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1 felt it myself, and made others feel it. Byron
was a symbolic figure, but his relations were to
the passion of his age and its weariness of
passion. Mine werfo to me-ttaiimg mor«; iwble,’
| more permanent, of more vital issue, of larger
'scope. The gods had given mo almost every-
thing.”” But now observe the difference. Here

are sentences which reveal a very different state
of mind, a state so absolutely alien that we read
with a growing astonishment :

I forgot that every little action of the common day
makes or unmakes character, and that, therefore,
what one has dote in the secret chamber one has some
day to ery aloud on the housetop. I ceased to be,
lord over myself. I wasno longer the captain of my
sovl, and did not know it. . . . There is only one
thing for me now, absolute humility. . . . Now I find
bidden somewhere away in my nature something that
tells me that nothing in the whole world is meaning- |
less, and suffering least of all. that something hidden
away in my nature, like a treasure in a field, is
humdlity. 4

Op shall we listen to him on the teaching of
sorrow? -

| T long to live so that I can explore what is no less,
than a new world to me. Do you want to know what |
this new world is? 1 think you can guess what it is. |
It is the world in which I have beem living. Sorrow, |
then, and all that it teaches one, is my new world.

Or again:

There are times when sorrow seems to me to be the
only truth. Other things may be the illusions of the
‘ﬁormeupwﬁbe,wetobﬁﬁdtthmwdcwy

otber, but out of sorrow have the worlds been
built, -and at the birth of a child or & star there i
pain. !
The last is a pretty phrase, but it is more like
Maeterlinck or Emerson than Wilde. Or, take,
T wanted to eat of ‘the fruit of all the tress in the
of the world. . . . My only mistak emtiha&i

1 confined myself exclusively to the trees of what |
seemed {0 me the sunlit side of the garden, and
shunned the other side for its shadow and its gloom.
Failure, disgrace, poverly, sorrow, despair, suffering,
tears even, and broken words that come from lips ‘n
pain, remorse that makes ove walk on thorns, con-
g e W'ﬁmﬁ;h;amﬁwm'

o y that puts ashes on i , the angui
ana&mm&muﬂmmou
drink puts gall—all these were things of which I was.
afraid. And as I had determined to know nothing of
them, I was forced to taste each of them in turn, to
m"?aﬂ.m , to have for a season, indeed, no other
| at all,

And row this entirely new being, born in prison
and cradled in sorrow, tums to very hg]ﬂgt
ources of literature. "He lazgely from
he refers to the of the Fathers about
Accidia or lethargy ; he illustrates what he writes
gm%}m’ ofwT '
possibility ofanyoneinrevolt
oftheinﬂngamef ’ m As

much delay in publishing ¢

High Mass ; ho speaks of the
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Let us pass on to other points. One of the

. most, significant features of the book is that, in
i hoyvever sketchy a manner, it contains a sort of |
| philosophy of religion.  Oscor Wilde in his|
| prison says that he read again the four prose|
| poems, in the original Greek, which deal with |
the life of Christ, and he also discusses the!
question whether the Founder of our religion
spoke in Aramaic or in Greek. To him the main
interest of the life of Christ is that the “ Gali-|

| lean peasant ”’ was “ the firstof the Romantics ™|
| —an artist, whose life was a poem, whose justice |
| was a poetic justice, and who waged war, like!
 all childven of light have to deinall ages, against
. Philistives. - ‘
“The very basis of hig nature,” he cries, “ was the
 same as that of the re of the artist, an intense
and flame-like imagination. .’. . Christ’s place, in-
deed, is with the poets. His whole conception of
humanity sprang right -out of the imagination, and
can only be realised by it. . . ., Before His time there
had been gods and men, and, feeling through the
mysticism of sympathy that in Himself each had been
made incarnate, he calls Himself the Son of the one
or the Sou of the other, according to his mood. . . .
His miracles seem to me to be as exquisite as the
coming of epring and quite as natural. I see no diffi-
| eulty at all in believing that such was the charm of
His personality that His mere presence could bring
peace to souls in anguish, and that those who touched
His garments or His hands forgot their pain. .. .
| Indeed, that is the charm about Christ, when all is
said ; He is just like a work of art. He does not really
‘teach one anything, but by being brought into His
presence one becomes something., And everybody is
predestined to His presence. Once at least in his life
each man walks with Christ to Emmaus.” %
Here, veritably,is a new gospel,a gospel fascinat-
ingly expounded, but involving certain assump-

