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CHRISTIAN.

One of the most tragic
and pathetic things we have
seen for long enough is a

A Soul in
Prison.

posthumous book just published, in which the |
soul of one who suffered at the hands of the |
law for fearful vices is laid bare. This ¢ De |
Profundis’’ is the wail of a soul in prison. It |

is the awakening of a man to the sense of his
sin and shame. All the horror of a wasted
life is there; a famous name disgraced, a
| future mortgaged. But the saddest thing of
| all is that this man, awakened to the terrible
| nakedness and pollution of his own soul, has
no Gospel that he can receive. Morality and
religion have no message for him. How many
more souls are there like his, all hidden from
the world, yet tormented in secret! The
effect of such a tragic revelation as this should
be to quicken Christian sympathy and earnest-
ness. The men who in their moments of
pride repudiate the Gospel, come to a terrible
hunger for it later, when they <z driven to
the swine. 1t is not in public gatherings that
such men will be helped ; they never frequent
them. They must be sought out and helped
individually.

Christian




CHRTSTTAN.

A Soul in

Priton. and pathetic things we have

posthumous book just published, in which the
soul of one who suffered at the hands of the
law for fearful vices is laid barve. This ¢ De

One of the most tragic |

seen for .long enough is a |

{

Profundis’’ is the wail of a soul in prison. It !
is the awakening of a man to the sense of his |

sin and shame. All the horror of a wasted
life is there; a famous name disgraced, a
| future mortgaged. But the saddest thing of
all is that this man, awakened to the terrible
nakedness and pollution of his own soul, has
no Gospel that he can receive. Morality and
religion have no message for him. How many
more souls are there like his, all hidden from
the world, yet tormented in secret! The
effect of such a tragic revelation as this should
be to quicken Christian sympathy and earnest-
ness. The men who in their moments of

pride repudiate the Gospel, come to a terrible

hunger for it later, when they <" driven to

the swine. 1t is not in public gathenngs that
such men will be helped ; they never frequent

them. They 261@%‘9"189%9?1 W&%eﬁ%m?&% Library

individually.
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DE PROFUNDIS.*

Tu1s is an amazing book viewed as a
confession, more amazing for the con-
trast it offers to all its author had
written previously, most amazing of all
for the situation and atmosphere in
which it was conceived and composed.
It adds another, and a thrilling, chapter
to the tragedies of literature, for surely
it is one of the saddest books in the
world.  We are confronted with the
spectacle of genius prostituted to igno-

~ minious and debasing pleasures, wrung

with anguish, turning its sting against
itself, and pouring out its life-blood in
passages of exquisite prose, but withal
of unavailing remorse.

sunday School Chronicle 105
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Oscar Wilde, the darling of many a |

luxurious drawing-room, the brilliant
wit whose sallies stiirred ripples of

 laughter, his épigrams repeated in every
~ club, a writer of social comedies of such
~ distinction as to be named with Sheri-
- dan, a brilliant essayist, however para-
~ doxical and bizarre, above all, an un-
- apologetic egoist—this was the man who

fell under the most ignominious con-

 demnation, and was doomed to expiate

rable offence in the priva-

ude, and debasement of a con-

victs' prison. What wonder that
two years’ egpérignoé.floi ‘snéﬁ‘ :

there came forth out of

ven 80 natural is it
#67 him to pose in unoxpected, startling
attitudes when brought fa > face
~with current opinions and.

h
‘ments on the gravest of subjects,
' he catnot resist the temptation to pa
‘dox. Truth was, perha 2
~he prized. He had
‘often in order t ‘be
‘not surprising, theref,
should be started whethes ;
is not a mere four de force of his
egotism, and whether he is not simu-
lating a suffering he did not feel. But

I
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the spectacle he presented to those who
came into contact with him after his
release, when living in poverty at Paris,
the loss of power, the hopeless incom-
petence of all his attempts to reknot
the broken threads of his literary work,
and the abject squalor into which he
| rapidly sank, show that De Profundis
"was the swan-song of his genius, and
that when he came out of gaol he left
his genius behind him as a memory to
haunt his cell. . :

He tells us that his sorrow had given
birth to humility. He had discovered
it hidden away in his nature, like a.!
treasure in a field, and he proposed to |
take this with hlm in the future, and ‘
explore the world of sorrow.

