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“he efays called Inlentions have received the added
distinction of a translation into French by M. Joseph-
Renaud with an interesting biographical preface ; the
description by M. Joseph-Renaud, in fact, of the Iast
days of Mr. Oscar Wilde in Paris is far more realistic
than anything that I haye read :—

Certain soir, dans un bar du Boulevard des Italiens, un homme
Pauvrement vétu me demanda la Permission de s’asseoir i la table
voisine de la mienne, C'était M. Wilde.  Ogy plutét sa parodie
tragique, impitoyable | I, dandy A I'eeillet vert, 4 I'habit pour le

nee des duchesses, si riche, si beau, le grandy

» 1€ causeur surhumain, gonflait grotesquement
un vieux complet de la Belle Jardiniere. Ses mains étaient peu
soignées et ses manchettes en celluloid. Incapable d’écrire, le cer-
veau las il n'avait plus pour I'entendre chaque soir que des habitués
de bars qui, par curiosité, Iuj Payaient sa consommation !
restait de Lui que sa voix musicale et ses grands yeux bleus enfantins,
Je le revis plusieurs fois en le méme lieu. 1) manquait d'argent,
de vétements, d’amis vrais,
I quote the least tragic passage from g heartrending
story of crime and jts punishments which appropriately
ends with the words : “Sj M, Wilde fut coupable,
quelle expiation |

cannot agree, however, with M. Joseph-Renaud that
the Life of Oscar Wilde by Mr, Robert Sherard
which has Just been published by Greening is “a noble
work of art.” Tt js interesting but there is too much
in it of very maudlin sentimentality which can do
Wilde no possible good and does not in the least help

us to “place ” him in the world of Jetters, There is too

much about Mr. Sherard and not sufficient about
Mr. Wilde as a creative artist. Years hence
somebody may write 2 Life of Oscar Wilde which
will do much to give him his proper position,
which will almost ignore the whole of the sordid
story of his downfall, which will leave that part of his
life to the hack moralist of the pulpit and the press,
but which will dea] only with him as a writer of these
books, Sebastian Melmoth, Loems, and Intentions.
“Sebastian Melmoth,” by the way, was a pseudenym
assumed by Mr. Oscar Wilde during his last years
in Paris ; he derived it from a work by his grand-
uncle, Charles Maturin, the well-known noveljst
and dramatist who wrote Montorio, The Wiy
Lrish Boy, and Melmoth. Melmoth was a famous
book in its day and had great influence in France
as well as in England.  Readers of Maturin’s
career will see how painfully his life was reflected
in his grandnephew.
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“he e®Rays called /ntentions have received the added
distinction of a translation into French by M. Joseph-
Renaud with an interesting biographical preface ; the
description by M. Joseph-Renaud, in fact, of the last v
days of Mr. Oscar Wilde in Paris is far more realistic
than anything that I have read :—

Certain soir, dans un bar du Boulevard des Italiens, un homme

pauvrement vétu me demanda la permission de s’asseoir a la table
voisine de la mienne. C'était M. Wilde.. Ou plutét sa parodie
tragique, impitoyable ! Le dandy a I'eeillet vert, a I'habit pour le
pauvre, le maitre d’¢légance des duchesses, si riche, si beau, le grand,
pocte en prose et vers, le causeur surhumain, gonflait grotesquement
un vieux complet de la Belle Jardiniére. Ses mains étaient peu
soignées et ses manchettes en celluloid. Incapable d’écrire, le cer-
veau las il n'avait plus pour I'entendre chaque soir que des habitués
de bars qui, par curiosité, lui payaient sa consommation! Il ne
restait de Lui que sa voix musicale et ses grands yeux bleus enfantins.
Je le revis plusieurs fois en le méme lieu. Il manquait d'argent,
de vétements, d’amis vrais.
I quote the least tragic passage from a heartrending
story of crime and its punishments which appropriately
ends with the words: “Si M. Wilde fut coupable,
quelle expiation ! ”’

