" -
-
i
da
-
-
-,
-
wa
A
WJ
4
s
- My
o
’
£
-
i
- -
s
oy

Jissen Women's University Rare Books
honma hisao Collection

Digical Arcbives of (Dason Library

Oscar Wilde
Scrapbook

Vol.

s
-
L]
H
n
e
x
_al
‘_I'
o
i
i
s,
LT -
-
Y
L
it

# Bt
a iy ——
[ - a
T M ol = b %
o ! -
> ! ol - - il
e Ao e Ty
1 Ty
1 T,
SN IR i
\ S, .
'
-
h r



in the long hours he estimates the depth of
his fail and the hopelessness of the future,
“Terrible as was what the world did to me,
woat I did to myself was far more terrible
still.” He is completely penniless and home-
less. Movality does not -help him, Religion
does not help him. He “cannot believe.”
Reason does not help him. Everywhere 1|
turn my name is written on the rocks in lead.”
In Wandsworth Prison he longed to die. Find-
ing himself growing better in the infirmary he
was filled with rage. He deternined to com-
mit suicide on the very day he left prison. It
is a soul in hell, turning again and again and
finding no comfort anywhere at all.

Humility and Pity.

Afterwards, from the very depths of despair,
falling, as it were, through the bottom of the
world, there came a new experience of hope. &

I bore up against evervthing with some stubborn-
ness of will and much rebellion of nature, till I had
absolutely nothing left in the world but one thing.
I had lost my name, my position, my happiness,
my freedom, my wealth. I was a prisoner and a
pvauper. But Istill bad my children left. Suddenly
they were taken away from me by the law. It was
a blow go appalling that I did not know what to do,
80 I flung myself on my knees, and bowed my head,
and wept, and said, The body of a child is as the
body of the Lord; I am not worthy of either.”
That moment seemed to save me. I saw then that
theé only thing for me was to accept everything.
Since then—curious as it will no doubt sound—I
have been happier. It was, of course, my soul in
its ultimate .essence that I had reached. In many
ways I had been its enemy, but I found it waiting
for me as a friend. When one comes in contact with
the soul it makes one simple as a child, as Christ
‘said one should be.

“ Where there is sorrow there is holy
ground.” Humility comes in like a great wave
of healing. A single tiny action, “the raising
of his hat to me by a friend as, handcuffed
and with bowed head, I passed him by,” is
stored in the treasure-house of the heart. “ The
memory of that little, lovely, silent act of
love, has unsealed for me all the wells of pity,
‘brought me out of the bitterness of lonely exile
into harmony with the wounded heart of the
world.” £ 2

Ho determines to free himself from any pos-

sible bitterness of feeling against the world.
“Had I been released last May,” he says, “I
would have left this place loathing it and every
official in it with a bitterness and hatred that
would have poisoned my life.” “I have had a
year longer of imprisonment, but humanity
has been in-the prison along with us all.” ~
- The prison style is absolutely and entirely wrong.
I would give anything to be able to alter it when I
go out. I intend to try. But there is ‘nothing in
the world so wrong but that the spirit of humanity,
which is the epirit of love, the spirit of the Christ
who is not in churches, may make it, if not right,
at least possible to be borne without too much
bitterness of heart. - A i
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bring comfort to the ruined soul.

~ gentences are sentences of death; aild three times

" ghe will ¢leanse me in great waters, and with bitter

' the book memorable were it the work of an

The Hope of the Future.

There are ‘here long meditations on the life
of Christ and the meaning of His message to
the world. This strange and baffling per-
sonality, with emotion, but without will, en-
deavours to put itself into relation with a
changed universe. “The only people I would
care to be with now are artists and people who
have suffered ; those who know what beauty is
and those who know what sorrow is.”

At first he determined to “live henceforth in
gloom as a king wears purple, never to smile
again, to turn whatever house I entered into a
hotise of mourning.” It is the old, histrionic
instinet playing its pitiful part. But these
thoughts are put by. “I must learn how to
be cheerful and happy,” he decides. ;

At the end he is looking towards the escape
and the taking up of the broken threads of life.
All the passionate response remains to the
beauty of the world. “The sea which washes
away the stains and wounds of the world shall
purify the soul.” “We have forgotten that
water can-cleanse and fire purify, and that the
earth is Mother to us all.” A great longing
turns from the raw ugliness of the prison cell
to the clean world of out-of-doors, all the
winds and seas to accomplish their work of
healing, the loveliness of the spring flowers to

All trials are trials for one’s life, just as all

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 consti-
tuted 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 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 send the wind over my
footprints so that none may track me to my hurt;

herbs make me whole. ; R

So concludes this appealing cry from the
soul’s solitude. “The rest is silence.” In a
very little while the author was to be driven
to face other, more awful, realities than im-
prisonment and pain. 380

Here is a magic of words which would make

imaginative creation. The actual history of its

uction ensures for it-a permanent position

: in literature. “De Profundis” passes imme-

diately to its place amongst those confessions
in which men, through great bitterness and

 the experience of the raw edges of misery and.
~ ghame, are ablo to testify to a meaning and
- purpose in it all. s s T
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THE DAILY GRAPHIC,

OUT OF THE DEPTHS.