' tions not always easy to accept. For instance,
¥ Christ, through some divine instinet in Him,
seerns to have always loved the sinner as being
the nearest ible a; ch to the perfection
of man.”” That is a hard saying, which one
could not find even in * the Gospel according to
St. Thomas,” the name which Wilde gives to
Renan’s “Vie de Jésus.,” ‘ His primary desire |
was not to reform people any more than his
primary desire was to relieve suffering. To
turn an intevesting thief inte a tedious honest
man was not his ailn. . . . Bubin a 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
a very dangerous idea. It iz—all great ideas are
dangerous. That it was Christ’s creed admits
of no doubt. That it is the true creed I don’t
doubt myself.” In sentences like these lingers
some of the old spirit of Oscar Wilde, some
touch of that love of the paradoxical for its own
sake which is twin brother to perversity in life
and morals. %mte I wggmt-mn from this point of
view the Founder of the Christian religion was
an individualist. If he preached the duty of
doing good to others, it was not because self-
‘sacrifice wag a virtue, but because self-sacrifice
was a subtle way of doing-good to oneself. And,
naturally enough, although there may have been
Christians before Christ, there have—so our
hor declares—been no Christians since, ex-
cept St. Emii; m ﬁé:‘ we, m«g«r, to
his ition of the ethical value of suffering,
punishment, and sorrow, that Oscar Wilde be-
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lieved in what we ordinarily call repentance? |
Apparently not. Here is a decisive passage: |

Perhaps I may go out (of prison) with something |
that I had not got before. 1 need not tell you that
‘to me reformations in morals are as meaningless and
vulgar as reformations in theology. But while to
propose to be a better man is a piece of unscientific
cant, to have become a deeper man is the privilege
of those who have suffered. And such I think I have
become.

_ Nor does he in any sense regret his past experi- »
ences: T 3
Peopkthoughtztdteadfulofmtohmw‘ker i
tained at dinner the evil things of life, and to have L4
" found ‘pleasure. in their company. But then, from A
the point of view through which I, as an artist i IR
life, tppmaoh&wtheyweé&ghMynggeslu*@z 43
and stimulating.  The danger was half the excite- it 3
ment. . My business as an artist was with Ariel. it He
set myself o wrestle with Caliban. il

st S L e, w0 /

even comes, we

ﬁnd thatgms though, above almost ev: else, :
'f}he&ntﬁlmweeptedmdhmdiﬂ visible ]
worlﬂasﬁ;onghrtwemtéheu!’hmermiﬁ _
he discovers that there is behind : 4
show of things. “Mhmaﬁmhﬂdm i
ﬁMtMW&fmwﬂﬁm:@em 4 3
modes of manifestation, and i is this ﬁt 7
that I desire to become in harmony.
grown tired of the articulate uttersnces of men
and things. The Mystical in Art, the Mystical
in Life, ﬂxellystawlmm‘thsxsnm
Imimkmgﬁsr” Yes, this is ywhat Emerson
!m,ghtlwk*ﬁer ‘what Mwmhncking&ﬁemry
where try to st, but the strange thing is
ﬂla:tﬂecaerWs.l should have - ¢ to it
exceptmvmlant mmmmﬁ ‘his past.

“De Profundis” is a eurious book—a book
Mlofvaﬁaemﬂntofwand;ﬂxma,m-
A Rn
4 a

with flashes here and there d bizarrerie

aad paradoxical a:p&xxmsma, which seem
eiy otx’b of harmony with their new sur-

m And the taemt’hle is that by |

Zh» ﬁyﬁdmmmw iﬁ? !
uﬁber came puison hesee ineap. | 7 3
me&rﬂi Perhaps, if the right | }rb !

mm‘w“zwmm A
asso-
clations w@%ms certainly involved af
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sordid tragedy of his death, too terrible in its
squalor, its loneliness, its ngliness, to be referrad
to here. At all events, he had written “The
Ballad of Reading Gaol,” and also these beauti-
ful lines, which we extract as our final quetation,
‘from the book, “ De Profundis ”:

Society, as we have constituted it, will have no

place for me, has none to offer; but Nature, whose
sweet rains fall on unjust and just alike, will have
clefts in the rocks where 1 may hide, and seeret
volleys 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
send 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.
The man who could write that had certainly
learnt the hard discipline of woe. Bat it is not
the Wilde we knew, nor the Wilde of the Pari-
sian boulevards.

