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Here and there in ofher parts of the book the ‘
veal man creeps out, and we get a glimpse, in i
spite of his fall, of the arrogance of genius. But &
leaving out of the question the state of mind in
which this book was composed, it is - impossible
to deny its beauty and unfailing charm. It will
live among the records of prison life.

THE BAZAAR, THE EXCHANGE AND MART. Ao

Doubts are being thrown upon the asser-  /iran o’ 18,14V
tion that the “De Profundis” of Oscar
Wilde was written in prison. It is pointed
out the regulations are so stringent that Vs
no prisoner who is not a ‘first-class mis- ¥
demeanant” would be permitted to engage 5
in journalistic or literary enterprises. As oSt
the “De Profundis ” is-likely to be a classic, =3
the question should be thrashed out at the g
beginning of the twentieth century rather '
than at the end of it. 4
A glamour ‘surrounds the book that is | {
written in prison. Lovelace wrote his still |
living poem, containing the lines “Stone } ;

walls do not a prison make, nor iron bars |
a cage,” in the Gate House at West-
minster, where he was kept in durance vile.
Bunyan wrote the Pilgrim’s Progress 5
in Bedford Gaol, and Cooper ‘“The Purga-
tory of Suicides” in that of Stafford. Hun-
dreds of books, some of them of the very
greatest importance, have been written in
prison. Many of them will be found duly
yecorded in Mr. Langford’s work “Prison
Books and their Authors.” e

The Appeal Court in Paris recently had

an important case before it—important,

3 that is to say, by reason of a fact which
transpired during the course of the hear-

ing, though the suit itself was trivial

enough. The former landlord of a hotel

had brought an action against the present

| proprietor for the delivery up of certain
i i hoxes, and on being askéd why he mani=
il fested such great interest in them, replied
i that they contained unpublished manu-
" scripts of the late Mr. Oscar Wilde, who
b was his tenant: and had died in his house.
i If the boxes really did contain even no
b more than two or three manuscripts of the
: \ kind suggested, they were worth fighting for
g | the bitter end. Among English agt%' '
of the last days of the nineteenth century T

Oscar Wilde towered like a giant, a- fact iy
which is already fully appreciated, for ‘
there is a great demand for everything or
anything he wrote, and that demand is
increasing daily. :
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PELICAN

If it cannot be said of ‘the late Oscar Wilde that
* nothing in his life became him like the leaving it,”” it may
surely be truthfully recorded that nothing which he ever
wrote is at once so fine, so unspeakable and grandly sorrow-
fu.l as * De Profundis,”” which, according to his intimate
frlen(_i, Mr. Robert Ross, ‘ was the only work he wrote while
1n prison, and the last work in prose he ever wrote.” It is
a record of suffering, of carefully analysed feeling, and of
hope for the future—of hope never fulfilled. Wilde wrote
much that is fine. He wrote nothing finer than * De
Profundis,”” a book which ought to, and probably will, live
for very many years to come. Messrs. Methuen and Co., of
§6, Essex Street, have published the book, which is now in
its ‘second edition.

 Sphere,

A FEW DAYS AGO

One of the most interesting things about the recently-

published book by Oscar Wilde is the justice and
human kindness of the press towards it. I never re-
member to have read so many carefully-written reviews
of any work. 1 have seen no article which had any
ring of insincerity or which considered it right to con-
tinue the man’s punishment after his death. And yel
in private life, in conversation, the people who are stil
implacable are in my experience more numerous than
the others. It seems to me that the action of the press
in this matter has been magnificent.

Pelivan
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REVIEWS.

“DE PROFUNDIS.”
De Profundis. By OscAr WiLpE. Methuen. 5s. net.