(Published Tc-day.)
[« De Profundis,” by Oscar Wiide. (Methuen

and Co.) 5s.]

The man who wrole ‘‘ De Profundis” wrote it in
prison; he was an offender who suffercd justly for
" his offences. But if he was a greab sinner, he was
near to being a great writer, and that is perhaps
more to the point than that he purzed his wrong-
doing in suffering and penitence. For this book,
as he himself would have sad, is comething other
than a “eri de ceeur’; it is the re-awakening of
“the ariistic epirit, and the responze to the need it
felt of expression.  For nearly two years’” he
wrote to the friend, Mr. Robert Ross, to whom he
entrusted this manuseript, I have Lad within a
growing burden of bitterness, of much of which
1 have now got rid. ' On the other side of the prison
wall there are some poor, black, soot-besmirched
trecs which are iust breaking out info buds of an
almost shrill green. I know quite well what they
are going through. They are find'ny expression.”’
That was what, out of the depths of his shame, the
ignominy, the hopelessness, the Cust and aches, he
was striving to do. He wrote, therefora, an essay,
into which crept mentaily the note of personal
cirecumstances, for no bar of ariistic 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-
t'mentally, 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 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. Society, as we have
constituted it, will have no place for me, has none
to offer; but Nature, whose sweet rains fall on
_unjtist and just alike, will have clefts in the rocks,
where I may hide, and seeret vallevs in whose
s'lence I may weep undisturbed. She wiil 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 nmone may track me to my
“hurt; she will cleanse me in the great waters, and
with bitter herbs make me whole.”

)
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‘The man who wrote < De Profusdis” wrote it in
| prison; he was an offender who suffercd justly for
! his offences. Bub if he was a great sinner, he was
mnear to being a great writer, and that is perhaps.
more to the point than that he purzed his wrong-
doing in suffering and penitence. For this book,
as he himself would have said, is comething other
than a “ecri de ceeur’’; it is the re-awakening of
the ariistic epirit, and the responze to the need it
felt of expression. ' For nearly two years’ he
~wrote to the friend, Mr. Robert Ross, to whom he
ontrusted this manuseript, ‘I have had within a
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%have now got rid. ' On the other side of the prison
wall there are some poor, black, soot-besmirched
troos which are iust breaking oub info buds of an
almost shrill green. I know quite well what they
are going through. They are find'ny expression.”
That was what, out of the depths of his shame, the
iznominy, the hopeclessness, the Cust and ashes, he
was striving to do. He wrote, therefore, an essay,
into which crept mentaily the nots of personal
civeumstances, for no bar of artistic determination
could koep 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 ke forgiven,
‘bre. may be forgotten, of the man who wrote, in
‘{he presence of what he wrote. And if there be
any who cannot wholly forget, they may find, sen-
t'mentally, a reason for forgiveness in the Inst 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 prison for two years. Society, as we have
_constituted it, ‘will have no place for me, has none
to offer; but Nature, whose sweeb rains “fall on
unjtist and jus will have clefts in the rocks,
| where I may , and seeret valleys in whose
“silence T may undisturbed. She wiil hang the
“night with stars'so that I may walk abroad in the
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’ l’bBLISHED ‘TO-DAY.. :
’I “has Tways been dm‘xcult for British people
to iminaté between a man and his work.
Even to accept the theory of Mon‘mgne, that &
man’s ngture is dxversa, and undulatory, is hard.
This 'Was the case with Byron and Shelley ;. 11?
 the 'same to-day in regard to, Oscar Wi
Yet it requires to be said, in al£ sineerit and
fsahgrness, that tbe real Oscar n-
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~ Where, too, shall we look for a franker con-
fesmm of sin, a truer ment on its action
tha.n in the féilowmg passage?

