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THE PREFACE

The art�st �s the creator of beaut�ful th�ngs. To reveal art and conceal the
art�st �s art's a�m. The cr�t�c �s he who can translate �nto another manner or a
new mater�al h�s �mpress�on of beaut�ful th�ngs.

The h�ghest as the lowest form of cr�t�c�sm �s a mode of autob�ography.
Those who f�nd ugly mean�ngs �n beaut�ful th�ngs are corrupt w�thout be�ng
charm�ng. Th�s �s a fault.

Those who f�nd beaut�ful mean�ngs �n beaut�ful th�ngs are the cult�vated.
For these there �s hope. They are the elect to whom beaut�ful th�ngs mean
only beauty.

There �s no such th�ng as a moral or an �mmoral book. Books are well
wr�tten, or badly wr�tten. That �s all.

The n�neteenth century d�sl�ke of real�sm �s the rage of Cal�ban see�ng
h�s own face �n a glass.



The n�neteenth century d�sl�ke of romant�c�sm �s the rage of Cal�ban not
see�ng h�s own face �n a glass. The moral l�fe of man forms part of the
subject-matter of the art�st, but the moral�ty of art cons�sts �n the perfect use
of an �mperfect med�um. No art�st des�res to prove anyth�ng. Even th�ngs
that are true can be proved. No art�st has eth�cal sympath�es. An eth�cal
sympathy �n an art�st �s an unpardonable manner�sm of style. No art�st �s
ever morb�d. The art�st can express everyth�ng. Thought and language are to
the art�st �nstruments of an art. V�ce and v�rtue are to the art�st mater�als for
an art. From the po�nt of v�ew of form, the type of all the arts �s the art of
the mus�c�an. From the po�nt of v�ew of feel�ng, the actor's craft �s the type.
All art �s at once surface and symbol. Those who go beneath the surface do
so at the�r per�l. Those who read the symbol do so at the�r per�l. It �s the
spectator, and not l�fe, that art really m�rrors. D�vers�ty of op�n�on about a
work of art shows that the work �s new, complex, and v�tal. When cr�t�cs
d�sagree, the art�st �s �n accord w�th h�mself. We can forg�ve a man for
mak�ng a useful th�ng as long as he does not adm�re �t. The only excuse for
mak�ng a useless th�ng �s that one adm�res �t �ntensely.

All art �s qu�te useless.
OSCAR WILDE

CHAPTER 1

The stud�o was f�lled w�th the r�ch odour of roses, and when the l�ght
summer w�nd st�rred am�dst the trees of the garden, there came through the
open door the heavy scent of the l�lac, or the more del�cate perfume of the
p�nk-flower�ng thorn.

From the corner of the d�van of Pers�an saddle-bags on wh�ch he was
ly�ng, smok�ng, as was h�s custom, �nnumerable c�garettes, Lord Henry
Wotton could just catch the gleam of the honey-sweet and honey-coloured
blossoms of a laburnum, whose tremulous branches seemed hardly able to



bear the burden of a beauty so flamel�ke as the�rs; and now and then the
fantast�c shadows of b�rds �n fl�ght fl�tted across the long tussore-s�lk
curta�ns that were stretched �n front of the huge w�ndow, produc�ng a k�nd
of momentary Japanese effect, and mak�ng h�m th�nk of those pall�d, jade-
faced pa�nters of Tokyo who, through the med�um of an art that �s
necessar�ly �mmob�le, seek to convey the sense of sw�ftness and mot�on.
The sullen murmur of the bees shoulder�ng the�r way through the long
unmown grass, or c�rcl�ng w�th monotonous �ns�stence round the dusty g�lt
horns of the straggl�ng woodb�ne, seemed to make the st�llness more
oppress�ve. The d�m roar of London was l�ke the bourdon note of a d�stant
organ.

In the centre of the room, clamped to an upr�ght easel, stood the full-
length portra�t of a young man of extraord�nary personal beauty, and �n
front of �t, some l�ttle d�stance away, was s�tt�ng the art�st h�mself, Bas�l
Hallward, whose sudden d�sappearance some years ago caused, at the t�me,
such publ�c exc�tement and gave r�se to so many strange conjectures.

As the pa�nter looked at the grac�ous and comely form he had so
sk�lfully m�rrored �n h�s art, a sm�le of pleasure passed across h�s face, and
seemed about to l�nger there. But he suddenly started up, and clos�ng h�s
eyes, placed h�s f�ngers upon the l�ds, as though he sought to �mpr�son
w�th�n h�s bra�n some cur�ous dream from wh�ch he feared he m�ght awake.

"It �s your best work, Bas�l, the best th�ng you have ever done," sa�d
Lord Henry langu�dly. "You must certa�nly send �t next year to the
Grosvenor. The Academy �s too large and too vulgar. Whenever I have gone
there, there have been e�ther so many people that I have not been able to see
the p�ctures, wh�ch was dreadful, or so many p�ctures that I have not been
able to see the people, wh�ch was worse. The Grosvenor �s really the only
place."

"I don't th�nk I shall send �t anywhere," he answered, toss�ng h�s head
back �n that odd way that used to make h�s fr�ends laugh at h�m at Oxford.
"No, I won't send �t anywhere."

Lord Henry elevated h�s eyebrows and looked at h�m �n amazement
through the th�n blue wreaths of smoke that curled up �n such fanc�ful



whorls from h�s heavy, op�um-ta�nted c�garette. "Not send �t anywhere? My
dear fellow, why? Have you any reason? What odd chaps you pa�nters are!
You do anyth�ng �n the world to ga�n a reputat�on. As soon as you have one,
you seem to want to throw �t away. It �s s�lly of you, for there �s only one
th�ng �n the world worse than be�ng talked about, and that �s not be�ng
talked about. A portra�t l�ke th�s would set you far above all the young men
�n England, and make the old men qu�te jealous, �f old men are ever capable
of any emot�on."

"I know you w�ll laugh at me," he repl�ed, "but I really can't exh�b�t �t. I
have put too much of myself �nto �t."

Lord Henry stretched h�mself out on the d�van and laughed.

"Yes, I knew you would; but �t �s qu�te true, all the same."

"Too much of yourself �n �t! Upon my word, Bas�l, I d�dn't know you
were so va�n; and I really can't see any resemblance between you, w�th your
rugged strong face and your coal-black ha�r, and th�s young Adon�s, who
looks as �f he was made out of �vory and rose-leaves. Why, my dear Bas�l,
he �s a Narc�ssus, and you—well, of course you have an �ntellectual
express�on and all that. But beauty, real beauty, ends where an �ntellectual
express�on beg�ns. Intellect �s �n �tself a mode of exaggerat�on, and destroys
the harmony of any face. The moment one s�ts down to th�nk, one becomes
all nose, or all forehead, or someth�ng horr�d. Look at the successful men �n
any of the learned profess�ons. How perfectly h�deous they are! Except, of
course, �n the Church. But then �n the Church they don't th�nk. A b�shop
keeps on say�ng at the age of e�ghty what he was told to say when he was a
boy of e�ghteen, and as a natural consequence he always looks absolutely
del�ghtful. Your myster�ous young fr�end, whose name you have never told
me, but whose p�cture really fasc�nates me, never th�nks. I feel qu�te sure of
that. He �s some bra�nless beaut�ful creature who should be always here �n
w�nter when we have no flowers to look at, and always here �n summer
when we want someth�ng to ch�ll our �ntell�gence. Don't flatter yourself,
Bas�l: you are not �n the least l�ke h�m."

"You don't understand me, Harry," answered the art�st. "Of course I am
not l�ke h�m. I know that perfectly well. Indeed, I should be sorry to look



l�ke h�m. You shrug your shoulders? I am tell�ng you the truth. There �s a
fatal�ty about all phys�cal and �ntellectual d�st�nct�on, the sort of fatal�ty that
seems to dog through h�story the falter�ng steps of k�ngs. It �s better not to
be d�fferent from one's fellows. The ugly and the stup�d have the best of �t
�n th�s world. They can s�t at the�r ease and gape at the play. If they know
noth�ng of v�ctory, they are at least spared the knowledge of defeat. They
l�ve as we all should l�ve—und�sturbed, �nd�fferent, and w�thout d�squ�et.
They ne�ther br�ng ru�n upon others, nor ever rece�ve �t from al�en hands.
Your rank and wealth, Harry; my bra�ns, such as they are—my art, whatever
�t may be worth; Dor�an Gray's good looks—we shall all suffer for what the
gods have g�ven us, suffer terr�bly."

"Dor�an Gray? Is that h�s name?" asked Lord Henry, walk�ng across the
stud�o towards Bas�l Hallward.

"Yes, that �s h�s name. I d�dn't �ntend to tell �t to you."

"But why not?"

"Oh, I can't expla�n. When I l�ke people �mmensely, I never tell the�r
names to any one. It �s l�ke surrender�ng a part of them. I have grown to
love secrecy. It seems to be the one th�ng that can make modern l�fe
myster�ous or marvellous to us. The commonest th�ng �s del�ghtful �f one
only h�des �t. When I leave town now I never tell my people where I am
go�ng. If I d�d, I would lose all my pleasure. It �s a s�lly hab�t, I dare say, but
somehow �t seems to br�ng a great deal of romance �nto one's l�fe. I suppose
you th�nk me awfully fool�sh about �t?"

"Not at all," answered Lord Henry, "not at all, my dear Bas�l. You seem
to forget that I am marr�ed, and the one charm of marr�age �s that �t makes a
l�fe of decept�on absolutely necessary for both part�es. I never know where
my w�fe �s, and my w�fe never knows what I am do�ng. When we meet—we
do meet occas�onally, when we d�ne out together, or go down to the Duke's
—we tell each other the most absurd stor�es w�th the most ser�ous faces. My
w�fe �s very good at �t—much better, �n fact, than I am. She never gets
confused over her dates, and I always do. But when she does f�nd me out,
she makes no row at all. I somet�mes w�sh she would; but she merely laughs
at me."



"I hate the way you talk about your marr�ed l�fe, Harry," sa�d Bas�l
Hallward, stroll�ng towards the door that led �nto the garden. "I bel�eve that
you are really a very good husband, but that you are thoroughly ashamed of
your own v�rtues. You are an extraord�nary fellow. You never say a moral
th�ng, and you never do a wrong th�ng. Your cyn�c�sm �s s�mply a pose."

"Be�ng natural �s s�mply a pose, and the most �rr�tat�ng pose I know,"
cr�ed Lord Henry, laugh�ng; and the two young men went out �nto the
garden together and ensconced themselves on a long bamboo seat that stood
�n the shade of a tall laurel bush. The sunl�ght sl�pped over the pol�shed
leaves. In the grass, wh�te da�s�es were tremulous.

After a pause, Lord Henry pulled out h�s watch. "I am afra�d I must be
go�ng, Bas�l," he murmured, "and before I go, I �ns�st on your answer�ng a
quest�on I put to you some t�me ago."

"What �s that?" sa�d the pa�nter, keep�ng h�s eyes f�xed on the ground.

"You know qu�te well."

"I do not, Harry."

"Well, I w�ll tell you what �t �s. I want you to expla�n to me why you
won't exh�b�t Dor�an Gray's p�cture. I want the real reason."

"I told you the real reason."

"No, you d�d not. You sa�d �t was because there was too much of
yourself �n �t. Now, that �s ch�ld�sh."

"Harry," sa�d Bas�l Hallward, look�ng h�m stra�ght �n the face, "every
portra�t that �s pa�nted w�th feel�ng �s a portra�t of the art�st, not of the s�tter.
The s�tter �s merely the acc�dent, the occas�on. It �s not he who �s revealed
by the pa�nter; �t �s rather the pa�nter who, on the coloured canvas, reveals
h�mself. The reason I w�ll not exh�b�t th�s p�cture �s that I am afra�d that I
have shown �n �t the secret of my own soul."

Lord Henry laughed. "And what �s that?" he asked.



"I w�ll tell you," sa�d Hallward; but an express�on of perplex�ty came
over h�s face.

"I am all expectat�on, Bas�l," cont�nued h�s compan�on, glanc�ng at h�m.

"Oh, there �s really very l�ttle to tell, Harry," answered the pa�nter; "and I
am afra�d you w�ll hardly understand �t. Perhaps you w�ll hardly bel�eve �t."

Lord Henry sm�led, and lean�ng down, plucked a p�nk-petalled da�sy
from the grass and exam�ned �t. "I am qu�te sure I shall understand �t," he
repl�ed, gaz�ng �ntently at the l�ttle golden, wh�te-feathered d�sk, "and as for
bel�ev�ng th�ngs, I can bel�eve anyth�ng, prov�ded that �t �s qu�te �ncred�ble."

The w�nd shook some blossoms from the trees, and the heavy l�lac-
blooms, w�th the�r cluster�ng stars, moved to and fro �n the langu�d a�r. A
grasshopper began to ch�rrup by the wall, and l�ke a blue thread a long th�n
dragon-fly floated past on �ts brown gauze w�ngs. Lord Henry felt as �f he
could hear Bas�l Hallward's heart beat�ng, and wondered what was com�ng.

"The story �s s�mply th�s," sa�d the pa�nter after some t�me. "Two months
ago I went to a crush at Lady Brandon's. You know we poor art�sts have to
show ourselves �n soc�ety from t�me to t�me, just to rem�nd the publ�c that
we are not savages. W�th an even�ng coat and a wh�te t�e, as you told me
once, anybody, even a stock-broker, can ga�n a reputat�on for be�ng
c�v�l�zed. Well, after I had been �n the room about ten m�nutes, talk�ng to
huge overdressed dowagers and ted�ous academ�c�ans, I suddenly became
consc�ous that some one was look�ng at me. I turned half-way round and
saw Dor�an Gray for the f�rst t�me. When our eyes met, I felt that I was
grow�ng pale. A cur�ous sensat�on of terror came over me. I knew that I had
come face to face w�th some one whose mere personal�ty was so fasc�nat�ng
that, �f I allowed �t to do so, �t would absorb my whole nature, my whole
soul, my very art �tself. I d�d not want any external �nfluence �n my l�fe. You
know yourself, Harry, how �ndependent I am by nature. I have always been
my own master; had at least always been so, t�ll I met Dor�an Gray. Then—
but I don't know how to expla�n �t to you. Someth�ng seemed to tell me that
I was on the verge of a terr�ble cr�s�s �n my l�fe. I had a strange feel�ng that
fate had �n store for me exqu�s�te joys and exqu�s�te sorrows. I grew afra�d



and turned to qu�t the room. It was not consc�ence that made me do so: �t
was a sort of coward�ce. I take no cred�t to myself for try�ng to escape."

"Consc�ence and coward�ce are really the same th�ngs, Bas�l. Consc�ence
�s the trade-name of the f�rm. That �s all."

"I don't bel�eve that, Harry, and I don't bel�eve you do e�ther. However,
whatever was my mot�ve—and �t may have been pr�de, for I used to be very
proud—I certa�nly struggled to the door. There, of course, I stumbled
aga�nst Lady Brandon. 'You are not go�ng to run away so soon, Mr.
Hallward?' she screamed out. You know her cur�ously shr�ll vo�ce?"

"Yes; she �s a peacock �n everyth�ng but beauty," sa�d Lord Henry,
pull�ng the da�sy to b�ts w�th h�s long nervous f�ngers.

"I could not get r�d of her. She brought me up to royalt�es, and people
w�th stars and garters, and elderly lad�es w�th g�gant�c t�aras and parrot
noses. She spoke of me as her dearest fr�end. I had only met her once
before, but she took �t �nto her head to l�on�ze me. I bel�eve some p�cture of
m�ne had made a great success at the t�me, at least had been chattered about
�n the penny newspapers, wh�ch �s the n�neteenth-century standard of
�mmortal�ty. Suddenly I found myself face to face w�th the young man
whose personal�ty had so strangely st�rred me. We were qu�te close, almost
touch�ng. Our eyes met aga�n. It was reckless of me, but I asked Lady
Brandon to �ntroduce me to h�m. Perhaps �t was not so reckless, after all. It
was s�mply �nev�table. We would have spoken to each other w�thout any
�ntroduct�on. I am sure of that. Dor�an told me so afterwards. He, too, felt
that we were dest�ned to know each other."

"And how d�d Lady Brandon descr�be th�s wonderful young man?"
asked h�s compan�on. "I know she goes �n for g�v�ng a rap�d prec�s of all her
guests. I remember her br�ng�ng me up to a truculent and red-faced old
gentleman covered all over w�th orders and r�bbons, and h�ss�ng �nto my
ear, �n a trag�c wh�sper wh�ch must have been perfectly aud�ble to
everybody �n the room, the most astound�ng deta�ls. I s�mply fled. I l�ke to
f�nd out people for myself. But Lady Brandon treats her guests exactly as an
auct�oneer treats h�s goods. She e�ther expla�ns them ent�rely away, or tells
one everyth�ng about them except what one wants to know."



"Poor Lady Brandon! You are hard on her, Harry!" sa�d Hallward
l�stlessly.

"My dear fellow, she tr�ed to found a salon, and only succeeded �n
open�ng a restaurant. How could I adm�re her? But tell me, what d�d she say
about Mr. Dor�an Gray?"

"Oh, someth�ng l�ke, 'Charm�ng boy—poor dear mother and I absolutely
�nseparable. Qu�te forget what he does—afra�d he—doesn't do anyth�ng—
oh, yes, plays the p�ano—or �s �t the v�ol�n, dear Mr. Gray?' Ne�ther of us
could help laugh�ng, and we became fr�ends at once."

"Laughter �s not at all a bad beg�nn�ng for a fr�endsh�p, and �t �s far the
best end�ng for one," sa�d the young lord, pluck�ng another da�sy.

Hallward shook h�s head. "You don't understand what fr�endsh�p �s,
Harry," he murmured—"or what enm�ty �s, for that matter. You l�ke every
one; that �s to say, you are �nd�fferent to every one."

"How horr�bly unjust of you!" cr�ed Lord Henry, t�lt�ng h�s hat back and
look�ng up at the l�ttle clouds that, l�ke ravelled ske�ns of glossy wh�te s�lk,
were dr�ft�ng across the hollowed turquo�se of the summer sky. "Yes;
horr�bly unjust of you. I make a great d�fference between people. I choose
my fr�ends for the�r good looks, my acqua�ntances for the�r good characters,
and my enem�es for the�r good �ntellects. A man cannot be too careful �n the
cho�ce of h�s enem�es. I have not got one who �s a fool. They are all men of
some �ntellectual power, and consequently they all apprec�ate me. Is that
very va�n of me? I th�nk �t �s rather va�n."

"I should th�nk �t was, Harry. But accord�ng to your category I must be
merely an acqua�ntance."

"My dear old Bas�l, you are much more than an acqua�ntance."

"And much less than a fr�end. A sort of brother, I suppose?"

"Oh, brothers! I don't care for brothers. My elder brother won't d�e, and
my younger brothers seem never to do anyth�ng else."



"Harry!" excla�med Hallward, frown�ng.

"My dear fellow, I am not qu�te ser�ous. But I can't help detest�ng my
relat�ons. I suppose �t comes from the fact that none of us can stand other
people hav�ng the same faults as ourselves. I qu�te sympath�ze w�th the rage
of the Engl�sh democracy aga�nst what they call the v�ces of the upper
orders. The masses feel that drunkenness, stup�d�ty, and �mmoral�ty should
be the�r own spec�al property, and that �f any one of us makes an ass of
h�mself, he �s poach�ng on the�r preserves. When poor Southwark got �nto
the d�vorce court, the�r �nd�gnat�on was qu�te magn�f�cent. And yet I don't
suppose that ten per cent of the proletar�at l�ve correctly."

"I don't agree w�th a s�ngle word that you have sa�d, and, what �s more,
Harry, I feel sure you don't e�ther."

Lord Henry stroked h�s po�nted brown beard and tapped the toe of h�s
patent-leather boot w�th a tasselled ebony cane. "How Engl�sh you are
Bas�l! That �s the second t�me you have made that observat�on. If one puts
forward an �dea to a true Engl�shman—always a rash th�ng to do—he never
dreams of cons�der�ng whether the �dea �s r�ght or wrong. The only th�ng he
cons�ders of any �mportance �s whether one bel�eves �t oneself. Now, the
value of an �dea has noth�ng whatsoever to do w�th the s�ncer�ty of the man
who expresses �t. Indeed, the probab�l�t�es are that the more �ns�ncere the
man �s, the more purely �ntellectual w�ll the �dea be, as �n that case �t w�ll
not be coloured by e�ther h�s wants, h�s des�res, or h�s prejud�ces. However,
I don't propose to d�scuss pol�t�cs, soc�ology, or metaphys�cs w�th you. I l�ke
persons better than pr�nc�ples, and I l�ke persons w�th no pr�nc�ples better
than anyth�ng else �n the world. Tell me more about Mr. Dor�an Gray. How
often do you see h�m?"

"Every day. I couldn't be happy �f I d�dn't see h�m every day. He �s
absolutely necessary to me."

"How extraord�nary! I thought you would never care for anyth�ng but
your art."

"He �s all my art to me now," sa�d the pa�nter gravely. "I somet�mes
th�nk, Harry, that there are only two eras of any �mportance �n the world's



h�story. The f�rst �s the appearance of a new med�um for art, and the second
�s the appearance of a new personal�ty for art also. What the �nvent�on of
o�l-pa�nt�ng was to the Venet�ans, the face of Ant�nous was to late Greek
sculpture, and the face of Dor�an Gray w�ll some day be to me. It �s not
merely that I pa�nt from h�m, draw from h�m, sketch from h�m. Of course, I
have done all that. But he �s much more to me than a model or a s�tter. I
won't tell you that I am d�ssat�sf�ed w�th what I have done of h�m, or that h�s
beauty �s such that art cannot express �t. There �s noth�ng that art cannot
express, and I know that the work I have done, s�nce I met Dor�an Gray, �s
good work, �s the best work of my l�fe. But �n some cur�ous way—I wonder
w�ll you understand me?—h�s personal�ty has suggested to me an ent�rely
new manner �n art, an ent�rely new mode of style. I see th�ngs d�fferently, I
th�nk of them d�fferently. I can now recreate l�fe �n a way that was h�dden
from me before. 'A dream of form �n days of thought'—who �s �t who says
that? I forget; but �t �s what Dor�an Gray has been to me. The merely v�s�ble
presence of th�s lad—for he seems to me l�ttle more than a lad, though he �s
really over twenty—h�s merely v�s�ble presence—ah! I wonder can you
real�ze all that that means? Unconsc�ously he def�nes for me the l�nes of a
fresh school, a school that �s to have �n �t all the pass�on of the romant�c
sp�r�t, all the perfect�on of the sp�r�t that �s Greek. The harmony of soul and
body—how much that �s! We �n our madness have separated the two, and
have �nvented a real�sm that �s vulgar, an �deal�ty that �s vo�d. Harry! �f you
only knew what Dor�an Gray �s to me! You remember that landscape of
m�ne, for wh�ch Agnew offered me such a huge pr�ce but wh�ch I would not
part w�th? It �s one of the best th�ngs I have ever done. And why �s �t so?
Because, wh�le I was pa�nt�ng �t, Dor�an Gray sat bes�de me. Some subtle
�nfluence passed from h�m to me, and for the f�rst t�me �n my l�fe I saw �n
the pla�n woodland the wonder I had always looked for and always m�ssed."

"Bas�l, th�s �s extraord�nary! I must see Dor�an Gray."

Hallward got up from the seat and walked up and down the garden. After
some t�me he came back. "Harry," he sa�d, "Dor�an Gray �s to me s�mply a
mot�ve �n art. You m�ght see noth�ng �n h�m. I see everyth�ng �n h�m. He �s
never more present �n my work than when no �mage of h�m �s there. He �s a
suggest�on, as I have sa�d, of a new manner. I f�nd h�m �n the curves of
certa�n l�nes, �n the lovel�ness and subtlet�es of certa�n colours. That �s all."



"Then why won't you exh�b�t h�s portra�t?" asked Lord Henry.

"Because, w�thout �ntend�ng �t, I have put �nto �t some express�on of all
th�s cur�ous art�st�c �dolatry, of wh�ch, of course, I have never cared to speak
to h�m. He knows noth�ng about �t. He shall never know anyth�ng about �t.
But the world m�ght guess �t, and I w�ll not bare my soul to the�r shallow
pry�ng eyes. My heart shall never be put under the�r m�croscope. There �s
too much of myself �n the th�ng, Harry—too much of myself!"

"Poets are not so scrupulous as you are. They know how useful pass�on
�s for publ�cat�on. Nowadays a broken heart w�ll run to many ed�t�ons."

"I hate them for �t," cr�ed Hallward. "An art�st should create beaut�ful
th�ngs, but should put noth�ng of h�s own l�fe �nto them. We l�ve �n an age
when men treat art as �f �t were meant to be a form of autob�ography. We
have lost the abstract sense of beauty. Some day I w�ll show the world what
�t �s; and for that reason the world shall never see my portra�t of Dor�an
Gray."

"I th�nk you are wrong, Bas�l, but I won't argue w�th you. It �s only the
�ntellectually lost who ever argue. Tell me, �s Dor�an Gray very fond of
you?"

The pa�nter cons�dered for a few moments. "He l�kes me," he answered
after a pause; "I know he l�kes me. Of course I flatter h�m dreadfully. I f�nd
a strange pleasure �n say�ng th�ngs to h�m that I know I shall be sorry for
hav�ng sa�d. As a rule, he �s charm�ng to me, and we s�t �n the stud�o and
talk of a thousand th�ngs. Now and then, however, he �s horr�bly
thoughtless, and seems to take a real del�ght �n g�v�ng me pa�n. Then I feel,
Harry, that I have g�ven away my whole soul to some one who treats �t as �f
�t were a flower to put �n h�s coat, a b�t of decorat�on to charm h�s van�ty, an
ornament for a summer's day."

"Days �n summer, Bas�l, are apt to l�nger," murmured Lord Henry.
"Perhaps you w�ll t�re sooner than he w�ll. It �s a sad th�ng to th�nk of, but
there �s no doubt that gen�us lasts longer than beauty. That accounts for the
fact that we all take such pa�ns to over-educate ourselves. In the w�ld
struggle for ex�stence, we want to have someth�ng that endures, and so we



f�ll our m�nds w�th rubb�sh and facts, �n the s�lly hope of keep�ng our place.
The thoroughly well-�nformed man—that �s the modern �deal. And the m�nd
of the thoroughly well-�nformed man �s a dreadful th�ng. It �s l�ke a br�c-a-
brac shop, all monsters and dust, w�th everyth�ng pr�ced above �ts proper
value. I th�nk you w�ll t�re f�rst, all the same. Some day you w�ll look at
your fr�end, and he w�ll seem to you to be a l�ttle out of draw�ng, or you
won't l�ke h�s tone of colour, or someth�ng. You w�ll b�tterly reproach h�m
�n your own heart, and ser�ously th�nk that he has behaved very badly to
you. The next t�me he calls, you w�ll be perfectly cold and �nd�fferent. It
w�ll be a great p�ty, for �t w�ll alter you. What you have told me �s qu�te a
romance, a romance of art one m�ght call �t, and the worst of hav�ng a
romance of any k�nd �s that �t leaves one so unromant�c."

"Harry, don't talk l�ke that. As long as I l�ve, the personal�ty of Dor�an
Gray w�ll dom�nate me. You can't feel what I feel. You change too often."

"Ah, my dear Bas�l, that �s exactly why I can feel �t. Those who are
fa�thful know only the tr�v�al s�de of love: �t �s the fa�thless who know love's
traged�es." And Lord Henry struck a l�ght on a da�nty s�lver case and began
to smoke a c�garette w�th a self-consc�ous and sat�sf�ed a�r, as �f he had
summed up the world �n a phrase. There was a rustle of ch�rrup�ng sparrows
�n the green lacquer leaves of the �vy, and the blue cloud-shadows chased
themselves across the grass l�ke swallows. How pleasant �t was �n the
garden! And how del�ghtful other people's emot�ons were!—much more
del�ghtful than the�r �deas, �t seemed to h�m. One's own soul, and the
pass�ons of one's fr�ends—those were the fasc�nat�ng th�ngs �n l�fe. He
p�ctured to h�mself w�th s�lent amusement the ted�ous luncheon that he had
m�ssed by stay�ng so long w�th Bas�l Hallward. Had he gone to h�s aunt's,
he would have been sure to have met Lord Goodbody there, and the whole
conversat�on would have been about the feed�ng of the poor and the
necess�ty for model lodg�ng-houses. Each class would have preached the
�mportance of those v�rtues, for whose exerc�se there was no necess�ty �n
the�r own l�ves. The r�ch would have spoken on the value of thr�ft, and the
�dle grown eloquent over the d�gn�ty of labour. It was charm�ng to have
escaped all that! As he thought of h�s aunt, an �dea seemed to str�ke h�m. He
turned to Hallward and sa�d, "My dear fellow, I have just remembered."



"Remembered what, Harry?"

"Where I heard the name of Dor�an Gray."

"Where was �t?" asked Hallward, w�th a sl�ght frown.

"Don't look so angry, Bas�l. It was at my aunt, Lady Agatha's. She told
me she had d�scovered a wonderful young man who was go�ng to help her
�n the East End, and that h�s name was Dor�an Gray. I am bound to state
that she never told me he was good-look�ng. Women have no apprec�at�on
of good looks; at least, good women have not. She sa�d that he was very
earnest and had a beaut�ful nature. I at once p�ctured to myself a creature
w�th spectacles and lank ha�r, horr�bly freckled, and tramp�ng about on huge
feet. I w�sh I had known �t was your fr�end."

"I am very glad you d�dn't, Harry."

"Why?"

"I don't want you to meet h�m."

"You don't want me to meet h�m?"

"No."

"Mr. Dor�an Gray �s �n the stud�o, s�r," sa�d the butler, com�ng �nto the
garden.

"You must �ntroduce me now," cr�ed Lord Henry, laugh�ng.

The pa�nter turned to h�s servant, who stood bl�nk�ng �n the sunl�ght.
"Ask Mr. Gray to wa�t, Parker: I shall be �n �n a few moments." The man
bowed and went up the walk.

Then he looked at Lord Henry. "Dor�an Gray �s my dearest fr�end," he
sa�d. "He has a s�mple and a beaut�ful nature. Your aunt was qu�te r�ght �n
what she sa�d of h�m. Don't spo�l h�m. Don't try to �nfluence h�m. Your
�nfluence would be bad. The world �s w�de, and has many marvellous
people �n �t. Don't take away from me the one person who g�ves to my art



whatever charm �t possesses: my l�fe as an art�st depends on h�m. M�nd,
Harry, I trust you." He spoke very slowly, and the words seemed wrung out
of h�m almost aga�nst h�s w�ll.

"What nonsense you talk!" sa�d Lord Henry, sm�l�ng, and tak�ng
Hallward by the arm, he almost led h�m �nto the house.

CHAPTER 2

As they entered they saw Dor�an Gray. He was seated at the p�ano, w�th
h�s back to them, turn�ng over the pages of a volume of Schumann's "Forest
Scenes." "You must lend me these, Bas�l," he cr�ed. "I want to learn them.
They are perfectly charm�ng."

"That ent�rely depends on how you s�t to-day, Dor�an."

"Oh, I am t�red of s�tt�ng, and I don't want a l�fe-s�zed portra�t of
myself," answered the lad, sw�ng�ng round on the mus�c-stool �n a w�lful,
petulant manner. When he caught s�ght of Lord Henry, a fa�nt blush
coloured h�s cheeks for a moment, and he started up. "I beg your pardon,
Bas�l, but I d�dn't know you had any one w�th you."

"Th�s �s Lord Henry Wotton, Dor�an, an old Oxford fr�end of m�ne. I
have just been tell�ng h�m what a cap�tal s�tter you were, and now you have
spo�led everyth�ng."

"You have not spo�led my pleasure �n meet�ng you, Mr. Gray," sa�d Lord
Henry, stepp�ng forward and extend�ng h�s hand. "My aunt has often spoken
to me about you. You are one of her favour�tes, and, I am afra�d, one of her
v�ct�ms also."

"I am �n Lady Agatha's black books at present," answered Dor�an w�th a
funny look of pen�tence. "I prom�sed to go to a club �n Wh�techapel w�th



her last Tuesday, and I really forgot all about �t. We were to have played a
duet together—three duets, I bel�eve. I don't know what she w�ll say to me.
I am far too fr�ghtened to call."

"Oh, I w�ll make your peace w�th my aunt. She �s qu�te devoted to you.
And I don't th�nk �t really matters about your not be�ng there. The aud�ence
probably thought �t was a duet. When Aunt Agatha s�ts down to the p�ano,
she makes qu�te enough no�se for two people."

"That �s very horr�d to her, and not very n�ce to me," answered Dor�an,
laugh�ng.