This book is not accurately named. It is written
indeed from the depths of shame and sorrow. No doubt
.can arise as to the sincerity of the pages which deseribe
the agony endured on the station platform at Clapham
Junction, when, after his sentence, Wilde was kept waiting
in the rain for half-an-hour, while the crowd jeered—
surely an unnecessary aggravation of a prisoner’s misery ;
or his still greater agony when he learned that he had

. been deprived of the custody of his children. But the
| depths from which the Psalmist wrote were altogether
different. They were the depths of acknowledged and
repented sin ; the voice that rose from them was a cry for
mercy and redemption, and no such voice is to be heard
here. Wilde was so accomplished a literary craftsman
' that he understood the emotional suggestiveness of the
title he ¢ a't_iac)_gte_d, and so made use of it, although he would
have repudiated its religious significance ; and in one page
of his book he has clothed his confession in language so
akin to that of piety that a much-advertised review has
compared his book to Bunyan’s ¢ Grace Abounding,” not-
withstanding that in plain terms its author renounces
hoth religion and morality. The passage we refer to is the
following :—

“The gods had given me almost everything. But I let
myself be lured into long spells of senseless and sensual
ease. I amused myself with being a flineur, a dandy, a
man of fashion. Iy surrounded myself with the smaller
natures and the meaner minds. I became the spendthrift
of my own genius, and to waste an eternal youth gave me
a curious joy. Tired of being on the heights, I deliberately
went to the depths in the search for new sensation. What
the paradox was tome in the sphere of thought, perversity
became to me in the sphere of passion. Desire, at the end,
was a malady, 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, there-
fore, what one has done in the secret chamber one has
some day to ery aloud on the housetop. I ceased to be lord
over myself. I was no longer the captain of my soul, and
did not know it. I allowed pleasure to dominate me. I
ended in horrible disgrace. ere is only one thing for me
now, absolute humility.”

|
|

!
l
|

|

This is indeed a pitiful confession, and every reader of |

| it must be touched to think that so self-confident a nature
' should have humbled himself to make it. Butitisimportant
to notice what actualiy is confessed. The shameful thing,
in the writer’s eyes, is that he became the slave of
sensations instead of remaining their master. The choice
of pleasures was perverse, but perversity in action is
on a level with paradox in thought—a merely personal
eccentricity. The only confession that touches morals is
the single sentence, “I grew careless of the lives of
others”’—a sentence that everybody must be glad to see ;
but it stands alone in the volume, and has no justification
from the writer’s premisses, which, as he says, are frankly

| “individualistic ” and * antinomian.”
Wilde gives us the key to his philosophy by a reference
' to Pater’s ¢ Renaissance "—* that book which has had such
strange influence over my life.” Every cultivated man
has read, or heard of, an essay in that volume which placed

the ideal of lifein ever-fresh sensation, and gpoke of the
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forpl_atxon of habit as failure. Pater lived to regret the
writing of that essay, and the more harmful teaching of it
© su_bseguently withdrew ; but he could not undo the
mischief it had done; and part of that mischief was the
fluence of the doctrine on the pleasure-loving vature of
an undergraduate of genius. Wilde's book makes it
ablmdantl.y clear that, so far as he had any philosophy at all,
it was this philosophy of self-culture by means of ever-
fresh sensations. That is really at the bottom of his
eloquent praise of “Humility ” and “Sorrow.” They are
new emotions, which he has stupidly neglected till they
have been forced upon him ; and he discovers how much
more refined and sincere they are than the recognised
pl‘easures. A few sentences chosen from different contexts
will show how little there is in the book of any fundamental
change of view as to the meaning of human life : —

“Iwould sooner say, or hear it said, of me, that I was so

gﬁxcal a child of my age, that in my perversity, and for
t perversity’s sake, I turzed the goo£e things of my life
to evil, and the evil things of life to good.”
In this sentence “evil ” means what Christians call % deadly
sin,” the ““evil things” are the shame and discomfort of
his prison ; and they are put on a level.

“While I see that there is nothing wrongin what one does,
I see that there is something wrong in what one becomes.”’

That is to say, in the pursuit of novel sensations eare
must be taken not to enslave oneself,

“I don’t regret for a single moment having lived for
pleasure. I did it to the full, as one should do everything
that one does. There was no pleasure I did not experience.
« « . . My only mistake was that I confined myself so
exclusively to the trees cf what seemed to me the sun-lit
side of the garden. . . . . But to have eontinued the
same life would have been wrong, because it would have been
limiting. I had to pass on. 'Ighe other half of the garden
had its secrets for me also.”