The gods had given me almost everything. But,
Ilet myself be lured into long spells of senseless
‘and sensual ease. I amused myself with being a
“ﬂ&ne\;r,” a dandy, a man of fashion. I sur-
rounded myself with smaller natures and the
‘meaner minds. I became the spendthrift of my
own genms, and to waste an eternal youth, gave
‘me a curious joy. Tired of being on the heights,
T deliberately went to the depths in the search for
a new sensation. What the paradox was to me.
in the sphere of thought, perversny became to
me in the sphere of passion. Desire, at the end,
ma a mala.dy, or a madness, or both. I grew
‘careless of the lives of others. I took pleasure
where ‘it pleased me, and passed on. I forgot
that every little action of the common day makes
-or unmakes character, and that therefore whxt.
_one has done in the secret ‘chamber one has some
‘day to cry aloud on the house top I éeaud :

a lord o myself. I was.no longer the capta
of my soul, and did not know it. I allowed
pleasm‘e to dominate me. T ended in hc‘m‘.hla
disgrace.  There is only xxva ﬂainx {for me j
absolute humility. . -7 =

Never, vshrél‘i', has demdmop ¢ 1-
Iowmgra;a‘ result of a degraded be {,, een |
more lucidly set forth. :Andg with all the heat |
“and glqw of passion there is no flame. The fire.

refined, but has not msnmd- :
t111 master\, he

1 woul
ns uf‘d‘ , an 1058
me as ueh um‘m ;

d =]
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|
ek ’ he is led to consider the character of Christ—
AR k the man of sorrows. Here many will part
41 company with him, but those who cavil with his
a8 & conclusions will find no irreverence, and will
: g enjoy the subtle and beautiful analysis, his
gm ents on certain phases of Christ's life.

Here is his appreciation of the Last Supper. |
" Nor in Eschylus nor Dante, those stern masters
of tenderness, in Shakespeare, the most purely.
human of all the great artists, in the whole of
Celtic myth and legend, where the loveliness of |
i . the world is shown through a mist of tears, &
i the life of man is mo more than the life -
‘flower, is there anything that, for sheer simpl 5
of pathos wedded and made one with sablimii
of tragie effect, can be said to equal or even ap-
proach the last act of Christ’s p 5
It may be _confessed that the b
: much of its hold on the reader in th
1 r portion. It lacks the harmony of nobl
$ i and perfect expression charact
~ earlier pages, and discusses
Eit as a whole, the work is unique
\ to the heart and to the brain,  Never be
‘has the beauty of sorrow and its purifyin;
fluences on the soul of man heen reve

‘ ‘words 50 abso
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Christian World,

Every minister will find it worth while
to read and ponder the very striking and
pathetic revelation of spiritual experience
given in the just-pubiished ‘De Pro
‘fundis,” written by tho late OscAn WiLD®
during the last months of his imprison-
ment. It tells how a msn who drank the
bitterest dregs of shame, humiliation and
sorrow found his way to a new Lfa.
Whilst to the end he will have nothing to
do with convensionsal religion (as he under-
stands it), yet the lessons he takes to heart
{ are thosa of Christianity — patient en-
durance, humility, and, above all, that he
must cherish no bitterness towards a
scornful and hostile world, but must un-
failingly cherish the spirit of love. Sorrow,
the writer discovers, i3 a revelation; it
seems to him sometimes the only truth ; it
is the secret of life. Instead of being. as |
he once thought, the sure proof that Gop
does not love man, the suffering of the
world cen only be explained by & love
behind it. *If the world hasindeed been
‘built of sorrow, it has been built by ths
‘handa of love, because in no other way
‘could the soul of man reach the full
‘stature of its perfection.’

The finest and most remarkable part of
the book is that whera the writer forgets
himself entirely in the admiration and.
praise of Jesus CHrisr. ‘He saw that
‘love was the first secret of the world for
“which the wwe men had been looking,
‘and that it was only through love that
‘one could approach either the heart of

* the laper or the fest of Goo.” Some
very boautiful things are written abous
the influence of Cummigr, of His spirit of
love, on others, making their lives like His
own, and abous His love for ignorans,
simple, poor, uncoaveational people.
«Only Crist could have said that [T'aksne
‘ thowght, d¢.], and so summed up life per-
¢ fectly for wus.’ The writer an  to
read the Greek New Testament in prison—
‘it is a delightful vgsy of opening the
‘day,” ho says—and fell under the spell of
the porfoct beauty: of Cumist's life. His
testimony, written from an artist’s point of
view, is that perfect beauty is found only
in Him who is perfect goocdness. Some
wild things are said in the book—things
that show a strange limitation in ths
writer—but in the main it is the sincers
utterance of one feeling his way blindly |
to true life and coming ‘not far from the
¢Kingdom of Gob.’ . {
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Every minister will find it worth while
to‘mread and*ondar t?o ve!:y stnkmg and
P! etxc revelation of spiritual
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umnt. It tells how amsn who drank the
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sorrow found his way to a new Lfa.
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the writer discovers, i3 a revelation; xt'
seems to him sometimes the only truth; it
is the secret of life. Instead of being. as
he once thought, the sure proof that Gop
does not love man, the suﬁmng of the
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gur OF TﬂE DEPTHS.
: ; ‘DLY there is published hy Messts
~ Methuen a posthumous volume, entitled
- # “Do Profundis,” by Oscar Wilde. I
- bears on its cover a agmﬁcant emblm—-ﬂxe -pie-