Lord Henry looked at h�m. Yes, he was certa�nly wonderfully handsome,
w�th h�s f�nely curved scarlet l�ps, h�s frank blue eyes, h�s cr�sp gold ha�r.
There was someth�ng �n h�s face that made one trust h�m at once. All the
candour of youth was there, as well as all youth's pass�onate pur�ty. One felt
that he had kept h�mself unspotted from the world. No wonder Bas�l
Hallward worsh�pped h�m.

"You are too charm�ng to go �n for ph�lanthropy, Mr. Gray—far too
charm�ng." And Lord Henry flung h�mself down on the d�van and opened
h�s c�garette-case.

The pa�nter had been busy m�x�ng h�s colours and gett�ng h�s brushes
ready. He was look�ng worr�ed, and when he heard Lord Henry's last
remark, he glanced at h�m, hes�tated for a moment, and then sa�d, "Harry, I
want to f�n�sh th�s p�cture to-day. Would you th�nk �t awfully rude of me �f I
asked you to go away?"

Lord Henry sm�led and looked at Dor�an Gray. "Am I to go, Mr. Gray?"
he asked.

"Oh, please don't, Lord Henry. I see that Bas�l �s �n one of h�s sulky
moods, and I can't bear h�m when he sulks. Bes�des, I want you to tell me
why I should not go �n for ph�lanthropy."

"I don't know that I shall tell you that, Mr. Gray. It �s so ted�ous a subject
that one would have to talk ser�ously about �t. But I certa�nly shall not run



away, now that you have asked me to stop. You don't really m�nd, Bas�l, do
you? You have often told me that you l�ked your s�tters to have some one to
chat to."

Hallward b�t h�s l�p. "If Dor�an w�shes �t, of course you must stay.
Dor�an's wh�ms are laws to everybody, except h�mself."

Lord Henry took up h�s hat and gloves. "You are very press�ng, Bas�l,
but I am afra�d I must go. I have prom�sed to meet a man at the Orleans.
Good-bye, Mr. Gray. Come and see me some afternoon �n Curzon Street. I
am nearly always at home at f�ve o'clock. Wr�te to me when you are
com�ng. I should be sorry to m�ss you."

"Bas�l," cr�ed Dor�an Gray, "�f Lord Henry Wotton goes, I shall go, too.
You never open your l�ps wh�le you are pa�nt�ng, and �t �s horr�bly dull
stand�ng on a platform and try�ng to look pleasant. Ask h�m to stay. I �ns�st
upon �t."

"Stay, Harry, to obl�ge Dor�an, and to obl�ge me," sa�d Hallward, gaz�ng
�ntently at h�s p�cture. "It �s qu�te true, I never talk when I am work�ng, and
never l�sten e�ther, and �t must be dreadfully ted�ous for my unfortunate
s�tters. I beg you to stay."

"But what about my man at the Orleans?"

The pa�nter laughed. "I don't th�nk there w�ll be any d�ff�culty about that.
S�t down aga�n, Harry. And now, Dor�an, get up on the platform, and don't
move about too much, or pay any attent�on to what Lord Henry says. He
has a very bad �nfluence over all h�s fr�ends, w�th the s�ngle except�on of
myself."

Dor�an Gray stepped up on the da�s w�th the a�r of a young Greek martyr,
and made a l�ttle moue of d�scontent to Lord Henry, to whom he had rather
taken a fancy. He was so unl�ke Bas�l. They made a del�ghtful contrast. And
he had such a beaut�ful vo�ce. After a few moments he sa�d to h�m, "Have
you really a very bad �nfluence, Lord Henry? As bad as Bas�l says?"



"There �s no such th�ng as a good �nfluence, Mr. Gray. All �nfluence �s
�mmoral—�mmoral from the sc�ent�f�c po�nt of v�ew."

"Why?"

"Because to �nfluence a person �s to g�ve h�m one's own soul. He does
not th�nk h�s natural thoughts, or burn w�th h�s natural pass�ons. H�s v�rtues
are not real to h�m. H�s s�ns, �f there are such th�ngs as s�ns, are borrowed.
He becomes an echo of some one else's mus�c, an actor of a part that has not
been wr�tten for h�m. The a�m of l�fe �s self-development. To real�ze one's
nature perfectly—that �s what each of us �s here for. People are afra�d of
themselves, nowadays. They have forgotten the h�ghest of all dut�es, the
duty that one owes to one's self. Of course, they are char�table. They feed
the hungry and clothe the beggar. But the�r own souls starve, and are naked.
Courage has gone out of our race. Perhaps we never really had �t. The terror
of soc�ety, wh�ch �s the bas�s of morals, the terror of God, wh�ch �s the
secret of rel�g�on—these are the two th�ngs that govern us. And yet—"

"Just turn your head a l�ttle more to the r�ght, Dor�an, l�ke a good boy,"
sa�d the pa�nter, deep �n h�s work and consc�ous only that a look had come
�nto the lad's face that he had never seen there before.

"And yet," cont�nued Lord Henry, �n h�s low, mus�cal vo�ce, and w�th
that graceful wave of the hand that was always so character�st�c of h�m, and
that he had even �n h�s Eton days, "I bel�eve that �f one man were to l�ve out
h�s l�fe fully and completely, were to g�ve form to every feel�ng, express�on
to every thought, real�ty to every dream—I bel�eve that the world would
ga�n such a fresh �mpulse of joy that we would forget all the malad�es of
med�aeval�sm, and return to the Hellen�c �deal—to someth�ng f�ner, r�cher
than the Hellen�c �deal, �t may be. But the bravest man amongst us �s afra�d
of h�mself. The mut�lat�on of the savage has �ts trag�c surv�val �n the self-
den�al that mars our l�ves. We are pun�shed for our refusals. Every �mpulse
that we str�ve to strangle broods �n the m�nd and po�sons us. The body s�ns
once, and has done w�th �ts s�n, for act�on �s a mode of pur�f�cat�on. Noth�ng
rema�ns then but the recollect�on of a pleasure, or the luxury of a regret.
The only way to get r�d of a temptat�on �s to y�eld to �t. Res�st �t, and your
soul grows s�ck w�th long�ng for the th�ngs �t has forb�dden to �tself, w�th
des�re for what �ts monstrous laws have made monstrous and unlawful. It



has been sa�d that the great events of the world take place �n the bra�n. It �s
�n the bra�n, and the bra�n only, that the great s�ns of the world take place
also. You, Mr. Gray, you yourself, w�th your rose-red youth and your rose-
wh�te boyhood, you have had pass�ons that have made you afra�d, thoughts
that have f�lled you w�th terror, day-dreams and sleep�ng dreams whose
mere memory m�ght sta�n your cheek w�th shame—"

"Stop!" faltered Dor�an Gray, "stop! you bew�lder me. I don't know what
to say. There �s some answer to you, but I cannot f�nd �t. Don't speak. Let
me th�nk. Or, rather, let me try not to th�nk."

For nearly ten m�nutes he stood there, mot�onless, w�th parted l�ps and
eyes strangely br�ght. He was d�mly consc�ous that ent�rely fresh �nfluences
were at work w�th�n h�m. Yet they seemed to h�m to have come really from
h�mself. The few words that Bas�l's fr�end had sa�d to h�m—words spoken
by chance, no doubt, and w�th w�lful paradox �n them—had touched some
secret chord that had never been touched before, but that he felt was now
v�brat�ng and throbb�ng to cur�ous pulses.

Mus�c had st�rred h�m l�ke that. Mus�c had troubled h�m many t�mes. But
mus�c was not art�culate. It was not a new world, but rather another chaos,
that �t created �n us. Words! Mere words! How terr�ble they were! How
clear, and v�v�d, and cruel! One could not escape from them. And yet what a
subtle mag�c there was �n them! They seemed to be able to g�ve a plast�c
form to formless th�ngs, and to have a mus�c of the�r own as sweet as that of
v�ol or of lute. Mere words! Was there anyth�ng so real as words?

Yes; there had been th�ngs �n h�s boyhood that he had not understood. He
understood them now. L�fe suddenly became f�ery-coloured to h�m. It
seemed to h�m that he had been walk�ng �n f�re. Why had he not known �t?

W�th h�s subtle sm�le, Lord Henry watched h�m. He knew the prec�se
psycholog�cal moment when to say noth�ng. He felt �ntensely �nterested. He
was amazed at the sudden �mpress�on that h�s words had produced, and,
remember�ng a book that he had read when he was s�xteen, a book wh�ch
had revealed to h�m much that he had not known before, he wondered
whether Dor�an Gray was pass�ng through a s�m�lar exper�ence. He had



merely shot an arrow �nto the a�r. Had �t h�t the mark? How fasc�nat�ng the
lad was!

Hallward pa�nted away w�th that marvellous bold touch of h�s, that had
the true ref�nement and perfect del�cacy that �n art, at any rate comes only
from strength. He was unconsc�ous of the s�lence.

"Bas�l, I am t�red of stand�ng," cr�ed Dor�an Gray suddenly. "I must go
out and s�t �n the garden. The a�r �s st�fl�ng here."

"My dear fellow, I am so sorry. When I am pa�nt�ng, I can't th�nk of
anyth�ng else. But you never sat better. You were perfectly st�ll. And I have
caught the effect I wanted—the half-parted l�ps and the br�ght look �n the
eyes. I don't know what Harry has been say�ng to you, but he has certa�nly
made you have the most wonderful express�on. I suppose he has been
pay�ng you compl�ments. You mustn't bel�eve a word that he says."

"He has certa�nly not been pay�ng me compl�ments. Perhaps that �s the
reason that I don't bel�eve anyth�ng he has told me."

"You know you bel�eve �t all," sa�d Lord Henry, look�ng at h�m w�th h�s
dreamy languorous eyes. "I w�ll go out to the garden w�th you. It �s horr�bly
hot �n the stud�o. Bas�l, let us have someth�ng �ced to dr�nk, someth�ng w�th
strawberr�es �n �t."

"Certa�nly, Harry. Just touch the bell, and when Parker comes I w�ll tell
h�m what you want. I have got to work up th�s background, so I w�ll jo�n
you later on. Don't keep Dor�an too long. I have never been �n better form
for pa�nt�ng than I am to-day. Th�s �s go�ng to be my masterp�ece. It �s my
masterp�ece as �t stands."

Lord Henry went out to the garden and found Dor�an Gray bury�ng h�s
face �n the great cool l�lac-blossoms, fever�shly dr�nk�ng �n the�r perfume as
�f �t had been w�ne. He came close to h�m and put h�s hand upon h�s
shoulder. "You are qu�te r�ght to do that," he murmured. "Noth�ng can cure
the soul but the senses, just as noth�ng can cure the senses but the soul."



The lad started and drew back. He was bareheaded, and the leaves had
tossed h�s rebell�ous curls and tangled all the�r g�lded threads. There was a
look of fear �n h�s eyes, such as people have when they are suddenly
awakened. H�s f�nely ch�selled nostr�ls qu�vered, and some h�dden nerve
shook the scarlet of h�s l�ps and left them trembl�ng.

"Yes," cont�nued Lord Henry, "that �s one of the great secrets of l�fe—to
cure the soul by means of the senses, and the senses by means of the soul.
You are a wonderful creat�on. You know more than you th�nk you know,
just as you know less than you want to know."

Dor�an Gray frowned and turned h�s head away. He could not help l�k�ng
the tall, graceful young man who was stand�ng by h�m. H�s romant�c, ol�ve-
coloured face and worn express�on �nterested h�m. There was someth�ng �n
h�s low langu�d vo�ce that was absolutely fasc�nat�ng. H�s cool, wh�te,
flowerl�ke hands, even, had a cur�ous charm. They moved, as he spoke, l�ke
mus�c, and seemed to have a language of the�r own. But he felt afra�d of
h�m, and ashamed of be�ng afra�d. Why had �t been left for a stranger to
reveal h�m to h�mself? He had known Bas�l Hallward for months, but the
fr�endsh�p between them had never altered h�m. Suddenly there had come
some one across h�s l�fe who seemed to have d�sclosed to h�m l�fe's
mystery. And, yet, what was there to be afra�d of? He was not a schoolboy
or a g�rl. It was absurd to be fr�ghtened.

"Let us go and s�t �n the shade," sa�d Lord Henry. "Parker has brought
out the dr�nks, and �f you stay any longer �n th�s glare, you w�ll be qu�te
spo�led, and Bas�l w�ll never pa�nt you aga�n. You really must not allow
yourself to become sunburnt. It would be unbecom�ng."

"What can �t matter?" cr�ed Dor�an Gray, laugh�ng, as he sat down on the
seat at the end of the garden.

"It should matter everyth�ng to you, Mr. Gray."

"Why?"

"Because you have the most marvellous youth, and youth �s the one
th�ng worth hav�ng."



"I don't feel that, Lord Henry."

"No, you don't feel �t now. Some day, when you are old and wr�nkled and
ugly, when thought has seared your forehead w�th �ts l�nes, and pass�on
branded your l�ps w�th �ts h�deous f�res, you w�ll feel �t, you w�ll feel �t
terr�bly. Now, wherever you go, you charm the world. W�ll �t always be so?
... You have a wonderfully beaut�ful face, Mr. Gray. Don't frown. You have.
And beauty �s a form of gen�us—�s h�gher, �ndeed, than gen�us, as �t needs
no explanat�on. It �s of the great facts of the world, l�ke sunl�ght, or spr�ng-
t�me, or the reflect�on �n dark waters of that s�lver shell we call the moon. It
cannot be quest�oned. It has �ts d�v�ne r�ght of sovere�gnty. It makes pr�nces
of those who have �t. You sm�le? Ah! when you have lost �t you won't
sm�le.... People say somet�mes that beauty �s only superf�c�al. That may be
so, but at least �t �s not so superf�c�al as thought �s. To me, beauty �s the
wonder of wonders. It �s only shallow people who do not judge by
appearances. The true mystery of the world �s the v�s�ble, not the
�nv�s�ble.... Yes, Mr. Gray, the gods have been good to you. But what the
gods g�ve they qu�ckly take away. You have only a few years �n wh�ch to
l�ve really, perfectly, and fully. When your youth goes, your beauty w�ll go
w�th �t, and then you w�ll suddenly d�scover that there are no tr�umphs left
for you, or have to content yourself w�th those mean tr�umphs that the
memory of your past w�ll make more b�tter than defeats. Every month as �t
wanes br�ngs you nearer to someth�ng dreadful. T�me �s jealous of you, and
wars aga�nst your l�l�es and your roses. You w�ll become sallow, and
hollow-cheeked, and dull-eyed. You w�ll suffer horr�bly.... Ah! real�ze your
youth wh�le you have �t. Don't squander the gold of your days, l�sten�ng to
the ted�ous, try�ng to �mprove the hopeless fa�lure, or g�v�ng away your l�fe
to the �gnorant, the common, and the vulgar. These are the s�ckly a�ms, the
false �deals, of our age. L�ve! L�ve the wonderful l�fe that �s �n you! Let
noth�ng be lost upon you. Be always search�ng for new sensat�ons. Be
afra�d of noth�ng.... A new Hedon�sm—that �s what our century wants. You
m�ght be �ts v�s�ble symbol. W�th your personal�ty there �s noth�ng you
could not do. The world belongs to you for a season.... The moment I met
you I saw that you were qu�te unconsc�ous of what you really are, of what
you really m�ght be. There was so much �n you that charmed me that I felt I
must tell you someth�ng about yourself. I thought how trag�c �t would be �f
you were wasted. For there �s such a l�ttle t�me that your youth w�ll last—



such a l�ttle t�me. The common h�ll-flowers w�ther, but they blossom aga�n.
The laburnum w�ll be as yellow next June as �t �s now. In a month there w�ll
be purple stars on the clemat�s, and year after year the green n�ght of �ts
leaves w�ll hold �ts purple stars. But we never get back our youth. The pulse
of joy that beats �n us at twenty becomes slugg�sh. Our l�mbs fa�l, our
senses rot. We degenerate �nto h�deous puppets, haunted by the memory of
the pass�ons of wh�ch we were too much afra�d, and the exqu�s�te
temptat�ons that we had not the courage to y�eld to. Youth! Youth! There �s
absolutely noth�ng �n the world but youth!"

Dor�an Gray l�stened, open-eyed and wonder�ng. The spray of l�lac fell
from h�s hand upon the gravel. A furry bee came and buzzed round �t for a
moment. Then �t began to scramble all over the oval stellated globe of the
t�ny blossoms. He watched �t w�th that strange �nterest �n tr�v�al th�ngs that
we try to develop when th�ngs of h�gh �mport make us afra�d, or when we
are st�rred by some new emot�on for wh�ch we cannot f�nd express�on, or
when some thought that terr�f�es us lays sudden s�ege to the bra�n and calls
on us to y�eld. After a t�me the bee flew away. He saw �t creep�ng �nto the
sta�ned trumpet of a Tyr�an convolvulus. The flower seemed to qu�ver, and
then swayed gently to and fro.

Suddenly the pa�nter appeared at the door of the stud�o and made
staccato s�gns for them to come �n. They turned to each other and sm�led.

"I am wa�t�ng," he cr�ed. "Do come �n. The l�ght �s qu�te perfect, and you
can br�ng your dr�nks."

They rose up and sauntered down the walk together. Two green-and-
wh�te butterfl�es fluttered past them, and �n the pear-tree at the corner of the
garden a thrush began to s�ng.

"You are glad you have met me, Mr. Gray," sa�d Lord Henry, look�ng at
h�m.

"Yes, I am glad now. I wonder shall I always be glad?"

"Always! That �s a dreadful word. It makes me shudder when I hear �t.
Women are so fond of us�ng �t. They spo�l every romance by try�ng to make



�t last for ever. It �s a mean�ngless word, too. The only d�fference between a
capr�ce and a l�felong pass�on �s that the capr�ce lasts a l�ttle longer."

As they entered the stud�o, Dor�an Gray put h�s hand upon Lord Henry's
arm. "In that case, let our fr�endsh�p be a capr�ce," he murmured, flush�ng at
h�s own boldness, then stepped up on the platform and resumed h�s pose.

Lord Henry flung h�mself �nto a large w�cker arm-cha�r and watched
h�m. The sweep and dash of the brush on the canvas made the only sound
that broke the st�llness, except when, now and then, Hallward stepped back
to look at h�s work from a d�stance. In the slant�ng beams that streamed
through the open doorway the dust danced and was golden. The heavy scent
of the roses seemed to brood over everyth�ng.

After about a quarter of an hour Hallward stopped pa�nt�ng, looked for a
long t�me at Dor�an Gray, and then for a long t�me at the p�cture, b�t�ng the
end of one of h�s huge brushes and frown�ng. "It �s qu�te f�n�shed," he cr�ed
at last, and stoop�ng down he wrote h�s name �n long verm�l�on letters on
the left-hand corner of the canvas.

Lord Henry came over and exam�ned the p�cture. It was certa�nly a
wonderful work of art, and a wonderful l�keness as well.

"My dear fellow, I congratulate you most warmly," he sa�d. "It �s the
f�nest portra�t of modern t�mes. Mr. Gray, come over and look at yourself."

The lad started, as �f awakened from some dream.

"Is �t really f�n�shed?" he murmured, stepp�ng down from the platform.

"Qu�te f�n�shed," sa�d the pa�nter. "And you have sat splend�dly to-day. I
am awfully obl�ged to you."

"That �s ent�rely due to me," broke �n Lord Henry. "Isn't �t, Mr. Gray?"

Dor�an made no answer, but passed l�stlessly �n front of h�s p�cture and
turned towards �t. When he saw �t he drew back, and h�s cheeks flushed for
a moment w�th pleasure. A look of joy came �nto h�s eyes, as �f he had



recogn�zed h�mself for the f�rst t�me. He stood there mot�onless and �n
wonder, d�mly consc�ous that Hallward was speak�ng to h�m, but not
catch�ng the mean�ng of h�s words. The sense of h�s own beauty came on
h�m l�ke a revelat�on. He had never felt �t before. Bas�l Hallward's
compl�ments had seemed to h�m to be merely the charm�ng exaggerat�on of
fr�endsh�p. He had l�stened to them, laughed at them, forgotten them. They
had not �nfluenced h�s nature. Then had come Lord Henry Wotton w�th h�s
strange panegyr�c on youth, h�s terr�ble warn�ng of �ts brev�ty. That had
st�rred h�m at the t�me, and now, as he stood gaz�ng at the shadow of h�s
own lovel�ness, the full real�ty of the descr�pt�on flashed across h�m. Yes,
there would be a day when h�s face would be wr�nkled and w�zen, h�s eyes
d�m and colourless, the grace of h�s f�gure broken and deformed. The
scarlet would pass away from h�s l�ps and the gold steal from h�s ha�r. The
l�fe that was to make h�s soul would mar h�s body. He would become
dreadful, h�deous, and uncouth.

As he thought of �t, a sharp pang of pa�n struck through h�m l�ke a kn�fe
and made each del�cate f�bre of h�s nature qu�ver. H�s eyes deepened �nto
amethyst, and across them came a m�st of tears. He felt as �f a hand of �ce
had been la�d upon h�s heart.

"Don't you l�ke �t?" cr�ed Hallward at last, stung a l�ttle by the lad's
s�lence, not understand�ng what �t meant.

"Of course he l�kes �t," sa�d Lord Henry. "Who wouldn't l�ke �t? It �s one
of the greatest th�ngs �n modern art. I w�ll g�ve you anyth�ng you l�ke to ask
for �t. I must have �t."

"It �s not my property, Harry."

"Whose property �s �t?"

"Dor�an's, of course," answered the pa�nter.

"He �s a very lucky fellow."

"How sad �t �s!" murmured Dor�an Gray w�th h�s eyes st�ll f�xed upon h�s
own portra�t. "How sad �t �s! I shall grow old, and horr�ble, and dreadful.



But th�s p�cture w�ll rema�n always young. It w�ll never be older than th�s
part�cular day of June.... If �t were only the other way! If �t were I who was
to be always young, and the p�cture that was to grow old! For that—for that
—I would g�ve everyth�ng! Yes, there �s noth�ng �n the whole world I would
not g�ve! I would g�ve my soul for that!"

"You would hardly care for such an arrangement, Bas�l," cr�ed Lord
Henry, laugh�ng. "It would be rather hard l�nes on your work."

"I should object very strongly, Harry," sa�d Hallward.

Dor�an Gray turned and looked at h�m. "I bel�eve you would, Bas�l. You
l�ke your art better than your fr�ends. I am no more to you than a green
bronze f�gure. Hardly as much, I dare say."

The pa�nter stared �n amazement. It was so unl�ke Dor�an to speak l�ke
that. What had happened? He seemed qu�te angry. H�s face was flushed and
h�s cheeks burn�ng.

"Yes," he cont�nued, "I am less to you than your �vory Hermes or your
s�lver Faun. You w�ll l�ke them always. How long w�ll you l�ke me? T�ll I
have my f�rst wr�nkle, I suppose. I know, now, that when one loses one's
good looks, whatever they may be, one loses everyth�ng. Your p�cture has
taught me that. Lord Henry Wotton �s perfectly r�ght. Youth �s the only
th�ng worth hav�ng. When I f�nd that I am grow�ng old, I shall k�ll myself."

Hallward turned pale and caught h�s hand. "Dor�an! Dor�an!" he cr�ed,
"don't talk l�ke that. I have never had such a fr�end as you, and I shall never
have such another. You are not jealous of mater�al th�ngs, are you?—you
who are f�ner than any of them!"

"I am jealous of everyth�ng whose beauty does not d�e. I am jealous of
the portra�t you have pa�nted of me. Why should �t keep what I must lose?
Every moment that passes takes someth�ng from me and g�ves someth�ng to
�t. Oh, �f �t were only the other way! If the p�cture could change, and I could
be always what I am now! Why d�d you pa�nt �t? It w�ll mock me some day
—mock me horr�bly!" The hot tears welled �nto h�s eyes; he tore h�s hand



away and, fl�ng�ng h�mself on the d�van, he bur�ed h�s face �n the cush�ons,
as though he was pray�ng.

"Th�s �s your do�ng, Harry," sa�d the pa�nter b�tterly.

Lord Henry shrugged h�s shoulders. "It �s the real Dor�an Gray—that �s
all."

"It �s not."

"If �t �s not, what have I to do w�th �t?"

"You should have gone away when I asked you," he muttered.

"I stayed when you asked me," was Lord Henry's answer.

"Harry, I can't quarrel w�th my two best fr�ends at once, but between you
both you have made me hate the f�nest p�ece of work I have ever done, and
I w�ll destroy �t. What �s �t but canvas and colour? I w�ll not let �t come
across our three l�ves and mar them."

Dor�an Gray l�fted h�s golden head from the p�llow, and w�th pall�d face
and tear-sta�ned eyes, looked at h�m as he walked over to the deal pa�nt�ng-
table that was set beneath the h�gh curta�ned w�ndow. What was he do�ng
there? H�s f�ngers were stray�ng about among the l�tter of t�n tubes and dry
brushes, seek�ng for someth�ng. Yes, �t was for the long palette-kn�fe, w�th
�ts th�n blade of l�the steel. He had found �t at last. He was go�ng to r�p up
the canvas.

W�th a st�fled sob the lad leaped from the couch, and, rush�ng over to
Hallward, tore the kn�fe out of h�s hand, and flung �t to the end of the
stud�o. "Don't, Bas�l, don't!" he cr�ed. "It would be murder!"

"I am glad you apprec�ate my work at last, Dor�an," sa�d the pa�nter
coldly when he had recovered from h�s surpr�se. "I never thought you
would."

"Apprec�ate �t? I am �n love w�th �t, Bas�l. It �s part of myself. I feel
that."



"Well, as soon as you are dry, you shall be varn�shed, and framed, and
sent home. Then you can do what you l�ke w�th yourself." And he walked
across the room and rang the bell for tea. "You w�ll have tea, of course,
Dor�an? And so w�ll you, Harry? Or do you object to such s�mple
pleasures?"

"I adore s�mple pleasures," sa�d Lord Henry. "They are the last refuge of
the complex. But I don't l�ke scenes, except on the stage. What absurd
fellows you are, both of you! I wonder who �t was def�ned man as a rat�onal
an�mal. It was the most premature def�n�t�on ever g�ven. Man �s many
th�ngs, but he �s not rat�onal. I am glad he �s not, after all—though I w�sh
you chaps would not squabble over the p�cture. You had much better let me
have �t, Bas�l. Th�s s�lly boy doesn't really want �t, and I really do."

"If you let any one have �t but me, Bas�l, I shall never forg�ve you!" cr�ed
Dor�an Gray; "and I don't allow people to call me a s�lly boy."

"You know the p�cture �s yours, Dor�an. I gave �t to you before �t
ex�sted."

"And you know you have been a l�ttle s�lly, Mr. Gray, and that you don't
really object to be�ng rem�nded that you are extremely young."

"I should have objected very strongly th�s morn�ng, Lord Henry."

"Ah! th�s morn�ng! You have l�ved s�nce then."

There came a knock at the door, and the butler entered w�th a laden tea-
tray and set �t down upon a small Japanese table. There was a rattle of cups
and saucers and the h�ss�ng of a fluted Georg�an urn. Two globe-shaped
ch�na d�shes were brought �n by a page. Dor�an Gray went over and poured
out the tea. The two men sauntered langu�dly to the table and exam�ned
what was under the covers.

"Let us go to the theatre to-n�ght," sa�d Lord Henry. "There �s sure to be
someth�ng on, somewhere. I have prom�sed to d�ne at Wh�te's, but �t �s only
w�th an old fr�end, so I can send h�m a w�re to say that I am �ll, or that I am
prevented from com�ng �n consequence of a subsequent engagement. I th�nk



that would be a rather n�ce excuse: �t would have all the surpr�se of
candour."

"It �s such a bore putt�ng on one's dress-clothes," muttered Hallward.
"And, when one has them on, they are so horr�d."

"Yes," answered Lord Henry dream�ly, "the costume of the n�neteenth
century �s detestable. It �s so sombre, so depress�ng. S�n �s the only real
colour-element left �n modern l�fe."

"You really must not say th�ngs l�ke that before Dor�an, Harry."

"Before wh�ch Dor�an? The one who �s pour�ng out tea for us, or the one
�n the p�cture?"

"Before e�ther."

"I should l�ke to come to the theatre w�th you, Lord Henry," sa�d the lad.

"Then you shall come; and you w�ll come, too, Bas�l, won't you?"

"I can't, really. I would sooner not. I have a lot of work to do."

"Well, then, you and I w�ll go alone, Mr. Gray."

"I should l�ke that awfully."

The pa�nter b�t h�s l�p and walked over, cup �n hand, to the p�cture. "I
shall stay w�th the real Dor�an," he sa�d, sadly.

"Is �t the real Dor�an?" cr�ed the or�g�nal of the portra�t, stroll�ng across
to h�m. "Am I really l�ke that?"

"Yes; you are just l�ke that."

"How wonderful, Bas�l!"

"At least you are l�ke �t �n appearance. But �t w�ll never alter," s�ghed
Hallward. "That �s someth�ng."



"What a fuss people make about f�del�ty!" excla�med Lord Henry. "Why,
even �n love �t �s purely a quest�on for phys�ology. It has noth�ng to do w�th
our own w�ll. Young men want to be fa�thful, and are not; old men want to
be fa�thless, and cannot: that �s all one can say."

"Don't go to the theatre to-n�ght, Dor�an," sa�d Hallward. "Stop and d�ne
w�th me."

"I can't, Bas�l."

"Why?"

"Because I have prom�sed Lord Henry Wotton to go w�th h�m."

"He won't l�ke you the better for keep�ng your prom�ses. He always
breaks h�s own. I beg you not to go."

Dor�an Gray laughed and shook h�s head.

"I entreat you."

The lad hes�tated, and looked over at Lord Henry, who was watch�ng
them from the tea-table w�th an amused sm�le.

"I must go, Bas�l," he answered.

"Very well," sa�d Hallward, and he went over and la�d down h�s cup on
the tray. "It �s rather late, and, as you have to dress, you had better lose no
t�me. Good-bye, Harry. Good-bye, Dor�an. Come and see me soon. Come
to-morrow."

"Certa�nly."

"You won't forget?"

"No, of course not," cr�ed Dor�an.

"And ... Harry!"



"Yes, Bas�l?"

"Remember what I asked you, when we were �n the garden th�s
morn�ng."

"I have forgotten �t."

"I trust you."

"I w�sh I could trust myself," sa�d Lord Henry, laugh�ng. "Come, Mr.
Gray, my hansom �s outs�de, and I can drop you at your own place. Good-
bye, Bas�l. It has been a most �nterest�ng afternoon."

As the door closed beh�nd them, the pa�nter flung h�mself down on a
sofa, and a look of pa�n came �nto h�s face.

CHAPTER 3

At half-past twelve next day Lord Henry Wotton strolled from Curzon
Street over to the Albany to call on h�s uncle, Lord Fermor, a gen�al �f
somewhat rough-mannered old bachelor, whom the outs�de world called
self�sh because �t der�ved no part�cular benef�t from h�m, but who was
cons�dered generous by Soc�ety as he fed the people who amused h�m. H�s
father had been our ambassador at Madr�d when Isabella was young and
Pr�m unthought of, but had ret�red from the d�plomat�c serv�ce �n a
capr�c�ous moment of annoyance on not be�ng offered the Embassy at Par�s,
a post to wh�ch he cons�dered that he was fully ent�tled by reason of h�s
b�rth, h�s �ndolence, the good Engl�sh of h�s d�spatches, and h�s �nord�nate
pass�on for pleasure. The son, who had been h�s father's secretary, had
res�gned along w�th h�s ch�ef, somewhat fool�shly as was thought at the
t�me, and on succeed�ng some months later to the t�tle, had set h�mself to
the ser�ous study of the great ar�stocrat�c art of do�ng absolutely noth�ng. He
had two large town houses, but preferred to l�ve �n chambers as �t was less



trouble, and took most of h�s meals at h�s club. He pa�d some attent�on to
the management of h�s coll�er�es �n the M�dland count�es, excus�ng h�mself
for th�s ta�nt of �ndustry on the ground that the one advantage of hav�ng coal
was that �t enabled a gentleman to afford the decency of burn�ng wood on
h�s own hearth. In pol�t�cs he was a Tory, except when the Tor�es were �n
off�ce, dur�ng wh�ch per�od he roundly abused them for be�ng a pack of
Rad�cals. He was a hero to h�s valet, who bull�ed h�m, and a terror to most
of h�s relat�ons, whom he bull�ed �n turn. Only England could have
produced h�m, and he always sa�d that the country was go�ng to the dogs.
H�s pr�nc�ples were out of date, but there was a good deal to be sa�d for h�s
prejud�ces.

