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The year of the Paris
OUniversal Exhibition
and the Paris
Olympics.
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Europe takes a look
at itself, proud, in the
mirror of this city, which
was transformed into
the capital of western
culture.

" X
of the art world meet  frbvitvhrafy I
up here. c?i?'?'?’li g

i -

cutting-edge figures 1+,




The cafes team with writers
and painters eager to
nourish themselves on the
vibrant current that runs
through the City of Light.
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Because of this, ;. Lira®y- ,///
in those years, e
everyone fits 5
(h Paris. 5




Exiles like this
Irish writer.

Just five years
earlier, in 1895, he
was so successful on
the London scene
that two of his works
were staged at the
same time in the
British capital.




But just a few months later, the same
Victorian society that had exa(ted
him showed him no mercy in an
enormously high-profile tral in which
he was accused of "gross indecency:"

As a result
of that trial,
he spent two

torturous years

(h prison.

- oo




In 1897 he was released
and he exiled himself in
France in order to she(ter
himself from the public
scorn that he was treated
with in England.

His hame
had become
Synonymous with
depravity and
shame.
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Oscar Wilde.
That was his
name.

Writer, poet,
playwright, art
critic, arbiter of
elegance..

He had proclaimed
himself "the King
of Life"

His striking aesthete’s
mannerisms and
his skills as a
conversationalist
made him famous even
before he had ever
published anything.




He wandered among this
furniture, stripped of the
green carnation he vsed
to wear during his time as
an gesthete.

And among it also
moved some of the few
faithful friends that
accompanied him in
the final years of
his life.
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Each one of them
played a role in
the {inal act of the
drama of his life.

And for Oscar, each one
of them, in his way, was
an ingredient in the most
exquisite distillation of
friendship, that good that
he valued above all else.

Only a very few
remained of the
ihnumerable mass
of followers that
he had had in his
glory days.




Biographies, psychologi-
cal studies, historical and
sociological investigations,
analyses of his correspon-
dence.. Information to try and

get nearer to the man.

Because innumerable were
the people whom he dealt
with in life and innumerable
are the books that have been
written about him since
his death.

But is such
a task even
possible?

1 Can a book approximate
; aman, or will it be that it
can never speak of more
than his mask?
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Can a work speak truthfully of
another person or is it, as Wilde
used to say, that a good work never
speaks about anything but

its avthor?




(s it the reverse,

that life (mitates art far more

7

than art imitates life?

eclared
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Are the worlds
produced by imagination
more real tﬁan
reality itself, as he
maintained?




Turn the page
and see, turn and
read..

But do not (et
yourselves be moved
by what you find, this
s no more than an
thvention, a {iction,
a fantasy..

Because of that, you
are not going to
believe anything you
read, since everything
could be absolutely
and completely..
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orOSCAR

a comic by &
JAVIER DE ISUSI




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!”

Oscar Wilde
(De Profundis)
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= You've got a Nadine? It
=3 nerve, Anton(o! R
It looks like 2 big deal, | 1
Nadine sucked was expect(;ng 14,
your blood last something

more from the

famous Nadine..
Not at all, it
was all Sarah
Bernhardt's

{ault, she drove

Salome! I've read that work!
Very disturbing.. and it
had some very provocative
illustrations..

Ah! What did | te(l you? | don't think there
is an actress in all the world like her.
Bernhardt has only disappointed me once
and it was when she turned down the role of
Salome, that part was written for her.
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( " believe it! The whole work. ™

Decadence,
symbolism,
naturalism,
modernism...
blenvenus a
Partis!

(s provocative, transgressive,
decadent, and symbolist.

The King of Life!
The most acclaimed writer
in england only three
years ago!

contrast, they
publicly despise
him in his
country.

P<=T 2 "“ﬁ-l._\_-.h

(' Oscar Wilde, Antonio, # ‘rf‘r; —
A Oscar Wilde. [ St ) L e
L = e T

' | met him here, in Paris,
) precisely when he was
writing Salome.

| already know | /
who Oscar Wilde

is! Excuse me for
not being familiar
with his entire

bibliography.

If you're lucky,
you will meet him
too, he doesn't
plan on returning
- to his country.
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We(l, we've already
arrived to Calisaya. | hope
we haven't kept that friend
of yours who wants to be a
writer waiting too long.

