oscar  Wilde?s De
- Reading the beautif
things console one, fir:
in evil and goo
en the |

S ¢ : | despair.
whole with apparent inconsis- {tour de force, a perishing actor’s last ambign:

COMEDIAN,

| DE PROFUNDIS, by Oscar Wilde, London: Methuen, B¢,
" By Edward Thomas.

He had stood “in symbolic relations to the |
art and culture” of his age. But he had
amused himself with being “ a flineur, a dandy,

& man of fashion”; he had “ ceased to be lord

j over himself,” and allowed pleasure to
| dominate him. But, he remembered, “to re-

'gret one’s own experiences is to arrest one’s
own development.” He found humility, which
in the artist means “frank acceptance of all
experiences.” He would free himself from
bitterness, resentment, hardness, scorn, and
face the world, and “hope to be able to re-
create his creative faculty.” He was still seek-
ing a fresh mode of self-realisation. “There
is nothing wrong in what one does,” but “ some- ;
thing wrong in what one becomes.”

The imprisonment was the second turning
point in his life. Oxford was the first. He
would not treat it as an accident, but as a stage
in’ his development. He says that he had got
to make everything that had happened to him
(good for him; to make degradation of the
| body into a spiritualising of the soul; to ab-
sorb into his nature all that had been done to
him. If he had been ashamed of his punish-
ment, he says finely, he would have been as
bad as society which once it has punished a
man shuns him as “one on whom it has in-
flicted an irreparable, an irredeemable wrong.”
Other criminals could disappear ; his name was
written in lead upon the rocks at every turn;
yet—

If I can produce only one beautiful work of art I

I shall be able to rob malice of its venom, and
cowardice of its sneer, and to pluck out the
tongue of scorn by the roots.

Let us hope that he succeeded in ways of which

we can know nothing, and believe that he was

right when he said that he had becoms 3 |
deeper man, though “to propose to be a better |
jman is a piece of unscientific cant.” |

!New Lights and OId.

But as far as this book carries us in his life,

' there is no change. Mens inmota manet,
lacrime volvuntur inanes. He says, indeed |
that he is the better for gaining “a right to
share in sorrow,” but one fears that though |
that may have been written in his heart’s
blood, he had to be content with having
written it, as is often the fortune of artists. |
In his new swroundings he was the same.

| The world should take note of two things:'|

first, that it cannot destroy even a man of |
wit, that it cannot spoil his style, his wit, his '
intensity ; second, that affectations (for the
world said he was affected) can be at least as
costly and deeply rooted-in the heart as |
respectabilities. 7 i

For the man whom society sent to prison
with a groan and saluted with indecent laugh-
ter, was able to show that society had done
him a good service, when it hoped to ill-treat
or even suppress him. - People point to Read-
ing Gaol and say, “ That is where the artistic |
life leads a man.” Well, he says, © People |
whose desire is solely for self-realisation never |
know where they are going”; but “1I hope to |
live long enough and to produce work of such |
& character that I shall be able at the end of
my days to say, ‘Yes! that is just where the
artistic life leads a man!'” He may
oven have succeeded in the ingenious,
glowing, fantastic study of Christ, which
1s one of his finest creations.

But if his spirit winds among such
varied scenery that it is here impossible
to trace its course, the one strong
note is the looking forward to joy. The
lilac and laburnum would be blooming when he
left prison. He would go to the sea, and gain
peace, balance, a less troubled heart. *“It
seems to me,” he says, “that we all look at
Nature too much and live with her too little.”
Society would have no place for him ;

but Nature, whose sweet rains fall on unjust and
just alike, will have clefts in the rocks where I may

e, and secret valleys in whosg, silence I may
weep undisturbed. She will hang the night with
stars so that I may walk abroad in the g.a,rkness
without stumbling, and eend the wind over my
footprinte so that none may track me to my
hurt: she will cleanse me in great waters, and

'!h'qllgnever_ know, | | with bitter herbs make me whole.

So the book ends. It was a brave hope, I
hope it was sincere, for he was disappointed,
and disappointed hope is better than satisfied
ut the whole book seems to me a

ous gesture of salutation to the den i-
mph%nt world. £ se‘tn ;

Profundis.”

| and purposciuatall., . . . d
| guards noc only the walls of the prison, but the troutier o1
| the humau soui. Une always excracrainarily
| Mg s own emoticns, here reveals s soal naked
| agonies and terrors. 1'he play has been played. The stage

B ——

THE DAILY GRAPHIC,
OUT OF THE DEPTHS.

(Fublished Tc-day.)
[*“De Profundis,” by Oscar Wilde. Methuen
and Co.) 5s.]

The man who wrote * De Profundis” wrote it in
prison; he was an offender who suffered justly for
his offences. But if he was a great sinner, he was
near to being a great writer, and that is perhaps
more to the point than that he purged his wronz-
doivg in euffering and peniterica, For this book,
a3 he himself would have said, is something other
than a “cri de coeur”’; it is the re-awakening of
the arlistic epirit, and the responsze to the neced ib
felt of expression  * For nearly two years,” he
wrote to the friend, Mr. Robert Ross, to whom he
entrusted ‘this manuseript, ‘I have haod within a

rowing - burden of bitterness, of much of which

have now got rid.. On the other side of the prison
wall there are some poor, black, soot-besmirched
trees which are just breaking out info buds of an
almost shrill green. 'I know quite well what they
are going through. They are finding espression.”
That was what, out of the depths of his shame, the
ignominy, the hopelessness, the dust and ashes, he
was striving to do. He wrote, therefore, an essay,
into which crept mentaily the note of personal
circumstances, for no bar of artistic determination
could keep it out, but which is none the less a
beautiful essay on the place of sorrow, of tragedy,
of pain, of sacrifice, in Art. Much may be forgiven,
more may be forgotten, of the man who wrote, in
the presence of what he wrote. And if there be
any who cannot wholly forget, they may find, sen-
timentally, a reason for forgiveness in the last words
to which his art, and perhaps his emotions, gave
utterance. ‘‘ All trials are trials for one's life, just
as all sentences are sentenoces of death; and three
times have I been tried. The first time I left the
box to be arrested, the second time to be led back
to the house of detention, the third time to pass
into a prison for twe years. Society, as we have
constituted it, will have no place for me, has none
to offer; but Nature, whose sweet rains fall on
unjiist and just alike, will have elefis in the rocks,
where I may hide, and secret valleys in whose
silence I may weep undisturbed. She will hang the
night with stars so that I may walk abroad in the
darkness without stumbling, and eend the wind over
my footprints so that none may track me to.my
hurt; she will cleanse me in-the great waters, and
with bitter herbs make me whole.”

MARCH 10. 1905.

Kindly ask for METHUEN’S POPULAR NOVELS at
your liorary, especially for MRS. GALER’S BUSI-
NESS, by W. PEIT RIDGE. Ask yoar bockseller
to show you some of the books recently published by
Messrs. METHUEN, especially DE PRGFUNDIS. Ail
£ood booksetiers keep these books. Messrs. METHUEN
will send their new Bulletin and Cetalogues to any
applicant.

Kindly write to Messrs, METHUEN for a prospectus
of their charming * LIBRARY OF DEVOTION” which
contains the best editions of devotional books in existence.

DE PROFUNDIS

By OSCAR WILDE. Crown 8v0, 58, net.
A third edition is nearly ready.
““Here is a magic of woras which would make the book

}
i
{ memorable were it tueé work Of an imagmative crestion.
i I'ne actuul hxsmry Of 1TS Pproaucrlon ensures for it & perma-
| hent position 1ia literature. ‘De Profundis ’passes immedi-
¥
|

avely to 1Ls place amongst those confessions 1 which men,

| through great bitteraess and the experience of the raw

©GZES of 1wisery and shae, are able 10 testity to & meaning'
T'he sentinel 1s removed which
. candid, express.

1 wmoite

1s cleared away. ‘T'he world ot rezhuy, so loug einded, 8g
lengtn has compelled attentiun, Sincerivyan pleasure inu
Basseq into sincerity in pain. ‘T'he resulsis one of the mosc
tragic aud puardl egnfessions ever issued rfrom the astons
istied nuna of man."—Daily News. ok

“Among all the mosy urimate, mosc moving records of
the growth of & soui, 1 know noue that lies nearer to the
source of tears than this. . . . Neveriu anything he
wrote did Wilae- irine more exquisite phmaqlwm we find
here. *De Protanuis’ reveals the inan bimself wore than
auything else he ever wrote,ana it will, 1 think, be read
longer than anytuing else he ever wrote. As a picce of
Taiure 16 1s WOrchy to stand veside Bunyan’s ‘Grace Abonnd-
g * and the * Coat * ot R L—Daddy Mail.

- DAILY MAIL

-MARCH 13, 1905.

“DE PROFUNDIS.” ;
To the Editor of the “Daily Mail™

Sir,—Mr. John Campbell, M.P., having an-
nounced a question in the House of Commons
to-morrow_afternoon which seems calculated fo
throw doubt upon this book having heen written
in p?i::?'Ipﬁrnd ps oxé will kindly allow me to
say had yesterday an opportunity f
}:he1 wholgeg&&. v;%icl&ow vmtte{ poon ic o
oolsca ring vernment prison stam
The gI.S.ijs handed by Mr. Wilde to Mr.
Robert Ross on the day of his release, and has

remained in Mr. Ross’s possession ever since.
The reason why the prisoner was allowed the
unusual privilege writing as much as he
pleased was the fear that his mind, accustomad
to the constant exercise of writing, might be
injured by enforced idleness extending over so
T Bt s vy o
o was further © away w
he had written because it was felt thaityto.’
force the ordinary rule in so exceptional
would be harsh ‘and vindictive.  Strict]
8. of ““De Profundis” ought to be
ar 3:3'“ Reading Gaol; but I think th
people, even if they

ts ex




M>

MAY 11, 1905.

. FORBIDDEN PLAY.

X

“APRIL 1, 1905.

The comp&ser, Dr. Richard Strauss, who
has arrived in London, says his “ Domestic
Symphony was intended as a serious musical
picture of married life. He has completed

NS o T
TSRttt e b

e

A ‘somewhat .iﬁbef;ssting literary question
raised in the current *“ Notes and Queries.” It

AGIC COMEDIAN,

e o e it

DE PROVUNDIS, by Oscar Wilde, London: Methuen, 6,

" mel—published to-day.

" By Edward Thomas.

THE DAILY GRAPHIC,

OUT OF THE DEE’THS.

(Fublished Tc-day.)

B Ao lleged that a German translation of the luq' The: n,rev whw mb;m clear shining . . e . : [*“De Profundis,” by Osear Wilde, (Methuen
expre : Salome.s Allege Te are, y s ; : « 2 : |
e 13 Salome ” Produced at the N f‘f‘_???wff & e s A =8 2= Oscar Wilde's posthumous book, ‘ De Profundis, threads in the sombre texture of this book, ar?:n%adcie ”":) :’h?;bo:;erelgz‘:n;em}:‘h; ;;:d Co.) Si%.]

St as i lin before the publication q written during the last months of his imprison- / G . e g2t 20 Wik Wrote Do Prafundis™’ widih it s |
Nt Bijou Theatre, DR. STRAUSS IN LONDON. o work 3 i 0t s o ment by Oscar Wilds, the parody of the mosi  51u5ed imself with being *a fdncur, & dandy, prison; e was an ofender who sufered jusily for
[,[.“‘,‘Y.‘l‘ the work in ndon, an . ! 4 . a man of fashion”; he had “ ceased to be lord his offences. But if he was a great sinner, he was

long
vears
from
worl
remé
—W
thot
cert

EVADING THE CENSOR.

If only the dazzling and unfortunate Irish
| genius who wrote ¥ Salome” could have seen
Lit acted as it was acted yesterday at the little
Bijou Theatre ! One fears, if he bad, he would
have found that .little phrase of his—the
importance of being earnest”—a more doli-
cately true satire than ever upon our some-
times appalling seriousness.

- The play was acted by a serious little society

}
i
1
§

already made known, eluded by the simpls

1 ydevice of subscription, instead of payment at

i the doors.

Quite a brilliant and crowded audience had
responded to what seemed an undoubtedly dar-
ing and interesting venture. Many seemed to
have come out of mere curiosity to see a play
the censor had forbidden; some through know-

real altitude wholly inoffensive play * Saloms
tering of expectation when the litile curtain

Tose upon the tiny stage. Then seriousness
Iike a blanket came, and the rest was boredom

to win him to her desires, and asking for his

ing what areally beautiful, passionate, and in its |

{ —the New Stage Club—who have already paid 1
‘tribute t0 another Irishman, Mr. Bernard |
‘Shaw, The ban of the censor was, as has been |

{
i
{
{

is. In any case there was a considerable fiut- |

Musical Picture of Married;

Life Not [ Funny'”

Dr. Richard Strauss arrived in London yester-

| day morning, his visit being for the purpose ?f
ioonducning his *“ Domestic ’ symphony at Queen’s

Hall this afternoon. This evening he starts on |

!'his return journey to Berlin.

In a chat last night with a “ Daily Chrqmole %
representative, Dr. Strauss denied that .thxs sym-
phony was a joke, as some people hax_fe Lma.gm'ed.

“The ‘ Domestic’® symphony,”’ he said—speaking
in German, for he knows only a few v_vords of
English—** is intended to be a musical picture of
married life. I know that some people think th_e
work to be a funny presentation of .domest«zc
bliss, but I confess that I had no desire to be
funny when I was composing it.

“ After all, what can be more serious thaq mar-
ried life? Marriage is the most earnest thing in
life, and the sacred joy of such a union 1s increased
by the advent of a child: It is this bliss that I
have endeavoured to, illustrate in my music.
Home life, nevertheless, has its humours, and
these I have also introduced into the work in
order to brighten it. But I really want the sym-
phony to be regarded in‘a serious spirit, and in
this spirit it has been played in Germany. :

“ 1 heard that the first performance at Queen’s |
Hall went off well under the direction of Mr. l
Henry J. Wood. By the way, what a fine con-

formed in Paris some years ago. The poem has |

| Bishop from Western Australia
' money to build a cathedral in this same Kalgoerl

Why [the English Version

sages omitted from the English edition. M

Methuen and Co. will no doubt promptly answ
the question whether their edition is really |
complete reproduction of the original manuscrip
and if any passages were omitted why this w{'

done without explanation.
* % %

In your paragraph of Saturday on Sunda
wickedness in Kalgoorlie, writes a Colonial ocrrr(
spondent, you did not mention that there was i
London a few weeks ago a Church of Englan
begging fzj

|

—a place that contains more gold and more viti
than any other city in Greater Britain, with th
possible exception of Johannesburg. Now, is ng
this putting the cart before the horse? Would j
not have been far and away better for that Bishof
to stay at home and go in vigorously for open-a.i
preaching to the Sunday pleasure-loving crowd
in Kalgoorlie? !
Eaal * ¥ %

“DE PROFUNDIS.”

posthuthus work, “ De Profundis,” writes to The

\

perfect artist that ever was—I need not dis-
close the name of the parodist. One thread

|over himself,” and allowed pleasure to

is what is called commonplace and mournful; | dominate him. But, he remembered, “to re-

the other is proud and gay ; the one is usually |
named Remorse, the other is perhaps De-
fiance, perhaps Hope; and they are inter-|
woven. The commonplace is piquant in the

work of a man who always avoided the obvious

angd sometimes found the true.

On one page he speaks of “the paralysing
immobility ” of prison life; on another he
says that “the most terrible thing about it is
not that it breaks one’s heart—hearts are
made to be broken—but that it turns one’s
heart to stone.” It knows nothing of seed-
time and harvest: “there is only one season,
the season of sorrow.” It pours rich sun and
rain upon all gloomy things, and they bring
forth a hundredfold. “A day in prison on
which one does not weep, is a day on which
one’s heart is hard, not @ day on which one’s
heart is happy.” For Wilde there was no
possibility of oblivion withoat death. He had
borne a noble name :— ;

I bad disgraced that name eternally. I had
made it a low by-word among low people. I had

_ given it fo brutes that they might make it brutal,

|and to foes that they might turn it into a
' synonym for folly.

When he was in Wandsworth Gaol he longed

make way for sorrow. “Where there is

gret one’s own experiences is fo arrest one’s
own development.” He found bumility, which
in the artist means “frank acceptance of all
experiences.” He would free himself from
bitterness, resentment, hardness, scorn, and
face the world, and “hope to be able to re-
create his creative faculty.” He was still seek-
ing & fresh mode of self-realisation. “There

thing wrong in what one becomes.”

The imprisonment was the second turning
point in his life. Oxford was the first. He
would not treat it as an accident, but as a stage
in' his development. He says that he had got
| to make everything that had happened to lum
(good for him; to make degradation of the
| body into a spiritualising of the soul; to ah-

sorb into his nature all that had been done to

{him. If he had been ashamed of his punish-
{ ment, he says finely, he would have been as
bad as society which once it has punished a
man shuns him as “one on whom it has in-
flicted an irreparable, an irredeemable wrong.”
Other criminals could disappear ; his name was
written in lead upon the rocks at every turn;
yet—

is nothing wrong in what one does,” but “ some- 1
|

{ _ If I can produce only one beautiful work of art |

! T shall be able to rob malice of its venom, and

i
| New Lights and Old. i

near to being a great writer, and that is perhaps
more to the point than that he purged his wronz-
doivg in euffering and peniterics. For this book,
a3 he himself would have said, is something othor
than a “‘cri de coeur?’; it is the rz-awakening of

| the ariistic epirit, and the response to the need ib

felt of expression " For nearly two years,” he
wrote to the friend, Mr. Robert Ross, to whom he
entrusted ‘this manuscript, ‘I have hed within a
rowing - burden of bitterness, of much of which
have now got rid.. On the other side of the prison
wall there are some poor, black, soot-besmirched
trees which are just breaking out infe buds of an
almost shrill green. ‘I know quite well what they

are going through, They arc finding expression.”’ |

That was what, out of the depths of his shame, the
ignominy, the hopelessness, the dust and ashes, he
was striving to do. He wrote, therefore, an essay,
into which crept mentaily ‘the note of personal
circumstances, for no bar of artistiz determination
could keep it out, but which is none the less a
beautiful essay on the place of sorrow, of tragzedy,
of pain, of sacrifice, in Art. Much mgay be forgiven,
more may be forgotten, of the man who wrote, in
the presence of what he wrote. And if there be
any who cannot wholly forget, they may find, sen-
timentally, a reason for forgiveness in the last words