When Lord Henry entered the room, he found h�s uncle s�tt�ng �n a rough
shoot�ng-coat, smok�ng a cheroot and grumbl�ng over The T�mes. "Well,
Harry," sa�d the old gentleman, "what br�ngs you out so early? I thought
you dand�es never got up t�ll two, and were not v�s�ble t�ll f�ve."

"Pure fam�ly affect�on, I assure you, Uncle George. I want to get
someth�ng out of you."

"Money, I suppose," sa�d Lord Fermor, mak�ng a wry face. "Well, s�t
down and tell me all about �t. Young people, nowadays, �mag�ne that money
�s everyth�ng."

"Yes," murmured Lord Henry, settl�ng h�s button-hole �n h�s coat; "and
when they grow older they know �t. But I don't want money. It �s only
people who pay the�r b�lls who want that, Uncle George, and I never pay
m�ne. Cred�t �s the cap�tal of a younger son, and one l�ves charm�ngly upon
�t. Bes�des, I always deal w�th Dartmoor's tradesmen, and consequently they
never bother me. What I want �s �nformat�on: not useful �nformat�on, of
course; useless �nformat�on."

"Well, I can tell you anyth�ng that �s �n an Engl�sh Blue Book, Harry,
although those fellows nowadays wr�te a lot of nonsense. When I was �n the
D�plomat�c, th�ngs were much better. But I hear they let them �n now by
exam�nat�on. What can you expect? Exam�nat�ons, s�r, are pure humbug
from beg�nn�ng to end. If a man �s a gentleman, he knows qu�te enough, and
�f he �s not a gentleman, whatever he knows �s bad for h�m."



"Mr. Dor�an Gray does not belong to Blue Books, Uncle George," sa�d
Lord Henry langu�dly.

"Mr. Dor�an Gray? Who �s he?" asked Lord Fermor, kn�tt�ng h�s bushy
wh�te eyebrows.

"That �s what I have come to learn, Uncle George. Or rather, I know who
he �s. He �s the last Lord Kelso's grandson. H�s mother was a Devereux,
Lady Margaret Devereux. I want you to tell me about h�s mother. What was
she l�ke? Whom d�d she marry? You have known nearly everybody �n your
t�me, so you m�ght have known her. I am very much �nterested �n Mr. Gray
at present. I have only just met h�m."

"Kelso's grandson!" echoed the old gentleman. "Kelso's grandson! ... Of
course.... I knew h�s mother �nt�mately. I bel�eve I was at her chr�sten�ng.
She was an extraord�nar�ly beaut�ful g�rl, Margaret Devereux, and made all
the men frant�c by runn�ng away w�th a penn�less young fellow—a mere
nobody, s�r, a subaltern �n a foot reg�ment, or someth�ng of that k�nd.
Certa�nly. I remember the whole th�ng as �f �t happened yesterday. The poor
chap was k�lled �n a duel at Spa a few months after the marr�age. There was
an ugly story about �t. They sa�d Kelso got some rascally adventurer, some
Belg�an brute, to �nsult h�s son-�n-law �n publ�c—pa�d h�m, s�r, to do �t, pa�d
h�m—and that the fellow sp�tted h�s man as �f he had been a p�geon. The
th�ng was hushed up, but, egad, Kelso ate h�s chop alone at the club for
some t�me afterwards. He brought h�s daughter back w�th h�m, I was told,
and she never spoke to h�m aga�n. Oh, yes; �t was a bad bus�ness. The g�rl
d�ed, too, d�ed w�th�n a year. So she left a son, d�d she? I had forgotten that.
What sort of boy �s he? If he �s l�ke h�s mother, he must be a good-look�ng
chap."

"He �s very good-look�ng," assented Lord Henry.

"I hope he w�ll fall �nto proper hands," cont�nued the old man. "He
should have a pot of money wa�t�ng for h�m �f Kelso d�d the r�ght th�ng by
h�m. H�s mother had money, too. All the Selby property came to her,
through her grandfather. Her grandfather hated Kelso, thought h�m a mean
dog. He was, too. Came to Madr�d once when I was there. Egad, I was
ashamed of h�m. The Queen used to ask me about the Engl�sh noble who



was always quarrell�ng w�th the cabmen about the�r fares. They made qu�te
a story of �t. I d�dn't dare show my face at Court for a month. I hope he
treated h�s grandson better than he d�d the jarv�es."

"I don't know," answered Lord Henry. "I fancy that the boy w�ll be well
off. He �s not of age yet. He has Selby, I know. He told me so. And ... h�s
mother was very beaut�ful?"

"Margaret Devereux was one of the lovel�est creatures I ever saw, Harry.
What on earth �nduced her to behave as she d�d, I never could understand.
She could have marr�ed anybody she chose. Carl�ngton was mad after her.
She was romant�c, though. All the women of that fam�ly were. The men
were a poor lot, but, egad! the women were wonderful. Carl�ngton went on
h�s knees to her. Told me so h�mself. She laughed at h�m, and there wasn't a
g�rl �n London at the t�me who wasn't after h�m. And by the way, Harry,
talk�ng about s�lly marr�ages, what �s th�s humbug your father tells me about
Dartmoor want�ng to marry an Amer�can? A�n't Engl�sh g�rls good enough
for h�m?"

"It �s rather fash�onable to marry Amer�cans just now, Uncle George."



"I'll back Engl�sh women aga�nst the world, Harry," sa�d Lord Fermor,
str�k�ng the table w�th h�s f�st.

"The bett�ng �s on the Amer�cans."

"They don't last, I am told," muttered h�s uncle.

"A long engagement exhausts them, but they are cap�tal at a
steeplechase. They take th�ngs fly�ng. I don't th�nk Dartmoor has a chance."

"Who are her people?" grumbled the old gentleman. "Has she got any?"

Lord Henry shook h�s head. "Amer�can g�rls are as clever at conceal�ng
the�r parents, as Engl�sh women are at conceal�ng the�r past," he sa�d, r�s�ng
to go.

"They are pork-packers, I suppose?"

"I hope so, Uncle George, for Dartmoor's sake. I am told that pork-
pack�ng �s the most lucrat�ve profess�on �n Amer�ca, after pol�t�cs."

"Is she pretty?"

"She behaves as �f she was beaut�ful. Most Amer�can women do. It �s the
secret of the�r charm."

"Why can't these Amer�can women stay �n the�r own country? They are
always tell�ng us that �t �s the parad�se for women."

"It �s. That �s the reason why, l�ke Eve, they are so excess�vely anx�ous to
get out of �t," sa�d Lord Henry. "Good-bye, Uncle George. I shall be late for
lunch, �f I stop any longer. Thanks for g�v�ng me the �nformat�on I wanted. I
always l�ke to know everyth�ng about my new fr�ends, and noth�ng about
my old ones."

"Where are you lunch�ng, Harry?"



"At Aunt Agatha's. I have asked myself and Mr. Gray. He �s her latest
protege."

"Humph! tell your Aunt Agatha, Harry, not to bother me any more w�th
her char�ty appeals. I am s�ck of them. Why, the good woman th�nks that I
have noth�ng to do but to wr�te cheques for her s�lly fads."

"All r�ght, Uncle George, I'll tell her, but �t won't have any effect.
Ph�lanthrop�c people lose all sense of human�ty. It �s the�r d�st�ngu�sh�ng
character�st�c."

The old gentleman growled approv�ngly and rang the bell for h�s servant.
Lord Henry passed up the low arcade �nto Burl�ngton Street and turned h�s
steps �n the d�rect�on of Berkeley Square.

So that was the story of Dor�an Gray's parentage. Crudely as �t had been
told to h�m, �t had yet st�rred h�m by �ts suggest�on of a strange, almost
modern romance. A beaut�ful woman r�sk�ng everyth�ng for a mad pass�on.
A few w�ld weeks of happ�ness cut short by a h�deous, treacherous cr�me.
Months of vo�celess agony, and then a ch�ld born �n pa�n. The mother
snatched away by death, the boy left to sol�tude and the tyranny of an old
and loveless man. Yes; �t was an �nterest�ng background. It posed the lad,
made h�m more perfect, as �t were. Beh�nd every exqu�s�te th�ng that
ex�sted, there was someth�ng trag�c. Worlds had to be �n trava�l, that the
meanest flower m�ght blow.... And how charm�ng he had been at d�nner the
n�ght before, as w�th startled eyes and l�ps parted �n fr�ghtened pleasure he
had sat oppos�te to h�m at the club, the red candleshades sta�n�ng to a r�cher
rose the waken�ng wonder of h�s face. Talk�ng to h�m was l�ke play�ng upon
an exqu�s�te v�ol�n. He answered to every touch and thr�ll of the bow....
There was someth�ng terr�bly enthrall�ng �n the exerc�se of �nfluence. No
other act�v�ty was l�ke �t. To project one's soul �nto some grac�ous form, and
let �t tarry there for a moment; to hear one's own �ntellectual v�ews echoed
back to one w�th all the added mus�c of pass�on and youth; to convey one's
temperament �nto another as though �t were a subtle flu�d or a strange
perfume: there was a real joy �n that—perhaps the most sat�sfy�ng joy left to
us �n an age so l�m�ted and vulgar as our own, an age grossly carnal �n �ts
pleasures, and grossly common �n �ts a�ms.... He was a marvellous type, too,
th�s lad, whom by so cur�ous a chance he had met �n Bas�l's stud�o, or could



be fash�oned �nto a marvellous type, at any rate. Grace was h�s, and the
wh�te pur�ty of boyhood, and beauty such as old Greek marbles kept for us.
There was noth�ng that one could not do w�th h�m. He could be made a
T�tan or a toy. What a p�ty �t was that such beauty was dest�ned to fade! ...
And Bas�l? From a psycholog�cal po�nt of v�ew, how �nterest�ng he was!
The new manner �n art, the fresh mode of look�ng at l�fe, suggested so
strangely by the merely v�s�ble presence of one who was unconsc�ous of �t
all; the s�lent sp�r�t that dwelt �n d�m woodland, and walked unseen �n open
f�eld, suddenly show�ng herself, Dryadl�ke and not afra�d, because �n h�s
soul who sought for her there had been wakened that wonderful v�s�on to
wh�ch alone are wonderful th�ngs revealed; the mere shapes and patterns of
th�ngs becom�ng, as �t were, ref�ned, and ga�n�ng a k�nd of symbol�cal
value, as though they were themselves patterns of some other and more
perfect form whose shadow they made real: how strange �t all was! He
remembered someth�ng l�ke �t �n h�story. Was �t not Plato, that art�st �n
thought, who had f�rst analyzed �t? Was �t not Buonarott� who had carved �t
�n the coloured marbles of a sonnet-sequence? But �n our own century �t
was strange.... Yes; he would try to be to Dor�an Gray what, w�thout
know�ng �t, the lad was to the pa�nter who had fash�oned the wonderful
portra�t. He would seek to dom�nate h�m—had already, �ndeed, half done
so. He would make that wonderful sp�r�t h�s own. There was someth�ng
fasc�nat�ng �n th�s son of love and death.

Suddenly he stopped and glanced up at the houses. He found that he had
passed h�s aunt's some d�stance, and, sm�l�ng to h�mself, turned back. When
he entered the somewhat sombre hall, the butler told h�m that they had gone
�n to lunch. He gave one of the footmen h�s hat and st�ck and passed �nto the
d�n�ng-room.

"Late as usual, Harry," cr�ed h�s aunt, shak�ng her head at h�m.

He �nvented a fac�le excuse, and hav�ng taken the vacant seat next to her,
looked round to see who was there. Dor�an bowed to h�m shyly from the
end of the table, a flush of pleasure steal�ng �nto h�s cheek. Oppos�te was
the Duchess of Harley, a lady of adm�rable good-nature and good temper,
much l�ked by every one who knew her, and of those ample arch�tectural
proport�ons that �n women who are not duchesses are descr�bed by



contemporary h�stor�ans as stoutness. Next to her sat, on her r�ght, S�r
Thomas Burdon, a Rad�cal member of Parl�ament, who followed h�s leader
�n publ�c l�fe and �n pr�vate l�fe followed the best cooks, d�n�ng w�th the
Tor�es and th�nk�ng w�th the L�berals, �n accordance w�th a w�se and well-
known rule. The post on her left was occup�ed by Mr. Ersk�ne of Treadley,
an old gentleman of cons�derable charm and culture, who had fallen,
however, �nto bad hab�ts of s�lence, hav�ng, as he expla�ned once to Lady
Agatha, sa�d everyth�ng that he had to say before he was th�rty. H�s own
ne�ghbour was Mrs. Vandeleur, one of h�s aunt's oldest fr�ends, a perfect
sa�nt amongst women, but so dreadfully dowdy that she rem�nded one of a
badly bound hymn-book. Fortunately for h�m she had on the other s�de Lord
Faudel, a most �ntell�gent m�ddle-aged med�ocr�ty, as bald as a m�n�ster�al
statement �n the House of Commons, w�th whom she was convers�ng �n that
�ntensely earnest manner wh�ch �s the one unpardonable error, as he
remarked once h�mself, that all really good people fall �nto, and from wh�ch
none of them ever qu�te escape.

"We are talk�ng about poor Dartmoor, Lord Henry," cr�ed the duchess,
nodd�ng pleasantly to h�m across the table. "Do you th�nk he w�ll really
marry th�s fasc�nat�ng young person?"

"I bel�eve she has made up her m�nd to propose to h�m, Duchess."

"How dreadful!" excla�med Lady Agatha. "Really, some one should
�nterfere."

"I am told, on excellent author�ty, that her father keeps an Amer�can dry-
goods store," sa�d S�r Thomas Burdon, look�ng superc�l�ous.

"My uncle has already suggested pork-pack�ng, S�r Thomas."

"Dry-goods! What are Amer�can dry-goods?" asked the duchess, ra�s�ng
her large hands �n wonder and accentuat�ng the verb.

"Amer�can novels," answered Lord Henry, help�ng h�mself to some
qua�l.

The duchess looked puzzled.



"Don't m�nd h�m, my dear," wh�spered Lady Agatha. "He never means
anyth�ng that he says."

"When Amer�ca was d�scovered," sa�d the Rad�cal member—and he
began to g�ve some wear�some facts. L�ke all people who try to exhaust a
subject, he exhausted h�s l�steners. The duchess s�ghed and exerc�sed her
pr�v�lege of �nterrupt�on. "I w�sh to goodness �t never had been d�scovered
at all!" she excla�med. "Really, our g�rls have no chance nowadays. It �s
most unfa�r."

"Perhaps, after all, Amer�ca never has been d�scovered," sa�d Mr.
Ersk�ne; "I myself would say that �t had merely been detected."

"Oh! but I have seen spec�mens of the �nhab�tants," answered the
duchess vaguely. "I must confess that most of them are extremely pretty.
And they dress well, too. They get all the�r dresses �n Par�s. I w�sh I could
afford to do the same."

"They say that when good Amer�cans d�e they go to Par�s," chuckled S�r
Thomas, who had a large wardrobe of Humour's cast-off clothes.

"Really! And where do bad Amer�cans go to when they d�e?" �nqu�red
the duchess.

"They go to Amer�ca," murmured Lord Henry.

S�r Thomas frowned. "I am afra�d that your nephew �s prejud�ced aga�nst
that great country," he sa�d to Lady Agatha. "I have travelled all over �t �n
cars prov�ded by the d�rectors, who, �n such matters, are extremely c�v�l. I
assure you that �t �s an educat�on to v�s�t �t."

"But must we really see Ch�cago �n order to be educated?" asked Mr.
Ersk�ne pla�nt�vely. "I don't feel up to the journey."

S�r Thomas waved h�s hand. "Mr. Ersk�ne of Treadley has the world on
h�s shelves. We pract�cal men l�ke to see th�ngs, not to read about them. The
Amer�cans are an extremely �nterest�ng people. They are absolutely
reasonable. I th�nk that �s the�r d�st�ngu�sh�ng character�st�c. Yes, Mr.



Ersk�ne, an absolutely reasonable people. I assure you there �s no nonsense
about the Amer�cans."

"How dreadful!" cr�ed Lord Henry. "I can stand brute force, but brute
reason �s qu�te unbearable. There �s someth�ng unfa�r about �ts use. It �s
h�tt�ng below the �ntellect."

"I do not understand you," sa�d S�r Thomas, grow�ng rather red.

"I do, Lord Henry," murmured Mr. Ersk�ne, w�th a sm�le.

"Paradoxes are all very well �n the�r way...." rejo�ned the baronet.

"Was that a paradox?" asked Mr. Ersk�ne. "I d�d not th�nk so. Perhaps �t
was. Well, the way of paradoxes �s the way of truth. To test real�ty we must
see �t on the t�ght rope. When the ver�t�es become acrobats, we can judge
them."

"Dear me!" sa�d Lady Agatha, "how you men argue! I am sure I never
can make out what you are talk�ng about. Oh! Harry, I am qu�te vexed w�th
you. Why do you try to persuade our n�ce Mr. Dor�an Gray to g�ve up the
East End? I assure you he would be qu�te �nvaluable. They would love h�s
play�ng."

"I want h�m to play to me," cr�ed Lord Henry, sm�l�ng, and he looked
down the table and caught a br�ght answer�ng glance.

"But they are so unhappy �n Wh�techapel," cont�nued Lady Agatha.

"I can sympath�ze w�th everyth�ng except suffer�ng," sa�d Lord Henry,
shrugg�ng h�s shoulders. "I cannot sympath�ze w�th that. It �s too ugly, too
horr�ble, too d�stress�ng. There �s someth�ng terr�bly morb�d �n the modern
sympathy w�th pa�n. One should sympath�ze w�th the colour, the beauty, the
joy of l�fe. The less sa�d about l�fe's sores, the better."

"St�ll, the East End �s a very �mportant problem," remarked S�r Thomas
w�th a grave shake of the head.



"Qu�te so," answered the young lord. "It �s the problem of slavery, and
we try to solve �t by amus�ng the slaves."

The pol�t�c�an looked at h�m keenly. "What change do you propose,
then?" he asked.

Lord Henry laughed. "I don't des�re to change anyth�ng �n England
except the weather," he answered. "I am qu�te content w�th ph�losoph�c
contemplat�on. But, as the n�neteenth century has gone bankrupt through an
over-expend�ture of sympathy, I would suggest that we should appeal to
sc�ence to put us stra�ght. The advantage of the emot�ons �s that they lead us
astray, and the advantage of sc�ence �s that �t �s not emot�onal."

"But we have such grave respons�b�l�t�es," ventured Mrs. Vandeleur
t�m�dly.

"Terr�bly grave," echoed Lady Agatha.

Lord Henry looked over at Mr. Ersk�ne. "Human�ty takes �tself too
ser�ously. It �s the world's or�g�nal s�n. If the caveman had known how to
laugh, h�story would have been d�fferent."

"You are really very comfort�ng," warbled the duchess. "I have always
felt rather gu�lty when I came to see your dear aunt, for I take no �nterest at
all �n the East End. For the future I shall be able to look her �n the face
w�thout a blush."

"A blush �s very becom�ng, Duchess," remarked Lord Henry.

"Only when one �s young," she answered. "When an old woman l�ke
myself blushes, �t �s a very bad s�gn. Ah! Lord Henry, I w�sh you would tell
me how to become young aga�n."

He thought for a moment. "Can you remember any great error that you
comm�tted �n your early days, Duchess?" he asked, look�ng at her across the
table.

"A great many, I fear," she cr�ed.



"Then comm�t them over aga�n," he sa�d gravely. "To get back one's
youth, one has merely to repeat one's foll�es."

"A del�ghtful theory!" she excla�med. "I must put �t �nto pract�ce."

"A dangerous theory!" came from S�r Thomas's t�ght l�ps. Lady Agatha
shook her head, but could not help be�ng amused. Mr. Ersk�ne l�stened.

"Yes," he cont�nued, "that �s one of the great secrets of l�fe. Nowadays
most people d�e of a sort of creep�ng common sense, and d�scover when �t �s
too late that the only th�ngs one never regrets are one's m�stakes."

A laugh ran round the table.

He played w�th the �dea and grew w�lful; tossed �t �nto the a�r and
transformed �t; let �t escape and recaptured �t; made �t �r�descent w�th fancy
and w�nged �t w�th paradox. The pra�se of folly, as he went on, soared �nto a
ph�losophy, and ph�losophy herself became young, and catch�ng the mad
mus�c of pleasure, wear�ng, one m�ght fancy, her w�ne-sta�ned robe and
wreath of �vy, danced l�ke a Bacchante over the h�lls of l�fe, and mocked the
slow S�lenus for be�ng sober. Facts fled before her l�ke fr�ghtened forest
th�ngs. Her wh�te feet trod the huge press at wh�ch w�se Omar s�ts, t�ll the
seeth�ng grape-ju�ce rose round her bare l�mbs �n waves of purple bubbles,
or crawled �n red foam over the vat's black, dr�pp�ng, slop�ng s�des. It was
an extraord�nary �mprov�sat�on. He felt that the eyes of Dor�an Gray were
f�xed on h�m, and the consc�ousness that amongst h�s aud�ence there was
one whose temperament he w�shed to fasc�nate seemed to g�ve h�s w�t
keenness and to lend colour to h�s �mag�nat�on. He was br�ll�ant, fantast�c,
�rrespons�ble. He charmed h�s l�steners out of themselves, and they
followed h�s p�pe, laugh�ng. Dor�an Gray never took h�s gaze off h�m, but
sat l�ke one under a spell, sm�les chas�ng each other over h�s l�ps and
wonder grow�ng grave �n h�s darken�ng eyes.

At last, l�ver�ed �n the costume of the age, real�ty entered the room �n the
shape of a servant to tell the duchess that her carr�age was wa�t�ng. She
wrung her hands �n mock despa�r. "How annoy�ng!" she cr�ed. "I must go. I
have to call for my husband at the club, to take h�m to some absurd meet�ng
at W�ll�s's Rooms, where he �s go�ng to be �n the cha�r. If I am late he �s sure



to be fur�ous, and I couldn't have a scene �n th�s bonnet. It �s far too frag�le.
A harsh word would ru�n �t. No, I must go, dear Agatha. Good-bye, Lord
Henry, you are qu�te del�ghtful and dreadfully demoral�z�ng. I am sure I
don't know what to say about your v�ews. You must come and d�ne w�th us
some n�ght. Tuesday? Are you d�sengaged Tuesday?"

"For you I would throw over anybody, Duchess," sa�d Lord Henry w�th a
bow.

"Ah! that �s very n�ce, and very wrong of you," she cr�ed; "so m�nd you
come"; and she swept out of the room, followed by Lady Agatha and the
other lad�es.

When Lord Henry had sat down aga�n, Mr. Ersk�ne moved round, and
tak�ng a cha�r close to h�m, placed h�s hand upon h�s arm.

"You talk books away," he sa�d; "why don't you wr�te one?"

"I am too fond of read�ng books to care to wr�te them, Mr. Ersk�ne. I
should l�ke to wr�te a novel certa�nly, a novel that would be as lovely as a
Pers�an carpet and as unreal. But there �s no l�terary publ�c �n England for
anyth�ng except newspapers, pr�mers, and encyclopaed�as. Of all people �n
the world the Engl�sh have the least sense of the beauty of l�terature."

"I fear you are r�ght," answered Mr. Ersk�ne. "I myself used to have
l�terary amb�t�ons, but I gave them up long ago. And now, my dear young
fr�end, �f you w�ll allow me to call you so, may I ask �f you really meant all
that you sa�d to us at lunch?"

"I qu�te forget what I sa�d," sm�led Lord Henry. "Was �t all very bad?"

"Very bad �ndeed. In fact I cons�der you extremely dangerous, and �f
anyth�ng happens to our good duchess, we shall all look on you as be�ng
pr�mar�ly respons�ble. But I should l�ke to talk to you about l�fe. The
generat�on �nto wh�ch I was born was ted�ous. Some day, when you are t�red
of London, come down to Treadley and expound to me your ph�losophy of
pleasure over some adm�rable Burgundy I am fortunate enough to possess."



"I shall be charmed. A v�s�t to Treadley would be a great pr�v�lege. It has
a perfect host, and a perfect l�brary."

"You w�ll complete �t," answered the old gentleman w�th a courteous
bow. "And now I must b�d good-bye to your excellent aunt. I am due at the
Athenaeum. It �s the hour when we sleep there."

"All of you, Mr. Ersk�ne?"

"Forty of us, �n forty arm-cha�rs. We are pract�s�ng for an Engl�sh
Academy of Letters."

Lord Henry laughed and rose. "I am go�ng to the park," he cr�ed.

As he was pass�ng out of the door, Dor�an Gray touched h�m on the arm.
"Let me come w�th you," he murmured.

"But I thought you had prom�sed Bas�l Hallward to go and see h�m,"
answered Lord Henry.

"I would sooner come w�th you; yes, I feel I must come w�th you. Do let
me. And you w�ll prom�se to talk to me all the t�me? No one talks so
wonderfully as you do."

"Ah! I have talked qu�te enough for to-day," sa�d Lord Henry, sm�l�ng.
"All I want now �s to look at l�fe. You may come and look at �t w�th me, �f
you care to."

CHAPTER 4

One afternoon, a month later, Dor�an Gray was recl�n�ng �n a luxur�ous
arm-cha�r, �n the l�ttle l�brary of Lord Henry's house �n Mayfa�r. It was, �n
�ts way, a very charm�ng room, w�th �ts h�gh panelled wa�nscot�ng of ol�ve-
sta�ned oak, �ts cream-coloured fr�eze and ce�l�ng of ra�sed plasterwork, and



�ts br�ckdust felt carpet strewn w�th s�lk, long-fr�nged Pers�an rugs. On a
t�ny sat�nwood table stood a statuette by Clod�on, and bes�de �t lay a copy of
Les Cent Nouvelles, bound for Margaret of Valo�s by Clov�s Eve and
powdered w�th the g�lt da�s�es that Queen had selected for her dev�ce. Some
large blue ch�na jars and parrot-tul�ps were ranged on the mantelshelf, and
through the small leaded panes of the w�ndow streamed the apr�cot-
coloured l�ght of a summer day �n London.

Lord Henry had not yet come �n. He was always late on pr�nc�ple, h�s
pr�nc�ple be�ng that punctual�ty �s the th�ef of t�me. So the lad was look�ng
rather sulky, as w�th l�stless f�ngers he turned over the pages of an
elaborately �llustrated ed�t�on of Manon Lescaut that he had found �n one of
the book-cases. The formal monotonous t�ck�ng of the Lou�s Quatorze clock
annoyed h�m. Once or tw�ce he thought of go�ng away.

At last he heard a step outs�de, and the door opened. "How late you are,
Harry!" he murmured.

"I am afra�d �t �s not Harry, Mr. Gray," answered a shr�ll vo�ce.

He glanced qu�ckly round and rose to h�s feet. "I beg your pardon. I
thought—"

"You thought �t was my husband. It �s only h�s w�fe. You must let me
�ntroduce myself. I know you qu�te well by your photographs. I th�nk my
husband has got seventeen of them."

"Not seventeen, Lady Henry?"

"Well, e�ghteen, then. And I saw you w�th h�m the other n�ght at the
opera." She laughed nervously as she spoke, and watched h�m w�th her
vague forget-me-not eyes. She was a cur�ous woman, whose dresses always
looked as �f they had been des�gned �n a rage and put on �n a tempest. She
was usually �n love w�th somebody, and, as her pass�on was never returned,
she had kept all her �llus�ons. She tr�ed to look p�cturesque, but only
succeeded �n be�ng unt�dy. Her name was V�ctor�a, and she had a perfect
man�a for go�ng to church.



"That was at Lohengr�n, Lady Henry, I th�nk?"

"Yes; �t was at dear Lohengr�n. I l�ke Wagner's mus�c better than
anybody's. It �s so loud that one can talk the whole t�me w�thout other
people hear�ng what one says. That �s a great advantage, don't you th�nk so,
Mr. Gray?"

The same nervous staccato laugh broke from her th�n l�ps, and her
f�ngers began to play w�th a long torto�se-shell paper-kn�fe.

Dor�an sm�led and shook h�s head: "I am afra�d I don't th�nk so, Lady
Henry. I never talk dur�ng mus�c—at least, dur�ng good mus�c. If one hears
bad mus�c, �t �s one's duty to drown �t �n conversat�on."

"Ah! that �s one of Harry's v�ews, �sn't �t, Mr. Gray? I always hear
Harry's v�ews from h�s fr�ends. It �s the only way I get to know of them. But
you must not th�nk I don't l�ke good mus�c. I adore �t, but I am afra�d of �t. It
makes me too romant�c. I have s�mply worsh�pped p�an�sts—two at a t�me,
somet�mes, Harry tells me. I don't know what �t �s about them. Perhaps �t �s
that they are fore�gners. They all are, a�n't they? Even those that are born �n
England become fore�gners after a t�me, don't they? It �s so clever of them,
and such a compl�ment to art. Makes �t qu�te cosmopol�tan, doesn't �t? You
have never been to any of my part�es, have you, Mr. Gray? You must come.
I can't afford orch�ds, but I spare no expense �n fore�gners. They make one's
rooms look so p�cturesque. But here �s Harry! Harry, I came �n to look for
you, to ask you someth�ng—I forget what �t was—and I found Mr. Gray
here. We have had such a pleasant chat about mus�c. We have qu�te the
same �deas. No; I th�nk our �deas are qu�te d�fferent. But he has been most
pleasant. I am so glad I've seen h�m."

"I am charmed, my love, qu�te charmed," sa�d Lord Henry, elevat�ng h�s
dark, crescent-shaped eyebrows and look�ng at them both w�th an amused
sm�le. "So sorry I am late, Dor�an. I went to look after a p�ece of old
brocade �n Wardour Street and had to barga�n for hours for �t. Nowadays
people know the pr�ce of everyth�ng and the value of noth�ng."

"I am afra�d I must be go�ng," excla�med Lady Henry, break�ng an
awkward s�lence w�th her s�lly sudden laugh. "I have prom�sed to dr�ve w�th



the duchess. Good-bye, Mr. Gray. Good-bye, Harry. You are d�n�ng out, I
suppose? So am I. Perhaps I shall see you at Lady Thornbury's."

"I dare say, my dear," sa�d Lord Henry, shutt�ng the door beh�nd her as,
look�ng l�ke a b�rd of parad�se that had been out all n�ght �n the ra�n, she
fl�tted out of the room, leav�ng a fa�nt odour of frang�pann�. Then he l�t a
c�garette and flung h�mself down on the sofa.

"Never marry a woman w�th straw-coloured ha�r, Dor�an," he sa�d after a
few puffs.

"Why, Harry?"

"Because they are so sent�mental."

"But I l�ke sent�mental people."

"Never marry at all, Dor�an. Men marry because they are t�red; women,
because they are cur�ous: both are d�sappo�nted."

"I don't th�nk I am l�kely to marry, Harry. I am too much �n love. That �s
one of your aphor�sms. I am putt�ng �t �nto pract�ce, as I do everyth�ng that
you say."

"Who are you �n love w�th?" asked Lord Henry after a pause.

"W�th an actress," sa�d Dor�an Gray, blush�ng.

Lord Henry shrugged h�s shoulders. "That �s a rather commonplace
debut."

"You would not say so �f you saw her, Harry."

"Who �s she?"

"Her name �s S�byl Vane."

"Never heard of her."



"No one has. People w�ll some day, however. She �s a gen�us."

"My dear boy, no woman �s a gen�us. Women are a decorat�ve sex. They
never have anyth�ng to say, but they say �t charm�ngly. Women represent the
tr�umph of matter over m�nd, just as men represent the tr�umph of m�nd
over morals."

"Harry, how can you?"

"My dear Dor�an, �t �s qu�te true. I am analys�ng women at present, so I
ought to know. The subject �s not so abstruse as I thought �t was. I f�nd that,
ult�mately, there are only two k�nds of women, the pla�n and the coloured.
The pla�n women are very useful. If you want to ga�n a reputat�on for
respectab�l�ty, you have merely to take them down to supper. The other
women are very charm�ng. They comm�t one m�stake, however. They pa�nt
�n order to try and look young. Our grandmothers pa�nted �n order to try and
talk br�ll�antly. Rouge and espr�t used to go together. That �s all over now.
As long as a woman can look ten years younger than her own daughter, she
�s perfectly sat�sf�ed. As for conversat�on, there are only f�ve women �n
London worth talk�ng to, and two of these can't be adm�tted �nto decent
soc�ety. However, tell me about your gen�us. How long have you known
her?"

"Ah! Harry, your v�ews terr�fy me."

"Never m�nd that. How long have you known her?"

"About three weeks."

"And where d�d you come across her?"

