THE BALLAD OF
READING GAOL



Published @ 2017 Trieste Publishing Pty Ltd

ISBN 9780649760947

The ballad of Reading gaol by Oscar Wilde

Except for use in any review, the reproduction or utilisation of this work in whole or in part in
any form by any electronic, mechanical or other means, now known or hereafter invented,
including xerography, photocopying and recording, or in any information storage or retrieval
system, is forbidden without the permission of the publisher, Trieste Publishing Pty Ltd, PO Box
1576 Collingwood, Victoria 3066 Australia.

All rights reserved.

Edited by Trieste Publishing Pty Ltd.
Cover @ 2017

This book is sold subject to the condition that it shall not, by way of trade or otherwise, be lent,
re-sold, hired out, or otherwise circulated without the publisher's prior consent in any form or
binding or cover other than that in which it is published and without a similar condition
including this condition being imposed on the subsequent purchaser.

www.triestepublishing.com



OSCAR WILDE

THE BALLAD OF
READING GAOL

ﬁTrieste






THE BALLAI} OF

He did not wear his scarlet coat,
T'or Llood and wine are red,

And blood and wine were on his hands
When they found him with the dead,

The poor dead woman whom he loved,
And murdercd in her bed.

He walked amoogst the Trial Men

In a suit of shabby gray:
A ericket cap was on his head,

And his step secmed light and gay ;
But T never saw a man who looked

So wiztfully at the day.
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The Beallod of Reading (faol

I never saw a man who looked
With such a wistful eye

Upon that little tent of blue
Which prisoners call the sky,

And at every drifting cloud that went
With sails of silver by,

I walked, with other spuls 1o pain,
Within another ring,

And waz wondering if the man had done
A preat or little thing,

When a voice behind me whispered low,

" That fellow's pol b rrine"!

Drear Christ [ the very prizon walls
saddenly secmed to reel,

Anid the sky above my head became
Like a casque of scorching steel ;

And, though I was a soul in pain,

My pain I could not feel.
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The Baflad of Feading Gaol

[ only knew what hunted thought
uickened his step, and why

He looked upon the garizh day
With such a wistiul eye ;

The man had killed the thing he loved,
And so he had to die.

oo

Yet each man kills the thing he loves,
Fiy each let this be heand,

Some do it with a bitter look,
Some wilth a fattering word,

The coward docs 11 with a kiss,
“ihe brave man with a sword §

Some kill their love when they are young,
And some when they are old ;

Some strangle with the hands of Lust,
Some with the hands of Gold :

The kindest use o knife, becaose

The dead s0 soon grow cold.
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The Balled of Readiog (Fool

some love oo little, some too long,
some sell, and others buy |

Some do the deed with many tears,
And some without 2 sigh :

For each man kills the thing he loves,

Yet each men does not die.
K

He does not diz a death of soame
On a day of dark disgrace,

MNar liave a noose ahout his neck,
Nor a cloth npon hiz [are,

Nar drop feet foremost through the foor
Intn an empty space,

He does not sit with silent men
Who watch him niglht and iay

Whe wateh ooy when Bo ioies 1o WEED,
And when be tries to proy;

Who watch him lest himsell should rob

The prison of ils prey.
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