In other words, the writer recognises no eriterion among

sensations except the artistic instinet of what is in good
taste and is supposed to make for self-culture; but the
apprehension of the meaning of sorrow is as shallow as that
of pleasure :(— -
I said once to [a friend] that there was enough suffering
in one London lane to show that God did not love man. I
was entirely wrong. Now it seems to me that love of some
kind is the only possible explanation of the extraordinary
amount of suffering that there is in the world e
because in no other way could the soul of man, for whow
gle world was made, reach the full stature of his perfec-
on.”

Does the suffering in a London lane perfect the sufferers ?
And was Christ misunderstanding the character of the God
of Love when He healed the sick ?

The second part of the book is a study of the picture of
Christ in the Gospels, largely after Renan. A reader
accustomed to Wilde's affectations will be uncertain
| whether it is or is not a record of sincere impressions.
| Perhaps it is as sincere as anything he wrote could be.
The extraordinary thing is how he contrives to find in the
. Gospels his own Paterian philosophy of life :—

“He wag the first person who ever said to people that
they should live ‘flower-like lives.” He took chil as the
type of what people should try to become. He held them
up as examples to their elders, which I myself have always
thought the chief use of children, if what is perfect should
haveause. . . . . He felt that life was changeful, fluid,
active, and that to allow it to be stereotyped into any form
was death. [Is this a paraphrase of ¢ Strait is the gate,’ &c.?]
... . . His morality is all sympathy, just what morality
should be. . . . . His justice is all poetical ;Fstice,
exactly what justice should be. . . - Christ had no
patience with the dull, lifeless, mechanical systems that
treat people as if they were things, and so treat everybody
alike; for Him there were no laws: there were exceptions
merely, as if anybody, or anything, for that matter, was
like aught else in the world! . ., . . His chief war was
against the Philistines He preached the enormous
importance of living completely for the moment. Those whom
He saved from their sins are saved simply for beautiful
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I said once to [a friend] that there was enough suffering
in one London lane to show that God did not love man. I
was entirely wrong. Now it seems to me that love of some
kind is the only possible explanation of the extraordinary
amount of suffering that there is in the world =
because in no other way could the soul of man, for whom
Ehe world was made, reach the full stature of his perfec-
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Does the suffering in a London lane perfect the sufferers ?
And was Christ misunderstanding the character of the God
of Love when He healed the sick ?

The second part of the book is a study of the picture of
Christ in the Gospels, largely after Renan. A reader
accustomed to Wilde's affectations will be uncertain
| whether it is or is not a record of sincere impressions.
| Perhaps it is as sincere as anything he wrote could be.
The extraordinary thing is how he contrives to find in the
Gospels his own Paterian philosophy of life :—

“He was the first person who ever said to ‘feople that
they should live ‘flower-like lives.” He took children as the
type of what people should try to become. He held them
up as examples to their elders, which I myself have always
thought the chief use of children, if what is perfect should
haveause. . . . . He felt that life was changeful, fluid,
active, and that to allow it to be stereotyped into any form
was death. [Is this a paraphrase of ¢ Strait is the gate,” &c.?]
+ « . . His morality is all syn}patj:yﬁixst what morality
should be. . . . . His justice is poetical justice,
exactly what justice should be. . . . . Christ had no
patience with the dull, lifeless, mechanical systems that
treat people as if they were things, and so treat everybody
alike; for Him there were no laws: there were exceptions
merely, as if anybody, or anything, for that matter, was
like aught else in the world! . ., . . His chief war was
against the Philistines. . . .f . fle preachted %}f enomﬁous
importance of living completely for the moment. ose whom
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moments in their lives.”
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This view of the Gospel of Christ is sufficiently remote
from that taken in “ Grace abounding to the chief of
sinners,” and still more remote is what follows :—

“But it is when He deals with a sinner that Christ is
most romantic, in the sense of most real. The world 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 per-
fection of man. His primary desire was not to reform
people any more than His primary desire was to relieve
suffering. To turn an interesting thief into a tedious,
honest man was not His aim. He would have thought
little of the Prisoners’ Aid Scciety and other modern
movements of the kind. The conversion of a publican
into a Pharisee would not have seemed to Him a great
achievement. But, in 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 is; all great ideas ave
dangerous. That it was Christ’s ereed admits of no doubt.
That it is the true creed I'don’t doubt myself.”