"I w�ll tell you, Harry, but you mustn't be unsympathet�c about �t. After
all, �t never would have happened �f I had not met you. You f�lled me w�th a
w�ld des�re to know everyth�ng about l�fe. For days after I met you,
someth�ng seemed to throb �n my ve�ns. As I lounged �n the park, or strolled
down P�ccad�lly, I used to look at every one who passed me and wonder,
w�th a mad cur�os�ty, what sort of l�ves they led. Some of them fasc�nated
me. Others f�lled me w�th terror. There was an exqu�s�te po�son �n the a�r. I



had a pass�on for sensat�ons.... Well, one even�ng about seven o'clock, I
determ�ned to go out �n search of some adventure. I felt that th�s grey
monstrous London of ours, w�th �ts myr�ads of people, �ts sord�d s�nners,
and �ts splend�d s�ns, as you once phrased �t, must have someth�ng �n store
for me. I fanc�ed a thousand th�ngs. The mere danger gave me a sense of
del�ght. I remembered what you had sa�d to me on that wonderful even�ng
when we f�rst d�ned together, about the search for beauty be�ng the real
secret of l�fe. I don't know what I expected, but I went out and wandered
eastward, soon los�ng my way �n a labyr�nth of gr�my streets and black
grassless squares. About half-past e�ght I passed by an absurd l�ttle theatre,
w�th great flar�ng gas-jets and gaudy play-b�lls. A h�deous Jew, �n the most
amaz�ng wa�stcoat I ever beheld �n my l�fe, was stand�ng at the entrance,
smok�ng a v�le c�gar. He had greasy r�nglets, and an enormous d�amond
blazed �n the centre of a so�led sh�rt. 'Have a box, my Lord?' he sa�d, when
he saw me, and he took off h�s hat w�th an a�r of gorgeous serv�l�ty. There
was someth�ng about h�m, Harry, that amused me. He was such a monster.
You w�ll laugh at me, I know, but I really went �n and pa�d a whole gu�nea
for the stage-box. To the present day I can't make out why I d�d so; and yet
�f I hadn't—my dear Harry, �f I hadn't—I should have m�ssed the greatest
romance of my l�fe. I see you are laugh�ng. It �s horr�d of you!"

"I am not laugh�ng, Dor�an; at least I am not laugh�ng at you. But you
should not say the greatest romance of your l�fe. You should say the f�rst
romance of your l�fe. You w�ll always be loved, and you w�ll always be �n
love w�th love. A grande pass�on �s the pr�v�lege of people who have
noth�ng to do. That �s the one use of the �dle classes of a country. Don't be
afra�d. There are exqu�s�te th�ngs �n store for you. Th�s �s merely the
beg�nn�ng."

"Do you th�nk my nature so shallow?" cr�ed Dor�an Gray angr�ly.

"No; I th�nk your nature so deep."

"How do you mean?"

"My dear boy, the people who love only once �n the�r l�ves are really the
shallow people. What they call the�r loyalty, and the�r f�del�ty, I call e�ther
the lethargy of custom or the�r lack of �mag�nat�on. Fa�thfulness �s to the



emot�onal l�fe what cons�stency �s to the l�fe of the �ntellect—s�mply a
confess�on of fa�lure. Fa�thfulness! I must analyse �t some day. The pass�on
for property �s �n �t. There are many th�ngs that we would throw away �f we
were not afra�d that others m�ght p�ck them up. But I don't want to �nterrupt
you. Go on w�th your story."

"Well, I found myself seated �n a horr�d l�ttle pr�vate box, w�th a vulgar
drop-scene star�ng me �n the face. I looked out from beh�nd the curta�n and
surveyed the house. It was a tawdry affa�r, all Cup�ds and cornucop�as, l�ke
a th�rd-rate wedd�ng-cake. The gallery and p�t were fa�rly full, but the two
rows of d�ngy stalls were qu�te empty, and there was hardly a person �n
what I suppose they called the dress-c�rcle. Women went about w�th
oranges and g�nger-beer, and there was a terr�ble consumpt�on of nuts go�ng
on."

"It must have been just l�ke the palmy days of the Br�t�sh drama."

"Just l�ke, I should fancy, and very depress�ng. I began to wonder what
on earth I should do when I caught s�ght of the play-b�ll. What do you th�nk
the play was, Harry?"

"I should th�nk 'The Id�ot Boy', or 'Dumb but Innocent'. Our fathers used
to l�ke that sort of p�ece, I bel�eve. The longer I l�ve, Dor�an, the more
keenly I feel that whatever was good enough for our fathers �s not good
enough for us. In art, as �n pol�t�cs, les grandperes ont toujours tort."

"Th�s play was good enough for us, Harry. It was Romeo and Jul�et. I
must adm�t that I was rather annoyed at the �dea of see�ng Shakespeare done
�n such a wretched hole of a place. St�ll, I felt �nterested, �n a sort of way. At
any rate, I determ�ned to wa�t for the f�rst act. There was a dreadful
orchestra, pres�ded over by a young Hebrew who sat at a cracked p�ano, that
nearly drove me away, but at last the drop-scene was drawn up and the play
began. Romeo was a stout elderly gentleman, w�th corked eyebrows, a
husky tragedy vo�ce, and a f�gure l�ke a beer-barrel. Mercut�o was almost as
bad. He was played by the low-comed�an, who had �ntroduced gags of h�s
own and was on most fr�endly terms w�th the p�t. They were both as
grotesque as the scenery, and that looked as �f �t had come out of a country-
booth. But Jul�et! Harry, �mag�ne a g�rl, hardly seventeen years of age, w�th



a l�ttle, flowerl�ke face, a small Greek head w�th pla�ted co�ls of dark-brown
ha�r, eyes that were v�olet wells of pass�on, l�ps that were l�ke the petals of a
rose. She was the lovel�est th�ng I had ever seen �n my l�fe. You sa�d to me
once that pathos left you unmoved, but that beauty, mere beauty, could f�ll
your eyes w�th tears. I tell you, Harry, I could hardly see th�s g�rl for the
m�st of tears that came across me. And her vo�ce—I never heard such a
vo�ce. It was very low at f�rst, w�th deep mellow notes that seemed to fall
s�ngly upon one's ear. Then �t became a l�ttle louder, and sounded l�ke a
flute or a d�stant hautboy. In the garden-scene �t had all the tremulous
ecstasy that one hears just before dawn when n�ght�ngales are s�ng�ng.
There were moments, later on, when �t had the w�ld pass�on of v�ol�ns. You
know how a vo�ce can st�r one. Your vo�ce and the vo�ce of S�byl Vane are
two th�ngs that I shall never forget. When I close my eyes, I hear them, and
each of them says someth�ng d�fferent. I don't know wh�ch to follow. Why
should I not love her? Harry, I do love her. She �s everyth�ng to me �n l�fe.
N�ght after n�ght I go to see her play. One even�ng she �s Rosal�nd, and the
next even�ng she �s Imogen. I have seen her d�e �n the gloom of an Ital�an
tomb, suck�ng the po�son from her lover's l�ps. I have watched her
wander�ng through the forest of Arden, d�sgu�sed as a pretty boy �n hose
and doublet and da�nty cap. She has been mad, and has come �nto the
presence of a gu�lty k�ng, and g�ven h�m rue to wear and b�tter herbs to taste
of. She has been �nnocent, and the black hands of jealousy have crushed her
reedl�ke throat. I have seen her �n every age and �n every costume. Ord�nary
women never appeal to one's �mag�nat�on. They are l�m�ted to the�r century.
No glamour ever transf�gures them. One knows the�r m�nds as eas�ly as one
knows the�r bonnets. One can always f�nd them. There �s no mystery �n any
of them. They r�de �n the park �n the morn�ng and chatter at tea-part�es �n
the afternoon. They have the�r stereotyped sm�le and the�r fash�onable
manner. They are qu�te obv�ous. But an actress! How d�fferent an actress �s!
Harry! why d�dn't you tell me that the only th�ng worth lov�ng �s an
actress?"

"Because I have loved so many of them, Dor�an."

"Oh, yes, horr�d people w�th dyed ha�r and pa�nted faces."



"Don't run down dyed ha�r and pa�nted faces. There �s an extraord�nary
charm �n them, somet�mes," sa�d Lord Henry.

"I w�sh now I had not told you about S�byl Vane."

"You could not have helped tell�ng me, Dor�an. All through your l�fe you
w�ll tell me everyth�ng you do."

"Yes, Harry, I bel�eve that �s true. I cannot help tell�ng you th�ngs. You
have a cur�ous �nfluence over me. If I ever d�d a cr�me, I would come and
confess �t to you. You would understand me."

"People l�ke you—the w�lful sunbeams of l�fe—don't comm�t cr�mes,
Dor�an. But I am much obl�ged for the compl�ment, all the same. And now
tell me—reach me the matches, l�ke a good boy—thanks—what are your
actual relat�ons w�th S�byl Vane?"

Dor�an Gray leaped to h�s feet, w�th flushed cheeks and burn�ng eyes.
"Harry! S�byl Vane �s sacred!"

"It �s only the sacred th�ngs that are worth touch�ng, Dor�an," sa�d Lord
Henry, w�th a strange touch of pathos �n h�s vo�ce. "But why should you be
annoyed? I suppose she w�ll belong to you some day. When one �s �n love,
one always beg�ns by dece�v�ng one's self, and one always ends by
dece�v�ng others. That �s what the world calls a romance. You know her, at
any rate, I suppose?"

"Of course I know her. On the f�rst n�ght I was at the theatre, the horr�d
old Jew came round to the box after the performance was over and offered
to take me beh�nd the scenes and �ntroduce me to her. I was fur�ous w�th
h�m, and told h�m that Jul�et had been dead for hundreds of years and that
her body was ly�ng �n a marble tomb �n Verona. I th�nk, from h�s blank look
of amazement, that he was under the �mpress�on that I had taken too much
champagne, or someth�ng."

"I am not surpr�sed."



"Then he asked me �f I wrote for any of the newspapers. I told h�m I
never even read them. He seemed terr�bly d�sappo�nted at that, and conf�ded
to me that all the dramat�c cr�t�cs were �n a consp�racy aga�nst h�m, and that
they were every one of them to be bought."

"I should not wonder �f he was qu�te r�ght there. But, on the other hand,
judg�ng from the�r appearance, most of them cannot be at all expens�ve."

"Well, he seemed to th�nk they were beyond h�s means," laughed Dor�an.
"By th�s t�me, however, the l�ghts were be�ng put out �n the theatre, and I
had to go. He wanted me to try some c�gars that he strongly recommended.
I decl�ned. The next n�ght, of course, I arr�ved at the place aga�n. When he
saw me, he made me a low bow and assured me that I was a mun�f�cent
patron of art. He was a most offens�ve brute, though he had an
extraord�nary pass�on for Shakespeare. He told me once, w�th an a�r of
pr�de, that h�s f�ve bankruptc�es were ent�rely due to 'The Bard,' as he
�ns�sted on call�ng h�m. He seemed to th�nk �t a d�st�nct�on."

"It was a d�st�nct�on, my dear Dor�an—a great d�st�nct�on. Most people
become bankrupt through hav�ng �nvested too heav�ly �n the prose of l�fe.
To have ru�ned one's self over poetry �s an honour. But when d�d you f�rst
speak to M�ss S�byl Vane?"

"The th�rd n�ght. She had been play�ng Rosal�nd. I could not help go�ng
round. I had thrown her some flowers, and she had looked at me—at least I
fanc�ed that she had. The old Jew was pers�stent. He seemed determ�ned to
take me beh�nd, so I consented. It was cur�ous my not want�ng to know her,
wasn't �t?"

"No; I don't th�nk so."

"My dear Harry, why?"

"I w�ll tell you some other t�me. Now I want to know about the g�rl."

"S�byl? Oh, she was so shy and so gentle. There �s someth�ng of a ch�ld
about her. Her eyes opened w�de �n exqu�s�te wonder when I told her what I
thought of her performance, and she seemed qu�te unconsc�ous of her



power. I th�nk we were both rather nervous. The old Jew stood gr�nn�ng at
the doorway of the dusty greenroom, mak�ng elaborate speeches about us
both, wh�le we stood look�ng at each other l�ke ch�ldren. He would �ns�st on
call�ng me 'My Lord,' so I had to assure S�byl that I was not anyth�ng of the
k�nd. She sa�d qu�te s�mply to me, 'You look more l�ke a pr�nce. I must call
you Pr�nce Charm�ng.'"

"Upon my word, Dor�an, M�ss S�byl knows how to pay compl�ments."

"You don't understand her, Harry. She regarded me merely as a person �n
a play. She knows noth�ng of l�fe. She l�ves w�th her mother, a faded t�red
woman who played Lady Capulet �n a sort of magenta dress�ng-wrapper on
the f�rst n�ght, and looks as �f she had seen better days."

"I know that look. It depresses me," murmured Lord Henry, exam�n�ng
h�s r�ngs.

"The Jew wanted to tell me her h�story, but I sa�d �t d�d not �nterest me."

"You were qu�te r�ght. There �s always someth�ng �nf�n�tely mean about
other people's traged�es."

"S�byl �s the only th�ng I care about. What �s �t to me where she came
from? From her l�ttle head to her l�ttle feet, she �s absolutely and ent�rely
d�v�ne. Every n�ght of my l�fe I go to see her act, and every n�ght she �s
more marvellous."

"That �s the reason, I suppose, that you never d�ne w�th me now. I
thought you must have some cur�ous romance on hand. You have; but �t �s
not qu�te what I expected."

"My dear Harry, we e�ther lunch or sup together every day, and I have
been to the opera w�th you several t�mes," sa�d Dor�an, open�ng h�s blue
eyes �n wonder.

"You always come dreadfully late."



"Well, I can't help go�ng to see S�byl play," he cr�ed, "even �f �t �s only
for a s�ngle act. I get hungry for her presence; and when I th�nk of the
wonderful soul that �s h�dden away �n that l�ttle �vory body, I am f�lled w�th
awe."

"You can d�ne w�th me to-n�ght, Dor�an, can't you?"

He shook h�s head. "To-n�ght she �s Imogen," he answered, "and to-
morrow n�ght she w�ll be Jul�et."

"When �s she S�byl Vane?"

"Never."

"I congratulate you."

"How horr�d you are! She �s all the great hero�nes of the world �n one.
She �s more than an �nd�v�dual. You laugh, but I tell you she has gen�us. I
love her, and I must make her love me. You, who know all the secrets of
l�fe, tell me how to charm S�byl Vane to love me! I want to make Romeo
jealous. I want the dead lovers of the world to hear our laughter and grow
sad. I want a breath of our pass�on to st�r the�r dust �nto consc�ousness, to
wake the�r ashes �nto pa�n. My God, Harry, how I worsh�p her!" He was
walk�ng up and down the room as he spoke. Hect�c spots of red burned on
h�s cheeks. He was terr�bly exc�ted.

Lord Henry watched h�m w�th a subtle sense of pleasure. How d�fferent
he was now from the shy fr�ghtened boy he had met �n Bas�l Hallward's
stud�o! H�s nature had developed l�ke a flower, had borne blossoms of
scarlet flame. Out of �ts secret h�d�ng-place had crept h�s soul, and des�re
had come to meet �t on the way.

"And what do you propose to do?" sa�d Lord Henry at last.

"I want you and Bas�l to come w�th me some n�ght and see her act. I
have not the sl�ghtest fear of the result. You are certa�n to acknowledge her
gen�us. Then we must get her out of the Jew's hands. She �s bound to h�m
for three years—at least for two years and e�ght months—from the present



t�me. I shall have to pay h�m someth�ng, of course. When all that �s settled, I
shall take a West End theatre and br�ng her out properly. She w�ll make the
world as mad as she has made me."

"That would be �mposs�ble, my dear boy."

"Yes, she w�ll. She has not merely art, consummate art-�nst�nct, �n her,
but she has personal�ty also; and you have often told me that �t �s
personal�t�es, not pr�nc�ples, that move the age."

"Well, what n�ght shall we go?"

"Let me see. To-day �s Tuesday. Let us f�x to-morrow. She plays Jul�et
to-morrow."

"All r�ght. The Br�stol at e�ght o'clock; and I w�ll get Bas�l."

"Not e�ght, Harry, please. Half-past s�x. We must be there before the
curta�n r�ses. You must see her �n the f�rst act, where she meets Romeo."

"Half-past s�x! What an hour! It w�ll be l�ke hav�ng a meat-tea, or
read�ng an Engl�sh novel. It must be seven. No gentleman d�nes before
seven. Shall you see Bas�l between th�s and then? Or shall I wr�te to h�m?"

"Dear Bas�l! I have not la�d eyes on h�m for a week. It �s rather horr�d of
me, as he has sent me my portra�t �n the most wonderful frame, spec�ally
des�gned by h�mself, and, though I am a l�ttle jealous of the p�cture for
be�ng a whole month younger than I am, I must adm�t that I del�ght �n �t.
Perhaps you had better wr�te to h�m. I don't want to see h�m alone. He says
th�ngs that annoy me. He g�ves me good adv�ce."

Lord Henry sm�led. "People are very fond of g�v�ng away what they
need most themselves. It �s what I call the depth of generos�ty."

"Oh, Bas�l �s the best of fellows, but he seems to me to be just a b�t of a
Ph�l�st�ne. S�nce I have known you, Harry, I have d�scovered that."

"Bas�l, my dear boy, puts everyth�ng that �s charm�ng �n h�m �nto h�s
work. The consequence �s that he has noth�ng left for l�fe but h�s prejud�ces,



h�s pr�nc�ples, and h�s common sense. The only art�sts I have ever known
who are personally del�ghtful are bad art�sts. Good art�sts ex�st s�mply �n
what they make, and consequently are perfectly un�nterest�ng �n what they
are. A great poet, a really great poet, �s the most unpoet�cal of all creatures.
But �nfer�or poets are absolutely fasc�nat�ng. The worse the�r rhymes are,
the more p�cturesque they look. The mere fact of hav�ng publ�shed a book
of second-rate sonnets makes a man qu�te �rres�st�ble. He l�ves the poetry
that he cannot wr�te. The others wr�te the poetry that they dare not real�ze."

"I wonder �s that really so, Harry?" sa�d Dor�an Gray, putt�ng some
perfume on h�s handkerch�ef out of a large, gold-topped bottle that stood on
the table. "It must be, �f you say �t. And now I am off. Imogen �s wa�t�ng for
me. Don't forget about to-morrow. Good-bye."

As he left the room, Lord Henry's heavy eyel�ds drooped, and he began
to th�nk. Certa�nly few people had ever �nterested h�m so much as Dor�an
Gray, and yet the lad's mad adorat�on of some one else caused h�m not the
sl�ghtest pang of annoyance or jealousy. He was pleased by �t. It made h�m
a more �nterest�ng study. He had been always enthralled by the methods of
natural sc�ence, but the ord�nary subject-matter of that sc�ence had seemed
to h�m tr�v�al and of no �mport. And so he had begun by v�v�sect�ng h�mself,
as he had ended by v�v�sect�ng others. Human l�fe—that appeared to h�m
the one th�ng worth �nvest�gat�ng. Compared to �t there was noth�ng else of
any value. It was true that as one watched l�fe �n �ts cur�ous cruc�ble of pa�n
and pleasure, one could not wear over one's face a mask of glass, nor keep
the sulphurous fumes from troubl�ng the bra�n and mak�ng the �mag�nat�on
turb�d w�th monstrous fanc�es and m�sshapen dreams. There were po�sons
so subtle that to know the�r propert�es one had to s�cken of them. There
were malad�es so strange that one had to pass through them �f one sought to
understand the�r nature. And, yet, what a great reward one rece�ved! How
wonderful the whole world became to one! To note the cur�ous hard log�c of
pass�on, and the emot�onal coloured l�fe of the �ntellect—to observe where
they met, and where they separated, at what po�nt they were �n un�son, and
at what po�nt they were at d�scord—there was a del�ght �n that! What matter
what the cost was? One could never pay too h�gh a pr�ce for any sensat�on.



He was consc�ous—and the thought brought a gleam of pleasure �nto h�s
brown agate eyes—that �t was through certa�n words of h�s, mus�cal words
sa�d w�th mus�cal utterance, that Dor�an Gray's soul had turned to th�s wh�te
g�rl and bowed �n worsh�p before her. To a large extent the lad was h�s own
creat�on. He had made h�m premature. That was someth�ng. Ord�nary
people wa�ted t�ll l�fe d�sclosed to them �ts secrets, but to the few, to the
elect, the myster�es of l�fe were revealed before the ve�l was drawn away.
Somet�mes th�s was the effect of art, and ch�efly of the art of l�terature,
wh�ch dealt �mmed�ately w�th the pass�ons and the �ntellect. But now and
then a complex personal�ty took the place and assumed the off�ce of art, was
�ndeed, �n �ts way, a real work of art, l�fe hav�ng �ts elaborate masterp�eces,
just as poetry has, or sculpture, or pa�nt�ng.

Yes, the lad was premature. He was gather�ng h�s harvest wh�le �t was
yet spr�ng. The pulse and pass�on of youth were �n h�m, but he was
becom�ng self-consc�ous. It was del�ghtful to watch h�m. W�th h�s beaut�ful
face, and h�s beaut�ful soul, he was a th�ng to wonder at. It was no matter
how �t all ended, or was dest�ned to end. He was l�ke one of those grac�ous
f�gures �n a pageant or a play, whose joys seem to be remote from one, but
whose sorrows st�r one's sense of beauty, and whose wounds are l�ke red
roses.

Soul and body, body and soul—how myster�ous they were! There was
an�mal�sm �n the soul, and the body had �ts moments of sp�r�tual�ty. The
senses could ref�ne, and the �ntellect could degrade. Who could say where
the fleshly �mpulse ceased, or the psych�cal �mpulse began? How shallow
were the arb�trary def�n�t�ons of ord�nary psycholog�sts! And yet how
d�ff�cult to dec�de between the cla�ms of the var�ous schools! Was the soul a
shadow seated �n the house of s�n? Or was the body really �n the soul, as
G�ordano Bruno thought? The separat�on of sp�r�t from matter was a
mystery, and the un�on of sp�r�t w�th matter was a mystery also.

He began to wonder whether we could ever make psychology so
absolute a sc�ence that each l�ttle spr�ng of l�fe would be revealed to us. As
�t was, we always m�sunderstood ourselves and rarely understood others.
Exper�ence was of no eth�cal value. It was merely the name men gave to
the�r m�stakes. Moral�sts had, as a rule, regarded �t as a mode of warn�ng,



had cla�med for �t a certa�n eth�cal eff�cacy �n the format�on of character,
had pra�sed �t as someth�ng that taught us what to follow and showed us
what to avo�d. But there was no mot�ve power �n exper�ence. It was as l�ttle
of an act�ve cause as consc�ence �tself. All that �t really demonstrated was
that our future would be the same as our past, and that the s�n we had done
once, and w�th loath�ng, we would do many t�mes, and w�th joy.

It was clear to h�m that the exper�mental method was the only method by
wh�ch one could arr�ve at any sc�ent�f�c analys�s of the pass�ons; and
certa�nly Dor�an Gray was a subject made to h�s hand, and seemed to
prom�se r�ch and fru�tful results. H�s sudden mad love for S�byl Vane was a
psycholog�cal phenomenon of no small �nterest. There was no doubt that
cur�os�ty had much to do w�th �t, cur�os�ty and the des�re for new
exper�ences, yet �t was not a s�mple, but rather a very complex pass�on.
What there was �n �t of the purely sensuous �nst�nct of boyhood had been
transformed by the work�ngs of the �mag�nat�on, changed �nto someth�ng
that seemed to the lad h�mself to be remote from sense, and was for that
very reason all the more dangerous. It was the pass�ons about whose or�g�n
we dece�ved ourselves that tyrann�zed most strongly over us. Our weakest
mot�ves were those of whose nature we were consc�ous. It often happened
that when we thought we were exper�ment�ng on others we were really
exper�ment�ng on ourselves.

Wh�le Lord Henry sat dream�ng on these th�ngs, a knock came to the
door, and h�s valet entered and rem�nded h�m �t was t�me to dress for d�nner.
He got up and looked out �nto the street. The sunset had sm�tten �nto scarlet
gold the upper w�ndows of the houses oppos�te. The panes glowed l�ke
plates of heated metal. The sky above was l�ke a faded rose. He thought of
h�s fr�end's young f�ery-coloured l�fe and wondered how �t was all go�ng to
end.

When he arr�ved home, about half-past twelve o'clock, he saw a telegram
ly�ng on the hall table. He opened �t and found �t was from Dor�an Gray. It
was to tell h�m that he was engaged to be marr�ed to S�byl Vane.



CHAPTER 5

"Mother, Mother, I am so happy!" wh�spered the g�rl, bury�ng her face �n
the lap of the faded, t�red-look�ng woman who, w�th back turned to the
shr�ll �ntrus�ve l�ght, was s�tt�ng �n the one arm-cha�r that the�r d�ngy s�tt�ng-
room conta�ned. "I am so happy!" she repeated, "and you must be happy,
too!"

Mrs. Vane w�nced and put her th�n, b�smuth-wh�tened hands on her
daughter's head. "Happy!" she echoed, "I am only happy, S�byl, when I see
you act. You must not th�nk of anyth�ng but your act�ng. Mr. Isaacs has been
very good to us, and we owe h�m money."

The g�rl looked up and pouted. "Money, Mother?" she cr�ed, "what does
money matter? Love �s more than money."

"Mr. Isaacs has advanced us f�fty pounds to pay off our debts and to get
a proper outf�t for James. You must not forget that, S�byl. F�fty pounds �s a
very large sum. Mr. Isaacs has been most cons�derate."

"He �s not a gentleman, Mother, and I hate the way he talks to me," sa�d
the g�rl, r�s�ng to her feet and go�ng over to the w�ndow.

"I don't know how we could manage w�thout h�m," answered the elder
woman querulously.

S�byl Vane tossed her head and laughed. "We don't want h�m any more,
Mother. Pr�nce Charm�ng rules l�fe for us now." Then she paused. A rose
shook �n her blood and shadowed her cheeks. Qu�ck breath parted the petals
of her l�ps. They trembled. Some southern w�nd of pass�on swept over her
and st�rred the da�nty folds of her dress. "I love h�m," she sa�d s�mply.

"Fool�sh ch�ld! fool�sh ch�ld!" was the parrot-phrase flung �n answer.
The wav�ng of crooked, false-jewelled f�ngers gave grotesqueness to the
words.

The g�rl laughed aga�n. The joy of a caged b�rd was �n her vo�ce. Her
eyes caught the melody and echoed �t �n rad�ance, then closed for a



moment, as though to h�de the�r secret. When they opened, the m�st of a
dream had passed across them.

Th�n-l�pped w�sdom spoke at her from the worn cha�r, h�nted at
prudence, quoted from that book of coward�ce whose author apes the name
of common sense. She d�d not l�sten. She was free �n her pr�son of pass�on.
Her pr�nce, Pr�nce Charm�ng, was w�th her. She had called on memory to
remake h�m. She had sent her soul to search for h�m, and �t had brought h�m
back. H�s k�ss burned aga�n upon her mouth. Her eyel�ds were warm w�th
h�s breath.

Then w�sdom altered �ts method and spoke of esp�al and d�scovery. Th�s
young man m�ght be r�ch. If so, marr�age should be thought of. Aga�nst the
shell of her ear broke the waves of worldly cunn�ng. The arrows of craft
shot by her. She saw the th�n l�ps mov�ng, and sm�led.

Suddenly she felt the need to speak. The wordy s�lence troubled her.
"Mother, Mother," she cr�ed, "why does he love me so much? I know why I
love h�m. I love h�m because he �s l�ke what love h�mself should be. But
what does he see �n me? I am not worthy of h�m. And yet—why, I cannot
tell—though I feel so much beneath h�m, I don't feel humble. I feel proud,
terr�bly proud. Mother, d�d you love my father as I love Pr�nce Charm�ng?"

The elder woman grew pale beneath the coarse powder that daubed her
cheeks, and her dry l�ps tw�tched w�th a spasm of pa�n. Syb�l rushed to her,
flung her arms round her neck, and k�ssed her. "Forg�ve me, Mother. I know
�t pa�ns you to talk about our father. But �t only pa�ns you because you
loved h�m so much. Don't look so sad. I am as happy to-day as you were
twenty years ago. Ah! let me be happy for ever!"

"My ch�ld, you are far too young to th�nk of fall�ng �n love. Bes�des,
what do you know of th�s young man? You don't even know h�s name. The
whole th�ng �s most �nconven�ent, and really, when James �s go�ng away to
Austral�a, and I have so much to th�nk of, I must say that you should have
shown more cons�derat�on. However, as I sa�d before, �f he �s r�ch ..."

"Ah! Mother, Mother, let me be happy!"



Mrs. Vane glanced at her, and w�th one of those false theatr�cal gestures
that so often become a mode of second nature to a stage-player, clasped her
�n her arms. At th�s moment, the door opened and a young lad w�th rough
brown ha�r came �nto the room. He was th�ck-set of f�gure, and h�s hands
and feet were large and somewhat clumsy �n movement. He was not so
f�nely bred as h�s s�ster. One would hardly have guessed the close
relat�onsh�p that ex�sted between them. Mrs. Vane f�xed her eyes on h�m
and �ntens�f�ed her sm�le. She mentally elevated her son to the d�gn�ty of an
aud�ence. She felt sure that the tableau was �nterest�ng.

"You m�ght keep some of your k�sses for me, S�byl, I th�nk," sa�d the lad
w�th a good-natured grumble.

"Ah! but you don't l�ke be�ng k�ssed, J�m," she cr�ed. "You are a dreadful
old bear." And she ran across the room and hugged h�m.

James Vane looked �nto h�s s�ster's face w�th tenderness. "I want you to
come out w�th me for a walk, S�byl. I don't suppose I shall ever see th�s
horr�d London aga�n. I am sure I don't want to."

"My son, don't say such dreadful th�ngs," murmured Mrs. Vane, tak�ng
up a tawdry theatr�cal dress, w�th a s�gh, and beg�nn�ng to patch �t. She felt
a l�ttle d�sappo�nted that he had not jo�ned the group. It would have
�ncreased the theatr�cal p�cturesqueness of the s�tuat�on.

"Why not, Mother? I mean �t."

"You pa�n me, my son. I trust you w�ll return from Austral�a �n a pos�t�on
of affluence. I bel�eve there �s no soc�ety of any k�nd �n the Colon�es—
noth�ng that I would call soc�ety—so when you have made your fortune,
you must come back and assert yourself �n London."

"Soc�ety!" muttered the lad. "I don't want to know anyth�ng about that. I
should l�ke to make some money to take you and S�byl off the stage. I hate
�t."

"Oh, J�m!" sa�d S�byl, laugh�ng, "how unk�nd of you! But are you really
go�ng for a walk w�th me? That w�ll be n�ce! I was afra�d you were go�ng to



say good-bye to some of your fr�ends—to Tom Hardy, who gave you that
h�deous p�pe, or Ned Langton, who makes fun of you for smok�ng �t. It �s
very sweet of you to let me have your last afternoon. Where shall we go?
Let us go to the park."

"I am too shabby," he answered, frown�ng. "Only swell people go to the
park."

"Nonsense, J�m," she wh�spered, strok�ng the sleeve of h�s coat.

He hes�tated for a moment. "Very well," he sa�d at last, "but don't be too
long dress�ng." She danced out of the door. One could hear her s�ng�ng as
she ran upsta�rs. Her l�ttle feet pattered overhead.

He walked up and down the room two or three t�mes. Then he turned to
the st�ll f�gure �n the cha�r. "Mother, are my th�ngs ready?" he asked.

"Qu�te ready, James," she answered, keep�ng her eyes on her work. For
some months past she had felt �ll at ease when she was alone w�th th�s
rough stern son of hers. Her shallow secret nature was troubled when the�r
eyes met. She used to wonder �f he suspected anyth�ng. The s�lence, for he
made no other observat�on, became �ntolerable to her. She began to
compla�n. Women defend themselves by attack�ng, just as they attack by
sudden and strange surrenders. "I hope you w�ll be contented, James, w�th
your sea-far�ng l�fe," she sa�d. "You must remember that �t �s your own
cho�ce. You m�ght have entered a sol�c�tor's off�ce. Sol�c�tors are a very
respectable class, and �n the country often d�ne w�th the best fam�l�es."

"I hate off�ces, and I hate clerks," he repl�ed. "But you are qu�te r�ght. I
have chosen my own l�fe. All I say �s, watch over S�byl. Don't let her come
to any harm. Mother, you must watch over her."

"James, you really talk very strangely. Of course I watch over S�byl."

"I hear a gentleman comes every n�ght to the theatre and goes beh�nd to
talk to her. Is that r�ght? What about that?"