cannot agree, however, with M. Joseph-Renaud that
the Life of Oscar Wilde by Mr. Robert Sherard
which has just been published by Greening is “a noble
work of art.” It is interesting but there is too much
in it of very maudlin sentimentality which can do
Wilde no possible good and does not in the least help
us to “ place ” him in the world of letters. There is too
~ much about Mr. Sherard and not sufficient about
Mr. Wilde as a creative artist. Years hence
somebody may write a Life of Oscar Wilde which

will do much to give him his proper position,
which will almost ignore the whole of the sordid
story of his downfall, which will leave that part of his

life to the hack moralist of the pulpit and the press,

but which will deal only with him as a writer of these
books, Sebastian Melmoth, Poems,and Intentions.

‘ Sebastian Melmoth,” by the way, was a pseudonym
assumed by Mr. Oscar Wilde during his last years

in Paris ; he derived it from a work by his grand-
uncle, Charles Maturin, the well-known novelist

and dramatist who wrote Aontorio, The Wild
lrish Boy, and Melmoth. Melmoth was a famous
book in its day and had great influence in France

as well as in England. Readers of Maturin’s

career WP 1p3a8 Jissen Wonlen's! University Library 151
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Mr. Humphreys publishes the book bearing’ the

simple title, Sebastian Melmoth. 1t con-
tains all the aphorisms, the wise and witty sayings,
of Wilde’s life ; many things here are flippant and.
frivolous, but that the book is a classic of a kind I
have not the faintest doubt. It is nearly always
futility to venture to suggest what a future age
may read, but it is at least a harmless amusement
to attempt to forecast it ; and it seems to me quite
possible that Sebastian Melmoth may be taken
as one of the most lucid expressions of the point of
view of the “intellectuals” in the last years of the
Victorian era—the years which saw the reaction
from the strenuous life under which those had
lived whose favourite reading had been Carlyle
and Ruskin, Tennyson and Browning.
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ot enough has been said, I think, of Oscar
Wilde’s critical gifts as put before us in
Intentions. They are full, it seems to me, of one
kind of talent, while the Poems are full of yet
another. The volume produced by Mr. Mosher
contains the Newdigate Prize Poem, “ Ravenna,”
the whole of the volume called ¢ Poems,” originally
published by David Bogue in 1881 ; thirdly, we
have ¢ The Sphinx?”; and fourthly, *‘ The Ballad
of Reading Gaol.” Needless to say, the first half
of the book of verse is the best—the poems written in

that early time of aspiration that might have made a
great man :—

Methinks my life is a twice-written scroll
Scrawled over on some boyish holiday
With idle songs for pipe and virelay,

‘Which do but mar the secret of the whole.
Surely there was a time I might have trod

The sunlit heights, and from life’s dissonance
Struck one clear chord to reach the ears of God.




Mr‘ Humphreys publishes the book bearing’ the

simple title, Sebastian Melmoth. 1t con-
tains all the aphorisms, the wise and witty sayings,
of Wilde’s life ; many things here are flippant and.
frivolous, but that the book is a classic of a kind I
have not the faintest doubt. It is nearly always
futility to venture to suggest what a future age
may read, but it is at least a harmless amuasement
to attempt to forecast it ; and it seems to me quite
possible that Sebastian Melmot/: may be taken
as one of the most lucid expressions of the point of
view of the “intellectuals” in the last years of the
Victorian era—the years which saw the reaction
from the strenuous life under which those had
lived whose favourite reading had been Carlyle
and Ruskin, Tennyson and Browning.