We'll know
straight away.
Pio can't stand
lateness.

| don't see him...
| fear that our nocturnal
escapade has taken its toll.

between Bernhardt and that Baroja
fellow that | don't even know what
he writes about...

| 78 Y

we have here
instead..!
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) Maestro, allow me to introduce
Maestro, €r\2Lque!.Myl you to two young Spanish poets,
how are you ‘ good Enrique! f the brothers Manvel and Antonio  /
4o Machado.

| introduce you the man whom we were talking about iy
a moment ago. |
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It's always a He insists § o ey,
pleasure to find on calling me L= [
yourself with Maestro!

Enrigue Gomez
Carrillo.. that everybody will end

i trying to set a
1 (Fasmon, Maestro, so
up calling you that.

o
i ] ARl Paul Verlaine!
- : Le Prince des Poétes!
" e e o e

Excuse me,
but | don't
understand
how Oscar
Wilde could
become Paul
Verlaine..
Nor why..

; Enrigue hopes
to turn me
into the new
Verlaine.

.

| agree, \erlaine was a great poet, | daresay even a great man,
but he did not have even the remotest idea of how to pair a tie

with a jacket. Please, have a seat. Would you care to join
me for my breakfast?

Breakfast?

Of..
Absinthe?




i However, what | do not
understand (s why someone as open
as you, Enrique, would want to set a
fashion, whatever the fashion
B may be.

| iy

T
rI

{

From an artistic point of view, fashion s
nothing but a form of ugliness so intolerable
that we have to alter it every six months.

Let us say
then that what |
hope to do in calling

you Maestro (s to es-
tablish a tradition...
Like what hap-

pened with
Verlaine!

You see, there are many similarities
petween Verlaine and Mr. Wilde. | have
spent a lot of time with them both.

33



.

A e
]-r»o 7" Both have
/  suffered the

persecution of a | 2
puritan soclety.. #5% Both have
' =0 served two years
in prison for it..

Both
are great

And both have
made their best
work after.

But that poem is, along
with Salome, the best you
have ever written, Maestro.

| have only
written a single poem
since | emerged from
that horrendous

martyrdom..

My dear
Enrique..

. . & In any case
Yet each man kills e 7 case, ?
- lwas referring to || How kind on your
part, Enrigue. It always

the thing he loves." the works that
; % are yet to come..

proves refreshing to
hear a {riend lie.
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In reality what
brings me closest to
the great Verlaine is
our Uranian passion
for someone who was

not worthy of our
affections..

That we
both died in
1896..

And that we
both spent the end of
our lives wandering
around cafes
drinking absinthe,

ha ha!
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And yet, you are
right about one
thing, Enrigue

How different was
the treatment we received
from society! It is true that
the existence of Verlaine was
unspeakable, terrible; he did
everything to excess; he was
drunk, dirty, and
lcbertine..

But when he
found himself in
a cafe, here in

Everyone who entered
greeted him by the name
of "Maestro" and seemed
proud at the slightest
of his attentions..

Simply
because he was a
great poet..
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Brilliant,
stmply brilliant..
Did you see the
art with which he
got us to pick up
his tab?

| don't know,

Manvel, | call
that cheek

more than

" hell,

By the way,
what do you /" Antonio, it
suppose a Uranian | means he's 3

passion is?
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| met

INTERVIEW
YIER Wilde, yes.

WITH

o

- MANUEL
MACHADO
&

\ By then, he was already only a

,( In those days | was twenty-five years st‘ﬁ:igfﬁ?g‘ﬁggﬁi K\:\/f\\:/obf :
old, l(VLV\g in Paris and comp[etely had beégﬂ immense, he i'\ad the
seduced by the French symbolist arrogance to file 5 suit against
[ SPE C NCE S the Marquis of Queensberry, his
the great master. And Oscar Wilde lover's 2ather who had publicly
was the closest thing to that that insulted h(m: acousmgphcm of

England had produced. "posing somdomite" [sic.
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[
The trial went poorly for him: Queens- \

berry managed to produce evidence As soon as he got

demonstrating that his accusation .son, h
was reasonably founded, for which he gx;g&zr;g? 9'003 (ae’f‘a
was absolved. But things didn't end changed his name.

there. Given that sodomy was a crime at
that time, Wilde was in turn accused
by the prosecutor and, after a tremen-
dously high-profile trial, he was handed
down the harshest possible sentence:
\twa years of prison, which he served

in their entirety.