This is the Wilde to whom the world is accustomed—a
maker of paradoxes. It matters nothing to him that the
paradox is grotesquely untrue on a matter of vital import-
ance. Is anything important but art, and is not literature
art, and paradox the soul of literature ? But in what sense
is this a voice de profundis? We sincerely regret that
this book was ever published, because the superficial air of
“ humility ” and compunction which it wears will make its
doctrines more likely to find a lodgment in the minds of
impressionable and half-educated young men, who feel that
there is something rather fine in the artistic pose. We
regret still more the way in which the book has been
reviewed by many responsible newspapers. A clever
writer in an eeclesiastical contemporary devotes two
columns and a-half to an enthusiastic eulogy of both
the man and his book, without so much as a hint as to his
teaching about sin—that it is a “mode of perfection,”
which surely is a doetrine of devils ; and finds the tragedy
of his life in the fact that he died so soon after leaving
gaol, before his new “ discovery of the Man of Sorrows”
could clothe itself in new triumphs. As a matter of fact,
there was no ‘ discovery of the Man of Sorrows ;” Wilde
lived several years after leaving gaol ; and we do not know
that there is any reason to believe his life after he came
out to have been materially different from his life hefore
he went in, - g

The sympathies of the world go out to the Arch-
bishop of Canterbury as it learns that among his
multifarious duties has been that of reading, in manu-
script, a deplorable book called De Profuudis, by the

late Oscar Wilde. The labour fell to his Grace as a
- Trustee of the British Museum, which had accepted a
 gift of the manuscript, subject to a guaranty by the
Primate as to the decorum of its contents. Once the
initial mistake was made of having anything to do
with Wilde's performance, the authorities showed
wisdem in getbing a sound judgment, and one certain
to command universal respect, on the question of
propriety. But the Primate surely laid up tribala-
tion for himself and his successors when he suffered
this censorship to be laid on him. For what may
they not be asked to read in the future ? TLetany
one think of certain novels, abhorred by him as a
person of taste, but vastly enjoyed by the million,
and let him imagine a very possible tender of the
original manuscripts to the institution in Blooms-
bury; when the unhappy Archbishop of the day
might be assured that a precedent had been definitely
established for his perusal of the trash, to see that it
t leas venticnally respectable. :

Guardian
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WOM AN
T is commonly believed that spring, just as it draws up the
lovely flowers, also brings down a flood of fiction no less
beautiful. But-—in a charming phrase—there are springs

and springs. This spring is of the inferior kind ; not, perhaps,
in nature, but in fiction. As to nature, we shall see ; for just as
Christmas Numbers blossom in the early autumn, so the fictiona]
spring season has passed by before we have got rid of winter.
But of books there have been only three this spring :(—

‘‘ The Golden Bowl,”’ by Henry James.

‘‘ The Secret Woman,’’ by Eden Phillpotts.

‘* De Profundis,’’ by Oscar Wilde.
And it speaks tomes for the enterprise of Messrs. Methuen that
all three issue from their press. This is truly an achievement !
Of ** The Secret Woman *’ I have already written ; it is a fine
piece of concentrated gloom. Of ‘* De Profundis,’’ surely the
most poignant of ‘‘ human documents,’’ one must write much
or nothing. It would be ridiculous to criticise in a few lines this
last cry of a fallen genius, which, apart from its human interest,
its wonderful freshness of theory, its depth so new to its writer,
must for all time stand out as a piece of almost perfect prose.
Nor can a minor critic say much of ** The Golden Bowl.”' One
knows the way of Henry James, and one likes it—or does not.
With him one must not talk of a plot so much as of a situation.
In this case a girl has married a Roman prince, who has an older
love in the background. This older love marries the girl’s
father, and the four live together. From that simple fact flows
a broken stream of intrigue so complicated as to baffle all but
the most attentive reader. ‘‘The Golden Bowl’’ is like
bridge : one does not see everything, and one must follow at
least two hypotheses at once.. But the effort is repaid by the