Not enough has been said, I think, of Oscar
Wilde’s critical gifts as put before us in
Intentions. They are full, it seems to me, of one
kind of talent, while the Poems are full of yet
another. The volume produced by Mr. Mosher
contains the Newdigate Prize Poem, “ Ravenna,”
the whole of the volume called ¢ Poems,” originally
published by David Bogue in 1831 ; thirdly, we
have ¢ The Sphinx”; and fourthly, “The Ballad
of Reading Gaol.” Needless to say, the first half
of the book of verse is the best—the poems written in
that early time of aspiration that might have made a
great man :—
Methinks my life is a twice-written scroll
Scrawled over on some boyish holiday
With idle songs for pipe and virelay,
Which do but mar the secret of the whole.
Surely there was a time I might have trod
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Struck one clear chord to reach the ears of God.
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OXFORD MAGAZINE .22 February,1905.
i - MISCELLANEOUS.

De Profundis. By Oscar Wilde. (London : Methuen & Co.) 55 net.
‘A reflective and introspective essay written during imprisonment, now
- published by Mr. Robert Ross, ~ ~ S

Wilde, Oscar, De Profundis. Methuen, 5/0 net. (A long letter. written
from prison, setting out the changes in the author’s view of life, his

new understanding of the mea;ling and use of sorrow, and his pﬁ,n’silﬁﬁ
the future. KEdited, with a preface, by Mr. Robert Ross.)

_De Profundis.” By Oscar Wilde. (Methuen, ss. net.)
Written by the author in prison, with a preface by Mr. Robert
Ross containing a letter from the author on the book.

The first edition of ‘‘ De Profundis,” by
Oscar Wilde, one of the most remarkable
books of recent years, is already exhausted,
and a second edition issued. - 5s. net. '

A melancholy interest attaches to the publi-
cation of ‘“De Profundis,”’ by Oscar 'CEilde,
which Messrs. Methuen have just published
at 55. net. A man of undoubted genius and of
~varied accomplishments, it is sad to remember
‘that he made himself an outcast from society.
This book was written during his two years’
imprisonment, and gives expression to the
philosophy which he evolved during that

~period. The large paper copies were all taken
up before publication, and are already at a
fremium, and the first impression at 5s. looks

ike soon becoming & second or third.
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OXFORD MAGAZINE .22 February,1905.
: - MISCELLANEOUS.
De Profundis. Oscar Wilde. (London: Methuen & Co.) 5s. net.
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A reflective Mm&lmmtatvlubmmgssonment, now
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Wilde, Oscar, De Profundis. Methuen, 5/0 net. (A long lette i
from prison, setting out the changes in the atfthor’s g.view o? l;g,ml:fiﬁ

o undgpsxgﬁgﬁi_g‘iﬁﬁﬂemm University Library and 1156)1aus for

_the future. Kdited, with a preface, by Mr. Robert Ross.)
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De Profundis. Osgcar Wilde. = (Methuen 55 net.
Written byzéié? Wo wen'sniversity Libran:e 167 i1 Roberz
Ross containing a letter from the author on the book.
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Th e Newsagent,

OThe %‘St edition of ‘*De Profundis,” by
sar \JigSen20een@8s18Aiver S i eﬁyrk&b‘e
books of recent years, is a.{rea. y'gex austed,
a,'l},d a second edition issued. 5s. net.
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A melancholy interest attaches to the publi-
cation of ¢ De Profundis,”’ by Oscar Wilde,
which Messrs. Methuen have just published
at 58. net. A man of undoubted genius and of
varied accomplishments, it is sad to remember
‘that he made himself an outcast from society.
This book was written during his two years’
imprisonment, and gives expression to the

philosophy which he evolved during that
period. The large paper copies were all taken

up bef W ) y at a
premiug?san eggrgslbem%{‘es g’n at 8. looks

like soon becoming a second or third.
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Nineteenth Century

NINETEENTH CENTURY

Wriﬁng of the Son of Man, the author of De Profundis' says :