[ When I met him, although he j

was properly dressed, he was no One day, at
longer the extravagant dandy he ' Calisaya, he told
had once been. His past pursuved us a story..

him wherever he was, and a
profound pain could be read
L in the features of his face. S
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Well, Wilde endlessly told According to what he told

stories. That one was about us, it had belonged to a
a very {lashy ring that he rajah from India who had
always had on, a gold ring been killed by the English.

with a large green gem.

The ring in question carried
a horrible curse: whosoever
possessed it would forever
be a hopeless wretch, unless
he lost it against his will.
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| think Wilde may we(l have
invented that story to force
himself not to pawn the ring
the first chance he got. In
those days he was short
on money.

He was at that moment
terribly wretched,
and he was prisoner
to his dazzling and
exaggerated jewel..

e

)

However, as was always the

case with him, | think the

story contained within it
a profound truth..

Except his jewel was
none other than his own
character, Oscar Wilde.
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Parcs. ]
[ March, 1848.
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gonna ask

e

( Zﬁybody

him?

P

: Pass. Last time he didn't

even touch me. He had me

balls out for three hours
while he told me stories.
I nearly froze!

o

7" Just the
B, boozer poet.

e T

he doesn't like
slobs like you. If you
would just clean
yourself

up!

—

Yeah, yeah, yeah.. |
we(l he's all yours,
clean poy!

Y@ah Weu/ for me,
as long as he's paying, i
he wants me to sing the

b Marsellacse in a tutu..

45

I'm te(ling you, the guy 7
may be a weirdo, but he's
very generous..



Call him méister His name
is Sebastian.. Montmouth, or
something like that. An English
name. R

i

Hey! Monsieur!
Are you alone
tonight?

No, no way!
He's Irish.

SR
Melmoth..

o e SRR
Irish? And
how would you
A know? A

From his accent. My mom had
an Irish boyfriend who broke
my ass when | was eleven. ['(l
never forget his accent..

Shit, well f | remembered
the accent of every guy

who broke my ass..

You'd be

exactly the

Same as you
are now.

N Youd still be

A\ bending over!

; Qey, monsieuvr!

B et S —.

€

What's wrong,
mester? _«




g,\

Ha, ha, ha!

Who wants to
ask him now?

Go 8head, step
right up, he's
very generous!
Ha, ha!

!f{ |

fucking :
\ disgusting! He |
| splashed'me /'
all over.

e
WOuld you llke ar\y

special service tonight
mcster7

47

’*"H-—m__4=—' '.

D,

Leave him.
34 Come on, /
let's go ‘

//SP:I spr man,

can't you see that
he's not we((?

; 4 Hey.. The \
méster is
sick.

s




e

o
/Ha, ha!
| Let's see
» (fyou
"l wash up

" | now, clean [§
boy'Ha, £

A ha! A







But no man dared
look upon his face,

00\ for it was like the
X face of an angel.

| The other guys
4 were right..

e =4 7 4

_ S
Could you teach me some
| poetry, monsieur?

Is that what
they said?

Come, boy.. You young
people should never -
listen to what your

& elders say.. MmM

¥ Bah, pay me no mind.. ) )
Can't you see that I'm




But if you're a poet, | have to

listen to you, I'm (earning good
French from poems! For example, -
I've already read Baudelaire's
Fleurs dv mal

Could you gift me
one of your {lowers,

monsieur? /L=

N :;_’:‘.‘ff'.; b
.
ST

I'(l do
you one
petter..

I will gift you an
entire” garden!

< Aguella noche, vispera del

the first flower starts dia f(jado para su coronacion,
like this.. o \§ : el joven rey se hallaba solo,
i al - TN sentado en su camara..

e

Let's see,
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;iNTERVI EW
o
 MAURICE
GILBERT

=

Yes, of course | knew Mr.
Melmoth, that is to say, Mr.
Wilde, but.. what is it that you
want to know? | don't... | don't
know, | don't feel comfortable.

| don't know,

| feel a little
strange.. |..

| don't know..

That is to
say, I've
never done

an interview

before.

Well, | can te(l you that
Oscar Wilde was the most
generous person | ever met.




Thanks to him, | traveled to
London, met important people
like Lord Alfred Douglas,
Mr. Ross, Mr. Turner.