{ to which his arbt, and perhaps his emotions, gave
| utterance, *‘ All trials are trials for one's life, just

as all sentences are sentenoces of death; and three
times have I been tried. The first time I left the
box to be arrested, the second time to be led back
to the house of detention, the third time to pass
into a prison for two years. Society, as we have

hurt; she will cleanse me in the great waters, and

A . il C icle T ¥ od rith bitter herbs make me whole.”
¢ altered in any way for its purpose as a Da.lly Chronicle”” with regard to the interestin : s ; " : . S wit
H g:ath from F%‘f‘)’;lii’ ’i‘s b’ftv‘?“g:' fai!"lrhls,. dzf ﬁgtmbee,nbe ;d, o odhyme, being translated into | point, to which we called attention on Monday, ey .th-emhxs boly grou‘n;li, Eehs ays am(ii 1‘1;9 | But as far as this book carries us in his life, e
] ;srjf(::g’ t.;-sad‘}gion et 4 l German. I have arranged for its first P‘”fmm‘: as to why certain selections published in th came into harmony wit the wounded, there is no change. Mens inmota manet,

i In the play, as it is written, this love-scene is

ance in Dresden next winter. =

German edition of the work were expunged froj

broken, and great heart of the world.” But he

lacrime volvuntur inanes. He says, indeed |

i : . ] i V3 i e ; : z : constituted it, will have no place for me, has none
. unutterable. A GiiSe haiis, aind what & Boe baud s beet 125 was Curtailed. ) to die; he was filled with rage by improved g&vlvardmf of its e, SE ke Mosk AW to offer; but Nature, whose sweet rains fall on
te ~ As those who had read the play were aware, ey perfobeenrmance sf : :ha?:evmheex; re- | : | health; he would commit suicide; or, again, LT M S 08 00 unjiist and just alike, will have clefts in the rocks;
3 this was in no way the fault of the auther of e Suve g : | he would “wear gloom as a king wears  Let us hope that he succeeded in ways of which where I may hide, and secret valleys in whose
: (“Salome.” Iis offance in the censor’s eyes— heﬂr%hlf' mphony is not really my latest work, | MR. ROSS EXPLAINS. 5 purple.” we can know nothing, and believe that he was silence I may weep undisturbed. She will hang the
. “and ideri : @ audience, he was sk opera. 1t 1s a set- | ; ) right when he said that he had becomse a night with stars so that I may walk abroad in the |

and, considering the average audience, al for I have just completed an ope : ! Mood d the M & bnss withott Eranbline = d ool Te a
(. dcubtless wise—was that it represents Salome ting of Oscar Wilde’s beautiful dramatic poem, ‘. Mr. Robert Ross, editor of Mr. O: Wild o ! Raas. an 8 an deeper man, though “to propose to be a better | day ness \Y_nt;ou Stlﬁnil: ng, an eitn 2 e wm‘ over |
. as making love to John the Baptist, failing | ‘ Salomé,” which I believe Sarah Bernhardt per- Sy R BERT O Ge R ‘ The melancholy moods departed, only to | man is a piece of unscientific cant.” my footprints so that none may track me to.my

A s i A

ikl

SRR

. ¥ . » . ““ » 3 t i1t A 1 t'
{3 e ol o s ot e ety il Erghes wrion. oo e T = S bt |4t b b D g <0 i o
* [ Speech, full of luxurious Oriental imagery, | Ross states— SEpeaiaily. wheo Igends SN 30 M0 Jyies | that may have been written in his heart’s ‘Y[A RCH 10 1905
{much of which is taken straight from the T H = S K 2 5 ; Slpn,~Ragging o}(]]itors, whether of!;lowspa.persoj succeeded ; a real desire for life returned :— Moo, hé: lisd 30 bb content wilh Ravisg B ¥ .
“Song of Solomon.” It is done very' TER Th ] 5 books, is one of the distractions of the silly seaso T § et : - : 1 s = - :
| g = H. I e e ; X « here is befors me 50 mush fo do that L | written it, as is often the fortune of artist | Kindly ask for METHUEN'S POPULAR NOVELS af
cl ly: very delicately, very gracefully. It and perhaps you will allow me to occupy space would regard it as a terrible tragedy if I died ; ; our lior, specially for MRS. GALER'S BUSI-
i ise:;; yi.uelirfigms bt ity ' ii itself. neither which is not quite so valuable now as it must ba before Igwa.s allowed to mm‘i)lelt:gatymy rate a I," his new surroundings he was the e | “"és,' b:nl,i'.e;f:tlﬁg‘ ’RIBrGE. Ask your bookseller
= e s - it later on. in regard to the publication of Mr. Oscar little of it, I devel : 1 | The world _should take note of two things : | to show you some of the books recently published by
¢ | blasphemous ‘nor = obscene, whatever it | Wilde ; : fained ] ! See new developments in art and life, first, that it cannot destroy even a man of Messrs. METHUEN, especially DE PRUFUNDIS. Ail
; I may be in the ears of those who hear ib.i Uae & hoaklunins work. As I have explaine | | each one of which is a fresh mode of perfection. st g b T = 00d booksetlers keep these books M METHUEN
8 o 83 o 5§ nndd el clsewhere, neither the German nor the English . |+ » . Sorrow, then, and all that it teaches one wit, that it cannot spoil his style, his wit, his e e e aew ot Sl lonats. 15 0
: 1 ltigﬁggr?:t&?:lslly Zﬁdpebre:;z}ﬁfully ?f;ou%éogggv;‘ ve_rs§onls form a compllete reproductioaf of t-l;x‘ | lis my new world. 2 intensity ; second, that affectations (for the applicant. : oL E S z
| | facte . ant original manuseript. The arrangements for pub< ! world said he was affected) can be at least as Kingdl ite to M . METHUEN f 1
i } citself at least art. lication in Germany had already been made Whelﬁ 3 Then follows a', fine pa.esa'xge o8 sor'tow s “t’h‘ﬁ costly and deeply rooted-in the heart as | of tﬁir’chz?mein: “_f.ﬁirfMRY OF DEV;?I?}%?%:;‘::
i g SOLEMN ACTING | I Subn(mtedha ;Y[EO'V‘EHWQH :;ele(_;tlon O}E those pori i supreme emotion of which man is capable. respectabilities. 5 : coniains the best editions of devotional books in existence.
i : ok : : tions (to whic afterwards gave the name ol he i 1 i i i .
- In the ha-nds, however, of the New Stage “De Profundis’’) to Messrs. Methuen. ! t 3‘0 b!:“‘:;re 'bulng: Whl;eg s‘z)“;w Meonnd 40 i f}fr the mand‘Vh‘in; soctgty -s%nt - pnsc})ln DE pROFUNDlS
Club it was treated after neither of these This was forwarded in ordinary ‘course to their | ¢ culy truth. nly through sorrow With a groan and saluted with indecent laugh- R e B peieas SO
meihods. It was treated solemnly, dreamily, reader, a very distingnished man of letters, who ex- could the soul of man “ reach the full stature ter, was able to show that society had done | A Sk viitice Is ey readu T
| PR s an o swones g opiven ot et pmecr il o e orection? Almoat 3 tho end comes D% 8 8nd srvc, whep 5 Boped bl e e e L R B e
i 1 [aeterlinck and 2 “ mystéery” ay. ele Wwithout mmpairing the value of the ; PR - 2 C 8 B - ® ad- | { memorable were it tue Work of an imaginauve creavion.
£ Lo Sy rpe ous 1 (b I saw at once that so far from doing so, it greatly| | (@ Sesceipdon of Whafel eupposs, AR ABS.  Guy Gael nod say,  Thot i L artistic | | ‘oe sctusi biscosy of its proauction ensures fur it » perina-
A 1 {‘mner, all save ftwo parts—one, that of: improved the work, which, in any case, could only. |  supreme momeat of his life. On I\oyembner %3: life leads a man.” Well, he says, “ People | | ately to 1s place amongst those confessions in which men,
7 s |Herodias (Miss Salom), which was excellently | have been issued as a fragment. The German’;.‘ | 1895, he stood for half an hour in convict whose desire is solely for self-realisation never | | gg;%gxul; ,ﬁffffy ;y;:sesrhs;e&se a:xr% ko be;pwe;:ﬁz;c:o of &l;:ut’;\;
i [ tand vigorously played; the other, that of version also contains some letters written by the dress, and handcuffed, on the centre platform know where they are going ”; but “ I hope to | sud purposeiuatall. . . . The sentinel is removeq Which
. Bl ahick el T author while he was at Reading. to myself. These/ | B Claniibns Juns don live long enough and to produce work of such | ¥0ards Dog only the walls of the prison, butb the_trontier of
ce MEEIOG,. Waich Was CORDIGtery. sp v were never submitted to Messrs, Mothuen. They ¢ P iy i £ ! [ the humau sout. Une always extruorainarily candid, express.
: ce actor who gave what appeared to l;e ahsorf ?f appear in the French version by M. Henri Davray. 4 I had been taken out of the ‘hospital ward = Ch‘? ract:r e lE;ha%l the ta.ble. &ttthg sud I;)f " L‘;‘é&‘éﬁ sﬁﬁlncﬁé’ié’i“h’éﬁﬁfme‘a b;:"l:"yecx;.k'i"cxlzemntucm 1
° semi-grotesque potirait of ome of the late d in the Itali e oas y ; P ithout g : : : my days to say, es ! that is just where the [0 g i 30 1 -
ﬂRomagn em%\mrg. Even the play itself re- f,{’tioi,':-,, o Italian, Swedish and Hungarian tr‘a:ns-: 1 ::& e 8&“%?&: oi‘;-'gg& Ib“‘l:fs gﬁzer:m;) artistic life leads a man e _He may | 22&;‘::?& c'?)_‘.';?gen;u_h&‘.’fﬁﬁpﬁf ﬁﬁiﬁmy xfl;fxeeum‘m'_ﬂi::
| presents the usurping Idumean as a terrific I shall no doubt be able to make . arranges | &tesque. Wgon people saw me they laughed. even have succeeded in the _1ngenious, it e s g it e S b
g i figure of ignorant strength and lustfulness and ments later on for issuing both the letters and’ - Bach train as it came up swelled the audience glowing, fantastic study of Christ, which | ished nund of man.”"—Daily News. 53 7
h pbwer “walking mightily in his greatness.” | fhe passages appearing in the German edition, in_ Nothing could exceed their amusement,  That | is one of his finest creations. I ths?:,:&gb ,;.‘1 “m: oﬁ,ofs #;;mﬁigﬁ%ﬁ wmmm‘ w”r rds of
i1 | 8ome of the most luxurious speeches in the | their original English. It must \Be*remembemd’ was, of course, before they knew who I was, As | But if his spirit winds among such source of tears thau this, . . . Neveriu anything he
¢ | whole play-—above all the wonderful descrip- | Qm?when Il)rt M(}ygrgeldi)th? ]‘(‘i":"“,?d and .‘l’:d‘h“‘ :&(l)lnm“ th halfheen inforned they laughed varied scenery that it is here impossible NEL “-"i‘)ewﬁi‘é?l‘ii?f??xi‘vffweﬁ‘i&“&inf"‘mmm““é“ﬁm“nﬁﬁ
o |fion ot hi jomele_sre i aip Horots moth. e b D ey o i stouhdad e e |10, 145, 5 courerGhe”one ¥ song i R T T 20
he is represented at the Bijou Theatre as o ; a 3 K ’ ¢ Tin| n is ooking forwar joy. e AL ; : o i
| § Gl waaing: And e % i (e pablic, whioh, ritily or wrongly, Hed |t overy diy at the e B ety %, | lilac and laburnum Would be blooming when be e e e s G e o
Pl D : ; : e e e g : 9 ; : Gt same hour and for the same | Jefy prison. He would 8o to the sea, and gain
L btk TRt e s E“fﬂ:;h mer(l}gf lemfi ‘“»"g:: e ) peace, balance, a less troubled heart. *“It
‘ i toget. ? eat 18 pall o emni nime century, ! i g ke : ; N » - - i
3 P‘ ’ﬁﬁheg:nee}{andegnd e Y;eal o, S 01};3 e tegnyeam ha: avccorge e, &:;)rtol:iz&n q:mz ¥ t}?\n};e a m:n of wit, who never ghowed himself | seems to me,” he says, “that we all look at DAIL‘: MAILs
| 1 8 T #he other, tha plays beauties of speech’ and | o (i]n th}?_ dags of his prosperity, was bm ho iy 5 m"’“”’:a t”,’t crucifixion scene must IS‘IM'}";‘? t°°ul"(1i“§h and livle Witfh her too little.” e e R
v ‘ _thought had practically no chance whatever. yielded to him by the English critics, nor by his ave come near to being too much. That he | Soclety wo ave no place for him; /)
1 Q ; Set as it is, too, in one long act of an hourand -t e St R R e P (V‘V'::tl gontengpgra::ls. - Only a few of our y:iouri‘ggr« suerved is wonderful ; but that he did not die| | but Nature, whose sweet rains fall on unjust and MARCH 139 1905-
K % | a' ‘& half, the lack of natural life-and vigour made | g torx o TRIESD e s ; bt s iﬁ"‘::r dod ;’s"‘;iﬁi‘;io‘r’]‘;'lgf"f% uif,’ gt ' until five years after is a proof that the human m‘: alike, will have clefts in the rocks where I may LT o e
TR i et PR L b Sanens el e ; To the English public, all Ruskinians at heart, eart can stand longer in the fire than steel, | | 0o and eccrct valleys b G ek B “DE PROFUNDIS.”
! j, | Wilde will doustless be blamed for it ali! Piiotograph by Pasetts %{3{} ]una,ble b scpatx}l;gte tfhe mancland tl;?wri% : Sorrow and Solitude, stars so that I may walk abroad in the dikiiece To the Editor of the “Daily Mail”
{ ja S : e S fvo was the author of ‘some clever plays a In the book this i | of Toib i without stumbling, and eend the wind over my Sir,—~Mr. John ‘Campbel i 3
| s : : el Hhgled whose conjiuct precluded the inclusion is short; how Io g .o{ explxmg SORFOW.| | footprints so_that none may track me. fo my nounced a question in ptheul’lit};‘fz'sle,"o;1 ﬁCammng s ‘
d > e g pr his name, not only in Bnglish literature, but i how long it was in the book which | | hurt: she will cleanse me in t waters d C i ¢ oo e i
Among the literary and artistic in polite ‘conversation.  The opigrams, if they was written on his heart we shall, Khove.| [With bibter herbe mako me whole, = T h &% to-morrow_afternoon which eeems calculated to i
v coterie which forms so distinct a circle in wero quoted, were aseribed to Mr. Whistler, or s SAbn, St AGUORARA (REver knov, | | Bl throw doubt upon this book having been written .
St.Petersburg Society, Baroness Rodoshefsky boldly appropriated by ephemeral novelists. In | ALhenthread was more easily handled, for | | So the book ends. It was a brave hope. I in prison, perhaps you will Kindly allow me to _f
T DN POCIOA), U e ; % newepapers referenco was made to *‘ the authorof = it came straight from “Intentions” and “The | hope it was sincere, for he was disappointed, say that T had yesterday an opportunity b e
is throncd”as queen. She lately translated ‘Lady Windermere’s Fan,”’ “the unfortunate baf.  Soul of Man * into “ De Profundis.” It windg  ond diggp%,inted hope is better than satisfied };g:l wholgeg&&, ‘mclaoxsemtbe% on blue official
» . PRI LY D Ll 3 I o ; » f ir. sca T1 rnmen ! o)
Salome ” from the English. et man of Jotters ¢ the plagwright who ;. [{Brongh the whole with spparent inonsis. | foeP i BUb ,t”’;e,'{j‘ﬁ‘,fgb;’;‘;,?:‘}’;‘;t bt Tho MS. was handed by Mr. Wilde fo bir. Y|
, The Daily Chroniclo™ was one of the very . d‘?s.’ g varying health, unfavourable ' ous gesture of salutation to the dense tri- Bﬂbﬂfgedmg &n ﬂw’ of his release, and has ¢
few papers which found itself able to print his ¢ ’ conditions of composition, and the no doubt umphant world. ‘ remal n Mr. 4 S possession ever since.
name without turning ag pink as the * Globe™ | | | tremendous task of thinking in the old way,in| : . s he feasn,n_fvhy tﬂ e prisoner was allowed the
pr " Sporting Times.” Ard I romember your | | ! | solitude, without fri i : b s e LIRS A 3 writing as much as he
paper camo in for some very hard oriticisrs bo. | niide. without friends, without applause.. pleased was the fear that his mind, accustomad
2 ;zagtél_;e lﬁ nul}:[lished the lettérs on Prison Lifo in J ‘ @o_;}.l:d Ognsta!}g exercise ‘iﬂhn“ writin , might ba
= z ; 705 , though- - ‘ in forced ess extendin; r ¢
Somo interesting amateur thesirioas take place Mgt ymons readors. treated s so. Tonk etlet | Tong a period a5 two years. oo
?meg;s ‘and ’co-mo;mw ;:e Leeds, l:d aéd i > not, e chinisgdl Os s B Baiain Ho was further permitted to take away what
: rities. They have been organi 0y - . 1t was a knowledge of these circumstances and Car s e Profundis.

he had written becatse it was felt that to en- .
forco the ordimary rule in so exceptional a case
would harsh and vindictive.  Stric e

Miss Eva Fairfax, niece of Sir Frederick Milner, L grave uncertainty as to how “ Do Profundis’
and Miss Muriel Beckett, the daughter of Mr. #ould be received in England tha, necessitated
Ernest Beckett, M.P." The play chosen is “The ’ I have been much grati, '
Importance of Being Earnest,” and included in hed not onl
the cast are Sir Hedworth Williamson, his sister,

Mrs. Arthur Meysey-Thompson, and Mr. Guy

Reading the beautiful but miserable book. some
| : o;r;‘ggnoongfi‘e *(ol!xe‘;ﬂili t that a ﬁricnd who
! in evil anc ‘€] : 11

b Shat g by him to the.
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. MAY 11, 1905.
- FORBIDDEN PLAY.

i%g Salome ” Produced at the -
Bijou Theatre. |

~ EVADING THE CENSOR.

’ If only the dazzling and unfortunate Irish
genius who wrote “Salome” could have sesn
1t acted as it was acted. yesterday at the little
Bijou Theatre ! One fears, if he had, he would
have found that .little phrase of his—the
Amportance of being earnest™—a more dali-
. jeately true satire than ever upon our some-

| tumes appalling seriousness.
he play was acted by a serious little society
he New Stage Club—who have already paid

Tibute 10 another Irishman, Mr. Bernard
‘Shaw. The ban of the censor was, as has been |
already made known, eluded by the simple,
device of subseription, instead of payment at
the doors.

Quite a brilliant and crowded audience had
responded to what seemed an undoubtedly dar-
| ,ing and interesting venture. Many seemed to
« | bave come out of mere curiosity to see a play
the censor had forbidden; some through know-
ing what areally beautiful,passionate,and in its
real altitude wholly inoffensive play * Saloms” i
is. In any case there was a considerable fint- |
tering of expectation when the little curtain |
- Irose upon the tiny stage. Then seriousness '
ike a blanket came; and the rest was boredom |
able. 3
s those who had read the play were aware,
was in no way the fault of the author of
. .”  Its offsnce in the censor’s eyes—.
‘and, considering the average audience, he was
dcubtless wise—was that it represents Salome
as making love to John the Baptist, failing
to win him to her desires, and asking for his
death from Herod, as revenge. This, of
course, is not Biblical, but i§ a fairly wide-
spread tradition.

In the play, as it is written, this love-scene is
1 [ just a very beautiful piece of sheer passionate
¢ i speech, full of luxurious Oriental imagery,
‘much of which is taken straight from the
L»,ff'/S,o of Solomon.” It is done very'
r*elaven:i verly: very delicately, very gracefully, It
is not veligious, but it is, in itself, neither |
 blasphemous 'nor = obscene, whatever it
 may be in the ears of those who hear ib. |
It might possibly, perhaps, be acted grossly;'
d naturally and beantifully it would show |
at least art. ;

: SOLEMN ACTING.

In the hands, however, of the New Stage

Club it was treated after neither of these

“methods. It was treated solemnly, dreamily,
phlegmeftically, as a sort of cross between

Maeterlinck and a “ mystery” play.