“There are times when sorrow seems to
me to be the only truth. Other things may
be the illusions of the eye or of the appe-
tite, made to blind the one and cloy the
‘other, but out of secrecy have the worlds
" been bmlt and at the birth of a child or a
star there is pain.”

There is even a deeper note in another
passage.  Wilde would write Nature
where another man would write God,
but we can never believe that the man
who could pen the following paragraph
had not descried some gleam of the
nght that was never on land or sea.

Soclety as we haVe constlmted it, will
have no place for me, has none to <o§er i
but Nature, whose sweeh raing fall on just
and unjust alike, will have clefts in the
rocks where I may hide, and secret valleys
in whose silence I may weep undtsbarbed.
‘She will hang the night with stars, so that
I may walk abroad in the dar 'eas wibhout ]
‘stumbling, and send | e wind over m;

s e e ARG v il
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prints, so that none may track me to xny !
hurt ; she will cleanse'mo in gmaﬂ 3
and thh bitter herbs ma _

Soma of has przsqxg Heurs y

result of.the 2
sentation of %‘the G@ﬂe&n peasant as
the Precursor of the Rﬂmantacs '—an
artist, whose life was @ yc,nm w?xose
justice was a poetm justice ;
boggar Lazarus to Eewen to ‘compen-
sate him for his suﬂermgs, and who
waged war, like all children of light have
to do in all ages, wxﬁh the Phﬂxstmea. We
shall attempt no criticism of i:}na’cér-
t inly unique mew of the Christ, seen
ses of the
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things an artist. It reminds us of some
passages in Rénan’s Vie de Jésus, in
which the gallantry natural to a French- {
man colours his representation of the
Prophet of Galilee, and the offence is
scarcely greater.

‘There is no need to point the mora,l ‘
. of Oscar Wilde’s life and fate.
[close the book, saddened, pitiful, and
| awed. ‘He is sald to have found rest
_in the Roman Catholic Church, and no,
doubt among the xmmsters of that coni-
munion tyre are some who could
furmsh the key to several of the dark
passages ‘n De Profundw. :
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NEW BOOKS & NEW En*i‘mﬁfg
« om OF THE DEEPS.”

At long intervals in the hzsbory of literature a
book appears so unique in itself and in its author-
ship and circumstances that one feels instine
tively that it belongs to the permanent things.
The cherus of eritical astonishment and perplexity
over “De Proiundls (London: Methuen and

any) s perfectly natural, but the book
ul% have lived wﬁ,houb any sneh aid  to pub-
lvca.t.y it canmnot, indeed, from the very nature
of it, ever become & popular book, and it is
re'ai}y not desirable that it should, Such a work
(it is quite short) can only be understoed by
experts in psychology and letters. The “man in
the street” would put it aside in hopeless mental
confusion. It was written by Oscar Wilde in
prison, and Mr. Robert Ross, who contributes &
preface, says it was the last work in prose he
ever wrote- The famous “Ballad of Reading (}wot”
was composed after he regained hm hiberty.

“I den’t defend my conduct,” says Oscar
Wilde; “I explain it.” does not even explain
it entirely, it may be that he really only under-
stood himself when it was too late for him to
speak. There is nothing in the book wbout the
mﬁni’tely pathetic closing scene in the little room
in Paris, That semble story is known to a few,
and. it might have been in this voinme, ,15
will have to be told. “Religion does not 3
me,” Oscar Wilde cried in , but it did h
him in the still more awfa desertion at the
when he yielded o &uanca to‘t.he %wamb&.
It was his only ‘the world had
forsaken him. No oca;h rbhg.mm system
could have known what to d.o with such a man:

it was left for Sisters of Mercy to- mster to the
outcast at the last, and gte or burial.
Tlhere is nothing in al %ﬁ ‘so mdmff as

ulous

t&m 3 it is bhe mni»mmco d

B

ing. Sometunee it is vwi

gho&e alf::re tdlxs solely for-
now wiere €

from too much fmiﬂnﬁ l15)

too little ;” “T !or’got hat'

the common day makes or 1 ara
Sometimes he is both true and false. *

limity of soul there [

thoughts and high emo

existence isolated.”

