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Dialogue. Part I:

With some remarks upon the importance of doing
nothing.

Persons: Gilbert and Ernest. Scene: the library of a house in Piccadilly,
overlooking the Green Park.

Gilbert (at the Piano). My dear Ernest, what are you laughing
at?

Ernest (looking up). At a capital story that I have just come
across in this volume of Reminiscences that I have found on your
table.

Gilbert. What is the book? Ah!I see. I have not read it yet. Is it
good?

Ernest. Well, while you have been playing, I have been turning
over the pages with some amusement, though, as a rule, I dislike
modern memoirs. They are generally written by people who have
either entirely lost their memories, or have never done anything
worth remembering; which, however, is, no doubt, the true

Oscar Wilde
The Critic as Artist. Criticul-Artist. De Profundis.
Parallel Texts.

3

Dialog. Partea I:
Cu unele observatii despre importanta de a nu face
nimic.

Personaje: Gilbert si Ernest. Scena: biblioteca unei case din
Piccadily, cu vedere spre Green Park.

Gilbert (la pian): De ce razi, draga Ernest?

Ernest (ridicAndu-si ochii dintr-o carte): De o poveste excelenta
peste care am dat in acest volum de ,, Amintiri” de pe masa ta.

Gilbert: Ce volum? A, stiu. Nu l-am citit inca. E bun?

Ernest: Ei bine, cat tu cantai, am rasfoit-o, amuzat intrucatva,
desi imi displac memoriile scrise azi. In general sunt scrise de
oameni care, fie nu-si mai amintesc nimic, fie nu au ce sa-si
aminteascd; fard indoiald, asta explicd intr-adevar de ce publicul
englez se simte total in largul lui atunci cind o mediocritate i
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explanation of their popularity, as the English public always feels || vorbeste.

perfectly at its ease when a mediocrity is talking to it.

Gilbert. Yes: the public is wonderfully tolerant. It forgives
everything except genius. But I must confess that I like all memoirs.
I like them for their form, just as much as for their matter. In
literature mere egotism is delightful. It is what fascinates us in the
letters of personalities so different as Cicero and Balzac, Flaubert
and Berlioz, Byron and Madame de Sevigne. Whenever we come
across it, and, strangely enough, it is rather rare, we cannot but
welcome it, and do not easily forget it. Humanity will always love
Rousseau for having confessed his sins, not to a priest, but to the
world, and the couchant nymphs that Cellini wrought in bronze for
the castle of King Francis, the green and gold Perseus, even, that in
the open Loggia at Florence shows the moon the dead terror that
once turned life to stone, have not given it more pleasure than has
that autobiography in which the supreme scoundrel of the
Renaissance relates the story of his splendour and his shame. The
opinions, the character, the achievements of the man, matter very
little. He may be a sceptic like the gentle Sieur de Montaigne, or a
saint like the bitter son of Monica, but when he tells us his own
secrets he can always charm our ears to listening and our lips to

Gilbert: Da, publicul este neinchipuit de tolerant. Iarta orice in
afard de geniu. Dar trebuie sa-ti marturisesc cd mie imi plac toate
memoriile scrise azi. Si forma si continutul lor imi plac in aceeasi
masurd. In literaturd singur egotismul este cu adevarat
incantdtor. Este ceea ce mad fascineaza in scrisul unor
personalitdti atat de diferite ca Cicero si Balzac, Flaubert si
Berlioz, Byron si Madame de Sévigné. Ori de cate ori ne intalnim
cu asemenea lucru si, pare ciudat, dar se intampla destul de rar,
nu putem face altceva decat sa-1 salutdm si sa nu-l uitdam usor.
Omenirea il va iubi intotdeauna pe Rousseau pentru ca si-a
marturisit pdcatele nu unui preot, ci lumii intregi, iar nimfele
intinse, cu capul sprijinindu-se intr-o mana, pe care Cellini le-a
lucrat in bronz pentru castelul regelui Francisc, chiar Perseu, cel
in verde si auriu, care in Loggia din Florenta ridica spre luna
teroarea ce a facut odatd ca viata sa se preschimbe in piatrd, toate
acestea nu ne oferd o pldcere mai mare decat autobiografia in
care cea mai mare canalie a Renasterii ne povesteste propria
madretie si josnicie. Parerile, caracterul, implinirile omului
conteazd prea putin. Poate fi un sceptic asemeni delicatului Sieur
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silence. The mode of thought that Cardinal Newman| de Montaigne sau un sfant ca inversunatul fiu al Monicdi, dar

represented —if that can be called a mode of thought which seeks
to solve intellectual problems by a denial of the supremacy of the
intellect—may not, cannot, I think, survive. But the world will
never weary of watching that troubled soul in its progress from
darkness to darkness. The lonely church at Littlemore, where “the
breath of the morning is damp, and worshippers are few,” will
always be dear to it, and whenever men see the yellow snapdragon
blossoming on the wall of Trinity they will think of that gracious
undergraduate who saw in the flower’s sure recurrence a prophecy
that he would abide for ever with the Benign Mother of his days—
a prophecy that Faith, in her wisdom or her folly, suffered not to
be fulfilled. Yes; autobiography is irresistible. Poor, silly, conceited
Mr. Secretary Pepys has chattered his way into the circle of the
Immortals, and, conscious that indiscretion is the better part of
valour, bustles about among them in that ‘shaggy purple gown
with gold buttons and looped lace’” which he is so fond of
describing to us, perfectly at his ease, and prattling, to his own and
our infinite pleasure, of the Indian blue petticoat that he bought for
his wife, of the ‘good hog’s harslet, and the ‘pleasant French
fricassee of veal’ that he loved to eat, of his game of bowls with Will

atunci cadnd pune pe hartie propriile-i secrete ne imbie sa-l
ascultam si ne pecetluieste buzele, indemnandu-ne la tacere.
Maniera de gandire a Cardinalului Newman — daca putem numi
manierd de gandire acel gen prin care se cautd rezolvarea
problemelor intelectuale prin negarea suprematiei intelectului —
cred ca nu poate si nu ar trebui sa supravietuiasca. Dar lumea nu
va obosi niciodatd sa priveasca spectacolul acelui suflet chinuit
in drumul lui de la intuneric la lumind. Lumea va indrdgi mereu
singuratica biserica din Littlemore, unde ,aerul diminetii este
jilav si se adund putini credinciosi”, iar ori de cate ori oamenii
vor zdri gura-leului inflorind pe zidul de la Trinity, se vor gandi
la acel student pldpand, la cel care a vdzut in reinflorire o
profetie a faptului ca va fi de-a pururi aldturi de Mama cea
Buna — o profetie pe care credinta, in intelepciunea sau nebunia
ei, nu a vrut s-o implineasca. Sarmanul, prostutul, infumuratul
domn secretar Pepys!, a trancanit destul pentru a-si face loc in
Cercul Nemuritorilor si, constient ca indiscretia este partea mai
bund a curajului, se foieste printre ei in acel ,vesmant de plus
purpuriu, cu nasturi aurii si dantele incretite”, pe care il descrie
cu atata pldcere—, cunoscdtor fiind al celor prezentate,
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Joyce, and his ‘gadding after beauties,” and his reciting of Hamlet
on a Sunday, and his playing of the viol on week days, and other
wicked or trivial things. Even in actual life egotism is not without
its attractions. When people talk to us about others they are usually
dull. When they talk to us about themselves they are nearly always
interesting, and if one could shut them up, when they become

wearisome, as easily as one can shut up a book of which one has
grown wearied, they would be perfect absolutely.

Ernest. There is much virtue in that If, as Touchstone would say.
But do you seriously propose that every man should become his
own Boswell? What would become of our industrious compilers
of Lives and Recollections in that case?

Gilbert. What has become of them? They are the pest of the age,
nothing more and nothing less. Every great man nowadays has
his disciples, and it is always Judas who writes the biography.

Ernest. My dear fellow!

Oscar Wilde
The Critic as Artist. Criticul-Artist. De Profundis.
Parallel Texts.
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sporovdind spre pldcerea lui si infinita noastra placere, despre
juponul albastru pe care i l-a cumpadrat nevestei lui, despre
Jfrigdruia de purcel” si ,savuroasa tocand frantuzeasca de
vitel”, pe care o manca el cu multa pldcere, despre partida de
popice cu Will Joyce si ,,cum véna el femeile frumoase,” si cum
a recitat din Hamlet intr-o dupd-amiaza, cum a cantat la viola in
timpul saptdmanii si despre alte lucruri mdrunte si triviale.
Chiar si in viata reald, egotismul nu-i lipsit de atractii. Cand
oamenii ne vorbesc despre alti oameni, sunt plictisitori. Cand ne
vorbesc despre ei insisi sunt mai totdeauna interesanti si, daca ai
putea sa-i opresti cand devin obositori, asa cum inchizi o carte
de care te-ai plictisit, ar fi perfect.

Ernest: Acel ,dacd” are o mare importantd, cum ar spune
Touchstone. Dar esti intr-adevar serios cand sugerezi ca orice
om sd devina propriul lui Boswell? Ce s-ar alege atunci de acei
harnici compilatori de ,Vieti” si , Amintiri” in aceastd situatie?
Gilbert: Ce s-a ales de ei? Sunt nici mai mult nici mai putin o
plagd a zilelor noastre. Orice om de seama din zilele noastre are
discipoli si intotdeauna se gdseste un Iuda care sd-i scrie
biografia.

Ernest: Cum se poate asta, prietene draga!
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Gilbert. I am afraid it is true. Formerly we used to canonise our
heroes. The modern method is to vulgarise them. Cheap editions of
great books may be delightful, but cheap editions of great men are
absolutely detestable.

Ernest. May I ask, Gilbert, to whom you allude?

Gilbert. Oh! to all our second-rate litterateurs. We are overrun
by a set of people who, when poet or painter passes away, arrive
at the house along with the undertaker, and forget that their one
duty is to behave as mutes. But we won't talk about them. They
are the mere body-snatchers of literature. The dust is given to one,
and the ashes to another, and the soul is out of their reach. And
now, let me play Chopin to you, or Dvorak? Shall I play you a
fantasy by Dvorak? He writes passionate, curiously-coloured
things.

Ernest. No; I don’t want music just at present. It is far too indefinite.
Besides, I took the Baroness Bernstein down to dinner last night,
and, though absolutely charming in every other respect, she
insisted on discussing music as if it were actually written in the
German language. Now, whatever music sounds like I am glad to
say that it does not sound in the smallest degree like German. There
are forms of patriotism that are really quite degrading. No; Gilbert,

Oscar Wilde
The Critic as Artist. Criticul-Artist. De Profundis.
Parallel Texts.
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Gilbert: Teama mi-e cd-i adevarat. Inainte ne canonizam eroii.
Metoda moderna ii vulgarizeaza. Editiile ieftine ale cartilor
importante sunt incantdtoare dar editiile ieftine ale oamenilor
importanti sunt detestabile.

Ernest: Imi dai voie s te intreb la ce anume faci aluzie?

Gilbert: Oh, la acei littérateurs de mana a doua. Ne-a ndpadit un
grup de oameni care, atunci cAnd moare un poet sau un pictor,
ajung la el acasa impreund cu antreprenorul de pompe funebre
si uitd cd singura lor datorie e sd tacd. Dar nu vom vorbi despre
ei. In literaturd ei sunt cei care exhumeaza cadavrele pentru
autopsie. Unul ia praful si celdlalt cenusa, dar la suflet nu pot sa
ajungd. Vrei sa-ti cant Chopin sau Dvorak? Sa-ti cant o fantezie
de Dvorak? Acest Dvorak compune piese pline de pasiune, cu o
coloraturd stranie.

Ernest: Nu, nu, acum nu vreau sa ascult muzica — este mult prea
neldmuritd. In afard de asta, ieri seard am insotit-o pe baroneasa
Bernstein la cina si, desi absolut fermecatoare in multe privinte,
a tinut neapdrat sa discutdm despre muzicd, de parca muzica ar
fi scrisd in limba germana. Oricum altfel sund muzica, numai a
limba germand nu. Existda forme de patriotism intr-adevar
degradante. Nu, Gilbert, nu mai canta nimic. Vino sa vorbim.
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don’t play any more. Turn round and talk to me. Talk to me till the ' Vorbeste-mi pand cand luna va dispdrea si ziua va intra in

white-horned day comes into the room. There is something in your
voice that is wonderful.

Gilbert (rising from the piano). I am not in a mood for talking
tonight. I really am not. How horrid of you to smile! Where are the
cigarettes? Thanks. How exquisite these single daffodils are! They
seem to be made of amber and cool ivory. They are like Greek
things of the best period. What was the story in the confessions of
the remorseful Academician that made you laugh? Tell it to me.
After playing Chopin, I feel as if I had been weeping over sins that
I had never committed, and mourning over tragedies that were not
my own. Music always seems to me to produce that effect. It creates
for one a past of which one has been ignorant, and fills one with a
sense of sorrows that have been hidden from one’s tears. I can fancy
aman who had led a perfectly commonplace life, hearing by chance
some curious piece of music, and suddenly discovering that his
soul, without his being conscious of it, had passed through terrible
experiences, and known fearful joys, or wild romantic loves, or
great renunciations. And so tell me this story, Ernest. I want to be
amused.

camerd. Vocea ta are niste inflexiuni extrem de pldcute.

Gilbert (ridicAndu-se de la pian). Nu am chef sa vorbesc noaptea
asta. Chiar nu am. Zambesti, ce oribil din partea ta! Unde sunt
tigarile? Multumesc. Cat rafinament e in margaretele solitare!
Par a fi facute din ambra si fildes —seamana cu obiectele de arta
greceascd din cea mai bund perioadd. Dar ce anume din
confesiunile pictorului de la Academie plin de remuscari te-a
facut sa razi? Hai, spune-mi! Dupa ce cant Chopin ma simt de
parca mi-as fi plans niste pacate pe care nu le-am comis niciodata
si as fi jelit vazand tragedii care nu-mi apartin. Se pare cd muzica
produce intotdeauna un astfel de efect. Iti creeazd un trecut
despre care nu aveai habar si te umple de un simtdmant de
tristete pentru care n-ai varsat lacrimi. Nu mi-e greu sa-mi
imaginez pe cineva care a dus o viata cat se poate de banala si,
auzind din intAmplare o piesd muzicald, descoperd brusc faptul
ca sufletul lui, farda sa fie constient de asta, trecuse prin
experiente extraordinare si cunoscuse bucurii negrdite, iubiri
romantice nebunesti sau mari renuntari. Spune-mi, Ernest,
povestea, simt nevoia sd ma amuz.
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Ernest. Oh! I don’t know that it is of any importance. But I
thought it a really admirable illustration of the true value of
ordinary art-criticism. It seems that a lady once gravely asked
the remorseful Academician, as you call him, if his celebrated

picture of “A Spring-Day at Whiteley’s,” or, "Waiting for the Last
Omnibus,” or some subject of that kind, was all painted by hand?

Gilbert. And was it?

Ernest. You are quite incorrigible. But, seriously speaking, what is the
use of art-criticism? Why cannot the artist be left alone, to create a new
world if he wishes it, or, if not, to shadow forth the world which we
already know, and of which, I fancy, we would each one of us be
wearied if Art, with her fine spirit of choice and delicate instinct of
selection, did not, as it were, purify it for us, and give to it a momentary
perfection. It seems to me that the imagination spreads, or should
spread, a solitude around it, and works best in silence and in isolation.
Why should the artist be troubled by the shrill clamour of criticism?
Why should those who cannot create take upon themselves to
estimate the value of creative work? What can they know about it? If
a man’s work is easy to understand, an explanation is unnecessary...

Oscar Wilde
The Critic as Artist. Criticul-Artist. De Profundis.
Parallel Texts.
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Ernest: Oh! Nu stiu daca are vreo insemndatate. Dar am vazut in
ea o ilustrare cu adevdrat admirabild a valorii criticii de artd de
duzind. Se pare cd, odatd, o doamna l-a intrebat cu seriozitate pe
academicianul plin de remuscari, cum ii spui tu, dacd tablourile
,O zi de primdvarda la Whiteley” sau ,Asteptand ultimul
omnibus” sau altele de acest gen au fost pictate in intregime cu
mana.

Gilbert: Si au fost?

Ernest: Esti incorigibil. Dar, vorbind la modul serios, care este
utilitatea criticii de artd? De ce nu poate fi ldsat artistul in pace
sd creeze o lume noua dacd doreste sau, daca nu, sa reproduca
lumea pe care o cunoastem deja si de care, imi imaginez, ne-am
cam plictisi dacd arta, cu finul ei spirit de alegere si delicatul
instinct de selectie nu ar face-o mai purd pentru noi, conferindu-
i perfectiunea momentului. Mi se pare ca imaginatia creeazd, sau
ar trebui sd creeze, o stare de solitudine in jurul ei, si actioneaza
cel mai bine in liniste si izolare. De ce trebuie sd fie tulburat
artistul de galdgia stridentd a criticii? De ce sa judece valoarea
unei creatii cineva care nu poate crea? Ce poate sd stie el despre
asta? Daca opera este usor de inteles, o explicare a ei nu este
nenecesard ...
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Gilbert. And if his work is incomprehensible, an explanation is
wicked.

Ernest. I did not say that.

Gilbert. Ah! but you should have. Nowadays, we have so few
mysteries left to us that we cannot afford to part with one of them.
The members of the Browning Society, like the theologians of the
Broad Church Party, or the authors of Mr. Walter Scott’s Great
Writers Series, seem to me to spend their time in trying to explain
their divinity away. Where one had hoped that Browning was a
mystic they have sought to show that he was simply inarticulate.
Where one had fancied that he had something to conceal, they have
proved that he had but little to reveal. But I speak merely of his
incoherent work. Taken as a whole the man was great. He did not
belong to the Olympians, and had all the incompleteness of the
Titan. He did not survey, and it was but rarely that he could sing.
His work is marred by struggle, violence and effort, and he passed
not from emotion to form, but from thought to chaos. Still, he was
great. He has been called a thinker, and was certainly a man who
was always thinking, and always thinking aloud; but it was not
thought that fascinated him, but rather the processes by which
thought moves. It was the machine he loved, not what the machine

Gilbert: Iar dacd opera este de neinteles, explicarea ei este
rauvoitoare.

Ernest: N-am spus asta.

Gilbert: Ah, dar ar trebui sd o spui. Azi ne-au mai ramas atat de
putine mistere incat nu putem sa ne permitem sd pierdem
vreunul. Imi pare cd membrii Societatii Browning, la fel ca
teologii din Broad Church Partyl sau autorii publicati in seria
marilor scriitori de Walter Scott, isi pierd timpul straduindu-se
sd-si explice doctrina cat mai convingator. Acolo unde sperai sa
afli cd Browning e mistic, ei cautd sa-ti arate cd este pur si simplu
un incoerent. Acolo unde iti inchipuiai cd ascunde ceva, ei
demonstreazd cd nu are nimic de revelat. Privit in ansamblu,
Browning a fost mare. Nu a facut parte din Olimpieni si a avut
intreaga nedesdvarsire specifica unui titan. Nu a avut o viziune
cuprinzdtoare si doar rareori a putut canta. Opera lui este viciatd
de luptd, violenta si efort vizibil, iar in drumul lui nu a trecut de
la emotie la forma, ci de la gandire la haos. Cu toate astea, a fost
mare. S-a spus cd este un ganditor si, cu sigurantd, a fost un om
care a gandit tot timpul, mereu a facut-o cu glas tare. Dar nu
gandirea l-a fascinat ci, mai curdnd, etapele gandirii. Iubea
masina, nu produsul ei. Pretuia la fel de mult maniera prin care
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makes. The method by which the fool arrives at his folly was as dear
to him as the ultimate wisdom of the wise. So much, indeed, did the
subtle mechanism of mind fascinate him that he despised language,
or looked upon it as an incomplete instrument of expression.
Rhyme, that exquisite echo which in the Muse’s hollow hill creates
and answers its own voice; rhyme, which in the hands of the real
artist becomes not merely a material element of metrical beauty, but
a spiritual element of thought and passion also, waking a new
mood, it may be, or stirring a fresh train of ideas, or opening by mere
sweetness and suggestion of sound some golden door at which the
Imagination itself had knocked in vain; rhyme, which can turn
man’s utterance to the speech of gods; rhyme, the one chord we have
added to the Greek lyre, became in Robert Browning’s hands a
grotesque, misshapen thing, which at times made him masquerade
in poetry as a low comedian, and ride Pegasus too often with his
tongue in his cheek. There are moments when he wounds us by
monstrous music. Nay, if he can only get his music by breaking the
strings of his lute, he breaks them, and they snap in discord, and
no Athenian tettix, making melody from tremulous wings, lights
on the ivory horn to make the movement perfect, or the interval
less harsh. Yet, he was great: and though he turned language into

nebunul ajunge la nebuniile lui si inteleptul la intelepciune. Atat
de mult il fascina mecanismul subtil al mintii incat dispretuia
limbajul sau il considera un instrument incomplet de expresie.
Rima, acel ecou superb, care in colina goald a Muzei creeaza si
rdspunde propriei voci, rima, care in mana artistului adevarat
nu devine doar un material utilizat pentru frumusetea metricd,
ci un element spiritual al gandirii si pasiunii, desteptand poate o
noua traire sau stimuland un nou lant de idei, deschizand prin
simpla dulceatd sau sugestie sonord o usd de aur la care
imaginatia batuse in zadar, rima, care poate transforma simpla
vorbire omeneascd in rostire divina, rima, singura coarda
addugatd de noi la lira greceascd, a devenit in mana lui Robert
Browning un obiect grotesc, rdu alcdtuit, care l-a facut uneori sa
se dea in spectacol in poezie ca un comediant prost si sd incalece
Pegasul cu sufletul la gurad. O, nu. Daca vrea sd scoatd un sunet
muzical rupe coardele si ele pocnesc distonant; nici tetixul
atenian, cu melodia-i tremuratd, nu se lasd ciupit cu pana de
fildes pentru a da perfectiune miscarii si mai putina rigiditate
pauzelor. Si totusi, a fost mare, desi a transformat limba in lut
trivial, creand din el femei si barbati vii. Este fiinta cea mai
shakespeariand de la Shakespeare incoace. Daca Shakespear a
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ignoble clay, he made from it men and women that live. He is the
most Shakespearian creature since Shakespeare. If Shakespeare
could sing with myriad lips, Browning could stammer through a
thousand mouths. Even now, as I am speaking, and speaking not
against him but for him, there glides through the room the pageant
of his persons. There, creeps Fra Lippo Lippi with his cheeks still
burning from some girl’s hot kiss. There, stands dread Saul with
the lordly male-sapphires gleaming in his turban. Mildred
Tresham is there, and the Spanish monk, yellow with hatred, and
Blougram, and Ben Ezra, and the Bishop of St. Praxed’s. The spawn
of Setebos gibbers in the corner, and Sebald, hearing Pippa pass by,
looks on Ottima’s haggard face, and loathes her and his own sin,
and himself. Pale as the white satin of his doublet, the melancholy
king watches with dreamy treacherous eyes too loyal Strafford pass
forth to his doom, and Andrea shudders as he hears the cousins
whistle in the garden, and bids his perfect wife go down. Yes,
Browning was great. And as what will he be remembered? As a
poet? Ah, not as a poet! He will be remembered as a writer of fiction,
as the most supreme writer of fiction, it may be, that we have ever
had. His sense of dramatic situation was unrivalled, and, if he could
not answer his own problems, he could at least put problems forth,

cantat cu o miriade de buze, Browning s-a balbait printr-o mie
de guri. Chiar acum, in timp ce vorbesc, si nu vorbesc impotriva
ci in apdrarea lui, aluneca prin camerd procesiunea personajelor
lui. Iatd-1 pe Fra Lippo Lippi strecurandu-se cu obrajii arzand
incd de sdrutul fierbinte al vreunei fete. Iatd, acolo std Saul, cel
temut, cu safirele lui domnesti stralucindu-i in turban. Acolo-i
Mildred Tresham, si cdlugarul spaniol vandt de urd, si
Blougram, si Ben Ezra, si episcopul de la Sf. Praxed. Progenitura
lui Setebos bolboroseste in colt, iar Sebald, auzidu-1 pe Pippa
trecand, priveste la fata rdtdcitd a lui Ottima, urand pacatul lui
si-al ei si pe sine insusi. Palid ca satinul alb al costumului sdu,
regele melancolic, cu privirea tradator visdtoare, il urmareste pe
Strafford, iar Andreea e cuprins de infiorare cand 1i aude pe veri
fluierand in gradind si o indeamna pe sotia lui fdrd cusur sa
coboare. Da, Browning a fost mare. Si cum va rdmane el in
posteritate? Ca poet? O, nu! Va ramane ca autor de fictiuni, cel
mai mare, poate, pe care l-am avut vreodata. Simtul lui dramatic
e fard egal, si, dacd nu a putut da un rdspuns propriilor
probleme, cel putin e creator de probleme — oare un artist trebuie
sd facd mai mult? Daca il judecdm ca si creator de personaj, e al
doilea dupa creatorul lui Hamlet. Daca ar fi fost coerent, i-ar fi
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and what more should an artist do? Considered from the point of
view of a creator of character he ranks next to him who made
Hamlet. Had he been articulate, he might have sat beside him. The
only man who can touch the hem of his garment is George
Meredith. Meredith is a prose Browning, and so is Browning. He
used poetry as a medium for writing in prose.

Ernest. There is something in what you say, but there is not
everything in what you say. In many points you are unjust.
Gilbert. It is difficult not to be unjust to what one loves. But let us
return to the particular point at issue. What was it that you said?
Ernest. Simply this: that in the best days of art there were no art-
critics.

Gilbert. I seem to have heard that observation before, Ernest. It
has all the vitality of error and all the tediousness of an old
friend.

Ernest. Itis true. Yes: there is no use your tossing your head in that
petulant manner. It is quite true. In the best days of art there were
no art-critics. The sculptor hewed from the marble block the great
white-limbed Hermes that slept within it. The waxers and gilders
of images gave tone and texture to the statue, and the world, when
it saw it, worshipped and was dumb. He poured the glowing

stat aldturi. Singurul care-i ajunge la poale este George Meredith.
Meredith este un Browning in prozd, la fel este si Browning. A
folosit poezia ca modalitate de a scrie proza.

Ernest: E ceva adevadr in ce spui dar nu spui tot. Esti nedrept in
multe privinte.

Gilbert: E greu sd nu fi nedrept cu ce iubesti. Dar sd ne intoarcem
la cazul discutat. Ce spuneai mai inainte?

Ernest: Pur si simplu ca in perioadele de inflorire a artei nu au
existat critici de artd.

Gilbert: Mi se pare cd am mai auzit aceastd remarcd, Ernest. Are
in ea toatd vitalitatea erorii si plictiseala unei prietenii eternizate.

Ernest: E adevadrat. Ei bine, n-ai de ce sa tot dai din cap atat de
iritant. Este perfect adevarat. In perioada de inflorire a artei nu
existau critici de artd. Sculptorul l-a cioplit pe marele Hermes,
cel cu maini si picioare albe, pe Hermesul care dormea in blocul
de marmura. Lucrdtorii in ceara si aurarii au dat statuii vigoare
si substantd, iar lumea, vdzand-o a rdmas mutd de veneratie in
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bronze into the mould of sand, and the river of red metal cooled
into noble curves and took the impress of the body of a god. With
enamel or polished jewels he gave sight to the sightless eyes. The
hyacinth-like curls grew crisp beneath his graver. And when, in
some dim frescoed fane, or pillared sunlit portico, the child of Leto
stood upon his pedestal, those who passed by, [Greek text which
cannot be reproduced], became conscious of a new influence that had
come across their lives, and dreamily, or with a sense of strange and
quickening joy, went to their homes or daily labour, or wandered,
it may be, through the city gates to that nymph-haunted meadow
where young Phaedrus bathed his feet, and, lying there on the soft
grass, beneath the tall wind —whispering planes and flowering
agnus castus, began to think of the wonder of beauty, and grew
silent with unaccustomed awe. In those days the artist was free.
From the river valley he took the fine clay in his fingers, and with a
little tool of wood or bone, fashioned it into forms so exquisite that
the people gave them to the dead as their playthings, and we find
them still in the dusty tombs on the yellow hillside by Tanagra, with
the faint gold and the fading crimson still lingering about hair and
lips and raiment. On a wall of fresh plaster, stained with bright
sandyx or mixed with milk and saffron, he pictured one who trod

fata ei. El a turnat bronzul incandescent in matrite iar suvoiul de
metal rosu s-a rdcit in curburi nobile, ludnd forma trupului
zeului. A folosit emailul sau gemele slefuite pentru a da vedere
ochilor nevdzatori. Sub dalta lui au apdrut buclele asemeni
hiacintului. $i atunci cand fiul Letei se afla pe piedestal in vreun
templu intunecos, acoperit cu fresce sau in porticul luminat,
trecdtorii, dia lamprotatou bainontes abrvs aigeros, isi dadeau
seama de noua forta care le traversa vietile si, visatori, sau cu un
simtamant de stranie si inviordtoare bucurie se duceau acasa ori
spre treburile zilnice sau, poate, se indreptau spre portile
orasului si, de acolo, spre poiana locuita de nimfe, unde tanarul
Fedru isi rdcorea picioarele; se lungeau in iarba moale, sub bétaia
vantului murmuritor si aldturi de agnus castus dat in floare,
incepeau sd se gandeasca la minunea frumusetii si deveneau tot
mai tdcuti, strabatuti de un fior neobisnuit. Cu o unealtd din
lemn sau os el lua lutul din albia raului si inchipuia forme atat
de madiestre incat oamenii le dddeau mortilor in loc de jucarii; le
gasim in mormintele acoperite cu praf de langa Tanagra, in care
se afld incd urme de aur si purpurd pe buze, par si vesminte. Pe
un perete abia facut din gips colorat cu pulbere stradlucitoare sau
cu lapte de var si sofran, el o zugrdvea pe aceea care pdsea cu
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with tired feet the purple white-starred fields of asphodel, one “in
whose eyelids lay the whole of the Trojan War,” Polyxena, the
daughter of Priam; or figured Odysseus, the wise and cunning,
bound by tight cords to the mast-step, that he might listen without
hurt to the singing of the Sirens, or wandering by the clear river of
Acheron, where the ghosts of fishes flitted over the pebbly bed; or
showed the Persian in trews and mitre flying before the Greek at
Marathon, or the galleys clashing their beaks of brass in the little
Salaminian bay. He drew with silver-point and charcoal upon
parchment and prepared cedar. Upon ivory and rose-coloured
terracotta he painted with wax, making the wax fluid with juice of
olives, and with heated irons making it firm. Panel and marble and
linen canvas became wonderful as his brush swept across them; and
life seeing her own image, was still, and dared not speak. All life,
indeed, was his, from the merchants seated in the marketplace to the
cloaked shepherd lying on the hill; from the nymph hidden in the
laurels and the faun that pipes at noon, to the king whom, in long
green-curtained litter, slaves bore upon oil-bright shoulders, and
fanned with peacock fans. Men and women, with pleasure or sorrow
in their faces, passed before him. He watched them, and their secret
became his. Through form and colour he re-created a world.

picioarele obosite pe campul alb-instelat de asfodele, pe aceea
care , purta in ploape intregul razboi Troian”, pe Polyxenia, fiica
lui Priam. Sau il inchipuia pe Odiseu cel intelept si viclean,
strans legat de catarg pentru a asculta nevdtdmat cantecul
sirenelor sau bantuind pe malul Aheronului cu apa limpede,
acolo unde fantomele pestilor saltd in albia cu pietris. Sau fdcea
sd apard persii in vesmintele lor stramte si coifuri, ludnd-o
inaintea grecilor la Marathon sau galerele ciocnindu-si boturile
de alamd in micul golf al Salaminei. Cu un instrument cu varf de
argint si cu un cirbune desena pe un pergament sau prelucra
conuri de cedru. Pe teracota fildesie, coloratd in roz, el picta cu
ceard fluidizatd in ulei de masline, fixand-o apoi cu un
instrument metalic bine incins. Sub atingerea penelului sdu
lemnul, marmura si panza deveneau frumoase iar viata,
vdzandu-si propria imagine acolo, ramanea nemiscatd si nu
cuteza sa scoatd un cuvant. Ale lui erau toate cate aveau viatd —
de la negustorii din piatd pana la pastorul de pe deal, in cojoc,
de la nimfa ascunsa printre lauri si faunul cantand la amiazd din
fluier, pand la regele, racorit cu evantaie din pene de paun si dus
in litiera cu perdele verzi de scalvii cu umeri strdlucitori. Pe
dinaintea lui treceau barbati si femei cu durerile sau bucuriile

C ONTEMPORARY

LITERATURE P RESS

http://editura.mttlc.ro
The University of Bucharest, 2017



REDISCOVERING
OSCAR WILDE

Laxi

Oscar Wilde
The Critic as Artist. Criticul-Artist. De Profundis.
Parallel Texts.

16

All subtle arts belonged to him also. He held the gem against the
revolving disk, and the amethyst became the purple couch for
Adonis, and across the veined sardonyx sped Artemis with her
hounds. He beat out the gold into roses, and strung them together
for necklace or armlet. He beat out the gold into wreaths for the
conqueror’s helmet, or into palmates for the Tyrian robe, or into
masks for the royal dead. On the back of the silver mirror he graved
Thetis borne by her Nereids, or love-sick Phaedra with her nurse, or
Persephone, weary of memory, putting poppies in her hair. The
potter sat in his shed, and, flower-like from the silent wheel, the vase
rose up beneath his hands. He decorated the base and stem and ears
with pattern of dainty olive-leaf, or foliated acanthus, or curved and
crested wave. Then in black or red he painted lads wrestling, or in
the race: knights in full armour, with strange heraldic shields and
curious visors, leaning from shell-shaped chariot over rearing
steeds: the gods seated at the feast or working their miracles: the
heroes in their victory or in their pain. Sometimes he would etch in
thin vermilion lines upon a ground of white the languid bridegroom
and his bride, with Eros hovering round them —an Eros like one of

intipdrite pe fatd. El ii privea atent si le ghicea secretul. Astfel
recreea o intreaga lume prin forma si culoare.

Ale lui erau artele subtile. Stia sd slefuiasca piatra pretioasd cu
discul rotitor si ametistul devenea culcus de purpura pentru
Adonis, iar Artemis alerga laolaltd cu ogarii ei pe sardonixul
strabatut de nervuri. Lucra aurul, transformandu-1 in trandafiri
din care fdcea apoi coliere sau bratdri. Tot din aur lucra cununa
pentru coiful cuceritorului sau ornamentele cu frunze de
palmieri de pe vesmantul tyrian sau mdstile mortuare pentru
regi. Pe spatele oglinzii de argint el o grava pe Tetis purtata de
nereide sau pe Fedra, cea bolnava de dragoste, impreund cu
doica ei, sau pe Persefona, istovita de amintire, punandu-si maci
in par. Olarul stdtea acolo, in sopronul lui, iar vaza-i rdsdrea din
maini asemeni unei flori. Apoi ii decora partea de jos, trupul,
toartele cu frunze fine de madslin sau acant, sau cu linii
unduitoare sau frante. Picta pe ea, in rosu si negru, flacdi
luptandu-se sau intrecaAndu-se la alergdri, cavaleri cu scuturi
avand blazoane ciudate si viziere curioase, plecindu-se peste
carele de lupta, ca niste scoici, spre armasarii cabrati; mai picta
zei benchetuind sau facand minuni si eroi in culmea gloriei sau
suferintei. Incrusta uneori pe un fond alb, in linii fine, rosiatice,
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Donatello’s angels, a little laughing thing with gilded or with azure
wings. On the curved side he would write the name of his friend.
[Greek text which cannot be reproduced] or [Greek text which cannot be
reproduced)] tells us the story of his days. Again, on the rim of the
wide flat cup he would draw the stag browsing, or the lion at rest,
as his fancy willed it. From the tiny perfume-bottle laughed
Aphrodite at her toilet, and, with bare-limbed Maenads in his train,
Dionysus danced round the wine-jar on naked must-stained feet,
while, satyr-like, the old Silenus sprawled upon the bloated skins,
or shook that magic spear which was tipped with a fretted fir-cone,
and wreathed with dark ivy. And no one came to trouble the artist
at his work. No irresponsible chatter disturbed him. He was not
worried by opinions. By the Ilyssus, says Arnold somewhere, there
was no Higginbotham. By the Ilyssus, my dear Gilbert, there were
no silly art congresses bringing provincialism to the provinces and
teaching the mediocrity how to mouth. By the Ilyssus there were
no tedious magazines about art, in which the industrious prattle of
what they do not understand. On the reed-grown banks of that
little stream strutted no ridiculous journalism monopolising the
seat of judgment when it should be apologising in the dock. The
Greeks had no art-critics.

ciate o mireasa languroasda impreund cu mirele ei si pe Eros,
plutind deasupra—un Eros ca unul din ingerii lui Donatello, un
chip mic, razand, cu aripi aurii sau azurii. Pe latura curbatd scria
de obicei numele prietenului. KALOS ALKIBIADHS sau
KALOS CARMIDHS ne spune fiecare povestea vietii lui. Pe
buza cupei largi desena un cerb pascand sau un leu odihnindu-
se, dupa cum ii dicta fantezia. De pe sticluta de parfum iti radea
Afrodita in fata oglinzii de toaletd si, urmat de Menade desculte,
Dionys, in picioarele goale, stropite de must, dansa in jurul unui
butoi cu vin, in timp ce batranul Silenus, asemeni unui satir, sta
intins pe burdufuri umflate sau isi arunca lancea vrdjitd, aceea
cu un con de brad infdsurat in iederd in varf. Nimeni nu venea
sd-1 tulbure pe artistul care lucra. Nu-l deranja nici macar o
frantura de paldvrdgeald iresponsabilda. Nu-si fdcea griji din
pricina opiniilor diverse. Langa Illyssus, spune undeva Arnold,
nu era nici un Higginbotham. Langd Illyssus, dragul meu
Gilbert, nu se organizau congrese de artd care sd aduca
provincialismul in provincii si sa invete mediocritatile sd dea din
gurd cu emfazd. Langa Illyssus nu erau reviste plictisitoare de
artd in care spiritele robace sa sporovaie despre ce nu inteleg. Pe
malurile cu trestii ale raului, jurnalistul nu se plimba cu o
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Gilbert. Ernest, you are quite delightful, but your views are
terribly unsound. I am afraid that you have been listening to the
conversation of some one older than yourself. That is always a
dangerous thing to do, and if you allow it to degenerate into a
habit you will find it absolutely fatal to any intellectual
development. As for modern journalism, it is not my business to
defend it. It justifies its own existence by the great Darwinian
principle of the survival of the vulgarest. I have merely to do with
literature.

Ernest. But what is the difference between literature and
journalism?

Gilbert. Oh!journalism is unreadable, and literature is not read.
That is all. But with regard to your statement that the Greeks had
no art-critics, I assure you that is quite absurd. It would be more
just to say that the Greeks were a nation of art-critics.

Ernest. Really?

Gilbert. Yes, a nation of art-critics. But I don’t wish to destroy the

afectare frizand ridicolul, uzurpand locul judecitii de valoare,
cand, de fapt, ar trebui sa-si ceard scuze din boxa acuzatiilor.
Grecii nu au avut critici de arta.

Gilbert: Draga Ernest, vorbesti absolut incantdtor, dar opiniile
tale sunt teribil de nesdndtoase. Pdrerea mea este cd ai stat sa
asculti prea mult conversatiile celor varstnici. E periculos, si
daca vei ldsa acest lucru sa degenereze in obicei, vei descoperi cad
insdsi evolutia ta intelectuald este in pericol. In ce priveste
jurnalismul de azi, nu-i treaba mea sa-1 apar. Isi justifica propria
existentd prin principiul capital darwinist al supravietuirii celor
vulgari. Eu ma ocup doar de literatura.

Ernest: Dar care-i diferenta dintre literatura si jurnalism?

Gilbert: Oh, ce se scrie in jurnale nu poate fi citit, iar literatura
nu e cititd. Asta-i tot. Dar in ce priveste afirmatia ta ca grecii nu
aveau critici de artd, te asigur ca este absurda. Ar fi mai just sa
spui ca grecii erau un popor de critici de arta.

Ernest: Chiar asa?

Gilbert: Da, un popor de critici de arta. Dar nu vreau sa distrug
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delightfully unreal picture that you have drawn of the relation of
the Hellenic artist to the intellectual spirit of his age. To give an
accurate description of what has never occurred is not merely the
proper occupation of the historian, but the inalienable privilege of
any man of parts and culture. Still less do I desire to talk learnedly.
Learned conversation is either the affectation of the ignorant or the
profession of the mentally unemployed. And, as for what is called
improving conversation, that is merely the foolish method by
which the still more foolish philanthropist feebly tries to disarm the
just rancour of the criminal classes. No: let me play to you some
mad scarlet thing by Dvorak. The pallid figures on the tapestry are
smiling at us, and the heavy eyelids of my bronze Narcissus are
folded in sleep. Don't let us discuss anything solemnly. I am but
too conscious of the fact that we are born in an age when only the
dull are treated seriously, and I live in terror of not being
misunderstood. Don’t degrade me into the position of giving you
useful information. Education is an admirable thing, but it is well
to remember from time to time that nothing that is worth knowing
can be taught. Through the parted curtains of the window I see the
moon like a clipped piece of silver. Like gilded bees the stars cluster
round her. The sky is a hard hollow sapphire. Let us go out into the

tabloul, extrem de incantdtor prin nerealismul lui, pe care l-ai
facut vorbind despre legdtura dintre artistul elen si spiritul
intelectual al vremii sale. Sd descrii cu fidelitate ceva ce nu s-a
intamplat nicicind, nu este doar ocupatia istoricului, ci
privilegiul inalienabil al oricdrui om talentat si cultivat. Nu
doresc chiar deloc sd vorbesc savant. Conversatia savantd este
fie un mod de afectare al ignorantilor, fie profesiunea pasivilor
mintal. Si in ce priveste asa-zisa perfectionare a manierei de
conversatie, asta e doar metoda prosteasca prin care filantropul,
si mai prost, incearca anemic sd dezarmeze dreapta adversitate
a categoriilor sdrace, expuse la comiterea delictelor. A, nu, da-mi
voie sd-ti cant o piesd de Dvorak, vibrand de pasiune
nebuneascd. Palidele chipuri din tapiserie de zdmbesc iar
pleoapele grele ale Narcisului meu de bronz sunt cuprinse de
somn. Hai sd nu discutdm ceremonios. Sunt deplin constient ca
ne-am ndscut intr-o epocd in care doar plicticosii sunt luati in
serios, si trdiesc terorizat de faptul ca pot fi inteles gresit. Nu ma
pune in situatia dizgratioasa de a-ti da informatii utile. Educatia
este ceva admirabil, dar e bine sd-ti amintesti din cand in cand
cd nu poti invdta pe cineva tot din ceea ce meritd sa fie cunoscut.
Prin draperiile date la o parte vdd luna si-mi pare o bucatd
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night. Thought is wonderful, but adventure is more wonderful
still. Who knows but we may meet Prince Florizel of Bohemia, and
hear the fair Cuban tell us that she is not what she seems?

Ernest. You are horribly wilful. I insist on your discussing this
matter with me. You have said that the Greeks were a nation of
art-critics. What art-criticism have they left us?

Gilbert. My dear Ernest, even if not a single fragment of art-
criticism had come down to us from Hellenic or Hellenistic days, it
would be none the less true that the Greeks were a nation of art-
critics, and that they invented the criticism of art just as they
invented the criticism of everything else. For, after all, what is our
primary debt to the Greeks? Simply the critical spirit. And, this
spirit, which they exercised on questions of religion and science,
of ethics and metaphysics, of politics and education, they
exercised on questions of art also, and, indeed, of the two
supreme and highest arts, they have left us the most flawless
system of criticism that the world has ever seen.

Ernest. But what are the two supreme and highest arts?

decupatd de argint. Stelele, asemeni unor albine poleite in aur,
stau ciorchine in jurul ei. Cerul este un safir golit pe dinduntru.
Sa iesim in noapte. E minunata gandirea, dar aventura-i si mai
minunatd. Cine stie, poate ne vom intalni cu Printul Florizel al
Boemiei sau o vom auzi pe frumoasa cubaneza cum ne spune cd
totul nu-i ce pare a fi?

Ernest: Esti groaznic de incapatanat. Insist sa discuti aceasta
problemd cu mine. Ai spus ca grecii sunt un popor de critici de
artd. Ce fel de criticad de artd ne-au ldsat ei?

Gilbert: Dragul meu Ernest, chiar daca pand la noi nu ar fi ajuns
nici macar un fragment de critica de artd din perioada elena sau
elenistd, nu ar fi mai putin adevarat ca au fost un popor de critici
de artd si au inventat critica de artd asa cum au inventat critica
in orice domeniu. Céci, la urma urmei, ce anume datordm noi
grecilor dacd nu spiritul critic? Si, acest spirit pe care l-au
exercitat in probleme de religie si stiintd, in etica si metafizica, in
politica si educatie, l1-au exercitat si in probleme de artd; de
asemenea, in ce priveste cele doud arte supreme si superioare,
ne-au ldsat un sistem critic fara fisurd, unul de o perfectiune
nemaiintalnita.

Ernest: Dar care sunt cele doud arte supreme si superioare?
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Gilbert. Life and Literature, life and the perfect expression of life.
The principles of the former, as laid down by the Greeks, we may
not realise in an age so marred by false ideals as our own. The
principles of the latter, as they laid them down, are, in many cases,
so subtle that we can hardly understand them. Recognising that the
most perfect art is that which most fully mirrors man in all his
infinite variety, they elaborated the criticism of language,
considered in the light of the mere material of that art, to a point to
which we, with our accentual system of reasonable or emotional
emphasis, can barely if at all attain; studying, for instance, the
metrical movements of a prose as scientifically as a modern
musician studies harmony and counterpoint, and, I need hardly
say, with much keener aesthetic instinct. In this they were right, as
they were right in all things. Since the introduction of printing, and
the fatal development of the habit of reading amongst the middle
and lower classes of this country, there has been a tendency in
literature to appeal more and more to the eye, and less and less to
the ear which is really the sense which, from the standpoint of pure
art, it should seek to please, and by whose canons of pleasure it
should abide always. Even the work of Mr. Pater, who is, on the
whole, the most perfect master of English prose now creating

Gilbert: Viata si literatura, viata si expresia perfectd a vietii. Nu
ne putem da seama de principiile celei dintai, asa cum au fost ele
stabilite de greci, intr-o perioadd corupta de false idealuri, cum
este a noastra. Principiile celei de-a doua, asa cum le-au stabilit
ei, sunt, in multe cazuri, atat de subtile incat nu le putem intelege
mai deloc. Admitand ca arta perfectd este aceea care oglindeste
omul pe deplin, omul in infinita lui varietate, ei au elaborat si
dus critica limbajului, conceputd doar din perspectiva materiei
acelei arte, la un nivel la care noi, cu sistemul nostru metric de
accente rationale sau emotionale, n-am putea ajunge, studiind,
de exemplu, metrica unei proze la fel de stiintific ca muzicianul
modern care studiaza armonia si contrapunctul, si indrdznesc sa
spun, cu un instinct estetic mult mai ascutit. Aveau dreptate in
acestea, cum aveau dreptate in toate. De la aparitia tiparului si a
obiceiului dezastruos al raspandirii lecturii in randul burgheziei
si claselor de jos din aceastd tard, literatura a tins sa se adreseze
mai mult ochiului si din ce in ce mai putin auzului, simtul care,
din punct de vedere al artei pure, ar trebui sa incerce sa produca
pldcere, rdimdnand cantonat mereu in canoanele placerii. Chiar
operele domnului Pater care, in ansamblu, este maestrul
neintrecut al prozei engleze scrise sub ochii nostri, sunt mai
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amongst us, is often far more like a piece of mosaic than a passage
in music, and seems, here and there, to lack the true rhythmical life
of words and the fine freedom and richness of effect that such
rhythmical life produces. We, in fact, have made writing a definite
mode of composition, and have treated it as a form of elaborate
design. The Greeks, upon the other hand, regarded writing simply
as a method of chronicling. Their test was always the spoken word
in its musical and metrical relations. The voice was the medium,
and the ear the critic. I have sometimes thought that the story of
Homer’s blindness might be really an artistic myth, created in
critical days, and serving to remind us, not merely that the great
poet is always a seer, seeing less with the eyes of the body than he
does with the eyes of the soul, but that he is a true singer also,
building his song out of music, repeating each line over and over
again to himself till he has caught the secret of its melody, chaunting
in darkness the words that are winged with light. Certainly,
whether this be so or not, it was to his blindness, as an occasion, if
not as a cause, that England’s great poet owed much of the majestic
movement and sonorous splendour of his later verse. When Milton
could no longer write he began to sing. Who would match the
measures of Comus with the measures of Samson Agonistes, or of

curand bucati de mozaic decat pasaje muzicale; le lipseste pe ici-
colo adevdrata viatd ritmica a cuvintelor, libertatea frumoasa si
bogdtia efectelor produse de o asemenea viata ritmica. De fapt,
noi am transformat scrisul intr-o maniera fixa de compozitie si
l-am tratat ca formd a unui plan complicat. Pe de alta parte, grecii
considerau scrierea drept simpld metoda de inregistrarea
faptelor. Proba era cuvantul rostit, pus in context muzical si
metric. Vocea era mijlocul de exprimare iar urechea — criticul.
Uneori m-am gandit cd povestea cu Homer cel orb ar putea fi
realmente un mit artistic, creat intr-o perioada criticd, unul care
ne ajutd sd ne amintim nu numai faptul cd marele poet este
intotdeauna un vizionar, cd vede mai putin cu ochii trupesti
decat cu ochii sufletului, dar ca el este si un adevarat cantaret,
alcatuindu-si cantarea muzical, repetand fiecare vers iar si iar
pand prinde secretul liniei melodice, incantand pe intuneric
cuvinte inaripate de lumind. Evident, dacd asa stau sau nu
lucrurile, marele poet al Angliei datoreaza orbirii ca intamplare,
nu drept cauzd, ritmul maiestuos si splendoarea sonord a
versurilor sale tarzii. Oare cine ar putea sa pund semnul egal
intre ritmul din Comus si ritmul din Samson agonizind, sau intre
cel din Paradisul pierdut si Paradisul regdsit? Atunci cand Milton a
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Paradise Lost or Regained? When Milton became blind he
composed, as every one should compose, with the voice purely,
and so the pipe or reed of earlier days became that mighty many-
stopped organ whose rich reverberant music has all the stateliness
of Homeric verse, if it seeks not to have its swiftness, and is the one
imperishable inheritance of English literature sweeping through all
the ages, because above them, and abiding with us ever, being
immortal in its form. Yes: writing has done much harm to writers.
We must return to the voice. That must be our test, and perhaps
then we shall be able to appreciate some of the subtleties of
Greek art-criticism.

As it now is, we cannot do so. Sometimes, when I have
written a piece of prose that I have been modest enough to consider
absolutely free from fault, a dreadful thought comes over me that
I may have been guilty of the immoral effeminacy of using trochaic
and tribrachic movements, a crime for which a learned critic of the
Augustan age censures with most just severity the brilliant if
somewhat paradoxical Hegesias. I grow cold when I think of it, and
wonder to myself if the admirable ethical effect of the prose of that
charming writer, who once in a spirit of reckless generosity
towards the uncultivated portion of our community proclaimed

orbit, el a compus, asa cum ar trebui toti sd compund, numai si
numai cu vocea — doar astfel fluierul ori trestia din vechime s-au
transformat in orga ale cdrei sonuri reverberante poseda
intreaga solemnitate a versurilor homerice, fara ritmul lor alert
insd, fiind o mostenire nepieritoare a literaturii engleze, una care
strabate epocile pentru ca e mai presus de toate, rdimanand de-a
pururi cu noi, in forma ei nemuritoare. Da, scrisul a facut mult
rdu scriitorilor. Trebuie sa ne reintoarcem la voce. Acesta ar
trebui sa ne fie etalonul; probabil ca atunci vom putea aprecia
unele din subtilitdtile criticii de arta grecesti.

Acum insd, nu o putem face. Uneori, dupa ce scriu o
prozd pe care, cu suficientd modestie, o consider impecabild,
incepe sa ma bantuie gandul cumplit ca s-ar fi putut sd ma fac
vinovat de efeminare imorald si sa fi folosit ritmul trohaic si
tribrahic, crima pentru care un critic invatat din epoca augustana
il judeca pe bund dreptate cu severitate pe sclipitorul si,
oarecum, paradoxalul Hegesias. Mi se face frig cind ma gandesc
la asta si, in sinea mea, ma intreb daca nu cumva efectul etic
admirabil al prozei acestui scriitor incantdtor care odatd, intr-un
imbold de generozitate necugetatd fatd de cei necultivati din
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the monstrous doctrine that conduct is three-fourths of life, will not
some day be entirely annihilated by the discovery that the paeons
have been wrongly placed.

Ernest. Ah! now you are flippant.

Gilbert. Who would not be flippant when he is gravely told that
the Greeks had no art-critics? I can understand it being said that the
constructive genius of the Greeks lost itself in criticism, but not that
the race to whom we owe the critical spirit did not criticise. You will
not ask me to give you a survey of Greek art criticism from Plato to
Plotinus. The night is too lovely for that, and the moon, if she heard
us, would put more ashes on her face than are there already. But
think merely of one perfect little work of aesthetic criticism,
Aristotle’s Treatise on Poetry. It is not perfect in form, for it is badly
written, consisting perhaps of notes dotted down for an art lecture,
or of isolated fragments destined for some larger book, but in
temper and treatment it is perfect, absolutely. The ethical effect of
art, its importance to culture, and its place in the formation of
character, had been done once for all by Plato; but here we have art
treated, not from the moral, but from the purely aesthetic point of

comunitatea noastra, a sus;inut doctrina absolut monstruoasa ca
modul de comportament reprezintd trei-patrimi din viata unui
om—dacd acel efect, deci, ar fi total anihilat intr-o zi,
descoperindu-se ca peonii au fost prost plasati.

Ernest: Ah, acum esti chiar neserios.

Gilbert: Cine n-ar fi neserios dacd i s-ar spune foarte serios cd
grecii n-au avut critici de arta? Pot intelege sa se spunad cd geniul
constructiv al grecilor s-a pierdut in critica, dar nu faptul cd rasa
careia 1i datordm spiritul critic nu a practicat deloc critica. Sd nu
ma rogi sa-ti fac o sinteza a criticii de arta de la Platon la Plotin.
Noaptea e mult prea pldcuta pentru asta, iar luna, dacd ne-ar
auzi, si-ar pune mai multd cenusd in cap decat are deja. Sd ne
gandim doar la o operd exemplara de criticd esteticd, de
dimensiuni reduse, la Poetica lui Aristotel. Forma ei nu este
perfectd pentru cd este scrisd prost—probabil ca initial s-a
compus dintr-o serie de note destinate unui discurs despre artd
sau din fragmentele disparate pentru o carte mai ampld, dar ca
spirit si mod de tratare este exemplard, fara absolut nici un
dubiu. Influenta eticd a artei, importanta ei pentru cultura si
locul pe care-1 are in formarea caracterului, au fost stabilite odata

pentru totdeauna de Platon; aici insa arta nu este tratatd din
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view. Plato had, of course, dealt with many definitely artistic sub-
jects, such as the importance of unity in a work of art, the necessity
for tone and harmony, the aesthetic value of appearances, the
relation of the visible arts to the external world, and the relation of
fiction to fact. He first perhaps stirred in the soul of man that desire
that we have not yet satisfied, the desire to know the connection
between Beauty and Truth, and the place of Beauty in the moral and
intellectual order of the Kosmos. The problems of idealism and
realism, as he sets them forth, may seem to many to be somewhat
barren of result in the metaphysical sphere of abstract being in
which he places them, but transfer them to the sphere of art, and
you will find that they are still vital and full of meaning. It may be
that it is as a critic of Beauty that Plato is destined to live, and that
by altering the name of the sphere of his speculation we shall find a
new philosophy. But Aristotle, like Goethe, deals with art primarily
in its concrete manifestations, taking Tragedy, for instance, and
investigating the material it uses, which is language, its subject-
matter, which is life, the method by which it works, which is action,
the conditions under which it reveals itself, which are those of
theatric presentation, its logical structure, which is plot, and its final
aesthetic appeal, which is to the sense of beauty realised through

punct de vedere moral ci pur estetic. Fara indoiald ca Platon s-a
ocupat de multe probleme evidente ale artei, cum ar fi
importanta unitatii In opera de artd, necesitatea existentei
tonului si armoniei, valoarea estetica a aparentei, relatia dintre
artele vizuale si lumea exterioard si relatia dintre fictiune si
realitate. Probabil cd el a fost primul care a provocat in suflet
acea dorintd pe care incd nu am ajuns sa ne-o satisfacem, dorinta
de a cunoaste legdtura dintre Frumos si Adevdr si locul
Frumosului in ordinea morald si intelectuald a Cosmosului.
Problemele idealismului si realismului, asa cum le explica el
sistematic, ar putea pdrea unora fdra nici un efect in sfera
metafizicd a fiintei abstracte in care el le plaseazd, dar sd le
transferam doar in sfera artei si vei vedea cd sunt incd pline de
vitalitate si sens. Probabil ca lui Platon ii este dat sa traiasca in
calitatea lui de critic al Frumosului si, schimband numele sferei
lui de speculatie, vom descoperi o nouad filosofie. Dar Aristotel,
asemeni lui Goethe, se ocupa de artd in primul rand in
manifestdrile ei concrete, discutand tragedia, de exemplu, si
investigandu-i materialul folosit de aceasta, care este limba, aria
de probleme, care este viata, metoda prin care lucreazd, care este
actiunea, conditiile in care ni se reveleazd, care sunt ale

C ONTEMPORARY

LITERATURE P RESS

http://editura.mttlc.ro
The University of Bucharest, 2017



REDISCOVERING
OSCAR WILDE

[~ 11
kal

Oscar Wilde
The Critic as Artist. Criticul-Artist. De Profundis.
Parallel Texts.

26

the passions of pity and awe. That purification and spiritualising of
the nature which he calls katharsis is, as Goethe saw, essentially
aesthetic, and is not moral, as Lessing fancied. Concerning himself
primarily with the impression that the work of art produces,
Aristotle sets himself to analyse that impression, to investigate its
source, to see how it is engendered. As a physiologist and
psychologist, he knows that the health of a function resides in
energy. To have a capacity for a passion and not to realise it, is to
make oneself incomplete and limited. The mimic spectacle of life
that Tragedy affords cleanses the bosom of much “perilous stuff,
and by presenting high and worthy objects for the exercise of the
emotions purifies and spiritualises the man; nay, not merely does it
spiritualise him, but it initiates him also into noble feelings of which
he might else have known nothing, the word [Greek text which
cannot be reproduced] having, it has sometimes seemed to me, a
definite allusion to the rite of initiation, if indeed that be not, asI am
occasionally tempted to fancy, its true and only meaning here. This
is of course a mere outline of the book. But you see what a perfect
piece of aesthetic criticism it is. Who indeed but a Greek could have
analysed art so well? After reading it, one does not wonder any
longer that Alexandria devoted itself so largely to art-criticism, and

prezentdrii teatrale, structura ei logica —intriga si, in sfarsit,
impactul estetic decisiv, dat de simtul frumosului trezit prin
sentimentele de mild si groaza. Acea purificare si spiritualizare
a naturii, pe care el o numeste katharsis este, cum a sesizat
Goethe, esentialmente esteticd, nu moralda, cum si-a imaginat
Lessing. Preocupandu-se in primul rand de impactul produs de
opera de artd, Aristotel il analizeaza temeinic, cercetandu-i sursa
pentru a vedea modul in care ia nastere. Ca fiziolog si psiholog,
el stie cd vigoarea unei functii saldsluieste in energie. Sa porti in
tine pasiunea si sa nu-ti dai seama, inseamna sa devii o fiinta
incompletd si limitatd. Spectacolul imitativ al vietii pe care
tragedia il permite curata sufletul de o mare parte din ,,materia
nociva”, si prin prezentarea obiectelor superioare si de valoare
ca exercitiu al emotiilor, omul se purifica si se spiritualizeaza.
Nu numai ca se spiritualizeaza dar se si initiaza intru nobile
sentimente despre care el, altminteri, s-ar fi putut sd nu stie
nimic, cuvantul kaqgarsis continand, cum mi s-a parut uneori, o
aluzie clard la ritul de initiere, dacd nu cumva acesta este intr-
adevdr, asa cum sunt tentat cateaodatd sda-mi inchipui,
adevdratul si singurul sens pe care il are in acest context.
Desigur, acesta este desigur doar un rezumat al cartii. Dar iti dai
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that we find the artistic temperaments of the day investigating
every question of style and manner, discussing the great Academic
schools of painting, for instance, such as the school of Sicyon, that
sought to preserve the dignified traditions of the antique mode, or
the realistic and impressionist schools, that aimed at reproducing
actual life, or the elements of ideality in portraiture, or the artistic
value of the epic form in an age so modern as theirs, or the proper
subject-matter for the artist. Indeed, I fear that the inartistic
temperaments of the day busied themselves also in matters of
literature and art, for the accusations of plagiarism were endless,
and such accusations proceed either from the thin colourless lips of
impotence, or from the grotesque mouths of those who, possessing
nothing of their own, fancy that they can gain a reputation for
wealth by crying out that they have been robbed. And I assure you,
my dear Ernest, that the Greeks chattered about painters quite as
much as people do nowadays, and had their private views, and
shilling exhibitions, and Arts and Crafts guilds, and Pre-Raphaelite
movements, and movements towards realism, and lectured about
art, and wrote essays on art, and produced their art-historians, and
their archaeologists, and all the rest of it. Why, even the theatrical
managers of travelling companies brought their dramatic critics

si tu seama ce exemplu de criticd esteticd este. Cine altul dacd nu
un grec ar fi putut face o analiza a artei atat de bine? Dupa ce o
citesti, nu te mai miri ca cei din Alexandria s-au devotat intr-atat
criticii de artd si cd puteam vedea cum temperamentele artistice
din acele zile cercetau orice problema de stil si manierd
comentand marile scoli academice de picturd, cum sunt scoala
din Sicyon, care a cdutat sd pdstreze traditiile nobile ale
antichitatii, sau scoala realista si impresionista care aveau drept
scop reproducerea vietii ca atare, sau elementele de idealism in
portretisticd, sau valoarea artistica a epicului intr-o perioadad atat
de moderna ca a lor, sau problematica specificd artistului. Nu
stiu de ce, dar cred cd si temperamentele neartistice ale zilei se
preocupau de problemele artei si literaturii, cdci acuzatiile de
plagiat erau nesfarsite —iar aceste acuzatii apar fie de pe buzele
subtiri, incolore ale impotentei de creatie, fie din gurile grotesti
ale celor care nu au nimic a spune si-si inchipuie cd-si pot castiga
reputatia strigdnd in gura mare ca au fost jefuiti. Si te asigur,
dragd Ernest, cd grecii vorbeau despre pictori cam tot atat cat
oamenii de azi si aveau propriile pareri, montau expozitii, aveau
bresle de Arte si Meserii, miscdrile lor pre-raphaelite, cele de
sustinere a realismului si tineau prelegeri despre artd, scriau
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with them when they went on tour, and paid them very handsome
salaries for writing laudatory notices. Whatever, in fact, is modern
in our life we owe to the Greeks. Whatever is an anachronism is
due to mediaevalism. It is the Greeks who have given us the whole
system of art-criticism, and how fine their critical instinct was, may
be seen from the fact that the material they criticised with most care
was, as | have already said, language. For the material that painter
or sculptor uses is meagre in comparison with that of words.
Words have not merely music as sweet as that of viol and lute,
colour as rich and vivid as any that makes lovely for us the canvas
of the Venetian or the Spaniard, and plastic form no less sure and
certain than that which reveals itself in marble or in bronze, but
thought and passion and spirituality are theirs also, are theirs
indeed alone. If the Greeks had criticised nothing but language,
they would still have been the great art-critics of the world. To
know the principles of the highest art is to know the principles of
all the arts.