“DE PROFUNDIS.”
R e
TO THE EDITOR OF * THE DAILY TELEGRAPH.”
Sie—I have received a long and interesting letter
from Mr. Robert Ross (whose name appears at the
end of the preface to the above book), in reference
to certain questions I ventured to ask concerning
Mr. Oscar Wilde’s posthumous work. The letter is
a personal one, and, therefore, I do not feel at liberty
to quote from it in detail. But there are certain
matbors of fact which I hope, in justice to himself,
he will allow me to state. e manuscript was sent

0 words,
diseretion (which he was fully
entitled to do) in eliminating several portions, He
has prepared a version for Germany, which has been
translated by Dr. Max Meyeﬂevlm rather longer

ersion than the English one, with some letters
':d,ded in the form of an appendix. The title “De
Profundis” is Mt. Rogzm fmd his Wym ‘wl':l
tention nob to issue 1 < for some |
overborne by repeated applications from (:sarmmy
and America. I may add that Mr. Wilde's works
are held in z,:oh higher esteem _inmqvemmny than

are in gland. 2 _yours, .

'ﬂl;‘ib‘ 23. ~ W. L. COURTNEY,

{
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“ DE PROFUNDIS.”
B

TO THE EDITOR OF “ THE DAILY TELEGRAPH.”

S1z—I have received a long and interesting letter
from Mr. Robert Ross (whose name appears at the
end of the preface to the above book), in reference
to certain questions I ventured to ask concerning
Mr. Oscar Wilde's posthumous work. The letter is
o personal one, and, therefore, I do not foel at liberty
to quote from it in detail. But there are certain
mttemo&factwhohlhopo,h;wﬁcemhmadf,

MerssusedlusmW(mﬂthémﬁﬂy
|entitled to do) in eliminating several portions, He
hupmmdanmfmGMy,wmmm
‘translated by Dr. Max Meyerfeld, a rather longer
version than the English one, with some letters
’addedxntheﬁrmdnnnppbndm The title “Ds
Profundis” is Mr. Ross’s own, and his original in- |
beahwwbtombhebookf&memml
overborne by repeated applications from Germany
and America Imyaﬂdw&.w%lm
Mehaldhmunhwmmmy
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A TRAGIC COMEDIAN.

DEP!O!’UHDIS by Owu'mdp. London: Methuen. B6s.
Net—published to-day.

By Edward Thomas.

There are, at any rate, two clear shining
threads in the sombre texture of this book,
written during the last months of his imprison-
ment by Oscar Wilde, the paredy 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, the other is perhaps De-|
fiance, perhaps Hope; and they are inter-
woven. The commonplace is piquan{ in the
work of a man who always avoided the n'ous

sometimes found the true.

n one ptge he speaks of “the psmlysing
immobility ” of prison life; on another he
aaynm“abemmnmblams 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 scason 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 y.” For Wilde there was no

possibility of oblivion withoat death. He l;nd—

mquhlsum--

"1 had disgraced that name eternally. ; htd
made it a low by-word among low people. I had
| given it to brutes that they might make it brutal,

and to foes that might turn it into a
synonym for hﬂy. o

When he was in Wa.ndtwerth Chm’l hs longed
to die; he was filled

health ; ]

he would

M’?&

‘Moods and tM Man.
The melancholy, moods departed, only to
make way for sorrow. “Wherve there is
sorrow them is holy ground,” he says; and he
0 harmony with “the wounded,
broker 'dsmwbhmbcﬂ&a world.” But he
ha»d to learn “how to be cheerful md happy,”
‘egpecially when &‘imdam»to%eo him; he
suceoeded 3 & ma.ld,eaite for life returned :—

LT e, e
ould re; i ua« o

Daily Chronicle
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| & descriptior of what, I suppose, wis the
- supreme momeat of his life. On November 13,
A | 1895, he stood for half an hour in convict
- dm and handcuffed, on the centre platform
of Chpham Junction i— |