He could not stand stupid people, especially those who are made stupid by

~ education ; people who are full of opinions, not one of which they even under-

stand, a peculiarly modern type. . . . His chief war was against the Philistines.
That is the war every child of light has to wage. Philistinism was the note of
the age and community in which He lived. In their heavy inaccessibility to
ideas, their dull respectability, their tedious orthodoxy, their worship of vulgar
suceess, their entire preoccupation with the gross, materialistic side of life, and
their ridiculous estimate of themselves and their importance, the Jews of Jeru-
salem in Christ’s day were the exact counterpart of the British Philistines of
our own. Christ mocked at the ¢ whited sepulchre ’ of respectability. . . . He
pointed out that forms and ceremonies were made for man, not man for forms
and ceremonies. . . . The cold philanthropies, the ostentatious public charities,

the tedious formalisms so dear to the middle-class mind, He exposed with utter :

and relentless scorn. . . . He took a keen pleasure in pointing out to them that
though they were always reading the Law and the Prophets, they had not really
the smallest idea of what either of them meant.

Two or three lines on the much-used and much-abused word
¢ Philistine > will be in place; and then we may perhaps consider
whither these reflections lead us.

The Philistine element in life is not the failure to understand art. . .
Fishermen, shepherds, ploughboys, peasants, and the like, know nothing about
‘art, and are the very salt of the earth. He is the Philistine who upholds and
aids the heavy, cumbrous, blind, mechanical forces of society, and who does not
recognise dynamic force when he meets it in a man or a movement.

Ten years have elapsed. Well-nigh a generation of the world of
thought has passed away since the author of De Profundis disappeared
into the depth of ignominy, from which he could write :

Prosperity, pleasure, and success may be rough of grain and common in fibre,
but sorrow is the most sensitive of all created things. . . . Where there is
sorrow there is holy ground.

The book is written throughout in this exalted and purified strain.
One reads with astonishment. Is it possible that the same hand
wrote this, and also wrote some other things that we may remember ?
It is possible ; it is the fact. We may even echo, without misgiving,
the vietim’s cry at the discovery of his nascent spiritual life : ¢ What a

! De Profundis, by Oscar Wilde (London ; Methuen, 1905), p. 106.




Nineteenth Century
NINETEEN TH CEN S URY

E?z', 1905

SOME NOTICEABLE BOOKS

Writing of the Son of Man, the author of De Profundis’ says :

He could not stand stupid people, especially those who are made stupid by

~ education ; people who are full of opinions, not one of which they even under-
stand, a peculiarly modern type. . . . His chief war was against the Philistines.
That is the war every child of light has to wage. Philistinism was the note of
the age and community in which He lived. In their heavy inaccessibility to
ideas, their dull respectability, their tedious orthodoxy, their worship of vulgar
suceess, their entire preoccupation with the gross, materialistic side of life, and
their ridiculous estimate of themselves and their importance, the Jews of Jeru-
salem in Christ’s day were the exact counterpart of the British Philistines of
our own. Christ mocked at the ¢ whited sepulchre ’ of respectability. . He
pointed out that forms and ceremonies were made for man, not man for forms
and ceremonies. . . . The cold philanthropies, the ostentatious public charities,

the tedious formalisms so dear to the middle-class mind, He exposed with utter
and relentless scorn. . . . He took a keen pleasure in pointing out to them that
though they were always reading the Law and the Prophets, they had not really
the smallest idea of what either of them meant.

Two or three lines on the much-used and much-abused word
¢ Philistine > will be in place; and then we may perhaps consider
whither these reflections lead us.

The Philistine element in life is not the failure to understand art. . .
Fishermen, shepherds, ploughboys, peasants, and the like, know nothing about
‘art, and are the very salt of the earth. He is the Philistine who upholds and
aids the heavy, cumbrous, blind, mechanical forces of society, and who does not
recognise dynamic force when he meets it in a man or a movement.

Ten years have elapsed. Well-nigh a generation of the world of
thought has passed away since the author of De Profundis disappeared
into the depth of ignominy, from which he could write :

Prosperity, pleasure, and success may be rough of grain and common in fibre,
but sorrow is the most sensitive of all created things. . . . Where there is
sorrow there is holy ground.