when he says ; "By be bmught into Christ’s

presence one becomes somethmg
Oscar Wilde was a living p&mdox"he admired
simplieity, but shummi it in his own life; he hed
an intense percept on of bea “and he did incon.
ceivably ugg things; he noble tmimbe to
morality and scoffed at :t.» ; lﬁ
man of genius; and pmsmwted his 111&1;% gxfts
It was impossible for ordinary ﬁop,ge to comy e~
's0 exceptional, so hectre, radoxi ;

na.hure ‘and when the ~conven forces gob‘
their ¢ he was of course broken like a- butter-
fly on the wheel. He had to pay the price to the
“utbermost;  mo toueh ef pubtlm mfamy was
spared lnm te—
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b ken W 5 ﬂ‘ &esngned: ' a!:
are bro e are spema y to appeal
to the sense of humour. On November 13th,
1895, I was brought down here from London,
From two o’clock till half-past two on that day
I had to stand om the centre platform of
Clapham Junction in convict dress, and hand-
cuffed, for the world to look at, 1 had been
bdaken out of the hospital ward without &
moment’s notice being given to me. Of all
possible objects I was the most grotesque. When
people saw me they laughed. Bach train as it
came up swelled the audience, Nothing could
exoeed their amusement. That was, of course,
before they knew who I was. As soon as they
had been informed they laughed still more. For
half-an-hour I stood there in the grey November
rain, sutvounded by a jeering mob. |
This is a dreadful modern example of the washing |
of hands in the blood of scapegoats. Convicts in [
prison dress are frequ«enﬂy seen at the Brighton |
Central Station waiting for trains to Lewes, and |
surely it cinnot be otherwise than a painful and |
barbarous sight from which e;!e;x&’y m?ht, -minded |
person must turn away m ity
There “are things in “De Profundls” whzeh
make the fate of ite aathor seem still more tragi-
cally pitiful. The book contains a summary of our
Lord’s Passion, the adoring tenderness and beauty
of which can sca.rcely be paralleled in modern reli-
gious literature : —

o little stpper with His oompamons, one of
~whom has already sold Hl,m for a price; the
anguish in the quiet moon-lit garden; the false
friend coming close to Him with a kiss; the
friend who still believed in Him, and on whom
uo«narockHae had hoped to build a house

ge for Man, denying Him as the bird cried

dawn; His own utter loneliness, Hp
au:bnusé\on His acceptance of. emymng, and

along with it all such scenes as the high priest of

orbhodox vending his raiment in wrath, and the

&%eofavﬂmsﬁwaﬁhghwaﬁarm

. the vain hope of cleansing himself of the innocent

blood that makes him the soarlet. figure of history;

the coronation oenemuy of sorrow, ome of the

derful things in the whole of

. " T oy

AR

T s
s -‘-—-’um—'ﬁ‘

E oeforH}:sBlabh}gﬂl rible d
; gave the worl aﬁvm&?ﬁm I
. His final burial in the :

His body smothered
omh&y\apmes and per&m

a king’s son.

Agmn and again come»

his soul’s solitude. He

mother, his wife, his children. Ne
butagrie;la bzttems, d ye

All trials are for one’ hfe,
s!htenoeﬁ are sentences of death; 5
S bwe ‘been tried. meﬁmtm.ene?tm
be arrested, the sceond time to be lea back bo\
buuse of éetentfon,.‘,th - third time to pass fnto a |
prison for t] ; &xmty, ‘as we have consti- |
tuted it, will ce for me, has none to !
offer ; but Nature, whose sﬁeet“mnsiaﬂ on unjust |
and just aliks, will have clefts in_the rocks whers
I may hide, and secret valleys in whose silence !
I may weep undisturbed. Sho will hang the
night w:t.kstamfso—"thtt A" nﬁy walk abroad in
t wi hout. stumbling, and send the
"‘iht none may track
mebomy‘hmt _cleanse memgreas
- waters, and with bitter herbs make me whole,

It is. true, 1no- doubt, that the man who cenld
it like this has the last word; but h?—: hmw
il nndvr the shadow of daa. th,
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D& Prorusmis. By Oscar Wilde. Ton-
don : Methuen and Co.—(5s n.).