I had been taken out of the hospital ward |
without a moment’s notice being given to |
J me.MOf allw e objects I wtgsﬁ:e rgg;f

ue. people saw me they laugl

' g::h train as it came up swelled the audience.
Nothing could exceed their amusement. That
! was, of course, before they knew who I was. As
800N as had been inforred they
-, or half an hour I stoodbyhhemjm the ;
ovember rain, surrounded eering | :
g. Forayearafterbhatmdonotomel'

dayntthenmhour ahd for the same

-

Y
292
5

spaoe of
For a man of wit, who never showed himself ]
to be a humourist, that crucifixion scene must | .
A , 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 A
heart can stand longer in the fire than steel. £
~ Sorrow and Solitude. '
3 In the book this thread of ‘explicit sorrow :
is short; how long it was in the book which i 73
was written on his heart we shall never know.
The other thread was more easily handled, for
| it came stmigbt- from “ Intentions ” and “ The
‘Soul of Man ” into “ De Profundis.” It winds
through the whole with apparent inconsis-
tencies, due to varying health, unfavourable
condnt:ons of composition, and the no doubt
tremendous task of thinking in the old way, in
eoli%nde, wibhgu& friends, without applause.
b - He had stood “in symbolic relations to the | |
imm&, ulture ” of his age. But he had L 4
~amused himself with being * a flaneur, a dandy, i
& man of fashion”; he had “ ceased to be lord

—

e

# t over himself,” and allowed pleasure to )
'; dominate him. But, he remembered, “to re-
; gret one’s own expariences is to arrest one’s
¥ own development.” He found humility, which
it in the a;inst memg frank Wtance of all "

experiences.” He would free himself from
bitterness, resentment, huénm, scorn, and
face the world, and “hope to be able to re-
create his creative faculty.” IHe was still seek-
ing a fresh mode of self-realisation. “There
is nothing wrong in what one does,” but “ some-
4 thing wrong in what o becomes.” . :

The imprisonment was the second turning '
~point in his life. Oxford was the first. He i

| would not treat it as an aemdmt, but as a stage !
(d in his development. He says that he had got P
‘to make everything that had happened to him b
gond for him; to make degradation of the g

body into a spmtua.hsm'g of the soul; to ab- $

sorb into his nature all that had been done to ¢4

i him. If he had been ashamed of his punish- i 49
! A ﬁmﬁ he says ﬂne{y, he would have been as L
& ’ Mshunlhxm “aﬁ“ kel 1

i ﬁ;eiad&ninﬁambh,m‘
i Other criminals could disappear
# wri ten in Iead upon the roc

”w-
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If T can produce only one beautiful work of art
I shall be able to rob malice of its venom, and
cowardice. of its sneer, and o 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 become a
deeper man, though “ to pnctripose to be a better
man is a piece of unscientific cant.”

‘New Lights and Old. : :
But as far as this book carries us in his life,
there is no change. AMens inmota wmanet,
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 swrroundings 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, affectations (for the
world said he was affected) can be at least as
costly and deeply rooted in the heart as |

resEPeota.bx . :

, or 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-tieat
"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 “I hope to
live long enot;gh and to g:oduco work of such
‘& character that

racter 1 shall b e at the end of |

- days to is just where the
life  lea ‘man!” He may
ave sucoseded in the ingenious,

‘even ha :
' glowing, fantastic study of Christ, which
. is one of his finest creations.

But if hi :giri’t winds among such

varied scemery that it is here impossible
to trace its course, the one strong
note is the looking forward to iny\hfhe.
lilac and 1 tn would i ‘he

uld go to the sea, and gain.
%?em'w me,” he says, “that we all look at

ature 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 ¢ , in the rocks where I may
ide, and mﬁxﬂlﬁ _in_whose silence I may
weop ndisturiod. She will hang the mght with

- stu au;gs,md send the wind over my
h:vm at M‘B‘em ml 4o “ﬁ
‘it bitter herbs make me whole,
' So the book ends. It was a brave hope. I
hope it was sincere, for he was disappointed,
“an 4@;»1)%&::@_ hapo ¥ beties Miky mﬁﬂﬂ&’
despair.  But the whole book seems to me a
pur:da forcs, & pesiabiag solor's Task smhigs.

Daily Chron
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ZQUT OF THE DEP’IHS .
i -'-..,'!”;I
A PRISON JOURNAL.

By H. HAMILTON FYFE.