All of them
were very
good to me.

I'm sorry, | don't feel|
l.don't.. | refused to read comfortable. I'd like to
any of those books that end this interview.
were written about him
after his death and..
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Paris. ]
# |

April, 1898

T

<
335
NS
r/wﬂ\vo
NI &
M,/an/.
S8
IDMM

Merci!
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Seeing you so happy (s enough
for me, Mavrice. | know how
much you like photography.

’U{HP [

How can | thank you?
.| don't know...

Although you
haven't told me % / Mr. Melmoth!
sbout the ménage B That question is
a trois that you're very indiscreet!
a part of now.
, Te(f me, Mavrice, A . e
| how do you all fit /| % Oh, no, nothing of
together? 4 the kind. Questions are
R/ A never indiscreet. Answers A
sometimes are.

My question
is merely of a..
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,

Ha, ha! N\

Do not answer me, | did not
wish to embarrass you.

Look, a few
days ago, on
the banks of

However,
there (s a

favor | should
like to ask the Seine, | met
you... aboy. avery
special boy.

He was trying to
better his French by
(earning poetry..

And asthe W\
other boys ‘
told him | was
a poet, we(l..

i)
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Well, | was in
a shameful state,
| had vomited all
over myself..

And we(l, he took Y lj 2
charge of me, brought

me to the hotel,
cleaned me up..

Put clean clothes
on me and tucked
me into bed.

| told him stories,
one by one, and we
both fe(l asleep.

If you could see how
tenderly he embraced
me! That night, | had the
most beautiful dreams
You can (magine.

o)
/ [ felt the

57



An infinite sadness

poured over me, had it
all been a dream? Had it
only been a hallucination
brought on by alcoho(?

However, when
| awoke in the
morning, he was
not there..

But then | found this
note, atop the mountain
of books on my desk.

Is it not
charming?

* (Written with spe(ling errors): "Many thanks for (etting me play in your garden. | have taken a book to
keep earning. The book is called The Fruits of the E%réth and the author is André Gide. Pardon me and
thank you."



h I've spent weeks
Where would looking for him, | feel

he come from ; d .
and what mould indebted to him.

the poor boy's
story be? 4

The poor thing!

He hardly knows French!
From time to time, he
fired off words in an

incomprehensible
dialect.. ' :

/It oc-

/ curred to

me that..

the boulevard
boys better.

It's alright,
| understand.
You want me to
make inquiries..

Not to
worry, monsieur
Melmoth, we will
find him.

59



is the only thing
A\ that can soothe
\ the sting.. o
HmMph . -
Sihce wherfyd(d they

P—Put a Sh—s{ope on
(S street?

Come on, |
think I'(l walk
you back to

. your hotel.

I 9ave my last coins
to the waiter.
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D_orvt make any noishe,
Maurice, monsieyr Dupoirier ¢s
very good t'me and | don't want

here to pe any..
{Pues cillese y

‘ponga algo de su parte,
l c i 4

aramba! Wel(l then be /
[ quiet and make a bit of A&
an effort, damn it! _~~

Mavurice,

the - N | b
OtLi il\:\p{ soul | 4 Nurbody ¢s as oo
gentle to me as you are..

KNow...

" What are you
talking about?
You have very
__ good {riends.

S —
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Bah, half of them don't
speak to me and the
other half no longer

listen..

Maurice, be(OFed
| you go.. cov d you ¢o
me 3 (avor?

You i

understand?
That'd be

f\l)’ see you.. :
or\b/ lOOK-u




| am a.. slave
to beauty,
do you
understand?

A slave, yes..
Do you know
Shakespeare, _

Mavrice?

Ha, ha! He wrote
OA{h’ yes.. some sonnets
course...
A great must have looked
f\rtend, he much the same {
as never

failed me.

Well,

because
Shakespeare He too
was also like, was a
7 slave to..

me.. > '

63



64



[ you, j
Mavrice..

(

You're
too kind..

65
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dcsturb him...

| S Mr. Melmo yes, 765 /
> A A
L‘A in his room= Bot its ‘
| ppnc oy, . petter not to .'J

Pl ’M—\
7 Monsieur ;

// Melmoth!
' Monsieur
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By Whm. A S
God, have have | / The same
pity.. committed as always,
this time? by the

\ looks of it! :

Walt for me to tidy myself
up. With that impertinence
of yours you owe me, at
the very (east, a good
breakf{ast!