This book or “letter” was written during
the last months of Wilde's imprisonment in
Reading Gaol, and is the last prose work he
‘over wrote. It is painfully interesting, in
the form of a letter, in which is seen the
author’s remarkable command both of dic.
;:i:on a.ngﬂ of sentiment, and, in respect of the
atter, his propensity of attitudinising. To
Mr Robert Ross, to whose care the work was
committed—with a view to publication—
Wilde sent instructions and an accom-
panying missive in which he wrote—
‘T dow't defend my oconduwet. I explain
lite Also  there are in my letter cer-
‘tain passages which deal with my mental
development in prison, and the inevitable
evolution of character and intellectuai
attitude towards life that has taken place.”
This was written before his release, and he
wanted it to be known in what mood he
hoped to face the world. From one point
of view, he said, he kunew that he would
be merely passing from ome prison to an-
other ; and there were times when the whole
world seemed to him no larger than his cell
and as full of terror for him.  Still he be-
lieved that in the world which is within us
“Of % ”d.he
you how fluid a
me—with us all—and

“one should seek to live.”
said, ‘T need not remind
thing thought is with -
of what an evanescent substance are I emo-

tions made. ar%hml}:cgo see a sort
sible goal towards which, through
progress.”  Anocther of his dicta
prison life makes one see people a

as they really are; and that, he a

why it turns ome to stone.” It is the

side people who are deceived by the ill
of a life in constant motion—"“we who are

Aberdeen Free Press

the peculiar assertive self-consciousness be-

trayed throughout, he has his little fling at
“narrow natures and hectic brains.” Whether
it does them :
by it”élenmed his bosom of “much perilous
stuff.

merTe expression is to an artist the supreme
and only mode of lfe. It is by uttecance
that we live.”  Still the artist—ever the
attitudiniser | Wilde was &‘brﬂlia;l;; writer,
dramatist, essayist, and versifier ; he was ex-
travagant and paradoxical, light, subtle, and

kit 5 588 18 g, e s
And “I need not remind you ‘hat

amusing, with more than a dash of genius,

but a feeble creature and .essfemtial_ly meﬂec~
tive in spite of it all. During his exile in
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France, and shortly before his death, he
became a Roman Catholic, but that is of later
date than the letter. Some years have
passed since Wilde’s death, and this docus
ment, written though it was for publication,

has remained unpublished through what re-

mained of his lifetime, and through these

years sinoe his death. ~Whether or not it is

printed exactly as it was written is not said.

Ever an artist in words, “living by utterance,”

and writing for the public eye, he is mani-

festly posing. . His words cannot be taken

as words of deep sincerity. “I need mnot tell

you,” he writes, “that to me reformations

in morals are as meaningless and vulgar as

reformations in theclogy. But while to pro-

pese to be a better man is a piece of unscien-

tific cant, to have become a deeper man is

the privilege of those who have suffered.”

Does he “repent?” Does he even regret his

past? Nay. “People thought it dreadful

of me to have entertained at dinner the evil

things of life, and to have found pleasure in

their company. But then, from the point
of view through which I, as an artist in
1ifé, approach them they were delightfully

suggestive and stimulating. The danger was
half the excitement.” “My business as an

artist was with Ariel. I set myself to
wrestle with Caliban.”  More need not be
said. He plays with words, is full of fine
conceits, and has mbteulll a; hst"dmm&ﬁhﬂ,

‘a from its phrasing, has considerable in-

'tgrae?t of a kind. Wilde plumed himself on
being an artist, but he was worse than a fail-

‘ure in the true art of life, and that is the
secret of the futility of his pretty playing
| with words. e
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OMEQVA'NON S.

