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Xplot?va says

A OTPAKTIK? BIBA?0 aT? VoV TOA? ayaTn U0 cuyypa@?a. O Wilde £8? Eeyupvvel TNV YPux? Tou
KOl Jo¢ OE?XVEL TI?p0 TOL TT?00 TOAQVTO?X0G GLYYPAP?UC VAL, TO TI?00 VA ?200NTOC KAl
TOA?TAELPOC VOPWTIOC ENVAL. AK?UA KOI OV € CUMQPUVE? K201 0C UE TIC ATTAPEIC TOU ? TOV TP?TO
{W?¢ TOU, OV UTIOPE? TIP? VA QPEBE? OTO HOVIK? YPAPIU? TOU KOl OTOV 3 1d0A 2N K200 ToU, ?XI
M0 o€ auT? 1O BIBA?0 TOU OAA? G€ A0 AVEEAIP?TWE TA ?pyd TOU. ATA? ATOAOUCTIK 2!

Mark says

In the letter Wilde wrote to his friend Robert Ross enclosing this extended essay he finishes with a beautiful
image

' On the other side of the prison wall there are some poor black soot-besmirched trees which are just breaking
out into buds of an almost shrill gren. | know quite well what they are going through. They are finding
expression ',

These lovely few sentences capture quite marveloudly the thrust of this book. It is an account of Wilde's re-
birth from in amidst the degradation and cruel shaming brought about by his arrest and imprisonment. From
out of the depths of his sorrow and bitterness you see the pushing upwards of a soul seeking to be at rights
with himself and the world. Thisis not an essay filled with witticisms or sharp aphorisms but it is, as he
might have said at another time, bejewelled with turns of phrase and ideas which realy move. His humility
and genuine acknowledgement of his own responsibilities does not lessen the sense of heartbreak that you
read betwen the lines.

"I grew careless of the lives of others. | tok pleasure where it pleased me and passed on. | forgot that every
little action of the common day makes or unmakes character.....i was no longer the captain of my soul, and
did not know it. .

This book is fascinating because you read Oscar Wilde's journey as he movesto afuller and freer wisdom
and the centrality of his sense of being in posession of his soul, hisreal self. It reminded me of that quotation
from Edith Wharton in ' The touchstone' where she writes something like' welivein our souls asif an
unmapped region asmall area of which we have cleared for our own habitation '. Wilde is struggling and
succeeding to take posession of more and more of his mysterious hinterland. A journey with an amazingly
open and honest guide.

At one point he writes of his plans for the next 18 months after his release, sadly thiswas all he was to have
before his death but he states that ' if i may not write beautiful books, | may at least read beautiful books; and
what joy can be greater '

Oscar, | couldn't have said it better myself




Panagiotis says

A&V TO BEWP? WG LI EPWTIK? EEOUOAANCN ? WC VA HLBICT?PNHUA OAA? WG LA Bloypa@?o Twv
TEAELTA WV XPAVWV TPV TNV QUAXKIG? TOU. Kol Va aT?0TIIOUA TIOU OV ?PECE. «VaA¢ VOPWToG
TIOU AQXTOP?El va' val K21l SIO@OPETIK? ATT? TOV EALT? TOL-UZA0C TOU KOIVOBOUA?0L ? ETITUXNUVOC
XOVOPZUTIOPOC OTIOIKI Y ? €€ 27XV JIKNY?P0C ? dIKOOT?C ? K?Tl €700V AVIAP?- TETUXAVEI TIVTOTE,
XWP?¢ €A ?PECN VA YVEL ALT? TIOL B7AEL. AUT? €A N TIMWP?0 TOV. AUTO? TIOU B7A0LV HU?0KA,
E01 AVAYKOOUAOL VO TNV GOPNVE.»

Paquita Maria Sanchez says

| am giving this alower rating than it technically deserves, due to some of my personal beliefs that are
important enough to me that | am unwilling to ignore them in areview where they are so entirely relevant to
the book at hand. As a piece of writing, it is several synonyms for luscious and tragically chest-stabby.
However, underneath the primary and quite applicable to post-3-decades-on-Earth-me themes of looking
back on many awasted year and regretting alot of the selfish and short-sighted decisions one makesin a
lifetime, there is Wilde's conclusions that faith in Jesus and rolling about in debilitating regret are the only
ways out of the pickle that is taking stock of your life. |'ve been hearing that bull for aslong as| can
remember and from a plethora of sources such as random Southerners, television shows, extended relatives,
teachers, etc, and the fact that even Oscar Wilde eventually drew such conclusions makes me feel more than
alittle bit doomed. So, Wilde's 5-star writing + a 0-grade on the final rounded up because the other students
in class did an even worse job = 3 stars. | hope my biasis clear, and that anyone reading this review knows
that if you don't find it niggling to be preached at, you would probably really enjoy this short, beautiful work.

Oh, onelast thought: if you think thisreview is freakim' emo, you should read the book. It makes my
grumble-mumbles ook like glittery rainbow unicorns.

Anastasia says

(4.5%)

> NTOUEC TEP?00I1, KOPT?G ANOC, TPPOECT] PUECWV EPWTNIU?TWY...2A0 CUVTEAON OTNV ATIOK ALY
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Astraea says
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Trevor says

It is funny how sometimes books come at you (and when | say you, | mean me), sometimes almost in
clusters. It isalmost like there really is a God and He has infinite knowledge of the universe and knows just
what it isthat you need to be thinking about right about now, except He is curiously shy and so He doesn’t
like to come right out with it and tell you directly what’s on His mind. So, instead, He leaves books lying
around in places where you are fairly likely to trip over them and then pick them up and think about them —
you know, it's been awhile since | read a book about someone rotting away in prison, | ought to read this...