The book is written throughout in this exalted and purified strain.
One reads with astonishment. Is it possible that the same hand
wrote this, and also wrote some other things that we may remember ?
It is possible ; it is the fact. We may even echo, without misgiving,
the vietim’s cry at the discovery of his nascent spiritual life :  What a
wonderful beginning :
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Daily Mirror

March 3, I905.

TRHTH AT LAST

Gscar Wﬂde’s Repentance Not a
Ftash in the Pan.

{
|
|

HIS L&ST BAYS

Pathetec Picture w thn Fuﬂen Gemus
*Bppresusd by B:gter llmon&s.

Graduaﬂy Sha tsue and ﬁathehc story of Oscar
Wilde’s last days is,rmaa out,

The publication of the book he composed in
 prison—the book in which he wrote his repentance
: largg for all the world te, know—has unloosed
: meml pens. '!.‘I; heartless theory that his humi-

and that his life, after he

gave the lie to what he had

ritien ‘in such touehi words, has been shown

'toY faISe, ‘malicious, - -

Ttisa picture of*?iﬁfui mpen that we have of a
L] lord of langnage » as he rightly called himself, {

* unable to foliow his occupation of © writing beauti-
ful phrases ** because whenever he sat down quietly |
it mind was disturbed by rccollectmns of !

is brain refused to do anythmg but |

1pon the ﬁfipertunihes he had thrown away,.
But it is ot a picture which in any way suggests
hynocnsy, or any departtm: from the mental atti-
tude wﬁich he descnbed in his book. 2

A DRUAM WHIOH HIVIB OAM! TRUE.

At the cnd of “De I’tiihmdm" (“ Out of the
. Depths ) he said:i—

Society, as we have constxtuted it, will have
no place for me, has none to- offer ; but Nature,
whose sweet ains fall on unjust and just alike,

~ will have clefts in the rocks where I may hide
and secret vaﬂeys m whos: silence I may weep
undisturbed,

She will hang the nxght vmh stars, so that I
may walk ‘abroad in the darkness without
stumbling, and send the wind over my foot-
prints so that none may track me to my hurt;
she will cleanse me in great waters, and w:th
bitter hexbs make me whole. e

Alas! his ‘dream w"’
found he could not by
too hard in upo:; 1
Aea; ”‘gxes were paral; sed o
“ from the pamful e kmgg.of h:s mmd
ing H\"E:!’ g Setid
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‘By far the best articles that have ever appeared
on his life after release are now being published | |
_in the “St. James’s Gazett.e > The writer was a
closc personal friend, one “of the two who pazd
for his funeral, in fact. He dxsposes entirely of
ithe idea that Wﬁde had a mxserabie, scrdbd
poverty-strxcken hfe in Paris.

He had an mcume “of £400 a vear and numbm
of fnemjs He talked better than e\fcrm h!s
two yeara’ smm the worl

atxon wgs nchef more h 4 a);f gcl~ =]
a higher intellectual level.”
On therwimle, ht was fairly happy dumg ﬂ‘

bmaﬁem ﬁg,dmddmcast.
kzep his smnts uv only hy exeh&m

er of _howeve:, thznks tka&
ld have wntten if he,ﬁad been more in th&

iratios of a m&hehc audlenee, and he
e 'ccxaiiy' ﬁm;hauceohhesmartand

sﬁm& !emmmccmees et !nm‘ “a m. !
mterqst in the sorrows m&: troubles of e{he:r
s, and commented fiercely
i the bwtalxty of the prison syste
ﬁigmxsszd for U

¥

) cryuig from

‘He made fﬂends ot thi‘! wazéexs, too, aﬁd ﬂi‘!
them r% iny little kindnesses. He m: -

£ their dls&argb of their har

towards him. knew they
ments of the systc;m 2

‘When his hai c
very kgcnly :
me,” he cried p;tcbuﬂ =
symbol of his shame. :
ment whatcirer agamgt tbewat_

Daily Mirror
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Daily Mirror

i ‘
[ There was a very sad scene in Reading Gaol
i when Mrs. Wilde went there with her solicitor to
{'lake apers connected with the divorce suit which
her friends forced her to bring against him, =
~ She did not wish her husband to see her, but,

e solicitor was with him, she was gripped

‘erwhe desire to look for the last time

.
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WHY THE PRISON REGULA-
1{19133 WERE RELAXED.