enjoyment of a comedy subtle beyond the ordinary, and of
dialogue that is always entertaining.
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T is commonly believed that spring, just as it draws up the
lovely flowers, also brings down a flood of fiction no less
beautiful. But—in a charming phrase—there are springs

and springs. This spring is of the inferior kind ; not, perhaps,
in nature, but in fiction. As to nature, we shall see ; for just as
Christmas Numbers blossom in the early autumn, so the fictional
spring season has passed by before we have got rid of winter.
But of books there have been only three this spring :—

‘* The Golden Bowl,”’ by Henry James.

‘‘ The Secret Woman,’’ by Eden Phillpotts.

‘* De Profundis,’’ by Oscar Wilde.
And it speaks tomes for the enterprise of Messrs. Methuen that
all three issue from their press. This is truly an achievement !
Of *“ The Secret Woman ’’ I have already written ; it is a fine
piece of concentrated gloom. Of ‘¢ De Profundis,’’ surely the
most poignant of ‘“ human documents,’”’ one must write much
or nothing. It would be ridiculous to criticise in a few lines this
last cry of a fallen genius, which, apart from its human interest,
its wonderful freshness of theory, its depth so new to its writer,
must for all time stand out as a piece of almost perfect prose.
Nor can a minor critic say much of ‘“ The Golden Bowl.”” One
knows the way of Henry James, and one likes it—or does not.
With him one must not talk of a plot so much as of a situation.
In this case a girl has married a Roman prince, who has an older
love in the background. This older love marries the girl’s

father, and the four live together. From that simple fact flows

a broken stream of intrigue so complicated as to baffle all but

the most attentive reader. ‘‘The Golden Bowl '’ is like
bridge : one does not see everything, and one must follow at

least two hypotheses at once.. But the effort is repaid by the
enjoyment 2019<03=18y slissén Wemen's Whiversitynkibraryand of
dialogue that is always entertaining.
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differing vastly in outwar

ander,

There

seems to be a very

“The Artistic  general tendency to accept
Temperament”  “De Profundis” as a genuine
human document, the heart-cry

of a penitent soul, and not merely a piece of splendid
literary simulation. It may be that the wish is
father of the thought, for we would all like to

think that its author had found in the bitter cup of

sorrow and shame a
medicine that purged his
soul of vanity and egotism,
leaving him humble and
contrite. While advancing
no opinion on this sub-
ject, I may be permitted
to point out that grief
and repentance have,
before now, been ex-
pressed in literature with-
out the author either
grieving or repenting.
What of Verlaine? Here
Was a man in many ways
resembling Wilde, though

never an obvious effort to
of the ideal
that t}
things unlovely.

demeanour. Not even
Villon was more aban-
doned ; yet, think of it,
some of the finest devo-
tional  poetty - in the
French tongue is from
his pen. When he lay
for two years in Brussels
prison he was in daily
converse with the priest,
and wrote like g veritable
saint. Had he died soon

after, he had been re-

membered as a soul
regenerate ; but he lived
long years of shame with

reach up towards any one
s he had sung. The moral seems to be
he artistic temperament may abide willingly with
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literary simulation.
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medicine that purged his
soul of vanity and egotism,
leaving him humble and
contrite. While advancing
no opinion on this sub-
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to point out that grief
and repentance have,
before now, been ex-
pressed in literature with-
out the author either
grieving or repenting.
What of Verlaine? Here
Was a man in many ways
resembling Wilde, though
differing vastly in outward

demeanour. Not even
Villon was more aban-
doned ; yet, think of it,
some of the finest devo-
tional poetty  in the
French tongue is from
his pen. When he lay
for two years in Brussels
prison he was in daily
converse with the priest,
and wrote like a veritable
saint. Had he died soon
after, he had been re-
membered as a soul
regenerate; but he lived
long years of shame with |

never an obvious effort to reach up towards any one
of the ideals he had sung. The moral seems to be
that the artistic temperament may abide willingly with
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& Out of the Depths.—II.