- The whole of the play was done in this
anner, all save itwo parfs—one, that of

[ NS —

e

erodias (Miss Salom), which was excellently |

[ ‘and vigorously played; the other, that of
-« Herod, which was completely spoiled by an
actor who gave what appeared to be a sort of
semi-grotesque portrait. of one of the late
~Roman emperors. Ewven the play itself re-
; | presents the usurping Idumean as a terrific
| figure of ignorant strength and lustfulness and
L i power “walking mightily in his greatness.”
I | Some of the most luxurious speeches in the
| whole play-—above all the wonderful descrip-
‘tion of his jewels—are put into Herod’s mouth. |
Yet he is represented at the Bijou Theatre as
“doddering weakling! And even so is
sperately serious. e |
Altogether, beneath this pall of solemnity
e one hand and lack of real exaltition on |
other, the play’s beauties of speech’and
ght had practically no chance whatever.
as it is, oo, in one long act of an hour-and

If, the 00t L pg% igpary made |
, “it more tirgsc?hbm still,  And \:ﬁu g‘e of Oscar
| Wilde will dountless be blamed for it ali!

y
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The composer, Dr. Richard Strauss, who
has arrived in London, says his “ Domestic
Symphony was intended as a serious musical
picture of married life. He has completed

ARSPERa TR (Salomer |

R LRSS S

Life Not ¢ Funny.”

Dr. Richard Strauss arrived in London yester-
day morning, his visit being for the purpose of
| conducting his “ Domestic ” symphony at Queen’s
"Hall this afterncon. This evening he starts on
| his return journey to Berlin. 2

In a chat last night with a * Daily Chronicle”
representative, Dr. Strauss denied that this sym-
phony was a joke, as some people have imagined.

“The ‘ Domestic’ symphony,” he said—speaking
in German, for he knows only a few words of
English—** is intended to be a musical picture of
married life. I know that some people think the
work to be a funny presentation of domestic
bliss, but I confess that I had no desire to be
funny when I was composing it.

 After all, what can be more serious than mar-
ried life? Marriage is the most earnest thing in
life, and the sacred joy of such a union is increased
by the advent of a child: It is this bliss that I
have endeavoured to. illustrate in my masic.
Home life, nevertheless, has its humours, and
these I have also introduced into the work in
order to brighten it. But I really want the sym-
phony to be regarded in‘a serious spirit, and in
this spirit it has been played in Germany

IDR. STRAUSS IN LONDON.

' Musical Pieture of Married'

T heard that the first performance at Queen’s 3

Hall went off well under the direction of Mr.
Henry J. Wood. By the way, what a fine con-

|

ductor he i3, and what a fine band he has! This |
second performance should be even better, for

there have been no fewer than sevemteen re-
hearsals.

“ Thie symphony is not really my latest work, |

for I have just completed an opera. It 1s a set-
ting of Oscar Wilde’s beautiful dramatic poem,
‘ Salomé,” which I believe Sarah Bernhardt per-
formed. in Paris some years ago. The poem has
qotbanﬂmredinmy“yfothapurposoaea
libretto, mg%JWQ into
German. ve arran its ormi-
ance in Dresden next winter.

|

|
J
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LITERARY ST. PETERSBURG : BARONESS
RODOSHEFSKY, TRANSLATOR OF ‘ SALOME.”’ /

- /

Photograph by Pasetli,

e %monv the Iltgrar\ and artistic
coterie which forms SO dlstmct a circle in

St. Pctei JF&\L ]P rappshefsky
is throned as queeén. e lately translated

“ Salome ” from the English.






A somewhat inter}sting literary question is
raised in the current *“ Notes and Queries.” It is
alleged that a German translation of the late
Oscar Wilde's posthumous book,  De Profundis,”
appeared in Berlin before the publication of
the work in London, and that it contained pas-
sages omitted from the English edition. Messrs,
Methuen and Co. will no doubt promptly answer
the question whether their edition is really a
complete reproduction of the original manuscript,
and if any passages were omitted why this was

done without explanation.
* ¥ ¥

In your paragraph of Saturday on Sunday
wickedness in Kalgoorlie, writes a Colonial corre-
spondent, you did not mention that there was in

| London a few weeks ago a Church of England
jBishop from Western Australia begging for
' money to build a cathedral in this same Kalgoorlie
—a place that contains more gold and more vice
than any other city in Greater Britain, with the
possible exception of Johannesburg. Now, is not
this putting the cart before the horse? Would it
not have been far and away better for that Bishop
to stay at home and go in vigorously for open-air
preaching to the Sunday pleasure-loving crowds

in K 1
in Kalgoorlie? new

“DE PROFUNDIS.”

Why ;[ the English Versio
was Curtailed. '

MR. ROSS EXPLAINS.

Mr. Robert Ross, editor of Mr. Oscar Wilde's
posthutnus work, ¢ De Profundis,” writes to * The
Daily Chronicle” with regard to the interesting
point, to which we called attention on Monday,
as to why certain selections published in the
German edition of the work were expunged from
the subsequently-published English version. Mr.
Ross states:—

Sir,—Ragging editors, whether of newspapers or
books, is one of the distractions of the silly season,
and ‘perbaps you will allow me to occupy space
which is not quite so valuable now as it must bo
laeter on, in regard to the publication of Mr. Oscar
Wilde's posthumus work. As I have explained
clsewhere, neither the German nor the English
versions form a complete reproduction of the
original manuseript. The arrangements for pub-
lication in Germany had already been made when
I submitted & type-written selection of those por-
tions (to which [ afterwards gave the name of
“De Profundis’’) to Messrs. Methuen.

This was forwarded in ordinary course to their
reader, a very distinguished man of letters, who ex-
pressed the opinion that certain passages might still
be deleted without impairing the value of the book.
1 saw at once that so far from doing so, it %reatly
improved the work, which, in any case, could only
have been issued as a fragment. The German
version also contains some letters written by the
author while he was at Reading. to myself. These
were never submitted to Messrs. Mothuen. They
appear in the French version by M. Henri Davray,
and in the Italian, Swedish and Hungarian trans.
lations. 2

I shall no doubt be able to make  arran y
ments later on for issuing both the letters and
fhe passages appearing in the Ger ‘edition, in
their original English. It must 'memembered
that when Dr. Meyerfeld, the learned and enthu-
siastio translator of “ De Profundis,” prevailed on
o to bring out the book, he was speaking for a
CGerman publie, which, rightly or wrongly, had
long acclaimed Mr. Oscar Wilde as one of the
mosi distinguished English men of letters in the
nineteenth century. Indeed, Germany for the
last ten years has accorded him & position which,
even in the days of his prosperity, was never
yielded to him by the English critics, nor by his
ocwn contemporartes. Only a few of our younger
writers anticipated foreign opinion, ‘and their
views were regarded as illusions of youth. !

To the English public, all Ruskinians at heart,
and unable to separate the man and the writer,
Wilde was the author of some clever plays an
epigrams, whose congluct precluded the inclusion
of his name, not only in English literature, but
in polite conversation.  The epigrams, if they
were quoted, were ascribed to Mr. Whistler, or
boldly appropriated by ephemeral novelists. In
newepapers reference was made to *“ the author of
‘Lady Windermere’s Fan,”” “‘the unfortunate but
talented man of letters,” “the playwright who
ended his days in prison,” &b, &o. I. think
*The Daily Chronicle”  was one of the very
few papers which found itself able to. print his

name without, turning as pink as the ““ Globe”

pr  “Sporting Times.” And I'remember your
paper came in for some very bard criticism beo-
cause it published the letters on Prison Life in
1897, though of course I do not know whether
mon;;mous readers treated you to their opinion
or not,

It was a knowledge of these circumstances and
L gravo uncertainty as to how “ Do Profundis’’
#ould be received in England that necessitated
the cantion I exercised. T have been much grati

16 result, and deeply touch nly
of the roviews. which

ro hostile, but.
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| DE PROFUNDIS, by Oscar Wilde,

Nel—published to-day.

London: Methuen, 6g,

: By Edward Thomas,

There are, ab any rate, two clear shining
threads in the sombre texture of this book,
writben during the last months of his imprison-
ment by Oscar Wilde, the parody of the most

perfect artist that ever was—I need not dis-
close the name of the parodist. One thread
is what is called commonplace and mournful;
the other is proud and gay ; the one is usually |
named Remorse, dhe other is perhaps De-
fiance, perhaps Hope; and they are inter-

woven. The commonplace is piquant in the
work of a man who always avoided the obvious
angd sometimes found the true. -

On one page he speaks of “the paralysing
immobility ” of prison life; on another he
says that “the most terrible thing about it is
not that it breaks one’s heart—hearts are
made to be broken—but that it turns one’s
heart to stone.” It knows nothing of seed-
time and harvest: “there is only one season,
the season of sorrow.” Tt pours rich sun and
rain upon all gloomy things, and they bring
forth a hundredfold. “A day in prison on
which one does not weep, is a day on which
one’s hears is hard, not @ day on which one’s
heart is happy.” For Wilde there was no
possibility of oblivion without death. He had
-borne a noble name :— :

I bad disgraced that name eternally. I had
. made it a low by-word among low people. I had
given it fo brutes that they might make it brutal,
|and to foes that they might turn it into a
' synonym for folly.

When he was in Wandsworth Gaol he longed
to die; he was filled with rage by improved
health ; he would commit suicide; or, again,
he would “wear gloom as a king wears
purple.”

Moods and the Man.

The melancholy moods departed, only to
make way for sorrow. “Where there is
sorrow there is holy ground,” he says; and he
came into harmony with “the wounded,
broken, and great heart of the world.” But he

| had to learn “how to be cheerful and happy,”
egpecially when friends came to see him; he
succeeded ; a real desire for life returned :—
There is before me so much to do that I
would regard it as a terrible tragedy if I died
before I was allowed to complete at any rate a
little of it. I see new developments in art and life,
one of which is & fresh mode of perfection.
.+ . Sorrow, then, and all that it teaches one,
1s my new world. :
Then follows a fine passage on sorrow as © the
supreme emotion of which man is capable.”
There were times when soirow seemed to him
“to be “ the cnly truth.” Only through sorrow
could the soul of man “reach the full stature
of its perfection.” Almost at the end comes
a description of what, I suppose, was the
supreme morueat of his life. On November 13,
1895, he stood for half’ an hour in econvict
dress, and handcuffed, on the centre platform
of Clapham Junction :— §

I had been taken out of ‘the ‘hospital ward
without a moment’s notice being given to
me.  Of all ﬁg:uble objects I was the most

E’tesque_. When people saw me they laughed.

h train as it came up swelled the audience,
Nothing could d their a mt, . That
was, of course, before they knew who I was, As
soon as nheitv‘ had been infornied they laughed
still more. For half an hour I etood there in the
grey November rain, surrounded a jeering
( mob. For a year after that was done to mie I

_Wept overy day at the same hour and for the same
spice of time. ;

A
i For a man of wit, who never showed himself

to be a humourist, that crucifixion scene must

have come near to being too much. That he |
survived is wonderful ; but that he did not die

until five years after is a proof that the human
heart can stand loqgg in the fire than steel.
Sorrow and Solitude,

is short; how long i
was written on his he ar -shall inever know.
The other thread was more easily handled, for
1t came straight from “ Intentions” and “ The
 Soul of Man ” into “ De Profundis.” It winds
{ through the whole with #pparent inconsis-
bencies, due to varying
conditions of copgpesiget

tremendous task of thinking in the old way, in
solitude. without friends, without applause.

In the book this thread of explicit sorrow.
} vms,cip.?the book which

l He had stood “in symbolic relations to the |
art and culture” of his age. But he had
amused himself with being “ a flineur, a dandy,
a man of fashion”; he had “ ceased to be lord

|over himself,” and allowed pleasure to

| dominate him. But, he remembered, “to re-

: gret one’s own experiences is to arrest one’s

| own development.” He found bumility, which

in the artist means “frank acceptance of all

experiences.” He would free himself from

bitterness, resentment, hardness, scorn, and

face the world, and “hope to be able to re-

create his creative faculty.” He was still seek-

ing a fresh mode of self-realisation. “There

is nothing wrong in what one does,” but “ some- :
thing wrong in what one becomes.”

The imprisonment was the second turning
point in his life. Oxford was the first. He
would not treat it as an accident, but as a stage
in his development. He says that he had got
to make everything that had happened to lum
{good for him; to make degradation of the
| body into a spiritualising of the soul; to ab-
sorb into his nature all that had been done to
bhim. If he had been ashamed of his punish-
ment, he says finely, he would have been as
bad as society which once it has punished a
man shuns him as “one on whom it has in-
flicted an irreparable, an irredeemable wrong.”
Other criminals could disappear ; his name was
written in lead upon the rocks at every turn;
yet—

If I can produce only one beautiful work of art |
| I shall be able to rob malice of its venom, and
cowardice of its sneer, and to pluck out the

tongue of scorn by the roots.

Let us hope that he succeeded in ways of which
we can know nothing, and believe that he was
right when he said that he had becomse a |
deeper man, though “to propose to be a better i
| man is a piece of unscientific cant.” |

[ New Lights and OId. |

But as far as this book carries us in his life, |
there is no change. Mens inmota manet,
lacrime volvuntur inanes. He says, indeed |

that he is the better for gaining “a right to |
share in sorrow,” but one fears that though |
that may have been written in his heart’s
blood, he had to be content with having
written it, as is often the fortune of artists. |
In his new surroundings he was the same.

| The world should take note of two things:!|

first, that it cannot destroy even a man of |
wit, that it cannot spoil his style, his wit, his |
intensity ; second, that affectations (for the
world said he was affected) can be at least as
costly and deeply rooted-in the heart as|
respectabilities. ’ i
For the man whom society sent to prison
with a groan and saluted with indecent laugh-
ter, was able to show that society had done
him a good service, when it hoped to ill-treat
or even suppress him. People point to Read- !
ing Gaol and say, “ That is where the artistic |
life leads a man.” Well, he says, “ People
whose desirs is solely for self-realisation never |
know where they are going ”; but “I hope to f
live long enough and to groduce work of such |
& character that I shall be able at the end of
my days to say, ‘Yes! that is just where the
artistic life leads a man!'” He may
even have succeeded in the ingenious,
glowing, fantastic study of Christ, which

| 18 one of his finest creations.

|

But if his spirit winds among such
varied scenery that it is here impossible
to trace its course, the one strong
note is the looking forward to joy. The
lilac and laburnum would be blooming when he
left prison. He would go to the sea, and gain
peace, balance, a less troubled heart. * It
seems to me,” he says, “that we all look at
Nature too much and live with her too little.”

Society would have no place for him ;

but Nature, whose sweet rains fall on unjust and
mt alike, will have clefts in the rocks where I may
e, and secret valleys in whosq silence I may

¢ She will hang the night with

: I may walk abroad in the 5&rkness
without stumbling, and eend the wind over my
footprints so that none may track me to my

hurt: she will cleanse me in great waters, and

| with bitter herbs make me whole.

" hope it was sincere,
‘and disap;

health, unf.avoumble;;‘:
7 and thdissendlomen's Uai

So the book ends. It was a brave hope., I
: for he was disappointed,
inted hope is better than satisfied
despair. But the whole book seems to me a

tour de force, a perishing actor’s last ambigu.

ous twﬁ&f salutation todgdhe dense tri-
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(Fublished Tc-day.)

[*‘ De Profundis,” by Oscar Wilde. (Methuen
and Co.) 5s.]

The man who wrote *“ De Profundis” wrote it in |

prison; he was an offender who suffered justly for
his offences. But if he was a great sinner, he was
near to being a great writer, and that is perhaps
more to the point than that he purged his wrongz-
doing in euffering and peniterce. For this book,
as he himself would have said, is something other
than a *“cri de coeur”’; it is the ra-awakening of
the arlistic epirit, and the responsze to the nced ib
felt of expression - For nearly two years,” he
wrote to the friend, Mr. Robert Ross, to whom he
entrusted this manuseript, “I have hed within a
%rowing burden of bitterness, of much of which

have now. got rid.. On the other side of the prison
wall there are some poor, black, eoot-besmirched
trees which are just breaking out info buds of an
almost shrill green. 'I know quite well what they
are going through, They are finding expression.”’
That was what, out of the depths of his shame, the
ignominy, the hopelessness, thie dust and ashes, he
was striving to do. He wrote, therefore, an essay,
into which crept mentally the note of personal

circumstances, for no bar of artistiz determination |
could keep it out, but which is none the less a |

beautiful essay on the place of sorrow, of trazedy,
of pain, of sacrifiee, in Art. Much mgay be forgiven,

more may be forgotten, of the man who wrote, in

the presence of what he wrote. And if there be
any who cannot wholly forget, they may find, sen-
timentally, a reacon for forgiveness in the last words

to which his art, and perhaps his emotions, gave-
| utterance, ‘‘All trials are trials for one's life, just-

as all sentences are sentences of death; and three
times have I been tried. The first time I left the
box to be arrested, the second time to be led back
to the house of detention, the third time to pass
into a pricon for two years. Sociely, as we have
constituted it, will have no place for me, has none
to offer; but Nature, whose sweet rains fall on
unjiist and just alike, will have clefits in the rocks,
where I may hide, and secret valleys in whose
silence I may weep undisturbed. She will hang the
night with stars so that I may walk abroad in the

darkness without stumbling, and eend the wind over

my f00Lp1iegen WoRdeR" W‘?'[ Libra to .my
hurt; shegwx cleanse n?g’;n% the g\ré-eat w"ff;rs, and
with bitter herbs make me whole.” :




MARCH 10. 1905.

Kindly ask for METHUEN’S POPULAR NOVELS at
your lLiorary, especially for MRS. GALER'S BUSI-
NESS, by W. PETT RIDGE.  Ask your boockseller
to show you some of the books recently published by
Messrs. METHUEN, especiaily DE PRUFUNDIS. Ail
£00d bookseliers keep these books. Messrs. METHUEN
will send their new Bulletin and Catclogues to any
applicant.

Kindly write to Messrs. METHUEN for a prospectus
of their charming * LIBRARY OF DEVOTION" which
contains the best editions of devotional books ir: existence.

By OSCAR WILDE. Crown 8vo, 58. net.
A third edition is nearly ready. -

*“ Here is a magic of woras which would make the book:
memorable were it tue work of an imaginative cresuion,
‘L'se actual history ol its Proauerion ensures for it & perma-
Hent position ia literature, *De Profanais’ passes immedi-

| ately to 1Ls place amongst those coufessions 1 which men,

through great bitterness and the experience of the raw
©QZES oI Wisery and shame, are able 1o testity to & meaning
and purposeiuat all. . . . The sentinel 1s removea winch
guards not onty the walls of the prison, but the frontier o1
the humau soui. Que always extraorainarily candia, express.
g s own emouicns, here reveals o soul naked in its
agomues and terrors. 1'he play has been playeda. The stage
is cleartd away. ‘T'he world ot rezhty, =0 long einded, 8t
lengin has compelled attentiun, Sincerwyin pleasure iaas
passeéa inte sincerity in pain. ‘f'he resuls is one of the muse
tragic aud piurdl epnfessions ever issued from vhe astons-
istied nund of man.”"—Daily News. : 2

* Among ail the mosy i mose, g of
the growth of & soui, 1 know noue tbat lies nearer to the
source of tears than this, . . . Neveriu sauything he
wrote did Walae- txuine niore exquusite phrases tuan we find
here. *De ¢ 4 m ore than
auything e : 5 3-be read
Ionger than anythiug eise he ever wrote. As a piece of live-
TaLlre 16 1s WOIrthy to stand beside Bunyan’s ‘Grace Abound-
g * and the " Contessions’ of Rousseau.”"—Daily Mail.




Oscar Wilde’s “ De Profundis.”

Reading the beautiful but miserable book. some
thmgs console one, first that he had a friend who

) il and d
st e th Sod Pepute Bood by bt to the DAILY NEWS,

before his time, records with tears show {5 oon. AUGUST 21 1905.

a1i§,l_ed ‘him only tc;kha received a bricf salute in

b -
o h jmséq'w;;gé&fs UniGersityiLibraty suims h.a,veZBBen ‘paid mﬂ”‘ﬂ;
bW raham in country for OSea.r Wﬂide Wg
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DATLY MAIL.
MARCH 13, 1905.