But I see that the moon is hiding behind a sulphur-coloured cloud.
Out of a tawny mane of drift she gleams like a lion’s eye. She is
afraid that I will talk to you of Lucian and Longinus, of Quinctilian

eseuri, isi aveau arheologii si specialistii lor. Ei bine, chiar
directorii teatrelor itinerante isi luau cu ei critici dramatici si-i
pldateau bine pentru notitele lor laudative. De fapt datoram
grecilor tot ce este modern in viata actuald. Anacronismele le
datordm evului mediu. Grecii ne-au dat intregul sistem al criticii
de artd, iar finetea instinctului lor critic se poate vedea in
maxima atentie data criticii limbajului, cum am spus deja. Céci
materialul folosit de pictor sau sculptor este sdrdcdcios in
comparatie cu acela al cuvintelor. Cuvintele nu au doar o
muzicalitate la fel de dulce ca a violei sau ldutei, o culoare la fel
de diversd si plind de viatd ca aceea ddruitd in frumusetea
panzelor venetienilor si spaniolilor si o forma plasticd nu mai
putin ferma decat aceea dezviluitd in marmurd sau bronz—
gandirea, pasiunea si spiritualitatea sunt insd numai si numai ale
lor. Daca grecii nu ar fi criticat nimic altceva decat limbajul, tot
ar rdmane ca marii critici de artd ai lumii. S cunosti principiile
celei mai inalte dintre arte inseamnd sd cunosti principiile
tuturor artelor.

Dar vdd cd luna se ascunde in spatele unui nor ca de sulf. Din
coama rosiaticd a darei ea sclipeste asemeni ochiului de leu. lie
teama cd voi vorbi cu tine despre Lucian, Longinus, Quinctilian
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and Dionysius, of Pliny and Fronto and Pausanias, of all those
who in the antique world wrote or lectured upon art matters. She
need not be afraid. I am tired of my expedition into the dim, dull
abyss of facts. There is nothing left for me now but the divine
povoypovg rjdovr) of another cigarette. Cigarettes have at least the
charm of leaving one unsatisfied.

Ernest. Try one of mine. They are rather good. I get them direct
from Cairo. The only use of our attaches is that they supply their
friends with excellent tobacco. And as the moon has hidden herself,
let us talk a little longer. I am quite ready to admit that I was wrong
in what I said about the Greeks. They were, as you have pointed
out, a nation of art-critics. I acknowledge it, and I feel a little sorry
for them. For the creative faculty is higher than the critical. There is
really no comparison between them.

Gilbert. The antithesis between them is entirely arbitrary. Without
the critical faculty, there is no artistic creation at all, worthy of the
name. You spoke a little while ago of that fine spirit of choice and
delicate instinct of selection by which the artist realises life for us,
and gives to it a momentary perfection. Well, that spirit of choice,
that subtle tact of omission, is really the critical faculty in one of its
most characteristic moods, and no one who does not possess this

(sic), Dionysius, Pliniu, Fronto si Pausanias, despre toti cei care
au scris in antichitate despre arta. Nu-i cazul sd se teamd. Sunt
obosit dupd expeditia mea in abisul obscur si plictisitor al
datelor. Acum nu mi-a mai rdmas decat divina povéxpovg
ndovr) a unei noi tigari. Cel putin tigarile au darul de a te ldsa
nesatisfacut.

Ernest: Incearci una de-ale mele. Sunt destul de bune. Le procur
direct de la Cairo. Singurul lucru bun pe care-I fac atasatii nostri
este cd-si aprovizioneaza prietenii cu tutun excelent. Si pentru ca
luna s-a ascuns, hai sa mai vorbim putin. Sunt gata sa recunosc
cd am gresit in tot ce-am spus despre greci. Au fost, asa cum ai
spus tu, un popor de critici de artd. Recunosc acest lucru si ii
compadtimesc, pentru cd facultatea creatoare este superioara celei
critice. Cele doud nu pot fi comparate.

Gilbert: Antiteza este pur arbitrard, caci fard facultatea critica nu
exista creatie artisticd, adicd una care sa-si merite numele. Nu
demult ai vorbit de acel spirit rafinat al alegerii si despre
instinctul delicat al selectiei prin care artistul ne prezinta viata,
conferindu-i perfectiune trecatoare. Ei bine, acel spirit al alegerii,
acel tact subtil al omisiunii reprezintd tocmai facultatea critica in
ipostazele ei cele mai caracteristice si nimeni nu poate crea ceva
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critical faculty can create anything at all in art. Arnold’s definition
of literature as a criticism of life was not very felicitous in form, but
it showed how keenly he recognised the importance of the critical
element in all creative work.

Ernest. I should have said that great artists work unconsciously,
that they were ‘wiser than they knew,” as, I think, Emerson
remarks somewhere.

GILBERT. It is really not so, Ernest. All fine imaginative work is
self-conscious and deliberate. No poet sings because he must sing.
At least, no great poet does. A great poet sings because he chooses
to sing. It is so now, and it has always been so. We are sometimes
apt to think that the voices that sounded at the dawn of poetry
were simpler, fresher, and more natural than ours, and that the
world which the early poets looked at, and through which they
walked, had a kind of poetical quality of its own, and almost
without changing could pass into song. The snow lies thick now
upon Olympus, and its steep scarped sides are bleak and barren,
but once, we fancy, the white feet of the Muses brushed the dew
from the anemones in the morning, and at evening came Apollo
to sing to the shepherds in the vale. But in this we are merely
lending to other ages what we desire, or think we desire, for our

dacd nu poseda aceastd facultate critica. Definitia data de Arnold
literaturii drept critica a vietii nu a fost una tocmai fericitd, dar
aratd cum a reusit el sd discearna elementul critic in opera de
creatie.

Ernest: Ar fi trebuit sd spun ca marii artisti lucreaza inconstient,
ca sunt ,mai intelepti decat o stiu”, cum remarcda Emerson
undeva.

Gilbert: Lucrurile nu stau tocmai asa. Toate operele bune ale
imaginatiei sunt constiente de sine si intentionate. Nici un poet
nu cantd pentru cd trebuie sa cante. Cel putin unul mare. Un
mare poet canta pentru cd alege sd cante. Asa se intamplad acum,
mereu a fost asa. Suntem uneori inclinati sd credem ca vocile
care au rdsunat in zorii poeziei au fost mai simple, mai proaspete
si mai naturale decat ale noastre, ca lumea pe care primii poeti o
contemplau sau prin care se miscau avea o calitate poeticd
proprie ce trecea nealteratd aproape in cantec. in Olimp acum
zdpada e mare iar povarnisurile lui sunt intunecoase si golase.
Ne imagindm cd, odatd, Muzele scuturau roza de pe anemone
dimineata mergand cu picioarele goale, iar seara venea Apollo
sd le cante pastorilor in vale. Gandind asa nu facem decat sa
atribuim altor perioade ceea ce ne dorim, sau credem cd ne

C ONTEMPORARY

LITERATURE P RESS

http://editura.mttlc.ro
The University of Bucharest, 2017



REDISCOVERING
OSCAR WILDE

Laxi

Oscar Wilde
The Critic as Artist. Criticul-Artist. De Profundis.
Parallel Texts.

31

own. Our historical sense is at fault. Every century that produces
poetry is, so far, an artificial century, and the work that seems to
us to be the most natural and simple product of its time is always
the result of the most self-conscious effort. Believe me, Ernest,
there is no fine art without self-consciousness, and self-
consciousness and the critical spirit are one.

Ernest. I see what you mean, and there is much in it. But surely you
would admit that the great poems of the early world, the primitive,
anonymous collective poems, were the result of the imagination
of races, rather than of the imagination of individuals?

Gilbert. Not when they became poetry. Not when they received
a beautiful form. For there is no art where there is no style, and
no style where there is no unity, and unity is of the individual.
No doubt Homer had old ballads and stories to deal with, as
Shakespeare had chronicles and plays and novels from which to
work, but they were merely his rough material. He took them,
and shaped them into song. They become his, because he made
them lovely. They were built out of music,

dorim pentru a noastra. Vinovat e simtul nostru istoric. Orice
secol in care se produce poezie este unul artificial, iar opera care
ne pare a fi cea mai naturald cu putinta este rezultatul unui efort
constient de sine. Crede-md, Ernest, nu exista opera de calitate
fara existenta constiintei de sine, iar spiritul critic si constiinta de
sine sunt unul si acelasi lucru.

Ernest: Imi dau seama ce vrei s spui si ai dreptate in mare
masurd. Dar nu cred ca vei respinge faptul cd marile poeme ale
lumii vechi, primele poeme, anonime si colective au fost mai
curand rezultatul imaginatiei rasei decat al imaginatiei
individuale?

Gilbert: Nu si atunci cand au devenit poezie. Nu si atunci cand
au cdpatat o forma frumoasd. Caci nu existd artd acolo unde nu
existd stil iar acesta nu apare acolo nu este unitate, si unitatea
este datd de un singur individ. Fard indoiald cd Homer a avut la
dispozitie vechi balade si povesti, asa cum Shakespeare a lucrat
pornind de la cronici, piese si romane —toate fiind o materie
bruta. Au fost facute din muzica:
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And so not built at all,
And therefore built for ever.

The longer one studies life and literature, the more strongly one
feels that behind everything that is wonderful stands the
individual, and that it is not the moment that makes the man, but
the man who creates the age. Indeed, I am inclined to think that
each myth and legend that seems to us to spring out of the wonder,
or terror, or fancy of tribe and nation, was in its origin the invention
of one single mind. The curiously limited number of the myths
seems to me to point to this conclusion. But we must not go off into
questions of comparative mythology. We must keep to criticism.
And what I want to point out is this. An age that has no criticism is
either an age in which art is immobile, hieratic, and confined to the
reproduction of formal types, or an age that possesses no art at all.
There have been critical ages that have not been creative, in the
ordinary sense of the word, ages in which the spirit of man has
sought to set in order the treasures of his treasure-house, to
separate the gold from the silver, and the silver from the lead, to
count over the jewels, and to give names to the pearls. But there
has never been a creative age that has not been critical also. For it

Si nefiind deloc ficute
Au fost fiacute sd dureze-n veac.

Cu cat studiezi mai mult viata si literatura, cu atata simti mai
puternic faptul ca in spatele a tot ce-i cu adevarat frumos se aflad
omul, cd nu epoca il face pe om ci omul creeaza epoca. Sunt
tentat sd cred cd orice mit sau legenda care ni se pare a izvori din
sentimentele de uimire si teroare, sau din fantezia unui trib sau
popor, a fost initial inventia unei singure minti. Numarul ciudat
de limitat de mituri pare sa trimitd la aceastd concluzie. Dar nu
e cazul sd divagdm si sd intrdm in probleme de mitologie
comparatd. Trebuie sd ne mentinem in domeniul criticii. latd ce
doresc eu sd subliniez. O epocd in care nu existd criticad este fie
una in care arta este imobild, hieraticd si limitatd la reproducerea
de tipuri, fie una in care nu exista deloc arta. Au existat perioade
critice lipsite de creatie in sensul obisnuit al cuvantului, epoci in
care spiritul omului a incercat sd pund in ordine comorile
existente, sa separe aurul de argint si argintul de plumb, sa-si
numere bijuteriile si sd dea nume perlelor. Dar nu a existat o
epoca de creatie fdrd sa fie si una a criticii, pentru ca facultatea
criticd este aceea care inventeazd forme noi. Tendinta actului
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is the critical faculty that invents fresh forms. The tendency of cre-
ation is to repeat itself. It is to the critical instinct that we owe each
new school that springs up, each new mould that art finds ready to
its hand. There is really not a single form that art now uses that
does not come to us from the critical spirit of Alexandria, where
these forms were either stereotyped or invented or made perfect. I
say Alexandria, not merely because it was there that the Greek spirit
became most self-conscious, and indeed ultimately expired in
scepticism and theology, but because it was to that city, and not to
Athens, that Rome turned for her models, and it was through the
survival, such as it was, of the Latin language that culture lived at
all. When, at the Renaissance, Greek literature dawned upon
Europe, the soil had been in some measure prepared for it. But, to
get rid of the details of history, which are always wearisome and
usually inaccurate, let us say generally, that the forms of art have
been due to the Greek critical spirit. To it we owe the epic, the lyric,
the entire drama in every one of its developments, including
burlesque, the idyll, the romantic novel, the novel of adventure, the
essay, the dialogue, the oration, the lecture, for which perhaps we
should not forgive them, and the epigram, in all the wide meaning
of that word. In fact, we owe it everything, except the sonnet, to

creator este aceea de a se repeta. Doar instinctului critic ii
datoram fiecare noud scoald care apare, fiecare noud modalitate
pe care arta o descoperd si-o utilizeaza. Nu existd madcar o
singura formad utilizatd actualmente in arta care sa nu ne vind de
la spiritul critic al Alexandriei, si asta nu numai pentru ca spiritul
grec a devenit acolo constient de sine, in cele din urma fiind
absorbit de scepticism si teologie, ci si pentru cd Roma si-a intors
fata spre acest oras, nu spre Atena, pentru a-si cduta modelele,
iar prin supravietuirea limbii latine a trait si cultura ei. Cand in
perioada Renasterii Europa si-a amintit de literatura greacd,
terenul era intr-o anumitd mdasura pregdtit. Dar pentru a scdpa
de detalii istorice, plictisitoare si deobicei inexacte, sd spunem
cd, in general, formele de artd au existat si existd datoritd
spiritului critic grecesc. Lui 1i datordm genul epic si genul liric,
teatrul sub toate ipostazele evolutiei sale, inclusiv burlescul,
idila, romanul romantic, romanul de aventuri, eseul, dialogul,
discursul, prelegerea, pentru care nu ar trebui sa-i iertdm, si
epigrama, in sensul larg al cuvantului. De fapt ii datoram totul,
cu exceptia sonetului, pentru care se pot descoperi niste
paralelisme curioase in Antologia Palatind, a jurnalismului
american, cdruia nu-i putem gdsi absolut nici un corespondent,
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which, however, some curious parallels of thought-movement may
be traced in the Anthology, American journalism, to which no
parallel can be found anywhere, and the ballad in sham Scotch
dialect, which one of our most indus trious writers has recently
proposed should be made the basis for a final and unanimous
effort on the part of our second-rate poets to make themselves
really romantic. Each new school, as it appears, cries out against
criticism, but it is to the critical faculty in man that it owes its
origin. The mere creative instinct does not innovate, but
reproduces.

Ernest. You have been talking of criticism as an essential part of
the creative spirit, and I now fully accept your theory. But what of
criticism outside creation? I have a foolish habit of reading
periodicals, and it seems to me that most modern criticism is
perfectly valueless.

Gilbert. So is most modern creative work also. Mediocrity
weighing mediocrity in the balance, and incompetence applauding
its brother —that is the spectacle which the artistic activity of
England affords us from time to time. And yet, I feel I am a little
unfair in this matter. As a rule, the critics —I speak, of course, of the
higher class, of those in fact who write for the sixpenny papers —

si a baladei in fals dialect scotian pe care unul din harnicii nostri
scriitori a propus-o ca model poetilor de médna a doua ca, in
urma unui efort hotarat si unanim, sa devina si ei romantici.
Fiecare scoald noud protesteazd, cum se vede, impotriva criticii,
dar tocmai facultatii critice existente in om isi datoreaza ea

originea. Simplul instinct creator nu inoveazad, reproduce doar.

Ernest: Ai tot vorbit despre critici drept parte esentiald a
spiritului creator si acum iti accept teoria in totalitate. Dar ce
pdrere ai despre critica din afara creatiei? Am prostul obicei de
a citi periodice, si mi se pare cd marea parte a criticii moderne
este lipsitd de valoare.

Gilbert: La fel se poate spune despre marea parte a creatiilor
moderne.  Mediocritatea  cantdareste = mediocritatea  si
incompetentea isi aplauda fratele—acesta este spectacolul pe
care viata artisticd a Angliei se invredniceste sa ni-l prezinte din
cand in cand. $i totusi, simt cd sunt putin nedrept. De obicei

criticii—ma refer desigur la acea clasd superioard, cei care scriu
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are far more cultured than the people whose work they are called
upon to review. This is, indeed, only what one would expect, for
criticism demands infinitely more cultivation than creation does.

Ernest. Really?

Gilbert. Certainly. Anybody can write a three-volumed novel. It
merely requires a complete ignorance of both life and literature. The
difficulty that I should fancy the reviewer feels is the difficulty of
sustaining any standard. Where there is no style a standard must be
impossible. The poor reviewers are apparently reduced to be the
reporters of the police-court of literature, the chroniclers of the
doings of the habitual criminals of art. It is sometimes said of them
that they do not read all through the works they are called upon to
criticise. They do not. Or at least they should not. If they did so, they
would become confirmed misanthropes, or if I may borrow a
phrase from one of the pretty Newnham graduates, confirmed
womanthropes for the rest of their lives. Nor is it necessary. To
know the vintage and quality of a wine one need not drink the
whole cask. It must be perfectly easy in half an hour to say whether
a book is worth anything or worth nothing. Ten minutes are really
sufficient, if one has the instinct for form. Who wants to wade

pentru revistele de sase penny —sunt mult mai cultivati decat cei
a caror opera sunt solicitati sd o recenzeze. Asta nu ne surprinde,
cdci intotdeauna actul critic cere infinit mai multd culturad decat
o operd de creatie.

Ernest: Cu adevarat?

Gilbert: Desigur. Oricine poate scrie un roman in trei volume.
Nu se cere decat o ignoranta totala in privinta vietii si literaturii.
Dificultatea pe care cred cd o simte orice recenzent este aceea de
a sustine orice fel de nivel al creatiei. Acolo unde nu este stil,
nivelul cretiei trebuie sa fie, banuiesc, imposibil de sustinut.
Sdarmanii recenzenti, se pare cd sunt redusi la nivelul de reporteri
ai tribunalului literar, de cronicari ai crimelor obisnuite comise
impotriva artei. Se spune adesea ca nu citesc in intregime operele
pe care sunt solicitati sd le critice. Asa este. Sau, mai curand, n-
ar trebui. Daca ar face-o ar deveni mizantropi incurabili, sau
dacd mi se permite sd imprumut o expresie a unuia din
absolventii simpatici de la Newnham, ,femeiantropi” pe tot
restul vietii. Nu-i nevoie sa bei tot butoiul ca sa-ti dai seama de
tipul si calitatea vinului. Nu trebuie mai mult de o jumatate de
ord pentru a-ti da seama daca o carte valoreazad sau nu ceva. Zece
minute sunt ultra suficiente daca ai instinctul formei. Oare cine
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through a dull volume? One tastes it, and that is quite enough —
more than enough, I should imagine. I am aware that there are
many honest workers in painting as well as in literature who object
to criticism entirely. They are quite right. Their work stands in no
intellectual relation to their age. It brings us no new element of
pleasure. It suggests no fresh departure of thought, or passion, or
beauty. It should not be spoken of. It should be left to the oblivion
that it deserves.

Ernest. But, my dear fellow — excuse me for interrupting you —you
seem to me to be allowing your passion for criticism to lead you a
great deal too far. For, after all, even you must admit that it is much
more difficult to do a thing than to talk about it.

Gilbert. More difficult to do a thing than to talk about it? Not at
all. That is a gross popular error. It is very much more difficult to
talk about a thing than to do it. In the sphere of actual life that is
of course obvious. Anybody can make history. Only a great man
can write it. There is no mode of action, no form of emotion, that
we do not share with the lower animals. It is only by language that
we rise above them, or above each other —by language, which is

ar vrea sd parcurgd o carte plictisitoare? O degusti si e suficient,
mai mult decat suficient, mi-as ingddui sa cred. Sunt constient ca
in picturd si in literaturd exista multi meseriasi care au obiectii
impotriva criticii. Au dreptate. Opera lor nu se afla in nici un fel
de relatie intelectuala cu epoca. Nu aduce nici un element nou
de placere. Nu contine nici un fel de sugestie noud, nici un punct
nou de plecare pentru gandire, emotie sau frumos. Despre o
astfel de operd nu ar trebui sd se vorbeascd, ar trebui ldsatd prada
uitdrii pe care o meritd.

Ernest: Scuzd-ma ca te intrerup, draga prietene, dar mi se pare
cd permiti pasiunii tale pentru criticd sa te ducd mult prea
departe. Céci, la urma urmelor, tu insuti trebuie sa recunosti ca
este cu mult mai dificil sa faci un lucru decat sa vorbesti despre
el.

Gilbert: E mai dificil sa faci un lucru decét sa vorbesti despre el?
Nici cum. Asta e o greseald grosolana, destul de raspanditd. Este
cu mult mai dificil s4 vorbesti despre ceva decat si-1 faci. In sfera
vietii ca atare aceasta este, desigur, evident. Oricine poate face
istoria dar doar un om de valoare o poate scrie. Nu exista gen de
actiune, modalitate a emotiei pe care sd nu o avem in comun cu
animalele inferioare. Numai prin limbd ne ridicam deasupra lor
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the parent, and not the child, of thought. Action, indeed, is always
easy, and when presented to us in its most aggravated, because
most continuous form, which I take to be that of real industry,
becomes simply the refuge of people who have nothing
whatsoever to do. No, Ernest, don’t talk about action. It is a blind
thing dependent on external influences, and moved by an impulse
of whose nature it is unconscious. It is a thing incomplete in its
essence, because limited by accident, and ignorant of its direction,
being always at variance with its aim. Its basis is the lack of
imagination. It is the last resource of those who know not how to
dream.

Ernest. Gilbert, you treat the world as if it were a crystal ball. You
hold it in your hand, and reverse it to please a wilful fancy. You
do nothing but re-write history.

Gilbert. The one duty we owe to history is to re-write it. That is not
the least of the tasks in store for the critical spirit. When we have
fully discovered the scientific laws that govern life, we shall realise
that the one person who has more illusions than the dreamer is the
man of action. He, indeed, knows neither the origin of his deeds
nor their results. From the field in which he thought that he had
sown thorns, we have gathered our vintage, and the fig-tree that

sau in relatia cu celdlalt — prin limba, care este tatal si nu copilul
gandirii. A actiona este, intr-adevar, usor, si atunci cand actiunea
ni se prezinta sub forma ei serioasd, datoritd caracterului de
continuitate, al adevdratei hdrnicii, cred, este pur si simplu
refugiul celor care nu au nimic de facut. Nu, Ernest, nu-mi vorbi
despre actiune. Ea este oarbd, dependenta de influentele
exterioare si declansata de un impuls inconstient. In esentd este
incompletd, pentru ca este limitata de accident, nestiutoare fata
de directia urmatd, mereu in dezacord cu scopul sau.
Fundamentul ei este lipsa de imaginatie. Este ultimul resort al
celor care nu stiu sa viseze.

Ernest: Gilbert, tratezi lumea de parci ar fi un glob de cristal. il
tii In mana si-l rdsucesti pentru a-ti satisface o fantezie
inddratnicd. Tu nu faci altceva decat sa rescrii istoria.

Gilbert: Singura datorie pe care o avem fata de istorie este sd o
rescriem. Si nu-i cea mai neinsemnata dintre sarcinile spiritului
critic. Cand vom ajunge sa descoperim absolut toate legile
§tiin’;ifice care guverneaza viata, ne vom da seama cd existd o
fiintd care are mai multe iluzii decat visdtorul si acela este omul
de actiune. Intr-adevar el nu cunoaste nici originea faptelor sale
si nici rezultatele lor. De pe ogorul in care a crezut cd a
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he planted for our pleasure is as barren as the thistle, and more
bitter. It is because Humanity has never known where it was going
that it has been able to find its way.

Ernest. You think, then, that in the sphere of action a conscious
aim is a delusion?

Gilbert. It is worse than a delusion. If we lived long enough to see
the results of our actions it may be that those who call themselves
good would be sickened with a dull remorse, and those whom the
world calls evil stirred by a noble joy. Each little thing that we do
passes into the great machine of life which may grind our virtues
to powder and make them worthless, or transform our sins into
elements of a new civilisation, more marvellous and more splendid
than any that has gone before. But men are the slaves of words.
They rage against Materialism, as they call it, forgetting that there
has been no material improvement that has not spiritualised the
world, and that there have been few, if any, spiritual awakenings
that have not wasted the world’s faculties in barren hopes, and
fruitless aspirations, and empty or trammelling creeds. What is
termed Sin is an essential element of progress. Without it the world

insdmantat ghimpi, noi am cules struguri, iar smochinul pe care
l-a plantat pentru pldcerea noastrd este la fel de neroditor ca
scaietele si mult mai amar decat acesta. Omenirea n-a stiut
niciodatd unde merge si prin asta a putut si poate sd-si gdseasca
drumul.

Ernest: Tu crezi, deci, cd in sfera actiunii o tintd constientd este o
amadgire de sine?

Gilbert: Este mai rdu decat o amadgire. Dacd am trai suficient de
mult pentru a vedea rezultatele actiunilor noastre, s-ar putea
intdmpla ca aceia cdrora le place sa-si spuna ca sunt buni sa se
imbolnaveasca de remuscdri iar cei despre care lumea spune cd
sunt rdi sd fie cuprinsi de o nobilad bucurie. Orice lucru marunt
pe care-]1 facem se duce in marea masind a vietii care ne poate
macina virtutile, transforméndu-le intr-o pulbere fara valoare
sau ne poate preschimba pdcatele in elementele unei noi
civilizatii, una splendidd, mult mai pldcuta decat oricare alta
dinaintea ei. Dar oamenii sunt sclavii cuvintelor. Se dezlantuie
impotriva materialismului, cum il numesc ei, uitdnd ca nu a
existat nici un progres material care sa nu fi spiritualizat, in
acelasi timp, lumea, cad au existat extrem de putine revirimente
spirituale care sa nu fi irosit facultdtile lumii in sperante desarte,
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would stagnate, or grow old, or become colourless. By its curiosity
Sin increases the experience of the race. Through its intensified
assertion of individualism, it saves us from monotony of type. In its
rejection of the current notions about morality, it is one with the
higher ethics. And as for the virtues! What are the virtues? Nature,
M. Renan tells us, cares little about chastity, and it may be that it is
to the shame of the Magdalen, and not to their own purity, that the
Lucretias of modern life owe their freedom from stain. Charity, as
even those of whose religion it makes a formal part have been
compelled to acknowledge, creates a multitude of evils. The mere
existence of conscience, that faculty of which people prate so much
nowadays, and are so ignorantly proud, is a sign of our imperfect
development. It must be merged in instinct before we become
fine. Self-denial is simply a method by which man arrests his
progress, and self-sacrifice a survival of the mutilation of the
savage, part of that old worship of pain which is so terrible a
factor in the history of the world, and which even now makes its
victims day by day, and has its altars in the land. Virtues! Who
knows what the virtues are? Not you. Not I. Not any one. It is well
for our vanity that we slay the criminal, for if we suffered him to
live he might show us what we had gained by his crime. It is well

aspiratii sterile si crezuri goale si limitative. Ceea ce este calificat
drept pacat, este un element esential de progres. Fara el lumea
ar stagna sau ar imbadtrani sau ar deveni incolora. Prin acel
element de curiozitate pe care-l contine, pdcatul sporeste
experienta rasei. Prin afirmarea accentuata a individualismului,
ne salveazd de monotonia tipului. Prin respingerea notiunilor
curente despre moralitate, el este cel care posedd o eticd
superioard. Virtutile! Ce sunt virtutile? Naturii, ne spune
domnul Renan, putin ii pasd de castitate si, probabil, ca
Lucretiile vietii moderne datoreaza absolvirea oricarui pacat
Magdalenelor si rusinii indurate de ele, nu propriei lor puritati.
Caritatea, cum insusi aceia care isi fac din ea o parte consistenta
a propriei religii o afirmd, creeaza o multitudine de rele. Simpla
existentd a constiintei, acea facultate despre care oamenii
flecaresc atat de mult azi si de care sunt atat de méandri in
ignorata lor, este un semn al evolutiei noastre imperfecte. Ea
trebuie sd fuzioneze cu instinctul inainte ca noi sa ajungem la
acest stadiu de rafinament. Negarea de sine este pur si simplu o
cale prin care omul isi blocheaza progresul iar sacrificiul de sine
o ramadsitd a mutildrii practicate de sdlbatic, parte a veneratiei
radului, factor teribil in istoria lumii, unul care face victime
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for his peace that the saint goes to his martyrdom. He is spared
the sight of the horror of his harvest.

Ernest. Gilbert, you sound too harsh a note. Let us go back to the
more gracious fields of literature. What was it you said? That it
was more difficult to talk about a thing than to do it?

Gilbert (after a pause). Yes: I believe I ventured upon that simple
truth. Surely you see now that I am right? When man acts he is a
puppet. When he describes he is a poet. The whole secret lies in that.
It was easy enough on the sandy plains by windy Ilion to send the
notched arrow from the painted bow, or to hurl against the shield
of hide and flamelike brass the long ash-handled spear. It was easy
for the adulterous queen to spread the Tyrian carpets for her lord,
and then, as he lay couched in the marble bath, to throw over his
head the purple net, and call to her smooth-faced lover to stab
through the meshes at the heart that should have broken at Aulis.
For Antigone even, with Death waiting for her as her bridegroom,

mereu, inaltand altare la tot pasul pe pamant. Virtutile! Cine stie
ce inseamnad virtutea? Nu tu. Nici eu. Nimeni. Mai mult pentru
propria noastra vanitate il ucidem pe criminal cdci, dacd i-am
ingadui sa traiascd ne-ar putea demonstra ce anume am castigat
noi prin crima lui. Pentru a-si satisface propria pace interioard,
sfantul ia calea martiriului si in final e scutit sa mai contemple
oroarea celor culese de el.

Ernest: Gilbert, intinzi prea mult coarda. Hai sa ne intoarcem pe
campiile mult mai delicate ale literaturii. Ce spuneai inainte? Ca
e mai dificil sa vorbesti despre ceva decat sa-1 faci?

Gilbert (dupd o scurtd pauzad): Da, asa cred. Am riscat sd afirm
acest adevar simplu. Iti dai seama acuma c& am dreptate? Cand
actioneazd, omul este o marionetd, cand descrie devine poet.
Acesta e tot secretul. Era usor ca pe sesul prafos al Illionului batut
de vanturi sd slobozi sageata crestata din arcul pictat sau sa
azvarli lancea lungd, cu maner de frasin, impotriva scutului din
piele si aramd purpurie. I-a fost usor reginei adultere sa intinda
covoarele tyriene in calea domnului ei si, apoi, pe cand el sa afla
in baie, sa arunce plasa purpurie si sd-1 cheme pe amantul ei cu
obraz delicat sa injunghie printre ochiurile ei inima care ar fi
trebuit sa piard la Aulis. Chiar pentru Antigona, cu moartea
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it was easy to pass through the tainted air at noon, and climb the
hill, and strew with kindly earth the wretched naked corse that had
no tomb. But what of those who wrote about these things? What of
those who gave them reality, and made them live for ever? Are they
not greater than the men and women they sing of? ‘Hector that
sweet knight is dead,” and Lucian tells us how in the dim under-
world Menippus saw the bleaching skull of Helen, and marvelled
that it was for so grim a favour that all those horned ships were
launched, those beautiful mailed men laid low, those towered cities
brought to dust. Yet, every day the swanlike daughter of Leda
comes out on the battlements, and looks down at the tide of war.
The greybeards wonder at her loveliness, and she stands by the side
of the king. In his chamber of stained ivory lies her leman. He is
polishing his dainty armour, and combing the scarlet plume. With
squire and page, her husband passes from tent to tent. She can see
his bright hair, and hears, or fancies that she hears, that clear cold
voice. In the courtyard below, the son of Priam is buckling on his
brazen cuirass. The white arms of Andromache are around his
neck. He sets his helmet on the ground, lest their babe should be
frightened. Behind the embroidered curtains of his pavilion sits
Achilles, in perfumed raiment, while in harness of gilt and silver the

asteptand-o in chip de mire, a fost usor sd strabatad prin aerul
pestilential al amiezii, sd urce dealul si sd presare cu pamant
primitor cadavrul care nu avea mormant. Dar ce putem spune
despre cei care au scris despre asemenea lucruri? Ce se poate
spune despre acei care le-au dat realitate si le-au fdcut
nemuritoare? Nu sunt ei mai importanti decat barbatii si femeile
despre care au cantat? ,Hector, blandul cavaler, a murit”, iar
Lucian ne spune cum in lumea subpdmanteand si intunecata
Menippus a vdzut craniul albind al Elenei si s-a mirat cum
pentru o favoare atat de necrutatoare au fost trimise acele
vapoare cu varfuri ascutite, cum barbati frumosi au fost umiliti
iar orasele au fost facute pulbere. Si totusi, in fiecare zi, fiica
Ledei, ca o lebadd, apare pe metereze si priveste mersul bataliei.
Bérbati cu barbi carunte se minuneaza de frumusetea ei, iar ea
std aldturi de rege. In camera lui de fildes colorat, sta lungit
iubitul ei. Acolo isi lustruieste armura delicata si isi netezeste
penele stacojii ale coifului. Insotit de un scutier si un paj, sotul ei
trece din cort in cort. Ea ii vede pdrul blond si-i aude sau isi
inchipuie cd-i aude acea voce limpede si tdioasd. Jos, in curte, fiul
lui Priam isi prinde cuirasa de bronz. Andromaca ii inldantuie
gatul cu bratele ei albe. El isi pune coiful pe pdmant, canu cumva
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friend of his soul arrays himself to go forth to the fight. From a
curiously carven chest that his mother Thetis had brought to his
ship-side, the Lord of the Myrmidons takes out that mystic chalice
that the lip of man had never touched, and cleanses it with
brimstone, and with fresh water cools it, and, having washed his
hands, fills with black wine its burnished hollow, and spills the
thick grape-blood upon the ground in honour of Him whom at
Dodona barefooted prophets worshipped, and prays to Him, and
knows not that he prays in vain, and that by the hands of two
knights from Troy, Panthous” son, Euphorbus, whose love-locks
were looped with gold, and the Priamid, the lion-hearted,
Patroklus, the comrade of comrades, must meet his doom.
Phantoms, are they? Heroes of mist and mountain? Shadows in a
song? No: they are real. Action! What is action? It dies at the
moment of its energy. It is a base concession to fact. The world is
made by the singer for the dreamer.

Ernest. While you talk it seems to me to be so.

Gilbert. It is so in truth. On the mouldering citadel of Troy lies
the lizard like a thing of green bronze. The owl has built her nest
in the palace of Priam. Over the empty plain wander shepherd

sé-si sperie iubita. In spatele perdelelor brodate ale pavilionului
sdu sta Ahile, imbrdcat in straie parfumate, in timp ce prietenul
sdu de suflet se gateste in armura de aur si argint pentru a porni
la luptd. Dintr-un cufar cu sculpturi ciudate, adus de mama lui,
Thetis, langd vas, stdpanul mirmidonilor scoate acea cupd
misticd, neatinsa vreodatd de buzele omului, si o curatd cu
pucioasd si o limpezeste cu apa proaspatd si, dupa ce se spala pe
maini, umple cu vin negru golul ei lucios si vdrsa apoi sangele
strugurilor pe pdmant in cinstea Lui, al celui venerat la Dodona
de profetii desculti, si i se roaga, fara sa stie ca se roaga in zadar,
ca tot va muri rdpus la Troia de mainile a doi cavaleri, de fiul lui
Pantus, Euforbus, ale carui bucle erau prinse intr-o panglicd de
aur si de priamidul Patrocle, cel cu inima de leu. Oare fantome
sunt acestea? Eroi din ceatd si din piatra? Umbre intr-un cantec?
Nu, sunt reali. Actiunea! Ce-i actiunea? Moare dupa clipa ei de
forta. Este o concesie josnica fdcuta realitatii. Lumea este creata
de cantaret pentru visator.

Ernest: Cand vorbesti imi pare cd tot ce spui e adevdrat.
Gilbert: Asa si este. Pe zidurile Troiei cdzute in ruind, soparla sta
asemeni unui bronz inverzit. Bufnita si-a facut cuibul in palatul
lui Priam. Pe caAmpia pustie hoindresc pdstorul de oi si pastorul
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and goatherd with their flocks, and where, on the wine-surfaced,
oily sea, oivop movrog, as Homer calls it, copper-prowed and
streaked with vermilion, the great galleys of the Danaoi came in
their gleaming crescent, the lonely tunny-fisher sits in his little
boat and watches the bobbing corks of his net. Yet, every morning
the doors of the city are thrown open, and on foot, or in horse-
drawn chariot, the warriors go forth to battle, and mock their
enemies from behind their iron masks. All day long the fight rages,
and when night comes the torches gleam by the tents, and the
cresset burns in the hall. Those who live in marble or on painted
panel, know of life but a single exquisite instant, eternal indeed in
its beauty, but limited to one note of passion or one mood of calm.
Those whom the poet makes live have their myriad emotions of joy
and terror, of courage and despair, of pleasure and of suffering. The
seasons come and go in glad or saddening pageant, and with
winged or leaden feet the years pass by before them. They have
their youth and their manhood, they are children, and they grow
old. It is always dawn for St. Helena, as Veronese saw her at the
window. Through the still morning air the angels bring her the
symbol of God’s pain. The cool breezes of the morning lift the gilt
threads from her brow. On that little hill by the city of Florence,

de capre. Acolo unde, pe marea uleioasd, de culoarea vinului,
oivo@ movTog, cum o numeste Homer, cordbiile de arama cu dungi
rosii, marile galere ale danailor si-au vadit semiluna lucitoare,
std pescarul de scrumbii si urmareste cum saltd pluta plasei de
pescuit. Si totusi, in fiecare dimineata portile orasului sunt
deschise si pe jos sau in carele trase de cai, razboinicii ies la lupta
si-si bat joc de inamici de dupd madstile de otel. Strigatele de
batdlie se dezlantuie ziua intreagd iar la ldsarea noptii tortele
stralucesc langd corturi si in marea sald straluceste felinarul. Cei
care traiesc In marmurd sau pe panze cunosc doar un singur
moment desdvarsit al vietii, etern in frumusetea lui dar limitat la
0 expresie unicd a pasiunii sau linistii. Cei cdrora insa poetul le
da viatd, trec printr-o multitudine de stari de bucurie si teroare,
cunosc disperarea si curajul, placerea si suferinta. Anotimpurile
vin si se duc in ritmul lor trist sau vesel, iar anii trec prin fata lor
cu pas inaripat sau de plumb. Ei cunosc tineretea, maturitatea,
sunt copii, imbdtranesc. Sf. Elena, asa cum a vdzut-o Veronese la
fereastra, traieste mereu in zorii zilei. Prin aerul linistit al
diminetii, ingerii {i aduc simbolul suferintei Domnului. Adierea
rdacoroasd a diminetii 1i ridicd firele aurite de pe frunte. Pe
delusorul acela de langa Florenta, acolo unde stau lungiti iubitii
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where the lovers of Giorgione are lying, it is always the solstice of
noon, of noon made so languorous by summer suns that hardly can
the slim naked girl dip into the marble tank the round bubble of
clear glass, and the long fingers of the lute-player rest idly upon the
chords. It is twilight always for the dancing nymphs whom Corot
set free among the silver poplars of France. In eternal twilight they
move, those frail diaphanous figures, whose tremulous white feet
seem not to touch the dew-drenched grass they tread on. But those
who walk in epos, drama, or romance, see through the labouring
months the young moons wax and wane, and watch the night from
evening unto morning star, and from sunrise unto sunsetting can
note the shifting day with all its gold and shadow. For them, as for
us, the flowers bloom and wither, and the Earth, that Green-tressed
Goddess as Coleridge calls her, alters her raiment for their
pleasure. The statue is concentrated to one moment of perfection.
The image stained upon the canvas possesses no spiritual element
of growth or change. If they know nothing of death, it is because
they know little of life, for the secrets of life and death belong to
those, and those only, whom the sequence of time affects, and who
possess not merely the present but the future, and can rise or fall
from a past of glory or of shame. Movement, that problem of the

lui Giorgione, este de-a pururi dupd-amiaza timpurie,
languroasad, batuta de soare; este atat de cald incat fata zvelta si
goald abia dacd poate sd scufunde in fantana de marmura vasul
rotund si cristalin iar degetele lungi ale cantaretului din lauta se
odihnesc lenese pe corzi. De-a pururi e amurg pentru nimfele
dansand carora Corot le-a dat libertatea sa se miste printre plopii
argintii ai Frantei. In etern amurg se misca figurile lor fragil
diafane ale cdror picioare albe, tremurdnde par sda nu atingd
iarba pdtrunsa de roud. Dar cei care trdiesc in epos, teatru sau in
romanul romantic vad prin lunile care trec trudind luna
crescand si descrescand de-atatea ori, urmaresc venirea serii si
aparitia luceafdrului diminetii, rasdritul si apusul soarelui,
observa ziua cu tot alaiul ei de aur si de umbre. Pentru ei, ca
pentru noi, florile infloresc si se ofilesc iar Terra, acea zeitd cu
verzi plete, cum o numeste Coleridge, isi schimbad vesmantul
intru desfdtarea lor. O statuie se concentreazd asupra unui
singur moment de perfectiune. Imaginea colorata de pe panza
nu poseda acel element al evolutiei sau schimbadrii. Daca nici
statuia si nici pdnza nu stiu nimic despre moarte, acest lucru se
datoreaza faptului cd stiu prea putin despre viatd, caci secretele

vietii si mortii apartin acelora si numai acelora pe care trecerea
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visible arts, can be truly realised by Literature alone. It is Literature
that shows us the body in its swiftness and the soul in its unrest.

Ernest. Yes; I see now what you mean. But, surely, the higher
you place the creative artist, the lower must the critic rank.
Gilbert. Why so?

Ernest. Because the best that he can give us will be but an echo of
rich music, a dim shadow of clear-outlined form. It may, indeed,
be that life is chaos, as you tell me that it is; that its martyrdoms are
mean and its heroisms ignoble; and that it is the function of
Literature to create, from the rough material of actual existence, a
new world that will be more marvellous, more enduring, and more
true than the world that common eyes look upon, and through
which common natures seek to realise their perfection. But surely,
if this new world has been made by the spirit and touch of a great
artist, it will be a thing so complete and perfect that there will be
nothing left for the critic to do. I quite understand now, and indeed
admit most readily, that it is far more difficult to talk about a thing
than to do it. But it seems to me that this sound and sensible

timpului 1i afecteazd si care au nu numai prezent dar si viitor,
cunosc ascensiunea si decdderea dintr-un trecut glorios sau
rusinos. Miscarea, acea problema a artelor vizuale, nu poate fi
realizata decat in literaturd. Numai literatura ne aratd corpul in
miscarea lui alerta si sufletul cu tumultul lui.

Ernest: Da, inteleg ce vrei sa spui. Dar cu cat il plasezi mai sus
pe artistul creator, cu atat mai jos ar trebui plasat criticul.
Gilbert: De ce, ma rog?

Ernest: Pentru cd in cel mai bun caz el ne va oferi doar un ecou
al muzicii vii, o umbra slabd a unei forme clare. S-ar putea sd ai
dreptate si viata sd fie intr-adevar haos, martiriurile ei meschine
si eroismele ignobile; functia literaturii este de a crea din
materialul brut al existentei o lume noud, mai frumoasd, mai
durabild, mult mai autenticd decat lumea pe care o privim cu
ochiul obisnuit, o lume prin care firile banale incearca sa atinga
perfectiunea. Desigur, dacd aceastd lume noud este creatd de
spiritul si marca ldsatd de un mare artist, ea este cu adevdrat una
desavarsita iar criticului nu-i mai raméane nimic de facut. Acum
inteleg si accept pe deplin faptul ca este cu mult mai dificil sa
vorbesti decat sa faci un anume lucru. Dar mi se pare ca aceasta
maximd sdndtoasa si rationald, extrem de linistitoare, buna de
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maxim, which is really extremely soothing to one’s feelings, and
should be adopted as its motto by every Academy of Literature
all over the world, applies only to the relations that exist between
Art and Life, and not to any relations that there may be between
Art and Criticism.

Gilbert. But, surely, Criticism is itself an art. And just as artistic
creation implies the working of the critical faculty, and, indeed,
without it cannot be said to exist at all, so Criticism is really
creative in the highest sense of the word. Criticism is, in fact,
both creative and independent.

Ernest. Independent?

Gilbert. Yes; independent. Criticism is no more to be judged by
any low standard of imitation or resemblance than is the work of
poet or sculptor. The critic occupies the same relation to the work
of art that he criticises as the artist does to the visible world of form
and colour, or the unseen world of passion and of thought. He does
not even require for the perfection of his art the finest materials.
Anything will serve his purpose. And just as out of the sordid and
sentimental amours of the silly wife of a small country doctor in
the squalid village of Yonville-I’Abbaye, near Rouen, Gustave
Flaubert was able to create a classic, and make a masterpiece of

motto pentru orice Academie de Literaturd din lume, se aplica
doar la relatia dintre arta si viatd, nu la relatiile posibile dintre

artd si critica.

Gilbert: Dar critica este ea insdsi o artd. $i asa cum creatia
artistica presupune existenta facultatii critice, tot astfel si critica
este cu adevarat creatoare in sensul superior al cuvantului. De
fapt, critica este in acelasi timp creatoare si independenta.

Ernest: Independentd?

Gilbert: Da, independenta. Nu mai trebuie sd judecam critica
luand ca etalon imitatia sau similitudinea, cum se intampla in
cazul poetului sau sculptorului. Criticul intretine cu opera de
artd criticata aceeasi relatie pe care artistul o are cu lumea
vizibild a formei si culorii sau cu lumea nevdzutd a pasiunii si
gandirii. El nu are nevoie de cele mai bune materiale pentru a
ajunge la perfectiune in arta lui. Orice serveste scopului propus.
Asa cum Gustave Flaubert a creat un roman devenit clasic si a
facut o capodoperda a stilului din amorurile sordide si
sentimentale ale nevestei unui doctoras de tard din Yonville-
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style, so, from subjects of little or of no importance, such as the
pictures in this year’s Royal Academy, or in any year’s Royal
Academy for that matter, Mr. Lewis Morris’s poems, M. Ohnet’s
novels, or the plays of Mr. Henry Arthur Jones, the true critic can,
if it be his pleasure so to direct or waste his faculty of
contemplation, produce work that will be flawless in beauty and
instinct with intellectual subtlety. Why not? Dulness is always an
irresistible temptation for brilliancy, and stupidity is the
permanent Bestia Trionfans that calls wisdom from its cave. To an
artist so creative as the critic, what does subject-matter signify? No
more and no less than it does to the novelist and the painter. Like
them, he can find his motives everywhere. Treatment is the test.
There is nothing that has not in it suggestion or challenge.

Ernest. But is Criticism really a creative art?

Gilbert. Why should it not be? It works with materials, and puts
them into a form that is at once new and delightful. What more can
one say of poetry? Indeed, I would call criticism a creation within a

I’Abbaye, de langa Rouen, asa cum sunt tablourile inspirate din
subiecte de importantd minord, expuse anul acesta, ca
intotdeauna, la Academia Regald, ca in poemele domnului
Lewis Morrisii, romanele domnului Ohnetv sau piesele
domnului Henry Arthur JonesY, adevdratul critic poate, daca
doreste, sa-si concentreze sau risipeascd facultatea
contemplativd, sa producd opere perfecte din punct de vedere al
frumusetii si instinctului artistic, dispunand de subtilitate
intelectuala. Si de ce n-ar face-o? Pentru spiritele strdlucite
platitudinea constituie mereu o tentatie irezistibila, iar prostia
este Bestia Trionfans care scoate intelepciunea din pestera ei. Ce
semnificatie poate sd aiba pentru un artist cu un spirit atat de
creator ca al criticului problematica operei? Nici mai mult, nici
mai putin decat pentru romancier sau pictor. Asemeni lor, el isi
poate gdsi pretutindeni motivele operei sale. Proba este
modalitatea de tratare. Nu existd nimic care sd nu contind o
sugestie sau o provocare.

Ernest: Este critica realmente o arta?

Gilbert: De ce n-ar fi? Opereaza cu materiale, le dd o forma noua
si placutd in acelasi timp. Se poate spune mai mult despre

poezie? Eu as numi critica o creatie in interiorul altei creatii.
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creation. For just as the great artists, from Homer and Zschylus,
down to Shakespeare and Keats, did not go directly to life for their
subject-matter, but sought for it in myth, and legend, and ancient
tale, so the critic deals with materials that others have, as it were,
purified for him, and to which imaginative form and colour have
been already added. Nay, more, I would say that the highest
Criticism, being the purest form of personal impression, is in its
way more creative than creation, as it has least reference to any
standard external to itself, and is, in fact, its own reason for existing,
and, as the Greeks would put it, in itself, and to itself, an end.
Certainly, it is never trammelled by any shackles of verisimilitude.
No ignoble considerations of probability, that cowardly concession
to the tedious repetitions of domestic or public life, affect it ever.
One may appeal from fiction unto fact. But from the soul there is no
appeal.

Ernest. From the soul?

Gilbert. Yes, from the soul. That is what the highest criticism really
is, the record of one’s own soul. It is more fascinating than history,
as it is concerned simply with oneself. It is more delightful than
philosophy, as its subject is concrete and not abstract, real and not
vague. It is the only civilised form of autobiography, as it deals not

Pentru cd asa cum marii artisti, de la Homer si Eschil pana la
Shakespeare si Keats nu au mers direct la viatd pentru a-si gasi
subiectele, ci le-au cdutat in mit, legenda si povesti vechi, la fel
si criticul lucreaza, cum s-ar spune, cu o materie folosita de altii,
gata purificatd pentru el, care contine deja forma imaginativa si
culoarea. Mai mult, as zice cd intotdeauna critica superioarad,
fiind forma pura a impresiei personale, este, in felul ei, mult mai
creatoare decat creatia, pentru cd este foarte putin legatd de un
model exterior ei — de fapt isi este propria ratiune de a exista sau,
cum ar spune grecii, scop siesi si pentru sine. Desigur, niciodata
nu este limitata de cdtusele verosimilitudinii. Nu o afecteaza
deloc ratiuni ignobile de probabilitate, acele concesii facute in
mod las repetitivitatilor din viata publicd sau intimd. Se poate
stabili o legatura de atractie intre fictiune si faptul real. Dar nu
existd una care sa porneascd dinspre suflet.

Ernest: Dinspre suflet?

Gilbert: Da, dinspre suflet. Critica superioard nu este altceva
decat o cronicd a propriului suflet. Este mult mai fascinanta
decat istoria pentru cd se preocupd de sine insusi pur si simplu.
Este mult mai placutd decat filosofia pentru ca subiectul ei este
unul concret, nu abstract, real, nu indefinit. Ea este singura
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with the events, but with the thoughts of one’s life; not with life’s
physical accidents of deed or circumstance, but with the spiritual
moods and imaginative passions of the mind. I am always amused
by the silly vanity of those writers and artists of our day who seem
to imagine that the primary function of the critic is to chatter about
their second-rate work. The best that one can say of most modern
creative art is that it is just a little less vulgar than reality, and so the
critic, with his fine sense of distinction and sure instinct of delicate
refinement, will prefer to look into the silver mirror or through the
woven veil, and will turn his eyes away from the chaos and clamour
of actual existence, though the mirror be tarnished and the veil be
torn. His sole aim is to chronicle his own impressions. It is for him
that pictures are painted, books written, and marble hewn into

form.

Ernest. I seem to have heard another theory of Criticism.

Gilbert. Yes: it has been said by one whose gracious memory we
all revere, and the music of whose pipe once lured Proserpina from
her Sicilian fields, and made those white feet stir, and not in vain,
the Cumnor cowslips, that the proper aim of Criticism is to see the
object as in itself it really is. But this is a very serious error, and

forma civilizatd de autobiografie, pentru cd nu se ocupd de
evenimente ci de gandurile legate de propria viatd; nu de
accidentele fizice ale mediului ci de trdirile spirituale si pasiunile
imaginare ale spiritului. Intotdeauna m& amuzi vanitatea
prosteascd a acelor scriitori si artisti din zilele noastre care par
sd-si imagineze ca functia primard a unui critic este sa sporovaie
despre operele lor de ména a doua. Cel mai bun lucru pe care-1
poti spune despre arta actuald este cd-i mai putin vulgara decat
realitatea si, astfel, criticul, avand un simt precis al diferentierii
si instinctul sigur al rafinamentului delicat, preferd sd se uite in
oglinda sau prin valul tesut, el nu-si va tinti privirea spre haosul
si gdldgia existentei actuale chiar daca oglinda este pe alocuri
lipsitd de luciu iar valul rupt. Singurul lui scop este sd-si
inregistreze propriile impresii. Pentru el se picteaza tablouri, se
scriu cdrti si marmura capatd forma.

Ernest: Parca am auzit o altd teorie despre critica.

Gilbert: Da, a fost formulatd de acela pe care il respectam cu
totii, a carui muzica de fluier a atras-o pe Proserpina, ducand-o
departe de campiile Siciliei natale, facaAndu-i picioarele albe sa
vibreze, si nu in van, printre ciubotica-cucului din Cumnor —
acela a spus cd adevaratul scop al criticii este de a vedea obiectul
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takes no cognisance of Criticism’s most perfect form, which is in its
essence purely subjective, and seeks to reveal its own secret and
not the secret of another. For the highest Criticism deals with art
not as expressive but as impressive purely.

Ernest. But is that really so?

Gilbert. Of course it is. Who cares whether Mr. Ruskin’s views on
Turner are sound or not? What does it matter? That mighty and
majestic prose of his, so fervid and so fiery —coloured in its noble
eloquence, so rich in its elaborate symphonic music, so sure and
certain, at its best, in subtle choice of word and epithet, is at least as
great a work of art as any of those wonderful sunsets that bleach or
rot on their corrupted canvases in England’s Gallery; greater
indeed, one is apt to think at times, not merely because its equal
beauty is more enduring, but on account of the fuller variety of its
appeal, soul speaking to soul in those long-cadenced lines, not
through form and colour alone, though through these, indeed,
completely and without loss, but with intellectual and emotional
utterance, with lofty passion and with loftier thought, with
imaginative insight, and with poetic aim; greater, I always think,
even as Literature is the greater art. Who, again, cares whether Mr.

asa cum este el in sine. Dar aceasta este o eroare gravd, adicd nu
ia act de forma perfectd a criticii, in esentd pur subiectivd, si
cautd sd reveleze propriul secret, nu secretul altui obiect. Critica
superioard nu se ocupa de artd din punct de vedere al expresiei
ci al impresiei.

Ernest: Chiar asa sa fie?

Gilbert: Bineinteles. Cui ii pasad daca opiniile domnului Ruskin
despre Turner sunt sau nu valabile? Ce importantd are asta?
Proza lui viguroasd si impundtoare, atat de plind de fervoare,
infldcdrata in nobila ei elocventd, atat de bogatad in complexitatea
ei simfonicd, atat de sigurd si precisd, in ce are mai bun, in
alegerea subtild a cuvantului si epitetului, este o operd de arta
cel putin la fel de importanta ca oricare din acele amurguri care
se decoloreazad sau se ofilesc pe panzele atinse de vreme din
galeriile Angliei. Da, mai importantd, esti inclinat sa te gandesti
uneori, nu doar pentru ca frumusetea ei, egald cu sine, este mai
durabild, ci din cauza varietdtii mai substantiale a efectului
produs —sufletul vorbeste sufletului in acele randuri cu lungi
cadente nu doar prin intermediul formei si culorii, desi o face
fara fisuri, ci si prin discursul intelectual si emotional, prin
pasiune indltatoare si gandire si mai indltdtoare, prin viziune
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Pater has put into the portrait of Monna Lisa something that
Leonardo never dreamed of? The painter may have been merely
the slave of an archaic smile, as some have fancied, but whenever 1
pass into the cool galleries of the Palace of the Louvre, and stand
before that strange figure ‘set in its marble chair in that cirque of
fantastic rocks, as in some faint light under sea,” I murmur to
myself, ‘She is older than the rocks among which she sits; like the
vampire, she has been dead many times, and learned the secrets of
the grave; and has been a diver in deep seas, and keeps their fallen
day about her: and trafficked for strange webs with Eastern
merchants; and, as Leda, was the mother of Helen of Troy, and, as
St. Anne, the mother of Mary; and all this has been to her but as the
sound of lyres and flutes, and lives only in the delicacy with which
it has moulded the changing lineaments, and tinged the eyelids
and the hands.” And I say to my friend, “The presence that thus so
strangely rose beside the waters is expressive of what in the ways
of a thousand years man had come to desire’; and he answers me,
“Hers is the head upon which all “the ends of the world are come,”
and the eyelids are a little weary.’

interioard imaginativd si finalitate poeticd; da, este mai
importantd, cred, asa cum literatura este superioard altor arte.
Cui i pasd cd, de exemplu, domnul Pater¥ a pus in portretul
Monna Lisei ceva la care Leonardo nici n-a visat méacar? Poate ca
pictorul a fost doar sclavul unui suras arhaic, asa cum si-au
inchipuit unii, dar ori de cate ori trec prin sdlile racoroase ale
palatului Luvru si mad aflu in fata acelei stranii figuri ,stand in
scaunul de marmurd din acel amfiteatru natural de stanci
fantastice, de parca s-ar afla in lumina slabd, subacvatica”, imi
soptesc: ,E mai batrdnd decat stancile de care este inconjuratd;
asemeni unui vampir, a murit de mai multe ori si a invatat
secretele mormantului, a plonjat in marile adanci si pdstreaza
trecutul lor dispdrut; s-a targuit pentru tesdturi ciudate cu
negustori din rdsdrit. Ca Leda, ea a fost mama Elenei din Troia
si ca Sfanta Ana, mama Mariei si totul pentru ea a fost ca sunetul
de lird si de flaut — trdieste doar in delicatetea cu care acesta i-a
modelat trasaturile schimbatoare ale fetei si i-a colorat pleoapele
si mainile.” Si-i spun prietenului meu: ,Acea prezentd care a
apdrut atat de ciudat langd apd exprima ceea ce timp de o mie
de ani, pe diverse cdi, omul a ajuns sa doreasca;” iar el imi
raspunde: ‘Deasupra capului ei ,se intdlnesc toate sensurile
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And so the picture becomes more wonderful to us than it really is,
and reveals to us a secret of which, in truth, it knows nothing, and
the music of the mystical prose is as sweet in our ears as was that
flute-player’s music that lent to the lips of La Gioconda those subtle
and poisonous curves. Do you ask me what Lionardo would have
said had any one told him of this picture that “all the thoughts and
experience of the world had etched and moulded there in that
which they had of power to refine and make expressive the
outward form, the animalism of Greece, the lust of Rome, the
reverie of the Middle Age with its spiritual ambition and
imaginative loves, the return of the Pagan world, the sins of the
Borgias?” He would probably have answered that he had
contemplated none of these things, but had concerned himself
simply with certain arrangements of lines and masses, and with
new and curious colour-harmonies of blue and green. And it is for
this very reason that the criticism which I have quoted is criticism
of the highest kind. It treats the work of art simply as a starting-
point for a new creation. It does not confine itself —let us at least
suppose so for the moment — to discovering the real intention of the
artist and accepting that as final. And in this it is right, for the

lumii, iar pleoapele-i sunt putin obosite.”