Except, it hasn’t been awhile since | did anything of the sort. Only the other week | was reading another
perfectly good book written by a man who was rotting away in a perfectly good prison and that book also
had him thinking about the consolation given to him by philosophy. This book isn't too different from that
one (The Consolation of Philosophy Revised Edition). The big differenceis that this should probably be
called the consolation of art — but other than that | guess the message of both is much the same.

The Message is pretty much that we are alone in the world. If you areto live alife that isn’t acliché you
have to learn that most people don’t live their own lives, they live lives that should be bound by quotation
marks. “Most people are other people.” Wilde says himself. They think other people’ s thoughts, they mouth
whatever are the most popular opinions of the day, they watch the same stuff on television that everyone else
does and they can even put together sentences grouped into endless paragraphs on subjects of infinite
fascination as the merits of the computer generated graphics they saw in Avatar.

If you are going to live aworthwhile life (and isn't that the only question of any interest in the whole of
philosophy —which is probably why it is the one question modern philosophy seems to avoid) then Wilde's
adviceisto at least try to be yourself. He acknowledges that doing that is a hard thing — Christ, they might
even put you in gaol if you try that sort of thing — but the alternative is a much worse prison cell and one
where you are both prisoner and warder, where you turn the key that locks you in yourself.

Eliot, of course, was wrong — but being a poet he gets to be wrong as long as he is beautifully wrong. We
don’'t think of the key, each sitting in our prison thinking of the key asif that confirmed the prison — the most
frightening thing is that we don’t think of the key at all —we don’t think of the key because to think of the
key isto acknowledge the prison. And for most of us that istoo much to acknowledge. Prison? What prison?

But there is an escape plan. We are individuals and life is not the ordered, rational, scientifically verifiable
and graphed out hypothesis in fifteen variables that someone of the Enlightenment might have decided you



ought to think it is. Wilde sees the great conflict of the human soul as being that between Classicism and
Romanticism and in that conflict we need to take sides and the side Wilde takes is Romanticism. As he says,
“1 am one of those who is made for exceptions, not for laws”.

And let’ sfaceit, we do like our victims to find forgiveness for us after we have meted out our punishments
of them. Wilde even discovers Chrigt, in a sense —though, | think the Christ Wilde discoversisn't quite the
same Christ that many Christians would be familiar with. Thisis nhot Christ the punisher, Christ the faith-
healer or Christ the disappointed friend — but rather a Christ who is wise enough to use children as his
example to us of who we should strive to be like. Such a Christ is someone worthy of being followed.

Hiswas a Christ who was the lover of ignorant people, the protector of the exceptions, the defender of those
who might just prove to have a great idea.

I thought this was a remarkable book — and aterribly sad book too. Although in the end of this Wilde, like
Boethius, is not as hitter with his fate as he could so easily be, although he envisions afuture life that is not
dedicated to the pursuit solely of pleasure, but rather to alife that also acknowledges darker shades and
minor keys; art is seen as the means to free ourselves from the horrors this world presents us with dreadful, if
not predictable, regularity.

Thiswas aremarkable book — | found it incredibly moving and often painfully sad. | think, though, that it is
often good to be reminded of both the infinite harm we can cause to other people and aso the near perfect
gift we give that is contained in our simplest act of kindness. Thisredlly isalovely piece of writing.

The stuff on Hamlet is worth reading on its own — nothing is invariably good, and art must aso be included
in that — Hamlet creating the play within the play in which to watch the effect this causes is Hamlet the artist.
Hamlet’s madness is Haml et the actor. And this plays a great part in what is the tragedy of Hamlet.

Thisis, like so many of Wilde'sworks, full of quotable quotes and so here are a quick selection of some of
my favourites —

“There were Christians before Christ. For that we should be grateful. The unfortunate thing is that there have
been none since” —

“A man whose desire is to be something separate from himself, to be a member of parliament, or a successful
grocer, or a prominent solicitor, or ajudge, or something equally tedious, invariably succeeds in being what

he want to be. That is his punishment.” —

“1 must accept the fact that one is punished for the good as well as the evil that one does”.

LuisC. says

Two magnificent texts by Oscar Wilde, particularly poignant.

The Ballad of Reading Gaol, the same place where Wilde was imprisoned, tells the true story and drama of a
soldier sentenced for having murdered his wife.




De Profundisis along letter addressed to Lord Douglas by Oscar Wilde who reproaches him for having
abandoned him to hisfate.

Oscar Wilde, who had accustomed us to very beautiful reflections on life and his aesthetics, gives us here a
sort of last very moving testimony that will be published after his death in 1900.