“DE PROFUNDIS.”
To the Editor of the “Daily Mail”™

Sir,—Mr. John Campbell, M.P., having an.
nounced a question in the House of Commons
to-morrow_ afternoon which seems calculated to
throw doubt upon this book having been written.
in prison, perhaps you will Kindly allow me to
say that I had yesterday an opportunity to ses
the whole MS., which is written on blue official
foolsca;ilbearing the Government prison stamp.

The MS. was handed by Mr. Wilde to Mr.
Robert Ross on the day of his release, and has
remained in Mr. Ross’s possession ever since.

he reason why the prisoner was allowed the
unusual privilege of writing as much as he
pleased was the fear that his mind, accustomad
to the constant exercise of writing, might be
injured by enforced idleness extending over so
long a period as two years.

He was further permitted to take away what
he had written becauss it was felt that to en- .
force the ordimary rule in so exceptional a case
would be harsh ‘and vindictive.  Strict] , the
MS. of “De Profundis” ouz}xt to be {n'ﬂ;e
archives of Reading Gaol; but I think that fz
minded people, even if they are not move
ingenious thoughts expressed in phrs 7
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OSCAR WILDE’S ‘BOOK.

All the more does this tend to convey an im-
pression of theatricality from the fact that Wilde
was never drawn towards the faith which makes
““the body of the Lord ” its holiest bond and sacra.
ment of union. Yet, read this haunting page of
confession, and say if a man capable of setting
down these searing, scorching senteénces could
possibly be insincere either with himself or with

those (not originally the public) .for whom he
wrote:

‘Wholesome Criticism.

T

- Of his life in prison he writes: * For us
. there is([?];ﬂy one seas-tén, the seasotgkof
“De Profundis,” from. the depths of SOTrow. & very sun and moon seem taken
Readi 3 from us. Outside, the day may be blue and
Wildmgu(f e oomehs the last book of Osca_.r gold, but the light that creeps down through
vears & =~ Sia man .who was, - They act his the thick muffied glass of the small iron-
S plays to-day, and laughing audiences wonder barred window beneath which one sits is
from iat the wit that cannot find its peer among grey and haggard. It is always twilight in
worl living dramatists. The construction  of gne’st 9ell, as it is always twilight in one’s
b . . > » eart.”

: !u( { ;.n;:&dy Windermere’s Fan,” the humour of Now and again he revels in phrases after

|

lb[‘,".‘l‘l
Trial

‘1(\1;“‘

*

Terrible as was what the world did to me, what
I.did to myself was far more terrible still. . . .
The gods had given me almost everything. ‘Bug |
T et myself be lured into Tong spells of censeless
and sensual ease. I amused myself with being
a flineur, a dandy, a man of fashion. I sur-
rounded myself with the smaller natures and
the meaner minds. . . , Tired of being on the
heights, I deliberately went to the depths in ‘the
search for new gensation. ... I ended in hor-
rible disgrace. There is only one thing for me
now, absolute humility.

|

i

P
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The Drama, MR e o it 2 i

nsberry. ‘

L(])Sl;dth?t(l;:th of theyMarquis of Queensberry, which jtook
place on Wednesday in last week, a atra.xgge, strenuous, n?t
altogether unpicturesque career, was brought to a prosaic
close—in a bedroom at a London club, after a commonplace
illness of moderate duration, at the comparatively early age of
fifty-six. A lineal descendant of the famous Black' Douglas, ]
whose name and deeds form!one of the most romantic chapters 7

: The Importa‘nce.of Being Barnest ” still | his own cynical fashion. He talks of the
thot excite our admiration. The tarnished name | mechanical people to whom life is a shrewd
cert of i ading into the haze |speculation.” g‘hey start with the ideal
ch good Father Time discreetly | desire of being the parish beadle, and in

honour and shame, both success | whatever sphere they are placed they succeed
Imost does it seem a matter | in being the parish beadle and no more. A
his ghost should be raised |man whose desire is te something
separate from himself, to be a member of
the book, -is; | Parliament. or a suecessful gTOCET; O a pro-
) ““ the proper | minent solicitor, or a judge, or something
of mankind is man’’ can read and |equally tedious, invariably suceeeds in being
8, finding therein genius, eccentricity, | what he wants to be. That is his punish.
phrases, emotion cloud-bursts of | ment hose whe want a mask have to

LHESLAST - OF THE DANDIES.

j’ . THosE who had the good fortune to witness M.
Rostand’s piece, ' Aiglon, which was presented here in
5, London last summer by Madame Sarah Bernhardt at Mr.
.| Tree’s own theatre, will find instructive points of com-
1] parison between it and Mr. Tree’s latest production.
{ | Both plays have a good deal of what someone has called
] | the interest of éric-a-brac—a sort of minor historical

ALL THINGS FOR GOOD.

From here the next step was natural. “The
meek shall inherit the earth,” Christ said. Not
till we have stripped off pride and all the unlovely

; md to  feel that  t trine of devils that the way to perfection 1'195
‘ i to | appalling that T did nof know what to do, so I ons ” of Bousseau. nt the penitent atoned for hiy threugh sin.” . a5 S ook
. ;  gloom as a king wears purple: never to 7 ﬂgpn,g mgself on my knees and howed my head b iy t himsalt and R ] R e e s gt ooab
Yordi e s b o turd whetever livuse Lenterad | 048 D0 SR T (S Bag bovee Y s | | oo nd e et
Wildq w /{8 MIEE 8 Rouse of monrning: to make my friends | {0 body of the Lord: I am not worthy of i his friona st
i i walk slowly ‘in sedness with me: to teach i

orrow, and perhaps no little artificiality. | wear it,”
{ i Such a book indeed as might have been ex. |

pected from Wilde—in Readin
obert Ross

: Dreadtul Expetience.

| Of all his sufferings one stands out most
jon when | Drominently in his miserable recollection,
; e wum:}fe ‘Tm?; ! Glonvicbs l;:re tﬁxe ;;zamesb ofkeorrog," the
; g | clowns whose hearts are broken. You can
mgll&:tw?te in priso:édand ,It;ﬁeisee it in their dress, ially designed to
: us::?Ball g Re: deiveerelIl” » © | appeal to the sense of humour, When he
Mbiatior he hed reoaingg hj?l'be‘:tas €01 | was removed from London to Reading—“1
| SR s book of ol % q . tal Dad to stand on the centre platform of
| analysis without any deﬁgﬁ:a Bi)lianmenHe Clapham Junction in conviet dress and
‘deals with his develepment under the prison %?ﬁgcuﬁed‘lfor i wortlg » 11305};&1' “Bach
rules, and explains the mood in which he 1S RO S mp ef e

tends to face the world. He k that train as it came up swel ed the audience.
z QS ouwa, ths othing could exceed their amusement.

qualities which pride binds upon us ¢an we

realise

How fair a place to fill
Is left to each man stall;

can we understand that all the events of life may |
make for the good of character, if only they are |

looked at aright.
I have got to make everything that has ha

Fened to me good for me. The plank bed, the
oathsome food, the hard ropes shredded into
oakum till one’s finger-tips grow dull with pain,
the menial offices with which each day beging

and finishes . . . each and all of thess things

n the day of his release he will be merely

are times when the whole world seems
for me. Still,” he coatinues, “T

each separate man, and in that .

w aside.

‘realisation of things as they are. “That is
why it turns one to stone,” he explains

the illusions of a life in constant motion,
They revolve with life and contribute to its

and kno
Stimulating Hope.

embering his deserted death-!

d of Pleasure. In his agony and despair of

The chart of the ocean of life lay spread

6 must steer for as long as his voyage

NG OF HUMILITY. S B

Te bitterly resented his punishment:
snged to die. . I determined to com-
suicide on the very day on which I left

After a time that evil mood ed
ud I made up my mind to live, but to

% 3 ., every
_ Prison life he found to make for the One last quotation let me make from the
“ 1t wo&ist'mth twhmh it ends. = ity
v 5 1a1Ds. pathetic picture can imagination form of
is the people outside who are ived by this broken genius, bankrupt, dishonoured,
il;us chxl;iren ta,keptt_from him, his name a
nreality. "We who are immobile both see eellfgt}ow sc&:u, By buse prien
W, scrubbed

A %%ciety ;}yill havet no.pla%eufor me; but
ope, that blessing of the gods mpon Rature, whose Seoey rains 1all on the un-
aE > " to Just and just alike, will have clefts in the
rge;umamty » Was not denied even to rock where. I may hide, and secret valleys

tavght him lessons that could never be !

chanced upon the key to the mystery of |
him, and in his narrow cell he traced out -

em that melancholy is the true secret of life: |

fiom one priv 1o another * and § het Y35, of course, beere they mew”wie

00 larger than my cell and as full of %h:y langhed still more. For half

: an hour
there, in the grey November rain,

e surrounded by a jeering mob.”
that at the beginning God made a So much, then, for this strange work,
rld which is within us one should seek %ﬁ:ladefsgece’ ?ﬂrﬂy appeal, partly a pos-
Y : ;. in prose.
ive.” = Self<iestruction he considered and it, for the Nemesis of wrong-doing shadows

t will harm no one to read

age.

A curiously

or of which he has lately
, and writiag thus of his future:

that he was simply posing all through the boo.k.
I am sure they are wrong. I am sure, if they w%ll
only read with pity and with charity, they will

seo they are wrong. There are, T admit, passages

which at first, perhaps, sound insincere, This,

“for example:

I bore up against everything with some stub-
bornness of will, and much rebellion of nature,
till I had absolutely nothing left in the world

but one thing. I had lgst my name, my EWII

tion, my happiness, my freedom, my wealt
wad a priconer and a pauper. But I still had
my children left. Suddenly they were taken

away from me by the law. It was a blow so |

either.”

even gloried ir per
wrote, to have people say that it had turned the
good things of his life to evil and the evil thingg
i R s - .

stand. beside Bunyan’s “ Grace Aboundin

I have to transform into a spiritual experience.
There is not a single degradation of the body
which T must not try and make into a spiritual-

ising of the soul.

I could almost wish the book ended there upon
that note of sorrowful simplicity. We should
miss many arresting thoughts, many ‘beautiful
forms of words, for never in anything he wrote
did Wilde frame more exquisite phrases than we
find here. Yet we should fecl more certain that
he had won the true peace which passeth all
The pity and the terror that
cleanse our hearts would be unalloyed by any
doubting whether his feet were indeed set at last

understanding.

upon the firm way.

The more he talks about his emotions the less |
real they seem. The veason of that is plain. He |
fancied emotion was an end in itself. He never
saw at any time in his life—neither when he shot

Well, there was much in his nature that

many
of us’loved and envied when we knew him, and
love and envy still, apart from our admiration of
| his mind and artistry. Those who have never
guessed what this “much ” was will find it here.
“De Profundis” reveals the man himself ﬁnwi
than anything elso he ever wrote, and it will,
- think, be read longer than anything else he ever
- wrote. As a piece of literature it is worthy to

in his perversity. Ho would like, ho |

o
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interest, that is. The distinction, if it is worth while
making one, between these and the historical play proper,
is that the latter deals with a noteworthy character or event
of history for its true sake, while the former centres itself
upon the accessories, the authentic details, which build
up, not the character of the man, but his figure and
outward appearance, or mode of life. Of course, no
tolerable play can be constructed wholly of accessories,
and there is no such impossible attempt in either

_of the pieces we are considering; but they escape

it in different ways. In I Aiglon, a major historical
interest supervenes upon the minor one, and, whatever its
faults, the play is thoroughly homogeneous. In 7%e Zast
of the Dandies, the plot is supplied from a love-interest as
unhistorical, I presume, in fact as it is in spirit. The
molifs are not, perhaps, wholly incompatible, but, like oil
and water, the mixture is at best unstable, and somethine
of a four-de-force. Cleverly written as it is, the impres-
sion left by Mr. Clyde Fitch’s play is thus Son'le\yhat
baffling and unsatisfactory. There is a vast deal in it to

amuse and interest; but one does not seem to feel the

absorbing and continuous interest which can only be

| aroused by a play governed wholly, and in every detail, bv

a single dramatic idea. ;

In construction and dialogue, the piece is, as I have
said, cleverly, though not notably, written. The weakest
scene s certainly the receptivirin Tady Blessington’s

salon. The corversation here falis pamfully short of the |

Mrs. Tree: she makes it, indeed, the most effective, after
D’Orsay himself, or of any of the characters not broadly
comic. Mr. H. B. Warner does very well as the somewhat
uninteresting hero, Lord Raoul Ardale ; and Sir Edward
Bulwer-Lytton is played with a great deal of tact and
reﬁ.nement by Mr. Gerald Lawrence. Altogether, the
acting is well up to the high level that has become
traditional at Her Majesty’s, and the staging of the piece,
as usual, is beyond criticism.

|
|
1

T——— 1
errible punishment

18 impossible mnot to ex.
genuine sympathy for the

© con

to be found in Scottish history, John Shol.to D.ouglas, eighth
Marquis of Queensherry, came into his inheritance ‘at the
early age of fourteen, and for some forty years rec?gmsed no
law but his own wishes, and left few desires unsatisfied.

9?')’93

 Matrimonial. - ; :
I was in connection with his domestic relationships and

with matters of religion, however, that Lord. Queensberry
chiefly came before the public attention, a.nd in both .thln::;
respects the Marquis on several. occasions fm_’m& :
subjects for public eriticism, His first wife d.wor?e
him in 1887, after nearly twenty-one years of mamed
life, and in 1893 he married again ; but in les? than a year this
union was also annulled. It was about the time of his second
marriage (which was almost of the nature of a runazray matciz
that Lord Queensberry delivered an exi:,raordmary Iecture_ -
women” at Princess’ Hall, Piccadilly, in {zhe course off wln'c
he advocated some very quaint changes in the matrimonial
relationship as at present constituted.

$e959

In religious matters, the Marquis claime«_i to be “a tlslo;
called atheist,” and there is little doubt that 1.t. was upon
ground that, in 1880, after having sat for e}ghb yea.r‘s a;: >

~ " “yepresentative peer Tor Scotiandyke failed 1o seeuse rerelection

There are two incidents in his troubled a.nd-squa,hd }:areezé
however, which stand out prominently. One 1;1 th'zit e (—:‘?u
General Booth’s book, *In Darkest England, with a ;x
of horror, and sent the Gemeral a cheque for £100 and a
characteristic letter; the other is that some f.our or five xr;
aco he intervened, at considerable personal risk, on beh: ot
a..cson who bad repudiated him, and theljeby‘rendered a grelelm
public service by securing the investigation of ome of the
worst scandals of the century.

- : : Iways attributed this rejection to \
: e i [ { brilliancy that one would expect in such a gathering. to the Upper HO‘}SG' Hea%y bery, to whom his antipathy
an infinite pity to read: “On the u;xewv]:?ﬁehsai}aengge n’illl;?t' with s'éf’r‘imtgr?ﬁ’fé like a brilliant meteor across the social sky, nor | g | Perhaps the best scenes are the first and the last; the first the personal enmity of Lord Rosebery,
mwkowﬁbmfcfgltﬁgmwﬁﬁx I may walk abroad in the darkness :ithout e ho saw Bis DON AT o onpt before him | is genuine comedy, the last, if not quite full tragedy, became more marked as time went on.
' breaking out into buds of an almost Stambling, and send the wind over my fool. M dsithens S M enilibat sinetinn : | comes as near to it as the nature of the piece will allow. 58
- green. w quite well what they ﬁrmts so that none may track me {o my wasted unless it helps us to live. That is why Wh <k I SR intareit predaminatee: i fact the €9
i ing through. They are finding expres. 20rt; she will cleanse me in great waters, Art cannot be separated, as he tried to separate ,) xS SURE TERnGargRr prodd Sy P Son v. Father. < e ot
. o hoped to do great thinge. I anvdw:nth bitter herbs make me whole.” it, from faith and morals. Ho acks what joy can / play is excellent,—at all events, with Mr. 'Tr_ce to act; TuE Marquis's eldest son, Tord Drumlanrig, on
I am to have enough to live on for toa. ?hiaﬁf"{’ﬁe;”‘m g‘;‘;ggh;’vggﬁgiclisel_:r be greater than to read beautiful books. Surely, il where the love-interest has the upper hand, it is thinnest recarded by Lord Rosebery with especial favour,
.mflg&%eﬁnﬁgﬁeﬁfugtfﬁn&;;? = th:t of“selfjéoeption oT are the prayer of a cow. the answer is, “To lead a beautiful life.” Unless ¥ and least successful. It is a pity, by the way, that the trary, was reg istant private secretary to that statesman
BN i Bewutital Dokt i abat s y trite heart, iclhe scene in the prison cell beautiful things, whatever they are, help us to do g last flicker of Oscar Wilde’s wit, “I'm dying beyond my and acted as ass . t of Foreign Secretary in Mr.
| n be greater ? Afg_rtgzt %thopeto bo able *emains B o A ROBINSON that, ?;ea;- I;ea:lg i8 h:Dot;:i Sea tfimt which B means,” is reproduced in a form that takes awc(L)y half its when he ﬁllef.sgs eoﬂfmet g dood . SRS
i 7 — ————— dis.” 5 turns o #5R8E 18 YRR ToauED | | int. Mr. Tree’s i tion of Count D’'Orsay is a Gladstone’s 2 . ] ?
Do Profundis.” By Oscar Wilde. (Methuen. 5, ‘ : point r. lree’s impersona 3 : R o it
: - = | T i : ! marvellously fine piece of acting, and would alone make convenience, in order that he might bo- & 3
; . T | THE FATAL GIFT. o e = : : St L ahief Lacd Drbnlise was
The Daily Maii * | Tt was his inability o see this which prevented ' o B eyl goine to g The  word i Hogen of ael 25 B R
. N ST Wild:?mm nndzrstandi:?(}hﬁqt HaI;ha.kea in (% ‘“ comedian,” with some such pr.eflx as: H eccentn(;,” raised to the peerage as Tiord Kelhead, so . S
OUT OF THE /ﬁtms.* b pg Pt dia ” 4 study of the character of Ly has been so usurped by celebrities of the music- the Marquis became a peer of the United .Kl.l;;';nonllé
> 7 = - . 4 . . . it = se
; Jesus. It is very moving, very tender, strangely | hall boards that it is almost lost to serious dramduu‘ = in the Upper House, while the Marquis
et : ; : = with a seat in pp .
; fascinating. Yet it seems to me to be vitiated by language ; but in the best and most refined sense of : sish peer, and had no seat. Lord Queensberry
A PRISON JOURNAL, g:: .saa;u; fallacy which crmng.id Wilde as a man, comte}?y, I:Ir. TreeI tls, perlléapbs, t}le mos'tb fimihe(g ?lomec}lgm Eﬁ:e?;{-:szf::dli ﬁepact by which he had been made to play
mmats of regarding P18t a$ a supreme ima- on the stage. wou € 1mpossible to tollow him : id not hesitate to express
ginative artiet, a supreme individualist, one who' through all the excellences of his dexterous performance, second fiddle to his own son, and d;dso Tk it
8y H. HEMILTON FYFE. valued emotions for their own sake. FHere is an s but one cannot pass over in silence his very fine acting in Lis feelings in print. Ie even wen Toed Kellmall soon atter
. — ;osti;,,;te most movm; t,“, — hf = e example of what he meant: “ . the last scene, which might easily be made ridiculous, but as to threaten to assault bis SOIE ; o;- o shlhmc;otix’xg oy
M-a © ¥ ate, wi an % % 4 3 o b 3 B ¢ v P s . : 3 % : . &
of the growth of & soul, I know none that |  them with WY gwn pass. - Naw 1-feel uuite - %ﬂﬂt&ig:doehe ba‘:b:ﬂée?é*w i “’“‘d‘; in his hands is most impressive. He is admirably his elevation, was accidentally kille ;vx togr dnesin
 nearer to the source of tears tham this. differently. . ., . I must learn how to be i o 'prtgdi son fell on his kness and ,m"i’e supported on the comic side by his two valets, played by Marquis is sucgeeded by his second son, 1 8
en  Oscar Wilde was sent to prison the cheerful and happy. made his haying wasted his substance with hap. i Mr. Courtice Pounds and Mr. Robb Harwood ; the latter in Hawick, who boldly * went into the City, and has s oy
y of a life so rich in promises lay like a Not everyone will sympathise with the sen- ots, bis swine-herding and hu ering for the [ especial has hit on a half-unconscious mimicry of his ]‘, to, be recarded as one of the best mining experts in the
weight upon the mind, When he died, tences in which he tells how, in hi.lig eelf;yz?e- ﬁ;z:lgf:hey ate, beautiful and h moments in )i master's mannerisms that is delightful. The minor cam: ; g
Ly poor and suffering grievously, in Paris, | ment, solf-hateed, be found Humility, hidden ESEAT ! satellites, the hairdresser, tailor, and money -lender, are country. : 5
o i e i e B A e s el e s Bex o n v puteones plicely Qial / e el ainosingly fendered.  Miss Lily Hanbury is o e T 2
is was 7 5 - 3 5393 £y 3 £ very strikin a essington; 1 not a role ot whic o . o . i
‘% these pages which be wrote in his' prison |:Oscar Wilds, éven in his “Vita Nuova,” as he Forvessity—ithat was the fatal gift of the o { Toutiioat e b 1ol bag gt ok Sl A £ strong individuality and of much latent talent, |
only pages be did write - hure —can -ever called ‘it, was Oscar Wilde still. Still, above malicious fairy at Wilde's birth, The others gave | a great deal can be made, but she looks and acts 1t exce A MAN of strong o3 thes B ARIUEGS Lot t
k of him q;ﬁte in that way again. : evm-yﬂ',in’g olee, an artist in words. . 8till a coiner him_everything that should make life pleasant i 1ently. .sts Lxlx Brayton plays the.herome very prettily, Tord Queensberry .1}ever tum.ef ol it !
. They show us that in these two vears through || of exotic phrases, Still supremely interested in and honourable. The one troubled strand in the | ; but it is/ teo slight a part to give much scope for power which his position gave him to any really
e B ate fh bread of Aistion, ek wus | it web of his nature unravelled all the rest, He | ,: her talent. TLady Summershire is admirably rendered by
ade plain to him that had been hidden before. There are people, I do not doubt, who will say