Like a&et people, l have tried over snd-
over to keep a diary, but have never suc-
ceeded. It has occurred to me to write
occasionally a diary of the week if the
readers of TH& BriTisE WEEKLY care to
read it. Last Thursday T started at twelve

o’clock in a bleak and bitter day for Surrey.
I love Surrey so well that in any weather I
find it the most beautiful place in the |

fd. It has for me so many associations
so many memorles T
“ Sweet with buried Junes, :
Filled wiﬁx the light of sups that are. no
mre.
vlthubeuidesbeenthehomofmmymn ‘
I like to think of. Leigh Hunt says some-
where that he could never go through West-

minster without remembnenng Milton, or the 1

gh shts of Chaucer and

o oy ot
thinking oi Steele and Ai%!mde ~ When
he m an con enial work his path ‘}ay

muhoad in which D
eds fpﬁ th nothing  coul
mmonplace, he refreshed heart.

seul by gomamf;gf out of the wa’y &m he
Wd‘f ﬁle shqépw oﬁ : hf
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 OATHOLIOC TIMES.
'MARCH 3, 1905.

DE PROFUNDIS. By Oscar Wilde.
- (Methyen and Co). ~ 5s. net.
| Like the cry of a giant in pain, or the
wail of a soul suffering in the lake of fire,
~is this outburst of agony, which was
. penned by ohe too well known within his
. prison walls, It reminds us of the weird
. scenes of the “ Inferno.” The sad man lays
bare his soul, and shrieks at the vision he
discovers there. - Nothing like it‘has been
published for long years, and it needs
little .,prbphe;iy to foretell for it a wide
circle of readers and a steady, perha
enduring life. ~ Many things are touch-
ing, more sad ; wine and gall are‘mingled
together in the cip.  Yet sorrow has her
victory. ~ Says the penitent soul: “Other
things may be illusions of the eye or the
appetite, made to blind the one and cloy
the other, but out of sorrow have the
worlds been built, and at the birth of a
child or a star there is pain.” But the

sorrow is not repentance. We read again, !

a little further: “I don’t regret jor a
single moment having lived for pleasure. |
T did it to the full, as one should do every-
. thing that one does. There was no
pleasure I did not experience. I threw
the pearl of my soul into a cup of wine.
I went down the primrose path to the
“sound of flutes. I lived on honeycomb.” .
n me scandal, conviction, and

pr It, impatience of life
~not penitence ; tha ) follow,
the world was revisi

 re-entering in it.  °

s, to lift his soul to higher,

to supernatural thoughts, and help him
direct his lonely steps to the ven of
peace and rest. ~ While human confes-
sions interest mankind, “ De Profundis”
“will have its readers, and may possibly
be a classic.  For it contains much to
admire, in spite of something we must
regret. - But its author was.groping, as
one blind ; grom&mth dark, towards
the light. And the light was hidden, as

el o st
s

il
it g

i AR £ g oAb
BT R e
s ot b -
b .

i

R

B
e AP . e R =

(bRl e 5




Catholic Times

291



PUBLIC OPINION.

— )

T HE book of the week has been Oscar Wilde’s
: “ De Profundis,” which has attracted much
attention, both on its merits and as a tragic human
document. There has been a run on it, and one big
West-End bookseller alone has already sold 400
copies. It is a dangerous
of the irresponsible who wou
unto themselves. But it is full of pathos.
wrote its author, 1 can produce only one beau
work of art I shall be able to rob malice of 1ts
venom, and cowardice of its sneer, and to pluck out

' {he tongue of scorn by the roots.” )
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THE BOOK WORLD?

* De Profundsis. By Oscar Wilde, (Methuen,ss.vet.) . = -
= OST people,” declares Oscar Wilde in De Profundis, the final
prose expression of his attitude to lite, ““are other people.”
This is one of those paradoxes of which he was so fond— para-
doxes full of a terrible wisdom. In the sphere of writing or
of painting, as in the sphere of living itself, we are for the
most part inclined to play the part of *“ the sedulous ape ” in a degree which
would have made even Stevenson in his boyhood shudder. If Wilde himself had
been nothing more than an echo of Whistler and Pater, as so many declare
that he was, one would not by this time be interested either in his personality
or his prose. No doubt he assumed many Whistlerian attitudes and uttered
many phrases that might have bloomed in that garden of beautiful words
which was cultivated by Walter Pater. He had, as he himself saw, the
temperament that absorbs: he compared himself in a perfect sonnet to
a lute upon which all the winds could play. Still, the sensitive instru-
ment that was capable of the strange ultimate music was himself.
No mere plagiarist could have written Zady Windermere's Fan or the
sonnet called Hélas! or A Ballad of Reading Gaol, any more than a
plagiarist could have composed the music of 7%e Messiak.