Two promises have been made and must
now be redeemed. The first was to show the
fundamental flaw in the faith expressed in
De Profundis, and the second was to criti-
cise Pater’s teaching—a teaching which he
himself abandoned—about culture. But be-
fare doing so let us glance at one failure of
the book—I mean the failure to comprehend
Christ.” - 2 > g e

There is something wonderful and even
touching in the attraction which our Lord
had for this forlorn prisoner. The writer is
drawn to Christ, interested and perplexed by
Him; he feels a compulsion laid on him to
understand and explain.  Taught by suffer-
ing, he penetrates deep into the nature and
character of our Lord, about whom he says
many things that are irue and beautiful.
And yet in the end, in spite of all the in-
sight he displays, he fails, and fails lament-
ably, to comprehend. Art was for him the
supreme end, and Christ he looks on as a
charming work of art. He calls Renan’s
Vie de Jesus ‘that gracious fifth gospel.”
He speaks of Christ as ‘‘the precursor of
the romantic movement in life.” He says :—
“The world had always loved the saint as
teing the nearest possible approach to the
perfection of God.  Christ, thrcugh some
divine instinct in hini, seems to have always
loved the sinner as being the nesarest possible
approach to the perfection of man.” Here
was a man who needed Christ, and surely
‘needed salvation; he came and studied Jesus,
dered over Him; and yet the oune
does not see in our Lord is His
to save. Could any failure be more
? And his failure can only be attri-
that flaw of which I have spoken.
aks of Pater’s ‘‘ Renaissance,”’ the
erred to last week, and he calls it
book which has had such strange in-
nce over my life.”” How deeply influenced
was we cannot fail to observe in the fol-
ing passages: ** My only mistake was that
confined myself so exclusively to the trees
seemed to me the sunlit side of the

= on’t regret for a single
Z wing lived for pleasure. 1 did it
to the full, as cne sho

%

; ﬂm~5mmqﬁm¢¥Mt
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 prim-
rose path to the sound of flutes. I lived on
honeycomb. But to have continued the same
life would have been m’ax}ﬁ; because it would
" have been limiting” ; ‘“The artistic life is
" simply self-development. Humility in the
artist is his frank acceptance of all ex-
periences.” I have italicised three phrases in
these quotations, because the{x bring us to
the heart of the matter. “I don’t regret
~having lived for pleasure.”” Here indeed is a
1, new style. The ot Christ’s
nly one confession to make when
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he came t6 himself: “ Father, I ‘have
sinned”’ ; but this one justifies himself—ha

does not regret.

Here, then, is the outcome

of the teaching of Pater ; it has destroyed

the sense of sin,

right’and wrong,
bulwark of the
only art, art for

The old distinction between:
a distinction which was the
soul’s life, has gone, and
art’s sake, remains. Here

is the reason why the writer cannot compre-

hend Christ. Th
him ¢

e teaching of our Lord is to

‘a very lovely song of one that hath a

pleasant voice, and can play well upon an in-
strument.’” 1t never reaches his conscience ;

- for him nothing

is right, nothing is wrong.