Me SImple, and may He

shield our boys and young men from that doc-
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Marlow, and Mr. R. C. Harding. Tke ex-Mayor
(Mr. Haskins) and Mr. Brown (who are managers
of the School) also occupied seats on the Bench,
but took no part in the adjudication of the case.
Mr. W. H. Jackson, of the firm of Hodding and
Js%kxonl,! defended.
he Magistrates’ Clerk (Mr. Powning char

Wililiam Gane (aged 38) for that, on the 6th of Mi(;j.
1895,in the parish of St. Thomas,New Sarum,he did
unlawfally, in private, commi$ on Frank ﬁurtén
acts of gross indecency, contrary to the provisions
of the 48 and 49 Viot,, chap. 69, section 11 ; and

May, 1894, and Murch, 1895, on Arthur Phillips ;
wagd:further, in August, 1894, on Sidney Henbeat
ﬂ; and further, in December, 1894, and divers
‘other days in 1894, on George Searle ; and further,
in 1892, 1893, ard 1894, on Albert Edward Bowey ;
and tarther, in 1891, on Frederick Voce ; and
further, in Auguat, 1893, and divers other days in
1893 aud 1894, on William Arthur Brooks ; and
farther, on divers days in 1893 and 1894, on
Sidney Hopkins.

Mr. R. A, Wilson said he appesred on behalf of

be watched. The managers wished for a thorough
investigation.

Hy The Mayor : There are no boys in court, Mr.
suffe, Mathews ?
‘him. — Mr. Mathews ; No, str. <

.

that all witnesses were out of court, said that some
of the charges which were preferred against his
client had been carefnlly concesled from the de-
fence, 80 that defendant had not had an opportuaity
of instructing him upon the cross-examination of
the witnesses who would be callel before them.
He (Mr. Jackson) could truthfully say that he had
absolutely no iustructions, and was therefore nct in
& position to cross-examine some of the witnesses

He merely mentioned this seeing that they might

take it from him that there were three or four cases

. Jackson, after having received an mu"r»aneou

\

he Daily k})i‘éss
'THE PICK OF THE
.~ BOOKSTALL.

He admitted that before prisoner touched him
| first he had been disobedient at school. Witness
used to get ‘‘crabby’” at school sometimes—
| (laughter)—when he was ‘‘ put ont” for punish-
ment. He never ‘ cheeked” the schoolmaster.
Witnes: denied that he had told Gane that soma-
one at Knoyle had taught him indecency. Witness
had been with the boys to various excursions.
Comiug back from London in the carriage the
boys® romped and played and had a goud game,
Gans playing with them.

Mr. Jackson, referring to witnass’s statement

he, for their work >—A. : Yer.—Q.: What do you
think he gave you the penny for on the first occa-
sion 7—A.: For bringing the cricket things down.—
| Q. : When you weut to Mr. Gne’s lodgings on the
6th May did you notice whether the blinds were
down, curtains drawn, or door locked 7—A, : 1
didn’t notice that they were, The blinde were not
drawn and the door not locked.,—Q. : Was he reai-
ing letters when vou went in first ?7—A. : Yes, I’
think he was. He gsvs ma a hook containing
photographs to look at. Mr. Gane left the
room while T was looking at the book.—Q : Do

baen ak your old habits ?"—A. : No.—Q.: What
did be #ay before he took you on his knee 2—A. :
I can’t remamber.—Q. : You hadn’t been smoking,
had you ?— No answer. — Q. : Had you been
raore than usually inattentive at school befare the
6th May ?—A. : Yes.—Do you remember his sav-
ing ag yon left the street door, ¢ Remember Frank,
you promised ?”’ and youn said ¢ All right; good-
night sir ?’—A. : No, I don’t remembar that.—Q. :
Do yon ramember whether you told Mr. Gane that
you had been strnck with a football 2—A. : Yes. |
~-Q. : Do you ramemher having & romp with him
after on May 6ch ?—A, : No, air,

At this point—ten minutes after one o’clock —the
Conrt adjourned for lunch, 2 5

Upon the Court resuming at twenty minutes to

All the more does this tend to éonvsy ‘an im- |

pression of theatricality from the fact that Wilde
was never drawn towards the faith which makes

70017, 1895

prisoner gave him 3d. for doing so. Prisoner then
told him vo look at some photographs of views and
afterwards took him on his knee and acted
familiarly with him. Prisoner gave him nothing
at all this time. About three weeks ago witness
was at the school upstairs, in the morning, putting
out the slates. After ha had done thie he went
fo the cupboard, and Mr. Gane came up
behind him and asked him a question.
Prisouer then did something to him, aand after-
wards gave bim.some magazines to post. The
| second time prisoner told witness not to tell any-

- and they returned to prisoner’s house. Another
boy accompanied them, but he soon left. Prisoner
then acted in a similar manner to witness as he had
done on previous occasions. Prisoner did not give

| himanythiagthistime. Witnessnever told hisfather

of what had ocourred ; he was ashamed to. He told
some of the boys at school—Frank Burton and

Sidney Dyke.—By Mr. Jackson : Why did you tell

Burton and Dyke, Are they particular chums of

yours,—A., : Yes. I told them after the first and

second ocensions,--Why did you tell them?--Because

afraid that you would have to tell him the con-
versation which preceded it ?—VYes, sir.—Q. : Did
%moner warn you aguinst certain practices ?—A. :

o8, "

Mr. Jackson asked the Clerk to read out some
of the notes he had taken, and asa remark was
not there which he requasted should be written, he
said fle must ask that the notes should be taken
much more fully than they were, The Clerk had
the assistance of a gentleman by his side. The
evidence in each case wisa repetition and had
been gathered gecretly, and he must ask that the
evidence, however icrelovant it might be, should
be taken down more fully. As it was, it was most
unjast to his clieat (applause in court).

The Mayor obger that unlees due decorum

e Message of
- Suffering.

R —— A

O0SCAR WILDE'S

|5
I3
14
¥

Bhouse of retributive Law.”  Listen to
fir Lewis as he aftempts to describe the

all longing wassunk and spent
athomless slough of content,
1ce, mor fear, nor grief,
Wor a belief at all, nor yet unbelief;
ut a soul which sknlks from itself like &
thief,
nd is damned for ever, and dead.
hat unreality of feeling is here ex

@ words remain. But leok at this pro-
1wt of Reading Gaol which makes its

{guish, -one realises the degradation, one
[participates in the deprivation, and one
pejoices in the conquest.

g The New Life.

. Does one shed a tear in silent recogni=

ion ef obseured greatness? So beit; it

fmderstand it, we simply regard it as a
iDivie ordinance.  listen not to the
words of Sir Lewis Morris now, but to
ithe voice of one who cried out from the
wilderness it may bet one who knew by
experience that '‘suffering is one:very
long moment.” ' What does’ he say?
HE is only this: “Where there is sorrow
there is holy grcsd.”  Oh, what truth
such a simple Yitence contains. Leb
the poor deserti . man speak Hgain.
When I was brought down frem my,
prison to the Court of Bankruptey, be«
tween two policemen —— waited in the
long dreary corridor that,before the whole

YDE PROFUNBIS.”

the determina-
and finally the
loom.
¢ tendencies
their place came
life 1n order to
explore the new I :hat opened ta
him. This is how he puts it:—

I now =ep that }}?il)_g the
supreme émotion of W man is
able, is ‘at once the type and test of 4

the desire

oW,

appetite have now lost their charm, and
he, ‘like ¢thers before him, realised thab
secret of life is suffering.” = He had
«d the fruits of one part of the
arden, but the other half had its secrets
Suffering is explained by,

I am convinced that there is no-other,
and that ii the woild has indeed, as E
2 said, been built of eorrow. it has
1 built b¥ the hands of love, because

soul through the medium of suffering and
sorrow, has, alas! been only rarely rea-
lised.  With exquisite reference to the
stalife. the idea is elaborated. Tt
me give you one:—

He knew that in the soul of one who
is igmorant, there is always ropm for &
oreat idea: . The moment of re~
ponteres is the moment of indtiatiom.

The voiume needs no gush, it s too

human, too much of flesh and blood is
contained therein; it is the revelstion
of a lonely soul, expressed in' terms of
poetic genius and pervasive thought. It
is irresistibly fascinating and helpful.

R r——r S ——

" Record,

05CAR WILDE’S ‘BOOK.

‘Wholesome Criticism.

CGanon BercHING, in a -sermon preached on Sunday last in
Westminster Abbey, on ““ The Sinlessness of Christ,”” from the
text “Why callest thou Me good?” (St. Mark x. 18), re-
ferred to-Oscar ‘Wilde's ‘De ‘Profundis. He said (we quote
from the Times): One wonders sometimes if Englishmen have

I'rial » U T ha  just laid aside “" De P ofundli‘ What recognition of noble purpose, what given up reading their Gospels. ‘A book has lately appeared 3
3 £ THE SERIOUS CHA.RGE lethuen), ‘Uid was meditating upon t y prodiga’ almost of thnnks!. Oscart which presents a:caricature of the portrait of Christ, and i
>ars § = : Mr. Jackson, in cross-examination : Did you | alone, and prisoner took him on his knee, and rvellous and almost myst 3 n;egs-f.ge s Wilde then goes on to speak of his realis especially a travesty of His doctrine about sin, that is quite i B

from £ A.G‘A.INbT A SALISBURY use to forget things in a funnvy unaccountable asked him if he wonld get married when he grew ar Wilde to his own and al zucceed- gation © that nothing iu the whole world astonishing ; and with one or two honourable exceptions the

worl sort of way ? Do you remember Mr. Gane express-. up. Witness replied *“I might.” Prisoner then generations, when I ‘(':h;mce“ t’f o5 is moeaningless and suffering least of daily and weekly ‘Press have praised the book enthusiastic- §

reme SCHOOLMASTER | ing surprise at vour losa ?f memory ? Do you | asked him various other questions, and witness, in unter those lines from ‘Mr ngx»l\( 01'1'13 all.?  Th& was the last thing left "to ally, and especially the study it gives of the character of

i : e et i e WME Fe anges lyém v:‘l:‘h tl‘ml;g IR M mows Gt W m}id 1 don’t know.” ch bear the title, © b(l)u!s 151 Prison. him . and prob tbhly the best, for 16 C_hgist; whereas, if that picture were true, the Plha_rlise‘(;s vver;e1
hot S atories P—Witness's answers could not be clearly Prisoner also disarranged witness's clothing, and iy horizon had been enlarged, my con- formed ** th. starting point for a fresh right when they said of Him that He cast out deyils throug

o3 THE ADJOURNED HEARING. heard in the Press box, butdh: w;s un‘ilgrgboodbto afterwards gave him an orange and told him to go ‘ytion of human life had been deepened (’1‘; "”(:1' R L i Vite Beelzebub, ?nd tfhehprlosts lwereTI:lght = sen(fhtr“ig I—glml to dﬁat_h

= deny the suggestions of the defending solicitor, but home, and he went. The lamp was lit in the room Lose wonderiul taoughts born of soli- i . o e ST as a perverter of the people. The writer of the book, who is
~ i i : : . " j Y : : . Nuova 1 ! narily he was called dead, was a'man of exceptional literary talent, who fell int

\ & tories, S T N 0% : : ; ead, ceptional literary talent, who fell into

}44 The Council Chamber was crowded yesterday i st bael'l‘ csgpelbiesny oif te'"mg: id he o curtams_wer: Ml"m“ i syt Tz ¢, sorrow, and suffering in Reading upon to-free himse!'t “ frem any possible disgrace ; and whether it is pity for his sad fate or admiration

{Thursday) when Wm.Gane, head-master of the St —Witaees, in further OrORS oXAEInRgiOns, REnErMnar Araiuatantn week after and he agked . It was scarcely the moment for bithotnes fesling acainst the worldi™ of his style in writing that has cast a spell upon the reviewers

, % : 5 lived at Knoyle bafore coming to Salisbary, but he m fa g dawe ca Ms Tanes und mark soma R e sl e, Neel MULOTRERS O IECINE < At e It 5 inie . Toannol sue - Ko Pav oo
ture Thomas’ School b h ¢ {1 thoughts and small mar seeing ey : B R and blinded them to his meaning, I cannot say; but b

8, Was brought up in custody upon d hing about what h taught Thi 5 all thoug : ? Then followed a by nd dependence ? o ) :

i ‘remand charged with unlawfully commitiing in had never said anything about what he was taug wroise bocks,  This was about 5,30 in the even- t this genius had penetrated -the ; TR e p e they have not done their duty to Engilish society by lauding
= Sprtvate, nata of ind o s gTh there. The winter before last, during the football ing; no.ome weat with him. Prisoner wWas o o RATTRE A as eee in and npon himself, the crea‘ion the book as they have dome, without giving parents and
111‘\\-. -,mgi“;a%s preaeumt 'nerye tte”ﬁil;.or (ﬁ; E F° season, prisoner had done what was improper, buv baving his tea when witness got'there He gave P'\t;) mt"}‘l e }'n;i Siohiite’ Gf bors intense individtuaiism. guardians some hint that i(ri preaches a dg»]ctr}l]ne of sm‘l\lvhlch(i
Y1 ; o : : be had not then asked any quostions. Prigoner . 3 om them the ote S £ & . the Sunreme Emoticn if taken into romantic and impressionable hearts, will sen

Pye-Smith), Mr. E. Waters. Mr. W. M. H ik : 9 t witness the books and told him to go to the "ot these linos I inet were useful Sorrow, the Supreme Em g e The ohi ;
th . : Do < ko <Ths S RARHIENSS h h d hout reason. i 3 ow. Yet these hines 1 ¥ v R i them quickly down the road to shame. The chief point on
y Mr. S. R. Atkins, Mr. G. Fallford, Mre. W. never asked him why he blushed up without r window and mark them. Witness did so0, and #or comparison, the thoughts in “the Once he wasHtitlad with rage, then came which the writer fixes is Christ’s behaviour to the sinners;

and his theory is that Christ consorted with them because He
found them more interesting than the good people, who were
stupid. ““The world,” he says, * had always loved the sain$
as being the nearest possible approach to the perfection of
God; €hrist, through some Divine instinct in Him, seems to
have always loved the sinner as being the nearest possible
approach to the perfection of man. To turn an interesting
thief into a tedious honest man was not Hisaim. . . . Butina
manner not yet understood of the world He regarded sin and
suffering as being in themselves beautiful and holy things,
and modes of perfection.” - It seems to have struck the writer
at this point that our Lord had Himself explained that He
consorted -with sinners, as a: physician with: the sick, to eall

farther, on div i that prisoner had given him a penny, asked : That one, as he was giving him advice. He di ; Sl e L art. . . . Sorrow is the uléix them to repentance. For he goes on: “Of course the sinner
St G ECT S LIS mel bR T | S T L bl o oy Snefoed | B S o B s e e ST

* : 2 —Q : He was always giving boys pennies. wasn’t i : s gth ¥ the live coal” ¢ o Tha mers- Llisions of ) e unable to realize what he had done.” In other words, a
further, on divers days in or about the month of Q Y8 giviog boys pe witness went skating with prisoner at Wishford, B teice imly the ryibinic neakion of The mere illusions of the eye and e e ths It o s sttt A Eeie e e L

ispast, because he is fortilized by it as by a crop of wild oats;
a form of philosophy which Tennyson in In Memoriam well
characterized as ¢ Procuress to the Lords of Hell.”” Buteven
this writer, absolutely shameless and unabashed as he is, does
not hint that Christ Himself gained His moral beauty by
sinning. The lowest depth of woe is theirs who eall evil good
and good evil, for that is a poisoning of the well of life. What
is the use of calling Jesus “good ” if 'we destroy the very
meaning of ‘goodness? ‘May God have pardoned the sin of
the man who put this stumbling-block in the-way of the simple,
and may He shield our boys and young men from that
doctrin‘pbf devils—that the way to perfection lies throughsin !

the managers of St. Thomas’ Schools. The char 3 3 one of them told me something similar.—Q. : Why 4 S G in no ether way could the soul of man, = ; T

hasl come a3 a complete surptise to them, and g:g you "":?mb" his saying ‘‘ Are you in a hurry, were you ashamed to tell your father that you had B Homanly Femperament, W‘,” out, El'(:wl\\ hom the werld was made, reach the The Dall y NeWS

course, in the interests of the schools the case must Frank ""—A.: I don't .umamber.—Q'. : Do yom been badly treated ? You had done nothing wrong ?‘Umfng .can 1mprison - that. an'rov‘ full stature of its perfection. L J . .
remember whether he said, ¢ I amafraid von have yourselt. —A. : I don't know.—Q.: Were you Bis &0 nniversal ‘that cne never tries to The cultivation and perfection of the : e L

THE CEURCHES.