Reckoner says

MiKPAPEVOCG, COPKOOTIKOC, TIOVEUEVOC O NOLAIAVT MAOCOEL, OTOXOLETAL, OVABEWPEL V1A OTI
a@opa TNV {wn , TN TEXVN KOl OTEVOUVEL Eva OPIHU 72KOTNYOPW" EVAVTIA OTNV TOUPITAVIKN NOIKN
N¢ BIKTWpIavng AyALOC, TOV 1810 TOV EPWHEVO TOU LE TOV AUECO,TOINTIKO KOl 1810QUN TOU AOYO
OVOLYEl TAANYEC TIOL OEV £X0UV OKOTIO VO ETIOVAWBOLY. KATW OTO TO HIKPOOKOTIO Badel KAl Tov 1310
TOV £0UTO TOU TPOCTIBWVTAC VA JIAXEIPIOTEL, TIC AOUVAMIEC, TIC AYWVIEC TOU, TO LOOC KAl
EXOVTOC WC OKOTIO TNV TPOCWTIKN TEAEIWON, TNV NPERIA KAl TNV yaAnvr. MNepvael "dla Tupog Kal
010N pov &EPOVTAC OTI "TO HOVO TIPOYUATIKO EAOTTWHO EIVOAL 1 ETATIOANIOTNTO KO I TG OTI HOBAIVEL
KOVEIG EIVAL VIO KOAO". EKEIVOC OVE EXEl OKOTIO VA TO KOVEI EVKOAO, CUVEIONTOTIOIEL OTI TPETEL VA
YEUTEL KOl TNV OAIYPn Yo va TPOXWPNOEl TPA TEPA. ZUYKAOVIOTIKOG !!!

leynes says

At the beginning of 2016, | read an abridged version of De Profundis. Alongside with The Importance of
Being Earnest, The Picture of Dorian Gray and Lord Arthur Savile's Crime, it was one of thefirst things|
read by Oscar Wilde and that made me utterly and irrevocably fall in love with him. After finishing the
abridged version, | dived into an extensive research on Oscar and uncovered the injustices he had to face
during his lifetime. So, the abridged version of thisletter solidified him as my trash child, and I'll forever be
grateful for that.

So I'm even more excited that over two years later | finally got around to reading the full letter and let me
tell you, the teais scalding hot in that one! Whilst the abridged version omitted almost all passagesin which
Oscar called out Bosie and his lowly ways, the full version hasit all. So many accusations, so many insults,
so much grief, so much heartbreak. Even though Oscar claimsit isn't o, thisletter isessentially alove
letter. Oscar claims that Bosie means nothing to him, that he has finally managed to break away ... oh, my
darling child, between the linesit’s so obvious how hurt, how fucking hurt, Oscar was that Bosie ignored

him during his imprisonment. Oscar desperately wanted to receive |etters from Bosie, be visited by him, have
his affection and love... and when after two years, he didn’'t hear or see anything, he fucking snapped.

| have said that behind sorrow thereisalways sorrow. It werewiser still to say that
behind sorrow thereisalwaysa soul. And to mock at a soul in pain isa dreadful thing.

De Profundisis not fun to read. It is absolutely heartbreaking. It's a demonstration of Oscar at hislow point,
you see the man for who heis, in the realest and rawest fashion; no mask to hide behind, no wit and snark to
concea hisvulnerability. The letter is deeply personal and makes you feel like a perverted intruder or
voyeur. These words weren’t meant for us but as the man for whom they were decided never to read them
(serioudly, fuck you, Bosie!) | think Oscar wouldn't feel so bad about the public having asharein his
suffering and feeling with and for him.



Oscar and Bosi€' s love story isatragic one. Not just due to the confinements of Victorian England that
rendered homosexual relationships as “indecent” and “gross’, also because the two of them, in my frank
judgement, didn’t belong together. Their relationship was bound to be fucked up. Oscar saw in Bosie the
man he always wanted to be, young, beautiful, rich, admired — he was unable to see Bosie for who he really
was due to hisidealisation of him. And Bosie sought in Oscar, well, a man that could provide for him,
financially and socially. Bosie loved the spotlight, he loved being at the side of a man who was hailed and
celebrated all over the country. As soon as Oscar’ s success dissolved, he no longer served a purpose for
Bosie.

Thisis not atale of star-crossed lovers. It's atale of two men who were bound to destroy one another. In De
Profundis, Oscar truthfully details their history and how he tried and continuously failed to cut off histiesto
Bosie. Oscar needed Bosie. He couldn’t let him go. The question arises whether Oscar, finally, needed to
destroy himself. Oscar was way ahead of histime; that becomes even more clear when you take into
consideration that he is more celebrated than ever in the 21st century. Just afew years back, the queen
pardoned him for his*“crimes’.

Apart from its subject matter, De Profundis isincredibly well written. | honestly cannot imagine Oscar
sitting down in his cell for months on end and coming up with such brilliancy. He famously states in that
letter: “1, once alord of language, have no wordsin which to express my anguish and my shame.” Oh,
honey, don't lie, the words are at your disposal as they always were. Oscar manages to be brutally honest yet
endearing in his appeal. He compares himself to his own creations, Dorian Gray in particular. Both “took
pleasure where it pleases me, and passed on.” Oscar is disgusted by his former self, his hedonism. Or at least
heclamsheis.

The thing that fucks me up the most about thisletter isthat it just shows the paradoxical nature of Oscar and
how he, ultimately, failed and didn’t fail to change hisways. Let me elaborate. | genuinely think that Oscar
became a“better” person after hisimprisonment. He finally managed to see the faultsin his excessive ways
and that he basically didn’'t give a shit about anyone apart from himself prior to 1895. | mean, | could go on a
tangent about how he mistreated his wife and how Constance deserved so much better, but we don’t have the
time.