[ am sure that what will amaze the world more than anything else in
De Projundis is the proof it affords of the reality of Wilde’s self-consciousness
and egoism., That he often attitudinised for effect, and was audacious with
words for the mere sake of audacity, cannot be denied. This, however, was
only the comic side, the masked face, of one who loved strange and
beautiful things with all his soul, and believed firmly in his own mission
as a prophet of lov-liness and a woe to Philistinism in life as in art. “I
was a man,” he declares, ‘ who stood in symbolic relations to the art and
culture of my age. 1 had realised this for myself at the very dawn of my
manhood, and had forced my age to realise it afterwards. Few men hold
such a position in their own lifetime, and have it so acknowledged.”
“Byron,” he writes further, ‘““was a symbolic figure, but his relations
were’ to the passion of his age and its weariness of passion. Mine were to
something more noble, more permanen!, of more vital issue, of larger scope.”

- The greater part of De Profundis consists of variations—very personal and
very impressive variations—upon that theme. There are variations in every
mood of self-abasement, of self-eulogy, of hysterical repentance, of the heroic
and unconquerable paganism that regrets nothing. This is a sacred book
that only those should read who have cast aside prejudice because they, too,
have had their hearts broken. It is the testament of a rebellious angel who
strove against the ugly things, and the ordinary things, and the lawful things
of the world, and perished before evening through some cruel fault of fate—
or through his own fault, as he asserts. Centuries hence pitiful eyes will be
reading in these pages how a man aspired to steal from the gods a forbidden
beauty, and to bring it down among men, and how, Prometheus like, hesuffered,
and in his sufferings all else will be forgotten. The world must remember the
man in the light of his adoration of Christ—Christ whom he recarded as the

great enemyof laws, and ceremonies, and Sabbaths and Philistinisms. Thereis
of course, a deal of hair-splitting in Wilde’s elabora_tlor_l qf hls'wew that (.,hrlst
was no ‘‘ mere philanthropist,” but the *“ supreme individualist.” One is not
concerned with the logic of the expounder, however, but with the expounder’s

personality. His notions, as stated here, may be wrong and mad ; but they
are the reflection of a rare and sincere and beautiful temperament, .
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__ ™ De Profundss. By Oscar Wilde, (Methuen, ss. net.)

& OST people,” declares Oscar Wilde in De Profundis, the final
prose expression of his attitude to lite, ““are other people.”
This is one of those paradoxes of which he was so fond— para-
doxes full of a terrible wisdom. In the sphere of writing or
of painting, as in the sphere of living itself, we are for the
most part inclined to play the part of ““ the sedulous ape ” in a degree which
would have made even Stevenson in his boyhood shudder. If Wilde himself had
been nothing more than an echo of Whistler and Pater, as so many declare
that he was, one would not by this time be interested either in his personality
or his prose. No doubt he assumed many Whistlerian attitudes and uttered
many phrases that might have bloomed in that garden of beautiful words
which was cultivated by Walter Pater. He had, as he himself saw, the
temperament that absorbs: he compared himself in a perfect sonnet to
a lute upon which all the winds could play. Still, the sensitive instru-
ment that was capable of the strange ultimate music was himself.
No mere plagiarist could have written ZLady Windermere's Fan or the
sonnet called Hélas! or A Ballad of Reading Gaol, any more than a
plagiarist could have composed the music of Z%ke Messiak.

I am sure that what will amaze the world more than anything else in
De Projundis is the proof it affords of the reality of Wilde’s self-consciousness
and egoism. That he often attitudinised for effect, and was audacious with
words for the mere sake of audacity, cannot be denied. This, however, was
only the comic side, the masked face, of one who loved strange and
beautiful things with all his soul, and believed firmly in his own mission
as a prophet of loveliness and a woe to Philistinism in life as in art. “I
was a man,” he declares, ‘‘ who stood in symbolic relations to the art and

~culture of my age. 1 had realised this for myself at the very dawn of my
manhood, and had forced my age to realise it afterwards. Few men hold -
such a position in their own lifetime, and have it so acknowledged.”
¢ Byron,” he writes further, ‘“was a symbolic figure, but his relations
were' to the passion of his age and its weariness of passion. Mine were to
something more noble, more permanent, of more vital issue, of larger scope.”