Si astfel tabloul ne apare mai minunat decat este in realitate si ne
dezvadluie un secret de care e strdin, iar muzica prozei mistice ne
sund la fel de dulce ca muzica acelui flautist care a dat buzelor
Giocondei acele rotunjimi subtile si otrdvitoare. Ma intrebi ce ar
fi zis Leonardo, daca i-ar fi spus cineva despre acest tablou ca
~toate gandurile si experienta lumii s-au gravat si modelat acolo
prin forta de a rafina si a da expresivitate formei exterioare
existentd in animalismul Greciei, desfraul Romei, reveria evului
mediu, cu ambitia lui spirituald si iubirile imaginate, in
revenirea lumii pagane si in pdcatele familiei Borgia?” Probabil
cd ar fi spus cd nu s-a gandit la nici unul din aceste lucruri ci, pur
si simplu, s-a preocupat de aranjarea anumitor linii si volume,
de noile si ciudatele armonii coloristice dintre verde si albastru.
Tocmai acesta e motivul pentru care critica pomenita de mine
este o criticd de gen superior. Ea trateaza opera de arta pur si
simplu ca punct de pornire al unei noi creatii. Nu se limiteaza —
sd presupunem deocamdatd acest lucru—la descoperirea
intentiei reale a artistului si acceptarea acesteia drept punct final
al discursului. Si are dreptate in aceastd privintd, pentru ca
intelesul oricdrui lucru frumos creat se afla in aceeasi masura in
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meaning of any beautiful created thing is, at least, as much in the
soul of him who looks at it, as it was in his soul who wrought it.
Nay, it is rather the beholder who lends to the beautiful thing its
myriad meanings, and makes it marvellous for us, and sets it in
some new relation to the age, so that it becomes a vital portion of
our lives, and a symbol of what we pray for, or perhaps of what,
having prayed for, we fear that we may receive. The longer I study,
Ernest, the more clearly I see that the beauty of the visible arts is, as
the beauty of music, impressive primarily, and that it may be
marred, and indeed often is so, by any excess of intellectual
intention on the part of the artist. For when the work is finished it
has, as it were, an independent life of its own, and may deliver a
message far other than that which was put into its lips to say.
Sometimes, when I listen to the overture to Tannhauser, I seem
indeed to see that comely knight treading delicately on the flower-
strewn grass, and to hear the voice of Venus calling to him from the
caverned hill. But at other times it speaks to me of a thousand
different things, of myself, it may be, and my own life, or of the lives
of others whom one has loved and grown weary of loving, or of the
passions that man has known, or of the passions that man has not
known, and so has sought for. Tonight it may fill one with that

sufletul contemplatorului si in al celui care 1-a conceput. De fapt
contemplatorul este cel care confera lucrului frumos sensuri
multiple, il face sa fie frumos si il pune intr-o noud relatie cu
epoca, astfel cd el devine o parte vitald a vietii noastre, un simbol
al celor pentru care ne-am rugat sau, probabil, al celor de care ne
temem cd s-ar putea sa ni se dea pana la urmd. Cu cat studiez
mai mult, Ernest, cu atat mai mult imi dau seama ca frumosul
din artele vizuale este, asemeni frumosului din muzicd, in
primul rand unul care actioneazd prin impresie si poate fi
deformat, cum adesea se intampld, printr-un exces de intentie
intelectuala din partea artistului. Caci in momentul in care opera
este terminatd, ea are, cum s-ar spune, o viatd proprie,
independentd si poate transmite un mesaj mult diferit de cel
menit. Uneori, cand ascult uvertura la Tannhduser , mi se pare cd
intr-adevar il vad pe cavalerul frumos pdsind delicat pe iarba
presdratd cu flori, cd aud vocea lui Venus chemandu-1 de pe
dealul intesat de grote. Altddatd imi spune cu totul altceva—
poate despre propria-mi viata sau despre vietile altora pe care i-
ai iubit si ai obosit sd-i iubesti, sau despre pasiunile necunoscute
omului si ciutate de el. In noaptea asta te poate umple de acel
EROS EPQX TON AAYNTQN, de Amour de I'Impossible care ii
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EPQZ TQN AAYNTQN that Amour de I'Impossible, which falls
like a madness on many who think they live securely and out of
reach of harm, so that they sicken suddenly with the poison of
unlimited desire, and, in the infinite pursuit of what they may not
obtain, grow faint and swoon or stumble. Tomorrow, like the music
of which Aristotle and Plato tell us, the noble Dorian music of the
Greek, it may perform the office of a physician, and give us an
anodyne against pain, and heal the spirit that is wounded, and
‘bring the soul into harmony with all right things.” And what is true
about music is true about all the arts. Beauty has as many meanings
as man has moods. Beauty is the symbol of symbols. Beauty reveals
everything, because it expresses nothing. When it shows us itself,
it shows us the whole fiery-coloured world.

Ernest. But is such work as you have talked about really
criticism?

Gilbert. It is the highest Criticism, for it criticises not merely the
individual work of art, but Beauty itself, and fills with wonder a
form which the artist may have left void, or not understood, or
understood incompletely.

Ernest. The highest Criticism, then, is more creative than creation,
and the primary aim of the critic is to see the object as in itself it

loveste ca o nebunie pe cei ce cred cd sunt la addpost de orice
rdu, otrdvindu-i cu otrava unei dorinte fdrd limitd si care,
cdutand la infinit ceea ce nu pot obtine, sldbesc, se sting sau se
poticnesc. Mdine, asemeni muzicii despre care ne vorbeste
Platon si Aristotel —nobila muzicd dorica a grecilor —, poate juca
rolul medicului, oferindu-ne antidotul impotriva durerii,
vindecandu-ne spiritul ranit “punand sufletul in armonie cu cele
drepte’. Si ceea ce este valabil in privinta muzicii se aplicad si la
toate celelalte arte. Sensurile frumosului sunt la fel de

numeroase ca trdirile omului. Frumosul este simbolul
simbolurilor. Frumosul dezvaluie totul pentru cd nu exprima
nimic. Atunci cadnd ni se aratd, ne aratd intreaga lume in culori
inflacarate.

Ernest: Dar putem numi criticd o opera despre care ai vorbit
astfel?

Gilbert: Este forma superioard a criticii, pentru ca ea criticd nu
numai opera de artd individuala ci frumosul insusi; in fond, ea
umple cu lucruri minunate o forma pe care artistul a ldsat-o
poate goald, n-a inteles-o sau a inteles-o incomplet.

Ernest: Atunci critica superioara este mai creatoare decat insasi

creatia si scopul prim al criticului este de a vedea obiectul cum
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really is not; that is your theory, I believe?

Gilbert. Yes, that is my theory. To the critic the work of art is
simply a suggestion for a new work of his own, that need not
necessarily bear any obvious resemblance to the thing it criticises.
The one characteristic of a beautiful form is that one can put into it
whatever one wishes, and see in it whatever one chooses to see;
and the Beauty, that gives to creation its universal and aesthetic
element, makes the critic a creator in his turn, and whispers of a
thousand different things which were not present in the mind of
him who carved the statue or painted the panel or graved the gem.
It is sometimes said by those who understand neither the nature of
the highest Criticism nor the charm of the highest Art, that the
pictures that the critic loves most to write about are those that
belong to the anecdotage of painting, and that deal with scenes
taken out of literature or history. But this is not so. Indeed, pictures
of this kind are far too intelligible. As a class, they rank with
illustrations, and, even considered from this point of view are
failures, as they do not stir the imagination, but set definite bounds
to it. For the domain of the painter is, as I suggested before, widely
different from that of the poet. To the latter belongs life in its full
and abso lute entirety; not merely the beauty that men look at, but

nu este de fapt in realitate — asta-i teoria ta?

Gilbert: Da, asta-i teoria mea. Pentru criticul de artd opera de
arta este pur si simplu o sugestie pentru o noud opera de artd si
nu-i neaparata nevoie sd semene cu obiectul criticat. Trasatura
esentiald a unei forme frumoase este cd poti turna in ea ce
doresti, poti vedea in ea ce vrei sad vezi. Frumosul, care confera
creatiei trasdtura universala si estetica, il transforma pe critic in
creator si 1i sopteste mii si mii de lucruri care nu au existat in
mintea celui care a sculptat statuia sau a pictat tabloul sau a
gravat piatra pretioasa.

Cei ce n-au inteles nici natura criticii superioare si nici farmecul
celei mai inalte dintre arte au spus deseori ca tablourile despre
care ii place criticului sd scrie sunt acelea care apartin anecdoticii
picturii, cu scene inspirate din literatura sau istorie. Intr-adevar,
tablourile de acest gen sunt mult prea inteligibile. Categoria
acestora se plaseaza la acelasi nivel cu ilustratiile si, privite din
acest punct de vedere, sunt niste esecuri, pentru cd nu starnesc
imaginatia ci, dimpotriva, o limiteaza. Caci domeniul pictorului,
asa cum am sugerat Inainte, este total diferit de al poetului.
Domeniul acestuia din urma este viata in deplina si absoluta ei
integralitate, nu doar frumosul vazut de oameni dar si frumosul
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the beauty that men listen to also; not merely the momentary grace
of form or the transient gladness of colour, but the whole sphere of
teeling, the perfect cycle of thought. The painter is so far limited
that it is only through the mask of the body that he can show us the
mystery of the soul; only through conventional images that he can
handle ideas; only through its physical equivalents that he can deal
with psychology. And how inadequately does he do it then, asking
us to accept the torn turban of the Moor for the noble rage of
Othello, or a dotard in a storm for the wild madness of Lear! Yet it
seems as if nothing could stop him. Most of our elderly English
painters spend their wicked and wasted lives in poaching upon the
domain of the poets, marring their motives by clumsy treatment,
and striving to render, by visible form or colour, the marvel of what
is invisible, the splendour of what is not seen. Their pictures are, as
a natural consequence, insufferably tedious. They have degraded
the invisible arts into the obvious arts, and the one thing not worth
looking at is the obvious. I do not say that poet and painter may
not treat of the same subject. They have always done so and will
always do so. But while the poet can be pictorial or not, as he
chooses, the painter must be pictorial always. For a painter is
limited, not to what he sees in nature, but to what upon canvas

pe care ei il ascultd—nu doar gratia de moment a formei sau
bucuria trecdtoare a culorii ci intreaga sferd a sentimentelor,
ciclul intreg al gandirii. Deocamdatd pictorul este limitat, adica
el ne aratd misterele sufletului doar prin masca trupului si doar
prin intermediul imaginilor conventionale poate lucra cu ideile
si se apropie de psihologie doar prin corespondente fizice. Si cat
de impropriu o face atunci cand ne cere sa acceptam ca turbanul
sfasiat al maurului reprezinta furia nobild a lui Othello sau ca
imaginea unui ramolit in mijlocul furtunii este nebunia maxima
a lui Lear! Majoritatea pictorilor englezi batrani isi irosesc viata
lor paciatoasa si de prisos braconand teritoriul poetilor,
corupand motive cu stangdcie, strdduindu-se sd redea prin
formd vizuald si culoare minunea invizibilului, splendoarea
celor ce nu se vad. Urmarea fireascd este ca tablourile sunt
ingrozitor de plictisitoare; ei au ajuns sd aduca artele invizibile
la nivelul degradant al unor arte ale evidentului si la ceea ce este
evident nu meritd sa te uiti. Nu vreau sa spun ca poetul si
pictorul nu pot trata acelasi subiect. Intotdeauna au facut asta si
o vor face in continuare. Dar dacd poetul poate utiliza sau nu
mijloacele picturale, pictorul trebuie sa le utilizeze neapadrat,
pentru ca pictorul este limitat nu de ceea ce vede el in natura ci
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may be seen.

And so, my dear Ernest, pictures of this kind will not really
fascinate the critic. He will turn from them to such works as make
him brood and dream and fancy, to works that possess the subtle
quality of suggestion, and seem to tell one that even from them
there is an escape into a wider world. It is sometimes said that the
tragedy of an artist’s life is that he cannot realise his ideal. But the
true tragedy that dogs the steps of most artists is that they realise
their ideal too absolutely. For, when the ideal is realised, it is
robbed of its wonder and its mystery, and becomes simply a new
starting-point for an ideal that is other than itself. This is the reason
why music is the perfect type of art. Music can never reveal its
ultimate secret. This, also, is the explanation of the value of
limitations in art. The sculptor gladly surrenders imitative colour,
and the painter the actual dimensions of form, because by such
renunciations they are able to avoid too definite a presentation of
the Real, which would be mere imita tion, and too definite a
realisation of the Ideal, which would be too purely intellectual. It
is through its very incompleteness that art becomes complete in
beauty, and so addresses itself, not to the faculty of recognition nor
to the faculty of reason, but to the aesthetic sense alone, which,

de ceea ce se poate vedea pe panza.

Si astfel, draga Ernest, acestea nu-1 vor atrage cu adevarat pe
critic. El isi va indrepta atentia spre opere care il fac sd mediteze,
sd viseze si sd-si dea drumul imaginatiei, spre acele opere care
poseda calitatea subtild a sugestiei si care par a spune cé e posibil
sd evadezi in lumea larga pornind de la ele. Uneori se spune ca
tragedia vietii artistului constd in faptul cd nu-si poate atinge
idealul. Dar adevdrata tragedie care-i urmareste pe artisti pas cu
pas este cd-si ating mult prea mult idealul. Pentru cd atunci cand
idealul este atins, i se rapeste interogatia si misterul si devine pur
si simplu un nou punct de plecare al unui ideal care este cu totul
altul. De aceea muzica este genul perfect de artd. Muzica nu-si
dezvaluie niciodatd secretul ei profund. Aceasta este si o
explicatie a valorii limitdrilor in artd. Sculptorul abandoneaza
bucuros culoarea imitativa iar pictorul dimensiunile reale ale
formei — prin astfel de renuntdri au putinta sd evite o prezentare
mult prea precisda a Realului, ceea ce ar reprezenta o purd
imitatie, si atingerea mult prea clara a Idealului, ceea ce ar fi un
gest de facturda pur intelectuald. Tocmai prin caracterul ei
incomplet arta devine completd ca frumos si sub aceasta forma
nu se adreseaza nici recunoasterii si nici ratiunii ci doar simtului
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while accepting both reason and recognition as stages of
apprehension, subordinates them both to a pure synthetic
impression of the work of art as a whole, and, taking whatever
alien emotional elements the work may possess, uses their very
complexity as a means by which a richer unity may be added to
the ultimate impression itself. You see, then, how it is that the
aesthetic critic rejects these obvious modes of art that have but one
message to deliver, and having delivered it become dumb and
sterile, and seeks rather for such modes as suggest reverie and
mood, and by their imaginative beauty make all interpretations
true, and no interpretation final. Some resemblance, no doubt, the
creative work of the critic will have to the work that has stirred
him to creation, but it will be such resemblance as exists, not
between Nature and the mirror that the painter of landscape or
figure may be supposed to hold up to her, but between Nature and
the work of the decorative artist. Just as on the flowerless carpets
of Persia, tulip and rose blossom indeed and are lovely to look on,
though they are not reproduced in visible shape or line; just as the
pearl and purple of the sea-shell is echoed in the church of St. Mark
at Venice; just as the vaulted ceiling of the wondrous chapel at
Ravenna is made gorgeous by the gold and green and sapphire of

estetic care, acceptand ratiunea si recunoasterea drept stadii ale
receptdrii, le subordoneaza impresiei sintetice pure creatd de
opera de arta ca intreg si luand orice element emotional pe care
opera il posedd, ii foloseste complexitatea ca mijloc prin care se
poate adduga o unitate mai deplind impresiei finale. Vezi, deci,
cum criticul estetic respinge acele modalitatile evidente folosite
in artd, acelea care nu au de transmis decat un singur mesaj si,
dupa ce-1 transmit, devin mute si sterile; el cautd mai curand
modalitdti sugestive ca reveria si stdrile sufletesti care prin
frumusetea lor imaginativd da valoare de adevar tuturor
interpretarilor, nu numai uneia. Fara indoiala cd opera de creatie
a criticului va avea o oarecare asemdnare cu opera care i-a
stimulat creatia, dar aceastd asemanare nu va fi ca aceea dintre
naturd si oglinda pe care pictorul unui peisaj sau al unei figuri
ar pune-o in fata ei, ci dintre natura si opera artistului decorator.
Asa cum pe covoarele persane lipsite de flori infloreste laleaua
si trandafirul si ne place sd le privim pentru cd sunt frumoase,
desi nu sunt reproduse in linii si forme vizibile, asa cum perla si
purpura scoicii isi afld ecoul in biserica San Marco din Venetia,
asa cum bolta minunatei capele din Ravenna este stralucitoare
datorita auriului, verdelui si safirului din coada paunului, desi
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the peacock’s tail, though the birds of Juno fly not across it; so the
critic reproduces the work that he criticises in a mode that is never
imitative, and part of whose charm may really consist in the
rejection of resemblance, and shows us in this way not merely the
meaning but also the mystery of Beauty, and, by transforming each
art into literature, solves once for all the problem of Art’s unity.
But I see it is time for supper. After we have discussed some
Chambertin and a few ortolans, we will pass on to the question
of the critic considered in the light of the interpreter.

Ernest. Ah! you admit, then, that the critic may occasionally be
allowed to see the object as in itself it really is.

Gilbert.  am not quite sure. Perhaps I may admit it after supper.
There is a subtle influence in supper.

pasdrile Junonei nu o traverseaza in zbor, tot astfel si criticul
reproduce opera pe care o criticd, adicd, intr-un mod ne-imitativ,
al cdrui farmec partial poate ca este dat cu adevdrat tocmai prin
respingerea asemdndrii. El ne aratd nu doar sensul dar si
misterul Frumosului si, transformand fiecare arta in literaturd,
rezolva odatd pentru totdeauna problema unitatii artei.

Dar imi dau seama cd a venit timpul sd cindm. Dupd ce vom
vorbi la un pahar de Chambertin si vom manca niste ortolani,
vom trece la problema criticului-interpret.

Ernest: Ah, recunosti deci ca uneori criticul are voie sa vada
obiectul asa cum este el cu adevarat!

Gilbert: Nu sunt atat de sigur. S-ar putea sa accept asta dupad
cind —intotdeauna cina are o influenta subtila.
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Dialogue. Part II:
With some remarks upon the importance of
discussing everything.

Persons: the same. Scene: the same.

Ernest. The ortolans were delightful, and the Chambertin
perfect. And now let us return to the point at issue.

Gilbert. Ah! don’t let us do that. Conversation should
touch everything, but should concentrate itself on nothing.
Let us talk about Moral Indignation, its Cause and Cure, a
subject on which I think of writing: or about The Survival of
Thersites, as shown by the English comic papers; or about
any topic that may turn up.

Ernest. No: I want to discuss the critic and criticism. You
have told me that the highest criticism deals with art, not as
expressive, but as impressive purely, and is consequently
both creative and independent —is, in fact, an art by itself,
occupying the same relation to creative work that creative
work does to the visible world of form and colour, or the

Dialogue. Partea 1I:
Cu unele observatii despre importanta de a discuta
despre tot.

Personaje, aceleasi
Scena, aceeasi

Ernest: Ortolanii au fost deliciosi iar vinul de Chambertin
superb; acum sa ne intoarcem la subiectul nostru.

Gilbert: Ah, sd nu facem asta. Conversatia ar trebui sa atinga
orice subiect dar sd nu se concentreze asupra nici unuia in
special. Sa vorbim despre Indignarea morald, cauza si vindecarea ei,
subiect despre care intentionez sa scriu, sau despre
Supravietuirea lui Thersit, asa cum apare in revistele engleze de
umor sau despre orice alt subiect care se iveste.

Ernest: Nu. Vreau sa discut despre critic si criticd. Mi-ai spus ca
intotdeauna critica superioara se ocupa de artd, nu ca expresie ci
doar ca impresie si este, in consecinta, creatoare si independents,
adicd o arta de sine stdtdtoare, detinand aceeasi relatie pe care
opera de creatie o are cu lumea vizibila a formei si culorii sau cu

lumea nevdzutd a pasiunii si gandirii. Ei bine, oare criticul nu
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unseen world of passion and of thought. Well, now tell me,
will not the critic be sometimes a real interpreter?

Gilbert. Yes; the critic will be an interpreter, if he chooses.
He can pass from his synthetic impression of the work of
art as a whole, to an analysis or exposition of the work
itself, and in this lower sphere, as I hold it to be, there are
many delightful things to be said and done. Yet his object
will not always be to explain the work of art. He may seek
rather to deepen its mystery, to raise round it, and round
its maker, that mist of wonder which is dear to both gods
and worshippers alike. Ordinary people are “terribly at
ease in Zion.” They propose to walk arm in arm with the
poets, and have a glib ignorant way of saying “Why
should we read what is written about Shakespeare and
Milton? We can read the plays and the poems. That is
enough.” But an appreciation of Milton is, as the late

the
who

remarked once, reward of
scholarship. And he

understand Shakespeare truly must understand the

Rector of Lincoln

consummate desires to
relations in which Shakespeare stood to the Renaissance
and the Reformation, to the age of Elizabeth and the age
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este uneori un adevarat interpret?

Gilbert: Da, dacd doreste, criticul poate fi si interpret. El poate
trece de la impresia lui sinteticd asupra operei de artd ca intreg,
la analiza sau prezentarea operei insdsi iar in acest registru
inferior, cum cred eu cé este acesta, exista multe lucruri placute
de spus sau de facut. Totusi, obiectul lui nu va trebui s fie in
permanentd explicarea operei de artd. Ar putea mai curand sa-i
adanceascd misterul, sa creeze in jurul ei si al creatorului ceata
miraculoasd indragitd de zei si credinciosi deopotrivd. Oamenii
obisnuiti , se simt in largul lor in Sion”. Ei vor sd mearga de buna
voie brat la brat cu poetii si spun cu o volubilitate ignoranta: , De
ce trebuie sa citim ce se scrie despre Shakespeare si Milton? Le
putem citi poemele si piesele. Asta-i suficient.” Dar a-1 aprecia
pe Milton, asa cum remarca regretatul rector de la Lincoln, este
rasplata unui studiu extrem de atent si rafinat. Si cel care doreste
sd-1 inteleagad pe Shakespeare, trebuie sd inteleaga cu adevarat
relatiile in care el s-a aflat cu Renasterea si Reforma, cu epoca
Elizabetei si a lui James, trebuie sa fie familiarizat cu istoria
luptei pentru suprematie dintre vechile forme clasice si noul
spirit al vechiului roman, dintre scoala lui Sidney, Daniel si
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of James; he must be familiar with the history of the
struggle for supremacy between the old classical forms
and the new spirit of romance, between the school of
Sidney, and Daniel, and Jonson, and the school of
Marlowe and Marlowe’s greater son; he must know the
materials that were at Shakespeare’s disposal, and the
method in which he used them, and the conditions of
theatric presentation in the sixteenth and seventeenth
century, their limitations and their opportunities for
freedom, and the literary criticism of Shakespeare’s day,
its aim and modes and canons; he must study the English
language in its progress, and blank or rhymed verse in its
various developments; he must study the Greek drama,
and the connection between the art of the creator of the
Agamemnon and the art of the creator of Macbeth; in a
word, he must be able to bind Elizabethan London to the
Athens of Pericles, and to learn Shakespeare’s true
position in the history of European drama and the drama
of the world. The critic will certainly be an interpreter,

but he will not treat Art as a riddling Sphinx, whose
shallow secret may be guessed and revealed by one
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Johnson si scoala lui Marlowe si a descendentului mult mai
important al acestuia, trebuie sd cunoascd materialele pe care
Shakespeare le avea la dispozitie si felul in care le-a utilizat,
precum si conditiile de punere in scend in secolele XVI si XVII,
limitele si sansele lor de libertate, critica literara din timpul lui,
scopurile, manierele si canoanele acesteia. Mai trebuie sa
studieze limba in evolutia ei, versul alb sau cu rima in diversele
directii pe care le-a luat fiecare, trebuie sa studieze teatrul
grecesc si legdtura dintre arta creatorului lui Agamemnon si arta
creatorului lui Macbeth, intr-un cuvant, el trebuie sa fie capabil
sd stabileascd legdtura dintre Londra elizabetand si Atena lui
Pericle si sd afle adevaratul loc pe care Shakespeare il ocupa in
istoria teatrului european si universal. Criticul va putea fi
desigur interpret dar nu unul care sd abordeze arta ca pe un
Sfinx enigmatic al cdrui secret superficial poate fi ghicit si
dezvaluit de cel cu picioarele ranite si care nu-si cunoaste
propriul nume. El trebuie mai degraba sa privescd arta ca pe o
zeitd al cdrei mister se cuvine sa-l intensifice, avand privilegiul

sd le arate oamenilor maretia ei in culori si mai incantatoare.

C ONTEMPORARY

LITERATURE P RESS

http://editura.mttlc.ro
The University of Bucharest, 2017



REDISCOVERING
OSCAR WILDE

es |
whose feet are wounded and who knows not his name.
Rather, he will look upon Art as a goddess whose mystery
it is his province to intensify, and whose majesty his
privilege to make more marvellous in the eyes of men.
And here, Ernest, this strange thing happens. The critic
will indeed be an interpreter, but he will not be an
interpreter in the sense of one who simply repeats in
another form a message that has been put into his lips to
say. For, just as it is only by contact with the art of
foreign nations that the art of a country gains that
individual and separate life that we call nationality, so, by
curious inversion, it is only by intensifying his own
personality that the critic can interpret the personality
and work of others, and the more strongly this
personality enters into the interpretation the more real
the interpretation becomes, the more satisfying, the more
convincing, and the more true.
Ernest. I would have said that personality would have been a
disturbing element.
Gilbert. No; it is an element of revelation. If you wish to
understand others you must intensify your own individualism.
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In acest punct, Ernest, se petrece un lucru straniu. Criticul va fi
interpret, dar nu unul care va repeta, pur si simplu, sub o alta
formd, un mesaj care i-a fost pus in gurd. Pentru cd asa cum doar
prin contactul cu arta altor natiuni, arta unei tari castiga acea
viata individuald, distinctd pe care o numim nationalitate, tot
asa, printr-o inversare curioasd, criticul poate interpreta
personalitatea si opera altora prin accentuarea propriei
personalitadti. Cu cat mai intens participa aceasta personalitate la
actul interpretdrii, cu atat interpretarea devine mai autenticd,

mai satisfacdtoare, mai convingdtoare si mai adevarata.

Ernest: As fi inclinat sd spun cd personalitatea este un element
perturbator.

Gilbert: Nu, este un element al revelatiei. Daca vrei sd-i intelegi
pe altii trebuie sd-ti intensifici propriul individualism.
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Ernest. What, then, is the result?
Gilbert. I will tell you, and perhaps I can tell you best
by definite example. It seems to me that, while the
literary critic stands of course first, as having the wider
range, and larger vision, and nobler material, each of the
arts has a critic, as it were, assigned to it. The actor is a
critic of the drama. He shows the poet’s work under
new conditions, and by a message special to himself. He
takes the written word, and action, gesture, and voice
become the media of revelation. The singer, or the player
on lute and viol, is the critic of music. The etcher of a
picture robs the painting of its fair colours, but shows us
by the use of a new material its true colour-quality, its
tones and values, and the relations of its masses, and so
is, in his way, a critic of it, for the critic is he who exhibits
to us a work of art in a form different from that of the
work itself, and the employment of a new material is a
critical as well as a creative element. Sculpture, too, has
its critic, who may be either the carver of a gem, as he was

in Greek days, or some painter like Mantegna, who
sought to reproduce on canvas the beauty of plastic line
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Ernest: Si, atunci, care este rezultatul?

Gilbert: Iti voi spune. Si probabil ca exemplul clar este cea mai
buna cale. Daca criticul literar, cred, ocupd primul loc pentru ca
are un registru mai larg, o perspectiva mai ampla si un material
mai nobil, la rdndul ei, fiecare arta isi are criticul ei. Actorul este
criticul piesei. El prezintd opera poetului in termeni noi si printr-
o metoda specifica lui. Porneste de la cuvantul scris si actiunea,
gestica si vocea lui devin mijloace de revelare. Cantaretul sau cel
care cantd la aldutd sau viold este critic muzical. Gravorul rapeste
tabloului culorile frumoase dar ne arata prin utilizarea unui nou
material adevarata calitate coloristicd, tonurile si valorile ei, apoi
relatiile dintre volume, devenind astfel este criticul tabloului,
cdci criticul este acela care ne pune in fatd o operd de arta diferita
de cea initiald iar utilizarea unui nou material este un element
critic si creator in acelasi timp. Sculptura isi are si ea criticul ei,
care poate fi sculptorul unei pietre pretioase, ca pe vremea
grecilor, ori un pictor ca Mantegna, care a cdutat sa reproducd pe
panza frumusetea liniei plastice si demnitatea simfonica a
procesiunilor dintr-un basorelief. $i in cazul tuturor acestor
critici creatori de artd este evident ca personalitatea este absolut
esentiald unei interpretdri autentice. Cand Rubinstein ne cantd
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and the symphonic dignity of processional bas-relief.
And in the case of all these creative critics of art it is
evident that personality is an absolute essential for any
real interpretation. When Rubinstein plays to us the
Sonata Appassionata of Beethoven, he gives us not merely
Beethoven, but also himself, and so gives us Beethoven
absolutely —Beethoven reinterpreted through a rich
artistic nature, and made vivid and wonderful to us by a
new and intense personality. When a great actor plays
Shakespeare we have the same experience. His own
individuality becomes a vital part of the interpretation.
People sometimes say that actors give us their own
Hamlets and not Shakespeare’s; and this fallacy —for it is
a fallacy —is, I regret to say, repeated by that charming
and graceful writer who has lately deserted the turmoil of
literature for the peace of the House of Commons —I mean
the author of Obiter Dicta. In point of fact, there is no such
thing as Shakespeare’s Hamlet. If Hamlet has something
of the definiteness of a work of art, he has also all the
obscurity that belongs to life. There are as many Hamlets
as there are melancholies.
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Sonata Appassionata de Beethoven, el nu ni-1 prezinta doar pe
Beethoven ci, de asemenea, pe sine insusi —si astfel il prezintd pe
Beethoven la modul total —Beethoven reinterpretat prin prisma
unei firi bogate artistic, unul care pentru noi devine viu si
minunat datorita unei personalitati noi si pline de fortd. Cand un
mare actor joacd Shakespeare, trecem prin acelasi gen de
experientd. Propria lui individualitate devine parte vitald a
interpretarii. Uneori se spune ca actorii ne ofera propriul lor
Hamlet, nu cel creat de Shakespeare; si aceastd eroare — pentru
ca este o eroare —este repetatd, imi pare rdau s-o spun, de acel
scriitor pldcut si delicat, acela care a trecut recent de la viata
agitatd din lumea literard la linistea din Camera Comunelor —
ma refer la autorul lui Obiter Dicta . De fapt nu existda un Hamlet
al lui Shakespeare. Dacd Hamlet are ceva din finitudinea unei
opere de artd, mai contine in acelasi timp gama intreagd de
obscuritate a vietii. Existd tot atatea personaje Hamlet cate feluri
de melancolii existad pe lume.
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Ernest. As many Hamlets as there are melancholies?

Gilbert. Yes: and as art springs from personality, so it is
only to personality that it can be revealed, and from the
meeting of the two comes right interpretative criticism.
Ernest. The critic, then, considered as the interpreter, will
give no less than he receives, and lend as much as he
borrows?

Gilbert. He will be always showing us the work of art in
some new relation to our age. He will always be reminding
us that great works of art are living things —are, in fact, the
only things that live. So much, indeed, will he feel this, that
I am certain that, as civilization progresses and we become
more highly organized, the elect spirits of each age, the
critical and cultured spirits, will grow less and less interested in
actual life, and will seek to gain their impressions almost
entirely from what Art has touched. For Life is terribly
deficient in form. Its catastrophes happen in the wrong
way and to the wrong people. There is a grotesque horror
about its comedies, and its tragedies seem to culminate in
tarce. One is always wounded when one approaches it.

Ernest: Tot atidtea personaje Hamlet cate feluri de melancolii
existd pe lume?

Gilbert: Da. Si asa cum arta izvordste din personalitate, ea i se
poate revela doar unei personalitati, si din intalnirea celor doua
apare critica interpretativa.

Ernest: Criticul, deci, privit ca interpret, nu ne va darui mai putin
decat primeste si va inapoia tot ce imprumuta?

Gilbert: Intotdeauna ne va prezenta opera de art intr-o noud
relatie cu epoca noastra. Intotdeauna ne va reaminti ca operele
de artd sunt lucruri vii, cd sunt, de fapt, singurele lucruri care
trdiesc. Intr-atat va simti el asta incat sunt sigur c&, pe masura ce
civilizatia va progresa iar modul nostru de organizare se va
rafina, spiritele critice si cultivate vor fi din ce in ce mai putin
interesate de viatd ca atare si vor cduta sa obtind impresiile
aproape in intregime din tot ce a intrat in atingere cu arta. Pentru
cd vietii 1i lipseste teribil de mult forma. Catastrofele ei se produc
intr-un mod gresit si afecteaza pe cine nu trebuie. Comediile ei
au in ele ceva de oroare grotescd iar tragediile par sa culmineze
in farsa. Mereu esti rdnit cand te apropii de ea. Lucrurile dureaza
tie prea mult, fie nu suficient de mult.
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Things last either too long, or not long enough.
Ernest. Poor life! Poor human life! Are you not even
touched by the tears that the Roman poet tells us are part
of its essence?
Gilbert. Too quickly touched by them, I fear. For when one
looks back upon the life that was so vivid in its emotional
intensity, and filled with such fervent moments of ecstasy
or of joy, it all seems to be a dream and an illusion. What
are the unreal things, but the passions that once burned
one like fire? What are the incredible things, but the things
that one has faithfully believed? What are the improbable
things? The things that one has done oneself. No, Ernest;
life cheats us with shadows, like a puppet-master. We ask
it for pleasure. It gives it to us, with bitterness and
disappointment in its train. We come across some noble
grief that we think will lend the purple dignity of tragedy
to our days, but it passes away from us, and things less
noble take its place, and on some grey windy dawn, or
odorous eve of silence and of silver, we find ourselves

looking with callous wonder, or dull heart of stone, at the
tress of gold-flecked hair that we had once so wildly
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Ernest: Sdrmana viatd! Sdrmana viata omeneasca! Chiar nu te
tulbura lacrimile ei, parte a substantei din care este facutd, cum
spune poetul latin.

Gilbert: Mi-e teamd cd ma tulbura mult prea repede. Caci atunci
cand privesti inapoi la propria viatd, care a fost atat de vie prin
intensitate emotionald, plind de momente de extaz si bucurie,
totul iti pare a fi deolaltd vis si iluzie. Ce sunt oare lucrurile
acestea ireale dacd nu pasiunile care au ars in tine ca un foc? Ce
sunt oare lucrurile incredibile, dacd nu acelea in care ai crezut
odatd neabdtut? Ce sunt oare lucrurile improbabile? Acelea pe
care tu insuti le-ai facut. Nu, Ernest, viata ne trage pe sfoara cu
umbre, asemeni unui pdpusar. Cerem de la el pldcere. Ne-o da
laolalta cu amardciunea si dezamadgirea. Dam peste o nobilad
suferintd si credem cd aceasta va lua de la tragedie demnitatea ei
de purpurd, dar trece si lucruri mai putin onorabile ii iau locul,
si in zorii unei zile cenusii, vantoase, sau intr-o seara
inmiresmatd de tdcere si argint, ne trezim privind cu mirare
asprd sau cu inimd de piatra suvita de aur pe care odatda am
adorat-o cu ardoare si am sarutat-o nebuneste.
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worshipped and so madly kissed.

Ernest. Life, then, is a failure?

Gilbert. From the artistic point of view, certainly. And the
chief thing that makes life a failure from this artistic point
of view is the thing that lends to life its sordid security, the
fact that one can never repeat exactly the same emotion.
How different it is in the world of Art! On a shelf of the
bookcase behind you stands the Divine Comedy, and I know
that, if [ open it at a certain place, I shall be filled with a
tfierce hatred of some one who has never wronged me, or
stirred by a great love for some one whom I shall never see.
There is no mood or passion that Art cannot give us, and
those of us who have discovered her secret can settle
beforehand what our experiences are going to be. We can
choose our day and select our hour. We can say to ourselves,
“Tomorrow, at dawn, we shall walk with grave Virgil
through the valley of the shadow of death,” and lo! the
dawn finds us in the obscure wood, and the Mantuan stands
by our side. We pass through the gate of the legend fatal to
hope, and with pity or with joy be hold the horror of
another world. The hypocrites go by, with their painted

Ernest: Viata este, deci, un esec.

Gilbert: Din punct de vedere artistic, asa-i. Si ceea ce face ca viata
sd fie un esec din punct de vedere artistic este acel element care
ii conferd siguranta ei sordidd, faptul cd nu poti trdi aceeasi
emotie la fel. Cat de diferita este lumea artei! Pe unele din
rafturile din spatele tdu se afld Divina Comedie; stiu cd daca o voi
deschide intr-un anumit loc voi fi cuprins de o urd nestinsa fata
de cineva care nu mi-a facut niciodatd vreun rdu, sau miscat de
o mare pasiune fatd de cineva pe care nu-l voi vedea niciodata.
Nu existd vreo pasiune sau trdire pe care arta sa nu ne-o
transmita, si aceia dintre noi care i-au descoperit secretul, pot
stabili dinainte prin ce fel de experiente vom trece. Ne vom putea
alege ziua si ora. Putem sd ne spunem: ,Maine in zori vom
merge aldturi de Vergiliu prin valea umbrelor,” si, vai! zorii ne
prind in pddurea intunecoasd, aldturi de mantovan. Pdsim
dincolo de poarta legendei ucigdtore de speranta si cu mild sau
bucurie contempldm oroarea unui alte lumi. Pe langa noi trec
ipocritii cu fetele lor false si glugile de plumb aurit. Din vartejul
de vant care-i mana fard oprire ne privesc patimasii, iar noi, la
randul nostru ii privim pe eretici sfasiindu-si carnea si pe lacomii
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faces and their cowls of gilded lead. Out of the ceaseless
winds that drive them, the carnal look at us, and we watch
the heretic rending his flesh, and the glutton lashed by the
rain. We break the withered branches from the tree in the
grove of the Harpies, and each dull-hued poisonous twig
bleeds with red blood before us, and cries aloud with bitter
cries. Out of a horn of fire Odysseus speaks to us, and when
from his sepulchre of flame the great Ghibelline rises, the
pride that triumphs over the torture of that bed becomes
ours for a moment. Through the dim purple air fly those
who have stained the world with the beauty of their sin,
and in the pit of loathsome disease, dropsy-stricken and
swollen of body into the semblance of a monstrous lute,
lies Adamo di Brescia, the coiner of false coin. He bids us
listen to his misery; we stop, and with dry and gaping lips
he tells us how he dreams day and night of the brooks of
clear water that in cool dewy channels gush down the
green Casentine hills. Sinon, the false Greek of Troy, mocks
at him. He smites him in the face, and they wrangle. We
are fascinated by their shame, and loiter, till Virgil chides
us and leads us away to that city turreted by giants where
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biciuiti de ploaie. Rupem ramurile uscate din padurea Harpiilor
si fiecare mlddita otrdvitoare, de culoare inchisa, singereaza in
fata noastrd, vaitandu-se cu tipete amare. Odiseu ne vorbeste
dintr-o pélnie de foc si, cand, din mormantu-i de fldcari se scoala
marele ghibelin, acea mandrie care triumfa asupra torturii din
acel pat o simtim noi insine. Prin aerul purpuriu-obscur zboara
cei care au colorat lumea cu frumusetea pacatului lor, iar in
bolgia infectd si respingdtoare, hidropic, cu trupul umflat,
imobil, semdnand cu o l3uti monstroasd, se afli Adamo di
Brescia, inventatorul banilor falsi. El ne implora sd-i ascultam
nefericirea; ne oprim si, cu buze arse si gura cdscatd, ne spune
cum viseazd zi si noapte la paraiele cu apd limpede care curg
prin vaduri rdcoroase printre dealurile casentine. Sinon, grecul
ce-a ingelat Troia, isi bate joc de el. il loveste peste fata si se
ciondanesc. Suntem fascinati de rusinea lor si ne invartim pe-
acolo pand cand Vergiliu ne ceartd si ne duce spre cetatea cu
turnuri ridicate de giganti, unde marele Nimrod sufld din corn.
Ni se pregdtesc lucruri ingrozitoare si mergem sa le cunoastem
invesmantati in hainele si cu inima lui Dante. Traversam
mlastinile Styxului iar Argenti inoatd pana la barca prin apa
vascoasd. Ne cheama si noi il indepdrtam. Ne bucurdam auzindu-
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great Nimrod blows his horn. Terrible things are in store
for us, and we go to meet them in Dante’s raiment and with
Dante’s heart. We traverse the marshes of the Styx, and
Argenti swims to the boat through the slimy waves. He
calls to us, and we reject him. When we hear the voice of
his agony we are glad, and Virgil praises us for the
bitterness of our scorn. We tread upon the cold crystal of
Cocytus, in which traitors stick like straws in glass. Our
foot strikes against the head of Bocca. He will not tell us
his name, and we tear the hair in handfuls from the
screaming skull. Alberigo prays us to break the ice upon
his face that he may weep a little. We pledge our word to
him, and when he has uttered his dolorous tale we deny
the word that we have spoken, and pass from him; such
cruelty being courtesy indeed, for who more base than he
who has mercy for the condemned of God? In the jaws of
Lucifer we see the man who sold Christ, and in the jaws of
Lucifer the men who slew Cesar. We tremble, and come
forth to rebehold the stars.

In the land of Purgation the air is freer, and the holy
mountain rises into the pure light of day. There is peace for
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i vocea agonicd, iar Vergiliu ne lauda pentru asprimea cu care-1
batjocorim. Pasim pe gheata Cocytusului, acolo unde tradatorii
stau adunati ca paiele intr-un vas. Lovesc cu piciorul capul lui
Bocca. Nu vrea sa ne spund cum il cheama si noi smulgem snopi
de pdr din capul care urld. Alberigo ne implord sd-i spargem
gheata de pe fata ca sa poatd plange putin. Ne dam cuvantul ca
asa vom face si, dupd ce-si spune povestea tristd, nu ne mai
tinem promisiunea si pornim mai departe; o astfel de cruzime
tiind doar un gest de curtoazie, caci oare nu-i josnic acela care
are mila fatd de cei condamnati de Dumnezeu? il vedem pe cel
care l-a vandut pe Hristos intre fdlcile lui Lucifer, si tot acolo pe
cei care l-au ucis pe Cezar. Tremuram si iesim sd contemplam
stelele iar.

Pe taramul Purgatoriului aerul este mai degajat iar muntele sfant
se tnaltd in lumina pura a zilei. Suntem linistiti si tot astfel sunt
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us, and for those who for a season abide in it there is some
peace also, though, pale from the poison of the Maremma,
Madonna Pia passes before us, and Ismene, with the sorrow
of earth still lingering about her, is there. Soul after soul
makes us share in some repentance or some’ joy. He whom
the mourning of his widow taught to drink the sweet
wormwood of pain, tells us of Nella praying in her lonely
bed, and we learn from the mouth of Buon-conte how a
single tear may save a dying sinner from the fiend. Sordello,
that noble and disdainful Lombard, eyes us from afar like a
couchant lion. When he learns that Virgil is one of Mantua’s
citizens, he falls upon his neck, and when he learns that he
is the singer of Rome he falls before his feet. In that valley
whose grass and flowers are fairer than cleft emerald and
Indian wood, and brighter than scarlet and silver, they are
singing who in the world were kings; but the lips of
Rudolph of Hapsburg do not move to the music of the
others, and Philip of France beats his breast and Henry of
England sits alone. On and on we go, climbing the
marvellous stair, and the stars become larger than their
wont, and the song of the kings grows faint, and at length
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si cei care petrec un anotimp aici, desi palida din cauza otravii
din Maremma, Madonna Pia trece prin fata noastra iar Ismena
se afld si ea acolo, cu suferinta de pe pamant incad staruindu-i
asuprd-i. Fiecare suflet in parte ne indemnd sd-i impartasim
cdinta sau bucuria. Cel pe care jalea vaduvei sale I-a invatat sa
bea dulcea amardciune a durerii, ne vorbeste despre Nella care
se roagd in patul ei singuratic, iar din gura lui Buonconte aflam
cum o singurd lacrima il poate salva pe pacdtos de demon in
ceasul mortii. Sordello, nobilul si dispretuitorul lombard, ne
fixeazd de la depdrtare ca un leu la panda. Cand afld ca Vergiliu
este mantovan se repede la gatul lui, iar atunci cand afld ca este
cantdretul Romei 1i cade la picioare. In valea cu iarba mai
frumoasa ca smaraldul crestat si lemnul indian, cu flori mai
stralucitoare decat argintiul si rosu intens, canta toti cei care au
fost regipe lume. Dar buzele lui Rudolf de Hapsburg nu se misca
la auzul muzicii celorlalti; Filip al Frantei se bate cu pumnii in
piept iar Henric al Angliei sta de unul singur. Mergem mai
departe, si mai deprate, urcand scara minunatd iar stelele devin
tot mai mari, pe cand muzica regilor se aude tot mai slab si, in
cele din urma ajungem la cei sapte pomi de aur din Gradina
Paradisului pagmantean. In carul tras de grifoni apare aceea a
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we reach the seven trees of gold and the garden of the
Earthly Paradise.
whose brows are bound with olive, who is veiled in white, and

In a griffin-drawn chariot appears one

mantled in green, and robed in a vesture that is coloured like
live fire. The ancient flame wakes within us. Our blood quickens
through terrible pulses. We recognize her. It is Beatrice, the wo-
man we have worshipped. The ice congealed about our heart
melts. Wild tears of anguish break from us, and we bow our
forehead to the ground, for we know that we have sinned.
When we have done penance, and are purified, and have
drunk of the fountain of Lethe and bathed in the fountain
of Eunoe, the mistress of our soul raises us to the Paradise
of Heaven. Out of that eternal pearl, the moon, the face of
Piccarda Donati leans to us. Her beauty troubles us for a
moment, and when, like a thing that falls through water,
she passes away, we gaze after her with wistful eyes. The
sweet planet of Venus is full of lovers. Cunizza, the sister
of Ezzelin, the lady of Sordello’s heart, is there, and Folco,
the passionate singer of Provence, who in sorrow for
Azalais forsook the world, and the Canaanitish harlot
whose soul was the first that Christ redeemed. Joachim of
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cdrei frunte este incununatd de o creangd de maslin, cu val alb si
mantie verde, cu o rochie impodobitd asemeni focului viu. In noi
se trezeste vechea flacard. Sangele ne pulseaza rapid. O
recunoastem. E Beatrice, femeia pe care am adorat-o. Fiorul de
gheatd care ne cuprinsese inima se topeste. Lacrimi de durere
tasnesc si ne plecam fruntea la pamant, cdci stim ca am pacatuit.
Dupd ce ne-am cdit si ne-am purificat, dupd ce am bdut din
izvorul Lethe si ne-am imbdiat in Eunoe, doamna sufletului
nostru ne ridica spre Paradisul Ceresc. Din acea perld eternd,
luna, fata Piccardei Donati se pleacd peste noi. Frumusetea ei ne
tulbura o clipa si cand ea se depdrteaza asemeni unui obiect care
cade in apd, privim in urma ei cu ochi melancolici. Dulcea
planetd a lui Venus este plind de iubiti. Cunizza, sora lui Ezzelin,
doamna inimii lui Sordello, este acolo, cum si Folco, cantaretul
plin de pasiune al Proventei, cel care tanjind dupa Azalais a
renuntat la lume si la tarfa cannaneana al carei suflet a fost
primul mantuit de Hristos. Joachim de Flora std la soare si tot la
soare ne povesteste Aquino povestea Sfantului Francisc iar
Bonaventura povestea Sfantului Dominic. Cacciaguida se
apropie printre rubinele arzand ale lui Marte. El ne vorbeste
despre sagetile trase cu arcul exilului, despre cat de amard este
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Flora stands in the sun, and, in the sun, Aquinas recounts
the story of St. Francis and Bonaventure the story of St.
Dominic. Through the burning rubies of Mars, Cacciaguida
approaches. He tells us of the arrow that is shot from the
bow of exile, and how salt tastes the bread of another, and
how steep are the stairs in the house of a stranger. In Saturn
the souls sing not, and even she who guides us dare not
smile. On a ladder of gold the flames rise and fall. At last,
we see the pageant of the Mystical Rose. Beatrice fixes her
eyes upon the face of God,to turn them not again. The
beatific vision is granted to us; we know the Love that
moves the sun and all the stars.

Yes, we can put the earth back six hundred courses and
make ourselves one with the great Florentine, kneel at the
same altar with him, and share his rapture and his scorn.
And if we grow tired of an antique time, and desire to
realize our own age in all its weariness and sin, are there
not books that can make us live more in one single hour than
life can make us live in a score of shameful years? Close to
your hand lies a little volume, bound in some Nile-green
skin that has been powdered with gilded nenuphars and

painea celuilalt si cat de nesigure sunt treptele din casa
strainului. Pe Saturn sufletul nu canta si nici aceea care ne
conduce nu indrazneste sa zdmbeasca. Pe o scara de aur flacarile
urcd si coboara. Vedem in cele din urma procesiunea Rozei
Mistice. Beatrice isi fixeaza ochii pe chipul lui Dumnezeu si nu
si-i mai intoarce. Primim acea viziune beatifica si cunoastem

Dragostea care pune in miscare soarele si celelalte stele.

Da, putem sa intoarcem pamantul cu sase sute de ani inapoi si
sd devenim una cu marele florentin, sa ingenunchem in fata
aceluiasi altar, sd-i impartdasim extazul si dispretul. $i dacd ne
plicitisim de epocile stravechi si vrem sad ne apropiem de vremea
noastrd, asa cum este ea, pdcatoasa si dezgustdtoare, nu exista
oare cdrti care sd ne facad sa trdim intr-o ora mai mult decat intr-
un lung sir de ani plin de rusine. Langd tine se afld un volumas
legat in piele eau de Nil, decoratd cu mici nuferi auriti, catifelati
cu albul intens al fildesului. Este cartea pe care Gautier a iubit-o
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smoothed with hard ivory. It is the book that Gautier loved,
it is Baudelaire’s masterpiece. Open it at that sad madrigal
that begins

“Que m’importe que to sois sage?
Sois belle! et sois triste!”

and you will find yourself worshipping sorrow as you have
never worshipped joy. Pass on to the poem on the man who
tortures himself, let its subtle music stealinto your brain and
colour your thoughts, and you will become for a moment
what he was who wrote it; nay, not for a moment only, but
for many barren moonlit nights and sunless sterile days will
a despair that is not your own make its dwelling within you,
and the misery of another gnaw your heart away. Read the
whole book, suffer it to tell even one of its secrets to your
soul, and your soul will grow eager to know more, and will
feed upon poisonous honey, and seek to repent of strange
crimes of which it is guiltless, and to make atonement for
terrible pleasures that it has never known. And then, when
you are tired of these flowers of evil, turn to the flowers
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enorm, capodopera lui Baudelaire. Deschide-o la acel trist
madrigal, care incepe cu:

Que m’importe que tu sois sage?
Sois belle! et sois triste!

si te vei pomeni adorand durerea asa cum n-ai adorat nicicand
bucuria. Transfera continutul poemului asupra omului care se
chinuie singur, dd voie muzicii lui subtile sa ti se strecoare in
minte si sd-ti coloreze gandurile si vei deveni o clipa autorul
poemului. Nu doar o clipd, ci multe nopti fara luna lund, multe
zile sterile, fard soare o disperare care nu este a ta va saldslui in
tine iar suferinta altora iti va roade inima. Citeste intreaga carte,
ingdduie-i sa marturiseasca sufletului tdu unul din secretele ei
iar sufletul tdu va fi dornic sa stie mai mult si se va hrani cu
mierea otravitoare, va ciuta sd se cdiascd de crime de care este
strdin si sd ispdseasca pldceri pe care nu le-a cunoscut niciodata.
Si apoi, cand vei obosi de aceste flori ale raului, intoarce-te spre
florile care cresc in gradina Perditei si rdcoreste-ti fruntea
fierbinte in caliciul lor inrourat si fie ca frumusetea lor sa-ti
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that grow in the garden of Perdita, and in their dew-
drenched chalices cool your fevered brow, and let their
loveliness heal and restore your soul; or wake from his
forgotten tomb the sweet Syrian, Meleager, and bid the
lover of Heliodore make you music, for he too has flowers
in his song, red pomegranate-blossoms, and irises that
smell of myrrh, ringed daffodils and dark-blue hyacinths,
and marjoram and crinkled ox-eyes. Dear to him was the
perfume of the bean-field at evening, and dear to him the
odorous eared-spikenard that grew on the Syrian hills, and
the fresh green thyme, the wine-cup’s charm. The feet of his
love as she walked in the garden were like lilies set upon
lilies. Softer than sleep-laden poppy-petals were her lips,
softer than violets and as scented. The flame-like crocus
sprang from the grass to look at her. For her the slim
narcissus stored the cool rain; and for her the anemones
forgot the Sicilian winds that wooed them. And neither
crocus, nor anemone, nor narcissus was as fair as she was.
It is a strange thing, this transference of emotion. We

sicken with the same maladies as the poets, and the singer
lends us his pain. Dead lips have their message for us, and
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vindece sufletul. Sau trezeste-]l din mormantul lui uitat pe
Meleagru si roaga-1 pe cel care o iubea pe Heliodora sa-ti cante
pentru ca in cantecul lui exista flori, flori rosii de rodie, irisi cu
miros de smirnd, margarete rotate si zambile albastru-inchis,
maghirani si ochiul-boului cu petale incretite. Drag ii era
parfumul campului de fasole inflorita, seara, drag ii era
mirositorul odolean de pe dealurile siriene si cimbrul verde si
proaspdt cum si o cupd de vin. Cand mergea prin grading,
picioarele iubitei lui erau crini pasind pe alti crini. Si buzele ei
erau mai moi decét petalele adormitorului mac, mai delicate
decat violetele si la fel de inmiresmate. Sofranul ca o flacara
apdrea din iarbd sd o priveascd. Pentru ea strangea stropii de
ploaie rdcoroasa subtiratica narcisd, pentru ea uitau anemonele
vanturile siciliene care le indoiau. Si nici sofranul, nici anemona,

nici narcisa nu erau atat de frumoase cum era ea.

Acest transfer al emotiei este un fapt ciudat. Ne imbolndvim de
aceleasi maladii ca poetii iar cantdretul ne imprumuta suferinta
lui. Existd un mesaj pentru noi pe buzele moarte si in inimile deja
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hearts that have fallen to dust can communicate their joy.
We run to kiss the bleeding mouth of Fantine, and we
follow Marion Lescaut over the whole world. Ours is the
love-madness of the Tyrian, and the terror of Orestes is
ours also. There is no passion that we cannot feel, no
pleasure that we may not gratify, and we can choose the
time of our initiation and the time of our freedom also.
Life! Life! Don’t let us go to life for our fulfilment or our
experience. It is a thing narrowed by circumstances,
incoherent in its utterance, and without that fine
correspondence of form and spirit which is the only thing
that can satisfy the artistic and critical temperament. It
makes us pay too high a price for its wares, and we
purchase the meanest of its secrets at a cost that is
monstrous and infinite.

Ernest. Must we go, then, to Art for everything?

Gilbert. For everything. Because Art does not hurt us.
The tears that we shed at a play are a type of the exquisite
sterile emotions that it is the function of Art to awaken.
We weep, but we arenot wounded. We grieve, but our
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pulbere ne pot transmite bucuria lor. Alergdm sa sdarutam gura
sangeranda a Fantinei si o urmam pe Marion Lescaut in lumea
larga. A noastra e nebunia iubirii tyrianului si teroarea lui
Oreste. Nu existd pasiune pe care sa nu o putem simti, nu-i
pldcere pe care sd n-o putem satisface—noi ne putem alege
timpul initierii si timpul libertdtii. Viata! Viata! Sd nu ne
indreptdm spre viatd cdutand sa ne implinim sau sa ne castigam
experienta. Ea este ingustata datoritd imprejurarilor, incoerenta
in formulele ei, nu poseda acea corespondenta fina dintre forma
si spirit, singurul lucru care poate satisface un temperament
artistic si critic. Ne face sd platim un pret mult prea mare pentru
bucuriile ei si reusim sa obtinem cele mai meschine dintre secrete
la un pret monstruos.

Ernest: Trebuie, deci, sd ne indreptam spre arta pentru a obtine
tot?

Gilbert: Pentru tot. Pentru cd arta nu ne raneste. Lacrimile pe
care le vdrsam la o piesd de teatru sunt un fel de manifestare a
unor emotii sterile, desavarsite pe care arta le trezeste. Plangem,
dar nu suntem r&niti. Suferim, dar suferinta nu e amara. In viata
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grief is not bitter. In the actual life of man, sorrow, as
Spinoza says somewhere, is a passage to a lesser
perfection. But the sorrow with which Art fills us both
purifies and initiates, if I may quote once more from the
great art-critic of the Greeks. It is through Art, and
through Art only, that we can realize our perfection;
through Art, and through Art only, that we can shield
ourselves from the sordid perils of actual existence. This
results not merely from the fact that nothing that one
can imagine is worth doing, land that one can imagine
everything, but from the subtle law that emotional forces,
like the forces of ‘the physical sphere, are limited in extent
and energy. ‘One can feel so much, and no more. And how
can it matter with what pleasure life tries to tempt one, or
with what pain it seeks to maim and mar one’s soul, if in
the spectacle of the lives of those who have never existed one has
found the true secret of joy, and wept away one’s tears over
their deaths who, like Cordelia and the daughter of
Brabantio, can never die?

Ernest. Stop a moment. It seems to me that in everything
that you have said there is something radically immoral.

reald, triste’;ea, asa cum spune Spinoza undeva, este o trecere
spre o stare inferioara a perfectiunii. Dar suferinta oferita prin
artd purifica si initiazd, daca-mi dai voie sa-1 mai citez incd o data
pe marele critic de artd al grecilor. Prin artd, numai si numai prin
artd putem atinge perfectiunea, prin arta, numai si numai prin
artd ne putem proteja fatd de pericolele sordide ale existentei
reale. Acest lucru nu rezultd doar din faptul ca nimic din ceea ce
iti imaginezi nu merita facut si cd iti poti imagina orice, ci si din
legea subtild dupa care fortele emotionale, la fel ca fortele din
fizicd, sunt limitate ca extensie si energie. Atat putem simti —nu
mai mult. Si ce conteaza cu ce placeri incearca viata sa ne atraga
sau cu ce dureri cautd sd ne schilodeascd sau sd ne corupa
sufletul, daca ai gasit in spectacolul vietilor celor care nu au
existat niciodata secretul adevarat al bucuriei si ai varsat
lacrimile la moartea celor care, asemeni Cordeliei si fiicei lui

Brabantio, nu vor muri nicicAnd?

Ernest: Opreste-te o clipa. Mi se pare cd in tot ce-ai spus exista
ceva extrem de imoral.
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Gilbert. All art is immoral.
Ernest. All art?
Gilbert. Yes. For emotion for the sake of emotion is the
aim of art, and emotion for the sake of action is the aim
of life, and of that practical organization of life that we
call society. Society, which is the beginning and basis of
morals, exists simply for the concentration of human
energy, and in order to ensure its own continuance and
healthy stability it demands, and no doubt rightly
demands, of each of its citizens that he should contribute
some form of productive labor to the common weal, and
toil and travail that the day’s work may be done. Society
often forgives the criminal; it never forgives the dreamer.
The beautiful sterile emotions that t art excites in us, are
hateful in its eyes, and so completely are people
dominated by the tyranny of this dreadful social ideal
that they are always corning shamelessly up to one at
Private Views and other places that are open to the
general public, and saying in a loud stentorian voice,
whereas

“What are you doing?” “What are you

thinking?” is the only question that any single civilized
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Gilbert: Arta e imorala.

Ernest: Intreaga arta?

Gilbert: Da. Pentru ca scopul artei este emotia de dragul emotiei
iar scopul vietii este emotia de dragul actiunii cum este si cel al
organizdrii practice a vietii pe care o numim societate. Societatea,
care este inceputul si baza moravurilor, exista pur si simplu doar
pentru a concentra energia umand si pentru a asigura
continuitatea si stabilitatea sdndtoasa pe care o cere, si pe buna
dreptate o cere, de la fiecare cetdtean; acesta trebuie sa contribuie
printr-o forma de munca productiva la bundstarea comund, sa
trudeasca si sa facd eforturi chinuitoare pentru a ispravi munca
de fiecare zi. Societatea il iartd deseori pe criminal dar pe visator
niciodatd. Emotiile frumoase si sterile pe care le stimuleaza in
noi arta sunt odioase in ochii societatii, si Intr-atat sunt acaparati
oamenii de tirania acestui ideal social dezgustator incat se duc
fard rusine la Private Views sau in alte locuri deschise publicului
si intreaba cu o voce stentoriand: ,Ce mai faci?” cand ar trebui
sd spund ,La ce te mai gandesti?” —singura intrebare care ar
trebui sd li se permitd oamenilor sa 0 murmure unul altuia. Fara
indoiala cd sunt plini de intentii bune, acesti insi onesti si radiosi.
Probabil ca acesta e motivul pentru care sunt excesiv de

C ONTEMPORARY

LITERATURE P RESS

http://editura.mttlc.ro
The University of Bucharest, 2017



REDISCOVERING
OSCAR WILDE

-
being should ever be allowed to whisper to another. They
mean well, no doubt, these honest beaming folk. Perhaps
that is the reason why they are so excessively tedious. But
some one should teach them that while, in the opinion of
society, Contemplation is the gravest sin of which any
citizen can be guilty, in the opinion of the highest culture it is
the proper occupation of man.

Ernest. Contemplation?

Gilbert. Contemplation. I said to you some time ago that
it was far more difficult to talk about a thing than to do it.
Let me say to you now that to do nothing at all is the most
difficult thing in the world, the most difficult and the most
intellectual. To Plato, with his passion for wisdom, this
was the noblest form of energy. To Aristotle, with his
passion for knowledge, this was the noblest form of energy
also. It was to this that the passion for holiness led the
saint and the mystic of medimval days.

Ernest. We exist, then, to do nothing?

Gilbert. It is to do nothing that the elect exist. Action is

limited and relative. Unlimited and absolute is the vision
of him who sits at ease and watches, who walks in
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plictisitori. Dar cineva ar trebui sd-i invete cd, daca societatea
crede cd a contempla este cel mai mare pdcat de care se poate
face vinovat un cetatean, din punctul de vedere al culturii
superioare aceasta este ocupatia specifica omului.

Ernest: A contempla?

Gilbert: A contempla. Cu catva timp in urma ti-am spus cd e
mult mai dificil sa vorbesti despre un lucru decat sa-1 faci. Da-mi
voie sd-ti spun cd a nu face absolut nimic este cel mai dificil lucru
din lume, cel mai dificil si totodatd unul de inalta intelectualitate.
Pentru Platon, cu pasiunea lui pentru intelepciune, aceasta era
cea mai nobild forma de energie. Si pentru Aristotel, cu pasiunea
lui pentru cunoastere, aceasta era cea mai nobild forma de
energie. Spre ea se indrepta pasiunea pentru sfintenie a sfantului
si misticului evului mediu.

Ernest: Existam, deci, pentru a nu face nimic?