69

Ah
Robert
Sherard..

By now you
< should know,

*\ manners before |

morals!

And
don't call me




What do you want?
| am not accustomed to
calling you Sebastian
Melmoth. When | look. at
you, | continve to see

Oscar Wilde.

He also looks
at me from the
other side of
the mirror.

And sometimes
it becomes so
intolerable to
me that | have

to avert my
g8ze {from him
when | shave...
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Well!
At (east
that's some-

Well, that at (east
you are admitting
that Melmoth
feels shame in

.Giving great
slashes then to
Melmouth's face...

Robert,
[ dear, what

‘ recogn(zing
\ 2revoy himself in
b, Sarhg: Wilde's face and

falling to his
Same vices.

My goodness!
You speak like
any Puritan
philistine!

T \\ i
,_/C/hat doyou

mean by that?
| don't under- |
stand you.

Ssupreme vice (S
shallowness!

Whatever (s
realized (s

71



Let's see,
"Sebastian."
Changing your
name (s useless f
you don't change

your style of

The sure way
of knowing
nothing about
life ts to try to
make oneself
useful.

{t Ah, your efforts!

I

You've no
(dea of the
titanic efforts
| have to make
to defend you!

The other day, | had to intercede
for over an hour so that Lady
Chapman would include you on
the guest list for her soirée, but
if you don't even pother to try, my
efforts are all for nothing!

Need | congratulate
you that the most banal
of England’s ladies
invited me to the most

tedious soirée
in France?
",
At (east \‘\
| had the
honor of {
meeting ‘-
mademocse(le |
de Bovet, the |
ugliest woman |
in the world. /



Agh!
When you get
cynical, you
infuriate me,

Cynical!

itk ¥ tw: How could | be cynical? %
B W A5 clelightful as cynicism

R | if“. m is from its inte((ectual

- ims side, it never can be

= | more than the perfect
\ philosophy for a man

who has no soul.

We commit the most
{atal errors in life, almost
always, by being logical,

Robert.

But | agree
with you! |l only
ask that you
are a bit more
reasonable
and (earn from
your mistakes...

Soul! Do you
understand,
Sherard? Sins
of the flesh are
nothing. Sins of
the soul alone are.
shameful.
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"Misfortunes one
can endurellthey

Well, now
that we've
come to

maxims, te(l me
your opinion f
of this /

they are accidents
But to suffer for

there is the sting
of life”

e ~¥._;_7_7_\
..Before the trial and

everything ended with your

prison sentence.

Oh, no. Nothing ended
with my prison sentence.
Go on, keep citing me
and recite that other
passage that says..

N

come from outside,

one's own f{au(tslah!l

74

Exactly!
You yourself
wrote that
when you
were at the
height of

Succecess..

| think
| ought to ask
you 8bout
copyright. It's
from Lady
Windermere’s

“You don't know what it is to
fall into the pit, to be despised,
mocked, to be an outcast! And all
the while to hear the laughter, the

horrible laughter of the world. One

pays for one's sin, and then one
pays again, and all one's life
one pays.”




The only thing it
does s corroborate my
theory that life is always
imitating art, and not
the other way around,
like people think.

That's it,
Oscar, that's it!
And you don't
extract any (esson
there for your life?

R TTLEATATL

e f&. -
=)

But what can
you mean?

Why don't you write?
How dd it go? That ballad
of the young fisherman that
you used to talk about in
Berneval, when you had just
gotten out of prison and
were {ull of energy and
good intentions..

How can | help it if
my life persists in
(mitating the things

that I've written?

That's
precisely t!
Write! That you

S i could do! Write
/(’ iy one of your

= P #l delicious stories
e and (et your
g life imitate
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Look, Robert,
it ts always a silly thing
to give advice.

But to give
ood advice s
absolutely fatal.

Please,
Oscar..

| only want to see
you pull yourself
out of the gutter
you've sunk into..
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Mr. Sherard,
we are all in the
gutter. But some of
us are looking at
the stars.

77



Lately I've
been undergoing
some economic
difficulties..

Would you mind
(ending me a
few francs?