- The greater part of De Profundis consists of variations—very personal and
very impressive variations—upon that theme. There are variations in every
mood of self-abasement, of self-eulogy, of hysterical repentance, of the heroic
and unconquerable paganism that regrets nothing. This is a sacred book
that only those should read who have cast aside prejudice because they, too,
have had their hearts broken. It is the testament of a rebellious angel who
strove against the ugly things, and the ordinary things, and the lawful things
of the world, and perished before evening through some cruel fault of fate—
or through his own fault, as he asserts. Centuries hence pitiful eyes will be
reading in these pages how a man aspired to steal from the gods a forbidden
beauty, and to bring it down among men, and how, Prometheus like, hesuffered,
and in his sufferings all else will be forgotten. The world must remember the
man in the light of his adoration of Christ--Christ whom he regarded as the

great enemyof laws, and ceremonies, and Sabbaths and Philistinisms. There is

of course, a deal of hair-splitting in Wilde’s elaboration of his view that Christ

was no ‘ mere philanthropist,” but the ‘“ supreme individualist.” One is not

concerned with the logic of the expounder, howei)ver, but wnthdthe gxpounder’s
ersonalily. ismofjons, as stated hepe, may be wrong and mad ; but they
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A BOOK OF THE W EEK.

De Profundis. . . Out of the depths have I called
unto Thee. That has been the bitter experience of an
unnumbered host of human beings, since man was man
and sin was sin. All we, like sheep, have gone astray.
We all have sinned and come short of the glory of God.
But this book,* this pitiful echo of a shameful story, was
bound, in whatever spirit it was written, to express with
extraordinary force the universal cry of erring humanity.
The marvel is that it was written. Except to those
who knew of its existence it comes with the paralysing
shock of the utterly unexpected. If ever a man, gifted
with a voice of pre-eminently distinguished beauty of ex-
pression, as well as of surpassing cleverness, had passed
before his death into the outer darkness of dumb oblivion.
that man was the brilliant thinker and writer whose name
with a swift and horrible suddenness became a byword of
reproach, whose brilliant career was terminated as
suddenly as though by the hangman’s rope when he passed
within the gateway of Reading Gaol. And yet, here is
this book, this living, breathing, speaking human docu-
ment, which, whether or no it is destined to live on through
the ages, possesses for us who read it to-day, who call
to mind the squalid tragedy of which it is the outcome, a
far more striking reality than any mere literary creation,
however distinguished, could possibly convey.

It is the snare of all inefficient prison chaplains, and the
despair of those who are wise and earnest about their
work, that it is ever the hardiest villains that make the most
ardent protestations of gratitude for their ministry. And
at first sight it might be possible to suspect “De Pro-
fundis ” of being simply a phenomenally successful
example of this kind of imposture. Or, again, and for this
it would be easy to argue with a much greater show of
justification, the book might be looked upon as a purely
artistic creation—the work of a man who, after the im-
mediate results of the shock of his disgrace and punish-
ment had subsided, instinctively asked himself in what
way, as an artist, he could most fitly and beautifully be-
have himself towards the position to which he was
inevitably committed. The first of these possibilities is
completely dispelled by the tone of the whole book. The
second is more probable. At all events, if he had asked
himself that question, he could hardly have happened
upon a more satisfying and complete answer. His book
is not only the work of a master-artist: the sadness of it,
the beauty of it, the conceit of self-abasement of it, the
extraordinarily deft workmanship of it make it exactly
what it ought to have been from an artistic point of view,
under the altogether peculiar circumstances.




A BOOK OF THE W EEK.