Gilbert: Cei alesi trdiesc pentru a nu face nimic. Actiunea e
limitata si relativa. Viziunea celui care std relaxat si contempld,
a celui singuratic si visdtor este nelimitatd si absoluta. Dar noi,
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loneliness and dreams. But we who are born at the close
of this wonderful age, are at once too cultured and too
critical, too intellectually subtle and too curious of
exquisite pleasures, to accept any speculations about life
in exchange for life itself. To us the citta divina ‘ is
and the fruitio Dei

Metaphysics do not satisfy our temperaments, and

colourless, without meaning.
religious ecstasy is out of date. The world through which
the Academic philosopher becomes “the spectator of all
time and of all existence” is not really an ideal world, but
simply a world of abstract ideas. When we enter it, we
starve amidst the chill mathematics of thought. The courts
of the city of God are not open to us now. Its gates are
guarded by Ignorance, and to pass them we have to
surrender all that in our nature is most divine. It is enough
that our fathers believed. They have exhausted the faith-
faculty of the species. Their legacy to us is the scepticism
of which they were afraid. Had they put it into words, it
might not live within us as thought. No, Ernest, no. We
cannot go back to the saint. There is far more to be learned
from the sinner. We cannot go back to the philosopher, and
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cei ndscuti la finele acestei epoci minunate suntem mult prea
cultivati si cu prea mult spirit critic,c avem un spirit subtil
intelectual, suntem prea curiosi sd cunoastem pldcerile rafinate
pentru a accepta orice gen de speculatii in schimbul vietii ca
atare. Pentru noi cittd divina este lipsit de culoare iar fruitio Dei
lipsit de sens. Metafizica nu ne satisface temperamentul iar
extazul religios este demodat. Lumea prin care filosoful
academic devine ,spectator al timpului si existentei in totalitate”
nu este o lume cu adevarat ideald, ci pur si simplu o lume de idei
abstracte. Atunci cand intram in ea inghetdam in frigul
matematicii gandirii. Curtile orasului lui Dumnezeu nu ne mai
sunt deschise acum. Portile lui sunt pazite de Ignoranta si pentru
a trece dincolo de ele trebuie sd abandondm tot ce este divin in
noi. E suficient ca parintii nostri au crezut. Ei au epuizat
facultatea-credintei existenta in specia noastra. Ne-au ldsat ca
mostenire scepticismul de care se temeau. Daca l-ar fi formulat
in cuvinte, poate cd acesta n-ar mai trai in noi ca mod de géandire.
Nu, Ernest, nu. Nu ne mai putem intoarce la sfant. Avem mult
mai mult de invdtat de la pacdtos. La filosof nu ne mai putem
intoarce iar misticul ne duce pe un drum gresit. Cine ar da, cum
spune Pater undeva, linia curbata a frunzei de trandafir pe Fiinta
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the mystic leads us astray. Who, as Mr. Pater suggests
somewhere, would exchange the curve of a single rose-leaf
for that formless intangible Being which Plato rates so
high? What to us is the Illumination of Philo, the Abyss of
Eckhart, the Vision of Mime, the monstrous Heaven itself
that was revealed to Swedenborg’s blinded eyes? Such
things are less than the yellow trumpet of one daffodil of
the field, far less than the meanest of the visible arts; for,
just as Nature is matter struggling into mind, so Art is
mind expressing itself under the conditions of matter, and
thus, even in the lowliest of her manifestations, she speaks
to both sense and soul alike. To the aesthetic temperament
the vague is always repellent. The Greeks were a nation of
artists, because they were spared the sense of the infinite.
Like Aristotle, like Goethe after he had read Kant, we
desire the concrete, and nothing but the concrete can
satisfy us.
Ernest. What then do you propose?
Gilbert. It seems to me that with the development of the

critical spirit we shall be able to realize, not merely our
own lives, but the collective life of the race, and so to make
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intangibild, fara formd, cdreia Platon 1i dd atat de mare
importantd? Ce mai reprezintd pentru noi Iluminarea lui Philo,
Abisul lui Eckhart, Viziunea lui B6hme, insusi Cerul monstruos
care a aparut in fata ochilor orbi ai lui Swedenborg? Toate
acestea inseamnad cu mult mai putin decat corola galbena a unei
narcise de cAmp, mai putin decat cea mai meschina dintre artele
vizuale. Caci asa cum natura este materia care se luptd sa devina
spirit, tot asa arta este spiritul care se exprimd pe sine in
conditiile date ale materiei si astfel, chiar in manifestarile ei
inferioare, ea se adreseazad ratiunii si sufletului. Pentru un
temperament estetic vagul este intotdeauna respingator. Grecii
au fost o natiune de artisti pentru ca au fost scutiti de simtul
infinitului. Asemeni lui Aristotel, asemeni lui Goethe, dupa ce 1-
a citit pe Kant, avem nevoie de concret, doar concretul ne poate
satisface.

Ernest: Si atunci ce propui?

Gilbert: As crede cd odata cu dezvoltarea spiritului critic vom fi
capabili sd ne intelegem nu doar de propriile noastre vieti dar si
viata colectivd a rasei si sa devenim fiinte absolut moderne, in
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ourselves absolutely modern, in the true meaning of the
word modernity. For he to whom the present is the only
thing that is present, knows nothing of the age in which he
lives. To realize the nineteenth century, one must realize

that has
contributed to its making. To know anything about

every century that has preceded it and
oneself, one must know all about others. There must be no
mood with which one cannot sympathize, no dead mode
of life that one cannot make alive. Is this impossible? I
think not. By revealing to us the absolute mechanism of all
action, and so freeing us from the self-imposed and
trammelling burden of moral responsibility, the scientific
principle of Heredity has become, as it were, the warrant
for the contemplative life. It has shown us that we are
never less free than when we try to act. It has hemmed
us round with the nets of the hunter, and written upon
the wall the prophecy of our doom. We may not watch
it, for it is within us. We may not see it, save in a mirror
that mirrors the soul. It is Nemesis without her mask. It
is the last of the Fates, and the most terrible. It is the
only one of the Gods whose real name we know.
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adevaratul sens al cuvantului modernitate. Caci acela pentru
care prezentul este unicul lucru prezent, nu cunoaste absolut
nimic despre epoca in care traieste. Pentru a intelege secolul XIX,
trebuie sa intelegi fiecare secol care l-a precedat si cum fiecare a
contribuit la facerea lui. Pentru a sti ceva despre tine, trebuie sa
stii tot despre ceilalti. Trebuie sa nu existe traire sufleteasca pe
care sa n-o intelegi si nici un mod de viatd disparut pe care sa
nu-l poti readuce la viata. Este asta imposibil? Nu cred.
Dezviéluindu-ne mecanismul absolut al oricarui fel de actiune si
eliberandu-ne astfel de povara auto-impusd si blocantd a
responsabilitdtii morale, principiul stiintific al ereditatii a
devenit, cum s-ar spune, garantul vietii contemplative. El ne-a
demonstrat cd niciodatd nu suntem mai putin liberi decat atunci
cand incercdm sa actionam. Ne-a infdsurat in laturile
vanatorului si a scris pe ziduri profetia despre propriul nostru
destin. Nu avem cum sd-1 urmaérim pentru cd se afld in interiorul
nostru. Nu-1 putem vedea decat, poate, intr-o oglindad care
oglindeste sufletul. El este zeita Nemesis fara masca. Este ultima
dintre zeitele Sortii, cea mai teribild dintre toate. Este singurul
nume, dintre numele tuturor zeilor, pe care il cunoastem.
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And yet, while in the sphere of practical and external life
it has robbed energy of its freedom and activity of its
choice, in the subjective sphere, where the soul is at work,
it comes to us, this terrible shadow, with many gifts in its
hands, subtle
susceptibilities, gifts of wild ardours and chill moods of

gifts of strange temperaments and
indifference, complex multiform gifts of thoughts that are
at variance with each other, and passions that war against
themselves. And so, it is not our own life that we live, but
the lives of the dead, and the soul that dwells within us is
no single spiritual entity, making us personal and
individual, created for our service, and entering into us
for our joy. It is something that has dwelt in fearful places,
and in ancient sepulchres has made its abode. It is sick
with many maladies, and has memories of curious sins. It
is wiser than we are, and its wisdom is bitter. It fills us
with impossible desires, and makes us follow what we
know we cannot gain. One thing, however, Ernest, it can
do for us. It can lead us away from surroundings whose
beauty is dimmed to us by the mist of familiarity, or

whose ignoble ugliness and sordid claims are marring the
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Si totusi, daca in sfera vietii practice, exterioare, a lasat energia
fara libertate si activitatea fara posibilitatea de alegere, in sfera
subiectivd, unde functioneaza sufletul, aceasta fantoma teribild
apare cu multe daruri: darurile temperamentelor stranii si
stdrilor de indiferentd glaciald, darurile complexe si multiforme
ale gandurilor in disputd unele cu altele si pasiunilor care lupta
impotriva lor insesi. Si astfel noi nu ne mai trdim propria viata ci
vietile celor morti, iar sufletul care saldsulieste in noi nu mai este
o unica entitate spirituald, care ne conferda personalitate si
individualitate, o entitate creatd pentru binele nostru si aflandu-
se in noi spre a ne bucura. El este ceva care a saldsluit in locuri
ingrozitoare, gasindu-si culcus in morminte stravechi. Este
bolnav de mai multe maladii si isi aminteste pacate ciudate. Este
mai intelept decat noi iar intelepciunea-i e amard. Ne umple de
dorinte imposibile si ne face sa cautam ceea ce stim ca nu putem
obtine. Totusi, Ernest, poate face pentru noi ceva. Ne poate
departa de acele imprejurimi a cdror frumusete ne este
intunecatd de ceata familiaritatii sau a caror uratenie ignobild si
pretentii sordide ne denatureaza perfectiunea evolutiei. El ne
poate ajuta sa parasim epoca in care ne-am nascut si sa locuim in
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perfection of our development. It can help us to leave the
age in which we were born, and to pass into other ages,
and find ourselves not exiled from their air. It can teach
us how to escape from our experience, and to realize the
experiences of those who are greater than we are. The pain
of Leopardi crying out against life becomes our pain.
Theocritus blows on his pipe, and we laugh with the lips
of nymph and shepherd. In the wolf skin of Pierre Vidal
we flee before the hounds, and in the armour of Lancelot
we ride from the bower of the Queen. We have whispered
the secret of our love beneath the cowl of Abelard, and in
the stained raiment of Villon have put our shame into
song. We can see the dawn through Shelley’s eyes, and
when we wander with Endymion the Moon grows
amorous of our youth. Ours is the anguish of Atys, and
ours the weak rage and noble sorrows of the Dane. Do you
think that it is the imagination that enables us to live these
countless lives? Yes: it is the imagination; and the
imagination is the result of heredity. It is simply
concentrated race-experience.

Ernest. But where in this is the function of the critical spirit?
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alte perioade unde sa nu ne simtim exilati. Ne poate invata cum
sd ne depdsim propria experientd si sd cunoastem experientele
unor persoane mai importante decat noi. Durerea lui Leopardi
care se revoltd impotriva vietii va deveni propria noastra durere.
Teocrit cantd la fluier iar noi rddem cu gura nimfei sau a
pastorului. In blana de lup a lui Pierre Vidal fugim inaintea
ogarilor iar in armura lui Lancelot plecam ldsand in urma
budoarul reginei. Sub gluga lui Abelard ne soptim secretul
iubirii iar in hainele murdare ale lui Villon ne rostim rusinea prin
cantec. Vedem zorii zilei prin ochii lui Shelley si cand
vagabonddm impreund cu Endymion, luna se indragosteste de
tineretea noastra. A noastra este suferinta lui Attis, ale noastre
furia neputincioasa si durerile danezului. Crezi ca imaginatia ne
permite sa trdim aceste vieti nenumadrate? Da, imaginatia, iar
imaginatia este rezultatul ereditdtii. Ea este pur si simplu
experienta concentratd a rasei.

Ernest: Dar care este atunci locul functiei spiritului critic?
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Gilbert. The culture that this transmission of racial
experiences makes possible can be made perfect by the
critical spirit alone, and indeed may be said to be one with
it. For who is the true critic but he who bears within
himself the dreams, and ideas, and feelings of myriad
generations, and to whom no form of thought is alien, no
emotional impulse obscure? And who the true man of
culture, if not he who by fine scholarship and fastidious
rejection has made instinct self-conscious and intelligent,
and can separate the work that has distinction from the
work that has it not, and so by contact and comparison
makes himself master of the secrets of style and school,
and understands their meanings, and listens to their
voices, and develops that spirit of disinterested curiosity
which is the real root, as it is the real flower, of the
intellectual life, and thus attains to intellectual clarity,
and, having learned “the best that is known and thought
in the world,” lives —it is not fanciful to say so — with those
who are the Immortals.

Yes, Ernest: the contemplative life, the life that has for its
aim not doing but being, and not being) merely, but
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Gilbert: Cultura care face posibild transmiterea experientelor
rasei poate fi perfectionatd doar de spiritul critic si, intr-adevar,
s-ar putea spune cd fac corp comun. Oare cine este adevaratul
criticc dacd nu acela care poartd in sine visurile, ideile si
sentimentele a miriade de generatii, caruia nu-i este strdina nici
o forma de gandire, nici un impuls emotional obscur? Cine oare
este adevdratul om de culturd, dacd nu acela care printr-un spirit
carturaresc de calitate si elimindri pedante a facut instinctul sa
fie inteligent si constient de sine, acela care poate face distinctia
dintre opera cu personalitate de cea fara personalitate si astfel,
prin apropieri si comparatii devine insusi stapanul secretelor de
stil si scoald, le intelege sensurile, le asculta vocile si cultiva acel
spirit de curiozitate dezinteresatd —adevarata raddcind si
adevdrata floare a vietii intelectuale —si atinge in acest mod
claritatea intelectuald iar dupa ce a aflat , tot ce este mai bun din
ce a cunoscut si a gandit lumea” traieste aldaturi de Nemuritori —
crede-md, asta nu-i o inchipuire de-a mea.

Da, Ernest, spiritul critic ne poate oferi viata contemplativd, viata
care nu are ca scop facerea ci fiintarea si nu doar fiinfarea singurd,
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becoming — that is what the critical spirit can give us. The
gods live thus: either brooding over their own perfection,
as Aristotle tells us, or, as Epicurus fancied, watching
with the calm eyes of the spectator the tragicomedy of
the world that they have made. We, too, might live like
them, and set ourselves to witness with appropriate
emotions the varied scenes that man and nature afford.

We might
ourselves from action, and become perfect by the

make ourselves spiritual by detaching
rejection of energy. It has often seemed to me that
Browning felt something of this. Shakespeare hurls
Hamlet into active life, and makes him realize his
mission by effort. Browning might have given us a
Hamlet who would have realized his mission by thought.
Incident and event were to him unreal or unmeaning. He
made the soul the protagonist of life’s tragedy, and
looked on action as the one undramatic element of a play.
To us, at any rate, the BIOX @EQPHTIKOZ is the true ideal.
From the high tower of Thought we can look out at the
the

aesthetic critic contemplates life, and no arrow drawn at

world. Calm, and self-centred, and complete,
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ci devenirea . Asa traiesc zeii, fie meditand la propria perfectiune,
cum ne spune Aristotel, sau cum si-a imaginat Epicur, urmarind
cu ochii calmi ai spectatorului tragi-comedia lumii pe care ei
insisi au creat-o. $i noi am putea trdi ca ei, ne-am putea propune
sd urmadrim cu emotii pe mdsura diversele scene pe care ni le
oferd natura si omul. Ne-am putea spiritualiza detasandu-ne de
actiune si am putea deveni perfecti prin eliminarea energiei.
Deseori mi s-a parut cd Browning a simtit ceva de acest gen.
Shakespeare il arunca pe Hamlet intr-o viata activa si-I face sa-si
realizeze misiunea prin efortul actiunii. Browning ne-ar fi putut
da un Hamlet care si-ar fi realizat misiunea prin gandire. Pentru
el evenimentele nu aveau realitate si erau lipsite de sens. El a
facut din suflet protagonistul tragediei vietii si a considerat
actiunea drept elementul nedramatic al unei piese. In orice caz,
pentru noi adevdratul ideal este BIOX ©OEQPHTIKOZ. Din
turnul inalt al gandirii putem privi spre lume. Calm, egocentric
si desdvarsit in sine, criticul estetic contempld viata si nici o
sdgeatd trasd la intdmplare nu poate pdtrunde printre
incheiturile armurii sale. Cel putin se afla in sigurantd. A
descoperit cum trebuie sa trdiasca.
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a venture can pierce between the joints of his harness. He
at least is safe. He has discovered how to live.
Is such a mode of life immoral? Yes: all the arts are
immoral, except those baser forms of sensual or didactic
art that seek to excite to action of evil or of good. For
action of every kind belongs to the sphere of ethics. The
aim of art is simply to create a mood. Is such a mode of
life unpractical? Ah! it is not so easy to be unpractical as
the ignorant Philistine imagines. It were well for Eng-
land if it were so. There is no country in the world so
much in need of unpractical people as this country of
ours. With us, Thought is degraded by its constant
association with practice. Who that moves in the stress
and turmoil of actual existence, noisy politician, or
brawling social reformer, or poor narrow-minded priest
blinded by the sufferings of that unimportant section of
the community among whom he has cast his lot, can
seriously claim to be able to form a disinterested
intellectual judgment about any one thing? Each of the

professions means a prejudice. The necessity for a career
forces every one to take sides. We live in the age of the
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Este o astfel de viata imorald? Da, toate artele sunt imorale, cu
exceptia acelor forme inferioare de arta senzuald sau didactica,
aceea care incearca sa trezeasca interesul pentru actiunea raului
sau binelui. Pentru ca actiunea, oricare ar fi ea, apartine
domeniului eticii. Scopul artei este pur si simplu acela de a crea
o trdire anumita. Este o astfel de viatd nepractica? Ah, nu-i atat
de usor sa nu fii practic, cum isi imagineaza filistinul ignorant. I-
ar fi bine Angliei dacd ar fi asa. Nu exista pe lume tard care sa
aibd nevoie de oameni nepractici mai mult decat tara asta a
noastrd. La noi gandirea este injositd prin constanta ei asociere
cu practica. Cine din cei care se miscd in agitatia si harababura
existentei actuale —politicianul galdgios, reformatorul certaret
sau preotul siarman, cu mintea ingustd si orbit de suferintele
acelei parti neinsemnate a comunitatii a carei soarta a ales s-o
impdrtaseascd — poate sd pretinda la modul serios cd este capabil
sd emitd o judecatd dezinteresatd despre un lucru anume?
Fiecare profesiune isi are genul ei de prejudecatd. Necesitatile
carierei te forteazd sd ai anumite optiuni. Trdim in epoca
surmenatilor si needucatilor, epoca in care oamenii sunt atat de
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overworked, and the under-educated; the age in which
people are so industrious that they become absolutely
stupid. And, harsh though it may sound, I cannot help
saying that such people deserve their doom. The sure
way of knowing nothing about life is to try to make
oneself useful.
Ernest. A charming doctrine, Gilbert.
Gilbert. I am not sure about that, but it has at least the
minor merit of being true. That the desire to do good to
others produces a plentiful crop of prigs is the least of the
evils of which it is the cause. The prig is a very interesting
psychological study, and though of all poses a moral pose
is the most offensive, still to have a pose at all is something.
It is a formal recognition of the importance of treating life

That
Humanitarian Sympathy wars against Nature, by securing

from a definite and reasoned standpoint.
the survival of the failure, may make the man of science
loathe its facile virtues. The political economist may cry out
against it for putting the improvident on the same level as
the provident, and so robbing life of the strongest, because

most sordid, incentive to industry. But, in the eyes of the
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harnici incat se prostesc. Singurul mod de a nu cunoaste nimic
despre viatd este sd incerci sa te faci util.

Ernest: Incantitoare doctring, dragul meu Gilbert.

Gilbert: Nu sunt sigur ca-i tocmai asa, dar cel putin are meritul
minor de a fi adevaratd. Faptul ca dorinta de a face bine altora
da nastere unei sumedenii de pedanti este cel mai mic dintre
relele. Pedantul este un obiect interesant de studiu psihologic si,
desi dintre toate pozele, poza morald este cea mai agresivd,
totusi insusi faptul cd existd reprezinta ceva. Este o recunoastere
oficiala a importantei tratdrii vietii dintr-o perspectiva clar-
definita si argumentatd rational. Faptul cd intelegerea
umanitaristd se razboieste cu natura asigurand supravietuirea
inaptilor, il poate face pe omul de stiintd sad-i deteste virtutile
facile. Economistul politic se va revolta probabil impotriva
acestora pentru cd pune pe risipitor pe aceeasi treapta cu cel
econom, lipsind astfel viata de cel mai puternic stimulent —cel

mai sordid dintre toate —al harniciei. Dar in ochii ganditorului,
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thinker, the real harm that emotional sympathy does is that
it limits knowledge, and so prevents us from solving any
single social problem. We are trying at present to stave off
the coming crisis, the coming revolution, as my friends, the
Fabianists, call it, by means of doles and alms. Well, when
the revolution or crisis arrives we shall be powerless
because we shall know nothing. And so, Ernest, let us not
be deceived. England will never be civilized till she has
added Utopia to her dominions. There is more than one of
her colonies that she might with advantage surrender for
so fair a land. What we want are unpractical people who
see beyond the moment, and think beyond the day. Those
who try to lead the people can only do so by following
the mob. It is through the voice of one crying in the
wilderness that the ways of the gods must be prepared.
But perhaps you think that in beholding for the mere joy of

beholding, the
contemplation, there is something that is egotistic. If you

and contemplating for sake of
think so, do not say so. It takes a thoroughly selfish age, like
our own, to deify self-sacrifice. It takes a thoroughly

grasping age, such as that in which we live, to set above the
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adevdratul rdu pe care-l1 produce intelegerea emotionala este ca
limiteaza cunoasterea si astfel ne impiedicd sad rezolvam orice fel
de problema sociald. In prezent incercim s& prevenim criza
iminentd, revolutia iminentd, cum o numesc prietenii mei,
fabianistii, prin ajutoare de somaj si pomeni. Ei bine, atunci cand
va sosi revolu’,cia sau criza, vom fi neputinciosi pentru ca nu vom
sti nimic. Asa cd, Ernest dragd, sa nu ne lasam inselati. Anglia nu
se va civiliza pana ce nu va anexa Utopia la dominioanele ei. Ar
putea abandona cateva din coloniile ei in schimbul acestui taram
atat de minunat. Avem nevoie de oameni nepractici, de cei care
vad dincolo de clipa prezenta si gandesc dincolo de ziua de azi.
Cei care incearcd sa conducd poporul pot face acest lucru doar
urmand gloata. Doar prin vocea aceluia care striga in degert
trebuie preggtite cdile zeilor.

Probabil cd te gandesti ca existd ceva egoist in a privi de dragul
privirii si a contempla de dragul contemplatiei. Dacd asa
gandesti, nu o spune. E nevoie de o epocd asa cum este a noastra
pentru a sanctifica sacrificiul de sine. Este nevoie de o epoca total
avara ca aceasta in care traim, pentru a pune deasupra virtutilor
intelectuale superioare virtuti plate si emotionale care constituie
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fine intellectual virtues, those shallow and emotional
virtues that are an immediate practical benefit to itself. They
miss their aim, too, these philanthropists and senti-
mentalists of our day, who are always chattering to one
about one’s duty to one’s neighbour. For the development
of the race depends on the development of the individual,
and where self-culture has ceased to be the ideal, the
intellectual standard is instantly lowered, and, often,
ultimately lost. If you meet at dinner a man who has spent
his life in educating himself —a rare type in our time, I
admit, but still one occasionally to be met with —you rise
from table richer, and conscious that a high ideal has for
a moment touched and sanctified your days. But, oh! my
dear Ernest, to sit next a man who has spent his life in
trying to educate others! What a dreadful experience that
is! How appalling is that ignorance which is the inevitable
result of the fatal habit of imparting opinions! How limited
in range the creature’s mind proves to be! How it wearies
us, and must weary himself, with its endless repetitions

and sickly reiteration! How lacking it is in any element of
intellectual growth! In what a vicious circle it always
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un beneficiu practic imediat in sine. Filantropii si sentimentalii
zilelor noastre gresesc tinta—tocmai ei care tot vorbesc despre
datoria fata de aproape. Céci evolutia rasei depinde de evolutia
individului si, acolo unde cultivarea sinelui a incetat sd fie un
ideal, nivelul intelectual scade imediat si se pierde in cele din
urma. Daca la o masad intalnesti un om care isi petrece viata auto-
educandu-se —gen rar in zilele noastre si, trebuie sa recunosc,
unul pe care-l intdlnesti intdmpldator—te ridici de-acolo
imboggatit si constient de faptul ca un ideal inalt ne-a atins o clipa
si ne-a sanctificat viata. Dar vai! dragul meu Ernest, sa stai
alaturi de un om care-si petrece viata incercand sd-i educe pe
altii! Ce experientd cumplitd! Cat de infiordtoare este acea
ignorantd care este rezultatul inevitabil al obiceiului fatal de a
comunica opinii! Cat de nenuantata este mintea acestei creaturi!
Cat ne oboseste si cat se oboseste pe sine insdsi cu repetitiile
nesfarsite si reiterarea bolnavicioasd! Cat de mult ii lipseste acel
element necesar dezvoltdrii intelectuale! Cum se misca perpetuu

Intr-un cerc vicios!
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Ernest. You speak with strange feeling, Gilbert. Have you

moves!

had this dreadful experience, as you call it, lately?
Gilbert. Few of us escape it. People say that the
schoolmaster is abroad. I wish to goodness he were. But
the type of which, after all, he is only one, and certainly
the least important, of the representatives, seems to me to
be the

philanthropist is the nuisance of the ethical sphere, so the

really dominating our lives; and just as
nuisance of the intellectual sphere is the man who is so
occupied in trying to educate others, that he has never had
any time to educate himself. No, Ernest, self-culture is the
true ideal of man. Goethe saw it, and the immediate debt
that we owe to Goethe is greater than the debt we owe to
any man since Greek days. The Greeks saw it, and have
left us, as their legacy to modern thought, the conception
of the contemplative life as well as the critical method by
which alone can that life be truly realized. It was the one
thing that made the Renaissance great, and gave us
Humanism. It is the one thing that could make our own

age great also; for the real weakness of England lies, not
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Ernest: Se simte in vocea ta o emotie ciudatd, Gilbert. Ai trecut
recent prin aceastd experienta teribild cum o numesti tu?

Gilbert: Putini dintre noi i scapa. Oamenii obigsnuiesc sa califice
aceastd situatie spundnd ca dascalul nu-i la el acasd, ca-i plecat
in straindtate, cum ar veni. Pentru Dumnezeu, as vrea sa fie asa.
Dar tipul cdruia i apartine, fiind cu siguranta si cel mai putin
important dintre reprezentanti, mi se pare cd ne domina vietile;
asa cum filantropul este o adevaratd pacoste in sfera eticii, la fel
este in sfera intelectuala cel preocupat sa-i educe pe altii, uitind
sd se educe pe sine. Nu, Ernest, cultivarea sinelui este adevaratul
ideal al omului. Goethe a sesizat acest lucru si lui ii suntem
datori mai mult decat oricui de la greci incoace. Grecii si-au dat
seama de acest lucru si au ldsat mostenire gandirii moderne
conceptia despre viata contemplativa si metoda criticd, singura
prin care poate fi inteleasa viata cu adevarat. A fost unul din
lucrurile care a dat méretie Renasterii si a creat umanismul. Este
unul din acele lucruri care ar putea da maretie si epocii noastre,
caci adevdrata slabiciune a Angliei nu se afla in slaba ei putere
militara sau in coastele nefortificate si nici in sardcia care se
strecoard prin stradutele neinsorite sau in betivii care fac taraboi
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in incomplete armaments or unfortified coasts, not in the
poverty that creeps through sunless lanes, or the drunken-
ness that brawls in loathsome courts, but simply in the
fact that her ideals are emotional and not intellectual.
I do not deny that the intellectual ideal is difficult of
attainment, still less that it is, and perhaps will be for years
to come, unpopular with the crowd. It is so easy for people
to have sympathy with suffering. It is so difficult for them
to have sympathy with thought. Indeed, so little do
ordinary people understand what thought really is, that
they seem to imagine that, when they have said that a
theory is dangerous, they have pronounced its condemna-
tion, whereas it is only such theories that have any true
intellectual value. An idea that is not dangerous is
unworthy of being called an idea at all.
Ernest. Gilbert, you bewilder me. You have told me that all
art is, in its essence, immoral. Are you going to tell me now
that all thought is, in its essence, dangerous?
Gilbert. Yes, in the practical sphere it is so. The security of

society lies in custom and unconscious instinct, and the
basis of the stability of society, as a healthy organism, is the
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printre clddirile infecte ci, pur si simplu, in faptul ca idealurile ei

sunt mai curand emotionale decat intelectuale.

Nu neg faptul cd idealul intelectual este greu de atins, chiar daca
s-ar plasa la un nivel mai scazut decat este, si probabil ca multi
ani de-acum inainte va fi nepopular in randul maselor. Oamenii
inteleg usor suferinta dar le vine atat de greu sa aiba intelegere
fatda de gandire. Atat de putin inteleg oamenii de rand ce
reprezintd cu adevdrat gandirea incat par sd-si imagineze c4,
dupa ce au calificat o teorie drept periculoasd, i-au si semnat
sentinta la moarte, cind de fapt tocmai aceste teorii au cu
adevdrat o valoare intelectuald. O idee care nu este periculoasa

nu-si merita numele.

Ernest: Gilbert, ma zdpdcesti cu totul. Mi-ai spus cd arta este in
esentd imorald. Ai de gand sd-mi spui cd gandirea este in esenta
periculoasd?

Gilbert: Da, in domeniul vietii practice asa si este. Securitatea
societdtii se afld in cutumd si-n instinctul inconstient, iar
fundamentul stabilitatii societdtii, ca organism sandtos constd in
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complete absence of any intelligence amongst its members.
The great majority of people, being fully aware of this, rank
themselves naturally on the side of that splendid system
that elevates them to the dignity of machines, and rage so
wildly against the intrusion of the intellectual faculty into
any question that concerns life, that one is tempted to
define man as a rational animal who always loses his
temper when he is called upon to act in accordance with the
dictates of reason. But let us turn from the practical sphere,
and say no more about the wicked philanthropists, who,
indeed, may well be left to the mercy of the almond-eyed
sage of the Yellow River, Chuang Tsri the wise, who has
proved that such well-meaning and offensive busybodies
have destroyed the simple and spontaneous virtue that
there is in man. They are a wearisome topic, and I am
anxious to get back to the sphere in which criticism is free.
Ernest. The sphere of the intellect?
Gilbert. Yes. You remember that I spoke of the critic as
being in his own way as creative as the artist, whose work,

indeed, may be merely of value in so far as it gives to the
critic a suggestion for some new mood of thought and
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totala absenta a inteligentei membrilor ei. Marea majoritate a
oamenilor, fiind deplin constienti de acest lucru, se situeaza in
mod firesc de partea acelui sistem minunat care-i ridicd la
demnitatea masinilor si se dezldntuie atat de sdlbatic impotriva
oricdrei intruziuni intelectuale in problemele privitoare la viata
incat esti tentat sa definesti omul ca animal rational care isi iese
mereu din fire atunci cand i se cere sa actioneze conform
dictatelor ratiunii. Dar sa parasim sfera practica si sd nu mai
spunem nimic despre filantropii rautdciosi care ar putea fi lasati
in seama inteleptului cu ochi migdalati de la Fluviul Galben,
Chuang Tsu, inteleptul care a demonstrat ca astfel de persoane
bine-intentionate dar si agresive, care isi baga nasul in toate, au
distrus acea simplitate si spontaneitate care existd in om. Sunt,
intr-adevar, un subiect obositor iar eu sunt nerdbdator si ma

intorc la acea sfera in care critica se misca in voie.

Ernest: Sfera intelectului?

Gilbert: Da. Iti amintesti cand ti-am vorbit despre criticul,in felul
lui, tot atat de creator ca artistul a cdrui opera poate fi valoroasa
doar in masura in care ii ofera criticului un nou mod de gandire
si simtire pe care acesta il poate realiza printr-o calitate egald sau
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feeling which he can realize with equal, or perhaps greater,
distinction of form, and, through the use of a fresh medium
of expression, make differently beautiful and more perfect.
Well, you seemed to me to be a little sceptical about the
theory. But perhaps I wronged you?

Ernest. I am not really sceptical about it, but I must admit
that I feel very strongly that such work as you decribe the
critic producing—and creative such work must
undoubtedly be admitted to be—is, of necessity, purely
subjective, whereas the greatest work is objective always,
objective and impersonal.

Gilbert. The difference between objective and subjective work is
one of external form merely. It is accidental, not essential. All
artistic creation is absolutely subjective. The very landscape that
Corot looked at was, as he said himself, but a mood of his own
mind; and those great figures of Greek or English drama that
seem to us to possess an actual existence of their own, apart from
the poets who shaped and fashioned them, are, in their ultimate
analysis, simply the poets themselves, not as they thought they
were, but as they thought they were not; and by such thinking

came in strange manner, though but for a moment, really so to

superioara a formei. Mai mult, prin utilizarea unui mijloc nou de
expresie criticul poate crea frumosul si atinge perfectiunea in
mod diferit. Ei bine, am impresia cd esti sceptic fata de aceasta
teorie, sau te nedreptatesc?

Ernest: Nu sunt chiar sceptic, dar trebuie sda recunosc cd am
senzatia cd opera criticului, asa cum o prezinti tu —si trebuie sa
acceptam ca aceastd operd este fara indoiald una de creatie—,
este In mod necesar pur subiectivd; opera superioard este
intotdeauna obiectiva si impersonala.

Gilbert: Diferenta dintre opera obiectiva si cea subiectiva tine
doar de forma exterioard. Ea este de naturd accidentald, nu
fundamentala. Creatia artisticd este absolut subiectiva. Chiar
peisajul vazut de Corot, asa cum singur a marturisit-o, este doar
o ipostaza a propriului spirit; si acele personaje maiestuoase din
teatrul grec sau englez, care par a avea o existentd proprie,
diferitd de a poetilor care le-au imaaginat si dat formad, sunt, in
ultima analiza, poetii insisi —nu asa cum credeau ei cd sunt ci asa
cum credeau cd nu sunt, si printr-o astfel de judecatd au ajuns
intr-un mod straniu, fie doar pentru o clipd, sa fie intr-adevar
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be. For out of ourselves we can never pass, nor can there be in
creation what in the creator was not. Nay, I would say that the
more objective a creation appears to be, the more subjective it
really is. Shakespeare might have met Rosencrantz and
Guildenstern in the white streets of London, or seen the serving-
men of rival houses bite their thumbs at each other in the open
square; but Hamlet came out of his soul, and Romeo out of his
passion. They were elements of his nature to which he gave
visible form, impulses that stirred so strongly within him that he
had, as it were perforce, to suffer them to realize their energy,
not on the lower plane of actual life, where they would have
been trammelled and constrained and so made imperfect, but on
that imaginative plane of art where Love can indeed find in
Death its rich fulfilment, where one can stab the eavesdropper
behind the arras, and wrestle in a new-made grave, and make a
guilty king drink his own hurt, and see one’s father’s spirit,
beneath the glimpses of the moon, stalking in complete steel
from misty wall to wall. Action being limited would have left
Shakespeare unsatisfied and unexpressed; and, just as it is
because he did nothing that he has been able to achieve
everything, so it is because he never speaks to us of himself in

asa. Pentru cd nu putem niciodatd sa trecem dincolo de noi
ingine si nici in creatie nu poate exista ceea ce nu a existat In
creator. Nu, as spune mai curand cd, pe cat opera pare mai
obiectivd, pe atat este ea mai subiectiva in realitate. Shakespeare
s-ar fi putut intalni cu Rosencrantz si Guildenstern pe strazile
ultra-conservatoare ale Londrei sau ar fi putut sa-i fi vdzut pe cei
care slujeau la casele rivale hartuindu-se in piata; dar Hamlet i-
a iesit din suflet iar Romeo din pasiune. Cei doi erau forte ale
propriei firi si le-a dat o forma vizibild, impulsuri care-1
traversau atat de violent incat a trebuit sd le lase in libertate, sa-
si consume energia, nu in planul inferior al vietii ci in cel
imaginar al artei, acolo unde iubirea se poate implini in moarte,
unde il poti injunghia pe cel care trage cu urechea in spatele
draperiilor, poti sa te bati intr-un mormant proaspat, sa-1 faci pe
regele vinovat sa-si inghita propriul venin si sd vezi fantoma
propriului tatd sub razele tremurdtoare ale lunii mergand semet
in ceatd, intre un parapet si altul, imbracat in armura de otel.
Actiunea, avand o naturd limitatd, nu l-ar fi satisfacut pe
Shakespeare, ldsdnd o bund parte din el neexprimata. Si tocmai
pentru cd nu a faptuit nimic a putut sa realizeze tot. Si pentru ca
nu ne vorbeste niciodatd despre el in piesele lui, acestea ni-1
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his plays that his plays reveal him to us absolutely, and show us | dezvaluie la modul absolut, ne aratd adevdratul lui

his true nature and temperament far more completely than do
those strange and exquisite sonnets, even, in which he bares to
crystal eyes the secret closet of his heart. Yes, the objective form
is the most subjective in matter. Man is least himself when he
talks in his own person. Give him a mask, and he will tell you
the truth.

Ernest. The critic, then, being limited to the subjective form, will
necessarily be less able to fully express himself than the artist,
who has always at his disposal the forms that are impersonal
and objective.

Gilbert. Not necessarily, and certainly not at all if he recognizes
that each mode of criticism is, in its highest development, simply
a mood, and that we are never more true to ourselves than when
we are inconsistent. The aesthetic critic, constant only to the
principle of beauty in all things, will ever be looking for fresh
impressions, winning from the various schools the secret of their
charm, bowing, it may be, before foreign altars, or smiling, if it
be his fancy, at strange new gods. Wliat other people call one’s
past has, no doubt, everything to do with them, but has
absolutely nothing to do with oneself. The man who regards his

temperament, adevdrata lui fire, intr-un mod mult mai complex
decat o fac acele sonete stranii si superbe in care lasa la vedere
ungherul secret al sufletului sdu. Da, forma obiectivd are
continutul cel mai subiectiv cu putinta. Omul este mai putin el
insusi atunci cand vorbeste in nume propriu. Da-i 0 masca si-ti
va spune adevdrul.

Ernest: Atunci, criticul, conditionat fiind de forma subiectiva, va
putea sd se exprime pe sine mult mai putin decat artistul care are
la dispozitie forme impersonale si obiective.

Gilbert: Nu neaparat, doar dacd admitem ca fiecare manierd de
criticd este, pe treapta cea mai inaltd, pur si simplu o trdire si cd
suntem fideli noua insine numai atunci cand ne contrazicem.
Criticul estetic, consecvent doar principiului frumosului existent
in toate lucrurile, va cduta in permanentd impresii noi, obtinand
de la diversele scoli secretul farmecului lor, inclinandu-se, poate,
in fata altarelor strdine sau zambind, daca pofteste, unor zei noi
si ciudati. Ceea ce unii numesc trecut are, fara indoiald, o
legdtura cu ei, dar nici o legaturd cu trecutul cuiva in special. Cel
care priveste spre trecut nu meriti sa aiba viitor. In momentul in

C ONTEMPORARY

LITERATURE P RESS

http://editura.mttlc.ro
The University of Bucharest, 2017



REDISCOVERING
OSCAR WILDE

-
past is a man who deserves to have no future to look forward to.
When one has found expression for a mood, one has done with
it. You laugh; but believe me it is so. Yesterday it was Realism
that charmed one. One gained from it that * nouveau frisson
which it was its aim to produce. One analysed it, explained it,
and wearied of it. At sunset came the Luministe * in painting,
and the Symboliste “ in poetry, and the spirit of media-valism,
that spirit which belongs not to time but to temperament, woke
suddenly in wounded Russia, and stirred us for a moment by
the terrible fascination of pain. To-day the cry is for Romance,
and already the leaves are tremulous in the valley, and on the
purple hill-tops walks Beauty with slim gilded feet. The old
modes of creation linger, of course. The artists reproduce either
themselves or each other, with wearisome iteration. But
Criticism is always moving on, and the critic is always develop-
ing.

Nor, again, is the critic really limited to the subjective form of
expression. The method of the drama is his, as well as the
method of the epos. He may use dialogue, as he did who set

Milton talking to Marvel on the nature of comedy and tragedy,
and made Sidney and Lord Brooke discourse on letters beneath
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care gdsesti expresia potrivitd pentru o anume traire, deja ai
depadsit-o. Razi, dar crede-ma cd asa este. leri te fascina realismul.
Ai castigat de la el acel nouveau frisson, scopul lui, de fapt. L-ai
analizat, 1-ai explicat si te-ai plictisit de el. La amurg a apdrut
luministulvi in picturd si simbolistul in poezie si spiritul
medievalismului, acel spirit care nu apartine vremii ci
temperamentului, s-a trezit brusc in Rusia ranitd si ne-a provocat
o clipd prin teribila fascinatie in fatd durerii. Astdzi e la mare pret
vechiul roman si, deja, frunzele tremura in vale si pe varful
dealurilor purpurii Frumusetea pdseste cu picioarele-i subtiri,
aurite. Desigur, vechile modalitdti de creatie inca staruie. Artistii
se copiazd fie pe ei insisi, fie unul pe altul cu o repetitie
obositoare. Doar critica merge mereu mai departe iar criticul

evolueaza mereu.

Incd o dats, criticul nu se limiteaz3 nici la forma subiectivd de
expresie. El foloseste in aceeasi mdsurd metoda dramatica si
epica. Poate utiliza dialogul asa cum a facut-o cel care 1-a pus pe
Milton sd converseze cu Marvel despre substanta comediei si
tragediei iar pe lordul Brooke si pe Sidney despre corespondenta
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the Penshurst oaks; or adopt narration, as Mr. Pater is fond of
doing, each of whose Imaginary Portraits —is not that the title of
the book? —presents to us, under the fanciful guise of fiction,
some fine and exquisite piece of criticism, one on the painter
Watteau, another on the philosophy of Spinoza, a third on the
Pagan elements of the early Renaissance, and the last, and in
some respects the most suggestive, on the source of that
Aufkldrung, that enlightening which dawned on Germany in
the last century, and to which our own culture owes so great a
debt. Dialogue, certainly, that wonderful literary form which,
from Plato to Lucian, and from Lucian to Giordano Bruno, and
from Bruno to that grand old Pagan in whom Carlyle took such
delight, the creative critics of the world have always employed,
can never lose for the thinker its attraction as a mode of
expression: By its means he can both reveal and conceal himself,
and give form to every fancy, and reality to every mood. By its
means he can exhibit the object from each point of view, and
show it to us in the round, as a sculptor shows us things, gaining
in this manner all the richness and reality of effect that comes
from those side issues that are suddenly suggested by the central

sub stejarii din Penhurst. Sau poate adopta naratiunea, cum ii
place domnului Pater ale carui Portrete imaginare — parca asa se
numeste cartea—ne prezintd sub forma naratiunii imaginare
piese frumoase si elegante de critici: una despre pictorul
Watteau, alta despre filosofia lui Spinoza, a treia despre
elementele pagane din Renasterea timpurie si ultima, poate cea
mai sugestivad din multe puncte de vedere, despre izvorul acelui
Aufkldrung, iluminismul aparut in Germania in secolul trecut,
cdruia cultura noastrd ii este atat de datoare. Desigur, dialogul,
acea formad literard splendida, pe care criticii creatori ai lumii 1-
au folosit mereu, de la Platon la Lucian si de la Lucian la
Giordano Bruno, si de la Bruno la marele spirit pagan care-1
incanta atat de mult pe Carlyle, in fine, acea metoda nu-si poate
pierde in ochii ganditorului virtutile expresive. Prin dialog,
criticul se poate ascunde si dezvalui pe sine totodatd, poate da
forma oricdrei fantezii si realitate oricdrei trdiri. Prin mijloacele
sale el poate expune obiectul din mai multe perspective,
prezentandu-l astfel in intregime, asemeni sculptorului,
castigand intreaga boggdtie si realitate a efectului care apare din
aspectele colaterale sugerate dintr-odata de ideea principald in

desfdsurarea ei, aruncand asupra-i o lumind mult mai profunds,
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idea in its progress, and really illumine the idea more com-
pletely, or from those felicitous after-thoughts that give a fuller
completeness to the central scheme, and yet convey something
of the delicate charm of chance.
Ernest. By its means, too, he can invent an imaginary
antagonist, and convert him when he chooses by some
absurdly sophistical argument.
Gilbert. Ah! it is so easy to convert others. It is so difficult
to convert oneself. To arrive at what one really believes,
one must speak through lips different from one’s own. To
know the truth one must imagine myriads of falsehoods.
For what is Truth? In matters of religion, it is simply the
opinion that has survived. In matters of science, it is the
ultimate sensation. In matters of art, it is one’s last mood.
And you see now, Ernest, that the critic has at his disposal
as many objective forms of expression as the artist has.
Ruskin put his criticism into imaginative prose, and is
superb in his changes and contradictions; and Browning
put his into blank verse, and made painter and poet yield

us their secret; and M. Renan uses dialogue, and Mr. Pater
fiction, and Rossetti translated into sonnet-music the
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sau din acele idei fericite care apar ulterior intregind schema
centrald, emanand totusi farmecul delicat al intamplarii.

Ernest: Cu mijloacele de care dispune el mai poate inventa si un
adversar imaginar, facandu-l sd-i imbratiseze ideile, cand
doreste, printr-un argument sofistic absurd.

Gilbert: Ah! Atat de usor e sd-i convertesti pe altii si atat de greu
pe tine insuti. Pentr a ajunge la ceea ce crezi cu adevarat trebuie
sa vorbesti cu voci diferite de a ta. Pentru a cunoaste adevarul
trebuie sa-ti imaginezi miriade de ipostaze false. Ce este oare
adevarul? In religie este pur si simplu opinia care a supravietuit.
In stiintd este ultima noutate. In artd este cea mai recents stare
traitd de cineva. Vezi acum Ernest cd intotdeauna criticul
dispune de tot atatea forme obiective de expresie ca artistul.
Ruskin a ales proza cu substrat imaginativ pentru a face criticd,
Browning, prin versul alb, l-a fdcut pe pictor si poet sa ne
dezvdluie secretele lor. Domnul Renan foloseste dialogul iar
domnul Pater, fictiunea; Rosetti a tradus in muzica sonetului
culoarea lui Giorgione si desenul lui Ingres, aldturi de propriul
lui desen si culoare, simtind cu instinctul celui care are mai multe
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colour of Giorgione and the design of Ingres, and his own
design and colour also, feeling, with the instinct of one
who had many modes of utterance, that the ultimate art is
literature, and the finest and fullest medium that of words.
Ernest. Well, now that you have settled that the critic has
at his disposal all objective forms, I wish you would tell me
what are the qualities that should characterize the true
critic.

Gilbert. What would you say they were?

Ernest. Well, I should say that a critic should above all
things be fair.

Gilbert. Ah! not fair. A critic cannot be fair in the ordinary
sense of the word. It is only about things that do not
interest one that one can give a really unbiassed opinion,
which is no doubt the reason why an unbiassed opinion is
always absolutely valueless. The man who sees both sides
of a question, is a man who sees absolutely nothing at all.
Art is a passion, and, in matters of art, Thought is
inevitably coloured by emotion, and so is fluid rather than
tixed, and, depending upon fine moods and exquisite
moments, cannot be narrowed into the rigidity of a

modalitdti de rostire cd arta suprema este literatura, cuvantul
tiind modalitatea completd si cea mai rafinata de expresie.

Ernest: Ei bine, pentru cd acum ai stabilit ca intotdeauna criticul
are la dispozitie toate formele obiective posibile, as vrea sa-mi
spui ce calitati ar trebui sd aibe criticul adevadrat.

Gilbert: Dupa tine care ar fi acestea?

Ernest: Ei bine, cred cd mai presus de orice un critic trebuie sa fie
drept.

Gilbert: Ah, nu spune asta. Un crititc nu poate fi drept in sensul
obisnuit al cuvantului. Poti emite o judecatd cu adevarat
impartiala doar despre lucrurile care nu te intereseaza, ceea ce,
fara indoiala, transforma judecata impartiala intr-una absolut
lipsitd de valoare. Omul care vede ambele laturi ale unei
probleme este cel care nu vede nimic. Arta e pasiune si, in
chestiuni de artd, gandirea este inevitabil coloratd de emotie,
fiind mai curand fluida decat intepenita si, depinzand de trdiri
delicate si momente intense, nu poate fi pusa intr-o formula
stiintificd ingustd sau o dogmad teologica. Arta vorbeste
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scientific formula or a theological dogma. It is to the soul
that Art speaks, and the soul may be made the prisoner of
the mind as well as of the body. One should, of course,
have no prejudices; but, as a great Frenchman remarked a
hundred years ago, it is one’s business in such matters to
have preferences, and when one has preferences one ceases
to be fair. It is only an auctioneer who can equally and
impartially admire all schools of Art. No: fairness is not
one of the qualities of the true critic. It is not even a condi-
tion of criticism. Each form of Art with which we come in
contact dominates us for the moment to the exclusion of
every other form. We must surrender ourselves absolutely
to the work in question, whatever it may be, if we wish to
gain its secret. For the time, we must think of nothing else,
can think of nothing else, indeed.

Ernest. The true critic will be rational, at any rate, will
he not?

Gilbert. Rational? There are two ways of disliking art,
Ernest. One is to dislike it. The other, to like it rationally.
For Art, as Plato saw, and not without regret, creates in
listener and spectator a form of divine madness. It does

sufletului, iar sufletul poate fi prizonierul trupului sau spiritului.
Desigur, nu trebuie sd avem prejudecati, dar asa cum a observat
un mare francez acum o sutd de ani, in asemenea probleme e
treaba fiecdruia dacd are preferinte si atunci cand ai preferinte
incetezi de a mai fi drept. Numai cel care liciteazad poate admira
in mod egal si impartial toate scolile artistice. Nu, a fi drept nu
este una din calitdtile adevaratului critic. Nu este nici mécar o
conditie a criticii. Orice forma de artd cu care venim in contact
ne domind o clipd pana la excluderea oricdrei alte forme. Trebuie
sd ne abandonam total operei in chestiune, oricare ar fi ea, daca
dorim sd-i aflam secretele. Nu trebuie sa ne gandim la nimic
altceva un timp si, intr-adevdr, nu ne putem gandi la nimic
altceva.

Ernest: Adevaratul critic trebuie sa fie rational, nu-i asa?

Gilbert: Rational? Existd doud modalitdti prin care demonstrezi
cd nu-ti place arta, Ernest. Una prin care ardti ca nu-ti place.
Cealaltd prin care ardti ca-ti place rational. Arta, cum a sesizat si
Platon, nu fard regrete, creeaza in cel care ascultd si cel care
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not spring from inspiration, but it makes others inspired.
Reason is not the faculty to which it appeals. If one loves
Art at all, one must love it beyond all other things in the
world, and against such love, the reason, if one listened
to it, would cry out. There is nothing sane about the
worship of beauty. It is too splendid to be sane. Those of
whose lives it forms the dominant note will always seem
to the world to be pure visionaries.

Ernest. Well, at least, the critic will be sincere.

Gilbert. A little sincerity is a dangerous thing, and a great
deal of it is absolutely fatal. The true critic will, indeed,
always be sincere in his devotion to the principle of beauty,
but he will seek for beauty in every age and in each school,
and will never suffer himself to be limited to any settled
custom of thought, or stereotyped mode of looking at
things. He will realize himself in many forms, and by a
thousand different ways, and will ever be curious of new
sensations and fresh points of view. Through constant
change, and through constant change alone, he will find
his true unity. He will not consent to be the slave of his
own opinions. For what is mind but motion in the

contempld o forma de nebunie divina. Daca iubesti arta, trebuie
sd o iubesti mai presus de orice alte lucruri din lume si tocmai
impotriva acestei iubiri ratiunea s-ar revolta, daca i-am da
ascultare. Nu-i nimic sdndtos in divinizarea frumosului. Sa fii
sandtos e intr-adevar splendid. Cei ale caror vieti stau sub acest

semn vor parea intotdeauna puri vizionari.

Ernest: Ei bine, criticul va fi cel putin sincer.

Gilbert: Un dram de sinceritate este periculos iar prea multd
sinceritate e absolut fatald. Adevaratul critic va fi intotdeauna
sincer in devotamentul sdu fata de principiul frumosului dar va
cauta frumosul in fiecare epoca si scoald si niciodata nu-si va
ingddui sa se limiteze la vreun sistem de gandire consfintit sau
la o manierd stereotipd de a privi lucrurile. Se va exprima sub
mai multe forme si va adopta cdi diferite si intotdeauna va fi
curios sd trdiascd senzatii noi, sa afle opinii proaspete. Doar
printr-un proces permanent de schimbare, doar asa, va gdsi calea
spre adevarata unitate de sine. El nu va consimti niciodata sa fie
sclavul propriilor opinii. Ce este oare spiritul daca nu miscare in
sfera intelectuald? Esenta gandirii, la fel ca esenta vietii, este
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intellectual sphere? The essence of thought, as the essence
of life, is growth. You must not be frightened by words,
Ernest. What people call insincerity is simply a method by
which we can multiply our personalities.

Ernest. | am afraid I have not been fortunate in my suggestions.
Gilbert. Of the three qualifications you mentioned, two,
sincerity and fairness, were, if not actually moral, at least on the
border-land of morals, and the first condition of criticism is that
the critic should be able to recognize that the sphere of Art and
the sphere of Ethics are absolutely distinct and separate. When
they are confused, Chaos has come again. They are too often
confused in England now, and though our modern Puritans
cannot destroy a beautiful thing, yet, by means of their
extraordinary prurience, they can almost taint beauty for a
moment. It is chiefly, I regret to say, through journalism that
such people find expression. I regret it because there is much to
be said in favor of modern journalism. By giving us the opinions
of the uneducated, it keeps us in touch with the ignorance of the
community. By carefully chronicling the current events of
contemporary life, it shows us of what very little importance
such events really are. By invariably discussing the unnecessary,

cresterea. Draga Ernest, nu trebuie sd te sperii de cuvinte. Ceea
ce oamenii numesc nesinceritate este pur si simplu o metoda

prin care ne putem multiplica personalitatile.

Ernest: Mi-e teama cd sugestiile mele nu au fost oportune.

Gilbert: Dintre cele trei atribute pe care le-ai pomenit, doud,
sinceritatea si spiritul de dreptate sunt, daca nu morale, cel putin
la limita moralei, iar cea dintdi conditiune a criticii este aceea
prin care criticul poate delimita sfera artei si sfera eticii. Atunci
cand acestea doud se confunda se reinstaureaza haosul. Astazi,
in Anglia, deseori sunt confundate si, chiar daca puritanii
moderni nu pot distruge un lucru frumos, totusi, prin licomia
lor excesivd, viciazd frumosul la un moment dat. Regret sa o
spun, dar acesti oameni isi gasesc un mijloc de exprimare in
jurnalism. O regret, pentru cd se pot spune multe in favoarea
jurnalismului modern. Dar cum acesta ne ofera parerile tuturor
needucatilor, suntem la curent cu nivelul de ignoranta al
comunitatii. Tocmai prin faptul cd inregistreaza atent
de

neimportante sunt acestea in realitate. Discutand invariabil tot

evenimentele vietii curente, ne demonstreazd cat

ce nu este necesar, ne face si in’,celegem care sunt si care nu sunt
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it makes us understand what things are requisite for culture, and
what are not. But it should not allow poor Tartuffe to write
articles upon modern art. When it does this it stultifies itself.
And yet Tartuffe’s articles, and Chadband’s notes, do this good,
at least. They serve to show how extremely limited is the area
over which ethics, and ethical considerations, can claim to
exercise influence. Science is out of the reach of morals, for her
eyes are fixed upon eternal truths. Art is out of the reach of
morals, for her eyes are fixed upon things beautiful and
immortal and ever-changing. To morals belong the lower and
less intellectual spheres. However, let these mouthing Puritans
pass; they have their comic side. Who can help laughing when
an ordinary journalist seriously proposes to limit the subject-
matter at the disposal of the artist? Some limitation might well,
and will soon, I hope, be placed upon some of our newspapers
and newspaper writers. For they give us the bald, sordid,
disgusting facts of life. They chronicle, with degrading avidity,
the sins of the second-rate, and with the conscientiousness of the
illiterate give us accurate and prosaic details of the doings of
people of absolutely no interest whatsoever. But the artist, who
accepts the facts of life, and yet transforms them into shapes of

lucrurile indispensabile in culturd. Dar nu ar trebui sa-i permita
sarmanului Tartuffe sa scrie articole despre arta moderna.
Atunci cand procedeazd asa, se face singur de ras. Si totusi,
articolele lui Tartuffe si notitele lui Chadband dau, cel putin, o
manad de ajutor. Ele ne ajutd sd vedem cat de limitata este aria in
care etica si consideratiile etice isi pot exercita influenta. Nici
stiinta nu se afld in zona moralei, pentru ca ochii ei se indreapta
spre adevdrurile eterne. Nici arta nu se afld in zona moralei,
pentru ca ochii ei se indreaptd spre cele frumoase, nemuritoare
si etern schimbatoare. De morala tin sferele inferioare, mai putin
intelectuale. Totusi, sd trecem peste acesti puritani guralivi—isi
au latura lor comicd. Cine nu rade oare cand un jurnalist de rand
propune cu seriozitate sd limiteze problematica tratata de artist?
O anumitd limitd ar putea fi la fel de bine pusa unor ziare si celor
care scriu in ele, ceea ce sper cd se va intdimpla curand. Céci ele
ne oferd doar realitdtile plate, sordide, dezgustatoare ale vietii.
Ele sunt cele care inregistreazd cu o aviditate respingdtoare
pdcate de mana a doua si, avand acea constiinciozitate specifica
analfabetilor, ne furnizeaza detalii precise si prozaice, absolut
neinteresante, despre faptele unor persoane. Dar cine sd-i puna
o limitd artistului care ia realitdtile asa cum sunt ele si le
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beauty, and makes them vehicles of pity or of awe, and shows
their colour-element, and their wonder, and their true ethical
import also, and builds out of them a world more real than
reality itself, and of loftier and more noble import —who shall
set limits to him? Not the apostles of that new Journalism which
is but the old vulgarity” writ large.” Not the apostles of that new
Puritanism, which is but the whine of the hypocrite, and is both
writ and spoken badly. The mere suggestion is ridiculous. Let us
leave these wicked people, and proceed to the discussion of the
artistic qualifications necessary for the true critic.

Ernest. And what are they? Tell me yourself.

Gilbert. Temperament is the primary requisite for the critic—a
temperament exquisitely susceptible to beauty, and to the
various impressions that beauty gives us. Under what
conditions, and by what means, this temperament is engendered
in race or individual, we will not discuss at present. It is
sufficient to note that it exists, and that there is in us a beauty-
sense, separate from the other senses and above them, separate
from the reason and of nobler import, separate from the soul and
of equal value —a sense that leads some to create, and others,

transforma, totusi, in forme frumoase si face din ele mijloace de
exprimare a milei si groazei, cel care scoate la suprafatd
componenta lor de culoare si miraculos, adevaratul continut etic,
construind o lume mai reald decat realitatea insasi, conferindu-
le o semnificatie mai inalta si mai nobila? In nici un caz apostolii
noului jurnalism care nu este altceva decat vechea vulgaritate
adusi ,la scard mare”. In nici un caz apostolii noului puritanism,
care nu-i decdt o vdicdreald a ipocritului, scrisd si rostita
defectuos. Chiar simpla sugestie devine ridicold. Sa-i dam la o
parte pe acesti rdutdciosi si sd incepem sa discutdm despre
calitatile artistice necesare adevdratului critic.

Ernest: Si care sunt acestea? Spune-mi tu.

Gilbert: Prima conditie este temperamentul —un temperament
cu o sensibilitate rafinatd fatd de frumos si de impresiile diverse
generate de frumos in noi. Nu vom discuta in ce conditii si cu
mijloace se naste acest temperament la nivelul rasei sau
individului. Este suficient sa remarcam faptul cd ele existd asa
cum in noi existd un simt al frumosului diferit de celalalte cinci
simturi, unul mai presus de ele, diferit de ratiune si cu
semnificatie mainobild, diferit de suflet, dar cu o valoare egald —
un simt care-i conduce pe unii spre creatie iar pe altii, mai
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the finer spirits as I think, to contemplate merely. But to be
purified and made perfect, this sense requires some form of
exquisite environment. Without this it starves, or is dulled. You
remember that lovely passage in which Plato describes how a
young Greek should be educated, and with what insistence he
dwells upon the importance of surroundings, telling us how the
lad is to be brought up in the midst of fair sights and sounds, so
that the beauty of material things may prepare his soul for the
reception of the beauty that is spiritual. Insensibly, and without
knowing the reason why, he is to develop that real love of beauty
which, as Plato is never weary of reminding us, is the true aim
of education. By slow degrees there is to be engendered in him
such a temperament as will lead him naturally and simply to
choose the good in preference to the bad, and, rejecting what is
vulgar and discordant, to follow by fine instinctive taste all that
possesses grace and charm and loveli ness. Ultimately, in its due
course, this taste is to become critical and self-conscious, but at
first it is to exist purely as a cultivated instinct, and “he who has
received this true culture of the inner man will with clear and
certain vision perceive the omissions and faults in art or nature,
and with a taste that cannot err, while he praises, and finds his

rafinati, cred eu, spre contemplatie. Dar pentru a se purifica si a
deveni perfect, acest simt are nevoie de un mediu rafinat. Fara
acesta el nu are cu ce sa se hraneasca sau se toceste. ijci amintesti
acel pasaj frumos in care Platon descrie cum ar trebui educat un
tandr grec, cat de mult insista el asupra importantei mediului,
spundndu-ne cum tandrul trebuie crescut in mijlocul
privelistilor si sunetelor frumose astfel ca frumusetea lucrurilor
materiale sd-i pregdteascd sufletul pentru primirea frumosului
de natura spirituald. Pe nesimtite si farad sa stie de ce, in el va
creste acea dragoste adevarata pentru frumos care, asa cum
Platon nu oboseste sa ne aminteasca mereu, este scopul adevarat
al educatiei. Putin cate putin in el se va naste temperamentul
care-] va face sd aleagd, simplu si firesc, binele, preferandu-l
rdului, sd respinga ce-i vulgar si lipsit de armonie iar cu un gust
fin, instinctiv, sa imbratiseze tot ce poseda gratie, farmec si
frumusete. La momentul potrivit acest gust va deveni unul critic
si congtient de sine dar, in primul rand, el trebuie sd existe doar
ca instinct cultivat si ,acela care care a primit aceastd cultura
adevdratda a omului lduntric va percepe limpede si clar
omisiunile si greselile din artd si, in timp ce va lduda si se va

desfata cu ceea ce este bun, devenind astfel bun si nobil, cu un
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pleasure in what is good, and receives it into his soul, and so
becomes good and noble, he will rightly blame and hate the bad,
now in the days of his youth, even before he is able to know the
reason why: “and so, when, later on, the critical and self-
conscious spirit develops in him, he “will recognize and salute
it as a friend with whom his education has made him long
familiar.” I need hardly say, Ernest, how far we in England have
fallen short of this ideal, and I can imagine the smile that would
illuminate the glossy face of the Philistine if one ventured to
suggest to him that the true aim of education was the love of
beauty, and that the methods by which education should work
were the development of temperament, the cultivation of taste,
and the creation of the critical spirit.

Yet, even for us, there is left some loveliness of environment, and
the dulness of tutors and professors matters very little when one
can loiter in the grey cloisters at Magdalen, and listen to some
flute—like voice singing in Waynfleete’s chapel, or lie in the
green meadow, among the strange snake-spotted fritillaries, and
watch the sunburnt noon smite to a finer gold the tower’s gilded
vanes, or wander up the Christ Church staircase beneath the
vaulted ceiling’s shadowy fans, or pass through the sculptured

gust care nu va da gres va blama si va uri in mod just ce este rau
chiar tanar fiind, inainte de a sti de ce o face”. Si cAnd mai tarziu
spiritul critic si constient de sine se va dezvolta in el, ,il va
recunoaste si saluta ca pe un prieten vechi, apropiat pe calea
educatiei.” Draga Ernest, nu mai e nevoie sa spun cat ne lipseste
acest ideal in Anglia si-mi imaginez chiar zadmbetul care va
lumina fata neteda a filistinului dacd, din intdmplare, cineva ar
indrazni sd-i spund ca scopul adevarat al educatiei este iubirea
de frumos si cd metodele prin care educatia ar trebui sa lucreze
sunt dezvoltarea temperamentului, cultivarea gustului si

crearea spiritului critic.