After De Profundis, the only other two works that he published were “ Two Letters to the Daily Chronicle”,
in which he expressed his concern of the treatment of children in prisons, and “ The Ballad of Reading Goal”,
another appeal for the reform of conditionsin British prisons. Both works show Oscar’s gain of empathy and
that he was finally trying to do some good.

However, if you look at the bare facts of how he chose to lead hislife after hisrelease, | cannot help but
shake my head. Whilst he claimsin his letter that he'll refuse to see Bosie again (with the exception of one
meeting in which he'll pick up some of his stuff from him), one of the first things he did after his release was
going on along vacation with him. Ignoring Robbie Ross and all of the other people who actually stood by
his side during hisimprisonment, he ran back to Bosie as if it were nothing. Their liaison was cut off by
threats of cutting off their money. Both of them parted for afinal time.

And even though Oscar trashes greedy rich people in hisletter and reminds people to appreciate “less as
more”, he spent his salary of 150 pounds ayear (that he got from family and friends) on booze and
prostitutes. Of course, | understand that hisfall from grace fucked him up real good and he couldn’t make his
exile in Paris atrue home for him, and needed coping mechanism for all of hisfatal losses (lack of status, no
money, Bosie gone, Constance dead).



Society takesit upon itself theright to inflict appalling punishment on the individual, but
it also has the supreme vice of shallowness and failsto realise what it has done. When the
man's punishment is over, it leaves him to himself; that isto say, it abandons him a the
very moment when its highest duty towards him begins.

Oscar knew that “ society, as we have constituted it, will have no place for me, has none to offer;”
nonetheless, | can’t help but think that Oscar was definitely not a person who practiced what he preached.
He'll be forever my trash son, don’t get me wrong, but when you look at hislife after hisimprisonment, he
didn’t follow through with his resolutions from De Profundis.

The one thing that legit could make me cry for daysisthe fact that in his letter, Oscar still had so much hope
for the future, for him as an artist; he wanted to create. He genuinely thought he would write again. The fact
that he only managed to publish one narrative poem within the three years that he had |eft of hislife, makes
me incredibly sad. It's one of the reasons why | appreciate “Reading Goal” so much, it'll forever be my
favourite work of his.

For anyone who isinterested in Oscar, not just an artist but as a person, De Profundisis an essential read. It
gives you a unique insight into his mind and how he coped with hisfall from grace. Iniit, he claims that
Bosie kept him from being creative, that he didn’t finish anything during histime at his side (i.e. the
unfinished “A Florentine Tragedy” or “La Sainte Courtisane”). His words are vicious and ruthless. He wrote
certain passages simply to hurt Bosie, to finally evoke areaction from him. It s atestimony of their toxic
relationship, at the end of their time together both of them were left drained and hollow, yet couldn’t stay
away from one another.

Most people are other people. Their thoughts are some one else's opinions, their livesa
mimicry, their passions a quotation.

It'sahorrible |etter, really, and yet the most beautiful and important thing Oscar has ever written. We finally
see the man behind his mask, Oscar behind his constructed facade.

Teresa Proenca says

"(...)

Uns amam pouco tempo, outros demais,

Uns vendem, outros compram;

Alguns praticam a agcdo com muitas lagrimas

E outros sem um suspiro, sequer:

Pois todo 0 homem mata o objeto do seu amor

E, no entanto, nem todo homem é condenado a morte.
Oscar Wilde (Balada do Cércere de Reading)

De Profundis € umalonga carta, dirigida a Alfred Douglas, que Wilde escreveu na prisdo de Reading, onde,
durante dois anos, cumpriu pena de trabal hos forgados pela acusacéo de préticas homossexuais.

E um relato pungente do sofrimento de um homem que perdeu tudo pelo "amor que ndo ousa dizer seu
nome": o patrimonio, afamilia, os amigos, a salde, a reputagdo, 0 amor...

“(..)

Jovem encantador,



Dize-me: por que, triste e suspirante, erras

Nestes reinos apraziveis? Peco-te, dize-me:

Qual o teu verdadeiro nome? “ Meu nome é Amor.”

Ent&o, o primeiro virou-se para mim,

E gritou-me: “ Ele mente, porque o nome dele é Vergonha.
Eu é quem sou 0 Amor, e costumava estar aquii

Sozinho, neste belo jardim, até que ele chegou

Como um intruso durante a noite.

Sou eu o verdadeiro Amor, que anima de uma chama muatua os coracfes dos rapazes e das raparigas.
Ent&o, suspirando, o outro disse: “ Segue tua fantasia,
Porque eu, eu sou 0 Amor gue ndo ousa dizer seu nome” .
Alfred Douglas (Os Dois Amores)

Piyangie says

De Profundis or "from the depths' is along letter written by Oscar Wild to Lord Alfred Douglas while he
was imprisoned in Reading Goal.

The letter is Wild's attempt to come to terms with his past, present dire circumstances and the future that he
will have to face once released. Asthe name states, the letter is account from the depth - from his soul with
all honesty. Although he holds that he is unjustly convicted, he neverthel ess admits that he has committed
grave errorsin the past. He is repentant on the superficial life he has had led. And he seeks forgiveness and
bestow forgiveness of those who he believed wronged him.

The letter isalso away of releasing his anger, bitterness and despair while he struggled to find ameaning
and purpose for the continuation of hislife. He himself admits that he wanted to end it in utter despair. But
yet he struggles, despite hislosses (he was made bankrupt and he was barred from any contacts with his
sons), to come to terms with the nature of life which he say is"full of sorrow" which can be endured only
though "love".