78



| was one of his best
friends, did you know

(f Oscar, that? Of course, the
Oscar.. {1 oldest of those who
INTERVIEW J accompanied him until

1 WITH the end of his life.

~ ROBERT
 SHERARD
g

And | was also his greatest | Yes, well, Lord Alfred |
defender, I've always been ready Douglas, [Bosie,l was partly
to trade blows with whomever | to blame; his presence \
I needed to in order to defend | alienated him. He was a
him. He was a great genus! [ fateful influence for him, J

An incomparable talent! ' and Oscar was.. weak.
A misspent treasure!
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— S
When he was released from |
prison, in June, 1897, we all ;
marveled at the fortitude he '

But in the autumn, he (eft for
Naples to reunite with Bosie

| and.. Everything began to fall |
was giving off. We had never \
seen him (n such good shape!
That summer in Berneval was
\ his happiest moment.

apart. | wrote to him, anxious

for him to reconsider and come
back., | advised him that he
was putting the whole world

| against him.

/
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£1° R BN
®

(s
i f
=

He accused me of being a \ What do
Puritan and a philistine, but .. | you mean?
| was only trying to make him I

see things as they were. Not as

he wished them to be!\—J L
= ... ‘
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No, nonono, no! Don't
misinterpret me! | never
said that Oscar had sexual
deviancies nor anything
of the kind. Those are the
defamations of Bosie's father,
the Marquis of Queensberry,
that the press later magnified.

In fact, when Constance \
died, he fe(l into a terrible
depression.
A
i

| even feared '
| hemight attempt
| the worst.

i |

[ /ﬂ/f
~ \l)
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What Oscar
did have was..
some sort of..

epileptowd attacks
that made him
adopt... at times..
somewhat strange
behaviors.. Only

that.. Yes...

—_—

But he
loved his
wife and
children

profoundly.

He was a

doting

Fortunately.. L

His friends were

| always close by.

-l S

,_‘

)

e ]

|
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One
moment.

Sebastian?
Open up, it's
Robbie.

Robbict '} S~ BRN dear God, [
s tht 2 | : 3 ‘ & _Oscar. §

| Urprise.. \ s

\thought you were ‘ \ . N (O R
in London. iR\ piie=h = : ? You reek ¥

i 't () S  of a(coho(...J!
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You've got enough
to deal with torturing your
sight with this wallpaper.
Take care at (east of your
sense of sme(l.

Good God!
Anyone would
think you've slept

with a panthe

[T

rt
‘.;g'

; Ah.. Yes. Ha, "\A
\ ha.. A panther.. §
Something of
the kind.

| would. like ‘m
\

Come here,
not to worry,

P P
moh chér:.

to introduce you Robert Ross.
to someone very
ecial.

sp




As you can see,
it wasn't quite a panther..
although almost. Ha, ha!

Ah... you know
each other already?
Then introductions
aren't needed.
Bonjour,
monsieur
Ropert.

Bonjour,
Léon.

Well, I, if

you'(l excuse me..

Not to worry,
monsieur Me|moth.
I will ask after
that boy. Someone
has to know him.

Be 5 good boy
and do not forget
what [ told you.

Of course,
Léon, see
you later.



/ | see you're still
looking for the

little angel who although | don't

' { 3 ; ere else
studies French : know w

Sit \ 4 ¥y What
down while ¢ ' e
I change, g 4 | toParis?
Robble. _= b -




My hope of

returning to a new
life ends in ]

her tomb. -~

[ " Where did they
2 /
A bury her~ /

In Genoa, where
she was living. You know that )
ever sihce your trial, she too | And...do gou Kno;/ What,;t
refused to return Says on her tombstone™
to England.
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Yes.. "Cohnstance
Mary, daUghter of
Horace Lloyd."

You are not
mentioned.

Poor Constance.. You know | have for a time
Even to the grave the shadow of my been trying to convince

shame has followed her. Constance to authorize you to
That's not see Cyril and Vyvyan..

the worst of
it, Oscar.

But I didn't manage it..
And now that she's died, the
restraining order Keeping you from
your own children cannot be revoked..
At (east not until they reach
majority..
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You want to

pray in a
\ Catholic church?

It's all the same
to Constance
now..
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Anyway, Catholic
pomp s much more
appropriate than the
Anglican tradition

e for funerary r‘Lte _

e

I'm thinking of \
becoming baptized in |
the Catholic {aith, i
only to have a good
bural.
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