Cu toate astea, ne-a mai ramas un dram de frumusete in mediul
care ne inconjoard iar prostia tutorilor si profesorilor conteaza
enorm de putin atunci cand mai poti incd hoindri prin galeriile
cenusii ale manastirii Magdalen ascultand vocile ca de flaut in
capele Waynfleete, sau cand stai intins in poiana verde, printre
florile de capul-sarpelui, colorate ciudat, si privesti cum amiaza
arsd de soare topeste in aur fin nervurile aurite ale turnului, sau
cand o iei in sus, pe scara de la Christ Church, pe sub umbra
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gateway of Laud’s building in the College of St. John. Nor is it
merely at Oxford, or Cambridge, that the sense of beauty can be
formed and trained and perfected. All over England there is a
Renaissance of the decorative Arts. Ugliness has had its day.
Even in the houses of the rich there is taste, and the houses of
those who are not rich have been made gracious and comely and
sweet to live in. Caliban, poor noisy Caliban, thinks that when
he has ceased to make mows at a thing, the thing ceases to exist.
But if he mocks no longer, it is because he has been met with
mockery, swifter and keener than his own, and for a moment
has been bitterly schooled into that silence which should seal for
ever his uncouth distorted lips. What has been done up to now,
has been chiefly in the clearing of the way. It is always more
difficult to destroy than it is to create, and when what one has to
destroy is vulgarity and stupidity, the task of destruction needs
not merely courage but also contempt. Yet it seems to me to have
been, in a measure, done. We have got rid of what was bad. We
have now to make what is beautiful. And though the mission of
the aesthetic movement is to lure people to contemplate, not to
lead them to create, yet, as the creative instinct is strong in the
Celt, and it is the Celt who leads in art, there is no reason why in

boltii in evantai sau treci dincolo de portalul sculptat al cladirii
Laud de la Colegiul St. John. Nu doar la Oxford sau Cambridge
poti sa-ti formezi, educi si perfectionezi simtul frumosului. Peste
tot in Anglia se produce o renastere a artelor decorative. Uratul
este de domeniul trecutului. Chiar in casele celor bogati exista
bun-gust iar casele celor nu prea bogati au devenit gratioase si
imbietoare. Caliban, sarmanul si galagiosul Caliban, crede ca
dupa ce el a incetat sd mai facd grimase in fata unui obiect, acel
obiect nu mai exista. Dar dacd acum nu-si mai bate joc, asta se
datoreaza faptului ca a fost primit cu batjocurd, cu una si mai
penetrantd decat a lui, mustrat si adus la o tdcere care ar trebui
sd-1 inchida pentru totdeauna gura necioplitd si hidoasa. Pana
acuma s-a curatit drumul. Intotdeauna e mai dificil sa distrugi
decat sd creezi, iar atunci cand trebuie sa distrugi vulgaritatea si
prostia, nu ai nevoie doar de curaj dar si de dispret. Cu toate
acestea, mi se pare cd s-a facut ceva intr-o anumitd masura. Am
scapat de ce erardu. Acum trebuie sa construim ce-i frumos. Desi
misiunea directiei estetice este sa-i atragd pe oameni spre
contemplatie, nu spre creatie, totusi, cum instinctul de creatie
este puternic la celti —si celtii sunt cei care dau tonul in artd —nu
vad nici un motiv ca in anii urmatori aceasta renastere sa nu
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future years this strange Renaissance should not become almost
as mighty in its way as was that new birth of Art that woke many
centuries ago in the cities of Italy.

Certainly, for the cultivation of temperament, we must turn to
the decorative arts: to the arts that touch us, not to the arts that
teach us. Modern pictures are, no doubt, delightful to look at. At
least, some of them are. But they are quite impossible to live
with; they are too clever, too assertive, too intellectual. Their
meaning is too obvious, and their method too clearly defined.
One exhausts what they have to say in a very short time, and
then they become as tedious as one’s relations. I am very fond of
the work of many of the Impressionist painters of Paris and
London. Subtlety and distinction have not yet left the school.
Some of their arrangements and harmonies serve to remind one
of the unapproachable beauty of Gautier’s immortal Symphonic
en Blanc Majeur, that flawless masterpiece of colour and music
which may have suggested the type as well as the titles of many
of their best pictures. For a class that welcomes the incompetent
with sympathetic eagerness, and that confuses the bizarre with
the beautiful, and vulgarity with truth, they are extremely
accomplished. They can do etchings that have the brilliancy of

devind la fel de puternica cum a fost nasterea artei care retrezit
la viatd orasele italiene.

Desigur, pentru a cultiva temperamentul trebuie sd ne orientam
spre artele decorative, spre acele arte care ne misca, nu spre cele
care ne invatd. Fara indoiala, tablourile moderne sunt
incantdtoare. Cel putin, unele. Dar nu poti sd le suporti mult
timp, sunt prea destepte, prea declarative, prea intelectuale.
Sensul lor e mult prea evident iar metoda prea clar definita.
Repede epuizezi ce au de spus; si, apoi, devin plictisitoare ca
Sunt de din
impresionistilor parizieni si londonezi. Scoala inca se mentine

niste rude. indragostit multe operele
prin subtilitate si distinctie. Unele dintre aranjamentele
coloristice si armoniile ei ne amintesc de frumusetea din
Symphonie en Blanc Majeur de Gautier, acea capodoperd de
culoare si muzicalitate fara cusur, una care a initiat poate genul
si a sugerat titlurile multor tablouri impresioniste. Ei sunt extrem
de inzestrati desi, ca pictori, ii iau in brate pe incompetenti cu un
zel plin de simpatie, confundd bizarul cu frumosul si
vulgaritatea cu adevdrul. Creeaza gravuri care au stralucirea

epigramelor, pasteluri fascinante ca niste paradoxuri, iar despre
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epigrams, pastels that are as fascinating as paradoxes, and as for
their portraits, whatever the commonplace may say against
them, no one can deny that they possess that unique and
wonderful charm which belongs to works of pure fiction. But
even the Impressionists, earnest and industrious as they are, will
not do. I like them. Their white keynote, with its variations in
lilac, was an era in colour. Though the moment does not make
the man, the moment certainly makes the Impressionist, and for
the moment in art, and the “moment’s monument,” as Rossetti
phrased it, what may not be said? They are suggestive also. If
they have not opened the eyes of the blind, they have at least
given great encouragement to the short-sighted, and while their
leaders may have all the inexperience of old age, their young
men are far too wise to be ever sensible. Yet they will insist on
treating painting as if it were a mode of autobiography invented
for the use of the illiterate, and are always prating to us on their
coarse gritty canvases of their unnecessary selves and their
unnecessary opinions, and spoiling by a vulgar over-emphasis
that fine contempt of nature which is the best and only modest
thing about them. One tires, at the end, of the work of
individuals whose individuality is always noisy, and generally

portrete nu se poate nega faptul ca poseda acel farmec unic si
minunat al operelor de purd fictiune, orice obiectie ar ridica
impotriva lor spiritul obisnuit. Dar chiar si impresionistii, seriosi
si harnici cum sunt ei, nu vor rezista. Mie imi plac. Nota lor
caracteristicd de alb, cu nuante de liliachiu, a reprezentat o
perioada in istoria coloristicii. Desi nu clipa il face pe om, pe
impresionisti ii face cu siguranta clipa si ce se poate spune in
favoarea clipei in artd si a ,monumentului clipei”, cum a spus-o
Rossetti? Ei creeaza sugestii. Dacd nu i-au facut pe orbi sa vadd,
cel putin i-au incurajat enorm pe miopi si, pe cand sefii scolii au
toata nepriceperea batranetii, tinerii sunt prea intelepti pentru a
fi vreodata sensibili. $i totusi, nu vor sd renunte sa trateze
pictura de parcd ar fi o maniera autobiograficd inventatd pentru
uzul analfabetilor iar in panzele lor rudimentar indraznete ne tot
palavragesc despre eurile lor inutile si opiniile lor inutile,
stricand printr-un accent exagerat si vulgar dispretul fin fata de
naturda—lucrul cel mai bun si mai la locul lui care-i
caracterizeaza. In cele din urma te plictisesti de opera acestor insi
cu individualitate permanent zgomotoasa, neinteresantd in
general. Sunt mai multe de spus in favoarea noii scoli pariziene
a arhaistilor, cum se auto-numesc, care refuza sa abandoneze
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uninteresting. There is far more to be said in favour of that newer
school at Paris, the Archaicistes,” as they call themselves, who,
refusing to leave the artist entirely at the mercy of the weather,
do not find the ideal of art in mere atmospheric effect, but seek
rather for the imaginative beauty of design and the loveliness of
fair colour, and, rejecting the tedious realism of those who
merely paint what they see, try to see something worth seeing,
and to see it not merely with actual and physical vision, but with
that nobler vision of the soul which is as far wider in spiritual
scope as it is far more splendid in artistic purpose. They, at any
rate, work under those decorative conditions that each art
requires for its perfection, and have sufficient esthetic instinct to
regret those sordid and stupid limitations of absolute modernity
of form which have proved the ruin of so many of the
Impressionists. Still, the art that is frankly decorative is the art to
live with. It is, of all our visible arts, the one art that creates in us
both mood and temperament. Mere colour, unspoiled by
meaning, and unallied with definite form, can speak to the soul
in a thousand different ways. The harmony that resides in the
delicate proportions of lines and masses becomes mirrored in
the mind. The repetitions of pattern give us rest. The marvels of

artistul la bunul plac al modei si nu gésesc idealul in artd doar in
efectul de atmosfera ci mai curand cauta frumusetea imaginara
a desenului si a culorii placute. Respingand realismul plictisitor
al celor care picteaza doar ce vad, ei incearca sa vada ceva care
merita sd fie vdazut, nu doar cu privirea fizica ci si cu privirea
mult mai nobild a sufletului, mai vasta ca arie spirituald, pentru
ca scopul ei artistic este mai frumos. Oricum, ei lucreaza cu
elementele decorative de care fiecare artd are nevoie pentru a
atinge perfectiunea si poseda suficient instinct artistic pentru a
regreta limitele sordide si prostesti ale modernitatii absolute in
materie de formd, atat de ruindtoare in cazul impresionistilor.
Totusi, arta declarat decorativa este cea suportabila. Dintre toate
artele vizuale, ea este cea care creeaza in noi atat starea de spirit
cat si temperamentul artistic. Culoarea ca atare, neviciatd de sens
si neasociatd cu o forma definitd poate vorbi sufletului in mii de
feluri. Armonia existentd in proportiile delicate ale liniilor si
volumelor ajunge sd se oglindeascd in spirit. Repetitia motivelor
este odihnitoare. Minunatiile desenului ne stimuleaza
imaginatia. In frumusetea simpld a materialelor folosite exista
elemente latente de culturd. Si asta-i nu-i tot. Prin respingerea

deliberatd a naturii ca ideal al frumosului si ca metoda imitativa
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design stir the imagination. In the mere loveliness of the
materials employed there are latent elements of culture. Nor is
this all. By its deliberate rejection of Nature as the ideal of
beauty, as well as of the imitative method of the ordinary
painter, decorative art not merely prepares the soul for the
reception of true imaginative work, but develops in it that sense
of form which is the basis of creative no less than of critical
achievement. For the real artist is he who proceeds, not from
feeling to form, but from form to thought and passion. He does
not first conceive an idea, and then say to himself, “I will put my
idea into a complex metre of fourteen lines,” but, realizing the
beauty of the sonnet-scheme, he conceives certain modes of
music and methods of rhyme, and the mere form suggests what
is to fill it and make it intellectually and emotionally complete.
From time to time the world cries out against some charming
artistic poet, because, to use its hackneyed and silly phrase, he
has “nothing to say.” But if he had something to say, he would
probably say it, and the result would be tedious. It is just because
he has no new message, that he can do beautiful work. He gains
his inspiration from form, and from form purely, as an artist
should. A real passion would ruin him. Whatever actually

a pictorului obisnuit, arta decorativd nu numai cd pregateste
sufletul pentru receptarea adevaratei opere de imaginatie, ci
dezvoltd in el un simt al formei care este baza operei de creatie
si nu mai putin al celei critice. Pentru ca artistul adevarat nu este
cel care porneste de la sentiment spre forma ci dinspre forma
spre gandire si pasiune. Nu este cel care concepe o idee si-si
spune: ,,imi voi pune ideea intr-o structurd metricd de
paisprezece versuri”, ci acela care, dandu-si seama de
frumusetea schemei sonetului, concepe anumite tipuri de
muzicd si modalitdti de rima iar forma ca atare ii sugereaza ce
anume trebuie sd pund pentru a-l desdvarsi intelectual si
emotional. Uneori lumea protesteaza impotriva unui poet
incantdtor pentru cda nu are, cum se zice cu o expresie platd si
prosteascd, ,nimic de spus”. Dar daca ar avea ceva de spus ar
spune-o iar rezultatul ar fi plictisitor. O operd poate fi frumoasa
tocmai pentru cd nu are nici un fel de mesaj. Artistul se inspira
din formd, numai si numai din formd, asa cum ar trebui sd o faca
in general. O pasiune reald nu ar face decat sa-l distrugd. Orice
faptd ca atare este un material degradat pentru artd. Poezia
proasta izvordste dintr-un sentiment adevarat. A fi natural
inseamna sd mizezi pe evident si a miza pe evident inseamna sa
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occurs is spoiled for art. All bad poetry springs from genuine
feeling. To be natural is to be obvious, and to be obvious is to be
inartistic.

Ernest. I wonder do you really believe what you say.

Gilbert. Why should you wonder? It is not merely in art that the
body is the soul. In every sphere of life Form is the beginning of
things. The rhythmic harmonious gestures of dancing convey,
Plato tells us, both rhythm and harmony into the mind. Forms
are the food of faith, cried Newman in one of those great
moments of sincerity that made us admire and know the man.
He was right, though he may not have known how terribly right
he was. The Creeds are believed, not because they are rational,
but because they are repeated. Yes: Form is everything. It is the
secret of life. Find expression for a sorrow, and it will become
dear to you. Find expression for a joy, and you intensity its
ecstasy. Do you wish to love? Use Love’s Litany, and the words
will create the yearning from which the world fancies that they
spring. Have you a grief that corrodes your heart? Steep yourself
in the language of grief, learn its utterance from Prince Hamlet
and Queen Constance, and you will find that mere expression is
a mode of consolation, and that Form, which is the birth of

nu fii artist.

Ernest: Ma intreb daca tu crezi cu adevarat ce spui.

Gilbert: De ce s te intrebi? Nu doar in arti trupul e sufletul. In
orice sferd a vietii Forma este inceputul a toate. Platon ne spune
cd miscdrile ritmice si armonioase ale dansului creeaza ritm si
armonie in spirit. Formele sunt hrana credintei, a exclamat
Newman'ii intr-unul din acele momente impresionante de
sinceritate care ne fac sa-1 cunoastem si sa-1 admiram. Si a avut
dreptate, cu toate cd nu si-a dat poate seama cata dreptate avea.
Crezurile sunt crezute nu pentru ca sunt rationale ci pentru ca se
repetd. Da, Forma e totul. Ea este secretul vietii. Gaseste expresia
potrivitd pentru o durere si iti va deveni draga. Gaseste expresia
potrivita pentru o bucurie si-i vei intensifica extazul. Doresti sa
iubesti? Foloseste litania iubirii si cuvintele vor crea dorinta din
care lumea isi imagineaza cd ele apar. Ti-e inima madcinatad de
vreo suferintd? Afundd-te in limbajul suferintei, invatd-i
expresiile de la printul Hamlet si de la regina Constanta si vei
descoperi ca simpla exprimare este un mod de consolare iar
Forma, originea pasiunii, inseamna incetarea suferintei. $i astfel,
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passion, is also the death of pain. And so, to return to the sphere
of Art, it is Form that creates not merely the critical
temperament, but also the aesthetic instinct, that unerring
instinct that reveals to one all things under their conditions of
beauty. Start with the worship of form, and there is no secret in
art that will not be revealed to you, and remember that in
criticism, as in creation, temperament is everything, and that it
is, not by the time of their production, but by the temperaments
to which they appeal, that the schools of art should be
historically grouped.

Ernest. Your theory of education is delightful. But what
influence will your critic, brought up in these exquisite
surroundings, possess? Do you really think that any artist is ever
affected by criticism?

Gilbert. The influence of the critic will be the mere fact of his
own existence. He will represent the flawless type. In him the
culture of the century will see itself realized. You must not ask
of him to have any aim other than the perfecting of himself. The
demand of the intellect, as has been well said, is simply to feel
itself alive. The critic may, indeed, desire to exercise influence;
but, if so, he will concern himself not with the individual, but

pentru a ne intoarce la sfera artei, Forma creeazda nu numai
temperamentul critic dar si instinctul estetic, acel instinct
infailibil care iti dezvaluie lucrurile in termenii frumosului. Daca
incepi prin a venera Forma nu va exista vreun secret din artd care
sd nu ti se dezvaluie; aminteste-ti cd in critica, la fel ca in creatie,
temperamentul e totul si aceasta inseamna cd scolile artistice ar
trebui grupate din punct de vedere istoric nu dupd epoca in care
se manifestd ci dupa temperamentele asupra carora actioneaza.

Ernest: Teoria ta despre educatie este incantdtoare. Dar ce
influenta va avea criticul tau crescut in mijlocul unor privelisti si
locuri atat de frumoase?

Gilbert: Influenta criticului se va produce tocmai pentru ca el
existd. El va fi reprezentantul unui tip fard cusur. Cultura
secolului se va vedea realizata pe sine prin el. Nu trebuie sa-i ceri
sd aiba alt scop decat perfectionarea de sine. Intelectul cere, cum
bine s-a spus, sd se simtd pur si simplu viu. Criticul s-ar putea sa
doreascd sd exercite o influentd; dar, daca asa stau lucrurile, el
nu trebuie sd se preocupe de aspectul individual ci de epocd a
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with the age, which he will seek to wake into consciousness, and
to make responsive, creating in it new desires and appetites, and
lending it his larger vision and his nobler moods. The actual art
of today will occupy him less than the art of to-morrow, far less
than the art of yesterday, and as for this or that person at present
toiling away, what do the industrious matter? They do their best,
no doubt, and consequently we get the worst from them. It is
always with the best intentions that the worst work is done. And
besides, my dear Ernest, when a man reaches the age of forty, or
becomes a Royal Academician, or is elected a member of the
Athenaeum Club, or is recognized as a popular novelist, whose
books are in great demand at suburban railway stations, one
may have the amusement of exposing him, but one cannot have
the pleasure of reforming him. And this is, I dare say, very
fortunate for him; for I have no doubt that reformation is a much
more painful process than punish-ment—is, indeed,
punishment in its most aggravated and moral form—a fact
which accounts for our entire failure as a community to reclaim
that interesting phenomenon who is called the confirmed
criminal.

Ernest. But may it not be that the poet is the best judge of poetry,

cdrei constiintd va trebui sa incerce sd o trezeascd, sa o determine
sd reactioneze creand in ea dorinte si apetituri noi,
imprumutandu-i propria-i viziune mai cuprinzatoare si trdirile
lui mai nobile. Trebuie sa-1 preocupe mai putin arta de astdzi si
mai mult arta de maine, si mult mai putin arta de ieri; iar in ce
priveste caznele unui nu-stiu-cine—ce importantd au aceste
persoane harnice? Fara indoiala ca fac ce pot si, in consecintd,
obtinem din partea lor tot ce-i mai rdu. Intotdeauna opera cea
mai proastd e creata cu intentiile cele mai bune. Si in afara de
asta, dragul meu Ernest, cind un om ajunge la patruzeci de ani
sau devine membru al Academiei Regale sau este ales membru
al Clubului Atheneum sau, in fine, este recunoscut drept
romancier popular ale cdrui carti sunt solicitate insistent in garile
din suburbii, te poti amuza facindu-1 de ras dar nu poti avea
pldcerea de a-1 reforma. $i asta, indrdaznesc sa o spun, e norocul
lui, pentru cd nu ma indoiesc de faptul cd a reforma pe cineva
este un proces mult mai chinuitor decat o pedeapsa. Intr-adevar,
este 0 pedeapsa sub forma ei cea mai exasperantd si morald —
fapt care explicd totalul esec al comunitdtii noastre de a-l
recupera pe criminalul dovedit, fenomen atat de interesant.

Ernest: Dar nu cumva poetul este cel mai bun judecator al
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and the painter of painting? Each art must appeal primarily to
the artist who works in it. His judgment will surely be the most
valuable?

Gilbert. The appeal of all art is simply to the artistic
temperament. Art does not address herself to the specialist. Her
claim is that she is universal, and that in all her manifestations
she is one. Indeed, so far from its being true that the artist is the
best judge of art, a really great artist can never judge of other
people’s work at all, and can hardly, in fact, judge of his own.
That very concentration of vision that makes a man an artist,
limits by its sheer intensity his faculty of fine appreciation. The
energy of creation hurries him blindly on to his own goal. The
wheels of his chariot raise the dust as a cloud around him. The
gods are hidden from each other. They can recognize their wor-
shippers. That is all.

Ernest. You say that a great artist cannot recognize the
beauty of work different from his own.

Gilbert. It is impossible for him to do so. Wordsworth saw in
Endymion merely a pretty piece of Paganism, and Shelley, with
his dislike of actuality, was deaf to Wordsworth’s message,
being repelled by its form, and Byron, that great passionate

poeziei iar pictorul al picturii? Fiecare arta trebuie sa apeleze la
artistul care lucreaza in sfera ei. Nu va fi judecata lui cea mai
valoroasd?

Gilbert: Arta se adreseazd, pur si simpu, temperamentului
artistic, nu specialistului. Ea se pretinde universald, spunand ca
in toate manifestdrile ei este unitara. Asa cd departe de a fi
adevadrat cd artistul este cel mai bun judecator de artd, artistul cu
adevdrat mare nu poate judeca nici opera altora si nici pe a sa
proprie. Artistul este artist prin concentrarea viziunii, ceea ce
limiteaza prin intensitate spiritul judecdtii juste. Energia creatiei
il impinge orbeste spre propriul lui scop. Rotile trasurii sale
starneste praful si-1 invaluie ca intr-un nor. Zeii stau ascunsi
unul de celdlalt. Nu-si pot recunoste decéat adoratorii. Atat.

Ernest: Spui cd un mare artist nu poate sa recunoasca valoarea
operei altcuiva.

Gilbert: fi e imposibil s4 o facd. Wordsworth a vazut in Endymion
doar o mostra agreabild de paganism, iar Shelley, cu refuzul lui
fata de actualitate, a fost surd la mesajul lui Wordsworth, avand
repulsie fatd de forma aleasd de acesta. Byron, acest om maret,

C ONTEMPORARY

LITERATURE P RESS

http://editura.mttlc.ro
The University of Bucharest, 2017



REDISCOVERING
OSCAR WILDE

Laxi

Oscar Wilde
The Critic as Artist. Criticul-Artist. De Profundis.
Parallel Texts.

117

human incomplete creature, could appreciate neither the poet of
the cloud nor the poet of the lake, and the wonder of Keats was
hidden from him. The realism of Euripides was hateful to
Sophokles. Those droppings of warm tears had no music for
him. Milton, with his sense of the grand style, could not
understand the method of Shakespeare, any more than could Sir
Joshua the method of Gainsborough. Bad artists always admire
each other’s worth. They call it being large-minded and free
from prejudice. But a truly great artist cannot conceive of life
being shown, or beauty fashioned, under any conditions other
than those that he has selected. Creation employs all its critical
faculty within its own sphere. It may not use it in the sphere that
belongs to others. It is exactly because a man cannot do a thing
that he is the proper judge of it.

Ernest. Do you really mean that?

Gilbert. Yes, for creation limits, while contemplation widens,
the vision.

Ernest. But what about technique? Surely each art has its
separate technique?

Gilbert. Certainly: each art has its grammar and its materials.
There is no mystery about either, and the incompetent can

pasionat si incomplet nu l-a gustat nici pe poetul norului si nici
pe cel al lacului iar minunea existentd in opera lui Keats i-a
rdmas strdind. Realismul lui Euripide ii era odios lui Sofocle.
Lacrimile calde nu-i spuneau nimic. Milton, cu simtul lui pentru
stilul grandios, nu a putut intelege maniera lui Shakespeare, si
nici sir Joshua pe a lui Gainsborough. Artistii prosti se admira
unul pe altul. Spun cd sunt deschisi, lipsiti de prejudecata. Dar
un artist cu adevdrat mare nu poate concepe ca viata sau
frumosul sd apara altfel modelate decat in maniera aleasa de el.
Creatia isi foloseste intreaga ei facultate critica doar in interiorul
propriei sfere. Nu are cum sd o foloseasca intr-o sferd care
apartine altuia. Si asta tocmai pentru ca omul nu poate face un
lucru si sa fie apoi judecdtorul lui corect.

Ernest: Chiar crezi asta?
Gilbert: Da, pentru ca intotdeauna creatia limiteazd, pe cand
contemplatia ldrgeste viziunea.

7
Ernest: Dar ce pdrere ai despre tehnicd? Evident, fiecare arta isi
are propria tehnica, nu-i asa?
Gilbert: Fara indoiald ca fiecare arta isi are gramatica si
materialele ei. Nu e nici un mister in legatura cu cele doua iar
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always be correct. But, while the laws upon which Art rests may
be fixed and certain to find their true realization, they must be
touched by the imagination into such beauty that they will seem
an exception, each one of them. Technique is really personality.
That is the reason why the artist cannot teach it, why the pupil
cannot learn it, and why the aesthetic critic can understand it. To
the great poet, there is only one method of music—his own. To
the great painter there is only one manner of painting— that
which he himself employs. The aesthetic critic, and the esthetic
critic alone, can appreciate all forms and modes. It is to him that
Art makes her appeal.

Ernest. Well, I think  have put all my questions to you. And now
I must admit—

Gilbert. Ah! don’t say that you agree with me. When people
agree with me I always feel that I must be wrong.

Ernest. In that case I certainly won’t tell you whether I agree
with you or not. But I will put another question. You have
explained to me that criticism is a creative art. What future has
it?

Gilbert. It is to criticism that the future belongs. The subject-
matter at the disposal of creation becomes every day more

incompetentul poate intotdeauna sa producd un lucru corect.
Daca legile pe care se sprijina arta pot fi considerate sigure si fixe,
pentru ca ele sa se manifeste cu adevdrat trebuie sa fie
transformate de imaginatie in frumos si astfel fiecare din ele va
pdrea o exceptie. Tehnica inseamnd personalitate. De aceea
artistul nu poate sd o predea si nici elevul s-o invete, de aceea
criticul estetic o poate intelege. Pentru marele poet nu exista
decat o metodd muzicald —a lui proprie. Pentru marele pictor nu
existd decdt o manierd de picturd —aceea pe care el insusi o
foloseste. Criticul estetic, numai criticul estetic poate aprecia
toate aceste forme si modalitdti. Lui i se adreseaza arta.

Ernest: Ei bine, cred ca ti-am pus toate intrebarile pe care le
aveam de pus. Acum trebuie sd recunosc...

Gilbert: Ah, nu-mi spune ca esti de acord cu mine. Cadnd oamenii
sunt de acord cu mine, simt mereu cd s-ar putea sd gresesc.
Ernest: In cazul dsta nu-ti voi spune daci sunt sau nu de acord
cu tine. Iti voi pune o alti intrebare. Mi-ai explicat c, ei bine,
critica este o arta creatoare. Ce viitor are?

Gilbert: Viitorul apartine criticii. Problematica la dispozitia
creatiei devine pe zi ce trece mai limitatd sub aspectul ariei si
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limited in extent and variety. Providence and “‘Mr. Walter Besant
have exhausted the obvious. If creation is to last at all, it can only
do so on the condition of becoming far more critical than it is at
present. The old roads and dusty highways have been traversed
too often. Their charm has been worn away by plodding feet,
and they have lost that element of novelty or surprise which is
so essential for romance. He who would stir us now by fiction
must either give us an entirely new background, or reveal to us
the soul of man in its innermost workings. The first is for the
moment being done for us by Mr. Rudyard Kipling. As one turns
over the pages of his Plain Tales from the Hills, one feels as if
one were seated under a palm-tree reading life by superb flashes
of vulgarity. The bright colours of the bazaars dazzle one’s eyes.
The jaded,
incongruity with their surroundings. The mere lack of style in

second-rate Anglo-Indians are in exquisite
the story-teller gives an odd journalistic realism to what he tells
us. From the point of view of literature Mr. Kipling is a genius
who drops his aspirates. From the point of view of life, he is a
reporter who knows vulgarity better than any one has ever
known it. Dickens knew its clothes and its comedy. Mr. Kipling

knows its essence and its seriousness. He is our first authority

varietatii. Providenta si domnul Walter Besant au epuizat
domeniul realitdtii palpabile. Creatia va rezista doar dacad va
contine mai mult spirit critic decat in prezent. Vechile drumuri
si cdi prafuite au fost batute mult prea des. Farmecul lor a fost
epuizat de cei care au ostenit pe ele, si-au pierdut, practic, acel
element de noutate si surpriza, esential vechiului roman. Cel
care va reusi sd ne atragd va trebui fie sa ofere fictiunii un cadru
cu totul nou, fie s ne dezviluie sufletul omului in cele mai
adanci ascunzisuri si reactii. Cand rasfoiesti cartea lui Kipling,
Plain Tales from the Hills (aprox. ,Povesti simple din tinutul
dealurilor”), te simti de parca ai sta sub un palmier, interpretand
de
stralucitoare ale bazarelor iti iau ochii. Anglo-indienii istoviti, de

viata prin crampeie superbe vulgaritate. Culorile
mana a doua, se afld intr-o desavarsitd dizarmonie cu
imprejurimile in care sunt descrisi. Simpla lipsa de stil a
povestitorului confera un realism ciudat, jurnalistic, celor
povestite. Ca literat, domnul Kipling este un geniu care-si
inghite de tot aspiratele. Din punct de vedere al vietii descrise,
se comportd asemeni unui reporter care cunoaste mai bine ca
oricine vulgaritatea. Dickens, de exemplu, a cunoscut bine

costumele si comedia vietii. Domnul Kipling {i cunoaste esenta
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on the second-rate, and has seen marvellous things through key-
holes, and his backgrounds are real works of art. As for the
second condition, we have had Browning, and Meredith is with
us. But there is still much to be done in the sphere of
introspection. People sometimes say that fiction is getting too
morbid. As far as psychology is concerned, it has never been
morbid enough. We have merely touched the surface of the soul,
that is all. In one single ivory cell of the brain there are stored
away things more marvellous and more terrible than even they
have dreamed of, who, like the author of Le Rouge et le Noir,
have sought to track the soul into its most secret places, and to
make life confess its dearest sins. Still, there is a limit even to the
number of untried backgrounds, and it is possible that a further
development of the habit of introspection may prove fatal to that
creative faculty to which it seeks to supply fresh material. I
myself am inclined to think that creation is doomed. It springs
from too primitive, too natural an impulse. However this may
be, it is certain that the subject-matter at the disposal of creation
is always diminishing, while the subject-matter of criticism
increases daily. There are always new attitudes for the mind,
and new points of view. The duty of imposing form upon chaos

si gravitatea. El este o autoritate in domeniul celor de a doua
mand si a vazut lucruri minunate prin gaura cheii iar trama
istorisirilor sale este o adevarati opera de arta. In ce priveste a
doua variantd, il avem pe Browning, iar Meredith ne sustine
punctul de vedere. Dar mai este mult de fdacut pe latura
introspectiei. Se spune uneori ca fictiunea devine din ce in ce mai
morbidd. Sub aspect psihologic nu a fost si nu este suficient de
morbida, asta-i. Intr-o singura celula de fildes a creierului sunt
depozitate lucruri mult mai minunate si mai teribile decat au
visat vreodatd cei care, asemeni autorului romanului Rosu si
Negru, au incercat sd urmadreascd sufletul in cele mai ascunse
locuri si sa forteze viata sd-si marturiseasca pdcatele cele mai
dragi. Totusi, tramele neexplorate sunt si ele limitate ca numar
si e posibil ca viitoarea evolutie a obisnuintei de introspectie sa
se dovedeasca fatald pentru spiritul creator cdruia incearca sa-i
furnizeze un material proaspat. Eu insumi inclin sa cred c4, fara
dar si poate, creatia e condamnatd sd piard. Si asta pentru cd
izvordste dintr-un impuls mult prea primitiv si natural. Oricum
ar sta lucrurile, problematica la dispozitia creatiei scade
neincetat, iar a criticii creste pe zi ce trece. Mereu apar noi
atitudini care provoaca spiritul, cum si puncte de vedere noi.
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does not grow less as the world advances. There was never a
time when Criticism was more needed than it is now. It is only
by its means that Humanity can become conscious of the point
at which it has arrived.

Hours ago, Ernest, you asked me the use of Criticism. You might
just as well have asked me the use of thought. It is Criticism, as
Arnold points out, that creates the intellectual atmosphere of the
age. It is Criticism, as I hope to point out myself some day, that
makes the mind a fine instrument. We, in our educational
system, have burdened the memory with a load of unconnected
facts, and laboriously striven to impart our laboriously-acquired
knowledge. We teach people how to remember, we never teach
them how to grow. It has never occurred to us to try and develop
in the mind a more subtle quality of apprehension and dis-
cernment. The Greeks did this, and when we come in contact
with the Greek critical intellect, we cannot but be conscious that,
while our subject-matter is in every respect larger and more
varied than theirs, theirs is the only method by which this
subject-matter can be interpreted. England has done one thing;
it has invented and established Public Opinion, which is an
attempt to organize the ignorance of the community, and to

Sarcina de a ordona haosul nu se diminueaza pe mdsura ce
lumea evolueaza. Nu a existat niciodata o perioada in care sa fie
nevoie de criticd asa cum este acum. Numai prin critica
umanitatea poate constientiza punctul in care se afla.

Acum céteva ore m-ai intrebat despre utilitatea criticii. M-ai fi
putut intreba la fel de bine despre utilitatea gandirii. Dupd cum
subliniaza Arnold, critica este cea care creeazd atmosfera
intelectuald a epocii. Critica transforma spiritul intr-un
instrument de finete si sper sa demonstrez candva acest lucru.
Cu sistemul educational pe care il avem, ne-am incdrcat
memoria cu fapte disparate si ne-am straduit sa comunicam
cunostintele dobandite laborios. Mereu ii invatdim pe oameni
cum sa-si aminteasca dar niciodatd nu-i invatdm cum sa creasca.
Nu ne-a trecut prin minte sd incercam sd cultivam o calitate mai
subtila de intelegere si discernamant. Grecii au facut asta, si
atunci cand venim in contact cu grecii, cu intelectul critic al
grecilor, constientizam faptul cd, in vreme ce problematica
noastrd este mult mai larga si mai variatd decat a lor, ei poseda
singura metodd prin care aceasta poate fi interpretata. Anglia a
facut un lucru: a inventat si consacrat opinia publicd—o
incercare de a organiza ignoranta comunitatii si de a o ridica la
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elevate it to the dignity of physical force. But Wisdom has
always been hidden from it. Considered as an instrument of
thought, the English mind is coarse and undeveloped. The only
thing that can purify it is the growth of the critical instinct.

It is Criticism, again, that, by concentration, makes culture
possible. It takes the cumbersome mass of creative work, and
distils it into a finer essence. Who that desires to retain any sense
of form could struggle through the monstrous multitudinous
books that the world has produced, books in which thought
stammers or ignorance brawls? The thread that is to guide us
across the wearisome labyrinth is in the hands of Criticism. Nay
more, where there is no record, and history is either lost or was
never written, Criticism can recreate the past for us from the
very smallest fragment of language or art, just as surely as the
man of science can from some tiny bone, or the mere impress of
a foot upon a rock, recreate for us the winged dragon or Titan
lizard that once made the earth shake beneath its tread, can call
Behemoth out of his cave, and make Leviathan swim once more
across the startled sea. Prehistoric history belongs to the
philological and archological critic. It is to him that the origins
of things are revealed. The self-conscious deposits of an age are

rangul de fortd criticd. Dar intelepciunea i-a ramas mereu
strdind. Ca instrument de gandire, spiritul englez este
rudimentar si subdezvoltat. Singurul lucru care-l poate purifica
este dezvoltarea instinctului critic.

Inci o data, critica este aceea care, prin concentrare, dd o sansd
culturii sa existe. Ea distileaza masa impovaratoare de creatii in
esente subtile. Oare cine dintre cei care doresc sa extraga un sens
al formei se poate lupta cu masa monstruoasa de carti produse,
carti in care gandirea se balbaie si ignoranta face taraboi? Firul
care ne va ghida in labirintul obositor se afla in mana criticii. Mai
mult, acolo unde nu exista nici o mentiune iar istoria fie se
pierde, fie n-a fost niciodata scrisd, critica poate recrea trecutul
de la cel mai mic detaliu de limba si artd, asa cum omul de stiintd,
pornind de la un os sau urma unui picior pe stancd, recreeaza
dragonul inaripat si soparla-titan care, cdndva, au fdcut
pdmantul sa se clatine sub pasul lor, poate sa-l1 cheme pe
Behemut din pestera lui si pe leviathan sd inoate in marea
inmarmurita. Preistoria apartine criticului filolog si arheolog.
Lui i se reveleazd originile tuturor lucrurilor. Acumularile
constiente de sine ale unei epoci sunt aproape intotdeauna
inselatoare. Doar prin intermediul criticii filologice stim mai
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nearly always misleading. Through philological criticism alone
we know more of the centuries of which no actual record has
been preserved, than we do of the centuries that have left us
their scrolls. It can do for us what can be done neither by physics
nor metaphysics. It can give us the exact science of mind in the
process of becoming. It can do for us what History cannot do. It
can tell us what man thought before he learned how to write.
You have asked me about the influence of Criticism. I think I
have answered that question already; but there is this also to be
said. It is Criticism that makes us cosmopolitan. The Manchester
school tried to make men realize the brotherhood of humanity,
by pointing out the commercial advantages of peace. It sought
to degrade the wonderful world into a common marketplace for
the buyer and the seller. It addressed itself to the lowest
instincts, and it failed. War followed upon war, and the
tradesman’s creed did not prevent France and Germany from
clashing together in blood-stained battle. There are others of our
own day who seek to appeal to mere emotional sympathies, or
to the shallow dogmas of some vague system of abstract ethics.
They have their Peace Societies, so dear to the sentimentalists,
and their proposals for unarmed International Arbitration, so

mult despre secolele din care nu s-a pdstrat nici o mentiune decat
despre cele care ne-au ldsat pergamentele lor. Poate face pentru
noi ceea ce fizica si metafizica nu sunt in stare. Ea ne ofera o
cunoastere exactd a spiritului in devenire. Poate face pentru noi
ceea ce istoria nu poate. Ne spune ce a gandit omul inainte de a
invata sd scrie. M-ai intrebat despre influenta criticii. Cred cd am
rdspuns deja la aceastd intrebare — dar mai este ceva de adaugat.
Scoala de la Manchester* a incercat sd-i facd pe oameni sd-si dea
seama de necesitatea spiritului fratesc in relatiile umane, scotand
in evidentd avantajele comerciale ale pdcii. A cdutat sa coboare
lumea minunata la nivelul unei banale piete in care existd
cumpadratori si vanzdtori. Ea, de fapt, s-a adresat instinctelor
inferioare si a dat gres. Au urmat razboaie dupa razboaie iar
crezul comerciantului nu a impiedicat Franta si Germania sa se
confrunte intr-o batdlie sdngeroasd. Chiar azi se mai gdsesc unii
care incearca sd apeleze la simple simpatii emotionale sau la
dogmele superficiale ale unui vag sistem de eticd abstracta. Isi
au ,,Asociatiile pentru pace”, atat de dragi sentimentalilor, si fac
propuneri de ,arbitraj international,” fdrd folosirea armelor,
propuneri atat de populare printre cei care nu au citit niciodata
istorie. Dar simpla participare afectivd, emotionald nu-i
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popular among those who have never read history. But mere
emotional sympathy will not do. It is too variable, and too
closely connected with the passions; and a board of arbitrators
who, for the general welfare of the race, are to be deprived of the
power of putting their decisions into execution, will not be of
much avail. There is only one thing worse than Injustice, and
that is Justice without her sword in her hand. When Right is not
Might, it is Evil.

No: the emotions will not make us cosmopolitan, any more than
the greed for gain could do so. It is only by the cultivation of the
habit of intellectual criticism that we shall be able to rise superior
to race prejudices. Goethe — you will not misunderstand what I
say —was a German of the Germans. He loved his country —no
man more so. Its people were dear to him; and he led them. Yet,
when the iron hoof of Napoleon trampled upon vineyard and
corn—field, his lips were silent. ,How can one write songs of
hatred without hating?” he said to Eckermann, “and how could
I, to whom culture and barbarism are alone of importance, hate
a nation which is among the most cultivated of the earth, and to
which I owe so great a part of my own cultivation?” This note,
sounded in the modern world by Goethe first, will become, I

suficientd. Ea este mult prea schimbdtoare si prea strans legata
de pasiuni; o comisie de arbitrii care, pentru bundstarea rasei,
urmeazd sa fie opriti sd-si pund deciziile in practica, nu prea
foloseste la nimic. Existd un singur lucru mult mai rdu decat
nedreptatea —justitia lipsitd de sabia ei. Atunci cand Dreptatea

nu reprezintd si Puterea, ea reprezintd Raul.

Nu, emotia nu ne va face sa fim mai cosmopoliti decat o face
lacomia de castig. Doar prin cultivarea criticii intelectuale vom
putea sd ne ridicam deasupra prejudecatilor de rasa. Goethe —sa
nu intelegi gresit ce vreau sd spun—a fost un neamt printre
germani. Si-a iubit tara ca nimeni altul. I-au fost dragi
concetdtenii, i-a condus. Totusi, cand pintenul de fier al lui
Napoleon i-a cédlcat via si ogorul, n-a scos o vorba. ,Cum poti sd
scrii imnuri ale urii fara sa urdsti?” i-a spus el lui Eckerman,
,cum as putea s-o fac tocmai eu, care apreciez doar cultura si
barbaria, sa urdsc o natiune dintre cele mai cultivate de pe
pamant si cdreia ii datorez o mare parte din propria mea
cultura?” Aceastd coardd, atinsa in lumea modernd pentru prima
oard de Goethe, cred ca este punctul de pornire al spiritului
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think, the starting point for the cosmopolitanism of the future.
Criticism will annihilate race prejudices, by insisting upon the
unity of the human mind in the variety of its forms. If we are
tempted to make war upon another nation, we shall remember
that we are seeking to destroy an element of our own culture,
and possibly its most important element. As long as war is
regarded as wicked, it will always have its fascination. When it
is looked upon as vulgar, it will cease to be popular. The change
will, of course, be slow, and people will not be conscious of it.
They will not say “We will not war against France because her
prose is perfect,” but because the prose of France is perfect they
will not hate the land. Intellectual criticism will bind Europe
together in bonds far closer than those that can be forged by
shopman or sentimentalist. It will give us the peace that springs
from understanding.

Nor is this all. It is Criticism that, recognizing no position as
final, and refusing to bind itself by the shallow shibboleths of
any sect or school, creates that serene philosophic temper which
loves truth for its own sake, and loves it not the less because it
knows it to be unattainable. How little we have of this temper in
England, and how much we need it! The English mind is always

cosmopolit de maine. Critica va anihila prejudecitile de rasa
insistand asupra unitatii spiritului uman in varietatea formelor
lui. Dacd vom fi tentati sd ne razboim cu o alta natiune, va trebui
sd ne amintim cd vrem de fapt sd distrugem un element al
propriei noastre culturi, poate cd elementul ei cel mai important.
Atata vreme cat razboiul va fi considerat un lucru daunator, isi
va pdstra aura fascinantd. Cand va fi privit drept vulgaritate, va
inceta sd mai fie popular. Desigur, schimbarea va fi lentd iar
oamenii nu vor fi congtienti de ea. Ei nu vor spune: ,Nu vom
lupta impotriva Frantei pentru cd proza ei este perfectd,” ci
pentru ca proza Frantei este perfectd, nu vor uri tara. Critica
intelectuald va uni Europa prin legdturi mult mai apropiate
decat cele create de comerciant sau sentimental. Ea ne va da
pacea izvoratd din intelegere.

Si asta nu-i tot. Critica este aceea care, admitand faptul ca nici o
opinie nu este ultima posibild si refuzand sa se ferece in
formulele superficiale ale oricarei secte sau scoli, creeaza acel
temperament filosofic senin, iubitor de adevdr de dragul
adevarului si nu-l iubeste mai putin stiind ca este de neatins. Cat
de putin existd in Anglia acest gen de temperament si ce nevoie
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in a rage. The intellect of the race is wasted in the sordid and
third-rate
theologians. It was reserved for a man of science to show us the

stupid quarrels of second-rate politicians or
supreme example of that “sweet reasonableness” of which
Arnold spoke so wisely, and, alas! to so little effect. The author
of the Origin of Species had, at any rate, the philosophic temper.
If one contemplates the ordinary pulpits and platforms of
England, one can but feel the contempt of Julian, or the
indifference of Montaigne. We are dominated by the fanatic,
whose worst vice is his sincerity. Anything approaching to the
free play of the mind is practically unknown amongst us. People
cry out against the sinner, yet it is not the sinful, but the stupid,
who are our shame. There is no sin except stupidity.

Ernest. Ah! what an antinomian you are!

Gilbert. The artistic critic, like the mystic, is an antinomian
always. To be good, according to the vulgar standard of
goodness, is obviously quite easy. It merely requires a certain
amount of sordid terror, a certain lack of imaginative thought,
and a certain low passion for middle-class respectability.
‘Aesthetics are higher than ethics. They belong to a more

avem de el! Spiritul englez este mereu furios. Intelectul rasei se
iroseste in certuri sordide si prostesti intre politicieni de méana a
doua si teologi de mana a treia. I-a fost dat unui om de stiinta sa
ne dea exemplul suprem de ,rationalitate reconfortanta”, aceea
despre care Arnold vorbea cu atata intelepciune si, vai, cu un
efect atat de redus. Autorul Originii speciilor avea, cel putin,
temperament filosofic. Daca vom observa cu atentie ce se petrece
in amvoanele si tribunele obisnuite din Anglia, nu vom simti
alceva decat dispretul lui Julian si indiferenta lui Montaigne.
Suntem dominati de fanatic al carui viciu este sinceritatea. Tot ce
se apropie de liberul joc al spiritului ne este practic necunoscut.
Oamenii se revoltd impotriva pacdtosilor; cu toate astea nu
pdcatosii ci prostii sunt plaga noastra. Nu exista alt pacat in afara
prostiei.

Ernest: Ah, ce spirit antinomic mai esti si tu!

Gilbert: Criticul artistic, asemeni misticului, are intotdeauna
spirit antinomic. Conform etalonului vulgar de bunatate, a fi bun
este destul de usor. Nu-ti trebuie decat o anume cantitate de
teroare sordidd, o anume lipsd de imaginatie in gandire si
pasiune inferioard pentru respectabilitatea clasei de mijloc.
Estetica este superioard eticii. Ea apartine unei sfere elevat-

C ONTEMPORARY

LITERATURE P RESS

http://editura.mttlc.ro
The University of Bucharest, 2017



REDISCOVERING
OSCAR WILDE

[~ 11
kal

Oscar Wilde
The Critic as Artist. Criticul-Artist. De Profundis.
Parallel Texts.

127

spiritual sphere. To discern the beauty of a thing is the finest
point to which we can arrive. Even a colour-sense is more
important, in the development of the individual, than a sense of
right and wrong. ‘Esthetics, in fact, are to Ethics in the sphere of
conscious civilization, what, in the sphere of the external world,
sexual is to natural selection. Ethics, like natural selection, make
existence possible. “Esthetics, like sexual selection, make life
lovely and wonderful, fill it with new forms, and give it
progress, and variety and change. And when we reach the true
culture that is our aim, we attain to that perfection of which the
saints have dreamed, the perfection of those to whom sin is
impossible, not because they make the renunciations of the
ascetic, but because they can do everything they wish without
hurt to the soul, and can wish for nothing that can do the soul
harm, the soul being an entity so divine that it is able to
transform into elements of a richer experience, or a finer
susceptibility, or a newer mode of thought, acts or passions that
with the common would be commonplace, or with the
uneducated, ignoble, or with the shameful vile. Is this
dangerous? Yes; it is dangerous —all ideas, as I told you, are so.
But the night wearies, and the light flickers in the lamp. One

spirituale. A discerne frumusetea unui lucru este punctul cel mai
subtil in care putem ajunge. In dezvoltarea unui individ simtul
culorii este mai important decat simtul justitiei sau injustitiei. In
sfera civilizatiei constiente, estetica si etica se afld in acelasi
raport ca selectia sexuald si cea naturald din lumea exterioara.
Etica, asemeni selectiei naturale, face existenta posibila. Estetica,
asemeni selectiei sexuale, face viata mai placutd si mai frumoasd,
o umple de forme noi, i oferd progresul, varietatea si
schimbarea. Si atunci cand ne vom atinge scopul, cultura
adevdrata, vom ajunge la acea perfectiune la care au visat sfintii,
perfectiunea celor pentru care pacatul este imposibil —nu din
cauza renuntarii ascetice, pur si simplu pentru cd voi putea face
tot ce doresc fard sa aducd vreun prejudiciu sufletului si pentru
ca nu voi dori nimic din ce poate leza sufletul, sufletul fiind acea
entitate atat de apropiatd de divin incat este capabild sa
transforme actele sau pasiunile, banale pentru omul obisnuit sau
needucat si ignobil sau pentru josnic, in datele unei experiente si
mai cuprinzdtoare sau intr-o forma subtilda de sensibilitate sau
intr-un mod nou de gandire. Este asta un lucru periculos? Da.
Este periculos—toate ideile sunt periculoase, cum ti-am mai
spus. Dar noaptea e pe terminate iar lumina palpaie in lampa.
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more thing I cannot help saying to you. You have spoken against
Criticism as being a sterile thing. The nineteenth century is a
turning point in history simply on account of the work of two
men, Darwin and Renan, the one the critic of the Book of Nature,
the other the critic of the books of God. Not to recognize this is
to miss the meaning of one of the most important eras in the
progress of the world. Creation is always behind the age. It is
Criticism that leads us. The Critical Spirit and the World-Spirit
are one.

Ernest. And he who is in possession of this spirit, or whom this
spirit possesses, will, I suppose, do nothing?

Gilbert. Like the Persephone of whom Landor tells us, the sweet
pensive Persephone around whose white feet the asphodel and
amaranth are blooming, he will sit contented ”“in that deep,
motionless quiet which mortals pity, and which the gods enjoy.”
He will look out upon the world and know its secret. By contact
with divine things, he will become divine. His will be the perfect
life, and his only.

Ernest. You have told me many strange things tonight, Gilbert.
You have told me that it is more difficult to talk about a thing
than to do it, and that to do nothing at all is the most difficult

Nu ma pot abtine sa nu-ti mai spun ceva. Ai vorbit impotriva
criticii, considerdnd-o sterild. Secolul al XIX-lea este o rascruce
in istorie datoritd operei a doi oameni. Darwin si Renan, primul
fiind criticul Cartii Naturii, celdlalt criticul Cartilor lui
Dumnezeu. A nu recunoaste acest lucru inseamna sa nu intelegi
sensul celei mai importante ere din evolutia omenirii. Creatia se
afld in permanenta dincolo de epoca. Spiritul critic ne conduce,
de fapt. Spiritul Critic si Spiritul Lumii sunt una.

Ernest: Si cel care poseda acest spirit sau cel pe care acest spirit
il poseda nu va face nimic?

Gilbert: Asemeni Persefonei despre care ne povesteste Landor,
dulcea si contemplativa Persefond, in jurul cdreia infloresc
asfodele si flori de amarant, el va sta multumit ,in acea liniste
adancd, nemiscatd, pe care muritorii 0 compatimesc iar zeii o

~ I

gustd.” El va contempla lumea si-i va afla tainele. Prin contactul
cu divinul va deveni divin. Viata lui va fi perfectad si-i va apartine
in intregime.

Ernest: Mi-ai spus o multime de lucruri stranii in noaptea asta.
Mi-ai spus cd e mai dificil s vorbesti despre un lucru decat sa-1

faci, cd a nu face nimic este cel mai dificil lucru din lume; mi-ai
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thing in the world; you have told me that all Art is immoral, and
all thought dangerous; that criticism is more creative than
creation, and that the highest criticism is that which reveals in
the work of Art what the artist had not put there; that it is exactly
because a man cannot do a thing that he is the proper judge of
it; and that the true critic is unfair, insincere, and not rational.
My friend, you are a dreamer.

Gilbert. Yes; | am a dreamer. For a dreamer is one who can only
find his way by moonlight, and his punishment is that he sees
the dawn before the rest of the world.

Ernest. His punishment?

Gilbert. And his reward. But see, it is dawn already. Draw back
the curtains and open the windows wide. How cool the morning
air is! Piccadilly lies at our feet like a long riband of silver. A faint
purple mist hangs over the Park, and the shadows of the white
houses are purple. It is too late to sleep. Let us go down to
Covent Garden and look at the roses. Come! I am tired of
thought.

mai spus cd arta este imorald si gandirea periculoasd, ca
intotdeauna critica este mai creatoare decat creatia iar critica
superioara este aceea care dezvaluie ceea ce artistul nu a pus in
opera lui, cd tocmai pentru ca omul nu poate face un lucru
devine judecdtorul potrivit al acelui lucru, cd adevaratul critic
este nedrept, nesincer si deloc rational. Prietene, esti un visator.

Gilbert: Da, sunt visdtor. Ca visator este acela care-si poate gasi
drumul doar la lumina lunii iar pedeapsa lui este cd vede zorii
inaintea celorlalti.

Ernest: Pedeapsa lui?

Gilbert: Si recompensa. Dar iatd, deja s-a crapat de ziud. Trage
perdelele si deschide larg ferestrele. Ce racoros e aerul diminetii!
Piccadilly se afla la picioarele noastre asemeni unei panglici
lungi de argint. O ceatd usor purpurie pluteste deasupra
parcului iar umbrele caselor albe sunt purpurii. E tarziu sa
mergem acum la culcare. Hai la Covent Garden sd privim
trandafirii. Vino! Am obosit sa gandesc.
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Note

i Samuel Pepys (1633-1703) —secretar ar Amiralitatii. Jurnalul lui, care se intinde pe o perioad de noud ani, a fost scris codificat.

it Aripd a Bisericii Anglicane care nu pune accent pe diferentele doctrinare.

it Sir Lewis Morris (1833-1907) — poet galez, autor al volumelor Songs of Two Worlds si The Epic of Hades, innobilat in 1895.

v Georges Ohnet (1848-1918) —romancier francez, autor al unei serii de romane cu titlul generic Les Battailles de la vie.

vHenry Arthur Jones (1851-1929) — dramaturg britanic; impreuna cu sir Arthur Wing Pinero a fondat teatrul , problematicii realiste”.
viOscar Wilde se refera si citeazd din eseul lui Walter Pater: ,Leonardo da Vinci. Homo Minister et Interpres Naturae.”

Vil Pictorul care isi construieste tabloul prin contrastul dintre umbre si efectele de lumina asupra obiectelor colorate.

viii Cardinalul John Henry Newman (1801-90) — teolog si poet, vicar la St. Mary si sprijinitor al miscdrii , tractariene” ai carei membri
s-au convertit la catolicism, cum a facut si el insusi in 1845. Conferintele lui au atras atentia prin calitatea ironiei si distinctia stilului
literar.

ix Sir Walter Besant (1836-1901) —romancier. La inceput impreund cu James Rice, apoi singur, a scris romane in care a sustinut
reformele sociale.

x ,Scoala de la Manchester” —nume dat de Disraeli lui Cobden si Bright si adeptilor lor care se intruneau la Manchester. Ei sustineau
comertul liber, politica de relaxare fiscala si neamestecul guvernului in afaceri.
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...Suffering is one very long moment. We cannot divide it by seasons.
We can only record its moods, and chronicle their return. With us time itself
does not progress. It revolves. It seems to circle round one centre of pain.
The paralysing immobility of a life every circumstance of which is regulated
after an unchangeable pattern, so that we eat and drink 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 very
minutest detail like its brother, seems to communicate itself to those external
forces the very essence of whose existence is ceaseless change. Of seed-time
or harvest, of the reapers bending over the corn, or the grape gatherers
threading through the vines, of the grass in the orchard made white with
broken blossoms or strewn with fallen fruit: of these we know nothing, and
can know nothing. For us there is only one season, the season of sorrow. The
very sun and moon seem taken from us. Outside, the day may be blue and
gold, but the light that creeps down through the thickly-muffled glass of the
small iron-barred window beneath which one sits is grey and niggard. It is
always twilight in one’s cell, as it is always twilight in one’s heart. And in
the sphere of thought, no less than in the sphere of time, motion is no more.
The thing that you personally have long ago forgotten, or can easily forget,
is happening to me now, and will happen to me again tomorrow. Re-
member this, and you will be able to understand a little of why I am
writing, and in this manner writing...

A week later, I am transferred here. Three more months go over and

Suferinta e o clipa nesfarsitd. Nu o putem imparti in anotimpuri. {i
putem inregistra doar stdrile si consemna revenirile. La noi timpul nu
progreseaza. Se roteste. Pare cd se roteste in jurul unui singur cerc al durerii.
Imobilitatea paralizantd a vietii, fiecare imprejurare prin care se
reglementeazd dupd un tipar neschimbaétor astfel incat mancdm, bem, ne
plimbadm, ne culcam sau ingenunchem sa ne rugam dupa regulile inflexibile
ale unei formule de fier, ei bine, aceastd imobilitate care face ca fiecare zi sd
fie ca precedenta pana in cele mai mici detalii, pare a comunica acelor forte
exterioare esenta insdsi, a cdrei existentd este schimbarea perpetud. Nu
avem nici o veste, nu stim nimic despre semadnat si cules, despre culegatorii
care se apleacd deasupra graului sau despre culegétorii de struguri care fisi
croiesc drum printre araci, nici despre iarba livezilor indlbita de bobocii
sfaramati sau presdrata cu fructe cazute. Pentru noi nu-i decat un anotimp,
anotimpul Durerii. Pare cd ne-au fost luate si soarele si luna. Afard, ziua,
poate fi senind sau aurie, dar lumina se strecoara aici prin geamul bine
camulflat al ferestrei cu gratii de fier sub care bancile sunt cenusii si precare.
In celuld e mereu amurg, asa cum in inimd e vesnic miez de noapte.
Gandirea si timpul sunt imobile. Ceea ce tu personal ai uitat de mult sau
poti uita usor, mi se intAmpld mie acum si mi se va intdmpla maine din nou.
Retine acest lucru, si atunci vei putea intelege motivul pentru care iti scriu

acum si in acest mod...

Peste o sdptamana am fost transferat aici. Dupa trei luni a murit mama.
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my mother dies. No one knew how deeply I loved and honoured her. Her
death was terrible to me; but I, once a lord of language, have no words in
which to express my anguish and my shame. She and my father had
bequeathed me a name they had made noble and honoured, not
merely in literature, art, archeology, and science, but in the public
history of my own country, in its evolution as a nation. I had disgraced
that name eternally. I had made it a low byword among low people. I
had dragged it through the very mire. | had given it to brutes that they
might make it brutal and to fools that they might turn it into a
synonym for folly. What I suffered then, and still suffer, is not for pen
to write or paper to record. My wife, always kind and gentle to me,
rather than that I should hear the news from indifferent lips, travelled,
ill as she was, all the way from Genoa to England to break to me herself
the tidings of so irreparable, so irremediable, a loss. Messages of
sympathy reached me from all who had still affection for me. Even
people who had not known me personally, hearing that a new sorrow
had broken into my life, wrote to ask that some expression of their
condolence should be conveyed to me. ..

Three months go over. The calendar of my daily conduct and labour
that hangs on the outside of my cell door, with my name and sentence
written upon it, tells me that it is May....

Prosperity, pleasure and success, may be rough of grain and common
in fibre, but sorrow is the most sensitive of all created things. There is
nothing that stirs in the whole world of thought to which sorrow does not

Nimeni nu stia cat de mult am iubit-o si am respectat-o. Moartea ei a fost
atdt de groaznicd pentru mine incat eu, care odinioard eram stapanul
cuvintelor, nu am mai avut cuvinte pentru a-mi exprima chinul si rusinea.
Ea si tatdl meu mi-au ldsat mostenire un nume pe care l-au innobilat si
onorat nu doar in literaturd, artd, arheologie si stiintd, dar si in istoria tarii
mele, in progresul ei ca natiune. Am dezonorat acest nume pentru
totdeauna. L-am fadcut notoriu printre cei de joasd spetd. L-am tarat prin
mocirld. L-am dat pe ména brutelor sa-1 brutalizeze si narozilor sd faca din
el un sinonim al prostiei. Nu am suferit nici atunci si nici acum pentru ca n-
am avut toc si hartie de scris pentru a consemna acest lucru. Sotia mea, la
vremea aceea blanda si delicatd, de teama ca eu sd nu aud stirea dintr-o gurd
indiferenta si strdind, a preferat, bolnavd cum era, sa vind tot drumul de la
Genova pand in Anglia sd-mi dea ea insdsi stirea despre aceastd pierdere
definitivd si ireparabild. La mine au ajuns mesaje de simpatie din partea
celor care incd au afectiune fatd de mine. Chiar si cei care nu m-au cunoscut
personal, auzind de noua suferintd care mi-a napadit viata deja distrusa, au

scris cerand sd mi se transmitd condoleante...

Au mai trecut trei luni. Calendarul actiunilor si corvezilor mele

zilnice, cu numele si pedeapsa inscrise in el, imi spune cd e mai...

Prosperitatea, Placerea si Succesul pot avea o consistentd brutald si o
fibra banald, dar Durerea este cea mai delicatd dintre toate cele create. Nu
existd nimic din ce freamata in lumea gandirii si actiunii la care Durerea sa
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vibrate in terrible and exquisite pulsation. The thin beaten-out leaf of
tremulous gold that chronicles the direction of forces the eye cannot see is
in comparison coarse. It is a wound that bleeds when any hand but that of
Love touches it, and even then must bleed again, though not in pain.