It was truly sad to read the emotional and mental agonies that such afine artist had to go through. And when
he said that he had brought disgrace to the name that his loving parents had bestowed on him, my heart
broke. It is a huge burden one carries with oneself.

The letter isalso full of his philosophical views and beautiful writing. Letter or not, it is by Oscar Wild and
one should not expect less.

K.D. Absolutely says

How can alove be so true be so wreng? No, erase that. Who am | to say that it iswrong?

Oscar Wilde (1854-1900), Irish writer, poet, aesthete and L ord Alfred Douglas (1870-1945), British
author, poet, trandator are in-love with each other and they are both homosexuals. Also, Wilde is married to



Constance L loyd (1859-1898) and they have two children: Cyril and Vyvyn.

Douglasissingle at 21 and Wilde, 37, married and already afather when they start their affair. After ayear,
Wilde isincarcerated due to
"gross indecency”, or homosexual acts. The year is 1895 and London is not yet open to homosexuals.

It was the Douglas father, John Douglas, 9th Marquess of Queensberry who gathered all the evidences
against the then famous novelist and playwright Wilde. The motive according to Wilde: the father and son
hate each other. The mother is afraid of both. In fact, the mother has been sending Wilde letters with aP.S.
On no account let Alfred know that | have written to you.

De Profundis ("from the depths") isalong letter of lamentation of Wilde addressed to his lover Douglas,
written during his imprisonment that lasted for 2-1/2 years. It started with bitterness (with Wilde
enumerating the money spent on Douglas whims and caprices) before moving to more profound and
thought-provoking references to the Holy Bible, Shakespeare, The Divine Comedy, Plato, etc. It is worded
beautifully the | had to stop several times and process and savor hiswords. Just to give you an example:

Suffering is a long moment. We cannot divide it by seasons. We can only record its moods, and
chronicle their return. With us timeitself does not progress. It revolves. It seemsto circle
round one centre of pain. The paralyzing immobility of life, every circumstance of whichis
regulated after an unchangeable pattern, so that we eat and drink and walk and lie down and
pray, or kneel at least for prayer, according to the inflexible laws of an iron formula: this
immobile quality, that makes each dreadful day in the minutest detail like its brother, seemsto
communicate itself to those external forces the very essence of whose existence is ceaseless
change.

The big question | haveis: did the young Douglas also love the much older Wilde? Or did he just use Wilde
for money? The book did not answer this. There are evidences or references for both sides. | think it would
depend on what the reader wants to believe. | would not want to give my opinion because if | do that, | will
either be condemning or encouraging their kind of love. Who am | to do that?

The narrative is powerful, poignant and strong. If thisis not anchored on love, | doubt if it will the impact
that still resonatesto its readers up to now. | Googled "De Profundis’ and there found a Facebook account
where seemingly gay men put their comments on this book. The prevailing sentiment, it seems, isthat they
find Wilde's musings liberating and inspiring.

Powerful narrative. Brilliant writer.




Vivian says

When faced with the abyss before you, is there only emptiness or is there a new beginning?

Thisisan intensely persona examination of Wilde's journey during incarceration. It follows the Stages of
Grief and intertwines the religious with art. It has some incredible observations that made me examine my
own thoughts and assumptions.

But it isavery unimaginative nature that only cares for people on their pedestals. A pedestal
may be avery unreal thing. A pillory isaterrific reality. They should have known also how to
interpret sorrow better. | have said that behind sorrow there is always sorrow. It were wiser still
to say that behind sorrow there is always a soul. And to mock at a soul in pain is a dreadful
thing. In the strangely simple economy of the world people only get what they give, and to
those who have not enough imagination to penetrate the mere outward of things, and feel pity,
what pity can be given save that of scorn?

georgia ? says

i'm not okay.

"Society, as we have constituted it, will have no place for me, has noneto offer; but Nature, whose sweet
rainsfall on unjust and just alike, will have clefts in the rocks where I may hide, and secret valleys in whose
silence | may weep undisturbed. She will hang the night with stars so that | 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 mein great waters, and with bitter herbs make me whole."

edit: after reading the complete version of this, i've increased the rating from four to five stars. oscar wilde's
pain and love and bitternessis so powerful that raw emotion bleeds from the pages. my heart aches for him.

Kyriakos Sorokkou says

Katopl2ual TNV ?pa Kol TN GTIyU? TIL ay?paca aut? 1o BIA?0
X1, OEV 2XW K?TI EVOVT?0V TNG YPa@?¢ TOL 20Kap OLUAAVT, AVTIB?TWS ALT? TOL TO EKTEV?C YP2UUA TO
Bp?Ka w¢ pia uTZpoxn Kal oTPa&IK?pdla KaTt?0e0n Yux2C.

T?te 1L KATAPL 2L

Ton cuyyPAP?a TOL TIPOAYOUL TNE EICAYWY?C KAl TNG av?Auong tou De Profundis.

T?00 €KTEV?C ?TaV TIOL EEATA?ONKE 0TO 1/3 TOUL BIA?0L AV KAKO?0NC YKOC.

Agv ?1av 1200 AV?AL0N 200 IO EVKALP?0 VO EETUAEEL TO OUOPOLIK? TOU TAAVTO O
KPITIK?2¢/ax0Ala0T?¢ Pyog Maptayvng. 2kave er?0ean otov OUAAVT KOl €7X€E ETT?0NC KO TO
Bp?00¢ va T170€l 0TO OT?Ud TOL KOl Tov Mey?Ao Kaf3?gn.