. Among all the most: intimate, most moving
~ récords of the growth of a soul, I know nome that
ﬁu nearer to the source of tears than this.
When Oscar Wilée was sbnt to prison the.
“calamity of a life so rich in promises lay like a
~dull weight upon the mind. When he died,
miserably poor and suffering grievously, in Paris,
a ew;nei and sordid curtain seemed to fall upon
the of his wasted years. No one, after
 reading these pages which he wrote in his prison
—the only pages he did write than&-eu; ever
" think of him quite in that way again.
B "Thoyshnwnsthtt in these mmumm
; he ate the bgad;:daﬁiem much was
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 meek chall inherit the earth,” Christ said. Not |

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 sesﬁn{c, 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 mrld dnl to m
1.4 to mysel? wae far mﬁ.
The gods had given me a most ev

g g&nyeafbelqmdmto longupeha

amused myself with
a ,eni- ndx, a man of fashion. I mre
rounded myself with the sm lsr mm and
e L ol b G Bl (s
era w e dep
searchh for new gensation. ... I ended in hor-
rible qugrw:a There ig only one thing for me
~ now, absolute humility.

ALL THINGS - son GOOD.
From here the mext step was natural. ’"!'hn

till we have stripped off pride and all the unlovely ,
| qualities which prido binds upon us can we
realise

How fur a place to Il

1Is left to each man still;

can we understand &hatallthamtsuf litemy
make for the good of mh‘ if oﬂy ﬂm are
1aoked e.t araght e

; 1 offices with whi oh eac
~and finishes . . . each and all of the» s
@ h;ve to tranﬁbm mﬁo a spiritual ex & bo?'
There is not a single dugrndatio of
which I must not try an mke into a -pxﬁt
ising of the ml 3
B mwm wish the book @d«l then npm |
 that mote of sorrowful simplicity. We |
miss ma rresting | D

-7
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THE FATAL GIFT. :
It 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 same fallacy which ruined Wilde as a4 man.
He insists on regarding Christ as a supreme ima-
ginative artist, a suprems individualist, one who
valued emotions for their own sake. Here is an
: en.mple of what he meant:

_Christ, had he been asked, ld veia.id-

T feel quite cerhaih about it~
the prod hxsknwaaad
madehm gn wnct:ﬁ“ss%gnhmm f t‘hs
his swine- or
hkseeymhm andd b a:‘mum
s life.

Geuldthmbeamempervemmm&ythm

thisl 1 ¢

Porven —»Mmbhﬂt&lﬂﬁdthms'

malicious at Wilde’s birth. The others gave
him everything that should make lﬂs pleasant
dnd honourable. The one troubled st in the
web of his nature unravelled all the rest. He

even gloried in his perversity. He would like, he

wrote, to have people say that it had turned the

good things of mebo mlmdihwﬂthiau.

to good !
Well, there was much tnhiqm

of us loved and envied when wo knew him, and

A R
%m smwm * was will find u’m
“De Profundis” reveals the man himeelf m
than anything eles he aver wrote, and it wm ;o

think, be read longer than anythmg else he ever

vn'abo Aa a piece of literature it is worthy to
n’s ““Grace Aboundi
‘Rousseau.
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THE PICK  OF THE
BOOKSTALL.

“OUT OF THE DEPTHS”
~ AND SOME NOVELS,

“De Profundis,” from the deptb of
ing Gaol, comes the last book of Oscar
Wilde, the man who was, They act his
plays to-day, and laughing audiences wonder
‘at the wit that cannot find its peer among
~hv¢ng dramatists. The construction of
“Lady Windermere’s Fan,” the humour of
“The Importance of Being Earnest” still
mite our admiration. Thg tarnished name

heirh aithm;d waEs tf into th
W iﬁm v
,m bo]&h%b ‘ a‘n&'“ 1 ‘a’

Yot here “ Do Profnnd.w the book, i
and those who believe that “ the proper
of manki is man” can read and

aﬁxﬁyaa gﬂ ‘glem 8, ity,
, B us,

mw ittle utiﬁciai tyf
sor an i
%h a bo % FQ au mig h;w been ex-
M fngx:rth!d&-m Readi e o0 l?f:mtim.*
T. o Ross explains the
Tha ook 'Was pum? ris. posses en
author was rel F

. Was com-
%ﬁd gai Liberty. " =
: of reflect: and menta.l
l thwli h(:iut ?ny deg:?% p{in e!
wi 1s BVB opment uander the prison
and. up ains th@mong kup h he

ul

. inten face the worl
BT S
iy

!w e

' : ”m te ‘man, and \m tha&g‘
orld vgi\h:h m within us one should seek
*_ Self est_ruotion he cenqxdered a,nd