Where there is sorrow there is holy ground. Some day people
will realise what that means. They will know nothing of life till
they do —and natures like this can realise it. When I was brought down
from my prison to the Court of Bankruptcy, between two policemen, —
waited in the long dreary corridor that, before the whole crowd, whom
an action so sweet and simple hushed into silence, he might gravely
raise his hat to me, as, handcuffed and with bowed head, I passed him
by. Men have gone to heaven for smaller things than that. It was in this
spirit, and with this mode of love, that the saints knelt down to wash
the feet of the poor, or stooped to kiss the leper on the cheek. I have
never said one single word to him about what he did. I do not know to
the present moment whether he is aware that I was even conscious of his
action. It is not a thing for which one can render formal thanks in formal
words. I store it in the treasure —house of my heart. I keep it there as a secret
debt that I am glad to think I can never possibly repay. It is embalmed and
kept sweet by the myrrh and cassia of many tears. When Wisdom has been
profitless to me, Philosophy barren, and the proverbs and phrases of those
who have sought to give me consolation as dust and ashes in my mouth, the

nu vibreze intr-un ritm extraordinar, dacd nu sublim. Foita tremurdtoare de
aur, care inregistreaza directia fortelor ce nu pot fi sesizate de viz este, prin
comparatie, vulgara. Este o rand care sdngereazd cand este atinsd de oricare
altd mand in afara de mana lubirii, si chiar atunci trebuie sd sdngereze din
nou, desi nu din cauza durerii.

Acolo unde e Durere, se calcd pe un pamant sfintit. Intr-o zi lumea isi
va da seama ce inseamnad acest lucru. Pand atunci nu va cunoaste nimic din
viatd. [...] si firile asemeni lui! isi pot dat seama. Cand am fost adus intre
doi politisti la tribunalul care-mi judeca falimentul, Robbie a asteptat pe
coridorul lung si intunecos ca, inaintea unei multimi adusa la tdcere in fata
unui gest atat de delicat si simplu, sd-si scoatd cu gravitate paldria caind am
trecut in cdtuse si cu capul plecat. Oamenii au ajuns in rai pentru gesturi
mai simple decat acesta. In acest spirit si patrunsi de o asemenea iubire,
sfintii au ingenuncheat si spele picioarele saracilor ori s-au oprit sd-i sarute
pe leprosi pe obraji. O datd nu i-am spus o vorba despre ce-a facut. Nici
pand azi nu stiu daci si-a dat seama de gestul lui. Il pastrez in tainita cu
comori a inimii mele. 11 pastrez acolo ca pe o datorie secretd, si sunt bucuros
cand ma gandesc cd nu am cum sa-1 rdspldtesc. Sta acolo imbalsdamat si
pastrat in dulceata lui cu smirna si casia multor lacrimi. Cand Intelepciunea
nu mi-a fost de nici un folos iar Filosofia s-a dovedit a fi goald, iar proverbele
si frazele celor care s-au strdduit s ma consoleze, doar praf si cenusd pe
limbd, amintirea acelui gest umil de Iubire mi-a desferecat fantanile milei, a
facut din floarea desertului un trandafir, m-a scos din américiunea exilului

Este vorba despre prietenul lui Wilde, Robbie Ross, cel cdruia i-a incredintat si aceastd scrisoare.
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memory of that little, lovely, silent act of Love has unsealed for me all the singuratic si m-a legat de inima ranitd, distrusd si mareatd a lumii. Cand
wells of pity: made the desert blossom like a rose, and brought me out of ~oamenii vor putea intelege, nu doar cat de frumos a fost gestul lui [R...], dar
the bitterness of lonely exile into harmony with the wounded, broken, catde multa insemnat si va insemna el pentru mine, atunci, probabil, isi vor
and great heart of the world. When people are able to understand, not da seama cum si in ce spirit ar fi trebuit sa se apropie de mine ....

merely how beautiful —’s action was, but why it meant so much to me,

and always will mean so much, then, perhaps, they will realise how and

in what spirit they should approach me...

1Hamlet, act I, scena 1V, trad. Ion Vinea, op. cit.

2The Borderers, actul 111.

30 femeie neinsemnatd, actul IV.

40 femeie fard importantd, actul IV.

5 Rédi am fost/sub blanda, dulce-a soarelui lumina”, Infernul, VII, ed.cit.

6 Purgatoriul, XXIIL

7 Traducerea lui Carlyle la ,, Anii de ucenicie ai lui Wilhelm Meister” (Wilhelm Meister’s Apprenticeship, engl.).
8Vezi si discutia despre mimesis in eseul , Criticul —artist”.

2 Algernon Charles Swinburne, , Before Parting” in Poems and Ballads, 1866.

10 Wordsworth, The Excursion, IV, 139.

1 Fapte, 3:2.

12 Un citat usor denaturat din poemul in proza , Artistul”, care a apdrut pentru prima oara in Fortnightly Review din iulie 1894. A fost
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retipdrit in volumul Crima Lordului Arthur Savile si alte proze (1908).

13Vezi Prefata la Portretul lui Dorian Gray.

14 Dar rdamane intrebarea despre ce inseamna a fi drept. Metoda, secretul si rationalitatea blanda a lui Isus.” (Literatura si dogma).
15 Heliogabal.

16 Marcu, 5:9.

17 Aristotel, Poetica, cap. XIIL.

18 Milton, Il Penseroso.

19 Aristotel, Poetica, cap. XIII.

20 Milton, Comus, 478. “Ce seducatoare-i divina Filosofie!/Nu-i nicidecum aspra si greu de-nteles/Precum idioti cu mintea incuiata
zic./Ci-i la fel de armonioasa ca lira lui Apolo.”

21, Ci s-a fiacut in asa mdsurd iubit, incat dupd moartea lui a fost iubit in continuare, iatd capodopera lui Isus si ce i-a uluit cu atit mai mult pe
contemporanii lui.” (Cap. XXVIII). (orig. in fr.)

22 Gi sa vadem pamantul tot de la un pol la altul/Sa-aruncam privirea, sd-ncuviintdm, sa ne repezim apoi— /$i sa n-ajungem sa-
accedem la propriul suflet méacar o data/ Inainte de a muri. Matthew Arnold, ,A Southern Night.”[1861].

2 In conferinta ,Predicatorul”, publicatd postum in Lectures and Biographical Sketches (1883). “In afard de pasiune si interes care
pervertesc, ceea ce ne impovdreaza este supreficialitatea. Parerile oamenilor isi pierd valoarea pentru acela care intuieste cd sunt
predictibile chiar prin natura categoriei careia acestea apartin. Nimic nu e mai rar la om, oricare ar fi el, decat o faptd care sa-i
apartina.”

24_-O, Doamne! dd-mi curajul si vlaga minunata/Sa-mi pot privi si gadndul si trupul, nescarbit!”, din ,, O cdldtorie in Cythera”, in Florile
raului (1857), trad. Al Philippide.

25 [saia, 53:3.
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26 Virgiliu, Ecloga IV: ,, Jam redit et virgo”.

27In acest punct, Wilde urmeaza ideile maestrului sdu oxfordian, John Ruskin, sustindtor al artei medievale, spre deosebire de un
alt critic al vremii, apreciat in egald masurd de Wilde, Walter Pater.

28 Doi dintre membrii miscarii , Arts and Crafts”.

29 Of Beauty (Despre Frumos), in The Essays or Counsels, Civil and Moral, of Francis Bacon Ld Verulam Viscount St. Albans, 1627. Citatul
correct: “Nu existd frumusete cu adevdrat, daca aceasta nu contine o anume stranietate a proportiei.”

30 Joan, 3:8.

31Visul unei nopti de vard, act V, scena I, trad. Dan Grigorescu, William Shakespeare, Teatru, ed. Albatros, Bucuresti, 1971.

32 Cap. 2.

33 Personajul principal din dialogul platonician Charmides, unde apare ca un tanar frumos care intruchipeaza tema centrala a co@povy
sau moderatiei. Lungul poem omonim al lui Wilde este despre un personaj imaginar.

34 Eu sunt pastorul cel bun.” Ioan, 10: 11, 14.

35, Priviti crinii cdimpului cum cresc! Ei nu se ostenesc, nici nu torc.” Matei, 6:28.

36 Savarsitu-s-a”, Ioan, 19:30.

37 Marcu, 26:30.
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The poor are wise, more charitable, more kind, more
sensitive than we are. In their eyes prison is a tragedy in a
man’s life, a misfortune, a casualty, something that calls for
sympathy in others. They speak of one who is in prison as of
one who is “in trouble” simply. It is the phrase they always use,
and the expression has the perfect wisdom of love in it. With
people of our own rank it is different. With us, prison makes
a man a pariah. I, and such as I am, have hardly any right to
air and sun. Our presence taints the pleasures of others. We
are unwelcome when we reappear. To revisit the glimpses of
the moon is not for us. Our very children are taken away.
Those lovely links with humanity are broken. We are
doomed to be solitary, while our sons still live. We are denied
the one thing that might heal us and keep us, that might bring
balm to the bruised heart, and peace to the soul in pain...

Cei sdraci sunt mai intelepti, mai caritabili, mai buni, mai
sensibili decat noi. In ochii lor, inchisoarea inseamna o tragedie
in viata omului, o intamplare nefericitd, ceva care solicita
intelegerea din partea celorlalti. Despre cineva care este in
inchisoare vorbesc ca despre cineva care a dat, pur si simplu, ,,de
necaz”. Este expresia pe care o folosesc in permanentd, iar
expresia in sine contine intelepciunea iubirii. Cu oamenii de felul
nostru, lucrurile stau altfel. Din noi, inchisoarea face niste paria.
Eu si cei ca mine nu avem dreptul la aer si lumind. Prezenta
noastrd intineaza pldcerile altora. Atunci cand reapdrem, nu
suntem bineveniti. Nu-i de noi sa stam sub raza blanda a lunii?.
Ne sunt luati proprii copii. Ne sunt rupte aceste legaturi calde
cu umanitatea. Suntem destinati sa fim solitari, iar in timp ce fiii
ne trdiesc, ni se neagd acel lucru care ne-ar putea vindeca si ajuta,
care ar putea aduce balsam inimii noastre lovite si sufletului

nostru indurerat...
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I must say to myself that I ruined myself, and that nobody
great or small can be ruined except by his own hand. I am
quite ready to say so. I am trying to say so, though they may
not think it at the present moment. This pitiless indictment
I bring without pity against myself. Terrible as was what
the world did to me, what I did to myself was far more
terrible still.

I was a man who stood in symbolic relations to the art
and culture of my age. I had realised this for myself at the
very dawn of my manhood, and had forced my age to realise
it afterwards. Few men hold such a position in their own
lifetime, and have it so acknowledged. It is usually
discerned, if discerned at all, by the historian, or the critic,
long after both the man and his age have passed away. With
me it was different. I felt it myself, and made others feel it.
Byron was a symbolic figure, but his relations were to the
passion of his age and its weariness of passion. Mine were to
something more noble, more permanent, of more vital issue, of
larger scope.

The gods had given me almost everything. But I let myself
be lured into long spells of senseless and sensual ease. I amused

Trebuie sda-mi repet cd eu singur m-am distrus; nimeni, fie el
0 persoand importantd sau neimportantd, nu se distruge decat
cu propria mana. Sunt gata s-o fac. Incerc si fac asa, desi s-ar
putea ca tu sd o ai in vedere in acest moment. Daca te-am acuzat
fara mild, gandeste-te cat de nemilos m-am acuzat pe mine.
Oricat de groaznic a fost ce mi-ai fdcut, ce mi-am facut eu tnsumi
a fost si mai groaznic.

M-am aflat intr-o relatie simbolicd cu arta si cultura epocii
mele. Mi-am dat seama de acest lucru chiar in zorii tineretii
mele si mi-am obligat epoca sd-si dea seama dupa aceea. Foarte
putini oameni detin o astfel de pozitie in timpul vietii, si le este
recunoscutd ca atare. De regula istoricul sau criticul isi dau
seama de acest lucru dupa ce omul si epoca au disparut. Cu
mine lucrurile au stat altfel. Am simtit-o eu, si i-am facut si pe
altii s-o simtd. Byron a fost o figura simbolicd, dar el era legat
de pasiunea epocii lui si, inevitabil, de uzura acestei pasiuni.
Legaturile mele au fost mai nobile, de o naturad statornicd, de o
insemnatate vitald si mult mai profunda.

Zeii mi-au ddruit aproape tot. Dar m-am ldsat sedus de lungi
rdgazuri senzuale si fard noima. M-a amuzat sa fiu flaneur,
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myself with being a flaneur, a dandy, a man of fashion. I
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 to me 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 therefore what one has done in the
secret chamber one has some day to cry 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. There is only one thing for me now,
absolute Humility.

I have lain in prison for nearly two years. Out of my nature
has come wild despair; an abandonment to grief that was
piteous even to look at; terrible and impotent rage; bitterness
and scorn; anguish that wept aloud; misery that could find no
voice; sorrow that was dumb. I have passed through every

dandy, monden. M-am inconjurat de fiinte neinsemnate si minti
meschine. Am devenit risipitorul propriului geniu, iar risipirea
tineretii vesnice mi-a provocat o bucurie curioasa. Obosit de
inaltimi, am cautat deliberat noi senzatii. In final, dorinta
senzuald a ajuns sa fie boald sau nebunie, sau ambele. Am tratat
cu nepdsare vietile celorlalti. Gustam pldcerea si treceam mai
departe. Am wuitat cd fiecare fapta madrunta edificd sau
descompune caracterul, cd trebuie sa vorbesti cu glas tare pe
acoperis despre tot ce ai facut in camera tdinuitd. Am incetat sa-
mi mai fiu propriul stapan. Nu mai eram Cdpitanul Sufletului
meu, si nu stiam asta. Tie ti-am permis sd ma domini iar tatalui
tdu sd ma sperie. Am sfarsit intr-o dezonoare groaznica. Acum
nu mi-a mai rdmas decat un singur lucru: Umilinta totald, asa
cum si tie nu ti-a rdmas decat un singur lucru: Umilinta totala.
Al face bine sa cobori in tdrana si sd o inveti aldturi de mine.

Zac in inchisoare de aproape doi ani. Din mine au rasarit
disperarea sdlbaticd, abandonul in fata durerii, ca ti-e si mild sa-
1 privesti, furia groaznicd si neputincioasd, amdraciunea si
dispretul, chinul care se vaitd, nefericirea care nu-si gaseste glas,
tristefea muta. Am trecut prin toate starile posibile ale suferintei.
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possible mood of suffering. Better than Wordsworth himself I
know what Wordsworth meant when he said —

Suffering is permanent, obscure, and dark
And has the nature of infinity.

But while there were times when I rejoiced in the idea
that my sufferings were to be endless, I could not bear
them to be without meaning. Now I find hidden somewhere
away in my nature something that tells me that nothing in the
whole world is meaningless, and suffering least of all. That
something hidden away in my nature, like a treasure in a field,
is Humility.

It is the last thing left in me, and the best: the ultimate
discovery at which I have arrived, the starting point for a
fresh development. It has come to me right out of myself, so I
know that it has come at the proper time. It could not have
come before, nor later. Had any one 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. I must do so. It is
the one thing that has in it the elements of life, of a new life, a

Am cunoscut mai bine decat Wordsworth ceea ce el insusi a
spus:

Suferinta e permanentd, obscura si intunecata
Si-i plamadita asemeni infinitului.?

Dar cum odatd ma bucura ideea cd suferintele mele vor fi
nesfarsite, nu puteam suporta cd ele sunt fara noima. Acum ceva
ascuns in firea mea imi spune ca nimic nu-i fara noima pe lumea
asta, cel mai putin, nu suferinta. Acel ceva ascuns in firea mea,

ca o comoard in plin cAmp, este Umilinta.

E ultimul lucru care mi-a ramas, si cel mai bun dintre toate,
descoperirea suprema la care am ajuns, punctul de pornire
pentru un nou inceput. A izvorat chiar din mine, asa cd stiu cd a
sosit la timpul cuvenit. Ar fi putut sa nu apard nici tnainte si nici
mai tarziu. Daca cineva mi-ar fi vorbit despre ea, as fi respins-o.
Daca mi-ar fi fost pusa in fatd, as fi refuzat-o. Pentru cd am aflat-
o, doresc sa o pdstrez. Trebuie sd o fac. Umilinta contine
elementele vietii, ale vietii noi, o Vita Nuova pentru mine. Este
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Vita Nuova for me. Of all things it is the strangest. One
cannot acquire it, except by surrendering everything that one
has. It is only when one has lost all things, that one knows
that one possesses it.

Now I have realised that it is in me, I see quite clearly what
I ought to do; in fact, must do. And when I use such a phrase
as that, I need not say that I am not alluding to any external
sanction or command. I admit none. I am far more of an
individualist than I ever was. Nothing seems to me of the
smallest value except what one gets out of oneself. My nature
is seeking a fresh mode of self-realisation. That is all I am
concerned with. And the first thing that I have got to do is to
free myself from any possible bitterness of feeling against the
world.

I am completely penniless, and absolutely homeless. Yet
there are worse things in the world than that. I am quite
candid when I say that rather than go out from this prison
with bitterness in my heart against the world, I would gladly
and readily beg my bread from door to door. If I got nothing
from the house of the rich I would get something at the house
of the poor. Those who have much are often greedy; those who

mai puternica decat toate. Nu-l poti invata pe altul si nici altul
nu te poate invata. O poti dobandi doar daca abandonezi ce ai.
Numai cand ai pierdut tot, stii cd o ai.

Acum cand imi dau seama cd este in mine, vad clar ce am de
facut, ce trebuie sa fac, de fapt. Si dacad folosesc o asemenea
expresie, nu-i cazul sa-ti spun cd nu fac aluzie la vreo sanctiune
si la vreun ordin venite dinafara. Nu accept asa ceva. Sunt mai
individualist ca niciodata. Toate mi se par neimportante, cu
exceptia celor care vin din tine insuti. Natura mea cautd o noua
cale de auto-realizare. Asta e tot ce ma preocupa. Si primul lucru
pe care trebuie sd-1 fac este sa ma eliberez de orice urma de
resentiment pe care il am fata de lume.

Nu mai am bani, si nici casa. Pe lume sunt lucruri si mai rele.
Sunt destul de cinstit cand iti spun cd, decét sa ies din inchisoare
cu resentimente fatd de tine sau fata de lume, prefer sa cersesc
bucuros o bucata de paine din usa in usd. Dacd nu voi primi
nimic de la casa celui bogat, voi primi, in schimb, de la casa celui
sdrac. Adesea cei care au sunt lacomi. Cei care au putin impart
intotdeauna cu altii. Dacd in inima mea va fi dragoste, nu ma va
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have little always share. I would not a bit mind sleeping in the
cool grass in summer, and when winter came on sheltering
myself by the warm close —thatched rick, or under the
penthouse of a great barn, provided I had love in my heart.
The external things of life seem to me now of no importance
at all. You can see to what intensity of individualism I have
arrived —or am arriving rather, for the journey is long, and
where “I walk there are thorns.”

Of course I know that to ask alms on the highway is not
to be my lot, and that if ever I lie in the cool grass at night-
time it will be to write sonnets to the moon. When I go out of
prison, R ... will be waiting for me on the other side of the
big iron-studded gate, and he is the symbol, not merely of
his own affection, but of the affection of many others
besides. I believe I am to have enough to live on for about
eighteen months at any rate, so that if I may not write
beautiful books, I may at least read beautiful books; and
what joy can be greater? After that, I hope to be able to
recreate my creative faculty.

30 femeie fiird importantd, actul IV.

deranja deloc sda dorm pe iarba uda vara, iar iarna sd ma
addpostesc sub un sopron cdlduros, acoperit cu stuf, sau sub
acoperisul vreunui hambar. Acum lucrurile exterioare vietii mi
se par lipsite de importanta. Vezi la ce grad de individualism am
ajuns, sau sunt pe cale sd ajung, caci drumul e lung, si ,calc pe

spini”3.

Bineinteles ca stiu ca nu voi cersi la drumul mare, iar daca
voi sta vreodatd lungit pe iarba rece noaptea, voi scrie sonete
catre lund. Cand voi iesi din inchisoare, R... md va astepta de
partea cealaltd a portii mari de fier—iar in el nu vad doar
simbolul afectiunii pe care mi-o poarta ci si al afectiunii multor
altora. Sper cd voi avea din ce sa traiesc cel putin optsprezece
luni pentru ca, dacd nu voi putea scrie carti frumoase, voi putea
cel putin sa citesc cdrti frumoase, si ce alta bucurie poate fi mai
mare? Dupd asta sper sd-mi pot recupera facultatea creatoare.
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But were things different: had I not a friend left in the
world; were there not a single house open to me in pity; had
I to accept the wallet and ragged cloak of sheer penury: as
long as I am free from all resentment, hardness, and scorn, I
would be able to face the life with much more calm and
confidence than I would wear my body in purple and fine linen,
and the soul within me sick with hate.

And I really shall have no difficulty. When you really want
love you will find it waiting for you.

I need not say that my task does not end there. It would be
comparatively easy if it did. There is much more before me. I
have hills far steeper to climb, valleys much darker to pass
through. And I have to get it all out of myself. Neither Religion,
Morality, nor Reason can help me at all.

Morality does not help me. I am a born antinomian. I am one
of those who are made for exceptions, not for laws. But while I
see that there is nothing wrong in what one does, I see that there
is something wrong in what one becomes. It is well to have
learned that.

Religion does not help me. The faith that others give to
what is unseen, I give to what one can touch, and look at. My

Dar daca lucrurile nu ar fi asa, dacd n-as avea nici un prieten
pe lume, daca nici o usd nu mi s-ar deschide cu mild, daca ar
trebui sa accept haina si buzunarul sardciei, totusi, atata vreme
cat nu voi simti nici un fel de resentiment, inversunare aspra sau
dispret, as putea infrunta viata cu mult mai mult calm si
incredere, decat as fi capabil sa o fac dacd as fi invesmantat in
panzeturi fine, purpurd, iar sufletul mi-ar fi bolnav de ura.

Si, intr-adevdr, nu voi fi deloc stanjenit. Atunci cand intr-
adevar doresti ceva, vei vedea cum te astepta.

Nu e cazul sd spun cd sarcina mea nu se incheie aici. Ar fi
simplu dacd ar fi asa. Md asteaptd mult mai multe de fdcut.
Dealuri destul de abrupte de urcat, vai mult mai intunecate de
strabatut. Si totul trebuie sa porneasca de la mine. Nici Religia,
nici Morala si nici Ratiunea nu ma pot ajuta.

Morala nu méd ajutd. Sunt un antinomic innascut. Apartin
celor facuti pentru exceptii, nu pentru legi. Dacd nu vad nimic
rdu in ceea ce face omul, vdd cd existd ceva gresit in ceea ce el
devine. E bine sd fi invatat o asemenea lectie.

Religia nu ma ajuta. Credinta pe care ceilalti o investesc in
nevdzut, eu o investesc in tot ce se poate pipdi si privi. Zeii mei
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gods dwell in temples made with hands; and within the circle
of actual experience is my creed made perfect and complete:
too complete, it may be, for like many or all of those who have
placed their heaven in this earth, I have found in it not merely
the beauty of heaven, but the horror of hell also. When I think
about religion at all, I feel as if I would like to found an order
for those who cannot believe: the Confraternity of the Faithless,
one might call it, where on an altar, on which no taper burned,
a priest, in whose heart peace had no dwelling, might celebrate
with unblessed bread and a chalice empty of wine. Everything
to be true must become a religion. And agnosticism should
have its ritual no less than faith. It has sown its martyrs, it
should reap its saints, and praise God daily for having hidden
Himself from man. But whether it be faith or agnosticism, it
must be nothing external to me. Its symbols must be of my own
creating. Only that is spiritual which makes its own form. If I
may not find its secret within myself, I shall never find it: if I
have not got it already, it will never come to me.

Reason does not help me. It tells me that the laws under
which I am convicted are wrong and unjust laws, and the

locuiesc in temple construite cu mainile iar crezul meu ajunge la
perfectiune si deplindtate in cercul experientei imediate; poate
cd acest crez este absolut, pentru cd asemeni celor care si-au
situat Cerul pe pamant, nu am gasit aici doar frumusetea
Cerului, ci si oroarea ladului. Cand ma gandesc la Religie, ma
simt de parcd as dori sd fondez un ordin pentru cei care nu pot
crede; s-ar putea numi Confreria Celor Fara Credintd, unde pe
un altar pe care nu ar arde nici o luménare de ceard, un preot
fara pace in suflet, ar celebra cu o azimad nesfintita si cu un pocal
fara vin. Pentru ca totul sa fie adevdrat, trebuie sa devina religie.
Si agnosticismul trebuie sa aiba ritualul lui, nu mai putin decat
credinta. Si-a semdnat martirii, ar trebui sa-si culeaga sfintii si
sd-1 laude zilnic pe Dumnezeu cd S-a ascuns de om. Fie credints,
fie agnosticism, nu trebuie sa fie ceva exterior mie. Trebuie sa-
mi creez eu insumi simbolurile. Doar ceea ce este spiritual isi are
propria formd. Dacd nu-i voi afla secretul in mine insumi, nu-1
voi mai afla niciodata. Daca nu l-am aflat deja, nu mi se va ardta
niciodata.

Ratiunea nu ma ajuta. Ea imi spune ca legile dupa care sunt
condamnat sunt niste legi nedrepte, iar sistemul sub care am
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system under which I have suffered a wrong and unjust
system. But, somehow, I have got to make both of these things
just and right to me. And exactly as in Art one is only
concerned with what a particular thing is at a particular
moment to oneself, so it is also in the ethical evolution of one’s
character. I have got to make everything that has happened to
me good for me. The plank bed, the loathsome food, the hard
ropes shredded into oakum till one’s finger tips grow dull with
pain, the menial offices with which each day begins and finishes,
the harsh orders that routine seems to necessitate, the dreadful
dress that makes sorrow grotesque to look at, the silence, the
solitude, the shame—each and all of these things I have to
transform into a spiritual experience. There is not a single
degradation of the body which I must not try and make into a
spiritualising of the soul.

I want to get to the point when I shall be able to say quite
simply, and without affectation, that the two great turning-
points in my life were when my father sent me to Oxford, and
when society sent me to prison. I will not say that prison is the
best thing that could have happened to me; for that phrase
would savour of too great bitterness towards myself. I

suferit, unul gresit si nedrept. Dar trebuie sd fac in vreun fel ca
ambele sd fie drepte si juste cu mine. Si la fel ca in Artd, cand te
preocupad ce reprezintd pentru tine particularul la un moment
dat, la fel se intdmpla si cu evolutia etica a unui caracter. Din tot
ce mi s-a intdmplat trebuie sad extrag ceva bun pentru mine. Patul
de scanduri, mancarea dezgustatoare, funiile destramate in calti
pana nu mai simti durerea in varful degetelor, servitutile cu care
incepe si se sfarseste fiecare zi, ordinele aspre cerute de ruting,
haina odioasd care face durerea grotescd, apoi tdcerea,
solitudinea, rusinea — pe toate si pe fiecare in parte trebuie sa le
transform intr-o experienta spirituala. Nu existd o singura
degradare a trupului pe care sd nu incerc sd o transform intr-o
ipostazd de spiritualizare a sufletului.

Doresc sa ajung la momentul in care voi spune, simplu si
fard afectare, cd am avut doua rascruci in viata mea: cand tata m-
a trimis la Oxford si cAnd societatea m-a trimis la inchisoare. Nu
vreau sd spun cd este cel mai bun lucru care mi s-a intamplat,
pentru cd aceasta expresie ar fi prea amara in ce ma priveste. Mai
curand as spune sau as asculta spundndu-se despre mine, cd am
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would sooner say, or hear it said of me, that I was so typical
a child of my age, that in my perversity, and for that
perversity’s sake, I turned the good things of my life to evil,
and the evil things of my life to good.

What is said, however, by myself or by others, matters
little. The important thing, the thing that lies before me, the
thing that I have to do, if the brief remainder of my days is
not to be maimed, marred, and incomplete, is to absorb into
my nature all that has been done to me, to make it part of me,
to accept it without complaint, fear, or reluctance. The
supreme vice is shallowness. Whatever is realised is right.

When first I was put into prison some people advised me to
try and forget who I was. It was ruinous advice. It is only by
realising what I am that I have found comfort of any kind. Now
I am advised by others to try on my release to forget that I have
ever been in a prison at all. I know that would be equally fatal.
It would mean that I would always be haunted by an intolerable
sense of disgrace, and that those things that are meant for me as
much as for anybody else —the beauty of the sun and moon, the
pageant of the seasons, the music of daybreak and the silence of
great nights, the rain falling through the leaves, or the dew

fost copilul epocii mele, cad in perversitatea mea si de dragul
perversitdtii, am transformat darurile pe care viata mi le-a dat in
rau, si rdaul in bine.

Ce spun eu sau altii conteaza prea putin. Lucrul important,
lucrul pe care il am acum dinaintea mea, lucrul pe care trebuie
sd-1 fac, dacd nu vreau ca scurtul rdstimp ce mi-a rdmas sa nu fie
mutilat, ruinat, incomplet, este sd absorb tot ce mi s-a facut ca
parte a mea, sa accept fard sd ma plang, fara sd ma tem sau sa ma
impotrivesc. Superficialitatea este viciul suprem. Lucrurile de

care ne ddm seama sunt cele adevdirate.

Cand am fost inchis prima oard, au fost voci care m-au
sfatuit sa incerc sa uit cine sunt. A fost un sfat pagubos. Numai
dandu-mi seama cine sunt, am aflat oarecum alinarea. Acum
unii ma sfatuiesc ca la eliberare sa uit ca am fost la inchisoare.
Stiu ca si acest lucru ar fi in egald mdasurd fatal. Ar insemna cd as
fi bantuit de un intolerabil simtamant al dezonoarei, si ca toate
lucrurile menite mie sau altora—frumusetea soarelui si a lunii,
alaiul anotimpurilor, muzica zorilor si tdcerea noptilor adanci,
ploaia curgdnd printre frunze sau roua strecurandu-se si
prelingandu-se pe firul ierbii, argintandu-l—toate ar fi pentru
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creeping over the grass and making it silver—would all be
tainted for me, and lose their healing power and their power of
communicating joy. To regret one’s own experiences is to arrest
one’s own development. To deny one’s own experiences is to
put a lie into the lips of one’s own life. It is no less than a denial
of the Soul.

For just as the body absorbs things of all kinds, things
common and unclean no less than those that the priest or a vision
has cleansed, and converts them into swiftness or strength, into
the play of beautiful muscles and the moulding of fair flesh, into
the curves and colours of the hair, the lips, the eye; so the soul in
its turn has its nutritive functions also, and can transform into
noble moods of thought and passions of high import what in
itself is base, cruel and degrading; nay, more, may find in
these its most august modes of assertion, and can often reveal
itself most perfectly through what was intended to desecrate
or destroy.

The fact of my having been the common prisoner of a
common gaol I must frankly accept, and, curious as it may
seem, one of the things I shall have to teach myself is not to be
ashamed of it. I must accept it as a punishment, and if one is

mine maculate si si-ar pierde puterea tamdduitoare cum si
capacitatea de a bucura. A-ti respinge propriile experiente
inseamnd sd-ti opresti propria evolutie. A-ti nega propriile
experiente Inseamnd sd pui o minciund in gura propriei vieti.

7 7
Asta nu este decat o negare a Sufletului.

Céci asa cum corpul absoarbe tot felul de lucruri, nu mai
putin banale sau impure decét cele pe care preotul sau o viziune
le-a curdtit, si le preschimbd in vioiciune si putere, in jocul
muschilor frumosi si-n forma cdrnii placute, in unduirea si
culorile pdrului, buzelor si ochilor, la fel si Sufletul are functiile
lui nutritive si poate transforma in forme nobile ale gandului si
in pasiuni de suprema elevatie ceea ce in sine este josnic, brutal
si degradant. Mai mult, poate gasi in acestea cele mai stralucite
modalitdti de afirmare si se poate dezvalui perfect prin ceea ce
era menit sd profaneze sau sa distruga.

Trebuie sa accept deschis faptul cd sunt un detinut obisnuit
al unei inchisori obisnuite si, oricat ti s-ar pdrea de curios, lucrul
de care va trebui sd md conving pe mine insumi este sa nu-mi fie
rusine. Trebuie sd accept acest lucru ca pe o pedeapsa si, daca ti-
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ashamed of having been punished, one might just as well
never have been punished at all. Of course there are many
things of which I was convicted that I had not done, but then
there are many things of which I was convicted that I had
done, and a still greater number of things in my life for which
I was never indicted at all. And as the gods are strange, and
punish us for what is good and humane in us as much as for
what is evil and perverse, I must accept the fact that one is
punished for the good as well as for the evil that one does. I
have no doubt that it is quite right one should be. It helps
one, or should help one, to realise both, and not to be too
conceited about either. And if I then am not ashamed of my
punishment, as I hope not to be, I shall be able to think, and
walk, and live with freedom.

Many men on their release carry their prison about with
them into the air, and hide it as a secret disgrace in their hearts,
and at length, like poor poisoned things, creep into some hole
and die. It is wretched that they should have to do so, and it is
wrong, terribly wrong, of society that it should force them to
do so. Society takes upon itself the right to inflict appalling
punishment on the individual, but it also has the supreme vice

e rusine cd ai fost pedepsit, s-ar putea sa nu fi fost pedepsit deloc.
Desigur, nu am facut multe dintre cele pentru care am fost
condamnat, dar mai sunt altele pe care le-am facut si am fost
condamnat, si incd mult mai multe pentru care nu am fost acuzat
deloc. Iar in privinta celor spuse in scrisoarea asta, ca zeii sunt
ciudati si ne pedepsesc pentru ceea ce e bun si omenesc in noi,
cum si pentru ce-i rdu si pervers in noi, trebuie sa accept faptul
cd esti pedepsit in egald masurd pentru ce faci bun si ce faci rau.
Nu am nici o indoiald cd asa si trebuie. Acest lucru te ajutd sau
ar trebui sa te ajute sa-ti dai seama de ambele si sa nu fii
infumurat in nici unul din cazuri. Daca nu-mi va fi rusine, deci,
de pedeapsa mea, cum sper sa nu se intdimple, voi fi in stare sa
gandesc, sa merg si sa traiesc liber.

Multi, dupd ce sunt eliberati, duc cu ei inchisoarea, o ascund
in inima lor ca pe o rusine secretd, si in cele din urma se tardsc in
vreo vdgauna si mor ca niste biete fiinte otravite. E dezastros ca
ajung sd faca acest gest si e rau, foarte rdu ca Societatea fi
impinge la asta. Societatea isi arogd dreptul de a aplica pedepse
groaznice individului, dar are si viciul suprem al superficialitatii
si nu-si da seama ce a facut. Cand condamnarea se sfarseste, il
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of shallowness, and fails to realise what it has done. When the
man’s punishment is over, it leaves him to himself; that is to
say, it abandons him at the very moment when its highest duty
towards him begins. It is really ashamed of its own actions, and
shuns those whom it has punished, as people shun a creditor
whose debt they cannot pay, or one on whom they have inflicted
an irreparable, an irremediable wrong. I can claim on my side
that if I realise what I have suffered, Society should realise what
it has inflicted on me; and that there should be no bitterness or
hate on either side.

Of course I know that from one point of view things will be
made different for me than for others; must indeed, by the very
nature of the case, be made so.

The poor thieves and outcasts who are imprisoned here with
me are in many respects more fortunate than I am. The little way
in grey city or green field that saw their sin is small; to find
those who know nothing of what they have done they need go
no further than a bird might fly between the twilight and the
dawn; but for me the world is shrivelled to a hand’s breadth,

40 femeie fiird importantd, actul IV.

lasd de unul singur, adica il abandoneaza chiar in clipa in care
abia incepe misiunea ei cea mai insemnati. {i este rusine de
propriile ei actiuni si-i da la o parte pe cei pe care i-a pedepsit,
asa cum oamenii tin la distantd un creditor pe care nu-l pot plati
sau pe cineva cdruia i-a cauzat un rau ireparabil, iremediabil. Eu
am pretentia cd, dacd imi dau seama de ce am suferit, si
Societatea trebuie sd dea seama de ce mi-a facut, ci n-ar trebui
sd fie resentimente si urd de nici o parte.

Stiu, desigur, ca dintr-un anumit punct de vedere, pentru
mine va fi mai dificil decat pentru altii; prin firea lucrurilor asa
si trebuie sa fie.

Sarmanii hoti si proscrisii care sunt inchisi aici, sunt mai
norocosi decat mine. Straduta din orasul mohorat sau campul
verde care le-a vazut pdcatul sunt neinsemnate: pentru a ajunge
acolo unde nimeni nu-i cunoaste, nu trebuie sa mearga mai mult
decat distanta parcursd de o pasadre intre amurg si zorii zilei

urmdtoare, dar pentru mine ,lumea s-a strans cat o palma”4, si
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and everywhere I turn my name is written on the rocks in lead.
For I have come, not from obscurity into the momentary
notoriety of crime, but from a sort of eternity of fame to a sort
of eternity of infamy, and sometimes seem to myself to have
shown, if indeed it required showing, that between the
famous and the infamous there is but one step, if as much as
one.

Still, in the very fact that people will recognise me
wherever I go, and know all about my life, as far as its follies
go, I can discern something good for me. It will force on me
the necessity of again asserting myself as an artist, and as soon
as I possibly can. If I can produce only one beautiful work of
art I shall be able to rob malice of its venom, and cowardice of
its sneer, and to pluck out the tongue of scorn by the roots.

And if life be, as it surely is, a problem to me, I am no less
a problem to life. People must adopt some attitude towards
me, and so pass judgment both on themselves and me. I need
Dot say I am not talking of particular individuals. The only
people I would care to be with now are artists and people who
have suffered: those who know what beauty is, and those who
know what sorrow is: nobody else interests me. Nor am I

oriunde m-as intoarce, numele mi-e scris cu plumb pe fiecare
piatrd. Pentru cd eu nu am ajuns din nicdieri la notorietatea
delictului, ci de la un gen de eternitate a faimei la o eternitate a
infamiei, si uneori am senzatia cd am demonstrat, daca era
nevoie sa demonstrez asta, cd intre faima si infamie nu-i decat
un pas, dacd e cu totul.

Totusi, eu discern ceva pozitiv in insusi faptul cd oamenii
ma vor recunoaste oriunde voi merge si vor sti totul despre viata
mea si nebuniile ei. Voi fi fortat sd ma afirm ca artist, si asta cat
de curand. Daca voi mai crea incad o opera de artd frumoasd, voi
putea stoarce rdutatii veninul, lasitatii i voi rapi ranjetul si voi
smulge din radéacini limba batjocurii.

Si dacd viata va fi cumva o problema pentru mine, cum este
de fapt, eu nu voi fi mai putin o problema pentru Viata. Oamenii
trebuie sa adopte o atitudine fata de mine, sa se judece atat pe ei
insisi, cat si pe mine. Nu-i cazul sd spun cd vorbesc despre
anumiti indivizi. Singurii oameni aldturi de care mi-as dori sa fiu
acum sunt artistii si cei care au suferit, cei care stiu ce inseamna
Frumusetea si cei care stiu ce inseamna Durerea — ceilalti nu ma
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making any demands on life. In all that I have said I am simply
concerned with my own mental attitude towards life as a whole;
and I feel that not to be ashamed of having been punished is one
of the first points I must attain to, for the sake of my own
perfection, and because I am so imperfect.

Then I must learn how to be happy. Once I knew it, or
thought I knew it, by instinct. It was always springtime once
in my heart. My temperament was akin to joy. I filled my life
to the very brim with pleasure, as one might fill a cup to the
very brim with wine. Now I am approaching life from a com-
pletely new standpoint, and even to conceive happiness is often
extremely difficult for me. I remember during my first term at
Oxford reading in Pater’s Renaissance — that book which has had
such strange influence over my life —how Dante places low in
the Inferno those who wilfully live in sadness; and going to the
college library and turning to the passage in the Divine Comedy
where beneath the dreary marsh lie those who were “sullen in
the sweet air,” saying forever and ever through their sighs —

Tristi fummo nell aer dolce the dal sol s’allegra.

intereseazd. Nici nu cer ceva de la Viata. In tot ce am spus ma
intereseazad doar propria mea atitudine mentala fata de viatd ca
intreg; primul lucru pe care il am de facut este sd ajung sa nu-mi
fie rusine cd am fost pedepsit, si asta din doud motive: atingerea
perfectiunii si constiinta faptului ca sunt imperfect.

Apoi trebuie sd invat cum sa fiu fericit. Candva stiam sau
credeam ca stiu, din instinct. Candva in inima mea era mereu
primdvard. Firea mea era sinonimd cu bucuria. Mi-am umplut
viata de pldcere pana la refuz, asa cum umpli o cupa cu vin pana
in margine. Acum tratez viata dintr-o perspectiva total noua, si
mi-e greu sd-mi imaginez fericirea. Imi amintesc cum, in timpul
primului semestru la Oxford, am citit in Renasterea lui Pater —
acea carte care a avut o influentd atat de stranie asupra vietii
mele — despre cum Dante ii plaseazad undeva jos de tot, in Infern,
pe cei care se inversuneaza sa traiascd in tristete; mergand apoi
la biblioteca am dat la pagina cu pasajul din Divina Comedie,
unde sub mlastinile intunecate zac cei care au fost ,radi in dulcea
soarelui lumind” si care spun de-a pururi printre suspine:
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I knew the church condemned accidia, but the whole idea
seemed to me quite fantastic, just the sort of sin, I fancied, a
priest who knew nothing about real life would invent. Nor could
I understand how Dante, who says that sorrow remarries us to
God,” could have been so harsh to those who were enamoured
of melancholy, if any such there really were. I had no idea that
someday this would become to me one of the greatest
temptations of my life.

While I was in Wandsworth prison I longed to die. It was
my one desire. When after two months in the infirmary I was
transferred here, and found myself growing gradually better in
physical health, I was filled with rage. I determined to commit
suicide on the very day on which I left prison. After a time that
evil mood passed away, and I made up my mind to live, but
to wear gloom as a king wears purple: never to smile again: to
turn whatever house I entered into a house of mourning: to
make my friends walk slowly in sadness with me: to teach

5 R&i am fost/sub blanda, dulce-a soarelui luming”, Infernul, VII, ed.cit.
6 Purgatoriul, XXIIL

Tristi fummo nell” aer dolce che dal sol s’allegra.

Stiam ca Biserica a condamnat accidia, dar intreaga idee mi
s-a pdrut fantasticd, un fel de pdcat, mi-am imaginat, pe care un
preot care n-ar sti nimic despre viata reald, l-ar inventa. N-am
inteles nici cum Dante, care vorbeste despre ,suferinta/ce ne
cunund cu cerescul tatd”¢, putea fi atdt de aspru cu cei
indragostiti de melancolie, dacd exista intr-adevar asemenea
oameni. Pe-atunci nu stiam céd intr-o zi ea va deveni una dintre
cele mai mari tentatii ale vietii.

Pe cand mad aflam in inchisoarea Wandsworth, tdnjeam sa
mor. Asta imi doream, si nimic altceva. Cand, dupa cele doua
luni petrecute la infirmerie, am fost transferat aici si mi-am dat
seama cd ma aflu intr-o stare mai bund, m-a apucat furia. M-am
hotdrat sa ma sinucid chiar in ziua in care voi pardsi inchisoarea.
Dupad o vreme, acea stare infernald a trecut si m-am hotarat sa
trdiesc, dar sa ma invesmantez in vesmantul mahnirii, asa cum
un Rege se imbracd in purpurd; sd nu mai zambesc, sd preschimb

orice casd in care voi intra intr-o casd a tristetii, sa-mi fac prietenii
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them that melancholy is the true secret of life: to maim them
with an alien sorrow: to mar them with my own pain. Now I
feel quite differently. I see it would be both ungrateful and
unkind of me to pull so long a face that when my friends came
to see me they would have to make their faces still longer in
order to show their sympathy; or, if I desired to entertain
them, to invite them to sit down silently to bitter herbs and
funeral baked meats. I must learn how to be cheerful and
happy.

The last two occasions on which I was allowed to see my
friends here, I tried to be as cheerful as possible, and to show
my cheerfulness, in order to make them some slight return for
their trouble in coming all the way from town to see me. It is
only a slight return, I know, but it is the one, I feel certain, that
pleases them most. I saw it for an hour on Saturday week,
and I tried to give the fullest possible expression of the
delight I really felt at our meeting. And that, in the views
and ideas I am here shaping for myself, I am quite right is
shown to me by the fact that now for the first time since my
imprisonment I have a real desire for life.

There is before me so much to do that I would regard it as a

sd paseasca incet, tristi, aldturi de mine, sd-i invat ca melancolia
e adevdratul secret al vietii, sd-i schilodesc cu o tristete strdina
lor, sd-i distrug cu propria mea durere. Acum sunt cu totul altfel.
Vadd cd ar fi o dovada a lipsei de recunostinta si delicatete sa-mi
iau 0 mind tristd ca, atunci cand prietenii ar veni sd ma vada, ei
sd-si ia 0 mind si mai tristd pentru a-si ardta simpatia fata de
mine sau, daca voi dori sa-i distrez, sa-i invit sa ia loc in tacere si
sd guste ierburi amare si mancaruri de parastas. Trebuie sa invat
cum sa fiu vesel si fericit.

Ultimele doud dati, cind mi s-a permis sd-mi vad prietenii
aici, am incercat sd fiu cat se poate de vesel, sa-mi arat veselia
pentru a md revansa putin, foarte putin, pentru efortul lor de a
veni tot drumul din oras pana aici ca sa md viziteze. Este un gest
nesemnificativ de recunostinta, dar stiu cd le face o mare placere.
L-am observat sambatd si am Incercat sa-mi exprim cat am putut
incdntarea pe care am simtit-o in compania lor. Si, din
perspectiva ideilor si opiniilor pe care mi le schitez acum, faptul
cd am dreptate mi se vddeste prin aceea cad simt o vie dorinta sa
trdiesc, pentru prima oard de cand sunt inchis.

Ma asteapta atatea de facut incat, daca as muri inainte de a
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terrible tragedy if I died before I was allowed to complete at any
rate a little of it. I see new developments in Art and Life, each
one of which is a fresh mode of perfection. I long to live so that I
can explore what is no less than a new world to me. Do you want
to know what this new world is? I think you can guess what it
is. It is the world in which I have been living. Sorrow, then, and
all that it teaches one, is my new world I used to live entirely for
pleasure. I shunned suffering and sorrow of every kind. I 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, who knew life as a whole, used often to quote to me
Goethe’s lines —written by Carlyle in a book he had given her
years ago, and translated by him, I fancy, also:

Who never ate his bread in sorrow,

Who never spent the midnight hours
Weeping and waiting for the morrow,
He knows you not, ye heavenly powers.”

realiza o micd parte din ele, mi s-ar pdrea a fi o tragedie
groaznicd. Vad noi cdi de evolutie in Artd si Viatd, fiecare fiind
un mod proaspdt de a atinge perfectiunea. Doresc sd traiesc ca
sd pot explora ceea ce pentru mine reprezintad o lume nouad. Vrei
sd stii ce inseamna aceastd lume noud? Cred ca poti sa ghicesti.
Este lumea in care traiesc. Durerea, deci, si tot ce te invatd ea,
este noua mea lume. Trdiam doar pentru pldcere. Am alungat
durerea si suferinta de orice fel. Le uram. Ma hotdrasem sa le
ignor pe cat posibil, cum ar veni, ca ipostaze ale imperfectiunii.
Nu fdceau parte din schema mea de viatd. Nu-si aveau locul in
filosofia mea. Mama, care lua viata cu tot ce are in ea, imi cita
deseori versurile lui Goethe —scrise de Carlyle intr-o carte pe
care i-a ddruit-o cu ani in urma, si traduse, imi inchipui, tot de
el:

Cine nu si-a mancat painea in suferintd,
Cine nu a stat treaz la miezul noptii

Plangand in asteptarea zorilor,

C ONTEMPORARY

LITERATURE P RESS

http://editura.mttlc.ro
The University of Bucharest, 2017



REDISCOVERING

= ,“;L;’ Oscar Wilde
j The Critic as Artist. Criticul-Artist. De Profundis.
- Parallel Texts.
156

They were the lines which that noble Queen of Prussia,
whom Napoleon treated with such coarse brutality, used to
quote in her humiliation and exile; they were the lines my
mother often quoted in the troubles of her later life. I
absolutely declined to accept or admit the enormous truth
hidden in them. I could not understand it. I remember quite
well how I used to tell her that I did not want to eat my bread
in sorrow, or to pass any night weeping and watching for a
more bitter dawn.

I had no idea that it was one of the special things that the
Fates had in store for me: that for a whole year of my life,
indeed, I was to do little else. But so has my portion been
meted out to me; and during the last fell months I have, after
terrible difficulties and struggles, been able to comprehend
some of the lessons hidden in the heart of pain. Clergymen and
people who use phrases without wisdom sometimes talk of
suffering as a mystery. It is really a revelation. One discerns

Nu va cunoaste pe voi, Puteri Ceresti.”

Nobila regind a Prusiei, pe care Napoleon a tratat-o cu
brutalitate, spunea aceste versuri in clipele ei de umilire si exil;
mama le spunea la vreme de rastriste, catre sfarsitul vietii ei. Eu
am refuzat total sd accept sau sa recunosc enormul adevdr
ascuns in ele. Nu-1 puteam intelege. Imi amintesc perfect cum i
spuneam cd nu vreau sa-mi mananc painea in suferintd sau sa
petrec vreo noapte pandind venirea unor zori si mai nefericiti.

Nu aveam de unde si stiu cd acesta este unul dintre acele
lucruri deosebite pe care mi le pregdtea Soarta, ca un an intreg
nu am fdacut nimic altceva. Dar mi-am primit partea si, in
ultimele luni, dupa lupte intense si momente dificile, am putut
intelege unele lucruri ascunse in inima durerii. Preotii si cei care
folosesc fraze neintelepte vorbesc uneori despre suferintd ca
despre un mister. Este intr-adevar o revelatie. Discerni lucruri
pe care nu le-ai putut discerne inainte. Te apropii de intreaga

7 Traducerea lui Carlyle la ,, Anii de ucenicie ai lui Wilhelm Meister” (Wilhelm Meister’s Apprenticeship, engl.).
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things one never discerned before. One approaches the whole
of history from a different standpoint. What one had felt
dimly, through instinct, about Art, is intellectually and
emotionally realised with perfect clearness of vision and
absolute intensity of apprehension.

I now see that sorrow, being the supreme emotion of which
man is capable, is at once the type and test of all great Art.
What the artist is always looking for is the mode of
existence in which soul and body are one and indivisible:
in which the outward is expressive of the inward: in which
form reveals. Of such modes of existence there are not a
few: youth and the arts preoccupied with youth may serve
as a model for us at one moment: at another we may like to
think that, in its subtlety and sensitiveness of impression,
its suggestion of a spirit dwelling in external things and
making its raiment of earth and air, of mist and city alike,
and in its rather morbid sympathy of its moods, and tones,
and colours, modern landscape art is realising for us
pictorially what was realised in such plastic perfection by the
Greeks. Music, in which all subject is absorbed in expression
and cannot be separated from it, is a complex example, and a

istorie dintr-un punct de vedere diferit. Tot ce abia ai perceput
instinctiv despre Artd, ti se dezvaluie la nivelul emotional si
intelectual cu o perfectd claritate a viziunii si o deplindtate a
intelegerii.

Acum vad ca durerea, suprema emotie de care este omul
capabil, este deopotrivd tiparul si proba marii Arte. Artistul
cautd intotdeauna acea ipostaza a existentei in care trupul si
sufletul sunt unul si de nedespadrtit, in care exteriorul este
expresia interiorului, in care Forma este aceea care reveleaza. Nu
putine sunt ipostazele acestea de existenta: tineretea si artele
preocupate de tinerete pot servi ca model la un moment dat;
alteori ne face pldcere sd ne gandim cd prin subtilitatea si
sensibilitatea impresiei, prin sugestia unui spirit care locuieste
lucrurile exterioare si-si alcatuieste vesmant din pamant si aer,
din ceatd si din oras, si printr-o simpatie morbida a starilor,
tonurilor si culorilor, arta peisajului modern atinge, la nivelul
picturalului, ce s-a realizat la greci prin perfectiune plastica.
Muzica, unde subiectul se topeste in expresie si nu poate fi
separat de ea, este un exemplu complex, iar o floare sau un copil,
un exemplu simplu a ceea ce vreau sd spun; dar Durerea este
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flower or a child a simple example, of what I mean; but
Sorrow is the ultimate type both in life and Art.

Behind joy and laughter there may be a temperament,
coarse, hard and callous. But behind sorrow there is always
sorrow. Pain, unlike pleasure, wears no mask. Truth in art is not
any correspondence between the essential idea and the
accidental existence; it is not the resemblance of shape to
shadow, or of the form mirrored in the crystal to the form itself;
it is no echo coming from a hollow hill, any more than it is a
silver well of water in the valley that shows the moon to the
moon and Narcissus to Narcissus. Truth in 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.
For this reason there is no truth comparable to sorrow. There
are times when sorrow seems to me to be the only truth. Other
things may be illusions of the eye or the appetite, made to
blind the one and cloy the other, but out of Sorrow have the
worlds been built, and at the birth of a child or a star there is

pain.

8Vezi si discutia despre mimesis in eseul , Criticul —artist”.

tiparul ultim, atat in viatd, cat si in Arta.

In spatele Bucuriei si Rasului se poate afla un temperament
vulgar, aspru si dur. Dar in spatele Durerii e intotdeauna
Durere. Suferinta, spre deosebire de Plédcere, nu poarta nici un
fel de mascd. Adevdrul in artd nu indicd in nici un fel
corespondenta dintre ideea esentiald si existenta accidentald, nu
este dupa chipul asemanadrii dintre forma si umbrd sau dintre
forma oglinditd si forma insdsi, nu este ecoul venind dintr-o vale
goald, si nici fantana cu apa argintie din vale, care Lunii ii arata
Luna si pe Narcis lui Narcis.® Adevarul in Arta este unitatea
unui lucru cu el insusi, exteriorul care capdtd expresivitatea
interiorului, sufletul incarnat, instinctul trupului fata de spirit.
Din acest motiv nu exista nici un adevar comparabil cu Durerea.
Uneori mi se pare cd Durerea este singurul adevar. Altele pot fi
iluzii ale vederii sau apetitului, menite s-o orbeascd pe prima si
sd-1 sature pe cel de-al doilea, dar din Durere s-au construit lumi,
s-au ndscut in chinuri copii si stele.
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More than this, there is about sorrow an intense, an
extraordinary reality. I have said of myself that I was one
who stood in symbolic relations to the art and culture of my
age. There is not a single wretched man in this wretched
place along with me who does not stand in symbolic relation
to the very secret of life. For the secret of life is suffering. It
is what is hidden behind everything. When we begin to live,
what is sweet is so sweet to us, and what is bitter so bitter,
that we inevitably direct all our desires towards pleasures,
and seek not merely for a ‘month or twain to feed on
honeycomb,” but for all our years to taste no other food,
ignorant all the while that we may really be starving the soul.

I remember talking once on this subject to one of the most
beautiful personalities I have ever known: a woman, whose
sympathy and noble kindness to me, both before and since
the tragedy of my imprisonment, have been beyond power
and description; one who has really assisted me, though she
does not know it, to bear the burden of my troubles more than
anyone else in the whole world has, and all through the mere

? Algernon Charles Swinburne, , Before Parting” in Poems and Ballads, 1866.

Mai mult, in Durere existd o realitate intensd,
extraordinard. Am spus despre mine cd m-am aflat intr-o
relatie simbolicd cu arta si cultura epocii mele. Aici, nu e nici un
nenorocit in locul dsta nenorocit, care sa nu se afle intr-o relatie
simbolica cu insusi secretul vietii. Caci secretul vietii e
suferinta. Ea se ascunde in spatele tuturor lucrurilor. Cand
incepem sd trdim, ne place tot ce este placut si ne amadrdste tot
ce este amar in asemenea mdasurd incat, inevitabil, ne orientam
toate dorintele cdtre pldcere si nu cautdm sa ne hranim cu
faguri doar ,,0 lund sau doud”?, ci sa gustdm toatd viata aceeasi
hrana, fara sa ddm importantd cd in tot acest timp, poate, ne
infometam sufletul.

fmi amintesc c& odata i-am vorbit despre acest subiect uneia
dintre cele mai minunate persoane, o femeie pentru a cdrei
simpatie si noblete, manifestate inainte si dupa tragedia mea, nu
gdsesc cuvinte, o fiintd care m-a ajutat cu adevarat, desi fara sa
stie, sa-mi duc povara supdrdrilor mele, si a facut-o mai mult ca
oricine din lume, si asta prin simplul fapt ca exista, prin ceea ce
este, adicd, partial un ideal, partial o idee despre cum ar putea
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fact of her existence, through her being what she is — partly
an ideal and partly an influence: a suggestion of what one
might become as well as a real help towards becoming it; a
soul that renders the common air sweet, and makes what is
spiritual seem as simple and natural as sunlight or the sea: one
for whom Beauty and Sorrow walk hand in hand, and have the
same message. On the occasion of which I am thinking I recall
distinctly how I said to her that there was enough suffering in
one narrow London lane to show that God did not love man,
and that whereever there was any sorrow, though hut that of
a child in some little garden weeping over a fault that it had or
had not committed, the whole face of creation was completely
marred. I was entirely wrong. She told me so, but I could not
believe her. I was not in the sphere in which such belief was to
be attained to. 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. I cannot conceive of any
other explanation. I am convinced that there is no other, and
that if the world has indeed, as I have said, been built of
sorrow, it has been built by the hands of love, because in no
other way could the soul of man, for whom the world was

deveni cineva si, in acelasi timp, un sprijin real spre aceastd
devenire, un suflet care indulceste aerul si face spiritualitatea sa
pard simpld si naturald ca lumina soarelui sau ca marea, una
pentru care Frumusetea si Durerea merg mand in mana, purtand
acelasi mesaj. In momentul la care mé refer, imi amintesc clar ci
i-am spus ca existd suficientd suferintd pe o stradduta din Londra
pentru a demonstra cd Dumnezeul nu-l1 iubeste pe om, cd
oriunde se iveste vreo tristete, fie ea doar a unui copil care
plange intr-o gradind pentru o greseald pe care a facut-o sau nu,
intreaga fatd a creatiei este absolut distrusd. Gresesc total. Asa
mi-a spus, dar eu nu o credeam. Nu apartineam sferei in care
poti ajunge la o astfel de credintd. Acum mi se pare ca Iubirea,
orice fel de iubire, este singura explicatie posibild pentru
cantitatea imensa de suferintd din lume. Nu-mi pot imagina o
altd explicatie. Sunt convins cd, dacd lumile, asa cum am mai
spus, sunt construite din Durere, la mijloc e numai Iubirea,
pentru ca Sufletul omului, pentru care toate sunt facute, nu
poate atinge altfel deplindtatea perfectiunii. Pldcere pentru
trupul frumos, dar si Durere pentru Sufletul frumos.
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made, reach the full stature of its perfection. Pleasure for the
beautiful body, but Pain for the beautiful Soul.

When I say that I am convinced of these things I speak with
too much pride. Far off, like a perfect pearl, one can see the
city of God. It is so wonderful that it seems as if a child
could reach it in a summer’s day. And so a child could. But
with me and such as me it is different. One can realise a
thing in a single moment, but one loses it in the long hours
that follow with leaden feet. It is so difficult to keep
“heights that the soul is competent to gain.” We think in
eternity, but we move slowly through time; and how
slowly time goes with us who lie in prison I need not tell
again, nor of the weariness and despair that creep back into
one’s cell, and into the cell of one’s heart, with such strange
insistence that one has, as it were, to garnish and sweep one’s
house for their coming, as for an unwelcome guest, or a bitter
master, or a slave whose slave it is one’s chance or choice to be.

And, though at present my friends may find it a hard thing

10 Wordsworth, The Excursion, IV, 139.

Vorbesc cu prea multd méandrie atunci cand spun cd sunt
convins de aceste lucruri. In depirtare se vede orasul lui
Dumnezeu ca o perla perfectd. E atat de minunat, de parcd un
copil l-ar putea atinge intr-o zi de vara. Si, intr-adevar, un copil
l-ar putea atinge. Dar cu mine si altii ca mine, lucrurile stau altfel.
Iti dai seama instantaneu de ceva, dar il pierzi din vedere in
lungile ore cu picioare de plumb care urmeazd. Este atat de
dificil sa pdstrezi ,culmile pe care sufletul e pregdtit sa le
cucereasca” 0. Noi gandim in termenii Eternitatii, dar ne miscam
lent prin Timp, si cat de lent curge Timpul pentru noi, cei care
zdcem in inchisoare, nu-i cazul s-o mai repet, cum nici despre
oboseala si disperarea care ti se strecoard in celula si in inima cu
0 asemenea insistentd ca nu trebuie, cum ar veni, sd-ti
impodobesti si sa-ti deretici casa pentru venirea lor ca pentru un
oaspete nepoftit sau ca pentru un maestru indcrit sau un sclav al
carui sclav ai sansa sau vrei sa fii.

Si, desi acum iti vine greu sa crezi, pentru tine, care trdiesti
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to believe, it is true none the less, that for them living in freedom
and idleness and comfort it is more easy to learn the lessons of
Humility than it is for me, who begin the day by going down on
my knees and washing the floor of my cell. For prison life with
its endless privations and restrictions makes one rebellious. The
most terrible thing about it is not that it breaks one’s heart—
hearts are made to be broken—but that it turns one’s heart to
stone. One sometimes feels that it is only with a front of brass
and a lip of scorn that one can get through the day at all. And he
who is in a state of rebellion cannot receive grace, to use the
phrase of which the Church is so fond —so rightly fond, I dare
say —for in life as in Art the mood of rebellion closes up the
channels of the soul, and shuts out the airs of heaven. Yet I must
learn these lessons here, if I am to learn them anywhere, and
must be filled with joy if my feet are on the right road and my
face set towards the gate which is called beautiful,” though I may
fall many times in the mire and often in the mist go astray.