“is part of theﬁmdvem‘ent
of the book’s publxcancn,
ok

2 prmlegc of w‘tmng as'

“His - fnends regresentedl
y been 1

1§en ﬂzgujan %
yrisoners are not alIc:wed to take
n what they have written m their
xSmctT,yé the MS. of “De Profundis > ought
~remained amon e a:diwes of IEeadmg

p rtnight, that there is i bt
about ‘the whole of ﬂr:%ook ‘having wggwrdgm
‘ by Oscar Wﬂde dunng the ume he Was'm prison.

s = i & e
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FAC-SIMILE PAGE OF OSCAR WILbE’S BOOK, “DE PROFUNDIS.”

All Doubts as to Its Authorship,.and as fo Its Being Written in Prison, Finally Cleared Up.

SM/ D OO 7CE X T@acla, Sxa , = Wnn:‘;;
Zuw o DA, o/ a2 d 75 E e 'pna:'t‘_{ gn }é‘,q;..w
./ CHAL M reD Jorrws: ao &%h:f 5 Che-._.D k‘:d '..J A«ai
‘Z.,/x. J tese€ias 7-' tpnea /Zan a- e gl ﬁa—‘;,-'.x—'eg_,ﬁ
Gra? Ml S OB s 4 S LS

3 : - /Cf..o Sa 2 2 q’:‘\Jn Lo g JWA‘.% i
;e MoP ~— (S = o = - ‘MM’W ))s,_
: Lo A res €t 4= = UA"& “woved 8@. * Z«.o&

B oma Teaflai She - e G wz%e‘ - i
am™

/: -~
o /lan

o Goo 4 La

atlse
Aas gu.u Aen L p aes d_to- @ D kame‘&:)\[z;:/f_‘,p. Fotote

g = ,
Lo Aare, 2p0l 7Ca h\—laea_‘_cl-ff Aoucs
/n; [~ TP ) M.L:-a# 80 t‘ mmrw_}l——

1

Mo Rnive bac. »o? Zl' #CQH—;—% Pocers ;%

The passage above reads as follows :—“Sorrow, then, and all that it teaches one, is my new world. I used to live entirely for pleasure.
I shunned sorrow'and suffering of every kind. 1 hated both. I resolved to ignore them as far as possible—to treat them, that is to

say, as modes of imperfection. They were not part of my scheme of life. They had no place in my philosophy. My mother whq knew
life as a whole, used often to quote to me Goethe’s lines, written by Car]y]e in a book he had given her years ago, and translated
by him, I hnm also :—

“Who never ate his bread in sorrow,
Who never spent the midnight hours
Weeping and waiting for the morrow—

2019-03-18 Hle know gissen Womehs Uriversity Library
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Christian World

DR. AKED’S RETURN.

SDn. €.¥. Axmp is back from Davos Platz,
quiite cured ha “hop tlns and hu

> his eottage a.ﬁ'"New

mhﬁeﬂ?us ministry at

gunday, preaching in tbe mornmg
Srowded congregation, which welbomod hhn
to his pulpit again., He G:n
“yigorous (though the fx\si:—gx:«y-m?l hair tells
its tale of recent suﬁgmng), and he preached
in a strong voice, with much animation and
without apparent fatigue. For the present
Dr. Aked wisely restricts his en, nts to

his own chureh, wheredgo preach on '
Sunday mornmgs, and; oaae a month at the
opular eve _service. This falls next
gunda subject will be the late