Moiog, vag PAag Maptayvng mo? o0?te N Wva tou dev 1oV E7pel va aaxX0AnBe? e 670 TOINTIKO?G
Bp?Aouc.

TNV €10AYwYy? TOL LTI?PXEL APEAOV 20 EIPLVENC, TIITPOVOPICHO?, SOKNCIGOE?0 Kol APPOVEC
XPIOTIAVOTAAIUTIIVIK 2¢ UTTO?POEC,.

Oa pov TE?TE: TI TEPUEVEC ATI? LA E1TAYWY? TIOU YP?PTNKE T0 1955.

To £?pw, AAA? AUT? eV ATI?ZTPEYE AT TO VA W' AV2POUV TO AAUTTXIA.

Er?on¢ Ba Jou TE?TE IAT? TO ay?pacda. To €200 ?tal TAI? Kol BIvt?2 Kal W?AI¢ €200 TOV T?TAO KAl
TO VOO TOL CLUYWPAE?D TO TI7PA XWP7C SEPTEPEC OKAPELC, U200 O€ AVold HE To TI Ba o1 ?Bala atnv
KPITIK?.

Oa THPUB?0wW UEPIK?C ATE? TIC OUOQORIK?C TOL UTIO?POEC €07, ?TAI VIO VO 0O ¢ AVAPOUV KI €07¢ TA
AQUTTXIA. Ti; P2v0¢ Hov Ba T' av?Bw; VA oL KVETE TP,

«?00 TEPIOG?TEPO UIO ETOX? eNVAL BuBIOUVN L2200 [0TOV] BO?PKO, T?700 KAl Ol AVTITIPOCWTE?0VTEC
2PYW KOl AW AuT TO Bo7pK0 TPOR7AAOVTAL KAl BEWPONTAL HEY?AOL CLUYYPOPE?C, [T Via

T P?3e1yUa] Tou SIKO? pag pey?aou (;) Kap2gn.

SUYYPO@?0¢ TNG T POK PG KO TNG WPAIOTOINUANG 0PNG.» OEN. 7-8

KaA? u?xpt €07, MN2ue TOPOK 2T

«Kal aK?0eKTOC KOl HAOTOUPWUAVOC [0 OUAAVT] TP?XEL TIPOC TNV TP?TN KOl TEAIK? TPZEN TNC
TPOYWd?20 ¢ TOU, TN YEPAOVN, OTOKPOLOTIK?, KI 2X1 ALY?TEPA TPAVIK?, EIKVA TOU TIOPTPA ?TOL TOU
Nt?ptav Mkpa?n» oel. 26

«T0o ?A0v O€ TIP?T0 U?p0¢ TOL NTE MPOoPOVTIC, dEV €I TIIP? N ATIOK?AUYN TWV BPOUEPV GX 20wV
070 OPOPUAOP?ALV, EV?C XLON 20U KAl XWP?C KAV 100VIK? VEAPO? BAOGTO? TNC OPICTOKPAT?AC
TV HUA?PpOWY [NTKAOC], TIOL £72XE BOUTNXTE? OTO BO?PKO, OAA? KOl KOTOPOVEL va KP?BEL UE
MOETTP?AV TNV OAOKANPWTIK? TOU dla@iop?, ev?7¢ dNA. KOKO?00LUC VEAPO?, UE Va voaTp?
wPA10TIOO? [OUAAVT] UE KAAAITEXVIK? XAPPOUOTA TIOU KAPOUQA?PEL TNV JACTPOP? TOU VIVOVTC
TNV HE KAAAITEXVIK? OPUATOA.» OEA. 83

Na ouvex?ow;

«[MVELPOTIK? KAl OUVOIOBNUOTIK? SOATWVIOU? [axXpwpaTOP?0] ? L7AAOV Hia HOPP? LEPIK G
oX1{0EPVIOC Ba UTIOPO?0E VO OVOU?0€El KOVE?C TNV TEP?TITWON TOL OUAAVT.» OeA. 112

O Zx10o@pev?¢ OLUAAVT LUE TO TIPI VL.
«[O OU2AAVT] €0 VEKP?C TIA VIO TNV T?XVN, EVAL VEKP?G YO TN (w?.» OeA. 116
Nekp?¢ yia tnv T?2Xvn 0 OUAAVT AZ%eL. Tt ZAANEC TIITIOPL G B dlaB?0wW;!;

H ouv?xela Kal 1o T?A0C 0TO UTIAOYK HoU BIBAIOAAXNUE?EC




Alice Poon says

A piece of beautiful, honest, philosophical writing that flows from a chastened soul.
Passages that tug at my heartstrings:

"To regret one's own experiencesisto arrest one's own devel opment. To deny one's own experiencesisto put
alieinto thelips of one's own life. It is no less than a denial of the soul."

"Truthin art is the unity of a thing with itself: the outward rendered expressive of the inward: the soul made
incarnate: the body instinct with spirit."

"Now it seems to me that love of some kind is the only possible explanation of the extraordinary amount of
suffering that thereisin the world. | cannot conceive of any other explanation. | am convinced that thereis
no other, and that if the world hasindeed, as | 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, reach the full stature
of its perfection. Pleasure for the beautiful body, but pain for the beautiful soul."