This New Life, as through my love of Dante I like sometimes
to call it, is of course no new life at all, but simply the

1 Fapte, 3:2.

in libertate si confort, e mai usor sa inveti lectiile Umilintei decat
pentru mine, care incep ziua spaland dusumeaua celulei. Caci
viata de inchisoare, cu nesfarsitele ei privatiuni si restrictii, face
din tine un rebel. Cel mai teribil lucru dintre toate nu este ca-ti
sfasie inima —inimile sunt facute pentru a fi sfasiate —ci faptul
cd ti-o impietreste. Uneori simti cd poti ajunge la capatul zilei
doar cu fruntea tare ca fierul si cu batjocura pe buze. Iar cine
trdieste in revoltd nu poate accede la starea de gratie, pentru a
intrebuinta expresia atat de draga Bisericii, si pe bune dreptate,
indrdznesc sa spun, caci in viata, la fel ca in Artd, starea de
revoltd inchide canalele sufletului si lasd pe dinafara adierea
cereascd. Dacad e sa le invat undeva, aici trebuie sa invat aceste
lucruri, si trebuie sd ma patrund de bucurie, daca picioarele mele
calca pe drumul cel bun iar fata mi se indreapta spre , usa numita
Frumoasa’“11, desi s-ar putea sd cad adesea in noroi si sd ma
pierd in ceata.

Aceastd viatd noud, cum imi place mie s-o numesc din

dragoste pentru Dante, nu este, desigur, o viata noua ci, pur si
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continuance, by means of development, and evolution, of my
former life. I remember when I was at Oxford saying to one of
my friends as we were strolling round Magdalen’s narrow bird-
haunted walks one morning in the year before I took my degree,
that I wanted to eat of the fruit of all the trees in the garden of
the world, and that I was going out into the world with that
passion in my soul. And so, indeed, I went out, and so I lived.
My only mistake was that I confined myself so exclusively to
the trees of what seemed to me the sun-lit side of the garden,
and shunned the other side for its shadow and its gloom.
Failure, disgrace, poverty, sorrow, despair, suffering, tears even,
the broken words that come from lips in pain, remorse that
makes one walk on thorns, conscience that condemns, self —
abasement that punishes, the misery that puts ashes on its head,
the anguish that chooses sack. cloth for its raiment and into its
own drink puts gall: —all these were things of which I was
afraid. And as I had determined to know nothing of them, I was
forced to taste each of them in turn, to feed on them, to have for
a season, indeed, no other food at all.

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.

simplu, continuarea, prin dezvoltare si evolutie, a vietii mele
anterioare. Imi amintesc ci atunci cand eram la Oxford ii
spuneam unuia din prietenii mei—in timp ce ne plimbam intr-o
dimineatd de iunie, inainte de examenul de absolvire, pe potecile
de la Magdalen, inguste, bantuite de pdsdri,—ca doresc sd
méandnc din fructele tuturor copacilor din grdadina lumii, ca
pdsesc in lume cu acea pasiune in suflet. Intr-adevar, asa am iesit
si asa am trdit. Singura mea greseald a fost cd m-am limitat
exclusiv la copacii din ceea ce mi se parea a fi partea auritd de
soare a gradinii, si am exclus partea cealaltd din cauza umbrei,
intunericului si mohorelii. Esec, dezonoare, sdrdcie, tristete,
disperare, suferintd, lacrimi chiar, cuvinte sfaramate care apar
din gura durerii, remuscarea, ce te face sd mergi pe spini,
congtiinta care te condamnd, umilinta care te pedepseste,
nefericirea care-si pune cenusd in cap, chinul care se imbraca in
panza de sac si bea fiere — de toate astea m-am temut. $i asa cum
ma hotdrasem sa nu le cunosc pe nici unele, am fost fortat sa le
gust pe fiecare pe rand, sa md hranesc cu ele si numai cu ele.

Nu regret o clipd cd am trdit pentru placere. Am trait-o din
plin, asa cum trebuie sd procedezi cu tot ce faci. Nu a existat
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There was no pleasure I did not experience. I threw the pearl of
my soul into a cup of wine. I went down the primrose path to
the sound of flutes. I lived on honeycomb. But to have con-
tinued the same life would have been wrong because it would
have been limiting. I had to pass on. The other half of the garden
had its secrets for me also. Of course all this is foreshadowed
and prefigured in my books. Some of it is in The Happy Prince,
some of it in The Young King, notably in the passage where the
bishop says to the kneeling boy “Is not He who made misery
wiser than thou art”? a phrase which when I wrote it seemed to
me little more than a phrase; a great deal of it is hidden away
in the note of doom that like a purple thread runs through
the texture of Dorian Gray; in The Critic as Artist it is set forth
in many colours; in The Soul of Man it is written down, and
in letters too easy to read; it is one of the refrains whose
recurring motifs make Salomé so like a piece of music and
bind it together as a ballad; in the prose poem of the man
who from the bronze of the image of the “Pleasure that liveth
for a moment” has to make the image of the “Sorrow that

pldcere pe care sa n-o fi trdit. Mi-am aruncat perla sufletului intr-
0 cupd cu vin. Am coborat pe cdrarea presdratd cu primule in
sunet de flaut. M-am hranit cu faguri. Dar ar fi fost o greseald sa
continui o astfel de viata: m-ar fi limitat. A trebuit sa merg mai
departe. Si cealaltd parte a gradinii isi avea secretele ei pentru
mine. Desigur, le-am anticipat si prefigurat pe toate acestea in
arta mea. O parte se afld in ,Printul fericit”, o parte in ,Regele
cel tandr”, in special in pasajul in care episcopul ii spune
baiatului care sta in genunchi: ,Nu oare El ti-a facut nefericirea
mai inteleapta decat arta?” — fraza pe care atunci cand am scris-
o mi s-a pdrut a fi ceva mai mult decat o simpla frazd; o parte
importantd se ascunde in nota Destinului care, asemeni unui fir
rosu, se tese in valul de aur din Dorian Gray; in Criticul artist
apare cu multe nuante, in Sufletul omului este scrisa cu simplitate,
iar in scrisori e usor sa o citesti; este unul dintre refrenele ale
cdror motive fac din Salomé o piesd muzicala si ii conferd coeziune
ca de baladd; este incarnata in poemul in proza al omului care
din imaginea de bronz a , Placerii care trdieste o clipd” trebuie sa
facd imaginea ,Durerii care ddinuie de-a pururi”!2. Nici nu

12 Un citat usor denaturat din poemul in proza , Artistul”, care a apdrut pentru prima oard in Fortnightly Review din iulie 1894. A fost retipdrit in volumul Crima

Lordului Arthur Savile si alte proze (1908).
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abideth for ever” it is incarnate. It could not have been
otherwise. At every single moment of one’s life one is what
one is going to be no less than what one has been. Art is a
symbol, because man is a symbol.

It is, if I can fully attain to it, the ultimate realisation of the
artistic life. For the artistic life is simply self-development.
Humility in the artist is his frank acceptance of all experiences,
just as love in the artist is simply the sense of beauty that
reveals to the world its body and its soul. In Marius the
Epicurean Pater seeks to reconcile the artistic life with the life
of religion, in the deep, sweet, and austere sense of the word.
But Marius is little more than a spectator: an ideal spectator
indeed, and one to whom it is given “to contemplate the
which
Wordsworth defines as the poet’s true aim; yet a spectator

spectacle of life with appropriate emotions,”
merely, and perhaps a little too much occupied with the come-
liness of the benches of the sanctuary to notice that it is the
Sanctuary of Sorrow that he is gazing at.

13Vezi Prefata la Portretul lui Dorian Gray.

putea fi altfel. In fiecare moment al vietii nu esti mai putin decat
ai fost. Arta e simbol, pentru ca omul e simbol?3.

Dacd voi putea atinge vreodatd pe deplin aceasta stare, ea va
constitui incununarea vietii artistice. Pentru viata artisticd acest
lucru inseamnd dezvoltare de sine. Pentru un artist Umilinta
inseamnd acceptarea franca a tuturor experientelor, asa cum
Iubirea reprezintd, pur si simplu, acel simt al Frumosului care
dezvaluie lumii trupul si sufletul. In Marius epicureanul, Pater
cautd sd reconcilieze viata artistica si viata religioasa in sensul
adanc, placut, auster al cuvantului. Dar Marius este ceva mai
mult decat un spectator; el este spectatorul ideal, unul cdruia i
este dat ,sd contemple spectacolul vietii cu emotii potrivite”,
ceea ce Wordsworth considera a fi adevaratul scop al poetului;
totusi, e un simplu spectator, prea putin preocupat de aspectul
pldcut al odoarelor din Sanctuar pentru a remarca, de fapt, cd
priveste la Sanctuarul Durerii.
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I see a far more intimate and immediate connection
between the true life of Christ and the true life of the artist; and
I take a keen pleasure in the reflection that long before sorrow
had made my days her own and bound me to her wheel I had
written in The Soul of Man that he who would lead a Christ-like
life must be entirely and absolutely himself, and had taken as
my types not merely the shepherd on the hillside and the
prisoner in his cell, but also the painter to whom the world is a
pageant and the poet for whom the world is a song. I remember
saying once to André Gide, as we sat together in some Paris café, that
while metaphysics had but little real interest for me, and morality
absolutely none, there was nothing that either Plato or Christ had
said that could not be transferred immediately into the sphere of Art
and there find its complete fulfillment.

Nor is it merely that we can discern in Christ that close union
of personality with perfection which forms the real distinction
between the classical and romantic movement in life, but the very
basis of his nature was the same as that of the nature of the artist —
an intense and flamelike imagination. He realised in the entire
sphere of human relations that imaginative sympathy which
in the sphere of Art is the sole secret of. creation. He

Eu vdd o legdturd mult mai intimd si mai nemijlocitd intre
adevadrata viatd a lui Christos si adevarata viata a artistului, si
imi face nespusa pldcere ca mult inainte de a trdi zilele Durerii si
de a fi legat de roata ei, in Sufletul omului am scris cd acela care
duce viata lui Christos trebuie sa fie total si absolut el insusi, si
mi-am ales drept tipuri nu doar pe pdstorul de pe deal si pe
puscdriasul din celuld, ci si pe pictorul pentru care lumea este o
intreagd procesiune si pe poetul pentru care lumea este cantec.
Imi amintesc c4 i-am spus odati lui André Gide, pe cand stiteam
impreund la o cafenea din Paris, cd in timp ce Metafizica ma
intereseazad prea putin iar Morala absolut deloc, tot ce au spus
Platon si Christos poate fi transferat imediat in sfera Artei,
implinindu-se acolo.

Nu numai cd in Christos putem discerne uniunea stransa
dintre personalitate si perfectiune, care formeaza adevdrata
distinctie dintre Arta clasicd si cea romanticd, fdcand din
Christos adevdratul precursor al miscdrii romantice din viata,
dar chiar esenta firii lui este aceeasi cu a artistului, adica poseda
imaginatia intenss, ca o flacira. In sfera relatiilor umane El a
realizat acea intelegere imaginativa care in sfera Artei este unicul
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understood the leprosy of the leper, the darkness of the blind,
the fierce misery of those who live for pleasure, the strange
poverty of the rich. Someone wrote to me in trouble, “When
you are not on your pedestal you are not interesting.” How
remote was the writer from what Matthew Arnold calls the
“Secret of Jesus.” Either would have taught him that
whatever happens to another happens to oneself, and if you
want an inscription to read at dawn and at night-time, and for
pleasure or for pain, write up on the walls of your house in
letters for the sun to gild and the moon to silver: “Whatever
happens to oneself happens to another.”

Christ’'s place indeed is with the poets. His whole
conception of Humanity sprang right out of the imagination
and can only be realised by it. What God was to the pantheist,
man was to Him. He was the first to conceive the divided races
as a unity. Before his time there had been gods and men, and,
feeling through the mysticism of sympathy that in himself each

secret al creatiei. A inteles lepra leprosului, intunericul orbului,
mizeria cumplitd a celor care traiesc pentru placere si ciudata
sdrdcie a celor bogati. Vezi acum — vezi, nu-i asa—cd atunci cand
mi-ai scris mie, cel aflat la ananghie, cd ,, Atunci cand nu esti pe
piedestal nu esti interesant. Data viitoare cand vei fi bolnav, voi
pleca de indata”, erai tot atdt de departe de adevaratul
temperament al artistului pe cat erai de ceea ce Mathew Arnold
numeste ,Secretul lui Isus”14. Acest lucru ar trebui sa te fi invatat
cd tot ce i se intAmpla celuilalt ti se intdmpla si tie, si dacd vrei sa
ai o inscriptie pe care s-o citesti de pldcere sau cand esti
indurerat, in zori si in timpul noptii, scrie pe perete la tine acasad,
cu litere pe care soarele sd le aureasca si luna s le arginteze: , Tot
ce i se intampla celuilalt, ti se intdmpla si tie.”

Intr-adevar, locul lui Christos e aldturi de poeti. Intreaga lui
conceptie despre Umanitate a izvorat din imaginatie si nu se
poate realiza decat prin ea. Ceea ce Dumnezeu a insemnat
pentru Panteist, a reprezentat omul pentru el. El a fost primul
care a conceput unitatea raselor divizate. Inainte de vremea lui

fuseserd doar zeitati si oameni. Doar el a vdzut cd pe dealurile

14, Dar ramane intrebarea despre ce inseamna a fi drept. Metoda, secretul si rationalitatea blanda a lui Isus.” (Literaturd i dogmd).
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had been made incarnate, he calls himself the Son of the one or
the Son of the other, according to his mood. More than anyone
else in history he wakes in us that temper of wonder to which
romance always appeals. There is still something to me almost
incredible in the idea of a young Galilean peasant imagining
that he could bear on his own shoulders the burden of the
entire world: all that had already been done and suffered, and
all that was yet to be done and suffered: the sins of Nero, of
Cesar Borgia, of Alexander VI, and of him who was Emperor
of Rome and Priest of the Sun: the sufferings of those whose
names are legion and whose dwelling is among the tombs:
oppressed nationalities, factory children, thieves, people in
prison, outcasts, those who are dumb under oppression and
whose silence is heard only of God; and not merely imagining
this but actually achieving it, so that at the present moment all
who come in contact with his personality, even though they may
neither bow to his altar nor kneel before his priest, in some way
find that the ugliness of their sin is taken away and the beauty
of their sorrow revealed to them.

15 Heliogabal.
16 Marcu, 5:9.

vietii nu existd decdt Dummnezeul si Omul si, simtind, prin
mistica intelegerii, cd in sine sunt incarnati amandoi, el isi va
spune siesi Fiul Omului sau fiul celuilalt, depinde de starea in
care se gasea. Mai mult ca oricine altcineva in istorie, el trezeste
in noi acel instinct al miraculosului la care apeleazd doar
povestea romanticd. Mie inca mi se pare incredibild ideea cd un
taran din Galilea isi imagineaza cd poate duce pe umerii lui
povara intregii lumi, adicd, tot ce s-a infaptuit, toatd suferinta si
tot ce se va faptui si suferi: pacatele lui Nero, ale lui Cesare
Borgia, ale lui Alexandru al VI-lea si ale aceluia care a fost
imparat al Romei si Preot al Soarelui', suferintele celor al caror
nume este legheon si a caror locuintd este printre morminte’¢, ale
natiunilor oprimate, ale copiilor din fabricd, hotilor,
puscariasilor, proscrisilor, celor adusi la mutenie datorita
oprimarii si celor a cdror tdcere doar Dumnezeu o aude; si nu
numai ca-si imagineaza dar si realizeaza acest lucru, incat toti
aceia care vin in contact cu el, chiar dacd nu se inchind la altarul
lui si nu ingenuncheaza in fata preotului sau, descopera, totusi,

cd le este luatd uratenia pacatelor si li se reveleaza frumusetea
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I had said of Christ that he ranks with the poets. That is true.
Shelley and Sophocles are of his company. But his entire life also
is the most wonderful of poems. For “pity and terror” there is
nothing in the entire cycle of Greek tragedy to touch it. The
absolute purity of the protagonist raises the entire scheme to a
height of romantic art from which the sufferings of “Thebes and
Pelops” line are by their very horror excluded, and shows how
wrong Aristotle was when he said in his treatise on the drama
that it would be impossible to bear the spectacle of one
blameless in pain. Nor in Zschylus nor Dante, those stern
masters of tenderness, in Shakespeare, the most purely human
of all the great artists, in the whole of Celtic myth and legend,
where the loveliness of the world is shown through a mist of
tears, and the life of a man is no more than the life of a flower,
is there anything that, for sheer simplicity of pathos wedded
and made one with sublimity of tragic effect, can be said to
equal or even approach the last act of Christ’s passion. The little

17 Aristotel, Poetica, cap. XIII.
18 Milton, Il Penseroso.
19 Aristotel, Poetica, cap. XIIL

durerilor.

Am spus cd std aldturi de poeti. E adevdrat. Shelley si Sofocle
se afla in tovdrdsia lui. Dar viata lui este cel mai minunat dintre
poeme. Pentru ca nimic nu egaleaza ,mila si frica”!” din ciclul
tragediei grecesti. Puritatea absoluta a protagonistului ridica
intreaga structura la o indltime a artei romantice din care
suferintele ,Tebei si Peloponezului”® sunt excluse prin insasi
oroarea pe care o contin, si aratd cat de mult a gresit Aristotel
cand a spus in tratatul lui despre teatru cd ar fi imposibil sa
suporti in chinuri spectacolul celui fard vina®. Nici Eschil, nici
Dante, acesti maestri severi ai tandretii, nici Shakespeare, cel mai
autentic uman dintre toti marii artisti, nici toate miturile si
legendele celte, unde frumusetea lumii apare printre ceata
lacrimilor iar viata lumii nu conteaza mai mult ca viata unei flori,
nu existd ceva care, prin simplitatea curata a patosului unitd cu
sublimul efectului tragic sa poata egala sau sd se apropie mdcar
de ultimul act al Patimilor lui Christos. Cina aceea frugald cu
tovarasii lui, dintre care unul il vanduse, chinul la lumina lunii
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supper with his companions one of whom has already prison,
one of whom has already sold him for a price; the anguish in the
quiet moon-lit garden; the false friend coming close to him so as
to betray him with a kiss; the friend who still believed in him,
and on whom as on a rock he had hoped to build a house of
Refuge for Man, denying him as the bird cried to the dawn; his
own utter loneliness, his submission, his acceptance of
everything; and along with it all such scenes as the high priest of
Orthodoxy rending his raiment in wrath, and the magistrate of
civil justice calling for water in the vain hope of cleansing
himself of that stain of innocent blood that makes him the scarlet
figure of history; the coronation ceremony of sorrow, one of the
most wonderful things in the whole of recorded time; the
crucifixion of the Innocent One before the eyes of his mother and
of the disciple whom he loved; the soldiers gambling and
throwing dice for his clothes; the terrible death by which he gave
the world its most eternal symbol; and his final burial in the
tomb of the rich man, his body swathed in Egyptian linen with
costly spices and perfumes as though he had been a king’s son —
when one contemplates all this from the point of view of Art
alone one cannot but be grateful that the supreme office of the

in gradina cu maslini, prietenul fals care se apropie de el pentru
a-1 trdda printr-un sdrut, prietenul care inca a crezut in el si pe
care s-a bizuit si a sperat cd va construi o Casa de Refugiu pentru
Om, renegandu-l la cantul pdsdrii in zori, singurdtatea lui
deplind, supusenia lui, modul in care a acceptat totul si, pe langa
astea toate, scenele cu marele preot al Ortodoxiei sfasiindu-si
vesmintele cu manie, magistratul cerand ap4d, sperand in van sd
se curete de pata de sange inocent, ceea ce face din el figura
inrosita a Istoriei, ceremonia de incoronare a Durerii, unul dintre
cele mai minunate lucruri din intreaga cronica a timpului,
crucificarea Celui Inocent in fata ochilor mamei sale si ai
discipolului pe care-1 iubea, soldatii care joaca jocuri de noroc si
dau cu zarul pentru hainele lui, moartea teribild prin care a dat
lumii simbolul ei etern, inmormantarea lui in morméantul celui
bogat, cu trupul infdsurat in panza egipteand imbibatd cu
mirodenii si parfumuri scumpe, de parca ar fi fost fiul unui
Rege —atunci cand contempli toate acestea doar din punctul de
vedere al Artei, nu poti fi decat recunoscator ca rolul suprem al
Bisericii este jucarea unei tragedii fard vdrsare de sange,
prezentarea misticd prin dialog, costum si gesticd a Patimii
Domnului ei. Eu mi-am amintit mereu cu pldcere si infiorare ca
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Church should be the playing of the tragedy without the
shedding of blood: the mystical presentation, by means of
dialogue and costume and gesture even, of the Passion of her
Lord; and it is always a source of pleasure and awe to me to
remember that the ultimate survival of the Greek chorus, lost
elsewhere to art, is to be found in the servitor answering the
priest at Mass.

Yet the whole life of Christ—so entirely may Sorrow and
Beauty be made one in their meaning and manifestation —is really
an idyll, though it ends with the veil of the temple being rent, and
the darkness coming over the face of the earth, and the stone rolled
to the door of the sepulchre. One always thinks of him as a young
bridegroom with his companions, as indeed he somewhere
describes himself; as a shepherd straying through a valley with his
sheep in search of green meadow or cool stream; as a singer
trying to build out of the music the walls of the City of God; or
as a lover for whose love the whole world was too small. His
miracles seem to me to be as exquisite as the coming of spring,
and quite as natural. I see no difficulty at all in believing that
such was the charm of his personality that his mere presence
could bring peace to souls in anguish, and that those who

ultima ramadsitd a corului antic, pierdutad oriunde altundeva in
arta, se regaseste in raspunsul slujitorului in timpul liturghiei.

Totusi, intreaga viata a lui Christos —atat de deplin se pot
contopi Frumusetea si Durerea ca sens si manifestare —este, de
fapt, o idild, desi se incheie cu sfasierea valului templului, cu
marele intuneric care se coboard peste pamant si cu piatra care
se rostogoleste la intrarea mormantului. Intotdeauna ne gandim
la el ca la un mire tandr, insotit de tovarasii lui, asa cum el singur
se descrie undeva, sau ca la un pdstor bantuind cu oile printr-o
vale, in cdutarea pdsunii sau izvorului rdcoros, sau ca la un
cantdret care incearcd sa inalte cu muzica lui zidurile Orasului
lui Dumnezeu, sau ca la un iubit pentru a cdrui iubire lumea e
prea mica. Miracolele lui imi par la fel de minunate si de naturale
ca venirea primdverii. Nu mi-e greu deloc sa cred cd
personalitatea lui era atat de atrdgdtoare incat simpla lui
prezentd putea aduce pacea in sufletele celor chinuiti, iar aceia
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touched his garments or his hands forgot their pain; or that as
he passed by on the highway of life people who had seen
nothing of life’s mystery saw it clearly, and others who had
been deaf to every voice but that of Pleasure heard for the first.
time the voice of love and found it “as musical as Apollo’s
lute”; or that evil passions fled at his approach, and men whose
dull unimaginative lives had been but a mode of death rose as
it were from the grave when he called them; or that when he
taught on the hillside the multitude forgot their hunger and
thirst and the cares of this world, and that to his friends who
listened to him as he sat at meat the coarse food seemed
delicate, and the water had the taste of good wine, and the
whole house became full of the odour and sweetness of nard.
Renan in his Vie de Jesus—that gracious fifth gospel, the
gospel according to St. Thomas, one might call it—says
somewhere that Christ’s great achievement was that he made
himself as much loved after his death as he had been during

care ii atingeau vesmintele sau mainile uitau durerea sau ca,
trecand pe drumul mare al vietii, cei care nu se intalniserd cu nici
o nefericire, le vedeau clar pe toate, iar cei surzi la orice alt glas
in afara de glasul Pldcerii, auzeau pentru prima oara vocea
Iubirii si li se pdrea ,la fel de armonioasa ca lira lui Apollo”20.
Patimile necurate dispareau la apropierea lui, iar oamenii ale
cdror vieti lipsite de imaginatie fuseserd o ipostaza a mortii
veneau ca si cum s-ar ridica din morminte la chemarea lui; atunci
cand el a predicat pe munte, multimea a uitat de foame, sete, de
grijile acestei lumi, iar prietenilor lui, care il ascultau in timp ce
stateau la masd, mancarea simpld li se parea o delicatesd, apa
avea gustul vinului, iar casa intreagd se umplea de mireasma si
dulceata de levantica.

Renan, in cartea lui, Vie de Jésus—a cincea Evanghelie plina
de gratie, pe care am putea-o numi Evanghelia dupa Sf. Toma —
, spune undeva cd marea realizare a lui Christos a fost ca s-a facut
la fel de iubit dupa moarte precum fusese in timpul vietii?!. Si,

20 Milton, Comus, 478. “Ce seducitoare-i divina Filosofie! /Nu-i nicidecum aspra si greu de-nteles/Precum idioti cu mintea incuiata zic./ Ci-i la fel de armonioasa

ca lira lui Apolo.”

2, Cd s-a facut tn asa mdsurd iubit, incdt dupd moartea lui a fost iubit in continuare, iatd capodopera lui Isus si ce i-a uluit cu atdt mai mult pe contemporanii lui.” (Cap.

XXVIII). (orig. in fr.)
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his lifetime. And certainly, if his place is among the poets, he
is the leader of all the lovers. He saw that love was the first
secret of the world for which the wise men had been looking,
and that it was only through love that one could approach
either the heart of the leper or the feet of God.

And above all, Christ is the most supreme of individualists.
Humility, like the artistic acceptance of all experiences, is
merely a mode of manifestation. It is man’s soul that Christ is
He “God’s
npaocteiatoitbeolr —, and finds it in every one. He compares it

always looking for. calls it Kingdom” —
to little things, to a tiny —seed, to a handful of leaven, to a
pearl. That is because one realises one’s soul only by getting
rid of all alien passions, all acquired culture, and all external
possessions, be they good or evil.

I bore up against everything with some stubbornness of will
and much rebellion of nature, till I had absolutely nothing left in
the world but one thing. I had lost my name, my position, my
happiness, my freedom, my wealth. I was a prisoner and a
pauper. But I still had my children left. Suddenly they were
taken away from me by the law. It was a blow so appalling that

I did not know what to do, so I flung myself on my knees, and

desigur, daca locul lui este printre poeti, el este primul dintre toti
indrdgostitii. El si-a dat seama cd iubirea e secretul pierdut al
lumii, acela pe care l-au cdutat inteleptii, cd numai prin iubire te
poti apropia de inima leprosului sau de picioarele lui
Dumnezeu.

Si, mai presus de orice, Christos este Individualistul suprem.
Umilinta, la fel ca acceptarea artistica a tuturor experientelor,
este doar un mod de manifestare. Christos intotdeauna este in
ciutarea sufletului omului. 1l numeste ,,impéréjcia lui
Dumnezeu” —fifao\eiatoitbeoir—si-l giseste in fiecare. Il
compard cu lucrurile marunte, cu o simanta micd, cu o mana de
plamadeald, cu o perla. Pentru ca iti dai seama de suflet doar
atunci cand scapi de pasiunile strdine, de cultura dobanditd, de
toate bunurile exterioare, rele sau bune.

M-am opus tuturor cu o inddrdtnicie a vointei si cu firea mea
rebeld pand cand nu mi-a mai rdmas nimic in afard de unul
singur. Mi-am pierdut numele, situatia, fericirea, libertatea,
averea. Am fost puscdrias si sdrac. Dar imi rdmadsese ceva
frumos, fiii mei. Dintr-odatd mi-au fost luati prin lege. A fost o
loviturd atat de groaznicd incat nu am stiut ce sa fac, asa ca am
cazut in genunchi, mi-am plecat capul si mi-am spus: , Trupul
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bowed my head, and wept, and said, “The body of a child is as
the body of the Lord: I am not worthy of either.” That moment
seemed to save me. I saw then that the only thing for me was to
accept everything.

Since then—curious as it will no doubt sound —I have
been happier. It was of course my soul in its ultimate
essence that I had reached. In many ways I had been its
enemy, but I found it waiting for me as a friend. When one
comes in contact with the soul it makes one simple as a
child, as Christ said one should be. It is tragic how few
people ever “possess their souls” before they die. “Nothing
is more rare in any man,” says Emerson, “than an act of his
own.” It is quite true. Most people are other people. Their
thoughts are someone else’s opinions, their lives a
mimicry, their passions a quotation. Christ was not merely
the supreme Individualist, but he was the first individualist

unui copil e ca trupul Domnului, nu sunt demn nici de unul, nici
de celdlalt.” Se pare cd acel moment m-a salvat. Am vazut cd

singurul lucru care imi ramadsese de facut era sa accept totul.

De atunci—poate ti se va pdrea curios—m-am simtit mai
fericit. Ajunsesem, desigur, la esenta sufletului meu. In diverse
feluri fusesem inamicul lui, dar 1-am gdsit asteptandu-ma ca un
prieten. Atunci cand ajungi sd intrii in contact cu sufletul, devii
simplu ca un copil, cum a spus Christos cd ar trebui sé fii. E tragic
cat de putini oameni ,acced la propriul suflet inainte de a
muri”?2. ,Nimic nu e mai rar la om,” spune Emerson, ,, decét o
fapta care sa-i apartind”?. E perfect adevarat. Majoritatea
oamenilor nu sunt ei, sunt altii, nu-si apartin. Gandurile lor
reprezinta opiniile altora, viata lor e o pantomima, pasiunile lor
un citat. Christos nu a fost doar Individualistul suprem, a fost
primul individualist din Istorie.

22 Gi sd vadem pamantul tot de la un pol la altul/Sa-aruncam privirea, sa-ncuviintdm, sd ne repezim apoi— /Si sd n-ajungem si-accedem la propriul suflet

micar o dati/Inainte de a muri. Matthew Arnold, , A Southern Night.”[1861].

% In conferinta ,Predicatorul”, publicatd postum in Lectures and Biographical Sketches (1883). “In afard de pasiune si interes care pervertesc, ceea ce ne
impovéreaza este supreficialitatea. Parerile oamenilor isi pierd valoarea pentru acela care intuieste ca sunt predictibile chiar prin natura categoriei cdreia acestea
apartin. Nimic nu e mai rar la om, oricare ar fi el, decét o fapta care sa-i apartind.”
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in history.

People have tried to make him out an ordinary
philanthropist, or ranked him as an Altruist with the
unscientific and sentimental. But he was really neither one nor
the other. Pity he has, of course, for the poor, for those who are
shut up in prisons, for the lowly, for the wretched; but he has
far more pity for the rich, for the hard hedonists, for those who
waste their freedom in becoming slaves to things, for those who
wear soft raiment and live in kings’ houses. Riches and
Pleasure seemed to him to be really greater tragedies than
poverty or sorrow. And as for Altruism, who knew better
than he that it is vocation not volition that determines us,
and that one cannot gather grapes of thorns or figs from
thistles?

To live for others as a definite self-conscious aim was
not his creed. It was not the basis of his creed. When he
says, “Forgive your enemies,” it is not for the sake of the
enemy, but for one’s own sake that he says so, and because
love is more beautiful than hate. In his own entreaty to the
young man, “Sell all that thou hast and give to the poor,” it is
not of the state of the poor that he is thinking, but of the soul of

Oamenii au incercat sd facd din el un Filantrop de rand,
asemeni oricarui filantrop odios din secolul al noudsprezecelea,
sau l-au catalogat drept Altruist, aldturi de spiritele nestiintifice
si sentimentale. Dar el nu a apartinut nici uneia dintre aceste
categorii. Pentru cei sairmani, pentru cei din inchisori, cei de jos,
cei nefericiti a avut mild, dar si mai multa mild a avut pentru cei
bogati, pentru hedonistii inveterati, pentru cei care isi pierd
libertatea, devenind sclavii lucrurilor, pentru cei care se imbraca
in haine molatice si locuiesc aldturi de regi. Dupd parerea lui
Bogatiile si Placerea sunt tragedii mai mari decat Sardcia si
Durerea. lar in ce priveste Altruismul, cine a stiut oare mai bine
ca el cd este o vocatie, nu o manifestare a vointei, cd nu poti
culege struguri dintre spini si smochine dintre ciulini?

Crezul lui nu a fost ideea cd trebuie sa traiesti pentru altii,
fdcandu-ti din asta un scop in cunostinta de cauza. Nu asta a fost
esenta crezului sdu. Atunci cand spune , larta-ti dusmanii”, nu o
spune de dragul dusmanilor, ci de dragul propriei tale persoane,
pentru ca Iubirea e mai frumoasa decat Ura. In indemnul lui fats
de tandrul care, atunci cand l-a vazut, l-a indragit, ,, Vinde tot ce
ai si da saracilor”, el nu are in vedere soarta saracilor ci sufletul
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the young man, the soul that wealth was marring. In his view of
life he is one with the artist who knows that by the inevitable
law of self-perfection, the poet must sing, and the sculptor think
in bronze, and the painter make the world a mirror for his
moods, as surely and as certainly as the hawthorn must blossom
in spring, and the corn turn to gold at harvest —time, and the
moon in her ordered wanderings change from shield to sickle,
and from sickle to shield.

But while Christ did not say to men, “Live for others,”
he pointed out that there was no difference at all between
the lives of others and one’s own life. By this means he gave
to man an extended, a Titan personality. Since his coming the
history of each separate individual is, or can be made, the
history of the world. Of course, culture has intensified the
personality of man. Art has made us myriad-minded. Those
who have the artistic temperament go into exile with Dante
and learn how salt is the bread of others, and how steep their
stairs; they catch for a moment the serenity and calm of
Goethe, and yet know but too well that Baudelaire cried to
God:

O Seigneur, donnez-moi la force et le courage

tanarului, sufletul frumos pe care bogatia il ruina. Conceptia lui
despre viatd seamana cu a artistului care stie cd, prin inevitabila
lege a perfectiunii de sine, poetul trebuie sa cante, sculptorul sa
gandeascd in bronz, pictorul sa facd din lume o oglindd a stdrilor
lui, la fel cum macesul trebuie sa infloreascd primédvara, graul sa
se-aureasca la seceris iar luna, in cutreierarile ei fixe, trebuie sa

se schimbe din scut in secera si din secera in scut.

Dar daca Christos nu le-a spus oamenilor ,Trditi pentru
altii”, el a subliniat cd nu-i nici o diferenta intre vietile altora si
propria ta viatd. El a extins personalitatea omului prin acest
mijloc, a facut din ea o personalitate titanicd. De la venirea lui,
istoria fiecdrui individ este, sau poate deveni, istoria lumii.
Desigur, cultura a potentat personalitatea omului. Arta a facut
din noi fiinte cu miriade de ganduri. Cei cu temperament artistic
pleacd in exil cu Dante si invatd cat e de amara painea altora si
cat de abrupte le sunt treptele; o clipd cunosc calmul si
senindtatea lui Goethe si, totusi, stiu prea bine de ce Baudelaire
i-a strigat lui Dumnezeu:

O Seigneur, donnez-moi la force et le courage

C ONTEMPORARY

LITERATURE P RESS

http://editura.mttlc.ro
The University of Bucharest, 2017



REDISCOVERING
OSCAR WILDE

Laxi

Oscar Wilde
The Critic as Artist. Criticul-Artist. De Profundis.
Parallel Texts.

177

De contempler mon corps et mon coeur sans dégofit.

Out of Shakespeare’s sonnets they draw, to their own
hurt it may be, the secret of his love and make it their own;
they look with new eyes on modern life, because they have
listened to one of Chopin’s nocturnes, or handled Greek
things, or read the story of the passion of some dead man
for some dead woman whose hair was like threads of fine
gold, and whose mouth was as a pomegranate. But the
sympathy of the artistic temperament is necessarily with
what has found expression. In words or in colours, in music
or in marble, behind the painted masks of an ZAschylean
play, or through some Sicilian shepherds’ pierced and
jointed reeds, the man and his message must have been
revealed.

To the artist, expression is the only mode under which he
can conceive life at all. To him what is dumb is dead. But to
Christ it was not so. With a width and wonder of imagination
that fills one almost with awe, he took the entire world of the

De contempler mon corps et mon coeur sans dégotit.?*

Din sonetele lui Shakespeare ei extrag, spre propriul chin
poate, secretul iubirii, care devine propriul lor secret; ei privesc
viata modernd cu ochi proaspeti, pentru cd au ascultat una
dintre nocturnele lui Chopin sau au tinut in mana obiecte
grecesti sau au citit povestea pasiunii vreunui mort pentru o
moartd cu pdr de aur si gura ca de rodie. Dar empatia
temperamentului artistic se manifestd in lucrul care si-a gasit
propria expresie. Probabil ca omul si mesajul lui au fost revelate
in cuvinte sau in culori, in muzicd sau th marmura, dincolo de
mastile pictate ale unei piese eschiliene sau prin trestiile gaurite
si legate ale fluierului vreunui pastor sicilian.

Expresia este pentru artist singura modalitate prin care
poate concepe viata. Pentru el ceea ce e fara grai, e mort. Dar
pentru Christos nu a fost asa. Cu o imaginatie bogatd si
minunatd, care te inspdimanta oarecum, si-a construit regatul

%, —0O, Doamne! da-mi curajul si vlaga minunata/Sa-mi pot privi si gandul si trupul, nescarbit!”, din ,, O cildtorie in Cythera”, in Florile rdului (1857), trad. Al

Philippide.
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inarticulate, the voiceless world of pain, as his kingdom, and
made of himself its eternal mouthpiece. Those of whom I have
spoken, who are dumb under oppression and “whose silence
is heard only of God,” he chose as his brothers. He sought to
become eyes to the blind, ears to the deal, and a cry in the lips
of those whose tongues had been tied. His desire was to be to
the myriads who had found no utterance a very trumpet
through which they might call to heaven. And feeling, with the
artistic nature of one to whom suffering and sorrow were
modes through which he could realise his conception of the
beautiful, that an idea is of no value till it becomes incarnate
and is made an image, he made of himself the image of the
Man of Sorrows, and as such has fascinated and dominated art
as no Greek god ever succeeded in doing.

For the Greek gods, in spite of the white and red of their fair
fleet limbs, were not really what they appeared to be. The curved
brow of Apollo was like the sun’s disc crescent over a hill at
dawn, and his feet were as the wings of the morning, but he
himself had been cruel to Marsyas and had made Niobe child-
less. In the steel shields of Athena’s eyes there had been no pity
for Arachne; the pomp and peacocks of Hera were all that was

din intreaga lume a celor nearticulate, a lumii durerilor fara grai,
el devenindu-i glasul. Si-a facut frati dintre cei despre care am
spus ca tac sub opresiune ,si a cdror tdcere doar Dumnezeu o
asculta”. A cdutat sa devind ochi pentru orbi, urechi pentru
surzi, strigdt pe buzele celor a caror limba a fost legata. Dorinta
lui a fost sa fie trambita prin care miriadele care nu reusesc sd
rosteascd nici un sunet sa poata chema Cerul. Si simtind, cu firea
artistica a celui pentru care Durerea si Suferinta sunt modalitati
prin care se poate ajunge la conceptia despre Frumos, cd o idee
nu are nici o valoare pand cand nu se incarneaza si devine
imagine, el face din sine insusi imaginea Omului Tuturor
Durerilor, si astfel domind si fascineaza Arta, cum nu a reusit sa
o facd nici un zeu grec.

Céci zeii greci, in ciuda albului si rosului picioarelor lor
frumoase si sprintene, nu erau ce pdreau a fi. Fruntea boltitd a
lui Apollo era asemeni unui arc de cerc al discului solar
deasupra unui deal in zori, iar picioarele lui ca aripile diminetii,
dar a fost crud cu Marsias si a ldsat-o pe Niobe fara copii; ochii
lui Pallas, ca doud scuturi de otel, nu au cunoscut mila pentru
Arachne; splendoarea si paunii erau pentru Hera singurul ei
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really noble about her; and the Father of the Gods himself had
been too fond of the daughters of men. The two most deeply
suggestive figures of Greek Mythology were, for religion,
Demeter, an Earth Goddess, not one of the Olympians, and for
art, Dionysus, the son of a mortal woman to whom the moment
of his birth had proved also the moment of her death.

But Life itself from its lowliest and most humble sphere
produced one far more marvellous than the mother of
Proserpina or the son of Semele. Out of the Carpenter’s shop
at Nazareth had come a personality infinitely greater than any
made by myth and legend, and one, strangely enough,
destined to reveal to the world the mystical meaning of wine
and the real beauties of the lilies of the field as none, either on
Cithaeron or at Etna, had ever done.

The song of Isaiah, “He is despised and rejected of men, a man
of sorrows and acquainted with grief: and we hid as it were our faces
from him,” had seemed to him to prefigure himself, and in him
the prophecy was fulfilled. We must not be afraid of such a
phrase. Every single work of art is the fulfillment of a

25 Isaia, 53:3.

blazon de noblete, iar tatal zeilor le indrdgea prea mult pe
muritoare. Cele doud figuri sugestive ale mitologiei grecesti au
fost, din punct de vedere religios, Demetra, o zeitd a pamantului,
neolimpiand, iar din punct de vedere artistic, Dionis, fiul unei
muritoare, care a murit dandu-i nastere.

Dar din locurile ei cele mai umile si mai de jos, Viata
insdsi a creat pe cineva mult mai minunat decat pe mama
Proserpinei sau pe fiul Semelei. Din atelierul unui tamplar din
Nazaret a apdrut o personalitate infinit superioara celor create
de mit sau legenda si, ciudat, destinata sa dezvaluie lumii sensul
mistic al vinului si frumusetea reald a crinilor, asa cum nimeni
nu a facut-o vreodatd in Cythera sau pe Etna.

I s-a pdrut cd Isaia, in cantecul lui, , Dispretuit si cel din urma
dintre oameni, om de suferintd si rabditor la durere, cdci chipul lui era
hidos, dispretuit si nesocotit”?®, il anuntd, iar in el s-a implinit
profetia. Nu trebuie sd ne fie teama de o astfel de fraza. Fiecare
opera de artd e implinirea unei profetii. Fiecare operd de artd este
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prophecy: for every work of art is the conversion of an idea
into an image. Every single human being should be the
tulfillment of a prophecy: for every human being should be
the realisation of some ideal, either in the mind of God or in
the mind of man. Christ found the type and fixed it, and the
dream of a Virgilian poet, either at Jerusalem or at Babylon,
became in the long progress of the centuries incarnate in him
for whom the world was waiting.

To me one of the things in history the most to be regretted
is that the Christ’s own renaissance, which has produced the
Cathedral at Chartres, the Arthurian cycle of legends, the life
of St. Francis of Assisi, the art of Giotto, and Dante’s Divine
Comedy, was not allowed to develop on its own lines, but was
interrupted and spoiled by the dreary classical Renaissance
that gave us Petrarch, and Raphael’s frescoes, and Palladian
architecture, and formal French tragedy, and St. Paul’s
Cathedral, and Pope’s poetry, and everything that is made
from without and by dead rules, and does not spring from

2 Virgiliu, Ecloga IV: ,, Jam redit et virgo”.

conversiunea unei idei in imagine. Fiecare om ar trebui sa fie
implinirea unei profetii. Pentru cd fiecare om ar trebui sa fie
implinirea unui ideal, in spiritul lui Dumnezeu sau in spiritul
omului. Christos a gdsit tipul si l-a fixat, iar visul poetului
virgilian, fie el in lerusalim sau in Babilon, s-a incarnat in el in
lunga procesiune a secolelor, in cel pe care lumea il astepta?®.

Pentru mine, cel mai regretabil eveniment din istorie este ca
insasi renasterea lui Christos, care a dat catedrala din Chartres,
ciclul legendelor arthuriene, viata sfantului Francisc din Assissi,
arta lui Giotto si Divina Comedie a lui Dante, nu a evoluat in liniile
ei firesti, ci a fost intreruptd si desfiguratd de groaznica
Renastere clasicd, aceea care ni l-a dat pe Petrarca si frescele lui
Rafael, arhitectura palladiand, tragedia francezd, catedrala Sf.
Paul si poezia lui Pope, si tot ce izvordste din exterior si din
reguli moarte, nu din interior, prin mijlocirea unui spirit care o
hraneste.?” Dar oriunde apare o miscare romanticd in Artd, acolo,

¥In acest punct, Wilde urmeaza ideile maestrului sdu oxfordian, John Ruskin, sustindtor al artei medievale, spre deosebire de un alt critic al vremii, apreciat

in egald masurad de Wilde, Walter Pater.
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within through some spirit informing it. But wherever there is
a romantic movement in art there somehow, and under some
form, is Christ, or the soul of Christ. He is in Romeo and Juliet,
in the Winter’s Tale, in Provencal poetry, in the Ancient Mariner,
in La Belle Dame sans Merci, and in Chatterton’s Ballad of Charity.

We owe to him the most diverse things and people. Hugo's
Les Miserables, Baudelaire’s Fleurs du Mal, the note of pity in
Russian novels, Verlaine and Verlaine’s poems, the stained
glass and tapestries and the Quattro-cento work of Burne-Jones
and Morris, belong to him no less than the tower of Giotto,
Lancelot and Guinevere, Tannhduser, the troubled romantic
marbles of Michael Angelo, pointed architecture, and the love
of children and flowers —for both of which, indeed, in classical
art there was but little place, hardly enough for them to grow or
play in, but which, from the twelfth century down to our own
day, have been continually making their appearances in art,
under various modes and at various times, coming fitfully
and willfully, as children, as flowers, are apt to do: spring
always seeming to one as if the flowers had been in hiding,

28 Doi dintre membrii miscérii ,, Arts and Crafts”.

sub o formd anume, se afld Christos sau sufletul lui Christos. El
este prezent in Romeo si Julieta, in Poveste de iarnd, in poezia
provensald, in Batranul marinar, in La Belle Dame sans Merci, si in
Balada caritatii a lui Chatterton.

Lui 1i datoram diversitatea lucrurilor si oamenilor.
Mizerabilii lui Hugo, Florile riului de Baudelaire, nota de infinita
mild din romanele rusesti, vitraliile, tapiseriile si lucrarile in stil
quattrocento ale lui Burne-Jones si Morris?8, poemele lui
Verlaine si Verlaine insusi se revendicd din el, nu mai putin ca
Giotto, Tannhé&user,

romantice, Michelangelo,

Turnul lui Lancelot si Guinevere,

marmorele suferinde ale lui
arhitectura ogivald, dragostea de copii si flori—pentru care a
existat prea putin loc in arta clasica, prea putin, intr-adevdr,
pentru a putea sd creasca si sd se joace in voie, dar care incepand
cu secolul al doisprezecelea pand in zilele noastre si-au facut
constant aparitia in artd, in diverse maniere si in epoci diferite,
rdsdrind sporadic si capricios ca florile si copiii, de parca

primdvara ar fi un anotimp in care florile s-ar ascunde. Florile
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and only came out into the sun because they were afraid that
grown up people would grow tired of looking for them and
give up the search; and the life of a child being no more than
an April day on which there is both rain and sun for the
narcissus.

It is the imaginative quality of Christ’s own nature
that makes him this palpitating centre of romance. The
strange figures of poetic drama and ballad are made by the
imagination of others, but out of his own imagination
entirely did Jesus of Nazareth create himself. The cry of
Isaiah had really no more to do with his coming than the
song of the nightingale has to do with the rising of the moon
—no more, though perhaps no less. He was the denial as
well as the affirmation of prophecy. For every expectation
that he fulfilled there was another that he destroyed. In all
beauty, says Bacon, “there is some strangeness of proportion,”
and of those who are born of the spirit — of those, that is to say,
who like himself are dynamic forces — Christ says that they are
like the wind that “bloweth where it listeth, and no man can tell

apar la soare doar pentru ca le e teama cd maturii se vor plictisi
sd le ingrijeascd si vor renunta sa le caute, iar viata unui copil nu

este mai mult ca o zi de aprilie, cu ploaie si soare, pentru narcise.

Tocmai aceastd calitate imaginativd a naturii lui Christos
face din el centrul palpitand al povestii romantice. Personajele
ciudate ale teatrului si baladei poetice sunt create de imaginatia
altora, dar Isus din Nazaret s-a creat pe sine din propria
imaginatie. Strigdtul lui Isaia nu are mai putin de a face cu
venirea lui decat are de a face cantecul privighetorii cu rasaritul
lunii —nici mai mult, dar nici mai putin. El a fost in acelasi timp
negarea si afirmarea profetiei. Cdci pentru fiecare asteptare pe
care a implinit-o, a distrus alta. In toate lucrurile frumoase,
spune Bacon, existd , 0 ciudatenie a proportiei”?’, iar despre cei
care sunt ndscuti din spirit, despre cei care, cum ar veni, sunt
forte dinamice ca el insusi, Christos spune cd sunt asemeni
vantului care ,,sufld incotro voieste si glasul lui 1-auzi, dar nu stii

2 Of Beauty (Despre Frumos), in The Essays or Counsels, Civil and Moral, of Francis Bacon Ld Verulam Viscount St. Albans, 1627. Citatul correct: “Nu exista frumusete

cu adevarat, daca aceasta nu contine o anume stranietate a proportiei.”
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whence it cometh and whither it goeth.” That is why he is so
fascinating to artists. He has all the colour elements of life:
mystery, strangeness, pathos, suggestion, ecstasy, love. He
appeals to the temper of wonder, and creates that mood in
which alone he can be understood.

And to me it is a joy to remember that if he is “of imagination
all compact,” the world itself is of the lame substance. I said in
Dorian Gray that the great sins of the world take place in the
brain: but it is in the brain that everything takes place. We know
now that we do not see with the eyes or hear with the ears. They
are really channels for the transmission, adequate or inadequate,
of sense impressions. It is in the brain that the poppy is red, that
the apple is odorous, that the skylark sings.

Of late I have been studying with diligence the four prose
poems about Christ. At Christmas I managed to get hold of a
Greek Testament, and every morning, after I had cleaned my
cell and polished my tins, I read a little of the Gospels, a dozen
verses taken by chance anywhere. It is a delightful way of

30 Joan, 3:8.

de unde vine si unde merge”30. De aceea este el atat de fascinant
pentru artisti. Are toate elementele de culoare ale vietii, mister,
iubire. El
temperamentul care alimenteazd capacitatea de a te minuna si

stranietate, patos, sugestie, extaz, trezeste
creeaza acea stare, singura de altfel, prin care el poate fi inteles.

Si md bucur sa-mi amintesc cd, daca el este ,intrupare a-
nchipuirii goale”3!, lumea are aceeasi substanta. In Dorian Gray32
am spus cd marile pacate se petrec in creier. Acum stim cd nu
vedem cu ochiul si nu auzim cu urechea. Ele sunt doar canale de
transmitere, bune sau rele, ale impresiunilor simturilor. Doar in

creier macul e rosu, marul are mireasma si ciocarlia canta.

In ultima vreme am studiat, cu oarecare ravn, cele patru
poeme in proza despre Christos. La Craciun am reusit sda pun
mana pe Testamentul grecesc si in fiecare dimineatd, dupa ce-mi
curdt celula si-mi sterg castroanele, citesc putin din Evanghelii,
cateva versete la intAmplare. Este un mod pldcut de a incepe

31Visul unei nopti de vard, act V, scena I, trad. Dan Grigorescu, William Shakespeare, Teatru, ed. Albatros, Bucuresti, 1971.

32 Cap. 2.
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opening the day. Everyone, even in a turbulent, ill-disciplined
life, should do the same. Endless repetition, in and out of
season, has spoiled for us the freshness, the naiveté, the simple
romantic charm of the Gospels. We hear them read far too often
and far too badly, and all repetition is anti-spiritual. When one
returns to the Greek, it is like going into a garden of lilies out of
some narrow and dark house.

And to me, the pleasure is doubled by the reflection that it
is extremely probable that we have the actual terms, the
ipsissima verba, used by Christ. It was always supposed that
Christ talked in Aramaic. Even Renan thought so. But now we
know that the Galilean peasants, like the Irish peasants of our
own day, were bilingual, and that Greek was the ordinary
language of intercourse all over Palestine, as indeed all over
the Eastern world. I never liked the idea that we knew of Christ’s
own words only through a translation of a translation. It is a
delight to me to think that as far as his conversation was con-
cerned, Charmides might have listened to him, and Socrates

ziua. Pentru tine, cu stilul tau de viata turbulent si indisciplinat,
ar insemna foarte mult dacd ai proceda la fel. Ti-ar face enorm
de bine, iar greaca e destul de simpld. Repetitiile nesfarsite,
venite sau neavenite, ne-au distrus acea naiveté, acea prospetime,
farmecul simplu si romantic al Evangheliilor. Le auzim prea des
si prea prost citite, si orice repetitie este anti-spirituald. Atunci
cand te intorci la greaca este ca si cum ai intra intr-o gradina cu
crini, venind dintr-o casd inghesuita si intunecoasa.

Iar pentru mine pldcerea este dublatd de gandul ca s-ar
putea sa citim cuvintele reale, ipsissima verba, pe care Christos le-
a spus. S-a crezut mereu ca Isus Christos vorbea aramaica. Chiar
Renan crede asa. Dar acum stim ca taranii galileeni, ca taranii
irlandezi din zilele noastre, erau bilingvi, iar greaca era limba
cotidiand in intreaga Palestind, ca in toatd lumea orientala.
Niciodata nu mi-a pldacut ca aflam cuvintele lui Christos prin
intermediul unei traduceri dupd o traducere. In ce priveste
conversatia, ma incanta gandul ca probabil Charmides3® 1-a
ascultat, cd Socrate a discutat cu el iar Plotin l-a inteles, ca a spus

3 Personajul principal din dialogul platonician Charmides, unde apare ca un tanar frumos care intruchipeaza tema centrald a cw@pdvy sau moderatiei. Lungul

poem omonim al lui Wilde este despre un personaj imaginar.
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reasoned with him, and Plato understood him: that he really said
gyw eiyr moiunv 0 kalog, that when he thought of the lilies of the
tield and how they neither toil nor spin, his absolute expression
was katapdete T4 Kpiva T00 dypod wogauddteion’ koma vier, and
that his last word when he cried out “my life has been completed,
has reached its fulfilment, has been perfected,” was exactly as St.
John tells us it was: tetéAeotar — no more.

While in reading the Gospels—particularly that of St. John
himself, or whatever early Gnostic took his name and mantle —1I
see the continual assertion of the imagination as the basis of all
spiritual and material life, I see also that to Christ imagination was
simply a form of Love, and that to him love was lord in the fullest
meaning of the phrase. Some six weeks ago I was allowed by the
doctor to have white bread to eat instead of the coarse black or
brown bread of ordinary prison fare. It is a great delicacy. It will
sound strange that dry bread could possibly be a delicacy to
anyone. To me it is so much so that at the close of each meal I
carefully eat whatever crumbs may be left on my tin plate, or have

3¢ Eu sunt pastorul cel bun.” Ioan, 10: 11, 14.

3%, Priviti crinii cimpului cum cresc! Ei nu se ostenesc, nici nu torc.” Matei, 6:28.

36 ,Savarsitu-s-a”, Ioan, 19:30.

intr-adevar éyw eipr moiunv 0 kaldg®*, cd atunci cand se gandea la
crinii cAmpului, cum nici nu ostenesc, nici nu torc, expresia lui
precisd a fost karaudfere Td Kpiva TOO AypPod TOGAUEATEIOD' KOMIA
vnBei®, si ultimul lui cuvant, cand a strigat , Viata mea s-a sfarsit,
s-a implinit, s-a desavarsit,” a fost intr-adevar cum ne spune Sf.
Ioan tetéAeoraide si nu altul.

Si, citind Evangheliile — in special Evanghelia Sfantului Ioan,
sau cum s-o fi numit acel gnostic timpuriu care i-a luat numele
si mantia—, vad permanenta afirmare a imaginatiei ca
fundament al vietii spirituale si materiale, mai vad cd pentru
Christos imaginatia era pur si simplu o formd de Iubire, ca
Iubirea era pentru el Domnul, in adevdratul sens al cuvantului.
Acum sase sdptdmani, doctorul mi-a permis sd mdnanc pdine
albd in loc de painea neagrad a ratiei de inchisoare. E o mare
delicatesa. Tie ti se va pdrea ciudat cd painea uscatd poate fi o
delicatesa. Te asigur cd pentru mine asa este, ca la sfarsitul

fiecdrei mese mananc cu grija orice firimitura ramasad in farfuria
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fallen on the rough towel that one uses as a cloth so as not to soil
one’s table; and I do so not from hunger —I get now quite sufficient
food —but simply in order that nothing should be wasted of what
is given to me. So one should look on love.

Christ, like all fascinating personalities, had the power of not
merely saying beautiful things himself, but of making other
people say beautiful things to him; and I love the story St. Mark
tells us about the Greek woman, who, when as a trial of her faith
he said to her that he could not give her the bread of the children
of Israel, answered him that the little dogs — xovapua, “little dogs”
it should be rendered —who are under the table eat of the crumbs
that the children let fall. Most people live for love and
admiration. But it is by love and admiration that we should live.
If any love is shown us we should recognise that we are quite
unworthy of it. Nobody is worthy to be loved. The fact that God
loves man shows us that in the divine order of ideal things it is
written that eternal love is to be given to what is eternally
unworthy. Or if that phrase seems to be a bitter one to bear, let

37 Marcu, 26:30.

% ,We live by admiration, hope and love”, Wordsworth, The Excursion, IV, 763.

de metal sau care a cdzut pe servetul grosolan pe care-1 folosesc
drept fatd de masd pentru a nu se pdta masa; si nu din cauza
foamei procedez asa—acum primesc suficientd méancare—, ci,
pur si simplu, sa nu risipesc nimic din ce mi se dd. Asa ar trebui
sd privim si iubirea.

Christos, asemeni tuturor personalitdtilor fascinante, nu a
avut doar forta de a spune lucruri frumoase, ci de a-i face si pe
altii sa-i spuna lucruri frumoase; mie imi place povestea despre
grecoaicd —yovr] EAAnvi¢—pe care ne-o spune Marcu: atunci
cand, pentru a-i pune la incercare credinta, el i-a spus cd nu-i
poate da painea copiilor lui Israel, ea i-a rdspuns ca acei catei —
kovdpia ar trebui tradus ,cdtei” —care sunt sub masa, mananca
firimiturile pe care copiii le lasa sa cadd3”. Majoritatea oamenilor
trdiesc pentru dragoste si admiratie. Dar noi ar trebui sad trdim
prin dragoste si admiratie3®. Daca ni se aratd un semn de
dragoste, e cazul sa recunoastem cd nu suntem demni de ea.
Nimeni nu merita sa fie iubit. Faptul ca Dumnezeu il iubeste pe
om, demonstreaza cad in ordinea divina a celor ideale sta scris ca

iubirea eternd trebuie s3 fie data celor etern nedemne. Sau, daca
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us say that everyone is worthy of love, except him who thinks
that he is. Love is a sacrament that should be taken kneeling, and
Domine, non sum dignus should be on the lips and in the hearts of
those who receive it.

If ever I write again, in the sense of producing artistic work,
there are just two subjects on which and through which I desire
to express myself: one is Christ as the precursor of the romantic
movement in life’: the other is The artistic life considered in its
relation to conduct.” The first is, of course, intensely fascinating,
for I see in Christ not merely the essentials of the supreme
romantic type, but all the accidents, the wilfullnesses even, of the
romantic temperament also. He was the first person who ever
said to people that they should live flower-like fives.” He fixed
the phrase. 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 have a use. Dante describes the soul of a
man as coming from the hand of God “weeping and laughing
like a little child,” and Christ also saw that the soul of each one
should be aguisa di fanciulla the piangendo e ridendo pargoleggia. He

aceastd expresie pare prea durd, sa zicem cd toti sunt demni de
dragoste, cu exceptia celui care crede cd el e demn. Iubirea e o
taina sfantd, care ar trebui primitd in genunchi si Domine, non
sum dignus ar trebui sd fie pe buzele si in inimile celor care o
primesc.

Daca voi mai scrie vreodatd, vreo operd artisticd vreau sa
spun, doud vor fi subiectele prin care md voi exprima; unul este
,Christos ca precursor al miscarii romantice in viata,” iar cel de-
al doilea, , Viata artisticd privita in relatie cu comportamentul
moral”. Desigur, primul este extrem de fascinant, pentru ca eu
vad in Christos nu doar trasaturile esentiale ale tipului romantic
suprem, ci si toate trasaturile accidentale, chiar si voluntarismul
temperamentului romantic. El a fost prima persoand care le-a
spus oamenilor ca ar trebui sa traiasca ,precum florile”. El a
consacrat aceastd expresie. I-a luat pe copii ca model a ceea ce
oamenii ar trebui sd devind. I-a dat ca exemple celor varsnici,
ceea ce eu iInsumi am considerat a fi folosul principal al copiilor,
daca tot ce e perfect ar trebui sa aiba vreun folos. Dante descrie
sufletul omului iesind din ména lui Dumnezeu ,plangand si
razand” ca un copilas, iar Christos a mai vdzut ca sufletul
oricdrui om ar trebui sa fie , aguisa di fanciulla, che piange e ridendo
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felt that life was changeful, fluid, active, and that to allow it to
be stereotyped into any form was death. He saw that people
should not be too serious over material, common interests: that
to be unpractical was to be a great thing: that one should not
bother too much over affairs. The “birds didn’t, why should
man?” He is charming when he says, “Take no thought for the
morrow; is not the soul more than meat? is not the body more
than raiment?” A Greek might have used the latter phrase. It is
full of Greek feeling. But only Christ could have said both, and
so summed up life perfectly for us.

His morality is all sympathy, just what morality should be.
If the only thing that he ever said had been, “Her sins are
forgiven her because she loved much,” it would have been
worthwhile dying to have said it. His justice is all poetical
justice, exactly what justice should be. The beggar goes to
heaven because he has been unhappy. I cannot conceive a
better reason for his being sent there. The people who work for
an hour in the vineyard in the cool of the evening receive just as

pargoleggia”®. A simtit cd viata e schimbatoare, fluidd, activa si
cd a face loc stereotipiei inseamnad s-o omori. El si-a dat seama ca
oamenii n-ar trebui sd se preocupe prea mult de problemele
materiale, banale, ca a nu fi practic e un lucru important, cd n-ar
trebui sd ne omoram cu firea in privinta afacerilor. , Pdsarile nu
o fac, de ce ar face-o omul?” E incantdtor cand spune: ,Deci nu
va ingrijorati pentru ziua de maine. Au nu este mai insemnata
viata decat hrana, si trupul decat haina?”40 Un grec ar fi putut
spune ce-a de-a doua propozitie. Are in ea sentimentul grecesc.
Dar numai Christos le-ar fi putut spune pe amandouad si rezuma
viata atat de bine.

Morala lui este plind de intelegere, asa cum ar trebui sa fie
morala. Dacd ar fi spus numai ,Pacatele ei sunt iertate pentru ca
a iubit mult,” si ar fi meritat sd moara dupa ce ar fi spus asta.
Justitia lui este o justitie poeticd, asa cum ar trebui sa fie justitia.
Cersetorul ajunge in rai pentru cd a fost nefericit. Nu vad alt
motiv mai bun pentru a fi trimis acolo. Cei care lucreaza o ord in
vie, la rdcoarea serii, primesc aceeasi rdsplatd ca aceia care au

muncit acolo toatd ziua in soare. Si de ce nu? Probabil ca nici

%, precum pruncu-n joc/cand infrateste ras cu plans fierbinte”, Dante, Purgatoriu, XVI, 86-87.