Oscar 11d ‘De Profundis.’
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DR AKED'S RETURN. |
Dr. €. F. Axnp is back from Davos Platz,
quiite mred ha hog this tune, and has
Schatza bl cottage at Now be oAy
o) He |

fis munstry at Pembroke Chapel on_
Sunday, preach % the morning to
cro congregation, wluck welbomed him
‘to his pulpit again He looks stout and:
"Vixotous (though bhe fast-gre hair tells .
_its tale of recent suffenng), and e preached |
in tx; stzong voxeeé ;néh mucli a.mglatmn an%
‘withou a.pparen a or the present
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Canon Beeching, in a sermon preached yesterdsy in[
Westminster Abbey, on “The Sinlessness of Christ,”
from the text ““ Why callest thou Me good?” (St.
Mark x., 18),referred to Oscar Wilde’s ‘“ De Profmmdis.”’ He {
said :—One wonders sometimes if Englishmen have given |
up reading their Gospels. A book has lately appeared
which presents a caricature of the portrait of Christ, and |
esyeclally a tra.vestyof His doctrine about sin, tha,tm;
quite and with one or two honourable excep-

| tions the dmlyami weekly Press have praised the book
| enthusiastically, and especially the study it gives of the
character of Christ ; whereas, if that picture were truo,
the Pharisees wore i ht when ﬂ:eysaxdofH.\mthatHe
cast outdevﬂs through Beelzebub, and the were
right in sendin metodea,thaaperveztero thefpeople.
wntetof book, who is dead, was a man of excep-
t.mml literary talent, who fell into dxsgmoe and whether
xt xs pxty for his sad fate or admiration of his style in
thathascasts upon the reviewers and

b them to his memngloannotsay,butldo
saytheyhave not done their duty to English society by
lauding the book as they have done, without ixnng
ts and guardians some hint that it preaches a
octrine of sin which, if taken into romantic and impres-
sionable hearts, will send them qmck]ydowntbamadto,
shame, The chief pomt on which the writer fixesis
' Christ’s behaviour to the sinmers ;- and his theory is that |
Christ consorted with them because He feund them more

than the good le, who id.
“'I.'het\?cild,’hessys “mﬁf ﬂzesmas
bein the nearestpossﬁa roach bothoperfectmnof

3 Christ, throngh some Divine instinct in Him, seems
to hava always loved the sinmer as being the nearest |
possible approach to the perfection of man. To turnan
interesting thief into a tedioums honest man was not His
aim., Butinamannernot yet understood of the
world He regardad sin and suffering as being in them-

. selves beautiful and holy things, and modes of per-
fection.” It seems to have struck the writer at this
point that our Lord had himself explained that He con- |
sorted with sinners, as a physician with themck,t.oesll|
e i e T e B i
er must —Simp otherwise

he would be unable to realize what he had done.” In |
other words, a8 man is the better for any sort of |
emotional experience, when it is past, because heis |
fertmzed by 1t as i)y a cmp of wild oats ; a form of |
pg which Tennyson in * In Memoriam  well |
rod a2 Procuress to the Lords of Hell.’ ?? Buf,i

absohxta)y shamel unabashed as

hexs, doesnot lnnt thstChthaméal gainedHnmoral ?
| beauty by slm:igﬁ dﬁofwoemthexrawho
‘ca.ll evxluiood goodevﬂ,‘for uspowom of the]