Daily
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~Of his life in' prison he writes: “For us,
‘there is only an season, the season of

m The very sun and moon seem taken
mm us. QOutside, the day may be blue and
ggd. but the li éht that creeps down through
i glass of the small mon-
barred wmdow beneath which one
grey and haggard. It is always twilig
on&ee 1, as it ma,lwayatw ight mtones

Now and again ha revels hrases after
gu own cy:geal faahxon. ﬁx:p of the
g‘ ‘to whom iifa is sshrewd
wﬂ&ﬁﬂn ” ki start wi
esu'e of bexng the pamh
here they are
. mt?ﬁ» parish beaaﬁl'

“’h i
ouﬁ:’ mvm‘hu‘ése’or‘@t i

' hqne who wsh%

place for me; but
fall on the un-
ha @Z«w

A it s g S G Y S B RS b e

B Lk
b %, v
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OWAR WHJ)E'& 6
L Pﬁ”FUN’lS-”

: wsblzld asﬁa“‘Berim" 3
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 OSCAR WILDE IN PRISON.

P

®De Profundis.” By Oscar Wilde. (Methuen. 5s.)

{Published To-day.] ;

Every circumstance combines to make this book one of supreme
interest. There has been no greater tragedy in literature than that
¢ which happened at the Old Bailey ten years ago, when the dazzling
| career of Oscar Wilde was quenched in hideous darkness. He

stepped, in his own words, ** from a sort of eternity of fame to a
sort of eternity of infamy '’ ; and when, three years after his release,
r he died miserably in Paris, destitute and forlorn, it was thought that
the world had heard the last of one of its most perplexing and
patnetic figures. Pathos and perplexity there still is ; but to-day, for
the first time, it is possible for us to say that we know something
of the real Oscar Wilde. In his lifetime he had the reputation of
‘. being a poseur. He aimed at the reputation, and he gloried in it.
He was the man of letters, the man of wit, the man of culture—but
never the mere man. How much was affectation, how much sin-
cerity, a delighted but bewildered public could not say. It laughed at
his ‘epigrams, crowded to his plays, and reserved its opinion as to
h aself.
. Then the gaol doors closed behind him, and his fame was cut
off clean, as by a guillotine. From that day to this nothing has been
heard of him except as the author of the  Ballad of Reading
Gaol,” which was published shortly after his release. And now,
after the world had given up the problem of his personality, when his
career is so ancient a history that it is possible to revive his plays,
comes this amazing volume. It was—unlike the *’ Ballad "’—written
¢ in gaol, towards the close of his two years’ imprisonment with hard
labour. According to Mr. Robert Ross, to whom the letter was
addressed, it was the last prose work he ever wrote. It was also the
first piece of self-revelation he ever wrofe. :

The expression must not be misunderstood. = The book 1s a
sketch of the author's spiritual development under sufferinz ; but,
; b as might be imagined, that development does not precisely follow
! £ the lines approved by Dr. Torrey and General Booth. There is
; little of the penitent form : there is a great deal of wrestling with

_the Angel. Much of the book is far too sacred and intimate for

' comment : but perhaps what will most forcibly strike the reader is

\ the unexpectedness of it all. It is not easy to reconcile the Oscar

{jar Wilde of popular legend with the convict who writes : ** People point

' to Reading Gaol and say, ‘ That is where the artistic life leads a
man.’ * Well, it might lead to worse places’’ ; or this :—

The two great turning-points of my life were when my father sent me

8 ¥} 3 to Oxford, and when society sent me to prison. I will not say that prison
¢ f\ is the best thing that could have happened to me; for that phrase would
A

£
§

savour of too great bitterness towards myself. I would sooner say, or hear
it said of me, that I was so typical a child of my age, that in my perversity,
and for that perversity’s sake, I turned the good things of my life to evil,
and the evil things of my life to good. " G : 1
It is not, of course, that prison life was not irksome, or was
made easier, to him. To such a temperament as his—pleasure-loving,
‘ undisciplined, and with a passionate love for the beautiful in Nature—
_ the ordinary discomforts and degradations of prison must have been
terribly accentuated. There is a striking passage at the beginning
of the book in which he describes the ‘‘paralysing immobility”’ of
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