De Profundis. . . Out of the depths have I called
unto Thee. That has been the bitter experience of an
unnumbered host of human beings, since man was man
and sin was sin. All we, like sheep, have gone astray.
We all have sinned and come short of the glory of God.
But this book,* this pitiful echo of a shameful story, was
bound, in whatever spirit it was written, to express with
extraordinary force the universal cry of erring humanity.
The marvel is that it was written. Except to those
who knew of its existence it comes with the paralysing
shock of the utterly unexpected. If ever a man, gifted
with a voice of pre-eminently distinguished beauty of ex-
pression, as well as of surpassing cleverness, had passed
before his death into the outer darkness of dumb oblivion.
that man was the brilliant thinker and writer whose name
with a swift and horrible suddenness became a byword of
reproach, whose brilliant career was terminated as

suddenly as though by the hangman’s rope when he passed .

within the gateway of Reading Gaol. And yet, here is
this book, this living, breathing, speaking human docu-
ment, which, whether or no it is destined to live on through
the ages, possesses for us who read it to-day, who call
to mind the squalid tragedy of which it is the outcome, a
far more striking reality than any mere literary creation,
however distinguished, could possibly convey.

It is the snare of all inefficient prison chaplains, and the
despair of those who are wise and earnest about their
work, that it is ever the hardiest villains that make the most
ardent protestations of gratitude for their ministry. And
at first sight it might be possible to suspect “De Pro-
fundis ” of being simply a phenomenally successful
example of this kind of imposture. Or, again, and for this
it would be easy to argue with a much greater show of
justification, the book might be looked upon as a purely
artistic creation—the work of a man who, after the im-
mediate results of the shock of his disgrace and punish-
ment had subsided, instinctively asked himself in what
way, as an artist, he could most fitly and beautifully be-
have himself towards the position to which he was
inevitably committed. The first of these possibilities is
completely dispelled by the tone of the whole book. The
second is more probable. At all events, if he had asked
himself that question, he could hardly have happened
upon a more satisfying and complete answer. His book
is not only the work of a master-artist: the sadness of it,
the beauty of it, the conceit of self-abasement of it, the
extraordinarily deft workmanship of it make it exactly

what it oughg19203216 D<Jigsdn Wanien' samﬁ,@f%.mmaﬁf view,

under the altogether peculiar circumstances.

297

Onlooker



Onlocker 118

But, allowing that this to some extent may have been
the case, admitting that his subconscious self may un-
consciously have been actuated by some such motives,
there is in almost every page of the book a reality and
genuineness of feeling which completely outweighs and
redeems any pose that it may contain. As certainly as it
is the creation of an artist, it is the outpouring of a man
who has suffered as intensely as man can. And with
what result? ;

It seems to me that love of some kind is the only possible
explanation of the extraordinary amount of suﬂ‘e‘ringwthat
there is in the world. I cannot conceive of any other ex-
planation. I am convinced that there is no other, and th‘at
if the world has indeed, as I have said, been built of sorrow
it has been built by the hands of love, because in no other
way could the soul of man, for whom the world was made
1each the full stature of its perfection. 3 :

And again:—

Most people live for love and admiration. But it is by love
and admiration that we should live. If any love is shown
us we should recognise that we are quite unworthy of it.
Nobody is worthy to be loved. The fact that God loves
man shows us that in the Divine order of ideal things, it
is written that eternal love is to be given to what is eternally
unworthy. Or if that phrase seems to be a bitter one to
bear, let us say that everyone is worthy of love, except he
who thinks that he is. Love is a sacrament that should be
taken kneeling, and Zomine, non sum dignus should be on
the lips and in the heatts of those who receive it.

PR

And this of the suffering that came before the secret of

love was learnt:—

Failure, disgrace, poverty, sorrow, despair, suffering, tears
even, the broken words that come from lips in pain, remorse
that makes one walk on thorns, conscience that condemns,
self-abasement that punishes, the misery that puts ashes on
its head, the anguish that chooses sackcloth for its raiment,
and into its own 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 feed on them, to have for a season, indeed, no other food
at all.

Believing, then, that self-conscious as this man was, his
last book was a true revelation of himself and his thoughts,
and therefore to other men a genuine reality, it seems that
this crowning mercy was shown to him, that “out of the
bitter came forth sweet,” for others as well as for himself.
His creed, as he evolved it, was, for all the beautiful words
and thoughts that he has written here about the founder
of the Christian religion, a pagan one. Neither religion,
he writes, nor morality, nor reason could help him at all.
But such as it was, and as far as it went, it was of ex-
traordinary beauty and truth. And the conclusion is
this : —

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

whole.
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