"You are speak�ng about th�ngs you don't understand, James. In the
profess�on we are accustomed to rece�ve a great deal of most grat�fy�ng
attent�on. I myself used to rece�ve many bouquets at one t�me. That was
when act�ng was really understood. As for S�byl, I do not know at present
whether her attachment �s ser�ous or not. But there �s no doubt that the
young man �n quest�on �s a perfect gentleman. He �s always most pol�te to
me. Bes�des, he has the appearance of be�ng r�ch, and the flowers he sends
are lovely."

"You don't know h�s name, though," sa�d the lad harshly.

"No," answered h�s mother w�th a plac�d express�on �n her face. "He has
not yet revealed h�s real name. I th�nk �t �s qu�te romant�c of h�m. He �s
probably a member of the ar�stocracy."

James Vane b�t h�s l�p. "Watch over S�byl, Mother," he cr�ed, "watch
over her."

"My son, you d�stress me very much. S�byl �s always under my spec�al
care. Of course, �f th�s gentleman �s wealthy, there �s no reason why she
should not contract an all�ance w�th h�m. I trust he �s one of the ar�stocracy.
He has all the appearance of �t, I must say. It m�ght be a most br�ll�ant
marr�age for S�byl. They would make a charm�ng couple. H�s good looks
are really qu�te remarkable; everybody not�ces them."

The lad muttered someth�ng to h�mself and drummed on the w�ndow-
pane w�th h�s coarse f�ngers. He had just turned round to say someth�ng
when the door opened and S�byl ran �n.

"How ser�ous you both are!" she cr�ed. "What �s the matter?"

"Noth�ng," he answered. "I suppose one must be ser�ous somet�mes.
Good-bye, Mother; I w�ll have my d�nner at f�ve o'clock. Everyth�ng �s
packed, except my sh�rts, so you need not trouble."

"Good-bye, my son," she answered w�th a bow of stra�ned statel�ness.



She was extremely annoyed at the tone he had adopted w�th her, and
there was someth�ng �n h�s look that had made her feel afra�d.

"K�ss me, Mother," sa�d the g�rl. Her flowerl�ke l�ps touched the
w�thered cheek and warmed �ts frost.

"My ch�ld! my ch�ld!" cr�ed Mrs. Vane, look�ng up to the ce�l�ng �n
search of an �mag�nary gallery.

"Come, S�byl," sa�d her brother �mpat�ently. He hated h�s mother's
affectat�ons.

They went out �nto the fl�cker�ng, w�nd-blown sunl�ght and strolled
down the dreary Euston Road. The passersby glanced �n wonder at the
sullen heavy youth who, �n coarse, �ll-f�tt�ng clothes, was �n the company of
such a graceful, ref�ned-look�ng g�rl. He was l�ke a common gardener
walk�ng w�th a rose.

J�m frowned from t�me to t�me when he caught the �nqu�s�t�ve glance of
some stranger. He had that d�sl�ke of be�ng stared at, wh�ch comes on
gen�uses late �n l�fe and never leaves the commonplace. S�byl, however,
was qu�te unconsc�ous of the effect she was produc�ng. Her love was
trembl�ng �n laughter on her l�ps. She was th�nk�ng of Pr�nce Charm�ng,
and, that she m�ght th�nk of h�m all the more, she d�d not talk of h�m, but
prattled on about the sh�p �n wh�ch J�m was go�ng to sa�l, about the gold he
was certa�n to f�nd, about the wonderful he�ress whose l�fe he was to save
from the w�cked, red-sh�rted bushrangers. For he was not to rema�n a sa�lor,
or a supercargo, or whatever he was go�ng to be. Oh, no! A sa�lor's
ex�stence was dreadful. Fancy be�ng cooped up �n a horr�d sh�p, w�th the
hoarse, hump-backed waves try�ng to get �n, and a black w�nd blow�ng the
masts down and tear�ng the sa�ls �nto long scream�ng r�bands! He was to
leave the vessel at Melbourne, b�d a pol�te good-bye to the capta�n, and go
off at once to the gold-f�elds. Before a week was over he was to come
across a large nugget of pure gold, the largest nugget that had ever been
d�scovered, and br�ng �t down to the coast �n a waggon guarded by s�x
mounted pol�cemen. The bushrangers were to attack them three t�mes, and
be defeated w�th �mmense slaughter. Or, no. He was not to go to the gold-
f�elds at all. They were horr�d places, where men got �ntox�cated, and shot



each other �n bar-rooms, and used bad language. He was to be a n�ce sheep-
farmer, and one even�ng, as he was r�d�ng home, he was to see the beaut�ful
he�ress be�ng carr�ed off by a robber on a black horse, and g�ve chase, and
rescue her. Of course, she would fall �n love w�th h�m, and he w�th her, and
they would get marr�ed, and come home, and l�ve �n an �mmense house �n
London. Yes, there were del�ghtful th�ngs �n store for h�m. But he must be
very good, and not lose h�s temper, or spend h�s money fool�shly. She was
only a year older than he was, but she knew so much more of l�fe. He must
be sure, also, to wr�te to her by every ma�l, and to say h�s prayers each n�ght
before he went to sleep. God was very good, and would watch over h�m.
She would pray for h�m, too, and �n a few years he would come back qu�te
r�ch and happy.

The lad l�stened sulk�ly to her and made no answer. He was heart-s�ck at
leav�ng home.

Yet �t was not th�s alone that made h�m gloomy and morose.
Inexper�enced though he was, he had st�ll a strong sense of the danger of
S�byl's pos�t�on. Th�s young dandy who was mak�ng love to her could mean
her no good. He was a gentleman, and he hated h�m for that, hated h�m
through some cur�ous race-�nst�nct for wh�ch he could not account, and
wh�ch for that reason was all the more dom�nant w�th�n h�m. He was
consc�ous also of the shallowness and van�ty of h�s mother's nature, and �n
that saw �nf�n�te per�l for S�byl and S�byl's happ�ness. Ch�ldren beg�n by
lov�ng the�r parents; as they grow older they judge them; somet�mes they
forg�ve them.

H�s mother! He had someth�ng on h�s m�nd to ask of her, someth�ng that
he had brooded on for many months of s�lence. A chance phrase that he had
heard at the theatre, a wh�spered sneer that had reached h�s ears one n�ght as
he wa�ted at the stage-door, had set loose a tra�n of horr�ble thoughts. He
remembered �t as �f �t had been the lash of a hunt�ng-crop across h�s face.
H�s brows kn�t together �nto a wedge-l�ke furrow, and w�th a tw�tch of pa�n
he b�t h�s underl�p.

"You are not l�sten�ng to a word I am say�ng, J�m," cr�ed S�byl, "and I am
mak�ng the most del�ghtful plans for your future. Do say someth�ng."



"What do you want me to say?"

"Oh! that you w�ll be a good boy and not forget us," she answered,
sm�l�ng at h�m.

He shrugged h�s shoulders. "You are more l�kely to forget me than I am
to forget you, S�byl."

She flushed. "What do you mean, J�m?" she asked.

"You have a new fr�end, I hear. Who �s he? Why have you not told me
about h�m? He means you no good."

"Stop, J�m!" she excla�med. "You must not say anyth�ng aga�nst h�m. I
love h�m."

"Why, you don't even know h�s name," answered the lad. "Who �s he? I
have a r�ght to know."

"He �s called Pr�nce Charm�ng. Don't you l�ke the name. Oh! you s�lly
boy! you should never forget �t. If you only saw h�m, you would th�nk h�m
the most wonderful person �n the world. Some day you w�ll meet h�m—
when you come back from Austral�a. You w�ll l�ke h�m so much.
Everybody l�kes h�m, and I ... love h�m. I w�sh you could come to the
theatre to-n�ght. He �s go�ng to be there, and I am to play Jul�et. Oh! how I
shall play �t! Fancy, J�m, to be �n love and play Jul�et! To have h�m s�tt�ng
there! To play for h�s del�ght! I am afra�d I may fr�ghten the company,
fr�ghten or enthrall them. To be �n love �s to surpass one's self. Poor
dreadful Mr. Isaacs w�ll be shout�ng 'gen�us' to h�s loafers at the bar. He has
preached me as a dogma; to-n�ght he w�ll announce me as a revelat�on. I
feel �t. And �t �s all h�s, h�s only, Pr�nce Charm�ng, my wonderful lover, my
god of graces. But I am poor bes�de h�m. Poor? What does that matter?
When poverty creeps �n at the door, love fl�es �n through the w�ndow. Our
proverbs want rewr�t�ng. They were made �n w�nter, and �t �s summer now;
spr�ng-t�me for me, I th�nk, a very dance of blossoms �n blue sk�es."

"He �s a gentleman," sa�d the lad sullenly.



"A pr�nce!" she cr�ed mus�cally. "What more do you want?"

"He wants to enslave you."

"I shudder at the thought of be�ng free."

"I want you to beware of h�m."

"To see h�m �s to worsh�p h�m; to know h�m �s to trust h�m."

"S�byl, you are mad about h�m."

She laughed and took h�s arm. "You dear old J�m, you talk as �f you were
a hundred. Some day you w�ll be �n love yourself. Then you w�ll know what
�t �s. Don't look so sulky. Surely you should be glad to th�nk that, though
you are go�ng away, you leave me happ�er than I have ever been before.
L�fe has been hard for us both, terr�bly hard and d�ff�cult. But �t w�ll be
d�fferent now. You are go�ng to a new world, and I have found one. Here are
two cha�rs; let us s�t down and see the smart people go by."

They took the�r seats am�dst a crowd of watchers. The tul�p-beds across
the road flamed l�ke throbb�ng r�ngs of f�re. A wh�te dust—tremulous cloud
of orr�s-root �t seemed—hung �n the pant�ng a�r. The br�ghtly coloured
parasols danced and d�pped l�ke monstrous butterfl�es.

She made her brother talk of h�mself, h�s hopes, h�s prospects. He spoke
slowly and w�th effort. They passed words to each other as players at a
game pass counters. S�byl felt oppressed. She could not commun�cate her
joy. A fa�nt sm�le curv�ng that sullen mouth was all the echo she could w�n.
After some t�me she became s�lent. Suddenly she caught a gl�mpse of
golden ha�r and laugh�ng l�ps, and �n an open carr�age w�th two lad�es
Dor�an Gray drove past.

She started to her feet. "There he �s!" she cr�ed.

"Who?" sa�d J�m Vane.

"Pr�nce Charm�ng," she answered, look�ng after the v�ctor�a.



He jumped up and se�zed her roughly by the arm. "Show h�m to me.
Wh�ch �s he? Po�nt h�m out. I must see h�m!" he excla�med; but at that
moment the Duke of Berw�ck's four-�n-hand came between, and when �t
had left the space clear, the carr�age had swept out of the park.

"He �s gone," murmured S�byl sadly. "I w�sh you had seen h�m."

"I w�sh I had, for as sure as there �s a God �n heaven, �f he ever does you
any wrong, I shall k�ll h�m."

She looked at h�m �n horror. He repeated h�s words. They cut the a�r l�ke
a dagger. The people round began to gape. A lady stand�ng close to her
t�ttered.

"Come away, J�m; come away," she wh�spered. He followed her
doggedly as she passed through the crowd. He felt glad at what he had sa�d.

When they reached the Ach�lles Statue, she turned round. There was p�ty
�n her eyes that became laughter on her l�ps. She shook her head at h�m.
"You are fool�sh, J�m, utterly fool�sh; a bad-tempered boy, that �s all. How
can you say such horr�ble th�ngs? You don't know what you are talk�ng
about. You are s�mply jealous and unk�nd. Ah! I w�sh you would fall �n
love. Love makes people good, and what you sa�d was w�cked."

"I am s�xteen," he answered, "and I know what I am about. Mother �s no
help to you. She doesn't understand how to look after you. I w�sh now that I
was not go�ng to Austral�a at all. I have a great m�nd to chuck the whole
th�ng up. I would, �f my art�cles hadn't been s�gned."

"Oh, don't be so ser�ous, J�m. You are l�ke one of the heroes of those
s�lly melodramas Mother used to be so fond of act�ng �n. I am not go�ng to
quarrel w�th you. I have seen h�m, and oh! to see h�m �s perfect happ�ness.
We won't quarrel. I know you would never harm any one I love, would
you?"

"Not as long as you love h�m, I suppose," was the sullen answer.

"I shall love h�m for ever!" she cr�ed.



"And he?"

"For ever, too!"

"He had better."

She shrank from h�m. Then she laughed and put her hand on h�s arm. He
was merely a boy.

At the Marble Arch they ha�led an omn�bus, wh�ch left them close to
the�r shabby home �n the Euston Road. It was after f�ve o'clock, and S�byl
had to l�e down for a couple of hours before act�ng. J�m �ns�sted that she
should do so. He sa�d that he would sooner part w�th her when the�r mother
was not present. She would be sure to make a scene, and he detested scenes
of every k�nd.

In Syb�l's own room they parted. There was jealousy �n the lad's heart,
and a f�erce murderous hatred of the stranger who, as �t seemed to h�m, had
come between them. Yet, when her arms were flung round h�s neck, and her
f�ngers strayed through h�s ha�r, he softened and k�ssed her w�th real
affect�on. There were tears �n h�s eyes as he went downsta�rs.

H�s mother was wa�t�ng for h�m below. She grumbled at h�s
unpunctual�ty, as he entered. He made no answer, but sat down to h�s
meagre meal. The fl�es buzzed round the table and crawled over the sta�ned
cloth. Through the rumble of omn�buses, and the clatter of street-cabs, he
could hear the dron�ng vo�ce devour�ng each m�nute that was left to h�m.

After some t�me, he thrust away h�s plate and put h�s head �n h�s hands.
He felt that he had a r�ght to know. It should have been told to h�m before, �f
�t was as he suspected. Leaden w�th fear, h�s mother watched h�m. Words
dropped mechan�cally from her l�ps. A tattered lace handkerch�ef tw�tched
�n her f�ngers. When the clock struck s�x, he got up and went to the door.
Then he turned back and looked at her. The�r eyes met. In hers he saw a
w�ld appeal for mercy. It enraged h�m.



"Mother, I have someth�ng to ask you," he sa�d. Her eyes wandered
vaguely about the room. She made no answer. "Tell me the truth. I have a
r�ght to know. Were you marr�ed to my father?"

She heaved a deep s�gh. It was a s�gh of rel�ef. The terr�ble moment, the
moment that n�ght and day, for weeks and months, she had dreaded, had
come at last, and yet she felt no terror. Indeed, �n some measure �t was a
d�sappo�ntment to her. The vulgar d�rectness of the quest�on called for a
d�rect answer. The s�tuat�on had not been gradually led up to. It was crude.
It rem�nded her of a bad rehearsal.

"No," she answered, wonder�ng at the harsh s�mpl�c�ty of l�fe.

"My father was a scoundrel then!" cr�ed the lad, clench�ng h�s f�sts.

She shook her head. "I knew he was not free. We loved each other very
much. If he had l�ved, he would have made prov�s�on for us. Don't speak
aga�nst h�m, my son. He was your father, and a gentleman. Indeed, he was
h�ghly connected."

An oath broke from h�s l�ps. "I don't care for myself," he excla�med, "but
don't let S�byl.... It �s a gentleman, �sn't �t, who �s �n love w�th her, or says
he �s? H�ghly connected, too, I suppose."

For a moment a h�deous sense of hum�l�at�on came over the woman. Her
head drooped. She w�ped her eyes w�th shak�ng hands. "S�byl has a
mother," she murmured; "I had none."

The lad was touched. He went towards her, and stoop�ng down, he k�ssed
her. "I am sorry �f I have pa�ned you by ask�ng about my father," he sa�d,
"but I could not help �t. I must go now. Good-bye. Don't forget that you w�ll
have only one ch�ld now to look after, and bel�eve me that �f th�s man
wrongs my s�ster, I w�ll f�nd out who he �s, track h�m down, and k�ll h�m
l�ke a dog. I swear �t."

The exaggerated folly of the threat, the pass�onate gesture that
accompan�ed �t, the mad melodramat�c words, made l�fe seem more v�v�d to



her. She was fam�l�ar w�th the atmosphere. She breathed more freely, and
for the f�rst t�me for many months she really adm�red her son. She would
have l�ked to have cont�nued the scene on the same emot�onal scale, but he
cut her short. Trunks had to be carr�ed down and mufflers looked for. The
lodg�ng-house drudge bustled �n and out. There was the barga�n�ng w�th the
cabman. The moment was lost �n vulgar deta�ls. It was w�th a renewed
feel�ng of d�sappo�ntment that she waved the tattered lace handkerch�ef
from the w�ndow, as her son drove away. She was consc�ous that a great
opportun�ty had been wasted. She consoled herself by tell�ng S�byl how
desolate she felt her l�fe would be, now that she had only one ch�ld to look
after. She remembered the phrase. It had pleased her. Of the threat she sa�d
noth�ng. It was v�v�dly and dramat�cally expressed. She felt that they would
all laugh at �t some day.

CHAPTER 6

"I suppose you have heard the news, Bas�l?" sa�d Lord Henry that
even�ng as Hallward was shown �nto a l�ttle pr�vate room at the Br�stol
where d�nner had been la�d for three.

"No, Harry," answered the art�st, g�v�ng h�s hat and coat to the bow�ng
wa�ter. "What �s �t? Noth�ng about pol�t�cs, I hope! They don't �nterest me.
There �s hardly a s�ngle person �n the House of Commons worth pa�nt�ng,
though many of them would be the better for a l�ttle wh�tewash�ng."

"Dor�an Gray �s engaged to be marr�ed," sa�d Lord Henry, watch�ng h�m
as he spoke.

Hallward started and then frowned. "Dor�an engaged to be marr�ed!" he
cr�ed. "Imposs�ble!"

"It �s perfectly true."



"To whom?"

"To some l�ttle actress or other."

"I can't bel�eve �t. Dor�an �s far too sens�ble."

"Dor�an �s far too w�se not to do fool�sh th�ngs now and then, my dear
Bas�l."

"Marr�age �s hardly a th�ng that one can do now and then, Harry."

"Except �n Amer�ca," rejo�ned Lord Henry langu�dly. "But I d�dn't say he
was marr�ed. I sa�d he was engaged to be marr�ed. There �s a great
d�fference. I have a d�st�nct remembrance of be�ng marr�ed, but I have no
recollect�on at all of be�ng engaged. I am �ncl�ned to th�nk that I never was
engaged."

"But th�nk of Dor�an's b�rth, and pos�t�on, and wealth. It would be absurd
for h�m to marry so much beneath h�m."

"If you want to make h�m marry th�s g�rl, tell h�m that, Bas�l. He �s sure
to do �t, then. Whenever a man does a thoroughly stup�d th�ng, �t �s always
from the noblest mot�ves."

"I hope the g�rl �s good, Harry. I don't want to see Dor�an t�ed to some
v�le creature, who m�ght degrade h�s nature and ru�n h�s �ntellect."

"Oh, she �s better than good—she �s beaut�ful," murmured Lord Henry,
s�pp�ng a glass of vermouth and orange-b�tters. "Dor�an says she �s
beaut�ful, and he �s not often wrong about th�ngs of that k�nd. Your portra�t
of h�m has qu�ckened h�s apprec�at�on of the personal appearance of other
people. It has had that excellent effect, amongst others. We are to see her to-
n�ght, �f that boy doesn't forget h�s appo�ntment."

"Are you ser�ous?"

"Qu�te ser�ous, Bas�l. I should be m�serable �f I thought I should ever be
more ser�ous than I am at the present moment."



"But do you approve of �t, Harry?" asked the pa�nter, walk�ng up and
down the room and b�t�ng h�s l�p. "You can't approve of �t, poss�bly. It �s
some s�lly �nfatuat�on."

"I never approve, or d�sapprove, of anyth�ng now. It �s an absurd att�tude
to take towards l�fe. We are not sent �nto the world to a�r our moral
prejud�ces. I never take any not�ce of what common people say, and I never
�nterfere w�th what charm�ng people do. If a personal�ty fasc�nates me,
whatever mode of express�on that personal�ty selects �s absolutely del�ghtful
to me. Dor�an Gray falls �n love w�th a beaut�ful g�rl who acts Jul�et, and
proposes to marry her. Why not? If he wedded Messal�na, he would be none
the less �nterest�ng. You know I am not a champ�on of marr�age. The real
drawback to marr�age �s that �t makes one unself�sh. And unself�sh people
are colourless. They lack �nd�v�dual�ty. St�ll, there are certa�n temperaments
that marr�age makes more complex. They reta�n the�r egot�sm, and add to �t
many other egos. They are forced to have more than one l�fe. They become
more h�ghly organ�zed, and to be h�ghly organ�zed �s, I should fancy, the
object of man's ex�stence. Bes�des, every exper�ence �s of value, and
whatever one may say aga�nst marr�age, �t �s certa�nly an exper�ence. I hope
that Dor�an Gray w�ll make th�s g�rl h�s w�fe, pass�onately adore her for s�x
months, and then suddenly become fasc�nated by some one else. He would
be a wonderful study."

"You don't mean a s�ngle word of all that, Harry; you know you don't. If
Dor�an Gray's l�fe were spo�led, no one would be sorr�er than yourself. You
are much better than you pretend to be."

Lord Henry laughed. "The reason we all l�ke to th�nk so well of others �s
that we are all afra�d for ourselves. The bas�s of opt�m�sm �s sheer terror.
We th�nk that we are generous because we cred�t our ne�ghbour w�th the
possess�on of those v�rtues that are l�kely to be a benef�t to us. We pra�se the
banker that we may overdraw our account, and f�nd good qual�t�es �n the
h�ghwayman �n the hope that he may spare our pockets. I mean everyth�ng
that I have sa�d. I have the greatest contempt for opt�m�sm. As for a spo�led
l�fe, no l�fe �s spo�led but one whose growth �s arrested. If you want to mar
a nature, you have merely to reform �t. As for marr�age, of course that
would be s�lly, but there are other and more �nterest�ng bonds between men



and women. I w�ll certa�nly encourage them. They have the charm of be�ng
fash�onable. But here �s Dor�an h�mself. He w�ll tell you more than I can."

"My dear Harry, my dear Bas�l, you must both congratulate me!" sa�d the
lad, throw�ng off h�s even�ng cape w�th �ts sat�n-l�ned w�ngs and shak�ng
each of h�s fr�ends by the hand �n turn. "I have never been so happy. Of
course, �t �s sudden—all really del�ghtful th�ngs are. And yet �t seems to me
to be the one th�ng I have been look�ng for all my l�fe." He was flushed w�th
exc�tement and pleasure, and looked extraord�nar�ly handsome.

"I hope you w�ll always be very happy, Dor�an," sa�d Hallward, "but I
don't qu�te forg�ve you for not hav�ng let me know of your engagement.
You let Harry know."

"And I don't forg�ve you for be�ng late for d�nner," broke �n Lord Henry,
putt�ng h�s hand on the lad's shoulder and sm�l�ng as he spoke. "Come, let
us s�t down and try what the new chef here �s l�ke, and then you w�ll tell us
how �t all came about."

"There �s really not much to tell," cr�ed Dor�an as they took the�r seats at
the small round table. "What happened was s�mply th�s. After I left you
yesterday even�ng, Harry, I dressed, had some d�nner at that l�ttle Ital�an
restaurant �n Rupert Street you �ntroduced me to, and went down at e�ght
o'clock to the theatre. S�byl was play�ng Rosal�nd. Of course, the scenery
was dreadful and the Orlando absurd. But S�byl! You should have seen her!
When she came on �n her boy's clothes, she was perfectly wonderful. She
wore a moss-coloured velvet jerk�n w�th c�nnamon sleeves, sl�m, brown,
cross-gartered hose, a da�nty l�ttle green cap w�th a hawk's feather caught �n
a jewel, and a hooded cloak l�ned w�th dull red. She had never seemed to
me more exqu�s�te. She had all the del�cate grace of that Tanagra f�gur�ne
that you have �n your stud�o, Bas�l. Her ha�r clustered round her face l�ke
dark leaves round a pale rose. As for her act�ng—well, you shall see her to-
n�ght. She �s s�mply a born art�st. I sat �n the d�ngy box absolutely
enthralled. I forgot that I was �n London and �n the n�neteenth century. I was
away w�th my love �n a forest that no man had ever seen. After the
performance was over, I went beh�nd and spoke to her. As we were s�tt�ng
together, suddenly there came �nto her eyes a look that I had never seen
there before. My l�ps moved towards hers. We k�ssed each other. I can't



descr�be to you what I felt at that moment. It seemed to me that all my l�fe
had been narrowed to one perfect po�nt of rose-coloured joy. She trembled
all over and shook l�ke a wh�te narc�ssus. Then she flung herself on her
knees and k�ssed my hands. I feel that I should not tell you all th�s, but I
can't help �t. Of course, our engagement �s a dead secret. She has not even
told her own mother. I don't know what my guard�ans w�ll say. Lord Radley
�s sure to be fur�ous. I don't care. I shall be of age �n less than a year, and
then I can do what I l�ke. I have been r�ght, Bas�l, haven't I, to take my love
out of poetry and to f�nd my w�fe �n Shakespeare's plays? L�ps that
Shakespeare taught to speak have wh�spered the�r secret �n my ear. I have
had the arms of Rosal�nd around me, and k�ssed Jul�et on the mouth."

"Yes, Dor�an, I suppose you were r�ght," sa�d Hallward slowly.

"Have you seen her to-day?" asked Lord Henry.

Dor�an Gray shook h�s head. "I left her �n the forest of Arden; I shall f�nd
her �n an orchard �n Verona."

Lord Henry s�pped h�s champagne �n a med�tat�ve manner. "At what
part�cular po�nt d�d you ment�on the word marr�age, Dor�an? And what d�d
she say �n answer? Perhaps you forgot all about �t."

"My dear Harry, I d�d not treat �t as a bus�ness transact�on, and I d�d not
make any formal proposal. I told her that I loved her, and she sa�d she was
not worthy to be my w�fe. Not worthy! Why, the whole world �s noth�ng to
me compared w�th her."

"Women are wonderfully pract�cal," murmured Lord Henry, "much more
pract�cal than we are. In s�tuat�ons of that k�nd we often forget to say
anyth�ng about marr�age, and they always rem�nd us."

Hallward la�d h�s hand upon h�s arm. "Don't, Harry. You have annoyed
Dor�an. He �s not l�ke other men. He would never br�ng m�sery upon any
one. H�s nature �s too f�ne for that."

Lord Henry looked across the table. "Dor�an �s never annoyed w�th me,"
he answered. "I asked the quest�on for the best reason poss�ble, for the only



reason, �ndeed, that excuses one for ask�ng any quest�on—s�mple cur�os�ty.
I have a theory that �t �s always the women who propose to us, and not we
who propose to the women. Except, of course, �n m�ddle-class l�fe. But then
the m�ddle classes are not modern."

Dor�an Gray laughed, and tossed h�s head. "You are qu�te �ncorr�g�ble,
Harry; but I don't m�nd. It �s �mposs�ble to be angry w�th you. When you
see S�byl Vane, you w�ll feel that the man who could wrong her would be a
beast, a beast w�thout a heart. I cannot understand how any one can w�sh to
shame the th�ng he loves. I love S�byl Vane. I want to place her on a
pedestal of gold and to see the world worsh�p the woman who �s m�ne.
What �s marr�age? An �rrevocable vow. You mock at �t for that. Ah! don't
mock. It �s an �rrevocable vow that I want to take. Her trust makes me
fa�thful, her bel�ef makes me good. When I am w�th her, I regret all that you
have taught me. I become d�fferent from what you have known me to be. I
am changed, and the mere touch of S�byl Vane's hand makes me forget you
and all your wrong, fasc�nat�ng, po�sonous, del�ghtful theor�es."

"And those are ...?" asked Lord Henry, help�ng h�mself to some salad.

"Oh, your theor�es about l�fe, your theor�es about love, your theor�es
about pleasure. All your theor�es, �n fact, Harry."

"Pleasure �s the only th�ng worth hav�ng a theory about," he answered �n
h�s slow melod�ous vo�ce. "But I am afra�d I cannot cla�m my theory as my
own. It belongs to Nature, not to me. Pleasure �s Nature's test, her s�gn of
approval. When we are happy, we are always good, but when we are good,
we are not always happy."

"Ah! but what do you mean by good?" cr�ed Bas�l Hallward.

"Yes," echoed Dor�an, lean�ng back �n h�s cha�r and look�ng at Lord
Henry over the heavy clusters of purple-l�pped �r�ses that stood �n the centre
of the table, "what do you mean by good, Harry?"

"To be good �s to be �n harmony w�th one's self," he repl�ed, touch�ng the
th�n stem of h�s glass w�th h�s pale, f�ne-po�nted f�ngers. "D�scord �s to be
forced to be �n harmony w�th others. One's own l�fe—that �s the �mportant



th�ng. As for the l�ves of one's ne�ghbours, �f one w�shes to be a pr�g or a
Pur�tan, one can flaunt one's moral v�ews about them, but they are not one's
concern. Bes�des, �nd�v�dual�sm has really the h�gher a�m. Modern moral�ty
cons�sts �n accept�ng the standard of one's age. I cons�der that for any man
of culture to accept the standard of h�s age �s a form of the grossest
�mmoral�ty."

"But, surely, �f one l�ves merely for one's self, Harry, one pays a terr�ble
pr�ce for do�ng so?" suggested the pa�nter.

"Yes, we are overcharged for everyth�ng nowadays. I should fancy that
the real tragedy of the poor �s that they can afford noth�ng but self-den�al.
Beaut�ful s�ns, l�ke beaut�ful th�ngs, are the pr�v�lege of the r�ch."

"One has to pay �n other ways but money."

"What sort of ways, Bas�l?"

"Oh! I should fancy �n remorse, �n suffer�ng, �n ... well, �n the
consc�ousness of degradat�on."

Lord Henry shrugged h�s shoulders. "My dear fellow, med�aeval art �s
charm�ng, but med�aeval emot�ons are out of date. One can use them �n
f�ct�on, of course. But then the only th�ngs that one can use �n f�ct�on are the
th�ngs that one has ceased to use �n fact. Bel�eve me, no c�v�l�zed man ever
regrets a pleasure, and no unc�v�l�zed man ever knows what a pleasure �s."

"I know what pleasure �s," cr�ed Dor�an Gray. "It �s to adore some one."

"That �s certa�nly better than be�ng adored," he answered, toy�ng w�th
some fru�ts. "Be�ng adored �s a nu�sance. Women treat us just as human�ty
treats �ts gods. They worsh�p us, and are always bother�ng us to do
someth�ng for them."

"I should have sa�d that whatever they ask for they had f�rst g�ven to us,"
murmured the lad gravely. "They create love �n our natures. They have a
r�ght to demand �t back."



"That �s qu�te true, Dor�an," cr�ed Hallward.

"Noth�ng �s ever qu�te true," sa�d Lord Henry.

"Th�s �s," �nterrupted Dor�an. "You must adm�t, Harry, that women g�ve
to men the very gold of the�r l�ves."

"Poss�bly," he s�ghed, "but they �nvar�ably want �t back �n such very
small change. That �s the worry. Women, as some w�tty Frenchman once
put �t, �nsp�re us w�th the des�re to do masterp�eces and always prevent us
from carry�ng them out."

"Harry, you are dreadful! I don't know why I l�ke you so much."

"You w�ll always l�ke me, Dor�an," he repl�ed. "W�ll you have some
coffee, you fellows? Wa�ter, br�ng coffee, and f�ne-champagne, and some
c�garettes. No, don't m�nd the c�garettes—I have some. Bas�l, I can't allow
you to smoke c�gars. You must have a c�garette. A c�garette �s the perfect
type of a perfect pleasure. It �s exqu�s�te, and �t leaves one unsat�sf�ed. What
more can one want? Yes, Dor�an, you w�ll always be fond of me. I represent
to you all the s�ns you have never had the courage to comm�t."

"What nonsense you talk, Harry!" cr�ed the lad, tak�ng a l�ght from a
f�re-breath�ng s�lver dragon that the wa�ter had placed on the table. "Let us
go down to the theatre. When S�byl comes on the stage you w�ll have a new
�deal of l�fe. She w�ll represent someth�ng to you that you have never
known."

"I have known everyth�ng," sa�d Lord Henry, w�th a t�red look �n h�s
eyes, "but I am always ready for a new emot�on. I am afra�d, however, that,
for me at any rate, there �s no such th�ng. St�ll, your wonderful g�rl may
thr�ll me. I love act�ng. It �s so much more real than l�fe. Let us go. Dor�an,
you w�ll come w�th me. I am so sorry, Bas�l, but there �s only room for two
�n the brougham. You must follow us �n a hansom."