Whatever happens is an experience of the

soul, and it 15

_through every kind

goed for the soul to pass
of experience. To taste

- pleasure is an experience not to he regretted ;

to go to prison is an experience, not perhaps
to ﬁ sought, and yet not to be despised.
Pater’s %%spel of culture, by which this man

ordered his life,

is the quintessence of sel-

fishness, and culture that is so learned ends
in corruption. Pater would have been horri-
fied at the thought, which is none the less
true, that his teaching had brought about
- such results.  This prison cell was its logical
outcome, this ruined life its sufficient con-

demnation,

Happily we live to-day in a purer atmo-
sphere. We have begun to understand that
‘when he have explained how conscience came

to be we are not

therefore justified in declar-

~ing that it did not come from Goed. We are
“busy rediscovering that old distinction be-
tween right and wrong, the ignoring of which
brings a soul into the depths, We are begin-
ning once more to realice that there are many

experiences it is

good for man to avoid, and

that such experiences leave a stain upon the
soul. The apple of the knowledge of good and

evil may seem very

tempting, but we know

now that it we yield to the temptation we
must ha cast out of Paradise, and find that
our way back is barred by the flaming sword.
We know now that the word sin '’ is not to
be explained away, is not so easily expunged

Jour vecabulary. Over against this man’s
1 don’t regret” “we must set the ancient
E?yi,ﬁ‘g; “The soul that sinneth, it shall
die : ; ; :

I said these causeﬁes were. 1'105 to be theo-
- logical in standpoint ; some will be saying that

I have failed to keep

my promise. True, sin

is much and often spoken of in theological
treatises ; but it is also a fact of life; if we
leave this fact out of our :éalculat‘iﬁ;q} the
answer will always come out wrong. It is sin
which brings a man down into the depths ;
nor can he hope to win his way to the light
until he humbly confesses the wrong he has
. done. For what was it that the soul cried
‘“out of the ,defptfhs_”? :
shouldst mark iniquity,
stand? But there is for|

This man cried

sought no fﬁr'{zweness of sin 3 and so, although
!

| it seems cruel to
i hend Christ,

say it, he failed to compre-
) Siy
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THE W@RLD GRIEF
vaamwsou -

I have spoken of the joy ‘of life, of the glaév..
ne%s of a epring moraing, and the exhilaration
i brea..hes throagh the countryside; yet
1S a sorrow which' fills all the carth, and
t Germans call the world-grief. Our
scattered with ‘broken and almost:,
. ‘lives, our cities echo with the wa:hngs 5
“of *ht(@le children, and in every alley we héar the
(o{d haﬁnﬁng cry of woe. This i
des of life which we love an-
—nay, it is even revolting ; we shudder
ss on.  Those who have hm?dthe cry of
wolf, and ha ‘made themselves acquainted
with the language of the untamed creatures of
the w:ld , will understand whzt. I mean when X

a.naot b!ot out. from the fwehM of :
the awful symbol of his disgrace. Modern
5bcmby as agreed to put Cain out of 1ts sight,”
thus to fﬁrg’et his exlstence it xs in our

1l cfes ted- mmgs :
‘stirs the whole world of thaugh&
W does ‘not vxbmt.e, m terrible

 one must understand sorrow,
only when the haa.m has re




s Essex County Chroniele




sex - Coun 'i;,v' Chronicle

G
Ess

follows that the poor in mahy cases are wiser
in their koowledge‘'of mankind than the rich,
for their sorrow is greater. “They are more
(charitable, more kind, more sensitive than we |
are. In their eyes prison is a tragedy in a '
~man’s life, a misfortune, a casnalty, something |
‘ that calls for sympathy in others, They speak
tof one who is in prison as one who is *in |
‘trouble’ simply. It is a phrase they always
Et\l_sé; ‘and the expression has the perfect wisdom
“of love in it.” s o
= mE LR :
t Oscar, Wilde goes on to point out how
oveless we of the middle-classes, despite all our
ted philanthropy, really are. The wretched
‘man. who has fallen, and whom society has:
punished, is henceforth a pariah and an outcast.
~All the old friendly doors are shut against him.
The face which once ‘welcomed him with a
smile is now turned away; a great guif divides

=

him from all that he once was: and is no |
;Ege “who will help him to forget his disgrace.
‘How strange it is to hear the brilliant cynic of
" the. p}ay-bpardsjta)king»thus compassiona

omerged tenth,” and yet how e
s | ,»‘Tﬁi's'is'vyhat’ sorrow has done for him
 taught him some of “the perfect wisdom
? He, the cultivated genius of his age, |