"Time and space, succession and extension, are merely accidental conditions of thought, the imagination can
transcend them and move in a free sphere of ideal existences. Things also are in their essence of what we
choose to make them; a thing is according to the mode in which we look at it."

"Now it seems to me that love of some kind is the only possible explanation of the extraordinary amount of
suffering that there isin the world. | cannot conceive of any other explanation. | am convinced that thereis
no other, and that if the world has indeed, as | 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, reach the full stature
of its perfection. Pleasure for the beautiful body, but pain for the beautiful soul."

To «De profundis» yp2@tnKe otn @UACK?, o€ dI7PKEID TPV UV TO 1897. EVal pia Tep?epyn
eEOHOAANON. 0 EEXWPIOT? yypa@o. Mia BpnOKEVTIK? papTup?a. Mia @A0CO@K? dlatpif?. Mia
KPauy? aTEATIO?0C KOl B?2ppoud.

To 0§UWPO TNV ETICTOA? AUT? ATIOTEAE? TO YEYOV ¢ TIOG ATEVOVETAL AUCTNP?C TPOCWIIK? O
K?To10ov aTtod?KTn ev? THPPAANAC €Al VA e§AIPETIK? AOYOTEXVIK? 7pY0 Yia dn?010 TIPOPOA?.

TNV 0LC?0 ENVAIL A «eK BaB2wv» PuX?¢ EOLOANON TOL 20KAP OUAAVT. TO KZKVEIO 2010 VG
TEP?0TIOV TVELHATIKO? ONUIOUPYO? LE IO AQOPITTIK? KATOAPAN KPOUY? TI200UC KOl ETWIEPIK G

TO1 2tN TG TOL OVAAVT TIPOG TOV 2010 TOL TOV EQUT?.

To 67u0 ToL EVal JLa TPAYWd?0 TI?00UC. MId EK@PPOCTIK? dLUVAT?TNTA EVZC ATI?0TEVTO POUAVTIKO?



KOl EPWIELUVOL UE TN (W? KAl TA T170n avBp?rou ToU aloBVETAL YP?QOVTAC TO, 2Tl MIAPEL T TA
370N TN TEAIK?C TOU 2TTOC.

Alap?lovtag 1o alocBveadl TO GTIPOYU? KOI TNV TIT?0N HIACG T?200 EVa?200NTNE KOl EDEU?0TATNC
KOAAITEXVIK?G @?0NC.

ZUUTIOV?C BOLU?LOVTAG TPZAANAC TNV ATIPAUTH KATAOTPOY? IO LTEPOX 2C TPOCWTTK 2TNTAC, TOU
PANQEE TN AOCOQ?0 KAl TNV TOL2TNTA TN T?XVNC.

AV HOVAXIK? YAOVTA TNE OY?1T ¢ KAl TG HETVOLOC TIOU 0KOAOLBVTAC TNV KO Pdl ? TOU, TOV
ATEWWOUV0 7pwtd, TOV B?a10 €810TIK? dP2UO TNC ATOAAVOTIK?C NOOV?C, KAT?ANEE va N Wwp?LEl
TA?0V vV TOV {NAE?0LV ? Vv TOV AUTOVTAL. AV TOV CUUTIOVO HE BAIBEP? KaTav?an ? Tov

XAEL 0LV PE PNX? EVXOP?0TNON.

TaTEIV?0NKE, BUOI70TNKE, ?2XO0E TO 200 TMNOUCIOTI?POXA TOU £?XE XAP?0€l N {Ww? ATA?XEPA -0 TO
KOIVUVIK? 8701, OLKOYEVEIOK? EUTUX 20, OLKOVOIK? EVU?PELT, TWEVHOTIK? KAAAL7PYELD, £0OC
KOAAITEXVIK? v APwon oTo Bp0 TNE T?2XvNE Kal Topad?BnKe oTNV TIHWP?0 VEU 7pwv.

ATIOO?XTNKE TOV dNM?010 EEEVTEAIOU?. TOV XAELAOU? TLWV EXBPV TOL. TNV TPOdOC?U TGV QALY
TOU. TO XOU? ayATIN VWV TOU TIPOC 2TV KOl TIPOOWTIK 7G ATIPAELEC AVUTIOA AN OTNG O&20C.

ZuvnBiopvog va WA?El e af?200TN aQVWIEPZTNTA, A VETOL VO TPOKOAE? TNV TPAYWI?A TNC
HO?paC KAl TN YEU?LEL LE IO OYXPOVI 9?p00 TIOL TNY?LEl AT TO KOIVWVIK? KOBEST?C.

210V YP2PEL EIVAL OOV VO JIAZEL IE VPTEC, OOV VO CLUVO?TEL TN MOVOIK? TIOL TaIPLAdEl AKPIP?C aTtnV
OVOU?a KOl TNV KATVTIA TNG {W?¢ TOUL.
Enal vag ?pxovtac LWNA?C TOAITIOTIK?C KANPOVOUL?2¢ KOl SlaXPOVIK?G ag?aC.

O dlacupu?c, n BLaIL?InNTa, TA ALoXP? KAl EBNV? KOUTGOUTIOAL?, I OT?pN0N TWEVUATIK?C EUTEIPOC
Kal TO pnX?a?06nua, 200 KI av app?{ouv TNV KAT?0TA0N TIOL 0VAyK?20TNKE va (&, O ToU
TaIp1?{ouv, EVal PE?TIKA, o0V TO Xpuo?2@ Tou M?23a.