They got up and put on the�r coats, s�pp�ng the�r coffee stand�ng. The
pa�nter was s�lent and preoccup�ed. There was a gloom over h�m. He could
not bear th�s marr�age, and yet �t seemed to h�m to be better than many



other th�ngs that m�ght have happened. After a few m�nutes, they all passed
downsta�rs. He drove off by h�mself, as had been arranged, and watched the
flash�ng l�ghts of the l�ttle brougham �n front of h�m. A strange sense of loss
came over h�m. He felt that Dor�an Gray would never aga�n be to h�m all
that he had been �n the past. L�fe had come between them.... H�s eyes
darkened, and the crowded flar�ng streets became blurred to h�s eyes. When
the cab drew up at the theatre, �t seemed to h�m that he had grown years
older.

CHAPTER 7

For some reason or other, the house was crowded that n�ght, and the fat
Jew manager who met them at the door was beam�ng from ear to ear w�th
an o�ly tremulous sm�le. He escorted them to the�r box w�th a sort of
pompous hum�l�ty, wav�ng h�s fat jewelled hands and talk�ng at the top of
h�s vo�ce. Dor�an Gray loathed h�m more than ever. He felt as �f he had
come to look for M�randa and had been met by Cal�ban. Lord Henry, upon
the other hand, rather l�ked h�m. At least he declared he d�d, and �ns�sted on
shak�ng h�m by the hand and assur�ng h�m that he was proud to meet a man
who had d�scovered a real gen�us and gone bankrupt over a poet. Hallward
amused h�mself w�th watch�ng the faces �n the p�t. The heat was terr�bly
oppress�ve, and the huge sunl�ght flamed l�ke a monstrous dahl�a w�th
petals of yellow f�re. The youths �n the gallery had taken off the�r coats and
wa�stcoats and hung them over the s�de. They talked to each other across
the theatre and shared the�r oranges w�th the tawdry g�rls who sat bes�de
them. Some women were laugh�ng �n the p�t. The�r vo�ces were horr�bly
shr�ll and d�scordant. The sound of the popp�ng of corks came from the bar.

"What a place to f�nd one's d�v�n�ty �n!" sa�d Lord Henry.

"Yes!" answered Dor�an Gray. "It was here I found her, and she �s d�v�ne
beyond all l�v�ng th�ngs. When she acts, you w�ll forget everyth�ng. These
common rough people, w�th the�r coarse faces and brutal gestures, become



qu�te d�fferent when she �s on the stage. They s�t s�lently and watch her.
They weep and laugh as she w�lls them to do. She makes them as
respons�ve as a v�ol�n. She sp�r�tual�zes them, and one feels that they are of
the same flesh and blood as one's self."

"The same flesh and blood as one's self! Oh, I hope not!" excla�med
Lord Henry, who was scann�ng the occupants of the gallery through h�s
opera-glass.

"Don't pay any attent�on to h�m, Dor�an," sa�d the pa�nter. "I understand
what you mean, and I bel�eve �n th�s g�rl. Any one you love must be
marvellous, and any g�rl who has the effect you descr�be must be f�ne and
noble. To sp�r�tual�ze one's age—that �s someth�ng worth do�ng. If th�s g�rl
can g�ve a soul to those who have l�ved w�thout one, �f she can create the
sense of beauty �n people whose l�ves have been sord�d and ugly, �f she can
str�p them of the�r self�shness and lend them tears for sorrows that are not
the�r own, she �s worthy of all your adorat�on, worthy of the adorat�on of
the world. Th�s marr�age �s qu�te r�ght. I d�d not th�nk so at f�rst, but I adm�t
�t now. The gods made S�byl Vane for you. W�thout her you would have
been �ncomplete."

"Thanks, Bas�l," answered Dor�an Gray, press�ng h�s hand. "I knew that
you would understand me. Harry �s so cyn�cal, he terr�f�es me. But here �s
the orchestra. It �s qu�te dreadful, but �t only lasts for about f�ve m�nutes.
Then the curta�n r�ses, and you w�ll see the g�rl to whom I am go�ng to g�ve
all my l�fe, to whom I have g�ven everyth�ng that �s good �n me."

A quarter of an hour afterwards, am�dst an extraord�nary turmo�l of
applause, S�byl Vane stepped on to the stage. Yes, she was certa�nly lovely
to look at—one of the lovel�est creatures, Lord Henry thought, that he had
ever seen. There was someth�ng of the fawn �n her shy grace and startled
eyes. A fa�nt blush, l�ke the shadow of a rose �n a m�rror of s�lver, came to
her cheeks as she glanced at the crowded enthus�ast�c house. She stepped
back a few paces and her l�ps seemed to tremble. Bas�l Hallward leaped to
h�s feet and began to applaud. Mot�onless, and as one �n a dream, sat Dor�an
Gray, gaz�ng at her. Lord Henry peered through h�s glasses, murmur�ng,
"Charm�ng! charm�ng!"



The scene was the hall of Capulet's house, and Romeo �n h�s p�lgr�m's
dress had entered w�th Mercut�o and h�s other fr�ends. The band, such as �t
was, struck up a few bars of mus�c, and the dance began. Through the
crowd of unga�nly, shabb�ly dressed actors, S�byl Vane moved l�ke a
creature from a f�ner world. Her body swayed, wh�le she danced, as a plant
sways �n the water. The curves of her throat were the curves of a wh�te l�ly.
Her hands seemed to be made of cool �vory.

Yet she was cur�ously l�stless. She showed no s�gn of joy when her eyes
rested on Romeo. The few words she had to speak—

Good p�lgr�m, you do wrong your hand too much,
    Wh�ch mannerly devot�on shows �n th�s;
For sa�nts have hands that p�lgr�ms' hands do touch,
    And palm to palm �s holy palmers' k�ss—

w�th the br�ef d�alogue that follows, were spoken �n a thoroughly
art�f�c�al manner. The vo�ce was exqu�s�te, but from the po�nt of v�ew of
tone �t was absolutely false. It was wrong �n colour. It took away all the l�fe
from the verse. It made the pass�on unreal.

Dor�an Gray grew pale as he watched her. He was puzzled and anx�ous.
Ne�ther of h�s fr�ends dared to say anyth�ng to h�m. She seemed to them to
be absolutely �ncompetent. They were horr�bly d�sappo�nted.

Yet they felt that the true test of any Jul�et �s the balcony scene of the
second act. They wa�ted for that. If she fa�led there, there was noth�ng �n
her.

She looked charm�ng as she came out �n the moonl�ght. That could not
be den�ed. But the stag�ness of her act�ng was unbearable, and grew worse
as she went on. Her gestures became absurdly art�f�c�al. She
overemphas�zed everyth�ng that she had to say. The beaut�ful passage—

Thou knowest the mask of n�ght �s on my face,
Else would a ma�den blush bepa�nt my cheek
For that wh�ch thou hast heard me speak to-n�ght—



was decla�med w�th the pa�nful prec�s�on of a schoolg�rl who has been
taught to rec�te by some second-rate professor of elocut�on. When she
leaned over the balcony and came to those wonderful l�nes—

    Although I joy �n thee,
I have no joy of th�s contract to-n�ght:
It �s too rash, too unadv�sed, too sudden;
Too l�ke the l�ghtn�ng, wh�ch doth cease to be
Ere one can say, "It l�ghtens." Sweet, good-n�ght!
Th�s bud of love by summer's r�pen�ng breath
May prove a beauteous flower when next we meet—

she spoke the words as though they conveyed no mean�ng to her. It was
not nervousness. Indeed, so far from be�ng nervous, she was absolutely self-
conta�ned. It was s�mply bad art. She was a complete fa�lure.

Even the common uneducated aud�ence of the p�t and gallery lost the�r
�nterest �n the play. They got restless, and began to talk loudly and to
wh�stle. The Jew manager, who was stand�ng at the back of the dress-c�rcle,
stamped and swore w�th rage. The only person unmoved was the g�rl
herself.

When the second act was over, there came a storm of h�sses, and Lord
Henry got up from h�s cha�r and put on h�s coat. "She �s qu�te beaut�ful,
Dor�an," he sa�d, "but she can't act. Let us go."

"I am go�ng to see the play through," answered the lad, �n a hard b�tter
vo�ce. "I am awfully sorry that I have made you waste an even�ng, Harry. I
apolog�ze to you both."

"My dear Dor�an, I should th�nk M�ss Vane was �ll," �nterrupted
Hallward. "We w�ll come some other n�ght."

"I w�sh she were �ll," he rejo�ned. "But she seems to me to be s�mply
callous and cold. She has ent�rely altered. Last n�ght she was a great art�st.
Th�s even�ng she �s merely a commonplace med�ocre actress."

"Don't talk l�ke that about any one you love, Dor�an. Love �s a more
wonderful th�ng than art."



"They are both s�mply forms of �m�tat�on," remarked Lord Henry. "But
do let us go. Dor�an, you must not stay here any longer. It �s not good for
one's morals to see bad act�ng. Bes�des, I don't suppose you w�ll want your
w�fe to act, so what does �t matter �f she plays Jul�et l�ke a wooden doll?
She �s very lovely, and �f she knows as l�ttle about l�fe as she does about
act�ng, she w�ll be a del�ghtful exper�ence. There are only two k�nds of
people who are really fasc�nat�ng—people who know absolutely everyth�ng,
and people who know absolutely noth�ng. Good heavens, my dear boy,
don't look so trag�c! The secret of rema�n�ng young �s never to have an
emot�on that �s unbecom�ng. Come to the club w�th Bas�l and myself. We
w�ll smoke c�garettes and dr�nk to the beauty of S�byl Vane. She �s
beaut�ful. What more can you want?"

"Go away, Harry," cr�ed the lad. "I want to be alone. Bas�l, you must go.
Ah! can't you see that my heart �s break�ng?" The hot tears came to h�s eyes.
H�s l�ps trembled, and rush�ng to the back of the box, he leaned up aga�nst
the wall, h�d�ng h�s face �n h�s hands.

"Let us go, Bas�l," sa�d Lord Henry w�th a strange tenderness �n h�s
vo�ce, and the two young men passed out together.

A few moments afterwards the footl�ghts flared up and the curta�n rose
on the th�rd act. Dor�an Gray went back to h�s seat. He looked pale, and
proud, and �nd�fferent. The play dragged on, and seemed �nterm�nable. Half
of the aud�ence went out, tramp�ng �n heavy boots and laugh�ng. The whole
th�ng was a f�asco. The last act was played to almost empty benches. The
curta�n went down on a t�tter and some groans.

As soon as �t was over, Dor�an Gray rushed beh�nd the scenes �nto the
greenroom. The g�rl was stand�ng there alone, w�th a look of tr�umph on her
face. Her eyes were l�t w�th an exqu�s�te f�re. There was a rad�ance about
her. Her parted l�ps were sm�l�ng over some secret of the�r own.

When he entered, she looked at h�m, and an express�on of �nf�n�te joy
came over her. "How badly I acted to-n�ght, Dor�an!" she cr�ed.

"Horr�bly!" he answered, gaz�ng at her �n amazement. "Horr�bly! It was
dreadful. Are you �ll? You have no �dea what �t was. You have no �dea what



I suffered."

The g�rl sm�led. "Dor�an," she answered, l�nger�ng over h�s name w�th
long-drawn mus�c �n her vo�ce, as though �t were sweeter than honey to the
red petals of her mouth. "Dor�an, you should have understood. But you
understand now, don't you?"

"Understand what?" he asked, angr�ly.

"Why I was so bad to-n�ght. Why I shall always be bad. Why I shall
never act well aga�n."

He shrugged h�s shoulders. "You are �ll, I suppose. When you are �ll you
shouldn't act. You make yourself r�d�culous. My fr�ends were bored. I was
bored."

She seemed not to l�sten to h�m. She was transf�gured w�th joy. An
ecstasy of happ�ness dom�nated her.

"Dor�an, Dor�an," she cr�ed, "before I knew you, act�ng was the one
real�ty of my l�fe. It was only �n the theatre that I l�ved. I thought that �t was
all true. I was Rosal�nd one n�ght and Port�a the other. The joy of Beatr�ce
was my joy, and the sorrows of Cordel�a were m�ne also. I bel�eved �n
everyth�ng. The common people who acted w�th me seemed to me to be
godl�ke. The pa�nted scenes were my world. I knew noth�ng but shadows,
and I thought them real. You came—oh, my beaut�ful love!—and you freed
my soul from pr�son. You taught me what real�ty really �s. To-n�ght, for the
f�rst t�me �n my l�fe, I saw through the hollowness, the sham, the s�ll�ness of
the empty pageant �n wh�ch I had always played. To-n�ght, for the f�rst t�me,
I became consc�ous that the Romeo was h�deous, and old, and pa�nted, that
the moonl�ght �n the orchard was false, that the scenery was vulgar, and that
the words I had to speak were unreal, were not my words, were not what I
wanted to say. You had brought me someth�ng h�gher, someth�ng of wh�ch
all art �s but a reflect�on. You had made me understand what love really �s.
My love! My love! Pr�nce Charm�ng! Pr�nce of l�fe! I have grown s�ck of
shadows. You are more to me than all art can ever be. What have I to do
w�th the puppets of a play? When I came on to-n�ght, I could not understand
how �t was that everyth�ng had gone from me. I thought that I was go�ng to



be wonderful. I found that I could do noth�ng. Suddenly �t dawned on my
soul what �t all meant. The knowledge was exqu�s�te to me. I heard them
h�ss�ng, and I sm�led. What could they know of love such as ours? Take me
away, Dor�an—take me away w�th you, where we can be qu�te alone. I hate
the stage. I m�ght m�m�c a pass�on that I do not feel, but I cannot m�m�c one
that burns me l�ke f�re. Oh, Dor�an, Dor�an, you understand now what �t
s�gn�f�es? Even �f I could do �t, �t would be profanat�on for me to play at
be�ng �n love. You have made me see that."

He flung h�mself down on the sofa and turned away h�s face. "You have
k�lled my love," he muttered.

She looked at h�m �n wonder and laughed. He made no answer. She
came across to h�m, and w�th her l�ttle f�ngers stroked h�s ha�r. She knelt
down and pressed h�s hands to her l�ps. He drew them away, and a shudder
ran through h�m.

Then he leaped up and went to the door. "Yes," he cr�ed, "you have k�lled
my love. You used to st�r my �mag�nat�on. Now you don't even st�r my
cur�os�ty. You s�mply produce no effect. I loved you because you were
marvellous, because you had gen�us and �ntellect, because you real�zed the
dreams of great poets and gave shape and substance to the shadows of art.
You have thrown �t all away. You are shallow and stup�d. My God! how
mad I was to love you! What a fool I have been! You are noth�ng to me
now. I w�ll never see you aga�n. I w�ll never th�nk of you. I w�ll never
ment�on your name. You don't know what you were to me, once. Why, once
... Oh, I can't bear to th�nk of �t! I w�sh I had never la�d eyes upon you! You
have spo�led the romance of my l�fe. How l�ttle you can know of love, �f
you say �t mars your art! W�thout your art, you are noth�ng. I would have
made you famous, splend�d, magn�f�cent. The world would have
worsh�pped you, and you would have borne my name. What are you now?
A th�rd-rate actress w�th a pretty face."

The g�rl grew wh�te, and trembled. She clenched her hands together, and
her vo�ce seemed to catch �n her throat. "You are not ser�ous, Dor�an?" she
murmured. "You are act�ng."

"Act�ng! I leave that to you. You do �t so well," he answered b�tterly.



She rose from her knees and, w�th a p�teous express�on of pa�n �n her
face, came across the room to h�m. She put her hand upon h�s arm and
looked �nto h�s eyes. He thrust her back. "Don't touch me!" he cr�ed.

A low moan broke from her, and she flung herself at h�s feet and lay
there l�ke a trampled flower. "Dor�an, Dor�an, don't leave me!" she
wh�spered. "I am so sorry I d�dn't act well. I was th�nk�ng of you all the
t�me. But I w�ll try—�ndeed, I w�ll try. It came so suddenly across me, my
love for you. I th�nk I should never have known �t �f you had not k�ssed me
—�f we had not k�ssed each other. K�ss me aga�n, my love. Don't go away
from me. I couldn't bear �t. Oh! don't go away from me. My brother ... No;
never m�nd. He d�dn't mean �t. He was �n jest.... But you, oh! can't you
forg�ve me for to-n�ght? I w�ll work so hard and try to �mprove. Don't be
cruel to me, because I love you better than anyth�ng �n the world. After all,
�t �s only once that I have not pleased you. But you are qu�te r�ght, Dor�an. I
should have shown myself more of an art�st. It was fool�sh of me, and yet I
couldn't help �t. Oh, don't leave me, don't leave me." A f�t of pass�onate
sobb�ng choked her. She crouched on the floor l�ke a wounded th�ng, and
Dor�an Gray, w�th h�s beaut�ful eyes, looked down at her, and h�s ch�selled
l�ps curled �n exqu�s�te d�sda�n. There �s always someth�ng r�d�culous about
the emot�ons of people whom one has ceased to love. S�byl Vane seemed to
h�m to be absurdly melodramat�c. Her tears and sobs annoyed h�m.

"I am go�ng," he sa�d at last �n h�s calm clear vo�ce. "I don't w�sh to be
unk�nd, but I can't see you aga�n. You have d�sappo�nted me."

She wept s�lently, and made no answer, but crept nearer. Her l�ttle hands
stretched bl�ndly out, and appeared to be seek�ng for h�m. He turned on h�s
heel and left the room. In a few moments he was out of the theatre.

Where he went to he hardly knew. He remembered wander�ng through
d�mly l�t streets, past gaunt, black-shadowed archways and ev�l-look�ng
houses. Women w�th hoarse vo�ces and harsh laughter had called after h�m.
Drunkards had reeled by, curs�ng and chatter�ng to themselves l�ke
monstrous apes. He had seen grotesque ch�ldren huddled upon door-steps,
and heard shr�eks and oaths from gloomy courts.



As the dawn was just break�ng, he found h�mself close to Covent
Garden. The darkness l�fted, and, flushed w�th fa�nt f�res, the sky hollowed
�tself �nto a perfect pearl. Huge carts f�lled w�th nodd�ng l�l�es rumbled
slowly down the pol�shed empty street. The a�r was heavy w�th the perfume
of the flowers, and the�r beauty seemed to br�ng h�m an anodyne for h�s
pa�n. He followed �nto the market and watched the men unload�ng the�r
waggons. A wh�te-smocked carter offered h�m some cherr�es. He thanked
h�m, wondered why he refused to accept any money for them, and began to
eat them l�stlessly. They had been plucked at m�dn�ght, and the coldness of
the moon had entered �nto them. A long l�ne of boys carry�ng crates of
str�ped tul�ps, and of yellow and red roses, def�led �n front of h�m, thread�ng
the�r way through the huge, jade-green p�les of vegetables. Under the
port�co, w�th �ts grey, sun-bleached p�llars, lo�tered a troop of draggled
bareheaded g�rls, wa�t�ng for the auct�on to be over. Others crowded round
the sw�ng�ng doors of the coffee-house �n the p�azza. The heavy cart-horses
sl�pped and stamped upon the rough stones, shak�ng the�r bells and
trapp�ngs. Some of the dr�vers were ly�ng asleep on a p�le of sacks. Ir�s-
necked and p�nk-footed, the p�geons ran about p�ck�ng up seeds.

After a l�ttle wh�le, he ha�led a hansom and drove home. For a few
moments he lo�tered upon the doorstep, look�ng round at the s�lent square,
w�th �ts blank, close-shuttered w�ndows and �ts star�ng bl�nds. The sky was
pure opal now, and the roofs of the houses gl�stened l�ke s�lver aga�nst �t.
From some ch�mney oppos�te a th�n wreath of smoke was r�s�ng. It curled, a
v�olet r�band, through the nacre-coloured a�r.

In the huge g�lt Venet�an lantern, spo�l of some Doge's barge, that hung
from the ce�l�ng of the great, oak-panelled hall of entrance, l�ghts were st�ll
burn�ng from three fl�cker�ng jets: th�n blue petals of flame they seemed,
r�mmed w�th wh�te f�re. He turned them out and, hav�ng thrown h�s hat and
cape on the table, passed through the l�brary towards the door of h�s
bedroom, a large octagonal chamber on the ground floor that, �n h�s new-
born feel�ng for luxury, he had just had decorated for h�mself and hung w�th
some cur�ous Rena�ssance tapestr�es that had been d�scovered stored �n a
d�sused att�c at Selby Royal. As he was turn�ng the handle of the door, h�s
eye fell upon the portra�t Bas�l Hallward had pa�nted of h�m. He started
back as �f �n surpr�se. Then he went on �nto h�s own room, look�ng



somewhat puzzled. After he had taken the button-hole out of h�s coat, he
seemed to hes�tate. F�nally, he came back, went over to the p�cture, and
exam�ned �t. In the d�m arrested l�ght that struggled through the cream-
coloured s�lk bl�nds, the face appeared to h�m to be a l�ttle changed. The
express�on looked d�fferent. One would have sa�d that there was a touch of
cruelty �n the mouth. It was certa�nly strange.

He turned round and, walk�ng to the w�ndow, drew up the bl�nd. The
br�ght dawn flooded the room and swept the fantast�c shadows �nto dusky
corners, where they lay shudder�ng. But the strange express�on that he had
not�ced �n the face of the portra�t seemed to l�nger there, to be more
�ntens�f�ed even. The qu�ver�ng ardent sunl�ght showed h�m the l�nes of
cruelty round the mouth as clearly as �f he had been look�ng �nto a m�rror
after he had done some dreadful th�ng.

He w�nced and, tak�ng up from the table an oval glass framed �n �vory
Cup�ds, one of Lord Henry's many presents to h�m, glanced hurr�edly �nto
�ts pol�shed depths. No l�ne l�ke that warped h�s red l�ps. What d�d �t mean?

He rubbed h�s eyes, and came close to the p�cture, and exam�ned �t
aga�n. There were no s�gns of any change when he looked �nto the actual
pa�nt�ng, and yet there was no doubt that the whole express�on had altered.
It was not a mere fancy of h�s own. The th�ng was horr�bly apparent.

He threw h�mself �nto a cha�r and began to th�nk. Suddenly there flashed
across h�s m�nd what he had sa�d �n Bas�l Hallward's stud�o the day the
p�cture had been f�n�shed. Yes, he remembered �t perfectly. He had uttered a
mad w�sh that he h�mself m�ght rema�n young, and the portra�t grow old;
that h�s own beauty m�ght be untarn�shed, and the face on the canvas bear
the burden of h�s pass�ons and h�s s�ns; that the pa�nted �mage m�ght be
seared w�th the l�nes of suffer�ng and thought, and that he m�ght keep all the
del�cate bloom and lovel�ness of h�s then just consc�ous boyhood. Surely h�s
w�sh had not been fulf�lled? Such th�ngs were �mposs�ble. It seemed
monstrous even to th�nk of them. And, yet, there was the p�cture before
h�m, w�th the touch of cruelty �n the mouth.

Cruelty! Had he been cruel? It was the g�rl's fault, not h�s. He had
dreamed of her as a great art�st, had g�ven h�s love to her because he had



thought her great. Then she had d�sappo�nted h�m. She had been shallow
and unworthy. And, yet, a feel�ng of �nf�n�te regret came over h�m, as he
thought of her ly�ng at h�s feet sobb�ng l�ke a l�ttle ch�ld. He remembered
w�th what callousness he had watched her. Why had he been made l�ke
that? Why had such a soul been g�ven to h�m? But he had suffered also.
Dur�ng the three terr�ble hours that the play had lasted, he had l�ved
centur�es of pa�n, aeon upon aeon of torture. H�s l�fe was well worth hers.
She had marred h�m for a moment, �f he had wounded her for an age.
Bes�des, women were better su�ted to bear sorrow than men. They l�ved on
the�r emot�ons. They only thought of the�r emot�ons. When they took
lovers, �t was merely to have some one w�th whom they could have scenes.
Lord Henry had told h�m that, and Lord Henry knew what women were.
Why should he trouble about S�byl Vane? She was noth�ng to h�m now.

But the p�cture? What was he to say of that? It held the secret of h�s l�fe,
and told h�s story. It had taught h�m to love h�s own beauty. Would �t teach
h�m to loathe h�s own soul? Would he ever look at �t aga�n?

No; �t was merely an �llus�on wrought on the troubled senses. The
horr�ble n�ght that he had passed had left phantoms beh�nd �t. Suddenly
there had fallen upon h�s bra�n that t�ny scarlet speck that makes men mad.
The p�cture had not changed. It was folly to th�nk so.

Yet �t was watch�ng h�m, w�th �ts beaut�ful marred face and �ts cruel
sm�le. Its br�ght ha�r gleamed �n the early sunl�ght. Its blue eyes met h�s
own. A sense of �nf�n�te p�ty, not for h�mself, but for the pa�nted �mage of
h�mself, came over h�m. It had altered already, and would alter more. Its
gold would w�ther �nto grey. Its red and wh�te roses would d�e. For every
s�n that he comm�tted, a sta�n would fleck and wreck �ts fa�rness. But he
would not s�n. The p�cture, changed or unchanged, would be to h�m the
v�s�ble emblem of consc�ence. He would res�st temptat�on. He would not
see Lord Henry any more—would not, at any rate, l�sten to those subtle
po�sonous theor�es that �n Bas�l Hallward's garden had f�rst st�rred w�th�n
h�m the pass�on for �mposs�ble th�ngs. He would go back to S�byl Vane,
make her amends, marry her, try to love her aga�n. Yes, �t was h�s duty to do
so. She must have suffered more than he had. Poor ch�ld! He had been
self�sh and cruel to her. The fasc�nat�on that she had exerc�sed over h�m



would return. They would be happy together. H�s l�fe w�th her would be
beaut�ful and pure.

He got up from h�s cha�r and drew a large screen r�ght �n front of the
portra�t, shudder�ng as he glanced at �t. "How horr�ble!" he murmured to
h�mself, and he walked across to the w�ndow and opened �t. When he
stepped out on to the grass, he drew a deep breath. The fresh morn�ng a�r
seemed to dr�ve away all h�s sombre pass�ons. He thought only of S�byl. A
fa�nt echo of h�s love came back to h�m. He repeated her name over and
over aga�n. The b�rds that were s�ng�ng �n the dew-drenched garden seemed
to be tell�ng the flowers about her.

CHAPTER 8

It was long past noon when he awoke. H�s valet had crept several t�mes
on t�ptoe �nto the room to see �f he was st�rr�ng, and had wondered what
made h�s young master sleep so late. F�nally h�s bell sounded, and V�ctor
came �n softly w�th a cup of tea, and a p�le of letters, on a small tray of old
Sevres ch�na, and drew back the ol�ve-sat�n curta�ns, w�th the�r sh�mmer�ng
blue l�n�ng, that hung �n front of the three tall w�ndows.

"Mons�eur has well slept th�s morn�ng," he sa�d, sm�l�ng.

"What o'clock �s �t, V�ctor?" asked Dor�an Gray drows�ly.

"One hour and a quarter, Mons�eur."

How late �t was! He sat up, and hav�ng s�pped some tea, turned over h�s
letters. One of them was from Lord Henry, and had been brought by hand
that morn�ng. He hes�tated for a moment, and then put �t as�de. The others
he opened l�stlessly. They conta�ned the usual collect�on of cards,
�nv�tat�ons to d�nner, t�ckets for pr�vate v�ews, programmes of char�ty
concerts, and the l�ke that are showered on fash�onable young men every



morn�ng dur�ng the season. There was a rather heavy b�ll for a chased s�lver
Lou�s-Qu�nze to�let-set that he had not yet had the courage to send on to h�s
guard�ans, who were extremely old-fash�oned people and d�d not real�ze
that we l�ve �n an age when unnecessary th�ngs are our only necess�t�es; and
there were several very courteously worded commun�cat�ons from Jermyn
Street money-lenders offer�ng to advance any sum of money at a moment's
not�ce and at the most reasonable rates of �nterest.

After about ten m�nutes he got up, and throw�ng on an elaborate
dress�ng-gown of s�lk-embro�dered cashmere wool, passed �nto the onyx-
paved bathroom. The cool water refreshed h�m after h�s long sleep. He
seemed to have forgotten all that he had gone through. A d�m sense of
hav�ng taken part �n some strange tragedy came to h�m once or tw�ce, but
there was the unreal�ty of a dream about �t.

As soon as he was dressed, he went �nto the l�brary and sat down to a
l�ght French breakfast that had been la�d out for h�m on a small round table
close to the open w�ndow. It was an exqu�s�te day. The warm a�r seemed
laden w�th sp�ces. A bee flew �n and buzzed round the blue-dragon bowl
that, f�lled w�th sulphur-yellow roses, stood before h�m. He felt perfectly
happy.

Suddenly h�s eye fell on the screen that he had placed �n front of the
portra�t, and he started.

"Too cold for Mons�eur?" asked h�s valet, putt�ng an omelette on the
table. "I shut the w�ndow?"

Dor�an shook h�s head. "I am not cold," he murmured.

Was �t all true? Had the portra�t really changed? Or had �t been s�mply
h�s own �mag�nat�on that had made h�m see a look of ev�l where there had
been a look of joy? Surely a pa�nted canvas could not alter? The th�ng was
absurd. It would serve as a tale to tell Bas�l some day. It would make h�m
sm�le.

And, yet, how v�v�d was h�s recollect�on of the whole th�ng! F�rst �n the
d�m tw�l�ght, and then �n the br�ght dawn, he had seen the touch of cruelty



round the warped l�ps. He almost dreaded h�s valet leav�ng the room. He
knew that when he was alone he would have to exam�ne the portra�t. He
was afra�d of certa�nty. When the coffee and c�garettes had been brought
and the man turned to go, he felt a w�ld des�re to tell h�m to rema�n. As the
door was clos�ng beh�nd h�m, he called h�m back. The man stood wa�t�ng
for h�s orders. Dor�an looked at h�m for a moment. "I am not at home to any
one, V�ctor," he sa�d w�th a s�gh. The man bowed and ret�red.

Then he rose from the table, l�t a c�garette, and flung h�mself down on a
luxur�ously cush�oned couch that stood fac�ng the screen. The screen was
an old one, of g�lt Span�sh leather, stamped and wrought w�th a rather flor�d
Lou�s-Quatorze pattern. He scanned �t cur�ously, wonder�ng �f ever before �t
had concealed the secret of a man's l�fe.

Should he move �t as�de, after all? Why not let �t stay there? What was
the use of know�ng? If the th�ng was true, �t was terr�ble. If �t was not true,
why trouble about �t? But what �f, by some fate or deadl�er chance, eyes
other than h�s sp�ed beh�nd and saw the horr�ble change? What should he do
�f Bas�l Hallward came and asked to look at h�s own p�cture? Bas�l would
be sure to do that. No; the th�ng had to be exam�ned, and at once. Anyth�ng
would be better than th�s dreadful state of doubt.

He got up and locked both doors. At least he would be alone when he
looked upon the mask of h�s shame. Then he drew the screen as�de and saw
h�mself face to face. It was perfectly true. The portra�t had altered.

As he often remembered afterwards, and always w�th no small wonder,
he found h�mself at f�rst gaz�ng at the portra�t w�th a feel�ng of almost
sc�ent�f�c �nterest. That such a change should have taken place was
�ncred�ble to h�m. And yet �t was a fact. Was there some subtle aff�n�ty
between the chem�cal atoms that shaped themselves �nto form and colour on
the canvas and the soul that was w�th�n h�m? Could �t be that what that soul
thought, they real�zed?—that what �t dreamed, they made true? Or was
there some other, more terr�ble reason? He shuddered, and felt afra�d, and,
go�ng back to the couch, lay there, gaz�ng at the p�cture �n s�ckened horror.

One th�ng, however, he felt that �t had done for h�m. It had made h�m
consc�ous how unjust, how cruel, he had been to S�byl Vane. It was not too



late to make reparat�on for that. She could st�ll be h�s w�fe. H�s unreal and
self�sh love would y�eld to some h�gher �nfluence, would be transformed
�nto some nobler pass�on, and the portra�t that Bas�l Hallward had pa�nted
of h�m would be a gu�de to h�m through l�fe, would be to h�m what hol�ness
�s to some, and consc�ence to others, and the fear of God to us all. There
were op�ates for remorse, drugs that could lull the moral sense to sleep. But
here was a v�s�ble symbol of the degradat�on of s�n. Here was an ever-
present s�gn of the ru�n men brought upon the�r souls.

Three o'clock struck, and four, and the half-hour rang �ts double ch�me,
but Dor�an Gray d�d not st�r. He was try�ng to gather up the scarlet threads
of l�fe and to weave them �nto a pattern; to f�nd h�s way through the
sangu�ne labyr�nth of pass�on through wh�ch he was wander�ng. He d�d not
know what to do, or what to th�nk. F�nally, he went over to the table and
wrote a pass�onate letter to the g�rl he had loved, �mplor�ng her forg�veness
and accus�ng h�mself of madness. He covered page after page w�th w�ld
words of sorrow and w�lder words of pa�n. There �s a luxury �n self-
reproach. When we blame ourselves, we feel that no one else has a r�ght to
blame us. It �s the confess�on, not the pr�est, that g�ves us absolut�on. When
Dor�an had f�n�shed the letter, he felt that he had been forg�ven.