_ the talented  lounger, has
| _COmiC "TO  see SOmeilmiLg miore
ul in the tender- consideration which

ists amongst the pbor than in the affected
~of the rich. He overcomes the first, ba
wg:h arose in his heart so that he c:

¥: “lam completely homeless and pen
t there are worse things in the w g

. 1 am quite candid when I say that,
than go out of this prison with bitterness
-b?amﬁagaeinstgﬁae world, I would gladly

“beg my bread from door to door. If |

1 have found myselt pacing ondon
streets, watching ~fhe¥‘n‘g;mle clerk ‘,rémming}iume
from the . stufiy office to his lonely sut rhan
lodgings, witnessing perhaps the low braw
o in the entrance to some slu
i ety of a little, hali-
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and all the great tragedy of the world-grief has
come before me in a flash. I have in an instant
of time apprehended what life really means for
some people, and I have been staggered. The
‘author of “De Profundis” has felt all this, for
he has suffered it all; yet he has found a
‘remedy for every evil in *the perfect wisdom |
; |

e

“of love.”
; B

“Thess ave things which we have all' felt from
me to time, and when one comes across a Ji 48
hich reveals the inmer soul of an un-
in the way in which “De Profundis” J

we are overwheimed with the awfuiness of
en’s lot. How are we to face these
ngs frankly and yet live our lives joyously ?

question wi : '

ch disgrace
“There is mo such disg
accounted unworthy to

‘apd thera is no greates
‘ an that
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MARCH 25 1905,

‘Saturday Review,

¢ DE-PROFUNDIS.
To the Editor of the SATURDAY REVIEW.

Edenham, Bourne, Lincs,
12 March, 1905.

SIR,—The different points of view from which different
people consider the same work of art are sometimes
amusing, and your correspondent Mr. A. E. Manning-
Foster shows in his letter that ¢ De Profundis ” has one
of the great essentials to a work of art : it is all things
to all men. For my part I do not think that Mr.
Cunninghame Graham’s notice of the book could be
improved. - Humility is certainly not * the most signi-
ficant point in the book ”, the significance attached to
it by the author is explained in the following sentences :
‘“ Had anyone told me of it, I would have rejected it.
Had it been brought to me, I would have refused it.

As I found it, I want to keep it.” There could not be
a more charming reason. If I were to attempt to find
in one phrase of this wonderful book the prevailing
note of the whole I should quote the words ** God made
the world just as much for me as for anyone else ”.

May I point out, in conclusion, that the description
of Renan’s ‘Vie de Jésus” as ‘‘that gracious fifth
gospel, the gospel according to S. Thomas”, seems
reminiscent of ‘‘la sincérité de la Vie de Jésus faisait
penser a une cinquitme Evangile, I'Evangile selon
Saint Thomas le Douteur ” ; a phrase which occurs in
‘‘ La Vie d’Ernest Renan ”, by Mary James Darmesteter.
There are many references to S. Thomas in Wilde’s
work, but it would be interesting to know that this is
only a coincidence.

I am, Sir, your obedient servant,

FREDERIC MANNING.
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to all men. For my part I do not think that Mr.
Cunninghame Graham’s notice of the book could be
improved. - Humility is certainly not *‘ the most signi-
ficant point in the book ”, the significance attached to
it by the author is explained in the following sentences :
‘“ Had anyone told me of it, I would have rejected it.
Had it been brought to me, I would have refused it.
As I found it, 1 want to keep it.” There could not be
a more charming reason. If I were to attempt to find
in one phrase of this wonderful book the prevailing
note of the whole I should quote the words *“ God made
the world just as much for me as for anyone else ”.

May I point out, in conclusion, that the description
of Renan’s “Vie de Jésus” as ‘“that gracious fifth
gospel, the gospel according to S. Thomas”, seems
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I am, Sir, your obedient servant,
2019-03-18  Jissen WomErRg DRIvErsit IABraAN G-
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