40 Matei, 6: 34, 35.
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much reward as those who have toiled there all day long in the
hot sun. Why shouldn’t they? Probably no one deserved any-
thing. Or perhaps they were a different kind of people. 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!

That which is the very keynote of romantic art was to him
the proper basis of natural life. He saw no other basis. And when
they brought him one taken in the very act of sin and showed
him her sentence written in the law, and asked him what was to
be done, he wrote with his finger on the ground as though he
did not hear them, and finally, when they pressed him again,
looked up and said, “Let him of you who has never sinned be
the first to throw the stone at her.” It was worth while living to
have said that.

Like all poetical natures he loved ignorant people. He knew
that in the soul of one who is ignorant there is always room for a
great idea. But he could not stand stupid people, especially those
who are made stupid by education: people who are full of

unul nu meritd nimic. Sau poate erau genuri diferite de oameni.
Christos nu avea rabdare cu sistemele mecanice, inerte, care ii
trateazd pe oameni ca pe niste obiecte si, in consecintd, fara
diferentiere, de parca oricine si orice ar fi la fel pe lume. Pentru
el nu existau legi, ci numai exceptii.

Insasi cheia artei romantice era pentru el fundamentul vietii
naturale. Nu vedea altul. Iar atunci cand i-au adus o femeie
surprinsd pdcdtuind si i-au ardtat pedeapsa inscrisd in lege,
intrebandu-1 ce-i de facut, el scria cu degetul pe pamant, de parcd
nu-i auzea si, in cele din urma, dupa ce l-au fortat sa raspunda,
el a ridicat ochii si a spus: ,, Acela dintre voi care n-a pacatuit sa
arunce intai piatra in ea”. Meritd sa traiesti dupa ce ai spus asa

ceva.

Ca toate firile poetice, ii iubea pe nestiutori. Stia ca in sufletul
celui nestiutor e intotdeauna loc pentru o idee mare. Dar nu-i
suporta pe prosti, in special pe aceia prostiti prin educatie—
oamenii plini de opinii pe care nu le inteleg, un tip modern cu
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opinions not one of which they even understand, a peculiarly
modern type, summed up by Christ when he describes it as the
type of one who has the key of knowledge, cannot use it himself,
and does not allow other people to use it, though it may be made
to open the gate of God’s Kingdom. 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 re-
spectability, their tedious orthodoxy, their worship of vulgar
success, their entire preoccupation with the gross materialistic
side of life, and their ridiculous estimate of themselves and their
importance, the Jews of Jerusalem in Christ’s day were the exact
counterpart of the British Philistine of our own. Christ mocked at
the “whited sepulcher” of respectability, and fixed that phrase
for ever. He treated worldly success as a thing absolutely to be
despised. He saw nothing in it at all. He looked on wealth as an
encumbrance to a man. He would not hear of life being sacrificed
to any system of thought or morals. He pointed out that forms
and ceremonies were made for man, not man for forms and
ceremonies. He took sabbatarianism as a type of the things that
should be set at nought. The cold philanthropies, the ostentatious

deosebire, unul schitat de Christos atunci cand 1-a descris pe cel
care detine cheia cunoasterii: nu o poate folosi el insusi si nu da
voie altuia s-o foloseascd, desi ar putea deschide poarta
Imparatiei lui Dumnezeu. El a luptat impotriva Filistinilor.
Acesta este razboiul pe care orice copil al luminii trebuie sa-1
poarte. Filistinismul a marcat epoca si comunitatea in care a trdit.
Prin lipsa de apetentd si intelegerea greoaie a lumii ideilor, prin
respectabilitatea seacd, prin ortodoxia plicticoasa, exaltarea
succesului vulgar, devotamentul profund fatd de latura
materiald a vietii, stima ridicold de sine si aroganta; evreii din
Ierusalim de pe vremea lui Christos sunt echivalentul filistinilor
englezi din vremea noastrd. Christos si-a bdtut joc de
»,mormintele varuite” ale respectabilitatii si a consacrat aceasta
expresie. A tratat succesul lumesc ca pe ceva ce trebuie
dispretuit total. Nu vedea nimic in el. Considera bogatia ca pe o
povard in plus. Nu voia sa audd de vieti sacrificate vreunui
sistem de gandire sau unuia moral. A spus cd ritualurile si
ceremoniile au fost facute pentru om, nu omul pentru ele. A
considerat sabbatarismul ca pe un lucru demn de dispret. Actele
filantropice reci, caritatea ostentativd, formalismele plicticoase,
atat de dragi spiritului burghez, le-a expus batjocurii cu un
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public charities, the tedious formalisms so dear to the middle-
class mind, he exposed with utter and relentless scorn. To us,
what is termed orthodoxy is merely a facile unintelligent
acquiescence; but to them, and in their hands, it was a terrible
and paralysing tyranny. Christ swept it aside. He showed that
the spirit alone was of value. 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. In opposition to their tithing of each
separate day into the fixed routine of prescribed duties, as they
tithe mint and rue, he preached the enormous importance of
living completely for the moment.

Those whom he saved from their sins are saved simply for
beautiful moments in their lives. Mary Magdalene, when she sees
Christ, breaks the rich vase of alabaster that one of her seven
lovers had given her, and spills the odorous spices over his tired
dusty feet, and for that one moment’s sake sits for ever with Ruth
and Beatrice in the tresses of the snow-white rose of Paradise. All
that Christ says to us by the way of a little warning is that every

41 Dante, Paradisul, XXX-XXXII.

dispret ascutit, implacabil. Pentru noi, ceea ce numim Ortodoxie
este un gen de supunere facild, lipsita de inteligentd, dar pentru
ei si iIn mainile lor, insemna o tiranie groaznicd, paralizanta.
Christos a dat-o la o parte. El a demonstrat ca doar spiritul are
valoare. i ficea enormé plicere si demonstreze ci, desi mereu
citesc legile si cartile profetilor, ei nu au nici cea mai vaga idee
despre ce reprezintd ele. Prin opozitie cu modul in care
imparteau ziua conform indatoririlor fixe prescrise, de parca
cantdreau menta si sundtoarea, el a predicat imensa importanta
a trairii doar de dragul clipei.

Cei pe care i-a spdlat de pacate au fost spalati doar pentru
clipele frumoase ale vietii lor. Maria Magdalena, atunci cand il
vede pe Christos, sparge vasul de alabastru, pe care unul dintre
cei sapte iubiti ai ei i-1 ddruise, si revarsa mirodeniile mirositoare
peste picioarele lui obosite, prafuite, si de dragul acelei clipe, ea
std de-a pururi aldturi de Ruth si Beatrice, intre petalele Rozei
albe ca neaua a Paradisului4l. Ceea ce Christos ne spune,
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moment should be beautiful, that the soul should always be ready
for the coming of the bridegroom, always waiting for the voice
of the lover, Philistinism being simply the side of man’s nature
that is not illumined by the imagination. He sees all the lovely
influences of life as modes of light: the imagination itself is the
world of light. The world is made by it, and yet the world cannot
understand it: that is because the imagination is simply a
manifestation of love, and it is love and the capacity for it that
distinguishes one human being from another.

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 perfection 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
Society 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

avertizandu-ne putin, este ca fiecare clipa trebuie s fie frumoass,
ca sufletul trebuie sa fie intotdeauna gata pentru venirea Mirelui,
sd astepte in permanentd vocea Iubitului. Daca Filistinismul este
pur si simplu acea laturd a naturii umane care nu este iluminata
de imaginatie, el vede, in schimb, toate influentele vietii ca
ipostaze ale luminii: imaginatia insdsi este lumea-lumind; lumea
a fost facutd prin ea si, totusi, lumea nu o poate intelege, asta
pentru cd imaginatia este pur si simplu o manifestare a Iubirii, si
doar iubirea si capacitatea de a iubi diferentiaza o fiinta de alta.

Extrem de romantic insd, in cel mai autentic sens cu putintd,
este atunci cand discuta despre pdcdtos. Lumea l-a iubit
intotdeauna pe Sfant, pentru cd este calea cea mai la indemana
spre Dumnezeu. Christos, datoritd instinctului sdu divin, pare ca
l-a iubit intotdeauna pe pdcadtos, pentru ca acesta e calea cea mai
la indemana de a atinge perfectiunea umand. Dorinta lui
profundd nu a fost de a-i reforma pe oameni, si nici de a le alina
suferinta. Scopul lui nu a fost sa-1 converteasca pe hot intr-un om
onest si plicticos. Nu ar fi dat prea mare importanta Societatii de
Ajutorare a Detinutilor si altor miscari de acest gen. Nu i s-ar fi
parut cine stie ce izbanda sa-1 convertesti in Fariseu pe unul care
strange darile la Roma. Intr-un mod pe care lumea nu-1 intelege
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of the world he regarded sin and suffering as being in
themselves beautiful holy things and modes of perfection.

It seems a very dangerous idea. It is—all great ideas are
dangerous. That it was Christ’s creed admits of no doubt that it
is the true creed I don’t doubt myself.

Of course, the sinner must repent. But why? Simply
because otherwise he would be unable to realise what he had
done. The moment of repentance is the moment of initiation.
More than that: it is the means by which one alters one’s past.
The Greeks thought that impossible. They often say in their
Gnomic aphorisms, “Even the Gods cannot alter the past.”
Christ showed that the commonest sinner could do it, that it was
the one thing he could do. Christ, had he been asked, would
have said —I feel quite certain about it—that the moment the
prodigal son fell on his knees and wept, he made his having
wasted his substance with harlots, his swine-herding and
hungering for the husks they ate, beautiful and holy moments in
his life. It is difficult for most people to grasp the idea. I dare say

incd, el a considerat pacatul si suferinta frumoase in sine,
ipostaze sfinte ale perfectiunii.

Pare o idee foarte periculoasa. Asa si este. Toate ideile mari
sunt periculoase. Nu-i nici o indoiala cd acesta este adevaratul
crez al lui Christos. Eu nu ma indoiesc cd acesta este adevaratul
crez.

Desigur, pdcatosul trebuie sa se cdiasca. Dar de ce? Pur si
simplu pentru ca altfel nu ar fi capabil sd-si dea seama de ce a
facut. Momentul caintei e momentul initierii. Mai mult. Este
mijlocul prin care iti schimbi trecutul. Grecii considerau ca acest
lucru e imposibil. In aforismele gnomice spuneau deseori: , Nici
mdcar zeii nu pot schimba trecutul”42. Christos a ardtat ca
pacitosul cel mai de rand o poate face. {i sti in putere sa o faca.
Daca Christos ar fi fost intrebat, ar fi spus —de asta sunt sigur —
ca in momentul in care fiul ratdcitor a cdzut in genunchi si a
plans, el a transformat clipele in care si-a irosit energia cu
desfranatele, pe acelea cand i-a invidiat pe porci si pe hamesiti
pentru roscovele pe care le mancau, in momente sfinte si

frumoase ale vietii lui. Majoritatea oamenilor inteleg cu greu

42 Aristotel, Etica Nicomahicd, Cartea a VI-a, cap. 2; Aristotel il citeazd pe Agathon, poet tragic atenian, care ar fi spus: “Caci asta nici Zeul nu poate sa facd,/Sa

dezlege lucrul odata facut.”
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one has to go to prison to understand it. If so, it may be
worthwhile going to prison.

There is something so unique about Christ. Of course just as
there are false dawns before the dawn itself, and winter days so
tull of sudden sunlight that they will cheat the wise crocus into
squandering its gold before its time, and make some foolish bird
call to its mate to build on barren boughs, so there were
Christians before Christ. For that we should be grateful. The
unfortunate thing is that there have been none since. I make one
exception, St. Francis of Assisi. But then God had given him at
his birth the soul of a poet, as he himself when quite young had
in mystical marriage taken poverty as his bride: and with the
soul of a poet and the body of a beggar he found the way to
perfection not difficult. He understood Christ, and so he became
like him. We do not require the Liber Conformitatum to teach us
that the life of St. Francis was the true Imitatio Christi, a poem
compared to which the book of that name is merely prose.

Indeed, that is the charm about Christ, when all is said: he is

aceastd idee. As zice cd trebuie sd ajungi la inchisoare pentru a
intelege. Dacd-i asa, atunci poate cd meritd sa ajungi.

Christos are ceva unic in el. Desigur, asa cum apar zori falsi
inaintea zorilor propriu-zisi si zile de iarnad insorite, care il
inseala pe sofranul intelept sd-si risipeasca aurul inainte de
soroc, si pe vreo pasdre nesocotitd sa-si cheme perechea sa-si
construiascd cuibul pe crengile goale, au existat si crestini
inaintea lui Christos. Ar trebui sa fim recunoscatori pentru asta.
Din pdcate, de atunci incoace nu a mai existat vreunul. Accept o
singurd exceptie: Sfantul Francisc din Assisi. Dar lui Dumnezeu
i-a dat din nastere un suflet de poet si, tdndr fiind, a participat la
o cdsdtorie misticd, luandu-si sdrdcia drept mireasd; cu sufletul
de poet si trupul de cersetor, drumul spre perfectiune nu i s-a
parut greu. Nu ne trebuie Liber Conformitatum* ca sa ne invete
ca viata Sfantului Francisc a fost autentica Imitatio Christi,
poemul care nu suferd comparatie cu cartea omonima —o proza

seaca.

Acesta este, intr-adevar, farmecul lui Christos, dupa ce s-a

43 O compilatie masiva care ilustreazd asemanarile dintre viata lui Christos si a Sfantului Francisc, scrisa de calugarul Bartholomeus de Pisa in secolul al XIV-

lea si publicata in 1510.
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just like a work of art. He does not really teach one anything, but
by being brought into his presence one becomes something. And
everybody is predestined to his presence. Once at least in his life
each man walks with Christ to Emmaus.

As regards the other subject, the Relation of the Artistic
Life to Conduct, it will no doubt seem strange to you that I
should select it. People point to Reading Gaol and say, “That
is where the artistic life leads a man.” Well, it might lead to
worse places. The more mechanical people to whom life is a
shrewd speculation depending on a careful calculation of
ways and means, always know where they are going, and go
there. They start with the ideal desire of being the parish
beadle, and in whatever sphere they are placed they succeed
in being the parish beadle and no more. 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 a
judge, or something equally tedious, invariably succeeds in
being what he wants to be. That is his punishment. Those who
want a mask have to wear it.

But with the dynamic forces of life, and those in whom those
dynamic forces become incarnate, it is different. People whose

spus tot ce era de spus. El insusi e asemeni unei opere de arta.
Nu iti da nici o lectie, dar adus in prezenta lui, devii ceva. Cel
putin o datd in viata, fiecare dintre noi merge alaturi de Christos
in drumul spre Emmaus.

Ti se va pdrea straniu ca tocmai eu sa aleg celdlalt subiect:
Relatia dintre Viata Artisticd si Comportament. Oamenii arata
cu degetul spre inchisoarea Reading si spun: ,latd unde-l duce

w7

pe om viata artisticd”. Ei bine, s-ar putea sa-1 duca in locuri si
mai rele. Oamenii, cu cat au o fire mai mecanicd, ma refer la cei
pentru care viata este o speculatie iscusita, care depinde de
calculul prudent al metodelor si mijloacelor, stiu mereu incotro
se indreapts, si acolo merg. Incep prin a-si dori si fie paracliseri
si, oriunde sunt plasati, reusesc sd fie paracliseri si nimic mai
mult. Un om care-si doreste sa fie altceva decat este, sa fie
membru al parlamentului, zarzavagiu de succes, avocat de vazd,
judecator sau ceva plicticos de genul dsta, reuseste invariabil sa
fie ce doreste. Asta e pedeapsa lui. Cei care-si doresc o mascd,

trebuie s-o poarte.

Dar altceva se intampld cu fortele dinamice ale vietii si
indivizii in care acestea se intrupeaza. Oamenii a cdror unica
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desire is solely for self-realisation never know where they are
going. They can’t know. In one sense of the word it is of course
necessary, as the Greek oracle said, to know oneself: that is the
tirst achievement of knowledge. But to recognise that the soul of
aman is unknowable, is the ultimate achievement of Wisdom.
The final mystery is oneself. When one has weighed the sun
in the balance, and measured the steps of the moon, and
mapped out the seven heavens star by star, there still remains
oneself. Who can calculate the orbit of his own soul? When
the son went out to look for his father’s asses, he did not
know that a man of God was waiting for him with the very
chrism of coronation, and that his own soul was already the
Soul of a King.

I hope to live long enough and to produce work of such
a character that I shall be able at the end of my days to say,
“Yes! this is just where the artistic life leads a man!” Two of
the most perfect lives I have come across my own experience are
the lives of Verlaine and of Prince Kropotkin: both of them men
who have passed years in prison: the first, the one Christian poet
since Dante; the other, a man with a soul of that beautiful white
Christ which seems coming out of Russia. And for the last seven

dorintd este realizarea de sine, nu stiu niciodatd incotro se
indreapts. Nu au cum sd stie. Intr-un anume sens, este necesar
sd te cunosti, cum spune oracolul. Aceasta este prima izbanda a
cunoasterii. Dar sd recunosti cd sufletul omului este de
necunoscut, este victoria final a Intelepciunii. Ultimul mister e
propria persoana. Dupad ce ai cantarit soarele, dupa ce ai madsurat
treptele lumii si ai cartografiat cele sapte ceruri, stea cu stea, mai
rdamane inca propria-ti persoand. Cine oare isi poate calcula
orbita propriului suflet? Atunci cand fiul lui Kis s-a dus sa caute
asinii tatdlui sdu, nu stia cd il astepta un om al lui Dumnezeu cu

mirul incoronadrii, ca propriul suflet era Sufletul unui Rege.

Sper sa trdiesc suficient si sa creez o astfel de opera, iar la
capatul zilelor sd spun: , Da, tocmai acolo duce viata artisticd”.
Douad dintre vietile exemplare pe care le-am cunoscut sunt a lui
Verlaine si a Printului Kropotkin; amandoi au petrecut ceva ani
in inchisoare. Primul, unicul poet crestin de la Dante incoace,
celalalt, un om cu sufletul alb si frumos ca al acelui Christos care
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or eight months, in spite of a succession of great troubles
reaching me from the outside world almost without
intermission, I have been placed in direct contact with a new
spirit working in this prison through man and things, that has
helped me beyond any possibility of expression in words: so that
while for the first year of my imprisonment I did nothing else,
and can remember doing nothing else, but wring my hands in
impotent despair, and say, “What an ending, what an appalling
ending” I now I try to say to myself, and sometimes when I am
not torturing myself do really and sincerely say, “What a

'II

beginning, what a wonderful beginning!” It may really be so. It
may become so. If it does I shall owe much to this new
personality that has altered every man’s life in this place.

You may realise it when I say that had I been released last
May, as I tried to be, I would have left this place loathing it and
every official in it with a bitterness of hatred that would have
poisoned my life. I have had a year longer of imprisonment, but

Humanity has been in the prison along with us all, and now

pare a veni din Rusia*%. Si in ultimele sapte-opt luni, in ciuda
sirului de nenorociri care imi vin dinspre lumea de-afard, am
intrat in contact direct cu noul spirit care animd aceastd
inchisoare prin intermediul oamenilor si lucrurilor, unul care m-
a ajutat dincolo de putinta exprimarii in cuvinte. Daca in primul
an de inchisoare nu am fdcut altceva decat sa-mi frang mainile
cu o disperare neputincioasd, spunandu-mi: ,Ce sfarsit! Ce
sfarsit groaznic!” acum incerc sd-mi spun: ,Ce inceput! Ce
inceput minunat!” Poate ca asa si este. Poate sa devind asa. Daca
asa va fi, voi datora mult acestei noi personalitdti care a schimbat
viata fiecarui om din acest loc*.

Iti poti da seama cand iti voi spune c&, dac as fi fost eliberat
in mai anul trecut, as fi plecat urand atat de amarnic acest loc si
autoritatile care il conduc, incat toata viata mi-ar fi fost otravita.
Am mai stat un an in inchisoare, dar Umanitatea a fost cu noi, si

acum, cand voi iesi, imi voi aminti de afectiunea tuturor, iar in

44 Paul Marie Verlaine (1844-96) a fost inchis pentru cd I-a ranit cu un foc de revolver pe Rimbaud. Printul Piotr Alexeevici Kropotkin, scriitor, geograf si anarhist

rus (1842-1921) a fost inchis pentru opiniile si actiunile lui politice.

4 Maiorul James Osmond Nelson, care a devenit guvernatorul inchisorii Reading in iulie 1896.
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when I go out I shall always remember great kindnesses that
I have received here from almost everybody, and on the day
of my release I shall give many thanks to many people, and
ask to be remembered by them in turn.

The prison style is absolutely and entirely wrong. I would
give anything to be able to alter it when I go out. I intend to try.
But there is nothing in the world so wrong but that the spirit of
humanity, which is the spirit of love, the spirit of the Christ who
is not in churches, may make it, if not right, at least possible to
be borne without too much bitterness of heart.

I know also that much is waiting for me outside that is very
delightful, from what St. Francis of Assisi calls “my brother the
wind, and my sister the rain,” lovely things both of them, down to
the shop-windows and sunsets of great cities. If I made a list of
all that still remains to me, I don’t know where I should stop:
for, indeed, God made the world just as much for me as for
anyone else. Perhaps I may go out with something that I had
not got before. I need not tell you that to me Reformations in
Morals are as meaningless and vulgar as Reformations in
theology. But while to propose to be a better man is a piece of
unscientific cant, to have become a deeper man is the privilege

ziua eliberdrii voi multumi multor oameni si-i voi ruga sa-si

aminteascd de mine la randul lor.

Sistemul din inchisori este absolut gresit. As da orice sa-1 pot
schimba cand voi iesi din inchisoare. Intentionez s-o fac. Dar
nimic nu este in lume atat de gresit incat spiritul Omeniei, care
este spiritul [ubirii, spiritul lui Christos care nu este in Biserici,
sd nu-l poata face suportabil fard prea multa amardciune in
suflet, dacd nu reuseste sa-1 indrepte.

Mai stiu cd ma asteapta multe lucruri placute afard, de la cele
pe care Sfantul Francisc din Assisile numeste , fratele meu vantul”
si ,sora mea ploaia”, frumoase amandoud, pand la vitrinele
magazinelor si amurgurile marilor orase. Daca as face o lista cu
tot ce-mi mai rdmane, nu stiu unde as alege sd ma opresc, cici,
asa cum Dumnezeu a fdcut lumea pentru mine, a facut-o si
pentru altul. Poate cd voi iesi cu ceva pe care nu l-am avut
inainte. Nu-i cazul sd-ti spun cd, in ce ma priveste, Reformarile
si Morala sunt la fel de lipsite de sens si vulgare ca Reformele in
teologie. Dar dacd propunerea de a fi un om mai bun este o
mostrd de jargon nestiintific, a deveni un om mai profund este
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of those who have suffered. And such I think [ have become.

If after I am free a friend of mine gave a feast, and did not
invite me to it, I should not mind a bit. I can be perfectly happy
by myself. With freedom, flowers, books, and the moon, who
could not be perfectly happy? Besides, feasts are not for me
anymore. | have given too many to care about them. That side of
life is over for me, very fortunately, I dare say. But if after I am
free a friend of mine had a sorrow and refused to allow me to
share it, I should feel it most bitterly. If he shut the doors of the
house of mourning against me, I would come back again and
again and beg to be admitted, so that I might share in what I was
entitled to share in. If he thought me unworthy, unfit to weep
with him, I should feel it as the most poignant humiliation, as the
most terrible mode in which disgrace could be inflicted on me.
But that could not be. I have a right to share in Sorrow, and he
who can look at the loveliness of the world and share its sorrow,
and realise something of the wonder of both, is in immediate
contact with divine things, and has got as near to God’s secret as
anyone can get.

Perhaps there may come into my art also, no less than into

un privilegiu pentru cei care au suferit. $i eu cred cd asa am
devenit.

Daca, dupad ce voi iesi, un prieten ar da o petrecere si nu m-
ar invita, nu mi-ar pdsa nici un pic. Pot fi absolut fericit de unul
singur. Cine n-ar fi fericit cd e liber, cd are parte de flori, de carti
si de luna? In afard de asta, petrecerile nu mai sunt de mine. Am
dat prea multe, ca sa-mi mai pese de ele. Acea parte a vietii mele
s-a terminat, as zice, din fericire. Dar daca, dupa ce voi iesi,
vreun prieten ar avea un necaz si ar refuza sa mi-l impartdseascd,
m-as simti extrem de amarat. Dacd va inchide usile casei de jale
in fata mea, ma voi intoarce iar si iar, si-l voi implora sa-mi dea
voie sd impart cu el ceea ce sunt indreptatit sa impart. Daca m-
ar socoti nedemn si incapabil sd plang cu el, as resimti acest lucru
ca pe o umilintd profundd, ca pe un mod groaznic de a fi
dezonorat. Dar acest lucru nu se poate intampla. Am dreptul sa
impdrtasesc Durerea altuia; si acela care poate contempla
frumusetea lumii, ii poate impartdsi durerea si-si poate da seama
de minundtia amandurora, se afld in contact nemijlocit cu
divinul, apropiindu-se de secretul lui Dumnezeu mai mult ca
oricine.

Poate cd in arta, si nu mai putin, in viata mea va apdrea o
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my life, a still deeper note, one of greater unity of passion, and
directness of impulse. Not width but intensity is the true aim of
modern Art. We are no longer in art concerned with the type. It
is with the exception that we have to do. I cannot put my
sufferings into any form they took, I need hardly say. Art only
begins where Imitation ends, but something must come into my
work, of fuller memory of words perhaps, of richer cadences, of
more curious effects, of simpler architectural order, of some
aesthetic quality at any rate.

When Marsyas was “torn from the scabbard of his limbs” —
della vagina della membre sue, to use one of Dante’s most terrible
Tacitean phrases —he had no more song, the Greek said. Apollo
had been victor. The lyre had vanquished the reed. But perhaps
the Greeks were mistaken. I hear in much modern Art the cry of
Marsyas. It is bitter in Baudelaire, sweet and plaintive in
Lamartine, mystic in Verlaine. It is in the deferred resolutions of
Chopin’s music. It is in the discontent that haunts Burne-Jones’s
women. Even Matthew Arnold, whose song of Callicles tells of
“the triumph of the sweet persuasive lyre,” and the “famous final

notd mai profundd, o unitate mai intensa a pasiunii si un impuls
spre deschidere. Adevaratul scop al Artei moderne nu este
intinderea ci concentrarea. In Arti nu ne mai preocupa tipul ci
exceptia. Nu-i cazul sd spun cd nu mai pot turna suferintele in
orice formd pe care ar lua-o. Arta incepe acolo unde se sfarseste
Imitatia. Dar ceva trebuie sa apard in opera mea, ceva care sa
contind o mai mare armonie a cuvintelor, cadente mai ample,
efecte de culoare mai stranii, ordine arhitecturald mai simpla,
ceva care sd posede, oricum, calitate estetica.

Cand Marsia a fost ,,jupuit de viu” — dalla vagina delle membre
sue*t, pentru a folosi expresia cea mai teribila si mai tacitiand a
lui Dante—el nu a mai cantat, au spus grecii. Apollo a invins.
Lira a invins trestia. Probabil ci grecii s-au ingelat. In majoritatea
creatiilor artei moderne aud strigatul lui Marsia. Este amarnic la
Baudelaire, dulce si tAnguitor la Lamartine, mistic la Verlaine. i1
gdsesti in accentele amanate din muzica lui Chopin. Este in
deznddejdea care bantuie figurile feminine ale Iui Burne-Jones.
Nu lipseste nici la Matthew Arnold, al cdrui cant al lui Callicles
ne vorbeste despre ,triumful lirei dulci, persuasive” si despre

46 Dante, Paradisul, I, 20. In traducerea romaneasci a Etei Boeriu suni astfel: »jupuind de viu/Pe Marsia...”.
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victory,” in such a clear note of lyrical beauty, has not a little of it;
in the troubled undertone of doubt and distress that haunts his
verses, neither Goethe nor Wordsworth could help him, though
he followed each in turn, and when he seeks to mourn for Thyrsis
or to sing of the Scholar Gipsy, it is the reed that he has to take for
the rendering of his strain. But whether or not the Phrygian Faun
was silent, I cannot be. Expression is as necessary to me as leaf
and blossoms are to the black branches of the trees that show
themselves above the prison walls and are so restless in the
wind. Between my art and the world there is now a wide gulf,
but between art and myself there is none. I hope at least that
there is none.

To each of us different fates are meted out. My lot has
been one of public infamy, of long imprisonment, of misery,
of ruin, of disgrace, but I am not worthy of it —not yet, at any
rate. I remember that I used to say that I thought I could bear
a real tragedy if it came to me with purple pall and a mask of
noble sorrow, but that the dreadful thing about modernity was

~faimoasa victorie finald” printr-o nota clara de frumusete lirics,
prin semitonul de indoiald si tristete care ii bantuie versurile.
Nici Goethe si nici Wordsworth nu l-au putut vindeca, desi el {i
urmeaza pe fiecare, si atunci cand incearca sa-1 planga pe Thyrsis
sau sa-1 cante pe Cirturarul tigan trebuie sa-si ia fluierul pentru
a-si exprima mahnirea. Dar daca faunul frigian*” a tacut sau nu,
eu nu pot sd tac. Expresivitatea mi-e tot atat de necesara cum
sunt frunza si mugurul de floare pentru crengile golase ale
copacilor care rasar peste zidurile inchisorii si se zbuciuma in
vant. Intre mine si lume e 0 mare prapastie, dar intre mine si Arta

nu-i niciuna. Sper, cel putin.

Noua ni s-au dat alte sorti. Tu ai primit libertatea, placerea,
distractiile, viata usoard, si nu le meriti. Eu am primit rusinea,
lunga detentie, nefericirea, ruina, dizgratia si nu le merit—nu
inca, oricum. Candva spuneam cd as putea suporta o tragedie
autenticd dacd mi s-ar infdtisa intr-un val de purpurd si cu masca
nobilei suferinte®, dar partea oribild a modernitatii este ca a

47 ,Marsia, acel faun nefericit”, in Empedocles on Etna, poem dramatic de Matthew Arnold.
48,0 nobild suferinta si credeam ca aceasta va lua de la tragedie demnitatea ei de purpura” , vezi ,Criticul —artist”, Partea a Il a, in vol. Deciderea minciunii, p.

125, trad. Magda Teodorescu, ed. Polirom, 2001.
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that it put tragedy into the raiment of comedy, so that the great
realities seemed commonplace or grotesque of lacking in style.
It is quite true about modernity. It has probably always been true
about actual life. It is said that all martyrdoms seemed mean to
the looker on. The nineteenth century is no exception to the rule.

Everything about my tragedy has been hideous, mean,
repellent, lacking in style; our very dress makes us grotesque.
We are the zanies of sorrow. We are clowns whose hearts are
broken. We are specially designed to appeal to the sense of
humour. On November 13th, 1895, I was brought down here
from London. From two o’clock till half-past two on that day
I had to stand on the centre platform of Clapham Junction in
convict dress, and handcuffed, for the world to look at. I had
been taken out of the hospital ward without a moment’s
notice being given to me. Of all possible objects I was the most
grotesque. When people saw me they laughed. Each train as
it came up swelled the audience. Nothing could exceed their
amusement. That was, of course, before they knew who I was.

invesmantat Tragedia in haina Comediei, asa cd realitdtile
importante par banale, grotesti sau lipsite de stil. Aceasta e
perfect adevdrat despre modernitate. Probabil ca a fost
intotdeauna valabil in ce priveste viata ca atare. Se spune ca toate
martiriurile au pdrut meschine privitorului*®. Secolul al
noudsprezecelea nu-i o exceptie de la regula.

Tot ce se leaga de tragedia mea a fost dezgustator, meschin,
respingdtor, lipsit de stil. Chiar hainele ne fac sa ardtam grotesti.
Suntem bufonii durerii. Suntem clovni cu inimi sfaramate.
Suntem in asa fel facuti, incat apeldam la simtul umorului. La 13
noiembrie 1895 am fost adus aici de la Londra. De la ora doud
pand la doud si jumadtate a trebuit sad stau in mijlocul peronului,
la nodul de cale feratd din Clapham, in haine de puscdrias, cu
cdtuse, ca lumea sa se uite la mine. Am fost luat din salonul de
spital fard sa fiu avertizat. Eu eram cel mai grotesc obiect dintre
toate. CAnd oamenii m-au vazut, au ras. Cu fiecare tren care
sosea, crestea numadrul spectatorilor. Nimic altceva nu-i distra
mai tare. Asta, desigur, s-a intamplat inainte de a sti cine sunt.
Dupa ce li s-a spus, au ras si mai tare. O jumadtate de ora am stat

49 Emerson, , Essay on Experience”. Citat exact: “It is said, all martyrdoms looked mean when they were suffered” (Se spune ca toate martiriurile erau resimtite

ca fiind deplorabile in momentul in care erau trdite).
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As soon as they had been informed they laughed still more.
For half an hour I stood there in the grey November rain
surrounded by a jeering mob.

For a year after that was done to me I wept every day at
the same hour and for the same space of time. That is not such
a tragic thing as possibly it sounds to you. To those who are
in prison tears are a part of every day’s experience. A day in
prison on which one does not weep is a day on which one’s
heart is hard, not a day on which one’s heart is happy.

Well, now I am really beginning to feel more regret for
the people who laughed than for myself. Of course when
they saw me I was not on my pedestal, I was in the pillory.
But it is a very unimaginative nature that only cares for
people on their pedestals. A pedestal may be a very unreal
thing. A pillory is a terrific reality. They should have known
also how to interpret sorrow better.0 I 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

acolo, in ploaia cenusie de noiembrie, inconjurat de multimea
batjocoritoare.

Am plans un an de zile, in fiecare zi, la aceeasi ora si tot atata
timp. Nu este atat de tragic pe cat ti se pare. Pentru cei care sunt
in inchisoare, lacrimile sunt o parte a experientei zilnice. In
inchisoare plangi pentru ca ai inima impietritd, nu pentru ca esti

fericit.

Ei bine, acum chiar incep sd-i deplang pe oamenii care
radeau decat pe mine insumi. Desigur, atunci cdnd m-au vazut,
nu md aflam pe piedestal. Eram la stalpul infamiei. Dar cei
cdrora le pasa doar de oamenii aflati pe piedestal sunt lipsiti de
imaginatie. Piedestalul poate fi ceva ireal. Stalpul infamiei este o
realitate terifiantd. Am spus ca in spatele Durerii se afld
intotdeauna Durerea. Ar fi mai intelept sd spun ca in spatele
durerii se afld in permanenta un suflet. Si e oribil sa-ti bati joc de
un suflet in suferintd. Sunt atat de nefrumoase vietile celor care
fac asa ceva. In economia ciudat de simpld a lumii, oamenii
primesc ceea ce ddruie, si ce vor primi, in afard de batjocurad, cei
care nu au suficientd imaginatie sa patrunda simplul invelis al
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things, and feel pity, what pity can be given save that of scorn?

I write this account of the mode of my being transferred here
simply that it should be realised how hard it has been for me to
get anything out of my punishment but bitterness and despair.
I have, however, to do it, and now and then I have moments of
submission and acceptance. All the spring may be hidden in the
single bud, and the low ground nest of the lark may hold the joy
that is to herald the feet of many rose-red dawns. So perhaps
whatever beauty of life still remains to me is contained in some
moment of surrender, abasement, and humiliation. I can, at any
rate, merely proceed on the lines of my own development, and,
accepting all that has happened to me, make myself worthy of
it.

People used to say of me that I was too individualistic. I
must be far more of an individualist than ever I was. I must get
far more out of myself than ever I got, and ask far less of the
world than ever I asked. Indeed, my ruin came not from too
great individualism of life, but from too little. The one
disgraceful, unpardonable, and to all time contemptible action
of my life was to allow myself to appeal to Society for help and
protection. To have made such an appeal would have been from

lucrurilor si sa li se facd mila?

Ti-am povestit despre felul in care am fost trimis aici, pentru
ca tu sd-ti dai seama, pur si simplu, cat de greu mi-a fost sd nu
aleg din pedeapsa mea doar amdrdaciunea si disperarea. Trebuie,
totusi, sa o fac, si din cand in cdnd am momente de supunere si
acceptare. Primdvara toatd se poate ascunde intr-un singur
mugur, iar in cuibul de pe pamant al ciocérliei se poate gasi
bucuria menitd sa vesteasca zorii cu picioare rozalii, si poate ca
urma de bucurie care-mi mai ramane std in vreun moment de
abandon, injosire si umilire. Oricum, imi urmez calea propriei
evolutii si, acceptand tot ce mi s-a intamplat, ma voi face vrednic
de ea.

Oamenii spuneau despre mine cd sunt individualist. Acum
probabil cd sunt mai individualist ca oricand. Acum trebuie sa
dau mai mult decat am dat vreodatd si sd cer mai putin de la
lume. Ruina mea nu s-a produs din cauza unui individualism
prea puternic ci, dimpotrivd, dintr-unul prea firav. Caci gestul
meu rusinos, de neiertat si demn de dispret a fost cd m-am ldsat
fortat de Societate sd cer protectie si ajutor impotriva tatdlui tau.
Din punct de vedere individualist, faptul cd am procedat asa
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the individualist point of view bad enough, but what excuse can
there ever be put forward for having made it? Of course once I
had put into motion the forces of Society, Society turned on me
and said, * “Have you been living all this time in defiance of my
laws, and do you now appeal to those laws for protection? You
shall have those laws exercised to the full. You shall abide by

4

what you have appealed to.” The result is I am in gaol.
Certainly no man ever fell so ignobly, and by such ignoble

instruments, as I did.

The Philistine element in life is not the failure to
understand art. Charming people, such as fishermen,
shepherds, ploughboys, peasants and the like, know nothing
about art, and are the very salt of the earth. He is the Philistine
and aids the blind,
mechanical forces of society, and who does not recognise

who upholds heavy, cumbrous,
dynamic force when he meets it either in a man or a
thought it dreadful of

haveentertained at dinner the evil things of life, and to have

movement. People me to
found pleasure in their company. But then, from the point of

view through which I, as an artist in life, approach them they

impotriva cuiva, ar fi fost o notd suficient de proasta, dar cu ce
scuza sd ies in fatd pentru ca am actionat astfel impotriva unui
om de o asemenea calitate si tinuta? Desigur, in momentul in
care am pus in miscare aceste forte ale Societdtii, Societatea s-a
intors spre mine si mi-a spus: , Ai trdit tot timpul in dispretul
legilor mele, si acum soliciti protectia acestor legi? Legea ti se va
aplica din plin. Te vei conforma spiritului celei la care ai apelat”.
Rezultatul este ca sunt in inchisoare. Desigur, nici un om n-a
ajuns mai jos ca mine si prin intermediul unor instrumente atat
de ignobile.

Elementul Filistin nu inseamna incapacitatea de a intelege
Arta. Oameni agreabili, cum sunt pescarii, pdstorii, plugarii,
tdranii si altii ca ei, nu stiu nimic despre Arta si, totusi, ei sunt
sarea pamantului. Filistin este acela care sustine, ajuta fortele
mecanice, oarbe, impovardtoare ale Societdtii si cel care nu
recunoaste forta dinamica atunci cand o intdlneste intr-un om
sau intr-un curent. S-a crezut ca am facut ceva groaznic, cd am
cultivat la mesele mele persoane reprobabile si cd mi-a mai si
placut sd fiu in compania lor. Dar acesti oameni, din punctul
meu de vedere ca artist, au fost minunat de sugestivi si
stimulativi. Pericolul facea parte din amuzament... Eu, ca artist,
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were delightfully suggestive and stimulating. The danger was
half the excitement... My business as an artist was with Ariel.
I set myself to wrestle with Caliban...

A great friend of mine —a friend of ten years’ standing —
came to see me some time ago, and told me that he did not
believe a single word of what was said against me, and
wished me to know that he considered me quite innocent,
and the victim of a hideous plot. I burst into tears at what he
said, and told him that while there was much amongst the
definite charges that was quite untrue and transferred to me by
revolting malice, still that my life had been full of perverse
pleasures, and that unless he accepted that as a fact about me
and realised it to the full I could not possibly be friends with him
anymore, or ever be in his company. It was a terrible shock to
him, but we are friends, and I have not got his friendship on false
pretences.

Emotional forces, as I say somewhere in Intentions, are
as limited in extent and duration as the forces of physical
energy. The little cup that is made to hold so much can hold

0 In ,,Criticul artist”, Partea a II-a (vezi ed. roméneasca, Deciderea minciunii).

sunt aldturi de Ariel. M-am hotdrat sa ma lupt cu Caliban ...

Un mare prieten de-al meu —un prieten pe care-l am de zece
ani—a venit sa ma vada acum catva timp si mi-a spus cd nu
crede o iotd din ce s-a spus impotriva mea, si a dorit sd stiu cd el
ma crede nevinovat si victima unei intrigi puse la cale de tatal
tdu. Am izbucnit in plans cAnd am auzit asta si i-am spus cd, daca
multe din acuzatiile tatdlui tau au fost neadevarate si puse pe
seama mea cu o rautate revoltatoare, totusi, am cunoscut in viata
pléceri perverse, pasiuni ciudate si, dacd nu accepta acest lucru
ca atare si nu-l intelege pe deplin, nu mai pot s fiu prieten cu el,
nici sd-mi mai petrec timpul in compania lui. L-a socat teribil,
dar suntem prieteni si nu i-am dobandit prietenia prefacandu-
ma.

Fortele emotionale, cum spuneam eu undeva in Intentii®0
sunt tot atat de limitate ca duratd si intindere ca fortele energiei
fizice. Ceasca facutd sa tind o anume cantitate, tine doar acea
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so much and no more, though all the purple vats of Burgundy be
tilled with wine to the brim, and the treaders stand knee-deep in
the gathered grapes of the stony vineyards of Spain. There is no
error more common than that of thinking that those who are the
causes or occasions of great tragedies share in the feelings suitable
to the tragic mood: no error more fatal than expecting it of them.
The martyr in his ‘shirt of flame” may be looking on the face of
God, but to him who is piling the faggots or loosening the logs for
the blast the whole scene is no more than the slaying of an ox is to
the butcher, or the felling of a tree to the charcoal burner in the
forest, or the fall of a flower to one who is mowing down the grass
with a scythe. Great passions are for the great of soul, and great
events can be seen only by those who are on a level with them.

I know of nothing in all drama more incomparable from
the point of view of art, nothing more suggestive in its
subtlety of observation, than Shakespeare’s drawing of
Rosencrantz and Guildenstern. They are Hamlet’s college
friends. They have been his companions. They bring with
them memories of pleasant days together. At the moment

cantitate, nimic in plus, desi toate ciuberele purpurii de
Burgundia sunt pline ochi cu vin, iar cei care fac vinul stau pana
la genunchi in strugurii adunati din viile pietroase ale Spaniei.
Nu existd vreo greseald mai banala decat aceea de a crede cd
aceia care produc marile tragedii impdrtdsesc sentimentele
adecvate starii tragice—nu-i eroare mai mare decat sd astepti
asta de la ei. Martirul, in ,cdmasa lui de flacdri”, poate privi la
Dumnezeu, dar pentru cel care stivuieste lemnele sau rareste
bustenii pentru a mari flacdra, intreaga scend nu reprezinta mai
mult decat reprezintd pentru un macelar sacrificarea unui bou,
sau pentru un carbunar tdierea unui copac din padure, sau
pentru cel care taie iarba cu coasa, caderea unei flori. Marile
pasiuni sunt pentru cei care au suflet mare, iar marile
evenimente pot fi intelese doar de cei care le sunt pe masura.

In tot teatrul din lume nu cunosc ceva care, din punctul de
vedere al Artei, s se compare prin sugestie si subtilitatea
observatiei cu modul in care Shakespeare i-a creat pe
Rosencranz si Guildenstern. Ei sunt colegii si prietenii lui
Hamlet. Au fost tovarasii lui. Aduc cu ei amintirile unor zile
placute petrecute impreuna. In momentul in care se intalnesc cu
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when they come across him in the play he is staggering under
the weight of a burden intolerable to one of his temperament.
The dead have come armed out of the grave to impose on
him a mission at once too great and too mean for him. He is
a dreamer, and he is called upon to act. He has the nature of
the poet, and he is asked to grapple with the common
complexity of cause and effect, with life in its practical
realisation, of which he knows nothing, not with life in its
ideal essence, of which he knows so much. He has no
conception of what to do, and his folly is to feign folly.
Brutus used madness as a cloak to conceal the sword of his
purpose, the dagger of his will, but the Hamlet madness is a
mere mask for the hiding of weakness. In the making of
fancies and jests he sees a chance of delay. He keeps playing
with action as an artist plays with a theory. He makes himself
the spy of his proper actions, and listening to his own words
knows them to be but “words, words, words.” Instead of trying
to be the hero of his own history, he seeks to be the spectator of
his own tragedy. He disbelieves in everything, including

el in piesd, el tremurd sub greutatea unei poveri intolerabile
pentru cineva cu temperamentul lui. Mortii au iesit inarmati din
mormant sd-i impund o misiune mult prea mare si, in acelasi
timp, extrem de dezgustdtoare pentru el. El este un visdtor, si
este chemat sd actioneze. Are fire de poet, si i se cere sd lupte cu
complexitatea inerentd a cauzei efectului, cu viata in ipostaza ei
practicd, despre care nu stie nimic, nu cu viata in esenta ei ideald,
despre care stie multe. Nu stie ce sa facd, iar nebunia lui este de
a simula nebunia. Brutus si-a folosit nebunia ca pe un vesmant
care ascunde unealta scopului sdu, pumnalul vointei®!, dar
pentru Hamlet, nebunia este doar o masca pentru a-si ascunde
sldbiciunea. Cand face schime si glume, vede in asta o sansd de
amanare. Continud sd se joace cu actiunea, asa cum artistul se
joaca cu o teorie. Devine spionul propriilor actiuni si,
ascultandu-si propriile cuvinte, stie cd nu sunt decat: ,vorbe,
vorbe, vorbe”. In loc s incerce s fie eroul propriei istorii, cauta
sd fie spectatorul propriei tragedii. Nu are incredere in nimic,
nici in el, si, totusi, indoiala nu-1 ajutd, pentru cd nu provine din

scepticism, ci dintr-o vointd scindata.

51Nu Brutus din piesa lui Shakespeare, Iuliu Cezar, ci Junius Brutus, cel care 1-a alungat pe Tarquinius, ultimul rege al Romei.
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himself, and yet his doubt helps him not, as it comes not from
scepticism but from a divided will.

Of all this Guildenstern and Rosencrantz realise nothing.
They bow and smirk and smile, and what the one says the other
echoes with sickliest intonation. When, at last, by means of the
play within the play, and the puppets in their dalliance,
Hamlet “catches the conscience” of the King, and drives the
wretched man in terror from his throne, Guildenstern and
Rosencrantz see no more in his conduct than a rather painful
breach of Court etiquette. That is as far as they can attain to
in “the contemplation of the spectacle of life with appropriate
emotions.” They are close to his very secret and know nothing
of it. Nor would there be any use in telling them. They are the
little cups that can hold so much and no more. Towards the
close it is suggested that, caught in a cunning spring set for
another, they have met, or may meet, with a violent and
sudden death. But a tragic ending of this kind, though
touched by Hamlet’s humour with something of the
surprise and justice of comedy, is really not for such as
they. They never die. Horatio, who in order to “report
Hamlet and his cause aright to the unsatisfied,

Guildenstern si Rosencrantz nu inteleg nimic din toate astea.
Ei fac reverente, surad afectat si zambesc, si tot ce spune unul,
celdlalt repeta si mai dezgustator. Cand, in cele din urmad,
folosindu-se de piesa in piesd si de glumele papusilor, Hamlet
»surprinde constiinta” Regelui si il terorizeaza pe nefericit,
alungandu-l de pe tron, Guildenstern si Rosencrantz nu vad in
comportamentul lui decat un caz de nefericitd incdlcare a
etichetei de curte. Asta e tot ce inteleg din ,contemplarea
spectacolului vietii cu emotii pe masura”. Sunt in proximitatea
secretului lui si nu au idee de ce se intAmpla. N-ar avea sens sa
le spui. Ei sunt cestile facute sa tind o anumita cantitate, nimic
mai mult. Spre final se sugereaza cd, prinsi intr-o cursa pusd
pentru altii, au avut parte, sau s-ar putea sa aiba parte de o
moarte violentd si fulgeratoare. Dar un asemenea sfarsit, desi
condimentat de umorul lui Hamlet cu elementul de surpriza si
justitie al comediei, nu este pentru cei de seama lor. Ei nu mor
niciodatd. Horatiu care, pentru a fi martor ,vietii mele, spre a
ma-ndreptati,
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Absents him from felicity a while,

And in this harsh world draws his breath in pain,”

dies, but Guildenstern and Rosencrantz are as immortal
as Angelo and Tartuffe, and should rank with them. They
are what modern life has contributed to the antique ideal of
friendship. He who writes a new De Amicitia must find a
niche for them, and praise them in Tusculan prose. They are
types fixed for all time. To censure them would show “a lack
of appreciation.” They are merely out of their sphere: that is all.
In sublimity of soul there is no contagion. High thoughts and
high emotions are by their very existence isolated.

[ am to be released, if all goes well with me, towards the
end of May, and hope to go at once to some little seaside
village abroad with R—and AI—.

The sea, as Euripides says in one of his plays about
Iphigeneia, washes away the stains and wounds of the world.

I hope to be at least a month with my friends, and to gain
peace and balance, and a less troubled heart, and a sweeter
mood. I have a strange longing for the great simple primeval

Sfigenia in Taurida.

Si-n lumea asta hada tu mai poarta-ti

Durerea, ca sd-i spui povestea mea”.

moare, dar nu in fata publicului, si nu lasd in urma nici un
frate. Dar Guildenstern si Rosencrantz sunt nemuritori ca
Angelo si Tartuffe, si trebuie sa le stea aldturi. Ei sunt contributia
modernd la idealul antic de prietenie. Cel care scrie noua
versiune a De Amicitia trebuie sd le gdseasca un loc si sd-i laude
in stilul prozei latine. Sunt tipuri consacrate. A le cenzura, ar
demonstra lipsa de consideratie. Ei nu au facut decat sa iasa din
sfera lor, atat. Sublimul din suflet nu e contagios. Gandurile si
emotiile inalte sunt singulare prin insdsi esenta lor.

Voifi eliberat, daca totul merge bine, spre sfarsitul lunii mai,
si sper sd md reped intr-un sat la tdrmul madrii, undeva in
strainatate, cu R... si M...

Marea, cum spunea Euripide in una din piesele lui despre
Ifigenia, spald petele si ranile lumii®2.

Sper sd petrec cel putin o luna cu prietenii mei si sd-mi
recapdt in compania lor sdndtoasd si afectuoasd, pacea,
echilibrul, o inima mai putin zbuciumata si o dispozitie mai
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things, such as the sea, to me no less of a mother than the Earth.
It seems to me that we all look at Nature too much, and live
with her too little. I discern great sanity in the Greek attitude.
They never chattered about sunsets, or discussed whether the
shadows on the grass were really mauve or not. But they saw
that the sea was for the swimmer, and the sand for the feet of
the runner. They loved the trees for the shadow that they cast
and the forest for its silence at noon. The vineyard —dresser
wreathed his hair with ivy that he might keep off the rays of
the sun as he stooped over the young shoots, and for the artist
and the athlete, the two types that Greece gave us, they plaited
with garlands the leaves of the bitter laurel and of the wild
parsley, which else had been of no service to men.

We call ours a utilitarian age, and we do not know the uses
of any single thing. We have forgotten that water can cleanse,
and fire purify, and that the Earth is mother to us all. As a
consequence our art is of the moon and plays with shadows,
while Greek Art is of the sun and deals directly with things. I
feel sure that in elemental forces there is purification, and I
want to go back to them and live in their presence.

agreabild. Simt o nevoie ciudatd de lucruri simple, de cand
lumea, ca marea, o mama pentru mine, nu mai putin decat
pdmantul. Mi se pare cd noi contempldm prea mult natura dar
trdim mai putin alaturi de ea. In atitudinea grecilor sesizez un
lucru foarte sdndtos. Ei nu au paldvradgit niciodatd despre
amurguri si nici nu au discutat dacd umbrele din iarba sunt sau
nu mov. Dar au observat ca marea este bund pentru inotator si
nisipul pentru talpile alergatorului. Ei iubeau copacii pentru
umbra pe care o aruncau si padurea pentru tacerea din miezul
zilei. Vierul 1si incununa pdrul cu iederd pentru a se proteja de
soare cand se apleca peste lastari, iar pentru artist si atlet, cele
douad tipuri pe care ni le-a dat Grecia, ei impleteau cunune din
frunzele laurului amar si din patrunjelul salbatic care, altminteri,
nu folosea omului.

Ne auto-intituldm epocd a utilitarismului si nu cunoastem
utilitatea nici unui lucru. Am uitat cd Apa curatd, Focul purifica
si Pimantul ne e mami tuturor. In consecintd, Arta noastra e
lunard si se joacd numai cu umbrele, in vreme ce Arta grecilor
este solard, si trateaza lucrurile direct. Simt ca fortele elementare
te pot purifica si eu doresc sda ma intorc la ele si sd trdiesc in
prezenta lor.

C ONTEMPORARY

LITERATURE P RESS

http://editura.mttlc.ro
The University of Bucharest, 2017



REDISCOVERING
OSCAR WILDE

Laxi

Oscar Wilde
The Critic as Artist. Criticul-Artist. De Profundis.
Parallel Texts.

212

Of course to one so modern as I am, “Enfant de mon
siecle,” merely to look at the world will be always lovely. I
tremble with pleasure when I think that on the very day of my
leaving prison both the laburnum and the lilac will be
blooming in the gardens, and that I shall see the wind stir into
restless beauty the swaying gold of the one, and make the
other toss the pale purple of its plumes so that all the air shall
be Arabia for me. Linnaeus fell on his knees and wept for joy
when he saw for the first time the long heath of some English
upland made yellow with the tawny aromatic blossoms of the
common furze; and I know that for me, to whom flowers are
part of desire, there are tears waiting in the petals of some rose.
It has always been so with me from my boyhood. There is not
a single colour hidden away in the chalice of a flower, or the
curve of a shell, to which, by some subtle sympathy with the
very soul of things, my nature does not answer. Like Gautier, I
have always been one of those pour qui le monde visible existe.

Still, I am conscious now that behind all this beauty,
satisfying though it may be, there is some spirit hidden of
which the painted forms and shapes are but modes of
manifestation, and it is with this spirit that I desire to become

Desigur, pentru o fiintd moderna ca mine, ,enfant de mon
siecle,” simplul fapt de a ma uita la lume va fi o incantare
permanentd. Tremur de pldcere cand md gandesc cd in ziua in
care voi pleca din inchisoare, liliacul si salcia vor fi in floare in
gradini si voi vedea cum vantul leagdna cu o bucurie infiorata
aurul subtiratic al unuia si joacd purpura pala din penajul
celuilalt, iar pentru mine aerul va avea o mireasmd de Arabia.
Linnaeus a cdzut in genunchi si a plans de fericire cand a vazut
pentru prima oard dealurile Angliei acoperite de buruieni
ingdlbenite de florile rosiatice, aromate, ale banalei rachite, si eu
stiu cd pe mine, pentru care florile fac parte din esenta dorintei,
ma asteaptd lacrimi pe petalele unui trandafir. Asa am fost inca
din copildrie. Nu existd o singura culoare ascunsa in caliciul unei
flori sau in striatiile unduitoare ale unei scoici care, printr-o
subtild atractie fatd de insusi sufletul lucrurilor, sa nu ma faca sa
reactionez. La fel ca Gautier, apartin acelora pour qui le monde
visible existel®.

Acum sunt constient, totusi, cd in spatele acestei Frumuseti,
oricate satisfacjcii ar crea, trebuie sd existe un Spirit ascuns, iar
formele si contururile pictate nu sunt decat manifestarile lui; cu
acest Spirit doresc eu sa intru in armonie. Au inceput sd ma
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in harmony. I have grown tired of the articulate utterances of
men and things. The Mystical in Art, the Mystical in Life, the
Mystical in Nature—this is what I am looking for. It is
absolutely necessary for me to find it somewhere.

All trials are trials for one’s life, just as all sentences are
sentences of death; and three times have I been tried. The first
time I left the box to be arrested, the second time to be led back
to the house of detention, the third time to pass into a prison
for two years. Society, as we have constituted it, will have no
place for me, has none to offer; but Nature, whose sweet rains
fall on unjust and just alike, will have clefts in the rocks where
I may hide, and secret valleys in whose silence I may weep
undisturbed. She will hang the night with stars so that I may
walk abroad in the darkness without stumbling, and send the
wind over my footprints so that none may track me to my hurt:
she will cleanse me in great waters, and with bitter herbs make
me whole.

oboseascd toate expresiile articulate ale oamenilor si lucrurilor.
Elementul Mistic din Artd, cel Mistic din Viatd, elementul Mistic
din Natura, iatd ce caut eu. E absolut necesar sa aflu acest lucru
undeva.

Toate procesele sunt procese ale propriei vieti si toate
condamnadrile sunt condamnari ale mortii, iar eu am fost judecat
de trei ori. Prima oard am pardsit banca acuzdrii si am fost
arestat, a doua oara am fost condus inapoi la Casa Detentiei, iar
a treia oard am fost dus sd stau doi ani la inchisoare. Societatea,
asa cum am constituit-o noi, nu va avea un loc pentru mine, nu
are nimic sa-mi ofere, dar Natura, ale carei ploi ii udd pe vinovati
si nevinovati deopotrivd, va avea stanci si grote mici in care sa
mad ascund, si vdi nestiute in tdcerea cdrora sa plang nestingherit.
Va umple cerul noptii cu stele ca sd pot merge in strainatate prin
intuneric, fard sd ma impiedic, si va trimite vantul pe urmele
mele, ca nimeni sa nu dea de mine si sa ma raneascd; md va spala
in apele limpezi si md va insdndtosi cu ierburile amare.
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1, We live by admiration, hope and love”, Wordsworth, The Excursion, IV, 763.

2 ,precum pruncu-n joc/cand infrateste ras cu plans fierbinte”, Dante, Purgatoriu, XVI, 86-87.

3 Matei, 6: 34, 35.

4 Dante, Paradisul, XXX-XXXII.

5 Aristotel, Etica Nicomahicd, Cartea a VI-a, cap. 2; Aristotel il citeazd pe Agathon, poet tragic atenian, care ar fi spus: “Céci asta nici Zeul nu poate sa facd,/Sa
dezlege lucrul odata facut.”

6 O compilatie masiva care ilustreaza asemanadrile dintre viata lui Christos si a Sfantului Francisc, scrisa de calugarul Bartholomeus de Pisa in secolul al XIV-lea
si publicatd in 1510.

7 Paul Marie Verlaine (1844-96) a fost inchis pentru ca l-a ranit cu un foc de revolver pe Rimbaud. Printul Piotr Alexeevici Kropotkin, scriitor, geograf si anarhist
rus (1842-1921) a fost inchis pentru opiniile si actiunile lui politice.

8 Maiorul James Osmond Nelson, care a devenit guvernatorul inchisorii Reading in iulie 1896.

9 Dante, Paradisul, I, 20. In traducerea romaneasci a Etei Boeriu sund astfel: »jupuind de viu/Pe Marsia...”.

10, Marsia, acel faun nefericit”, in Empedocles on Etna, poem dramatic de Matthew Arnold.

1,0 nobild suferintd si credeam cd aceasta va lua de la tragedie demnitatea ei de purpura” , vezi , Criticul-artist”, Partea a II a, in vol. Decidderea minciunii, p.
125, trad. Magda Teodorescu, ed. Polirom, 2001.

12 Emerson, , Essay on Experience”. Citat exact: “It is said, all martyrdoms looked mean when they were suffered” (Se spune ca toate martiriurile erau resimtite
ca fiind deplorabile in momentul in care erau trdite).

13 I, Criticul artist”, Partea a II-a (vezi ed. romaneascd, Deciderea minciunii).

14 Nu Brutus din piesa lui Shakespeare, Iuliu Cezar, ci Junius Brutus, cel care l-a alungat pe Tarquinius, ultimul rege al Romei.

15]figenia in Taurida.

16, Mi se aduc critici si elogii, md prosldvesc fird sd infeleagd cine sunt eu, de fapt. Nu au vorbit niciodatd de valoarea mea, de cine sunt eu, adicd, un om pentru care lumea
vizibild existd.” (Gautier, notd in Jurnalul Goncourt la data de 1 mai 1857). Wilde a folosit aceastd fraza in cap. IX din Dorian Gray pentru a-1 descrie pe Dorian.
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Other books translated into Romanian by Magda Teodorescu

Vladimir Tismaneanu, Fantasmele Salvdrii, Polirom, 1999.

William M. Johnston, Spiritul Vienei. O istorie intelectuald si sociald 1848-1938, Polirom, 2000.
Oscar Wilde, Deciderea minciunii (eseuri; traducere si note), Polirom, 2001.

Leon Wieseltier: Kaddish, (traducere si note) Polirom, 2001

Oscar Wilde, De Profundis, (traducere si note) Polirom, 2003

Colm Toibin, The Story of the Night (translated as Povestea Noptii), Polirom, 2002
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Michael Cunnigham, Orele, Polirom, 2003

Kazuo Ishiguro, Pe cind eram orfani, Polirom, 2003.

Ha, Jin, In asteptare, Polirom, 2004

Encyclopedia of Worship Places of Bucharest, (English Version), Universalia, 2005
Colm Toibin, Maestrul, Polirom, 2007

Sarah Waters, Veghea, Polirom, 2007

Anne Enright, Reuniunea, Polirom, 2010

Alasdair Gray, Lanark, Polirom, 2010

Alasdair Gray, Batrani indrdgostiti, Polirom, 2011

Alasdair Gray, Sdrmane creature, Polirom, 2013

Oscar Wilde, Portretul lui Dorian Gray (roman; traducere si note), Polirom, 2001
Leon Wieseltier: Kaddish, (traducere si note) Polirom, 2001

Colm Téibin: Povestea noptii, (traducere si Postfata) Polirom, 2002

Michael Cunningham, Orele, Polirom, 2003

Kazuo Ishiguro, Pe cind eram orfani, Polirom, 2003

Ha Jin: in asteptare, Polirom, 2004.
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Colm Téibin: Maestrul, Polirom, 2007

Sarah Waters: Veghea, Polirom, 2007
Alasdair Gray, Lanark, o viatd in patru cdrti, Polirom, 2008

Oscar Wilde, Printul Fericit si alte povesti (traducere si editie critica), Cartex, 2008
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Contemporary Literature Press

Bucharest University

The Online Literature Publishing House
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A Manual for the Advanced Study of Finnegans Wake

in One Hundred and Thirty Volumes
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