MpooTBe? W?200 ATO TNV EOUOA AN OT TOU VA EKAOYIKE?CEl TO dEIV? TOU. MNa va avtZel. Bl el
KOT2PuXa Kol KOT?200pKA TN BA2PN. MIoTE?El TG TI?00W ATIO K?70€ TTV0, K208 BAPN, LT?PXEL IO
Yux? TV a&?CEl VA OyOT 2101, TIOU OTKETOI € GLMPBOAIK? 870N PE TO 2310 TO HUCTIK? TNG I pENC.

AVay?yel TN HO?p0 TOU O€ KOIV? KOl TVavOp?ravn. Aev UTI?pXEl KOVE?G, DIOTEAVETAL, TIOL VO EAVAL
1?00 ?6A10¢ 700 0 ?2310¢, va (€l 0€ TPUOLO ABAI?TNTA HE TN OIK? TOU KO VA NV «TT20XEI» V1A TO
HLUOTIK? TNG {WC.

Mote?el 0TNV TVEVPATIK? LOPP? TOL AYWWOTIKIOUO? KOl TOL TIPOCGA?DEl IO TEAETOUPYIK? YA?200Q
KOl IO KOOUIK? 0&2waon, ?rwg a&?(el og K?0e Bpnoke?a.

Enal Babi? atopot?g, 2rwe 2tav KAat? tny 2royn Tou Kal 0 210¢ 0 XpLoT2C.
loxup?leTal TG N UAZKICT TOU TOV OTOO?0EVCE OTIO K20 LAIK? OVAYKOL 2TNTO KAl EV20XU0E TNV
OUTOTETIO?0N 0N TOU.

H ar?Autn 1870 TIoL KVEL TNV AUTOKATACTPOP? TOL EVA VEIPO ETIIVEKKVNONG ENVAL N AOVIK? TNG
?XVnc.

H t?xvn, TOL KVEI TO EAVTAOTIK? TRAYUATIK? 2rapén Kol EVAVEL TNV 7An UE TO TVEUA.

18aVIK?C ETYYEAUOT?0C TNE OV2TOTNG T?2XVNE O2U@uva PE TOV OUAAVT €l 0 XPLOTZC.



O XpIoT?2¢ TIOL KAVE TA TTVTO V1A VA KOTAA?BOUVY 01 VOPWToIl TG TO BAG?AEI0 TV 0LPAVN EIVAI
n 2010 N Pux? toug. A?00&E TG N AY?IM E1VAL OLOP@P?TEPN OTIO TO U?00C KO N LETVOLA O
MOVOBIK?C TP?TOC VIO VO OAAPEEL KAVE?G TO TIPEAB.

AY?I o€ TOLC OO PTWAO?C TEPIGC?TEPO ATIO TOUC EVOERE?C KA TO OKOT?d1 A TOUC,.

H TEAIK? ATIOT2UNCN TOL CLYYPOEP?D EAVAI 1N ATOPACICTIK?TNTA KAl N 62AN0nN va UETAOP@?0El TNV
PE?TIKN 0&?0 TOL LAIKO? O€ A1oBNTIK? Bhoaup?.

M?0a a1o Tn JlaPK? a&?0 TG T?XVNE N X 7PN TNE T2OTNC Eval lia dlapK?2¢ LTEVOUION KAl Hid
TIPOTPOTE? VIO VO EEQPYel ATIO TO 3760 TN QUCTUX20C TOV ?0W TNC 0N oLpy?aC.

To De profundis dsv eval pia d?Awon EOUOANONG ? HETAVO?UC.
ATIOTEAE? 70WC KO €78pauoTn TP?TN 7An Tou Ba UTPO?0e va dnUIovpy?oel Tn 20N aT?piEng
EVAVTIO OTNV KaTaBap?0pwon TN¢ avep?rvng (w?c.

KaA? avyvwaon.
MoAA0?¢ aoTopo?gH!

Franco Santos says

¢(Algunasvez les paso de leer € inicio de un libro para solo echarle un vistazo y terminaron leyendo
mucho mas de lo que planeaban?
Bueno, ami me acaba de pasar: no pude parar de leer hastaterminarlo.

Puedo ser perfectamente feliz solo. Con libertad, libros, floresy la luna, ¢quién no puede ser feliz?

Me gusté muchisimo esta carta (megacarta) de Oscar Wilde a su amante. Este trabajo me permitié conocer
mas a fondo a uno de mis autores favoritos;, acomprenderlo y admirar su grandezay complejidad. Me enteré
de muchas cosas de su vida que no me las hubieraimaginado. Wilde expresb con transparencia sus
pensamientosy su sentir. Tiene partes que mellegaron a alma. Wilde escarba en lasociedad y en las
injusticias de la época; asimismo escarba en sus decepciones y tristezas. Me permitio ver su espiritu
desbordado por las lagrimas y su corazon herido. M e ensefi¢ parte de su jardin en donde mantiene a sus
arboles mas verdes, y también me mostr 6 en donde yacen sus hier bas mas pobres.

Evripidis Gousiaris says

YT1?poxo¢! H yA?000 Kol 0l OKAPEIG TOL HE PLyveav. AVUTIOUOV? va dlaf3?70w To MNoptpa?to Tou
Nt?ptav MNkp?u yid TO OTID?0 OKO?W T?00 KAl T700 :)