Suddenly there came a knock to the door, and he heard Lord Henry's
vo�ce outs�de. "My dear boy, I must see you. Let me �n at once. I can't bear
your shutt�ng yourself up l�ke th�s."

He made no answer at f�rst, but rema�ned qu�te st�ll. The knock�ng st�ll
cont�nued and grew louder. Yes, �t was better to let Lord Henry �n, and to
expla�n to h�m the new l�fe he was go�ng to lead, to quarrel w�th h�m �f �t
became necessary to quarrel, to part �f part�ng was �nev�table. He jumped
up, drew the screen hast�ly across the p�cture, and unlocked the door.

"I am so sorry for �t all, Dor�an," sa�d Lord Henry as he entered. "But
you must not th�nk too much about �t."

"Do you mean about S�byl Vane?" asked the lad.

"Yes, of course," answered Lord Henry, s�nk�ng �nto a cha�r and slowly
pull�ng off h�s yellow gloves. "It �s dreadful, from one po�nt of v�ew, but �t



was not your fault. Tell me, d�d you go beh�nd and see her, after the play
was over?"

"Yes."

"I felt sure you had. D�d you make a scene w�th her?"

"I was brutal, Harry—perfectly brutal. But �t �s all r�ght now. I am not
sorry for anyth�ng that has happened. It has taught me to know myself
better."

"Ah, Dor�an, I am so glad you take �t �n that way! I was afra�d I would
f�nd you plunged �n remorse and tear�ng that n�ce curly ha�r of yours."

"I have got through all that," sa�d Dor�an, shak�ng h�s head and sm�l�ng.
"I am perfectly happy now. I know what consc�ence �s, to beg�n w�th. It �s
not what you told me �t was. It �s the d�v�nest th�ng �n us. Don't sneer at �t,
Harry, any more—at least not before me. I want to be good. I can't bear the
�dea of my soul be�ng h�deous."

"A very charm�ng art�st�c bas�s for eth�cs, Dor�an! I congratulate you on
�t. But how are you go�ng to beg�n?"

"By marry�ng S�byl Vane."

"Marry�ng S�byl Vane!" cr�ed Lord Henry, stand�ng up and look�ng at
h�m �n perplexed amazement. "But, my dear Dor�an—"

"Yes, Harry, I know what you are go�ng to say. Someth�ng dreadful about
marr�age. Don't say �t. Don't ever say th�ngs of that k�nd to me aga�n. Two
days ago I asked S�byl to marry me. I am not go�ng to break my word to
her. She �s to be my w�fe."

"Your w�fe! Dor�an! ... D�dn't you get my letter? I wrote to you th�s
morn�ng, and sent the note down by my own man."

"Your letter? Oh, yes, I remember. I have not read �t yet, Harry. I was
afra�d there m�ght be someth�ng �n �t that I wouldn't l�ke. You cut l�fe to
p�eces w�th your ep�grams."



"You know noth�ng then?"

"What do you mean?"

Lord Henry walked across the room, and s�tt�ng down by Dor�an Gray,
took both h�s hands �n h�s own and held them t�ghtly. "Dor�an," he sa�d, "my
letter—don't be fr�ghtened—was to tell you that S�byl Vane �s dead."

A cry of pa�n broke from the lad's l�ps, and he leaped to h�s feet, tear�ng
h�s hands away from Lord Henry's grasp. "Dead! S�byl dead! It �s not true!
It �s a horr�ble l�e! How dare you say �t?"

"It �s qu�te true, Dor�an," sa�d Lord Henry, gravely. "It �s �n all the
morn�ng papers. I wrote down to you to ask you not to see any one t�ll I
came. There w�ll have to be an �nquest, of course, and you must not be
m�xed up �n �t. Th�ngs l�ke that make a man fash�onable �n Par�s. But �n
London people are so prejud�ced. Here, one should never make one's debut
w�th a scandal. One should reserve that to g�ve an �nterest to one's old age. I
suppose they don't know your name at the theatre? If they don't, �t �s all
r�ght. D�d any one see you go�ng round to her room? That �s an �mportant
po�nt."

Dor�an d�d not answer for a few moments. He was dazed w�th horror.
F�nally he stammered, �n a st�fled vo�ce, "Harry, d�d you say an �nquest?
What d�d you mean by that? D�d S�byl—? Oh, Harry, I can't bear �t! But be
qu�ck. Tell me everyth�ng at once."

"I have no doubt �t was not an acc�dent, Dor�an, though �t must be put �n
that way to the publ�c. It seems that as she was leav�ng the theatre w�th her
mother, about half-past twelve or so, she sa�d she had forgotten someth�ng
upsta�rs. They wa�ted some t�me for her, but she d�d not come down aga�n.
They ult�mately found her ly�ng dead on the floor of her dress�ng-room. She
had swallowed someth�ng by m�stake, some dreadful th�ng they use at
theatres. I don't know what �t was, but �t had e�ther pruss�c ac�d or wh�te
lead �n �t. I should fancy �t was pruss�c ac�d, as she seems to have d�ed
�nstantaneously."

"Harry, Harry, �t �s terr�ble!" cr�ed the lad.



"Yes; �t �s very trag�c, of course, but you must not get yourself m�xed up
�n �t. I see by The Standard that she was seventeen. I should have thought
she was almost younger than that. She looked such a ch�ld, and seemed to
know so l�ttle about act�ng. Dor�an, you mustn't let th�s th�ng get on your
nerves. You must come and d�ne w�th me, and afterwards we w�ll look �n at
the opera. It �s a Patt� n�ght, and everybody w�ll be there. You can come to
my s�ster's box. She has got some smart women w�th her."

"So I have murdered S�byl Vane," sa�d Dor�an Gray, half to h�mself,
"murdered her as surely as �f I had cut her l�ttle throat w�th a kn�fe. Yet the
roses are not less lovely for all that. The b�rds s�ng just as happ�ly �n my
garden. And to-n�ght I am to d�ne w�th you, and then go on to the opera, and
sup somewhere, I suppose, afterwards. How extraord�nar�ly dramat�c l�fe �s!
If I had read all th�s �n a book, Harry, I th�nk I would have wept over �t.
Somehow, now that �t has happened actually, and to me, �t seems far too
wonderful for tears. Here �s the f�rst pass�onate love-letter I have ever
wr�tten �n my l�fe. Strange, that my f�rst pass�onate love-letter should have
been addressed to a dead g�rl. Can they feel, I wonder, those wh�te s�lent
people we call the dead? S�byl! Can she feel, or know, or l�sten? Oh, Harry,
how I loved her once! It seems years ago to me now. She was everyth�ng to
me. Then came that dreadful n�ght—was �t really only last n�ght?—when
she played so badly, and my heart almost broke. She expla�ned �t all to me.
It was terr�bly pathet�c. But I was not moved a b�t. I thought her shallow.
Suddenly someth�ng happened that made me afra�d. I can't tell you what �t
was, but �t was terr�ble. I sa�d I would go back to her. I felt I had done
wrong. And now she �s dead. My God! My God! Harry, what shall I do?
You don't know the danger I am �n, and there �s noth�ng to keep me stra�ght.
She would have done that for me. She had no r�ght to k�ll herself. It was
self�sh of her."

"My dear Dor�an," answered Lord Henry, tak�ng a c�garette from h�s
case and produc�ng a gold-latten matchbox, "the only way a woman can
ever reform a man �s by bor�ng h�m so completely that he loses all poss�ble
�nterest �n l�fe. If you had marr�ed th�s g�rl, you would have been wretched.
Of course, you would have treated her k�ndly. One can always be k�nd to
people about whom one cares noth�ng. But she would have soon found out
that you were absolutely �nd�fferent to her. And when a woman f�nds that



out about her husband, she e�ther becomes dreadfully dowdy, or wears very
smart bonnets that some other woman's husband has to pay for. I say
noth�ng about the soc�al m�stake, wh�ch would have been abject—wh�ch, of
course, I would not have allowed—but I assure you that �n any case the
whole th�ng would have been an absolute fa�lure."

"I suppose �t would," muttered the lad, walk�ng up and down the room
and look�ng horr�bly pale. "But I thought �t was my duty. It �s not my fault
that th�s terr�ble tragedy has prevented my do�ng what was r�ght. I
remember your say�ng once that there �s a fatal�ty about good resolut�ons—
that they are always made too late. M�ne certa�nly were."

"Good resolut�ons are useless attempts to �nterfere w�th sc�ent�f�c laws.
The�r or�g�n �s pure van�ty. The�r result �s absolutely n�l. They g�ve us, now
and then, some of those luxur�ous ster�le emot�ons that have a certa�n charm
for the weak. That �s all that can be sa�d for them. They are s�mply cheques
that men draw on a bank where they have no account."

"Harry," cr�ed Dor�an Gray, com�ng over and s�tt�ng down bes�de h�m,
"why �s �t that I cannot feel th�s tragedy as much as I want to? I don't th�nk I
am heartless. Do you?"

"You have done too many fool�sh th�ngs dur�ng the last fortn�ght to be
ent�tled to g�ve yourself that name, Dor�an," answered Lord Henry w�th h�s
sweet melancholy sm�le.

The lad frowned. "I don't l�ke that explanat�on, Harry," he rejo�ned, "but
I am glad you don't th�nk I am heartless. I am noth�ng of the k�nd. I know I
am not. And yet I must adm�t that th�s th�ng that has happened does not
affect me as �t should. It seems to me to be s�mply l�ke a wonderful end�ng
to a wonderful play. It has all the terr�ble beauty of a Greek tragedy, a
tragedy �n wh�ch I took a great part, but by wh�ch I have not been
wounded."

"It �s an �nterest�ng quest�on," sa�d Lord Henry, who found an exqu�s�te
pleasure �n play�ng on the lad's unconsc�ous egot�sm, "an extremely
�nterest�ng quest�on. I fancy that the true explanat�on �s th�s: It often
happens that the real traged�es of l�fe occur �n such an �nart�st�c manner that



they hurt us by the�r crude v�olence, the�r absolute �ncoherence, the�r absurd
want of mean�ng, the�r ent�re lack of style. They affect us just as vulgar�ty
affects us. They g�ve us an �mpress�on of sheer brute force, and we revolt
aga�nst that. Somet�mes, however, a tragedy that possesses art�st�c elements
of beauty crosses our l�ves. If these elements of beauty are real, the whole
th�ng s�mply appeals to our sense of dramat�c effect. Suddenly we f�nd that
we are no longer the actors, but the spectators of the play. Or rather we are
both. We watch ourselves, and the mere wonder of the spectacle enthralls
us. In the present case, what �s �t that has really happened? Some one has
k�lled herself for love of you. I w�sh that I had ever had such an exper�ence.
It would have made me �n love w�th love for the rest of my l�fe. The people
who have adored me—there have not been very many, but there have been
some—have always �ns�sted on l�v�ng on, long after I had ceased to care for
them, or they to care for me. They have become stout and ted�ous, and
when I meet them, they go �n at once for rem�n�scences. That awful
memory of woman! What a fearful th�ng �t �s! And what an utter �ntellectual
stagnat�on �t reveals! One should absorb the colour of l�fe, but one should
never remember �ts deta�ls. Deta�ls are always vulgar."

"I must sow popp�es �n my garden," s�ghed Dor�an.

"There �s no necess�ty," rejo�ned h�s compan�on. "L�fe has always
popp�es �n her hands. Of course, now and then th�ngs l�nger. I once wore
noth�ng but v�olets all through one season, as a form of art�st�c mourn�ng
for a romance that would not d�e. Ult�mately, however, �t d�d d�e. I forget
what k�lled �t. I th�nk �t was her propos�ng to sacr�f�ce the whole world for
me. That �s always a dreadful moment. It f�lls one w�th the terror of etern�ty.
Well—would you bel�eve �t?—a week ago, at Lady Hampsh�re's, I found
myself seated at d�nner next the lady �n quest�on, and she �ns�sted on go�ng
over the whole th�ng aga�n, and d�gg�ng up the past, and rak�ng up the
future. I had bur�ed my romance �n a bed of asphodel. She dragged �t out
aga�n and assured me that I had spo�led her l�fe. I am bound to state that she
ate an enormous d�nner, so I d�d not feel any anx�ety. But what a lack of
taste she showed! The one charm of the past �s that �t �s the past. But
women never know when the curta�n has fallen. They always want a s�xth
act, and as soon as the �nterest of the play �s ent�rely over, they propose to
cont�nue �t. If they were allowed the�r own way, every comedy would have



a trag�c end�ng, and every tragedy would culm�nate �n a farce. They are
charm�ngly art�f�c�al, but they have no sense of art. You are more fortunate
than I am. I assure you, Dor�an, that not one of the women I have known
would have done for me what S�byl Vane d�d for you. Ord�nary women
always console themselves. Some of them do �t by go�ng �n for sent�mental
colours. Never trust a woman who wears mauve, whatever her age may be,
or a woman over th�rty-f�ve who �s fond of p�nk r�bbons. It always means
that they have a h�story. Others f�nd a great consolat�on �n suddenly
d�scover�ng the good qual�t�es of the�r husbands. They flaunt the�r conjugal
fel�c�ty �n one's face, as �f �t were the most fasc�nat�ng of s�ns. Rel�g�on
consoles some. Its myster�es have all the charm of a fl�rtat�on, a woman
once told me, and I can qu�te understand �t. Bes�des, noth�ng makes one so
va�n as be�ng told that one �s a s�nner. Consc�ence makes egot�sts of us all.
Yes; there �s really no end to the consolat�ons that women f�nd �n modern
l�fe. Indeed, I have not ment�oned the most �mportant one."

"What �s that, Harry?" sa�d the lad l�stlessly.

"Oh, the obv�ous consolat�on. Tak�ng some one else's adm�rer when one
loses one's own. In good soc�ety that always wh�tewashes a woman. But
really, Dor�an, how d�fferent S�byl Vane must have been from all the
women one meets! There �s someth�ng to me qu�te beaut�ful about her
death. I am glad I am l�v�ng �n a century when such wonders happen. They
make one bel�eve �n the real�ty of the th�ngs we all play w�th, such as
romance, pass�on, and love."

"I was terr�bly cruel to her. You forget that."

"I am afra�d that women apprec�ate cruelty, downr�ght cruelty, more than
anyth�ng else. They have wonderfully pr�m�t�ve �nst�ncts. We have
emanc�pated them, but they rema�n slaves look�ng for the�r masters, all the
same. They love be�ng dom�nated. I am sure you were splend�d. I have
never seen you really and absolutely angry, but I can fancy how del�ghtful
you looked. And, after all, you sa�d someth�ng to me the day before
yesterday that seemed to me at the t�me to be merely fanc�ful, but that I see
now was absolutely true, and �t holds the key to everyth�ng."

"What was that, Harry?"



"You sa�d to me that S�byl Vane represented to you all the hero�nes of
romance—that she was Desdemona one n�ght, and Ophel�a the other; that �f
she d�ed as Jul�et, she came to l�fe as Imogen."

"She w�ll never come to l�fe aga�n now," muttered the lad, bury�ng h�s
face �n h�s hands.

"No, she w�ll never come to l�fe. She has played her last part. But you
must th�nk of that lonely death �n the tawdry dress�ng-room s�mply as a
strange lur�d fragment from some Jacobean tragedy, as a wonderful scene
from Webster, or Ford, or Cyr�l Tourneur. The g�rl never really l�ved, and so
she has never really d�ed. To you at least she was always a dream, a
phantom that fl�tted through Shakespeare's plays and left them lovel�er for
�ts presence, a reed through wh�ch Shakespeare's mus�c sounded r�cher and
more full of joy. The moment she touched actual l�fe, she marred �t, and �t
marred her, and so she passed away. Mourn for Ophel�a, �f you l�ke. Put
ashes on your head because Cordel�a was strangled. Cry out aga�nst Heaven
because the daughter of Brabant�o d�ed. But don't waste your tears over
S�byl Vane. She was less real than they are."

There was a s�lence. The even�ng darkened �n the room. No�selessly, and
w�th s�lver feet, the shadows crept �n from the garden. The colours faded
wear�ly out of th�ngs.

After some t�me Dor�an Gray looked up. "You have expla�ned me to
myself, Harry," he murmured w�th someth�ng of a s�gh of rel�ef. "I felt all
that you have sa�d, but somehow I was afra�d of �t, and I could not express
�t to myself. How well you know me! But we w�ll not talk aga�n of what has
happened. It has been a marvellous exper�ence. That �s all. I wonder �f l�fe
has st�ll �n store for me anyth�ng as marvellous."

"L�fe has everyth�ng �n store for you, Dor�an. There �s noth�ng that you,
w�th your extraord�nary good looks, w�ll not be able to do."

"But suppose, Harry, I became haggard, and old, and wr�nkled? What
then?"



"Ah, then," sa�d Lord Henry, r�s�ng to go, "then, my dear Dor�an, you
would have to f�ght for your v�ctor�es. As �t �s, they are brought to you. No,
you must keep your good looks. We l�ve �n an age that reads too much to be
w�se, and that th�nks too much to be beaut�ful. We cannot spare you. And
now you had better dress and dr�ve down to the club. We are rather late, as
�t �s."

"I th�nk I shall jo�n you at the opera, Harry. I feel too t�red to eat
anyth�ng. What �s the number of your s�ster's box?"

"Twenty-seven, I bel�eve. It �s on the grand t�er. You w�ll see her name
on the door. But I am sorry you won't come and d�ne."

"I don't feel up to �t," sa�d Dor�an l�stlessly. "But I am awfully obl�ged to
you for all that you have sa�d to me. You are certa�nly my best fr�end. No
one has ever understood me as you have."

"We are only at the beg�nn�ng of our fr�endsh�p, Dor�an," answered Lord
Henry, shak�ng h�m by the hand. "Good-bye. I shall see you before n�ne-
th�rty, I hope. Remember, Patt� �s s�ng�ng."

As he closed the door beh�nd h�m, Dor�an Gray touched the bell, and �n a
few m�nutes V�ctor appeared w�th the lamps and drew the bl�nds down. He
wa�ted �mpat�ently for h�m to go. The man seemed to take an �nterm�nable
t�me over everyth�ng.

As soon as he had left, he rushed to the screen and drew �t back. No;
there was no further change �n the p�cture. It had rece�ved the news of S�byl
Vane's death before he had known of �t h�mself. It was consc�ous of the
events of l�fe as they occurred. The v�c�ous cruelty that marred the f�ne l�nes
of the mouth had, no doubt, appeared at the very moment that the g�rl had
drunk the po�son, whatever �t was. Or was �t �nd�fferent to results? D�d �t
merely take cogn�zance of what passed w�th�n the soul? He wondered, and
hoped that some day he would see the change tak�ng place before h�s very
eyes, shudder�ng as he hoped �t.

Poor S�byl! What a romance �t had all been! She had often m�m�cked
death on the stage. Then Death h�mself had touched her and taken her w�th



h�m. How had she played that dreadful last scene? Had she cursed h�m, as
she d�ed? No; she had d�ed for love of h�m, and love would always be a
sacrament to h�m now. She had atoned for everyth�ng by the sacr�f�ce she
had made of her l�fe. He would not th�nk any more of what she had made
h�m go through, on that horr�ble n�ght at the theatre. When he thought of
her, �t would be as a wonderful trag�c f�gure sent on to the world's stage to
show the supreme real�ty of love. A wonderful trag�c f�gure? Tears came to
h�s eyes as he remembered her ch�ldl�ke look, and w�nsome fanc�ful ways,
and shy tremulous grace. He brushed them away hast�ly and looked aga�n at
the p�cture.

He felt that the t�me had really come for mak�ng h�s cho�ce. Or had h�s
cho�ce already been made? Yes, l�fe had dec�ded that for h�m—l�fe, and h�s
own �nf�n�te cur�os�ty about l�fe. Eternal youth, �nf�n�te pass�on, pleasures
subtle and secret, w�ld joys and w�lder s�ns—he was to have all these
th�ngs. The portra�t was to bear the burden of h�s shame: that was all.

A feel�ng of pa�n crept over h�m as he thought of the desecrat�on that
was �n store for the fa�r face on the canvas. Once, �n boy�sh mockery of
Narc�ssus, he had k�ssed, or fe�gned to k�ss, those pa�nted l�ps that now
sm�led so cruelly at h�m. Morn�ng after morn�ng he had sat before the
portra�t wonder�ng at �ts beauty, almost enamoured of �t, as �t seemed to h�m
at t�mes. Was �t to alter now w�th every mood to wh�ch he y�elded? Was �t to
become a monstrous and loathsome th�ng, to be h�dden away �n a locked
room, to be shut out from the sunl�ght that had so often touched to br�ghter
gold the wav�ng wonder of �ts ha�r? The p�ty of �t! the p�ty of �t!

For a moment, he thought of pray�ng that the horr�ble sympathy that
ex�sted between h�m and the p�cture m�ght cease. It had changed �n answer
to a prayer; perhaps �n answer to a prayer �t m�ght rema�n unchanged. And
yet, who, that knew anyth�ng about l�fe, would surrender the chance of
rema�n�ng always young, however fantast�c that chance m�ght be, or w�th
what fateful consequences �t m�ght be fraught? Bes�des, was �t really under
h�s control? Had �t �ndeed been prayer that had produced the subst�tut�on?
M�ght there not be some cur�ous sc�ent�f�c reason for �t all? If thought could
exerc�se �ts �nfluence upon a l�v�ng organ�sm, m�ght not thought exerc�se an
�nfluence upon dead and �norgan�c th�ngs? Nay, w�thout thought or



consc�ous des�re, m�ght not th�ngs external to ourselves v�brate �n un�son
w�th our moods and pass�ons, atom call�ng to atom �n secret love or strange
aff�n�ty? But the reason was of no �mportance. He would never aga�n tempt
by a prayer any terr�ble power. If the p�cture was to alter, �t was to alter.
That was all. Why �nqu�re too closely �nto �t?

For there would be a real pleasure �n watch�ng �t. He would be able to
follow h�s m�nd �nto �ts secret places. Th�s portra�t would be to h�m the
most mag�cal of m�rrors. As �t had revealed to h�m h�s own body, so �t
would reveal to h�m h�s own soul. And when w�nter came upon �t, he would
st�ll be stand�ng where spr�ng trembles on the verge of summer. When the
blood crept from �ts face, and left beh�nd a pall�d mask of chalk w�th leaden
eyes, he would keep the glamour of boyhood. Not one blossom of h�s
lovel�ness would ever fade. Not one pulse of h�s l�fe would ever weaken.
L�ke the gods of the Greeks, he would be strong, and fleet, and joyous.
What d�d �t matter what happened to the coloured �mage on the canvas? He
would be safe. That was everyth�ng.

He drew the screen back �nto �ts former place �n front of the p�cture,
sm�l�ng as he d�d so, and passed �nto h�s bedroom, where h�s valet was
already wa�t�ng for h�m. An hour later he was at the opera, and Lord Henry
was lean�ng over h�s cha�r.



CHAPTER 9

As he was s�tt�ng at breakfast next morn�ng, Bas�l Hallward was shown
�nto the room.

"I am so glad I have found you, Dor�an," he sa�d gravely. "I called last
n�ght, and they told me you were at the opera. Of course, I knew that was
�mposs�ble. But I w�sh you had left word where you had really gone to. I
passed a dreadful even�ng, half afra�d that one tragedy m�ght be followed by
another. I th�nk you m�ght have telegraphed for me when you heard of �t
f�rst. I read of �t qu�te by chance �n a late ed�t�on of The Globe that I p�cked
up at the club. I came here at once and was m�serable at not f�nd�ng you. I
can't tell you how heart-broken I am about the whole th�ng. I know what
you must suffer. But where were you? D�d you go down and see the g�rl's
mother? For a moment I thought of follow�ng you there. They gave the
address �n the paper. Somewhere �n the Euston Road, �sn't �t? But I was
afra�d of �ntrud�ng upon a sorrow that I could not l�ghten. Poor woman!
What a state she must be �n! And her only ch�ld, too! What d�d she say
about �t all?"

"My dear Bas�l, how do I know?" murmured Dor�an Gray, s�pp�ng some
pale-yellow w�ne from a del�cate, gold-beaded bubble of Venet�an glass and
look�ng dreadfully bored. "I was at the opera. You should have come on
there. I met Lady Gwendolen, Harry's s�ster, for the f�rst t�me. We were �n
her box. She �s perfectly charm�ng; and Patt� sang d�v�nely. Don't talk about
horr�d subjects. If one doesn't talk about a th�ng, �t has never happened. It �s
s�mply express�on, as Harry says, that g�ves real�ty to th�ngs. I may ment�on
that she was not the woman's only ch�ld. There �s a son, a charm�ng fellow,
I bel�eve. But he �s not on the stage. He �s a sa�lor, or someth�ng. And now,
tell me about yourself and what you are pa�nt�ng."

"You went to the opera?" sa�d Hallward, speak�ng very slowly and w�th a
stra�ned touch of pa�n �n h�s vo�ce. "You went to the opera wh�le S�byl Vane
was ly�ng dead �n some sord�d lodg�ng? You can talk to me of other women
be�ng charm�ng, and of Patt� s�ng�ng d�v�nely, before the g�rl you loved has



even the qu�et of a grave to sleep �n? Why, man, there are horrors �n store
for that l�ttle wh�te body of hers!"

"Stop, Bas�l! I won't hear �t!" cr�ed Dor�an, leap�ng to h�s feet. "You must
not tell me about th�ngs. What �s done �s done. What �s past �s past."

"You call yesterday the past?"

"What has the actual lapse of t�me got to do w�th �t? It �s only shallow
people who requ�re years to get r�d of an emot�on. A man who �s master of
h�mself can end a sorrow as eas�ly as he can �nvent a pleasure. I don't want
to be at the mercy of my emot�ons. I want to use them, to enjoy them, and
to dom�nate them."

"Dor�an, th�s �s horr�ble! Someth�ng has changed you completely. You
look exactly the same wonderful boy who, day after day, used to come
down to my stud�o to s�t for h�s p�cture. But you were s�mple, natural, and
affect�onate then. You were the most unspo�led creature �n the whole world.
Now, I don't know what has come over you. You talk as �f you had no heart,
no p�ty �n you. It �s all Harry's �nfluence. I see that."

The lad flushed up and, go�ng to the w�ndow, looked out for a few
moments on the green, fl�cker�ng, sun-lashed garden. "I owe a great deal to
Harry, Bas�l," he sa�d at last, "more than I owe to you. You only taught me
to be va�n."

"Well, I am pun�shed for that, Dor�an—or shall be some day."

"I don't know what you mean, Bas�l," he excla�med, turn�ng round. "I
don't know what you want. What do you want?"

"I want the Dor�an Gray I used to pa�nt," sa�d the art�st sadly.

"Bas�l," sa�d the lad, go�ng over to h�m and putt�ng h�s hand on h�s
shoulder, "you have come too late. Yesterday, when I heard that S�byl Vane
had k�lled herself—"



"K�lled herself! Good heavens! �s there no doubt about that?" cr�ed
Hallward, look�ng up at h�m w�th an express�on of horror.

"My dear Bas�l! Surely you don't th�nk �t was a vulgar acc�dent? Of
course she k�lled herself."

The elder man bur�ed h�s face �n h�s hands. "How fearful," he muttered,
and a shudder ran through h�m.

"No," sa�d Dor�an Gray, "there �s noth�ng fearful about �t. It �s one of the
great romant�c traged�es of the age. As a rule, people who act lead the most
commonplace l�ves. They are good husbands, or fa�thful w�ves, or
someth�ng ted�ous. You know what I mean—m�ddle-class v�rtue and all that
k�nd of th�ng. How d�fferent S�byl was! She l�ved her f�nest tragedy. She
was always a hero�ne. The last n�ght she played—the n�ght you saw her—
she acted badly because she had known the real�ty of love. When she knew
�ts unreal�ty, she d�ed, as Jul�et m�ght have d�ed. She passed aga�n �nto the
sphere of art. There �s someth�ng of the martyr about her. Her death has all
the pathet�c uselessness of martyrdom, all �ts wasted beauty. But, as I was
say�ng, you must not th�nk I have not suffered. If you had come �n yesterday
at a part�cular moment—about half-past f�ve, perhaps, or a quarter to s�x—
you would have found me �n tears. Even Harry, who was here, who brought
me the news, �n fact, had no �dea what I was go�ng through. I suffered
�mmensely. Then �t passed away. I cannot repeat an emot�on. No one can,
except sent�mental�sts. And you are awfully unjust, Bas�l. You come down
here to console me. That �s charm�ng of you. You f�nd me consoled, and
you are fur�ous. How l�ke a sympathet�c person! You rem�nd me of a story
Harry told me about a certa�n ph�lanthrop�st who spent twenty years of h�s
l�fe �n try�ng to get some gr�evance redressed, or some unjust law altered—I
forget exactly what �t was. F�nally he succeeded, and noth�ng could exceed
h�s d�sappo�ntment. He had absolutely noth�ng to do, almost d�ed of ennu�,
and became a conf�rmed m�santhrope. And bes�des, my dear old Bas�l, �f
you really want to console me, teach me rather to forget what has happened,
or to see �t from a proper art�st�c po�nt of v�ew. Was �t not Gaut�er who used
to wr�te about la consolat�on des arts? I remember p�ck�ng up a l�ttle
vellum-covered book �n your stud�o one day and chanc�ng on that del�ghtful
phrase. Well, I am not l�ke that young man you told me of when we were



down at Marlow together, the young man who used to say that yellow sat�n
could console one for all the m�ser�es of l�fe. I love beaut�ful th�ngs that one
can touch and handle. Old brocades, green bronzes, lacquer-work, carved
�vor�es, exqu�s�te surround�ngs, luxury, pomp—there �s much to be got from
all these. But the art�st�c temperament that they create, or at any rate reveal,
�s st�ll more to me. To become the spectator of one's own l�fe, as Harry says,
�s to escape the suffer�ng of l�fe. I know you are surpr�sed at my talk�ng to
you l�ke th�s. You have not real�zed how I have developed. I was a
schoolboy when you knew me. I am a man now. I have new pass�ons, new
thoughts, new �deas. I am d�fferent, but you must not l�ke me less. I am
changed, but you must always be my fr�end. Of course, I am very fond of
Harry. But I know that you are better than he �s. You are not stronger—you
are too much afra�d of l�fe—but you are better. And how happy we used to
be together! Don't leave me, Bas�l, and don't quarrel w�th me. I am what I
am. There �s noth�ng more to be sa�d."

The pa�nter felt strangely moved. The lad was �nf�n�tely dear to h�m, and
h�s personal�ty had been the great turn�ng po�nt �n h�s art. He could not bear
the �dea of reproach�ng h�m any more. After all, h�s �nd�fference was
probably merely a mood that would pass away. There was so much �n h�m
that was good, so much �n h�m that was noble.

"Well, Dor�an," he sa�d at length, w�th a sad sm�le, "I won't speak to you
aga�n about th�s horr�ble th�ng, after to-day. I only trust your name won't be
ment�oned �n connect�on w�th �t. The �nquest �s to take place th�s afternoon.
Have they summoned you?"

Dor�an shook h�s head, and a look of annoyance passed over h�s face at
the ment�on of the word "�nquest." There was someth�ng so crude and
vulgar about everyth�ng of the k�nd. "They don't know my name," he
answered.

"But surely she d�d?"

"Only my Chr�st�an name, and that I am qu�te sure she never ment�oned
to any one. She told me once that they were all rather cur�ous to learn who I
was, and that she �nvar�ably told them my name was Pr�nce Charm�ng. It
was pretty of her. You must do me a draw�ng of S�byl, Bas�l. I should l�ke to



have someth�ng more of her than the memory of a few k�sses and some
broken pathet�c words."

"I w�ll try and do someth�ng, Dor�an, �f �t would please you. But you
must come and s�t to me yourself aga�n. I can't get on w�thout you."

"I can never s�t to you aga�n, Bas�l. It �s �mposs�ble!" he excla�med,
start�ng back.

The pa�nter stared at h�m. "My dear boy, what nonsense!" he cr�ed. "Do
you mean to say you don't l�ke what I d�d of you? Where �s �t? Why have
you pulled the screen �n front of �t? Let me look at �t. It �s the best th�ng I
have ever done. Do take the screen away, Dor�an. It �s s�mply d�sgraceful of
your servant h�d�ng my work l�ke that. I felt the room looked d�fferent as I
came �n."

"My servant has noth�ng to do w�th �t, Bas�l. You don't �mag�ne I let h�m
arrange my room for me? He settles my flowers for me somet�mes—that �s
all. No; I d�d �t myself. The l�ght was too strong on the portra�t."