Canon Beeching on Oscar Wilde. —

Canon Beeching, in his sermen at the Abbey
on Sunday, passed a severe condemmation on
the late Oscar Wilde's book, “ De Profundis.”
{He said: “ A beok has lately appeared which
:presents a caricature of the portrait of Christ,
jand especially 2 travesty of His doctrine about
{sin, that- is -quite astonishing; and with one

) | ‘ 72 i 5 4 i rowd, hom aet) 8 SWee 7. jorst hon S oX ion h zilv ‘and
wan{ | J with regard to which he had received no instruc. | !0 the cross-examination was continued. was observed—as it should be in such a case as Poodioun At Sram o e S hacte o AN e S Tl S
i, tion whatever, He then asked that Mr. Gane, who | Q. : Do you say yns made no promise to M’r. this—he must have the court oleared. { Srar ol ke Hie it boTiac . dend RSt ;Wee:kiy Press have praised the book enthusi-
'l was standing between two policaman, might be | G309 '?““ Ton B?Et; ,f:om him ?"A'f aid""" Me. Jackson : To no person in the court is the coffed and with bewed head, I passed astieally, and especially the study it gives of
1o e g % ;!I::g to sit, u.‘he (Mr-TJackson) might want to ',';?3’ v;';: :6 > énrlely eya:s:::: :%;ﬁ,,: h:ka};,; dnty more Pliﬂf;ﬂ than to me, b:l I l}&ve' tgta;: lmnl":ﬁt”-\ivn.hiuve gone to heaven for : {the character of Christ; whereas, if that pie:
x | a8 some questions.—The magistrates then gave PR e e . such questions of an innocent boy. mig gatier things than that 355 A R R S T L
plain | pe,rmisxion Tor thie A6fendsat to besshted with bis ! :;r:ot.aA. thl tyl:;:l:el;; t(liz:l'po bllxl:e I ;h':t rl;t‘)‘t qni:; relieved of & considerable ano;lnt of repetition if § THE DAILY CHRONICLE, : Hixe ; W e:iel tr ;.fe, I;h P:;m :w}e; Wetet hg;u ;\hg’..
i | solicitor. 7o - ppon i i W t i given. —_— SO e s S SIS IS FRhey - SR 1 -that e cast out devils
de:sllg ! gl — Frank Burton, 13, residing with his widowed | OB _"hé pxenouu{;lghe.-;A.. ¢ Dyke-oame for me.— m-'el‘l::“;;:vc:ruz t}l;e;ogow;l:.any agle;ial point put ) The Peoplo 2 M “"‘5 19e5 | REV. R. J. CAMPBELL’S RETURN. {through Beolzebub, and the priests wers right
4 ! F | mother, Vé:sﬁ S&;set, Fisherton, was t’hos ﬂmi Srm e:r::e%::nt:K;;l‘: yAyotx {?;d Mr. Gene that down, will you kindly mention it, and the Clerk ‘“DE PROFUNDIS.” The Bev. B. J. Comobell evid ; ¢ tin sending Him to death as a perverter of the
1 witness. said he went to St. Thomas’ School b2 > A P 4 will do so. | Th A i e Rev. R. J. Campbell, evidently greatly im- eople.”
| Geo ; and had been there nearly four years. Prisoner H’:‘""'tt dune B“;”“- motkior of the last witneds, Cross-examination ccntinued:—Q. : Did prisoner to think 10 rogard. by B el B, N ek asua s e Ol i : . % =
| utm was the schoolmaster, who had doune things 8aid hor son came home just after ten o'clock on tell vou what the effect would be on your body ?— £ frilde that it would have been better Tfempile‘ Femarday § e lt'he AR08 PRty sarvice, “The writer of the book, who is dedd,” con-
| thea ¢ ...  impropertohim. It wasin the cricket season— Monday, May Gth, He brought home same swents A.: Yes.—Q.: Did you promise him to give the ' ior evelybody—one might say the world AiETE his MR Ieks Anliday. et e O o £ e e SRl
(& = ‘ July las i i and two oranges. He put the formar on the mantle- . 2 general—if his works and all memog Before beginning his sermon he referred to the timued the Canon, “ was a man of excepiioual
' Que 40 g:?f?p(fst upgiaou:;: to?: ?:i;xv?:g géh:b::go?l%g;;r piecs, and the next dav witness gave them away to Rra.otlxioe‘ ;?i,'—t-ﬁak !f:'“Q‘ 1 ¥What do you mesn ?érgértrze;ould’ré\:%eib:en wiped out pe many messages of welcome sent to him on his re- tlHiterary talent, who fell into disgrace; and
" tog L} r N fiad ith . 5 a little boy.—By Mr. Jackson : Her son came home e ¥ id {5t hi ctimes seeme still S 0111 his unnatural turn, and mentioned that only a few minutes i Whether it is pity for bis sad fate or admira-
o~ _0*!)1:':6 g ?ﬂ thamt.h Pt'(;lons;h tdmk s at all times ; sometimes he was at work, and gome %‘rthur s ngoal i “thehEiv el;‘eemt Sg finest inspirafions. A ﬁ%‘?fd ab]out e | before he had received a telegram from someons tion_of his style in writing that has cast a
! E ’ ness fhen describsd certain : 2 . 2 : father, who was a gardener. He n to hence it would be ai ndred  years | who greeted him ‘! on behalf of the congregation.” S S o SO O
yfte!“i : ; alloged impropeieties of prisoner, which lasted a times h? cﬁe:}?eéi 1the }g;)ys;JBrlgade drill. She had Thonias® School for thied ‘or Lous: fonths. Tn Heth “her&m:m 'v\?or?tf%xegtihtmpgsbgi [Thisa Haosaid  catised kit somh Surpf.isf’a afnhe {spell upon reviewers, and blinded them te his
i (11 1 e o o "n s, S 26 oot i b bd s bonblow | St gty oyt G seating S M e i s R R T R A
{Club®t 11 ¢ Ppan m away from the school. Prisoner gave witness at the school.—By Mr, Jackson: Mr. Nenis. radoy undred years each other, Here, as if endorsing the telegram, inot done their duty to English society by laud-
: : : . : her. - | 3 H ittle girl et U | the congregation burst into appl B s SRR &
throv ! him & penny, [Witness burst into tears upon being gy s Gane spoke to him about his knocking a little gir One 1is all the more indi ! [ ! A ing the bodk as they have done, without giving
§ a ‘asked certain questions, but afterwards gave his Wm. Dinnicombe, son of George Dinnicombe. down, but witness denied doing so. Witness, man of greaf cultare and iﬁ?ﬂﬂfk;}h?\:}tﬁ' | ypeferring to the vevivals in London and in Wales pr:'enfs and guardians some hint thab it
g in & shar ad intelligent nner.] caretaker of the Church House. said he was 13 h £ d dmitted doing /8o, and poetie imagination, owing a dut g { Mr. Campbell said: “ With all my heatt I wish : . x : <
: b Witness m“dp :‘;. h éxsn .fl::t gi; vears of age last October, and had been a pupil at owe_vel:i h‘; t.el'wzr 2 i‘ mfl .tgmg fittie irl { reputation of his family  and -ytgo ﬂ}g, well to the efforts that are being put forth at the preach‘ﬂ‘s # doc'trme Of. sin, which, if taken into
i h Witn also st shortly ® SU° THhicitnn oot Tor meailt thves s At promised him not to interfere with a gi honour and distinctlon of his country Albert Hall to move Londn. I am perfectly con- romantie and' impressionable hearts, wil send
¥ : first occasion prisoner fook him info the school- X vaits ot G iinars had & bt yTh ok lou again. He did nos tell his father what had ecourred, gsiﬁendds to the gutter, and, as Wilde did. vinced that a marvelious answer to prayer is being them quickly dewn the road to shame. The
i > room and there was a tition of what took W0 YRS R0 10088 ad e on i6g,: ha seholars because he thought it was too bad.—The Mayor : cgrades the gutter.’ “ Do Profun realised, not only in London, but all over the ' : C ¢

were havingentertainmentsat the Asgsembly Rooms dis® (Metheun), his last contributi { ichief point on which the writer fixes is Christ’s |
g b ' h bution to |

place before. A third interview took place about

land. ‘ Man canuot live by bread alone,” and the

i i i ?—Witness : i ; : : : f
y eight or nine menths after the second, and on the and after ~a rehersal, two hovs -helped g;d ai?“ et S V kg}lee]&ertiteu r‘ﬁxfnaéiyﬁi?é.nhfs’“'e"“" Jeas time has come when the heart of England is turn- tbehaviour to the sinners, and his theory is that | (f §
v fourth oconsion—Monday, May Bth—prisoner asked witpess back to the school.  Witness was Sidney Herbert Dyke, agad 14, said he still went | prompts something like a g“clﬁve)iﬂc‘;?s ‘}331 ing back to the eternal truths.” 1Christ consorted with them because He found \]
L ‘hima to go to Britford Meadows to play faotball going . fo lf“"; part in the entertainment. to 8t. Thomas' School, On August, 1894, prisoner Fanatio, whi aeofiound that lie was a' o Mr, Campbell's sermon was on the subject of $hem ‘more interesting than ‘the good people, |
I with the Band of Hope boys. Witness brought He went back to the Sotiool (upstairs) in asked him $o stay in school ashe wanted tosee him. be was another being aitepstiny, " Lich Techunen oved oo Pejer's denial of Ghpist. %ho were stupid.” ‘
d home from Britford some rhubarb for prisoner order to choose bis prize. The other two boys Prisoner asked him several questions and did some- and scholarly in the higloy iay o0 It was a perilous thing, the preacher said, to | * » % =
I aud took it to his lodgings in High Street. He then left him, and he was slone with Mr, Gane, thing to him.Prisoner then gave hina 6d. He did not the term, sense of | criticise Miss Marie Carelli, but he thought she E A o Hhis witiar - ahtolnt el ataated
weat up into prisoner’s room, and Gaue shewed who asked him if his legs pained him, ard then tall 'hia fathar what had aoanrred. beokuss He didn’t e revelation of a { had mistaken Peter. She spoke of him, during 7, 1 '6‘:0.1 his writer, absolutely shamcless ;
d him o number of photographs of lidies snd  felt them, and looked at thew, and afterwards | | Jike to,—By Mr. Jackson : — Prisoner had spoken s D s L ity i, e e, ot aitod The mont Mgty bt |
/ e : 25, . : . ol . /LT, ¢ : 5 - a time con-| } s , to anyone and to all. { Chris imself " gained is moral beauty” by . ]
P children. Improper ¢ ndact followed and prisoner carried him on his back to his house, and from to him of his action towards a little gir]l. He had re possible to belleye ! | She was wrong. Peter, he believed, endured hi e ; = : £ i i
i v #ave him oranges and swests, and a book called :sengehﬁo his (Wftﬂ“"%h‘m“- iPrlw"“ did not seen a letter written by the girl to a school-fellow, 28,0t mtervals Titerally sgony in silence. » ieadured; hig |Eing. l‘ge 10{‘ est g'ept}]x of o 1t.~,'theus_§vno 1
S aan 114 b “The Scholar's Own.” Witaess left and got uch him in any way.One evening in the winter of but there were no improper snggestions in it. He ‘ to account for the st.rangeolé&_ti’:%e“s»v As one of his illustrations, Mr. Campbell quoted | call evil good and good evil, for that is a poison- }
P 1] \0ome at quarter ten o’clock. Prisoner had 1893 Mr.Gane asked bim to examine some papers at had talked to persons abou’ prisoner's action to- | ugliness and beauty, of devil and any e‘ff a long passage from Oscar Wilde's posthumous ling of the well of life, What is the use of 1
,collag & - en him eeveral tookas. his house that had been done at school and gave wards him, but not unless they asked him, ‘ ?rlée’?é‘éf” controliing the impulses and book, *De Profundis,” a copy of which he had calling Jesus ‘good’ ii we destroy the very }
emin( | ni Koos ot bed eksn o bim 6d.and an orange for doing it. Witness went | wai ! : ] i 1 ons of Oscéf{)rg%{lg)e. c:;]ge Pro- | brought with him into the pulpit. meaning of geodness? May Cod have pardoned P ‘
Yoont F1 o St T - i s {1 e suchgpegtﬁgi‘tﬁi' . ? s ;Il‘.e sin of the man who put this stumbling l ‘
| firmai |} T 5 il th ev'l my children left. Suddenly they were taken WIare, AR A Inees OF ILergure. i WOTvAy 10. ;‘ ey ock in the way of the simple, and may He i
Elicc i s | ol ade up my :mind ltonlliofg m’g Bwayufromhme by the law. It was a blow so | .mpﬁ!bg!!d9~'vl3w5ans ‘Grace Abounding” and { perience a genxﬁﬁ°§52"ympat§, or fﬁ" shield our boys and young men frem that doc-
wdd F gloom as a king wears purple: never to |  2PPalling that I did not know what to do, so I the %mmﬂ -of Bousseau. 2 pae wrlter, and to feel  that!'te. some trine of devils that the way to perfection hes i
verdu I le Wb e h ! flung myself on my knees and bowed my head : ¥ great extent the penitent atoned f ; R T
; ; : n whatever house I entered s S e % s H. HAMILTON FYFE. sin_against him ReColor iy threugh sin.’ : ’
Wild inte a foml of mourning: to make my friends | and wept, and said, “The body of a child is as ————e ; 2kliop 0 1 &t cootet f;eilfrand his genius anq 2 & = ey
wasa | o 'T"t'hdk ilaoewly ’Ln gaglnees with me: to teach | :}181 elgqg]y of the Lord: I am not worthy of | De Profundls,” by Oscar Wilde. Meth Published ore hisyfmi?dga‘m%ﬁ ag%‘}ua!;?mmen : e e
5 : ! 5 .them t melancholy is the true secret of life: | z ; ] % e : AR R B have ha cony
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“OUT OF THE DEPTHS”

Of his life in prison he writes: * For us
3 there is ’l?l?ly one seas%n, the m&“
- “De Profundis,” from. the depths of SOrrow. & very sun and moon seem taken
eadi from us. Outside, the day may be blue and
mng Gaol, comes the last book of Oscar o 14, but the light that creeps down through
Wilde, the man who was, - They act his {he thick muffied glass of the small iron-
plays to-day, and laughing audiences wonder barred window beneath which ene sits is
‘at the wit that cannot find its peer among grey and haggard. It is always twilight in
ﬁmg dramatists. The construction of gx;: rst cell, as it is always twilight in one’s
“ Lady Windermere’s Fan,” the humour of CERS : i
2 : 5 A ow and again he revels in phrases after
“‘The Importance of Being Earnest” still his own cynigcal fashion. He talks of the
excite our admiration. The tarnished name | mechanical people to whom life is a shrewd
,gfi\thqlr author was fading into the hage |speculation.”” hey start with the ideal
th whx‘? good Father ﬁhm e discreetly | desire of being the parish beadle, and in
both honour and shame, both success whatever sphere they arslplaeed they succeed
failure. Almost does it seem a matter | in being the parish beadle and no more. o !
gret that his ghost should be raised | man whose desire is te be somethin
more. separate from himself, to be a member o
iers ““ De Profundis,” the book, -is; | Parliament. or a successful grocer, or a pro-
those who believe that * the proper | minent solicitor, or a judgs, or something
_of mankind is man’’ can read and | equally tedious, invariably succeeds in being
yso, finding therein aﬁem‘us, eccentrieity, | what he wants to be. That is his unish:
phrases, emotion _cloud-bursts of | ment. Those who want a mask have to
|Sorrow, and perg:dpa no little artificiality. { wear it.” <y :
‘Sueh a book indeed as might have been ex- Dreadful Experience.
peﬁt:dxf'gom Wllde—mlﬁeadégg Gat?lli' som | OF all his sufferings one stands ‘out most
T kbext Rossl oe‘:ixP hu;s puo 9‘“1}:“" prominently in his miserable recollection.
b"'ﬁgh THID Dody e m"lf s o Convicts are the “zanies of sorrow,” the
: 9r: %"aﬁi N ea's"dm 5 Atrg" the d"n J | clowns whose hearts are broken. You can
lth?atw? S e s Ttﬁe i see it in their dress, es%ecia,lly designed to
. B:ﬁ Sy Re: de_veerezlu’:}ad. © | appeal to the sense of humour. When he
Ssed afior h hagi v hi’;ol'b :tas ©0M- | was removed from London to Reading—“ 1
kg e fregizll:ct' d s . ta] Dad to stand on the centre platform of
ehal 18 8 book of reflections and men Clapham Junction in convict dress and
mﬂfé without any definite plan. . He jandeuffed. for the world to look at. . . .
deals with his develepment under the prison When people saw me the laughed. Each
e d:ntg fexf’hé?s thelgmog "i th]::hhg train as it came up swelfed the audience.
s :‘f"i. e lwor s e.u ’ggws ‘l‘ Nothing could exceed their amusement.
o 35 -TeisEne te‘* Wi th ,ny‘ere(yi' That was. of course, before they knew wha
- °nehP”t5£n ?m!lmo "ii 200 T was.  As soon as they had been informed
ﬁglxmw v;hen e geu e ‘501' ffl‘ﬁm? they laughed still more. For half an hour
R ‘arger than my ARG 38 10l OF T shood thers, in the grey November rain,
for me. Still,” he coatinues, “T surrounded by a jeering mob,”
grhat a]‘;' the beginning G"g '.n"dtﬁ: So much, then, for this strange work,
OF eacl separate mamn, and in that partly defence, partly appeal, partly a pos.
’hléﬁiﬁe:ﬁlrthl?i ‘?‘,sh"“ should dsee§ Te in prose. E[)t will harm no one to read
sl g uction he considered and it ¢or the Nemesis of wrong-doing shadows
rison life he found to make for the evg,?; aagte. notation 1ok
ST e S b . e make from the
fmghﬁgtm of things a&ﬂ},ei are. “That is words with which it ende A curiously
W {hl turm;one g.gt‘meao e explains. ““ It pathetic picture can imagination form of
*‘& : .‘1’1 people ou 11.9 Who are de | by this hroken genius, bankrupt, dishonoured,
e illusions of a life in constant motion. his children taken from him, his name a
; They revolve with life and contribute to its thrag of scorn, sitting in his base prison
Mrea,-htY.”We who are immobile both see cell, the floor of which he has lately
@ow. : scrubbed, and writiag thus of his future:

Stimulating Hope.v " “Society will have no place for me; but

B R bleaing of th & nature, whose sweet rains fall on the un-
Be tl;xlumanity, < Biiig deniggdevepgﬂ““ and just alike, will have clefts in the
; 15& Bekiag his desertd Giathe rock where. I ma,% hide, and secret valleys

an infinite pity to read: “On the iR Whose silence 1 may weep undisturbed.

e of the prison wall there are some SB® Will hang the night with stars, so that

At sootd e which ase + magxwalk abroad in the darkness without

o : \ stumbling, and send the wind over my foot-
king out into buds of an almost rints so that none may track me {o o]g

n. I know quite well what they Sk ; 2
? g = ; she will clea: eq; te
hrough. They are finding expres- and with bitter he?l?: llggklenlgg wtho'lvog” s

~He ho to do great thin 2% > FaE e
ve I am t%egave enough to l’iveg:n‘ for trx}";‘t,hgih;heﬁe; . g;l;g:hﬁgtigﬁis:ﬁgr
i eighteen moaths at ango;-;:ei 80 that ¢ ooit decoption oo ave the .%g:”r i< g

, may 8% trite heart th i
S ; z e scene in prison cell
greater? %ﬂgf’ 12 i%ﬁswms g gsur rlsmﬁ.
f St M e - - FLETCHER ROBINSON,
ate ; ~ | “Ds Profundis” By Oscar Wilde. (Methuen. 5.
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all the most intimate, most moving
the growth of a soul, I know none that
er to the souree of tears than thls

 life so rich in pmmxees lay like a
upon the mind, When he died,
r and su&'em smvona!y, vtn Pads, .

m,q

ow ua that in tb:ese.two veus thruugh
ate the bread of afliction, much was

plain to him that had been hidden before.
vght him lessons that could never be '
Pleasure. In his agony and despair of |
chanced upon the key to the mystery of |
chart of the ocean of life lay spread
, and in his narrow cell he traced out
e must steer for as 'Igng as his voyage

tpco

to di I dequm cI
on the very day on which I lg
After a time that evil mood
and I made up my mind to live, ut to
ﬂwm as a king wears purple' never to

5 alowly in sedness with me:
that melancholy is the true > secret of bfe
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to maim them with an alien sorrow: to' mar |
themt with my own pain. Now I feel quite
differently. . I must learn how to be

cheerful and happy. ‘

Not everyone will sympathise with the scen- |

‘tences in which he tells how, in his eelf-abase-
- ment, self-hatred, he found Humility,
1| away in bis nature like a treasure in a field.