b tmthemo%fcﬂold?g 2 d”
wedestroy very meaning of goodness sz
parfonedthemnofthemmwho tthmstmnblm |
block in the way of simple,m JHQ shxeldour;
boys and young men from that
way to perfection lies through sm.
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Canon Beeching, in a sermon preached yesterdsy in’
Westminster Abbey, on ‘“The Sinlessness of Christ,”
from the text ““ Why callest thou Me good ?”’ (St.
Mark x., 18),referred to Oscar Wilde’s ¢ De Profundis.”” He
said :—One wonders sometimes if En men have given | 1
up reading their Gospels. A book lately appeared |
which presents a caricature of the portrait of Christ, and |
‘especlally a tmvestyof His doctrine about sin, t-hatxsv
quite astonishing ; and with one or two honourable excep-
| tions the daily and weekly Press have praised the book
‘ enthusiastically, snd especially the study it gives of the
eh&ncter of Christ ; whereas, if that picture were true,

the Pharisees were nght. when they saxd of Hnntlmtﬁe
casttont devils tﬁrou%‘l)x dBeekebub, and the l
right in sending Him to death asa perverter of th e
wnterof book, who is dead, wuamano eop
tional literary talent, who fell into dmgnce ; and whether
it is pity for his sad fate or admiration of his style in
writing that has cast a spell upon the reviewers and
bli themtohmmemnilmnotsay,butldo
say they have not done their duty to Enghsh society by
lauding the book as they have dems, without giving
ts and guardians some hint that it preaches a
octrine of sin which, if taken into romantic and impres-
sionable hearts, will send them qmcklydownthsroadto
shame, The chief pomt on which the wrimﬂxesm‘
' Christ’s behaviour to the sinmers ;- and his theory is that |
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possible approach to the perfection of man. To turn an
interesting thief into a tedious honest man was not His
aim, But mamaxmernot yet understood of the
world He regarded sin and suffering as being in them-
. selves beautiful and holy things, and modes of per-
fection.” It seems co have struck the writer at this
‘pointtm our Lord had himself explained that He con-
Isorhed with sinners, a3 a physician with the sick, to call
them to repmtmoe.b&orhe oes on :—““ Of course the

other words, a man is the better for any sort of |
emotional experience whunltlspalt,becaumhels
;mmnz;gyby it ms crop 3fgnii[oa.h sfon:vgﬁ
SO whi on emoriam ’’
characterized as ¢ Procnmsstothe Lords of Hell.” > But
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Ms on Oscar Wilde. —

y

|
¥ Canon Beechmg, in his sermon at the Abbey
on Sunday, passed a severe condemnation on
the late Oscar Wilde's book, “De. Profundis.”
Ho said: “A book has lately appeared which
presents a caricature of the portrait of Christ,
“es«pecxa,ﬂy a travesty of His doctrine about
sin, that is quite astonishing; and ‘with one
or two Mourab‘le _exceptions the _daily and
weekly Press have praised the book enthusi-
astically, and especially the tudy it gives of
the character ¢ of Christ; where is if that pic-
‘ure were true, the Pharisees were right when
they xa’ia; d Hm that He cast out devils
§ b, and the priests were right
in m&mzﬁim boﬁeath as a pervertet oil%ge

3 Abdatk, tz’bo is dead
, “was a man of exce;_:tma

in¢ writi fhat has cast a
1 reviewers, and b inded them to his
‘meaning, I cannot say; but I do say they have
not.done their duty to English society by laud-
3 as they have done, without giving |
Euardzans‘ some hint that it |
octrine of sin, which, if taken into
[ Lm,p:esaenahie hearts, will send |
down : d shame. ’ﬁxe

bls that
because found
than the geod mple
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«DE PROFUNDIS” CRITICISED.
The merits of Osecar Wilde’s  De Profundis ”’

were discussed at St. Ann’s Church, Man-

chester, by the Rev. Paul Bull; in the course of
a sermon to men.  The preacher &id nss
know why the book was so named, for there
was nothing deep in it except the author’s
profound agotism. It contained the last con-
fessions of a shallow soul. The author said
he had surrounded himself ¢ with smaller
natures and meaner minds.”? ‘I don’t think

ho could,” said Mr. Bull. “I cannot con-

ceive how the poor fallen ereature could ever
speak of other matures and minds as smallex

and meaner.’”>
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