" bol seems, perhapﬂ unwittingly of hhé
‘tov be mdtéﬁ:bed the sbate of »‘Wﬂdb’

r
outcome f tm taI s
n 'boueh;of ﬁ?‘l‘mgﬁ tha,m ‘







, and to foes that they might
into asynonym for folly. . (T T wake
hat stood in symbolic relations to the art
itture of <~ T had reahsed this fm';
of - had

Glasgow E\Iening N¢

Vi § ’ o g 5 s o T B Y g e
et S i s R R L S N e AL T R B T i o b S v ~arf s 2 s

B O T s b e o .

e i M s\

A v nt <

\



Glasgow Evening News




chamiber one ‘has some day to ery  alowy - on tne*

housetop. I ceased
1o 1
kmow it.
T nd “in horrible disgraee.  There is
for l'ne now, ahsolute humxhby

to be lovd of myself.

of };um}hty in his book. -

chagrin, e was
“the meanness of kis

f his. falhng anyhow.

-~ has been hid deous, mean,
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o O.n November 13
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ESCAPE.

In the light of subsequent events, it is sad
to read Wilde's anticipations of liberty. “In
the very fact that people will recognise me

swherever I go, and know all about my life, as far

-ag its follies go, T can discern something good for

Glasgow Evening News 43

|
{
|

me. It will force on me the necessity of again:

asserting myself as an artist, and as soon as I
‘Fbsmbly can. If I ean preduce only one beauti-
ful work of art I shall he able to rob malice of
‘ite remown, and cowardice of ‘its sneer, and to
plack out the tongue of scorn by the roots. ©. =
; m to be released; if all goes well with me, in
“May, and hope to go at once to some little sea-
side village abroad with R— and M—. = The
son, as Euripides says in one of his plays about
TIphigencia, washes away the stays and wounds of
the world. . . . I have a strange longing for
‘the great, simple, primeval thines, such as the’

gea, to me no less ‘'of a mether than the Earth.

« ' . . T tremble to think that on the very day
_of my leaving prison, hoth the laburnum and the

lilac will be blooming in the gardens, and‘ that I

shall see the wind stir imto restless the-

_swaying gold of the one, and mike th
“the pale purple of its plumes, so

shall he Abaria for me ° ° %
have no p};ce;fdr"me'. f'bssfn"oﬁé to

0 3+ 3 A
Nature. whose sweet rams fall cn the wnjust and

just alike, will have clefts in the-rock where I

may hide, and secret valloys in whose sitence T
_may weep undisturbed. - 8he will bang the night
Cwith sbars, so that T may w the
darkness, withont stumbli :

)
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- New York Herald.

DE PROFUNDIS. By Oscar Wilde. (Publishers:
Methuen and Co., London.) Brentanc’s. and Ga-
lignani’s, Paris.

Strangely bitter-sweet, this wistful apo-
theosis of Sorrow; a human document,
complex and contradictory as humanity;
steadfast and changeable, wayward and
docile, simple and intricate; a book in
which the exceptional and the common-
place rub shoulders as in Life itself.
“What an end!” said the world when"
Wilde disappeared from view in the
prison and whenece arose this cry out of
the depths: “What a beginning!” says
‘Wilde, recovering in réclusion control of
self and contemplating the vision of the f
future that should redeem the past. It i
remained a vision. The pity of it! The 3 £ Rm
man had a message, though it remained LSSl
inarticulate, he who wrote: “Society.... ¥ }
will have no place for me.... but Nature, S INE
whose sweet rains fall on unjust and just
alike, will have clefts 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
i walk® abroad in the darkness without
I stumbling, and send the wind over my
: footlprints so that none may track me to
my hurt: she will cleanse me in great
waters, and with bitter herbs make me
whole.” De profundis ad te clamavi,
Domine, ,
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DE PROFUNDIS. By Oscar Wilde. (Publishers:
Methuen and Co., London.) Brentano’s. and Ga-
lignani’s, Paris.

Strangely bitter-sweet, this wistful apo-
theosis of Sorrow; a human document,
complex and contradictory as humanity;
steadfast and changeable, wayward and
docile, simple and intricate; a book in
which the exceptional and the common-
place rub shoulders as in Life itself.
“What an end!” said the world when
Wilde disappeared from view in the
prison and whence arose this cry out of
the depths: “What a beginning!” says
‘Wilde, recovering in réclusion control of
self and contemplating the vision of the
future that should redeem the past. It
remained a vision. The pity of it! The
man_ had a message, though it remained
inarticulate, he who wrote: “Society....
will have no place for me.... but Nature,
whose sweet rains fall on unjust and just
alike, will have clefts 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 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

vaholg.” 12019708416/ Gisseri WomerT's/University Library 147
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