" Upon eome natures they mai jar. That is because
"Oscar Wilde, éven in his “ Vita Nuova,” as he ~
,called ‘it, was Osear Wilde still.

hidden

Still, above

ing else, an artist in words. - 8till a coiner
of ernf:w phrases Still supremely interested in
himself.

'There are people, I do not doubt, who will say
that he was simply posing all through the book.
I am sure they are wrong. 1 am sure, if they wil]
only read with pity and with charity, they will
see they are wromng. There are, T admit, passages
which at first, perhaps, sound insincere, '—I‘his,

for emmple

I bow u nst everyth with some stub-
o? 58’“ 1, and much nﬁ)@ilwn of nature,
tlll I had a.bsolube}y nothing left in the world
‘bit one thing. 1 had lost my name, 1,
,t:on my h&pbi'm my freedom, my w.
}i!rkaner and a uper. But I stzn had
my childrén left. Suddenly they were taken
away from me by the law. It was a blow so |
appalhng that I did not know what to do, so I
myself on my lknees and bowed my head
Nand said, “ The bodof a child is as
of the Lord: I am not worﬁ ¥ o{



All the more doeg this tend to convey an im-
pression of theatricality from the faet that Wilde
was never drawn towards the faith which makes
‘““the body of the Lord ™ its holiest bond and sacra-
ment of union. Yet, read this haunting page of
confession, and say if a man capable of setting
down these searing, scorching sentences could
possibly be insincere either with himself or with
those (not originally the public) for whom he
wrote:

Terrible as was what the world did bo me, what
I.did to myself was far more terrible still.
The gods had given me almost everything. But 3
1 let myself be tured inte long spells of senséless
and sensual ease. I amused myself with being
a flaneur, a dandy, a man of fashion. I sur-
rounded myself with the smaller natures and
the meaner minds. . Tired of being on the
heights, 1 dehberately went to the depths in ‘the
search for new gensation. ... I ended in hor-
rible disgrace. There is only one thing for me

now, absolute humility. |

ALL THINGS FOR GOOD.

|
1
From here the next step was natural. “The |
meek shall inherit the earth,” Christ said. Not |
till we have stripped off pride and all the unlovely !
qualities which pride binds wupon wus can we |
realise ;

How fair a place to fill
Is left to each man still;

can we understand that all the events of life may |
make for the good of character, if only they are |
looked at aright.

I have got to make everything that has ha
Pened to me good for me. The plank bed, the
oathsome food, the hard ropes shredded into
oakum till one’s finger-tips grow dull with pain,
the menial offices with which each day begins
and finishes . . . each and all of thess things
I have to transform into a spiritual experience.
There is not a single degradation of the body
which I must not try and make into a spiritual-
ising of the soul.

I could almost wish the hook ended there mpon
that note of sorrowful simplicity. We should
miss many arresting thoughts, many beautiful
forms of words, for never in anything he wrote
did Wilde frame more exquisite phrases than we
find here. Yet we should fecl more certain that
he had won the true peace which passeth all
understanding. The pity and the terror that
cleanse our hearts would be unalloyed by any |
doubting whether his feet were indeed set at last
upon the firm way.

The more he talks about his emotions the less
real they seem. "The reason of that is plain. He
fancied emotion was an end in itself. He never
saw at any time in his life—meither when he shot
like a brilliant meteor across the social sky, nor |
when he saw his past years spread out before him
in ‘the loneliness of his cell—~that emotion is
wasted unless it helps us to live. That is why
Art cannot be separated, as he tried to separate
it, from faith and morals. He asks what joy can
be greater than to read beautiful books. Surely,
the answer is, “ To lead a beautiful life.” Unless
beautiful things, whatever they are, help us to do
that, their beauty is as Dead Sea fruit which
turns to dust and ashes in the mouth.

| THE FATAL GIFT. {
Tt was his inability to see this which prevented
Wilde from understanding Christ. He makes in
“De Profundis” a study of the character of
Jesus. It is very moving, very tender, strangely
fascinating. Yet it seems to me to be vitiated by
the seme fallacy which ruined Wilde as a man,
He insists on regarding Christ as a supreme ima-
ginative artist, a supreme individualist, one who'
valued emotions for their own sake. Here is an
example of what he meant: 4
Christ, had he been asked, would have said—
I feel quite certain about it—that the moment
the prodigal son fell on ‘xus knees and
made hijs hayi wnsted is suhstma with har-

lots, bhis swine- ring for the
lﬁueks they ate. an.d y moments in
ig li

Could there beammmﬂmammdytha.n
this!

Peorversity—that was the fatal gift of the one
malicious fairy at Wilde's birth, The others gave
him everything tbat should make life plemnt
and honourable. The one troubled strand in the |
web of his nature unravelled all the rest. He |
even gloried in his perversity. He would like, ho
wrote, to have people,gay that it had turned the
good things of his life to ovuandtbewﬂtm
to good !

gt,ell there was much in his nature that M
of us’loved and envied when we knew him, and
love and envy still, apart from our admlmtiou of

! his mind and atﬁ-try Those who have never
| guessed what this “ much ” was will ﬁnd it hem
| "Do Profundis” reveals the man himsclf more
{:hxn anything elso he ever wrote, and it w 3 2
think, be read longer than anything else he ever
_wrote. As a piece of literature it is mﬂz}ty to
stand bgsidw Bunyan’s ““ Grdce Abmdmg und
( ons ” of Bomu.
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g LHE AL AST OF THE DANDIES.
y . THosE who had the good fortune to witness M
" Rostand’s piece, ' Aiglon, which was presented here in
{  London last summer by Madame Sarah Bernhardt at Mr.
Tree’s own theatre, will find instructive points of com-
parison between it and Mr. Tree’s latest production.
Both plays have a good deal of what someone has called
the interest of drzc-a-brac—a sort of minor historical
interest, that is. The distinction, if it is worth while
making one, between these and the historical play proper,
is that the latter deals with a noteworthy character or event
of history for its true sake, while the former centres itself
upon the accessories, the authentic details, which build
up, not the character of the man, but his figure and
outward appearance, or mode of life. Of course, no
tolerable play can be constructed wholly of accessories,
and there is no such impossible attempt in either
..of the pieces we are considering; but they escape
it ‘in different ways. In /lAiglon, a major historical
interest supervenes upon the minor one, and, whatever its |
faults, the play is thoroughly homogeneous. In 7%e Last
of the Dandies, the plot is supplied from a love-interest as
unhistorical, I presume, in fact as it is in spirit. The
motifs are not, perhaps, wholly incompatible, but, like oil
_and water, the mixture is at best unstable, and somethino
| of a tour-de-force. Cleverly written as it is, the impres-
| sion left by Mr. Clyde Fitch’s play is thus somewhat
| baffling and unsatisfactory. There is a vast deal in it to
| amuse and interest; but one does not seem to feel the
| absorbing and continuous interest which can only be
| aroused by a play governed wholly, and in every detail, bv
| a single dramatic idea.
| - In construction and dialogue, the piece is, as I have ’
| said, cleverly, though not notably, written. The weakest
¢ scene—is- certainly the reception in Tady Blessington’s .
{ salon. The conversation here falls pamfully short of the
brilliancy that one would expect in such a gathering.
| Perhaps the best scenes are the first and the last ; the first
| is genuine comedy, the last, if not quite full tragedy,
| comes as near to it as the nature of the piece will allow.
Where the character-interest predominates, in fact, the
play is excellent,—at all events, with Mr. Tree to act;
where the love-interest has the upper hand, it is thinnest
and least successful. It is a pity, by the way, that the
last flicker of Oscar Wilde's wit, “I'm dying beyond my
means,” is reproduced in a form that takes away half its
point. Mr. Tree’s impersonation of Count D’Orsay is a
marvellously fine piece of acting, and would alone make
the play worth while going to see. The word
¢ comedian,” with some such prefix as * eccentric,”
has been so usurped by celebrities of the music-
hall boards that it is almost lost to serious dramatic
language; but in the best and most refined sense of
comedy, Mr. Tree is, perhaps, the most finished comedian
on the stage. It would be impossible to follow him
through all the excellences of his dexterous performance,
but one cannot pass over in silence his very fine acting in
the last scene, which might easily be made ridiculous, but
in his hands is most impressive. He is admirably
supported on the comic side by his two valets, played by
Mr. Courtice Pounds and Mr. Robb Harwood ; the latter in
especial has hit on a half-unconscious mimicry of his
master’s mannerisms that is delightful. The minor
satellites, the hairdresser, tailor, and money -lender, are
also very amusingly rendered. Miss Lily Hanbury is a
very striking Lady Blessington; it is not a 7dl of which
a great deal can be made, but she looks and acts it excel-
lently. Miss Lily Brayton plays the heroine very prettily,
but it is too slight ‘a part to give much scope for
- her talent. Lady Summershire is admirably rendered by
Mrs. Tree: she makes it, indeed, the most effective, after
D’O;say himself, or of any of the characters not broadly
comic. Mr. H. B. Warner does very well as the somewhat
uninteresting hero, Lord Raoul Ardale ; and Sir Edward
- Bulwer-Lytton is played with a great deal of tact and
refti'nemgznt bl}lr Mr. Gegald Lawrence. Altogether, the
acting is well u the, high level has become |
traditional at?i#ﬁ%@y%‘guﬁh‘@’@%%{g@g of the piece, |
as usual, is beyond criticism.
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Lord Queensberry. ,

By the death of the Marquis of Queensberry, which itook
place on Wednesday in last week, a strange, strenuous, not
altogether unpicturesque career, was brought to a prosaic
close—in a bedroom at a London club, after a commonplace
illness of moderate duration, abt the comparatively early age of
fifty-six. A lineal descendant of the famous “ Black Douglas,”
whose name and deeds form/one of the most romantic chaptérs
to be found in Scottish history, John Sholto Douglas, eighth
Marquis of Queensherry, came into his inheritance at the
early age of fourteen, and for some forty years recognised no
law but his own wishes, and left few desires unsatisfied.

CIrZiZd

Matrimonial.

It was in connection with his domestic relationships and
with matters of religion, however, that Lord Queensberry
chiefly came before the public attention, and in both these
respects the Marquis on several occasions furmished
subjects for public eriticism, His first wife divorced
him in 1887, after nearly twenty-one years of married
life, and in 1893 he married again ; but inless than a year this
union was also annulled. It was about the time of his second
marriage (which was almost of the nature of a runaway match)
that Lord Queensberry delivered an extraordinary “ lecture to
women” at Princess’ Hall, Piceadilly, in the course of which
he advocated some very quaint changes in the matrimonial
relationship as at present constituted.

$5999

Ix religious matters, the Marquis claimed to be “a so-
called atheist,” and there is little doubt that it was upon this
ground that, in 1880, after having sat for eight years as a
to the Upper House. He always attributed this rejection to
the personal enmity of Lord Rosebery, to whom his antipathy -
became more marked as time went on.

Son v. Father.

Tre Marquis's eldest son, Lord Drumlanrig, on the con-
trary, was regarded by Lord Rosehery with especial favour,
and acted as assistant private secretary to that statesman
when he filled the post of Foreign Secretary in Mr,
Gladstone’s 1892 Cabinet. For purposes of official
convenience, in order that he might be able to sit
in the House of Lords with his chief, Lord Drumlanrig was
raised to the peerage as Lord Kelhead, so that the son of
the Marquis became a peer of the United Kingdom,
with a seat in the Upper House, while the Marquis himself
was only a Scottish peer,and had no seat. Lord Queensberry
bitterly resented the act by which he had been made to play
second fiddle to his own son, and did not hesitate to express
Lis feelings in print. He even went so far, I have been told,
as to threaten to assault his son. Lord Kelhead, soon after
his elevation, was accidentally killed while shooting, and the
Marquis is sucgeeded by his second son, Lord Douglas of
Hawick, who boldly “went into the City,” and has won a
claim to be regarded as one of the best mining experts in the
country.

SEFFV
Two Incidents. :

A maN of strong individuality and of much latent talent,
Tiord Queensberry never turned either his abilities or the
power which his position gave him to any really useful purpose.
There are two incidents in his troubled and squalid career,
however, which stand out prominently. One is that he read
General Booth’s book, “In Darkest England,” with a thrill
of horror, and sent the Gemeral a cheque for £100 and a
characteristic letter; the other is that some four or five years
ago he intervened, at considerable personal risk, on behalf of
a.son who bad repudiated him, and thereby rendered a great
public servi@019is8anllomen's Univérsity: Librang07 of one of the
worst scandals of the century.
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' THE SERIOUS CHARGE

AGAINST A SALISBURY
SCHOOLMASTER.

’

THE ADJOURNED HEARING.

‘The Council Chamber was crowded yesterday
(Thursday) when Wm,Gane, head-master of the St.
Thomas’ Schools, was broaght up in custody upon
remand charged with unlawfully committing in
private, acts of indecency on several boys, The
magigtrates present were the Mayor (Mr. E. F.
Pye-Smith), Mr. E. Waters. Mr. W. M. Hammick.
Mr. S. R. Atkins, Mr. G. Fullford, Mr. W.
Marlow, and Mr. R. C. Harding. The ex-Mayor
(Mr. Haskins) and Mr. Brown (who are managers
of the School) also occupied seats on the Bench,
but fook no part in the adjudication of the case.
Mr. W. H. Jackson, of the firm of Hodding and
Jackson, defended.

The Magistrates’ Clerk (Mr. Powning charged
Wililiam Gane (aged 38) for that, on the 6th of May,
1895,in the parish of St. Thomas,New Sarum,he did
unlawfally, in private, commi$ on Frank Burton
acts of gross indecency, contrary to the provisions
of the 48 and 49 Viot,, chap. 69, section 11 ; and
farther, on (.iiven days in 1893, 1894, and 1895, did
commif similar acts on William Dinnicombe ; and

further, on divers days in or about the month of {
May, 1894, and Murch, 1895, on Arthar Phillips ;

and further, in August, 1894, on Sidney Henbest
Dyke ; and farther, in December, 1894, and divers
other days in 1894, on George Searle ; and further,
in 1892, 1893, acd 1894, on Albert Edward Bowey ;
and !urgher. in 1891, on Frederick Voce ; and
further, in Aaguat, 1893, and divers other days in
1893 and 1894, on William Arthar Brooks ; and
farther, on divers days in 1893 and 1894, on
Sidney Hopkins.

Mr. R. A. Wilsoa said he appeared ou behalf of
the managers of St. Thomas’ Schools. The charge
hacd come a3 & complete surprise to them, and, of
course, in the interests of the schools the case must
be watched. The managers wished for a thorough
investigation.

The Mayor : There are no boys in court, Mr,
Mathews ?
~ Mr. Mathews ; No; sie.

Mr. Jackson, after having received an mm‘nncoA

that all wi'nesses were out of court, said that some
of the charges which were preferred against his
client had been carefnlly concesled from the de-
fence, 50 that defendant had not had an opportuaity
of instructing him upop the cross-examination of
the witnesses who would be callel before them.
He (Mr. Jackson) could truthfully say that he had
absolutely no instructions, and was therefore nct in
& position to cross-examine some of the witnesses

He merely mentioned this seeing that they mighs

take it from him that there wers three or four cases
with regard to which he had received no instruc-

tion whatever, He then asked that Mr. Gane, who
was standing between two policiman, might be

allowed to sit, as he (Mr. Jackson) might want to
ask himsome questions.—The magistrates then gave
pelrmission for the defendant to be seated with his
solicitor.

~ Frank Barton, 13, residing with his widowed

mother, West Street, Fisherton, was the first
witness. He said he went to St. Thomas’ School
and had been there nearly four years. Prisoner
was the schoolmaster, who had done things
improper to him. It wasin the cricket season—
Juae or July last. Oune evening, about eight or
half-past, prisonet took him into the schoolroom.
No-ond else was with them. Prisonsr took him
on his koee. Witness then describsd certain

_ alleged impropéieties of prisoner, which lasted a

-

quarter of an hour. Prisoner, he said, aocom-
‘panied him away from the school. Prisoner gave
him a penny, [Witness burst into tears upon being
asked certain questions, but afterwards gave his
evidence in a shurp and intelligent manner.]
Witness also stated thas shortly after the
first occasion prisoner took him into the school-
room and there was a repetition of what took
place before. A third interview took place about
eight or nine menths after the second, and on the
fourth occasion—Monday, My 6th—prisoner asked
him to go to Britford Meadows to play football
with the Band of Hope boys. Witness brought
home from Britford some rhubarb for prisoner
aud took it to his lodgings in High Street. He
went up into prisoner’s room, and Guaue shewed
him a number of photographs of lidies and
children. Improper ¢ ndact followed and vrisoner
gave him oranges and sweets, and a book called
“ The Scholar’s )3 Witaess left and got
home at quarter !i? Q:%n o'clock. Prisoner had
given him several tooks. Witness told several

"Bovs what had taken piace.

Mr. Jackson, in cross-examination : Did you
nse to forget things in a funnv unaccountable
sort of way ? Do you remember Mr. Gane express.
jng surprise at vour losa of memory ? Do you |
remember Mr. Gane charging you with talling
gtories P—Witness's answers could not be clearly
heard in the Press box, but he was undgrgtood to |
deny the suggestions of the defending solicitor, put
said there had been some charge of telling stories.
—Witness, in farther cross-examinations, said he
lived at Knoyle bafore coming to Salisbary, bat he
had never said anything about what he was taught
there. The winter before last, during the football
season, prisoner had done what was improper, bue
be had not then asked any questions. Prigoner
never asked him why he blushed up without reason.
He admitted that before prisoner touched him
first he had been disobedient at sohool. Witness
used to get ‘‘crabby” at school sometimes—
| (laughter)—when he was ‘‘ put ount” for punish-
ment. He never ¢ cheeked” the schoolmaster.
Witness deunied that he had told Gane that some-
one at Knoyle had taught him indecency. Witness
had been with the boys to various excursions.
Comiug back from London in the carriage the
boys® romped and played and had a goud game,
Gane playing with them.
Mr. Jackson, referring to witnass’s atatement
that prisoner had given him a penny, asked : That
wasn’t the first penny he had given you !—A.: No.
—Q : He was always giving boys pennies. wasn't
he, for their work ?—A. : Yer.—Q.: What do you
think he gave you the penny for on thae first ocea-
sion 7—A.: For bringing the cricket things down.—
Q. : When you weunt to Mr. Gane’s lod«ings on the
6th May did you notice whether the blinds were
down, curtains drawn, or door locked ?'—A, :1
didn’t notice that they were. The blinde were not |
drawn and the door not locked.—Q. : Was he reai- |
ing letters when vou went in firat 7—A. : Yes, I'
think he was. He gsva ma a book containing
photographs to leok at. Mr. Gane left the
room while T was looking at the book.—Q : Do
veu remember his saying ‘“ Are yon in a hurry,
Frank "—A.: I don't remember.—Q. : Do yom
remember whethar he said, ‘ I amafraid von have
baen ab your old habits ?"—A. : No.—Q.: What
did he #ay bafore he took you on his knee ?2—A. :
I can’t remember.—Q. : You hadn’t been smoking,
had you ¥ — No answer. — Q. : Had you been
more than usually inattentive at school befare the
6th May ?—A. : Ye3.—Do youa remember his sav-
ing ag yeu left the street door,  Remember Frank,
you promised ?” and youn said ¢ All right; good-
night sir 7’—A. : No, I don’t remembear that.—Q. :
Do yon ramember whether you told Mr. Gane that
you had been strnck with a football 2—A. : Yes. |
~-Q. : Do you rememher having & romp with him
after on May 6ch ?—A. : No, sir. |
At this point—ten minutes after one o’clock —the |
Conrt adjourned for lunch, {
Upon the Conrt resuming at twenty minutes to |
two, the eross.examination was continued. |
. Q. : Do you say you made no promise to Mr. |
| Gane when vou parted from him ?—A.: I don’t i
{ know, sir.—Q. : Did he kiss vou ? —A, : I think ha |
| did, sir.—Q. : Surely you know whether he did
{ or not.—A. : I think he did, but I am not qguite
sure.—@Q. : Did you tell the police what happened

{ on the previous night.—A. : Dyke came for me.—
Q. : Can you tell me why you fold Mr. Gane that
von came from Knoyle.—A. : No.

Harriett Jane Burton, mother of the last witness,
said har son came home juat after ten o’clock on
Monday, May 6th, He brought home some sweets
and two oranges. He put the formar on the mantle-
piecs, and the next dav witness gave them away to
& little boy.—By Mr. Jackson : Her son came home
at all times ; sometimes he was at work, and some-
times he attended the Boys’ Brigade drill. She bad
not noticed that her boy had been troublesome ;
and he had not been getting  out of hand” with
her. )

Wm. Dinnicombe, son of George Dinnicombe,
caretaker of the Church House. said he was 13
vears of age last October, and had been a pupil at
8t. Thomas’ school for nearly three years. About
two years ago witness had a bad leg. The scholars
wers havingentertainmentsat the Asgembly Rooms,

and after a rehersal, two hovs -helped
witness back to the achool,  Witness was
going to take part im the entertainment.

He went back to the 8chool (apstairs) in
order to choose his prize. The other two boys
then left him, and he was slone with Mr. Gane,
who asked him if his legs pained him, avd then
felt them, and looked at thew, and afterwards
carried him on hig back to his house, and from
thenﬁe to his (witness’s) house. Prisoner did not
touch him in any way.One evening in the winter of
1893 Vir. Gissenpuomen's University LiBrany. e ot
his house that had heen done at schonl and gave

him 6d.and am orange for doing it. Witness went |
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alone, and prisoner took him on his knee, and
asked him if he wonld get married when he grew
up. Witness replied ‘T might.” Prisoner then
asked him various other questions, and witness, in
reply to most of them, said “I don’t know.”
Prisoner also disarranged witness’s clothing, and
afterwards gave him an orange and told him to go
home, and he went, The lamp was lit in the room
nd the curtains were across the window. Witness
1w nrisansr seain ahont a week after and he asked
‘mota g dase ca s Vagas end peart soma
:reise bocks,  This was about 5,30 in the even-
ing ; no.one went with him. Prisoner was
baving his tea when witness got there. He gave
witness the books and told him to go to the
window and mark them. Witness did so, and
prisoner gave him 3d. for doing so. Prisover then
told him to look at some photographs of views and
afterwards took him on his knee aund aoted
familiarly with him. Prisoner gave him nothing
at all this time. About three weeks ago witness
was at theschool upstairs, in the morning, putting
out the slates. After he had done thie he went
to the cupboard, and Mr. Gane came up
behind him and asked him a question. |
Prisouer then did something to him, and after-
wards gave him.some magazines to post. The
second time prisoner told witneas not to tell any-
one, as he was giving him advice. He did not say
what the advice was., In the winter of this year
witness went skating with prisoner at Wishford,
and they returned to prisoner’s house. Another
boy accompanied them, but he soon left. Prisoner
then acted in a similar mauner to witness as he had
done ou previous occasions. Prisoner did not give

| himanytbingthistime. Witnessnever told hisfather

of what had ocourred ; he was ashamed to. He told
some of the boys at school—Frank Burton and
Sidney Dyke.—By Mr. Jackson : Why did you tell
Baurton and Dyke, Are they particular chums of
yours,—A., : Yes. I told them after the first and
second ocensions,--Why did you tell them?--Because
one of them told me something similar.—Q. : Why
were you ashamed to tell your father that you had
been badly treated ? You had done nothing wrong
yourself, —A. : I don't know.—Q.: Were you
afraid that you would have to tell him the con-
versation which preceded it ?>—Yes, sir.—Q. : Did
prisoner warn you aguinst cectain practices 2—A. :
es.

Mr. Jackson asked the Clerk to read out some
of the notes he had taken, and asa remark was
not there which he requasted should be written, he
said fle must ask that the notes should be taken
much more fully than they were. The Clerk had
the assistance -of a gentleman by his side. The
evidence in each case wis a repetition and had
been gathered gecretly, and he must ask that the
evidence, however irrelevant it might be, should
be taken down more fully. As it was, it was most
unjust to his client (a.%phuse in court).

The Mayor observed that unlees due decorum
was observed —as it ghould be ia such a case as
this—he must have the court oleared.

Me. Jackson : To no person in the court is the
dnty more paiaful than to me, as I have to ask
such questions of an innocent boy. T might be
relieved of a considerable amount of repetition if
the evidence is taken down as it is given.

‘The Mayor : If you wish any special point put
down, will you kindly mention it, and the Clerk
will do =o. A

Cross-examination cantinued:—Q, : Did prisoner
tell vou what the effect would be on your bpdy Y
A.: Yes.—Q.: Did you promise him to give the
practice up ?7—A, : No.—Q. : What do you mean—
A.: He didn’t agk me. 5 ;

Arthar Phillips, aged 13, said he lived with his
father, who was & gardener. He had been to St.
Thomss' School for threa or four months. In
June or July of last year prisoner did something to
witness at the achool. —By Mr. Jackson: Mr.
Gane spoke to him abont his knocking a little girl
down, but witness denied doing so., Witness,
however, afterwards admitted doing /8o, apd
promised him not to interfere with a little girl
again. He did not tell his father what had ecourred,
becange he thought it was too bad.—The Mayor :
Did you indecently assault this girl?—Witness :
No, sir,

Sidnay Herbert Dyke, aged 14, said he still. went
to St. Thomas' School, On August, 1894, prisoner
asked him to stay in school ashe wanted tosee him
Prigoner asked him geveral questions and did some-
thing to bim.Prisoner then gave hina 6d.He did not
tel]l his father what had oceurred,because he didn’t
like to.—By Mr, Jackson : — Prisoner had spoken
to him of his action towards a little gitl. He had
seen a letter written by the girl to a school-fellow,
but there were no improper sugggations in it. He
had talked to persons abouy prisoner’saction %o-

| wards him, but not unless they asked him.




ha  just laid aside “ De Profun
hu‘en.% , and was meditating upon the
ellous and almost mystic message of
‘Wilde to his own and all succeed=
generations, when I chanced to en-
inter those lines from Sir Lewis Morrig
bear the title, “Souls in Prison.”
orizon had been enlarged, my con-
jon of human life had been deepened
those wonderful thoughts born of soli-
sorrow, and suffering in Reading
. It was scarcely the moment for
| thoughts and small minds, seeing
his genius had . penetrated
ins of individual grief and wrested
m them the eternal message of sor~
 Yet these lines I met were useful
omparison, the thoughts in “the
jouse of retributive Law.”  Listen to
Lewis as he attempts to describe the
dition of mind a sentenced man pos-
508 1~ ¥
] at last all longing was sunk and spent
a lifeloss, fathomlees slough of content,
b repentance, mor fear, nor grief,
.4 belief at all, nor yet utbelief;
t a soul which sknlks from itself like &

",mned' for,eﬁr‘ and dead.

at unreality of feeling is here ex .
ssed! Poe~ - fancy is not touched -

“the live coal” of human experi~
se, hience only the rythmic motion of
Hbe words remain.  Buf look at this pro-
Jduct of Reading Gaol which makes its
fppearance to-duy. It isa human docu~
nent, and more so, for one feels the an~
ish, ‘one realises the degradation, one
ticipates in the deprivation, and one
ces in the conquest.

e The New Life.

Does one shed a tear in silent recogni=
n of obscured greatness?  Sobeit; it
t unmanly. Temperament will out,
hing can imprison : that.  Sorrow
&0 universal that one mnever tries to

vine ordinance.  listen not  to the
rds of Sir Lewis Morris now, but to
ithe yoice of one who cried out from the

:

long moment.” ©  What does he say?
It is only this: “Where there is sorrow
ithere is holy grevad.”  Oh, what truth
(such a siniple %ntenee contains. - L
‘the poor deserts . man speak hgain.

" When I was brought down frem my,

-E:ez'xperlence that ‘“uffering is one‘very

R S

>

i prison to the Court of Bankruptey, bes
. tween twa policemen —— waited in the
long dreary corvidor that,before the whole

crowd, whom an sction so sweet ans

et e

cuffed and with bewed head, \I’,pwe‘d
= him by
~smaller things than that:

“DE PROFUNBIS.” -

derstand it; we simply regard it as & -

gwildel‘ness it may be: one who knew by,

Men.have gone to heaven for .

What recognition of nuble purpose, what
prodigality - almost of thanks! Oscan
Wilde then goes on to speak of his reali=

‘gation “ that nething iu the whole world

is mearningless and suffering deast of
all.”? This® was the last thing left "to
him, and probably ‘the best, for it
formed *“th. starting point for a fresh
develomment.)  But what did this Vita
Nuova {uvolve 7 Priuarily he was called
upon to-free himself ““ fiom any possible
bitterness of fealing against the world.”
Then followed a beiief and dependence
in and upon himself, tie crea‘ion of am
intense individualism. :

Sorrow, the Supreme Emoticn, -

Once he was~illad with rage, then came.
the desire for death. then the determinas
tion to destroy himself, and finally the
intention of distribuiing gloom.

Finally these  haunting  tendencies
disappeared. and. in their place came
‘o veal desire for life.” life in order to
explore the new world :hat opened ta
him. This is how he puts it:—

I now eep  that edrrow, being the
suprene ¢énmotion of which man is
able, is at once the type and test of all
great art. . . . Sorrow is the ul
mate type both in life and art. %
The mere illusions of  the eye and

appetite have now lost their charm, amd
he, like cthers before him, realised thab
“the secret of life is suffering.” = He had
iasted the fruits of one part of the
garden, but the other half had its secrets
for him aiso. - Suffering is explained by,
love.

I am convinced that there is no.other
and that i the woild has indeed, as
have said, been built of sorrow. it has
been Luilt bF the hends of love, becanse
in po other way could the soul of man,
for whom the world was made, reach the
full stature of its perfection.

The cultivation and perfection of the
soul through the medium of suffering and
sorrow, has, alas! been only rarely rea-
lised.  With exquisite reference to the
Christslife the idea is elaborated. TLet
me give you one:— : Eamre
~He knew that in the soul of one who
ig ignorant, there is always roem for &
oreat idea: . The moment of re~
penteree is the moment of indtiatiom.
The volume needs no gush, it s tom,
human, too much of flesh and blood is
contained therein; it is the revelation
of a lonely soul, expressed in terms of
poetic genius and pervasive thought. It
is irresistibly fascinating and helpful.
: e Wi % B.
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( _ 0SCAR WILDE’S ‘BOOK.

X

“Wholesome Criticism.

CGanon BercHING, in a sermon preached on Sunday last in
Westminster Abbey, on “ The Sinlessness of Chzist,” from the
text ““Why callest thou Me good?’? (St. Mark x. 18), re-
ferred to-Oscar ‘Wilde's ‘De Profundis. He said (we quote
from the Times) : One wonders sometimes if Englishmen have
given up reading their Gospels. ‘A book has lately appeared
which presents a:caricature of :the portrait of Christ, and
especially a travesty of His doctrine about sin, that is quite
astonishing ; and with one or two honourable exceptions the
daily and weekly ‘Press have praised the book enthusiastic-
ally, and especially the study it gives of the character of
Christ ; whereas, if‘_that_%icture were true, the Pharisees were
right when they said of Him that He cast out devils through
Beelzebub, and the priests were right in sending Him to death
as a:perverter of the people. The writer of the book, who is
dead, was a'man of exceptional literary talent, who fell into
disgrace; and whether it is pity for his-sad fate or admiration
of his style in writing that has cast a spell upon the reviewers
and blinded them to his meaning, I cannot say; but I do say
they have not done their duty to English society by lauding
the “‘book as” they have done, without giving parents an
guardians some hint that it preaches a doctrine of sin which,
if taken into romantic and impressionable hearts, will send
them quickly down the road to shame. The chief point on
which the writer fixes is Christ’s-behaviour to the sinners;
and his theory is that Christ consorted with them because He
found them more interesting than the good people, who were
stupid. ““The world,” he says, *“ had always loved the saint
as being the nearest possible approach: to the perfection of
God; Christ, through some Divine instinct in Him, seems to
have always loved the sinner as being the nearest possible
approach to the perfection of man. To turn an interesting
thief into a tedious honest man was not Hisaim. . . . Butina
manner not yet understood of the world He regarded sin and
suffering as being in themselves beautiful and holy things,
and modes of perfection.”” * It seems to have struck the writer
-at this point that our Lord had Himself explaindd that He
consorted -with sinners, as a: physician with-the sick, to eall
them to repentance. For he goes on: “ Of course the sinner
must repent; but why ?—simply because otherwise he would
be unable to realize what he had done.”” In other words, a
man is the better for any sort of emotional experience, when it
is-past, because he is fertilized by it as by a crop of wild oats;
a form of philosophy which Tennyson in In Memoriam well
characterized as ¢ Procuress to the Lords of Hell.”” But even
this writer, absolutely shameless and unabashed as he is, does
not hint that Christ Himself gained His moral beauty by
sinning. The lowest depth of woe is theirs who eall evil good
and good evil, for that is a poisoning of the well of life. What
is-the ‘use fof calling Jesus “good ” if 'we destroy the .‘ver‘;
meaning of go W W d in 0
the man who put this stum: m’gﬁ%cgﬁm eway oL t %Is(lﬁmple,
and may He shield our boys and young men from that
doctrinp of devils—that the way to perfection lies through sin !
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‘“* DE PROFUNDIS.?”
There was a time when I was inclined
to think ia cegard to the late Oscar
Wilde that it would have been better
for“everybody—one might say the world
in ‘general—if his works and all memory
of him ‘eould have been wiped out and
forgotten.  The taint of his unnatural
crimes seeme still to linger about his
finest inspirations. A hundred years
hence it would be different, and I be.
lieve there are works and thoughts of
Oscar Wilde which will he living and
elevating influences a hundred years
hence, and longer. \
One is all the more indignant whaen a1
man of great cultare and endowed with |
poetie imagination, owing a duty to the
reputation of his family and to the|
honour and distinctlon “of his couniry,
deseonds to the gutter, and, as Wilde did,
even degrades the gutter. “ Dea Profun- |
|dig» (Metheun}, his last contribution to
|the literature of hig tinie, however, softens ]
lone to the unhappy man'’s memory and |
brompts something like a generous for-!
fiveness on the ground that he was a
unatie, ' with lueid intervals in which
he was another being altogether, sane,
and scholarly in the highest sense of
the term, |
““De Profundis” ig the revelation of a!
| great soul that hag escaped from a|
devilish influence that for o time con-|
trolled it. 'Tf it were possible to belieye
in & man belng at intervals literally
possessed of a devil it would be easy
to account for the strange contrasts of
ugliness and beauty, of devil and angel,
alternately controlling the impulses and
the actions of Oscar Wilide. “De Pro-|
fundis”’ {s a heart-breaking confession, |
and at the same time such a penitential
acceptance of a terrible punishment
‘that 1t s impossible mot to  ex-
perience a genuine Sympathy for the
writer,” and to feel that

the men
( His genlus ecould
had a Tiore ¢onvineln
his latest and h
a DOSI




THE DAILY CHRONICLE:

| REV. R. J. CAMPBELL’S RETURN.

~The Rev. R. J. Campbell, evidently greatly im- * =
proved in health, was back again at the City
‘Temple yesterday for the usual midday service,
after his six weeks’ holiday. :

Before beginning his sermon he referred to the
many messages of welcome sent to him on his re-
turn, and mentioned that only a few minutes

| before he bhad received a telegram from someone
I who greeted him ‘! on behalf of the congregation.”
‘This, he said, caused him some surprise, as he
imagined that those present were mostly strangers
to each other. Here, as if endorsing the telegram,
| the congregation burst into applause. 3
' _ Referring to the revivals in London ahd in Wales
| Mr. Campbell said: “ With all my heatt I wish
well to the efforts that are being put forth at the
~Albert Hall to move Londn. I am perfectly con-
rvinced that a marvelious answer to prayer is being
realised, not only in London, but all over the
land. ‘Man canuot live by bread alone,’ and the
time has come when the heart of Engiand is turn-
ing back to the eternal truths.’ -

.. Mr. Campbell’s sermon was on the subject of
* retribution,” based on Peter’s denial of Christ.
It was a perilous thing, the preacher said, to

| criticise Miss Marie Corelli, but he thought she
had mistaken Peter. She spoke of him, during

‘thoso three days when his Master lay in the tomb,

|.as talking madly, volubly, to anyone and to all.

| She was wrong.  Peter, he believed, endured his:
agony in silence. :

As one of his illustrations, Mr. Campbell quoted
& long p2BEea0BebTen'ssUniversity: bR umon s
book, ‘“ De Profundis,”” a copy of which he had
brought with him into the pulpit. £
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Canon Beeching_'on Osceir Wilde. —

Canon Beeching, in lns sermen at the Abbey
on Sunday, paised a 'severe coademnatmn on
ithe late Oscar Wilde's book, “De Profundis.”
He said: “ A beok has lately appeared which
presents a caricature of the portrait of Christ,
and especially a travesty of His dectrine about
sin, that is -quite astonishing; and with one
or: two honourable exceptions the daily and
weekly Press have praised the book enthusi-
astically, and especially the study it gives of
the character of Christ; whereas, if that pie:
9 ture were true, the Pharisees were right when
- (they said of Him that He cast out devils
through Beelzebub, and the priests were right
in sending Him to death as a-perverter of the
people.”

* * * *

“The writer cf the book, who is dead,” con-
tinued the Canon, “was a man of exceptm.m}
literary talent, who fell into disgrace; and
thether it is pzty for his sad fate or admira-
tion of his style in writing that has cast a
spell upon reviewers, and blinded them te his
meaning, I cannot say; but I do say they bave
not done their duty to English society by laud-
ling the book as they have done, without giving
parents and guardians some hint that it
preaches a doctrine of sin, which, if taken into |
romantic and impressionable hearts, will cend |
them quickly down the road to shame. The |
_chief point on which the writer fixes is Christ’s |
ibehaviour to the sinuners, and his theory is that
1Christ conserted with them because He found
‘$hem more mterestmg than the gbod peop.e,
who were stupld 4

,l

* * J

. But even this wr 1ter, b\o.ntely sbamcle%
and unabashed as ho-is, does not hint that
C’hrxst Himself  gained - Hxs moral heauty‘?:y
sinning. Thelowest depth of woe is theirs who

call evil good and good evil, for thatisa porson—
ing of the we.ll of * life, Wnat is the use of
icalling Jesus ‘good’ if we destroy the very
/meaning of goodness ? May God have pardoned
the sin of the man who put this stumbling
bﬁock in ﬂi::) way of the simple, and f&ydﬂe'
shield our that doo- |
trine of Al ?&%%%ﬁ%&&m izes<
thmugh sm i % :
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