"Too strong! Surely not, my dear fellow? It �s an adm�rable place for �t.
Let me see �t." And Hallward walked towards the corner of the room.

A cry of terror broke from Dor�an Gray's l�ps, and he rushed between the
pa�nter and the screen. "Bas�l," he sa�d, look�ng very pale, "you must not
look at �t. I don't w�sh you to."

"Not look at my own work! You are not ser�ous. Why shouldn't I look at
�t?" excla�med Hallward, laugh�ng.

"If you try to look at �t, Bas�l, on my word of honour I w�ll never speak
to you aga�n as long as I l�ve. I am qu�te ser�ous. I don't offer any
explanat�on, and you are not to ask for any. But, remember, �f you touch th�s
screen, everyth�ng �s over between us."

Hallward was thunderstruck. He looked at Dor�an Gray �n absolute
amazement. He had never seen h�m l�ke th�s before. The lad was actually



pall�d w�th rage. H�s hands were clenched, and the pup�ls of h�s eyes were
l�ke d�sks of blue f�re. He was trembl�ng all over.

"Dor�an!"

"Don't speak!"

"But what �s the matter? Of course I won't look at �t �f you don't want me
to," he sa�d, rather coldly, turn�ng on h�s heel and go�ng over towards the
w�ndow. "But, really, �t seems rather absurd that I shouldn't see my own
work, espec�ally as I am go�ng to exh�b�t �t �n Par�s �n the autumn. I shall
probably have to g�ve �t another coat of varn�sh before that, so I must see �t
some day, and why not to-day?"

"To exh�b�t �t! You want to exh�b�t �t?" excla�med Dor�an Gray, a strange
sense of terror creep�ng over h�m. Was the world go�ng to be shown h�s
secret? Were people to gape at the mystery of h�s l�fe? That was �mposs�ble.
Someth�ng—he d�d not know what—had to be done at once.

"Yes; I don't suppose you w�ll object to that. Georges Pet�t �s go�ng to
collect all my best p�ctures for a spec�al exh�b�t�on �n the Rue de Seze,
wh�ch w�ll open the f�rst week �n October. The portra�t w�ll only be away a
month. I should th�nk you could eas�ly spare �t for that t�me. In fact, you are
sure to be out of town. And �f you keep �t always beh�nd a screen, you can't
care much about �t."

Dor�an Gray passed h�s hand over h�s forehead. There were beads of
persp�rat�on there. He felt that he was on the br�nk of a horr�ble danger.
"You told me a month ago that you would never exh�b�t �t," he cr�ed. "Why
have you changed your m�nd? You people who go �n for be�ng cons�stent
have just as many moods as others have. The only d�fference �s that your
moods are rather mean�ngless. You can't have forgotten that you assured me
most solemnly that noth�ng �n the world would �nduce you to send �t to any
exh�b�t�on. You told Harry exactly the same th�ng." He stopped suddenly,
and a gleam of l�ght came �nto h�s eyes. He remembered that Lord Henry
had sa�d to h�m once, half ser�ously and half �n jest, "If you want to have a
strange quarter of an hour, get Bas�l to tell you why he won't exh�b�t your



p�cture. He told me why he wouldn't, and �t was a revelat�on to me." Yes,
perhaps Bas�l, too, had h�s secret. He would ask h�m and try.

"Bas�l," he sa�d, com�ng over qu�te close and look�ng h�m stra�ght �n the
face, "we have each of us a secret. Let me know yours, and I shall tell you
m�ne. What was your reason for refus�ng to exh�b�t my p�cture?"

The pa�nter shuddered �n sp�te of h�mself. "Dor�an, �f I told you, you
m�ght l�ke me less than you do, and you would certa�nly laugh at me. I
could not bear your do�ng e�ther of those two th�ngs. If you w�sh me never
to look at your p�cture aga�n, I am content. I have always you to look at. If
you w�sh the best work I have ever done to be h�dden from the world, I am
sat�sf�ed. Your fr�endsh�p �s dearer to me than any fame or reputat�on."

"No, Bas�l, you must tell me," �ns�sted Dor�an Gray. "I th�nk I have a
r�ght to know." H�s feel�ng of terror had passed away, and cur�os�ty had
taken �ts place. He was determ�ned to f�nd out Bas�l Hallward's mystery.

"Let us s�t down, Dor�an," sa�d the pa�nter, look�ng troubled. "Let us s�t
down. And just answer me one quest�on. Have you not�ced �n the p�cture
someth�ng cur�ous?—someth�ng that probably at f�rst d�d not str�ke you, but
that revealed �tself to you suddenly?"

"Bas�l!" cr�ed the lad, clutch�ng the arms of h�s cha�r w�th trembl�ng
hands and gaz�ng at h�m w�th w�ld startled eyes.

"I see you d�d. Don't speak. Wa�t t�ll you hear what I have to say. Dor�an,
from the moment I met you, your personal�ty had the most extraord�nary
�nfluence over me. I was dom�nated, soul, bra�n, and power, by you. You
became to me the v�s�ble �ncarnat�on of that unseen �deal whose memory
haunts us art�sts l�ke an exqu�s�te dream. I worsh�pped you. I grew jealous
of every one to whom you spoke. I wanted to have you all to myself. I was
only happy when I was w�th you. When you were away from me, you were
st�ll present �n my art.... Of course, I never let you know anyth�ng about
th�s. It would have been �mposs�ble. You would not have understood �t. I
hardly understood �t myself. I only knew that I had seen perfect�on face to
face, and that the world had become wonderful to my eyes—too wonderful,
perhaps, for �n such mad worsh�ps there �s per�l, the per�l of los�ng them, no



less than the per�l of keep�ng them.... Weeks and weeks went on, and I grew
more and more absorbed �n you. Then came a new development. I had
drawn you as Par�s �n da�nty armour, and as Adon�s w�th huntsman's cloak
and pol�shed boar-spear. Crowned w�th heavy lotus-blossoms you had sat
on the prow of Adr�an's barge, gaz�ng across the green turb�d N�le. You had
leaned over the st�ll pool of some Greek woodland and seen �n the water's
s�lent s�lver the marvel of your own face. And �t had all been what art
should be—unconsc�ous, �deal, and remote. One day, a fatal day I
somet�mes th�nk, I determ�ned to pa�nt a wonderful portra�t of you as you
actually are, not �n the costume of dead ages, but �n your own dress and �n
your own t�me. Whether �t was the real�sm of the method, or the mere
wonder of your own personal�ty, thus d�rectly presented to me w�thout m�st
or ve�l, I cannot tell. But I know that as I worked at �t, every flake and f�lm
of colour seemed to me to reveal my secret. I grew afra�d that others would
know of my �dolatry. I felt, Dor�an, that I had told too much, that I had put
too much of myself �nto �t. Then �t was that I resolved never to allow the
p�cture to be exh�b�ted. You were a l�ttle annoyed; but then you d�d not
real�ze all that �t meant to me. Harry, to whom I talked about �t, laughed at
me. But I d�d not m�nd that. When the p�cture was f�n�shed, and I sat alone
w�th �t, I felt that I was r�ght.... Well, after a few days the th�ng left my
stud�o, and as soon as I had got r�d of the �ntolerable fasc�nat�on of �ts
presence, �t seemed to me that I had been fool�sh �n �mag�n�ng that I had
seen anyth�ng �n �t, more than that you were extremely good-look�ng and
that I could pa�nt. Even now I cannot help feel�ng that �t �s a m�stake to
th�nk that the pass�on one feels �n creat�on �s ever really shown �n the work
one creates. Art �s always more abstract than we fancy. Form and colour tell
us of form and colour—that �s all. It often seems to me that art conceals the
art�st far more completely than �t ever reveals h�m. And so when I got th�s
offer from Par�s, I determ�ned to make your portra�t the pr�nc�pal th�ng �n
my exh�b�t�on. It never occurred to me that you would refuse. I see now that
you were r�ght. The p�cture cannot be shown. You must not be angry w�th
me, Dor�an, for what I have told you. As I sa�d to Harry, once, you are made
to be worsh�pped."

Dor�an Gray drew a long breath. The colour came back to h�s cheeks,
and a sm�le played about h�s l�ps. The per�l was over. He was safe for the
t�me. Yet he could not help feel�ng �nf�n�te p�ty for the pa�nter who had just



made th�s strange confess�on to h�m, and wondered �f he h�mself would ever
be so dom�nated by the personal�ty of a fr�end. Lord Henry had the charm
of be�ng very dangerous. But that was all. He was too clever and too cyn�cal
to be really fond of. Would there ever be some one who would f�ll h�m w�th
a strange �dolatry? Was that one of the th�ngs that l�fe had �n store?

"It �s extraord�nary to me, Dor�an," sa�d Hallward, "that you should have
seen th�s �n the portra�t. D�d you really see �t?"

"I saw someth�ng �n �t," he answered, "someth�ng that seemed to me very
cur�ous."

"Well, you don't m�nd my look�ng at the th�ng now?"

Dor�an shook h�s head. "You must not ask me that, Bas�l. I could not
poss�bly let you stand �n front of that p�cture."

"You w�ll some day, surely?"

"Never."

"Well, perhaps you are r�ght. And now good-bye, Dor�an. You have been
the one person �n my l�fe who has really �nfluenced my art. Whatever I have
done that �s good, I owe to you. Ah! you don't know what �t cost me to tell
you all that I have told you."

"My dear Bas�l," sa�d Dor�an, "what have you told me? S�mply that you
felt that you adm�red me too much. That �s not even a compl�ment."

"It was not �ntended as a compl�ment. It was a confess�on. Now that I
have made �t, someth�ng seems to have gone out of me. Perhaps one should
never put one's worsh�p �nto words."

"It was a very d�sappo�nt�ng confess�on."

"Why, what d�d you expect, Dor�an? You d�dn't see anyth�ng else �n the
p�cture, d�d you? There was noth�ng else to see?"



"No; there was noth�ng else to see. Why do you ask? But you mustn't
talk about worsh�p. It �s fool�sh. You and I are fr�ends, Bas�l, and we must
always rema�n so."

"You have got Harry," sa�d the pa�nter sadly.

"Oh, Harry!" cr�ed the lad, w�th a r�pple of laughter. "Harry spends h�s
days �n say�ng what �s �ncred�ble and h�s even�ngs �n do�ng what �s
�mprobable. Just the sort of l�fe I would l�ke to lead. But st�ll I don't th�nk I
would go to Harry �f I were �n trouble. I would sooner go to you, Bas�l."

"You w�ll s�t to me aga�n?"

"Imposs�ble!"

"You spo�l my l�fe as an art�st by refus�ng, Dor�an. No man comes across
two �deal th�ngs. Few come across one."

"I can't expla�n �t to you, Bas�l, but I must never s�t to you aga�n. There
�s someth�ng fatal about a portra�t. It has a l�fe of �ts own. I w�ll come and
have tea w�th you. That w�ll be just as pleasant."

"Pleasanter for you, I am afra�d," murmured Hallward regretfully. "And
now good-bye. I am sorry you won't let me look at the p�cture once aga�n.
But that can't be helped. I qu�te understand what you feel about �t."

As he left the room, Dor�an Gray sm�led to h�mself. Poor Bas�l! How
l�ttle he knew of the true reason! And how strange �t was that, �nstead of
hav�ng been forced to reveal h�s own secret, he had succeeded, almost by
chance, �n wrest�ng a secret from h�s fr�end! How much that strange
confess�on expla�ned to h�m! The pa�nter's absurd f�ts of jealousy, h�s w�ld
devot�on, h�s extravagant panegyr�cs, h�s cur�ous ret�cences—he understood
them all now, and he felt sorry. There seemed to h�m to be someth�ng trag�c
�n a fr�endsh�p so coloured by romance.

He s�ghed and touched the bell. The portra�t must be h�dden away at all
costs. He could not run such a r�sk of d�scovery aga�n. It had been mad of



h�m to have allowed the th�ng to rema�n, even for an hour, �n a room to
wh�ch any of h�s fr�ends had access.

CHAPTER 10

When h�s servant entered, he looked at h�m steadfastly and wondered �f
he had thought of peer�ng beh�nd the screen. The man was qu�te �mpass�ve
and wa�ted for h�s orders. Dor�an l�t a c�garette and walked over to the glass
and glanced �nto �t. He could see the reflect�on of V�ctor's face perfectly. It
was l�ke a plac�d mask of serv�l�ty. There was noth�ng to be afra�d of, there.
Yet he thought �t best to be on h�s guard.

Speak�ng very slowly, he told h�m to tell the house-keeper that he
wanted to see her, and then to go to the frame-maker and ask h�m to send
two of h�s men round at once. It seemed to h�m that as the man left the
room h�s eyes wandered �n the d�rect�on of the screen. Or was that merely
h�s own fancy?

After a few moments, �n her black s�lk dress, w�th old-fash�oned thread
m�ttens on her wr�nkled hands, Mrs. Leaf bustled �nto the l�brary. He asked
her for the key of the schoolroom.

"The old schoolroom, Mr. Dor�an?" she excla�med. "Why, �t �s full of
dust. I must get �t arranged and put stra�ght before you go �nto �t. It �s not f�t
for you to see, s�r. It �s not, �ndeed."

"I don't want �t put stra�ght, Leaf. I only want the key."

"Well, s�r, you'll be covered w�th cobwebs �f you go �nto �t. Why, �t hasn't
been opened for nearly f�ve years—not s�nce h�s lordsh�p d�ed."

He w�nced at the ment�on of h�s grandfather. He had hateful memor�es of
h�m. "That does not matter," he answered. "I s�mply want to see the place—



that �s all. G�ve me the key."

"And here �s the key, s�r," sa�d the old lady, go�ng over the contents of
her bunch w�th tremulously uncerta�n hands. "Here �s the key. I'll have �t off
the bunch �n a moment. But you don't th�nk of l�v�ng up there, s�r, and you
so comfortable here?"

"No, no," he cr�ed petulantly. "Thank you, Leaf. That w�ll do."

She l�ngered for a few moments, and was garrulous over some deta�l of
the household. He s�ghed and told her to manage th�ngs as she thought best.
She left the room, wreathed �n sm�les.

As the door closed, Dor�an put the key �n h�s pocket and looked round
the room. H�s eye fell on a large, purple sat�n coverlet heav�ly embro�dered
w�th gold, a splend�d p�ece of late seventeenth-century Venet�an work that
h�s grandfather had found �n a convent near Bologna. Yes, that would serve
to wrap the dreadful th�ng �n. It had perhaps served often as a pall for the
dead. Now �t was to h�de someth�ng that had a corrupt�on of �ts own, worse
than the corrupt�on of death �tself—someth�ng that would breed horrors and
yet would never d�e. What the worm was to the corpse, h�s s�ns would be to
the pa�nted �mage on the canvas. They would mar �ts beauty and eat away
�ts grace. They would def�le �t and make �t shameful. And yet the th�ng
would st�ll l�ve on. It would be always al�ve.

He shuddered, and for a moment he regretted that he had not told Bas�l
the true reason why he had w�shed to h�de the p�cture away. Bas�l would
have helped h�m to res�st Lord Henry's �nfluence, and the st�ll more
po�sonous �nfluences that came from h�s own temperament. The love that
he bore h�m—for �t was really love—had noth�ng �n �t that was not noble
and �ntellectual. It was not that mere phys�cal adm�rat�on of beauty that �s
born of the senses and that d�es when the senses t�re. It was such love as
M�chelangelo had known, and Monta�gne, and W�nckelmann, and
Shakespeare h�mself. Yes, Bas�l could have saved h�m. But �t was too late
now. The past could always be ann�h�lated. Regret, den�al, or forgetfulness
could do that. But the future was �nev�table. There were pass�ons �n h�m that
would f�nd the�r terr�ble outlet, dreams that would make the shadow of the�r
ev�l real.



He took up from the couch the great purple-and-gold texture that
covered �t, and, hold�ng �t �n h�s hands, passed beh�nd the screen. Was the
face on the canvas v�ler than before? It seemed to h�m that �t was
unchanged, and yet h�s loath�ng of �t was �ntens�f�ed. Gold ha�r, blue eyes,
and rose-red l�ps—they all were there. It was s�mply the express�on that had
altered. That was horr�ble �n �ts cruelty. Compared to what he saw �n �t of
censure or rebuke, how shallow Bas�l's reproaches about S�byl Vane had
been!—how shallow, and of what l�ttle account! H�s own soul was look�ng
out at h�m from the canvas and call�ng h�m to judgement. A look of pa�n
came across h�m, and he flung the r�ch pall over the p�cture. As he d�d so, a
knock came to the door. He passed out as h�s servant entered.

"The persons are here, Mons�eur."

He felt that the man must be got r�d of at once. He must not be allowed
to know where the p�cture was be�ng taken to. There was someth�ng sly
about h�m, and he had thoughtful, treacherous eyes. S�tt�ng down at the
wr�t�ng-table he scr�bbled a note to Lord Henry, ask�ng h�m to send h�m
round someth�ng to read and rem�nd�ng h�m that they were to meet at e�ght-
f�fteen that even�ng.

"Wa�t for an answer," he sa�d, hand�ng �t to h�m, "and show the men �n
here."

In two or three m�nutes there was another knock, and Mr. Hubbard
h�mself, the celebrated frame-maker of South Audley Street, came �n w�th a
somewhat rough-look�ng young ass�stant. Mr. Hubbard was a flor�d, red-
wh�skered l�ttle man, whose adm�rat�on for art was cons�derably tempered
by the �nveterate �mpecun�os�ty of most of the art�sts who dealt w�th h�m.
As a rule, he never left h�s shop. He wa�ted for people to come to h�m. But
he always made an except�on �n favour of Dor�an Gray. There was
someth�ng about Dor�an that charmed everybody. It was a pleasure even to
see h�m.

"What can I do for you, Mr. Gray?" he sa�d, rubb�ng h�s fat freckled
hands. "I thought I would do myself the honour of com�ng round �n person.
I have just got a beauty of a frame, s�r. P�cked �t up at a sale. Old Florent�ne.



Came from Fonth�ll, I bel�eve. Adm�rably su�ted for a rel�g�ous subject, Mr.
Gray."

"I am so sorry you have g�ven yourself the trouble of com�ng round, Mr.
Hubbard. I shall certa�nly drop �n and look at the frame—though I don't go
�n much at present for rel�g�ous art—but to-day I only want a p�cture carr�ed
to the top of the house for me. It �s rather heavy, so I thought I would ask
you to lend me a couple of your men."

"No trouble at all, Mr. Gray. I am del�ghted to be of any serv�ce to you.
Wh�ch �s the work of art, s�r?"

"Th�s," repl�ed Dor�an, mov�ng the screen back. "Can you move �t,
cover�ng and all, just as �t �s? I don't want �t to get scratched go�ng upsta�rs."

"There w�ll be no d�ff�culty, s�r," sa�d the gen�al frame-maker, beg�nn�ng,
w�th the a�d of h�s ass�stant, to unhook the p�cture from the long brass
cha�ns by wh�ch �t was suspended. "And, now, where shall we carry �t to,
Mr. Gray?"

"I w�ll show you the way, Mr. Hubbard, �f you w�ll k�ndly follow me. Or
perhaps you had better go �n front. I am afra�d �t �s r�ght at the top of the
house. We w�ll go up by the front sta�rcase, as �t �s w�der."

He held the door open for them, and they passed out �nto the hall and
began the ascent. The elaborate character of the frame had made the p�cture
extremely bulky, and now and then, �n sp�te of the obsequ�ous protests of
Mr. Hubbard, who had the true tradesman's sp�r�ted d�sl�ke of see�ng a
gentleman do�ng anyth�ng useful, Dor�an put h�s hand to �t so as to help
them.

"Someth�ng of a load to carry, s�r," gasped the l�ttle man when they
reached the top land�ng. And he w�ped h�s sh�ny forehead.

"I am afra�d �t �s rather heavy," murmured Dor�an as he unlocked the
door that opened �nto the room that was to keep for h�m the cur�ous secret
of h�s l�fe and h�de h�s soul from the eyes of men.



He had not entered the place for more than four years—not, �ndeed,
s�nce he had used �t f�rst as a play-room when he was a ch�ld, and then as a
study when he grew somewhat older. It was a large, well-proport�oned
room, wh�ch had been spec�ally bu�lt by the last Lord Kelso for the use of
the l�ttle grandson whom, for h�s strange l�keness to h�s mother, and also for
other reasons, he had always hated and des�red to keep at a d�stance. It
appeared to Dor�an to have but l�ttle changed. There was the huge Ital�an
cassone, w�th �ts fantast�cally pa�nted panels and �ts tarn�shed g�lt
mould�ngs, �n wh�ch he had so often h�dden h�mself as a boy. There the
sat�nwood book-case f�lled w�th h�s dog-eared schoolbooks. On the wall
beh�nd �t was hang�ng the same ragged Flem�sh tapestry where a faded k�ng
and queen were play�ng chess �n a garden, wh�le a company of hawkers
rode by, carry�ng hooded b�rds on the�r gauntleted wr�sts. How well he
remembered �t all! Every moment of h�s lonely ch�ldhood came back to h�m
as he looked round. He recalled the sta�nless pur�ty of h�s boy�sh l�fe, and �t
seemed horr�ble to h�m that �t was here the fatal portra�t was to be h�dden
away. How l�ttle he had thought, �n those dead days, of all that was �n store
for h�m!

But there was no other place �n the house so secure from pry�ng eyes as
th�s. He had the key, and no one else could enter �t. Beneath �ts purple pall,
the face pa�nted on the canvas could grow best�al, sodden, and unclean.
What d�d �t matter? No one could see �t. He h�mself would not see �t. Why
should he watch the h�deous corrupt�on of h�s soul? He kept h�s youth—that
was enough. And, bes�des, m�ght not h�s nature grow f�ner, after all? There
was no reason that the future should be so full of shame. Some love m�ght
come across h�s l�fe, and pur�fy h�m, and sh�eld h�m from those s�ns that
seemed to be already st�rr�ng �n sp�r�t and �n flesh—those cur�ous
unp�ctured s�ns whose very mystery lent them the�r subtlety and the�r
charm. Perhaps, some day, the cruel look would have passed away from the
scarlet sens�t�ve mouth, and he m�ght show to the world Bas�l Hallward's
masterp�ece.

No; that was �mposs�ble. Hour by hour, and week by week, the th�ng
upon the canvas was grow�ng old. It m�ght escape the h�deousness of s�n,
but the h�deousness of age was �n store for �t. The cheeks would become
hollow or flacc�d. Yellow crow's feet would creep round the fad�ng eyes and



make them horr�ble. The ha�r would lose �ts br�ghtness, the mouth would
gape or droop, would be fool�sh or gross, as the mouths of old men are.
There would be the wr�nkled throat, the cold, blue-ve�ned hands, the tw�sted
body, that he remembered �n the grandfather who had been so stern to h�m
�n h�s boyhood. The p�cture had to be concealed. There was no help for �t.

"Br�ng �t �n, Mr. Hubbard, please," he sa�d, wear�ly, turn�ng round. "I am
sorry I kept you so long. I was th�nk�ng of someth�ng else."

"Always glad to have a rest, Mr. Gray," answered the frame-maker, who
was st�ll gasp�ng for breath. "Where shall we put �t, s�r?"

"Oh, anywhere. Here: th�s w�ll do. I don't want to have �t hung up. Just
lean �t aga�nst the wall. Thanks."

"M�ght one look at the work of art, s�r?"

Dor�an started. "It would not �nterest you, Mr. Hubbard," he sa�d,
keep�ng h�s eye on the man. He felt ready to leap upon h�m and fl�ng h�m to
the ground �f he dared to l�ft the gorgeous hang�ng that concealed the secret
of h�s l�fe. "I shan't trouble you any more now. I am much obl�ged for your
k�ndness �n com�ng round."

"Not at all, not at all, Mr. Gray. Ever ready to do anyth�ng for you, s�r."
And Mr. Hubbard tramped downsta�rs, followed by the ass�stant, who
glanced back at Dor�an w�th a look of shy wonder �n h�s rough uncomely
face. He had never seen any one so marvellous.

When the sound of the�r footsteps had d�ed away, Dor�an locked the door
and put the key �n h�s pocket. He felt safe now. No one would ever look
upon the horr�ble th�ng. No eye but h�s would ever see h�s shame.

On reach�ng the l�brary, he found that �t was just after f�ve o'clock and
that the tea had been already brought up. On a l�ttle table of dark perfumed
wood th�ckly �ncrusted w�th nacre, a present from Lady Radley, h�s
guard�an's w�fe, a pretty profess�onal �nval�d who had spent the preced�ng
w�nter �n Ca�ro, was ly�ng a note from Lord Henry, and bes�de �t was a book
bound �n yellow paper, the cover sl�ghtly torn and the edges so�led. A copy



of the th�rd ed�t�on of The St. James's Gazette had been placed on the tea-
tray. It was ev�dent that V�ctor had returned. He wondered �f he had met the
men �n the hall as they were leav�ng the house and had wormed out of them
what they had been do�ng. He would be sure to m�ss the p�cture—had no
doubt m�ssed �t already, wh�le he had been lay�ng the tea-th�ngs. The screen
had not been set back, and a blank space was v�s�ble on the wall. Perhaps
some n�ght he m�ght f�nd h�m creep�ng upsta�rs and try�ng to force the door
of the room. It was a horr�ble th�ng to have a spy �n one's house. He had
heard of r�ch men who had been blackma�led all the�r l�ves by some servant
who had read a letter, or overheard a conversat�on, or p�cked up a card w�th
an address, or found beneath a p�llow a w�thered flower or a shred of
crumpled lace.

He s�ghed, and hav�ng poured h�mself out some tea, opened Lord
Henry's note. It was s�mply to say that he sent h�m round the even�ng paper,
and a book that m�ght �nterest h�m, and that he would be at the club at e�ght-
f�fteen. He opened The St. James's langu�dly, and looked through �t. A red
penc�l-mark on the f�fth page caught h�s eye. It drew attent�on to the
follow�ng paragraph:

INQUEST ON AN ACTRESS.—An �nquest was held th�s morn�ng at
the Bell Tavern, Hoxton Road, by Mr. Danby, the D�str�ct Coroner, on the
body of S�byl Vane, a young actress recently engaged at the Royal Theatre,
Holborn. A verd�ct of death by m�sadventure was returned. Cons�derable
sympathy was expressed for the mother of the deceased, who was greatly
affected dur�ng the g�v�ng of her own ev�dence, and that of Dr. B�rrell, who
had made the post-mortem exam�nat�on of the deceased.

He frowned, and tear�ng the paper �n two, went across the room and
flung the p�eces away. How ugly �t all was! And how horr�bly real ugl�ness
made th�ngs! He felt a l�ttle annoyed w�th Lord Henry for hav�ng sent h�m
the report. And �t was certa�nly stup�d of h�m to have marked �t w�th red
penc�l. V�ctor m�ght have read �t. The man knew more than enough Engl�sh
for that.



Perhaps he had read �t and had begun to suspect someth�ng. And, yet,
what d�d �t matter? What had Dor�an Gray to do w�th S�byl Vane's death?
There was noth�ng to fear. Dor�an Gray had not k�lled her.

H�s eye fell on the yellow book that Lord Henry had sent h�m. What was
�t, he wondered. He went towards the l�ttle, pearl-coloured octagonal stand
that had always looked to h�m l�ke the work of some strange Egypt�an bees
that wrought �n s�lver, and tak�ng up the volume, flung h�mself �nto an arm-
cha�r and began to turn over the leaves. After a few m�nutes he became
absorbed. It was the strangest book that he had ever read. It seemed to h�m
that �n exqu�s�te ra�ment, and to the del�cate sound of flutes, the s�ns of the
world were pass�ng �n dumb show before h�m. Th�ngs that he had d�mly
dreamed of were suddenly made real to h�m. Th�ngs of wh�ch he had never
dreamed were gradually revealed.

It was a novel w�thout a plot and w�th only one character, be�ng, �ndeed,
s�mply a psycholog�cal study of a certa�n young Par�s�an who spent h�s l�fe
try�ng to real�ze �n the n�neteenth century all the pass�ons and modes of
thought that belonged to every century except h�s own, and to sum up, as �t
were, �n h�mself the var�ous moods through wh�ch the world-sp�r�t had ever
passed, lov�ng for the�r mere art�f�c�al�ty those renunc�at�ons that men have
unw�sely called v�rtue, as much as those natural rebell�ons that w�se men
st�ll call s�n. The style �n wh�ch �t was wr�tten was that cur�ous jewelled
style, v�v�d and obscure at once, full of argot and of archa�sms, of techn�cal
express�ons and of elaborate paraphrases, that character�zes the work of
some of the f�nest art�sts of the French school of Symbol�stes. There were �n
�t metaphors as monstrous as orch�ds and as subtle �n colour. The l�fe of the
senses was descr�bed �n the terms of myst�cal ph�losophy. One hardly knew
at t�mes whether one was read�ng the sp�r�tual ecstas�es of some med�aeval
sa�nt or the morb�d confess�ons of a modern s�nner. It was a po�sonous
book. The heavy odour of �ncense seemed to cl�ng about �ts pages and to
trouble the bra�n. The mere cadence of the sentences, the subtle monotony
of the�r mus�c, so full as �t was of complex refra�ns and movements
elaborately repeated, produced �n the m�nd of the lad, as he passed from
chapter to chapter, a form of rever�e, a malady of dream�ng, that made h�m
unconsc�ous of the fall�ng day and creep�ng shadows.



Cloudless, and p�erced by one sol�tary star, a copper-green sky gleamed
through the w�ndows. He read on by �ts wan l�ght t�ll he could read no
more. Then, after h�s valet had rem�nded h�m several t�mes of the lateness
of the hour, he got up, and go�ng �nto the next room, placed the book on the
l�ttle Florent�ne table that always stood at h�s beds�de and began to dress for
d�nner.

It was almost n�ne o'clock before he reached the club, where he found
Lord Henry s�tt�ng alone, �n the morn�ng-room, look�ng very much bored.

"I am so sorry, Harry," he cr�ed, "but really �t �s ent�rely your fault. That
book you sent me so fasc�nated me that I forgot how the t�me was go�ng."

"Yes, I thought you would l�ke �t," repl�ed h�s host, r�s�ng from h�s cha�r.

"I d�dn't say I l�ked �t, Harry. I sa�d �t fasc�nated me. There �s a great
d�fference."

"Ah, you have d�scovered that?" murmured Lord Henry. And they
passed �nto the d�n�ng-room.

CHAPTER 11

For years, Dor�an Gray could not free h�mself from the �nfluence of th�s
book. Or perhaps �t would be more accurate to say that he never sought to
free h�mself from �t. He procured from Par�s no less than n�ne large-paper
cop�es of the f�rst ed�t�on, and had them bound �n d�fferent colours, so that
they m�ght su�t h�s var�ous moods and the chang�ng fanc�es of a nature over
wh�ch he seemed, at t�mes, to have almost ent�rely lost control. The hero,
the wonderful young Par�s�an �n whom the romant�c and the sc�ent�f�c
temperaments were so strangely blended, became to h�m a k�nd of
pref�gur�ng type of h�mself. And, �ndeed, the whole book seemed to h�m to
conta�n the story of h�s own l�fe, wr�tten before he had l�ved �t.



In one po�nt he was more fortunate than the novel's fantast�c hero. He
never knew—never, �ndeed, had any cause to know—that somewhat
grotesque dread of m�rrors, and pol�shed metal surfaces, and st�ll water
wh�ch came upon the young Par�s�an so early �n h�s l�fe, and was
occas�oned by the sudden decay of a beau that had once, apparently, been so
remarkable. It was w�th an almost cruel joy—and perhaps �n nearly every
joy, as certa�nly �n every pleasure, cruelty has �ts place—that he used to
read the latter part of the book, w�th �ts really trag�c, �f somewhat
overemphas�zed, account of the sorrow and despa�r of one who had h�mself
lost what �n others, and the world, he had most dearly valued.

For the wonderful beauty that had so fasc�nated Bas�l Hallward, and
many others bes�des h�m, seemed never to leave h�m. Even those who had
heard the most ev�l th�ngs aga�nst h�m—and from t�me to t�me strange
rumours about h�s mode of l�fe crept through London and became the
chatter of the clubs—could not bel�eve anyth�ng to h�s d�shonour when they
saw h�m. He had always the look of one who had kept h�mself unspotted
from the world. Men who talked grossly became s�lent when Dor�an Gray
entered the room. There was someth�ng �n the pur�ty of h�s face that
rebuked them. H�s mere presence seemed to recall to them the memory of
the �nnocence that they had tarn�shed. They wondered how one so charm�ng
and graceful as he was could have escaped the sta�n of an age that was at
once sord�d and sensual.

Often, on return�ng home from one of those myster�ous and prolonged
absences that gave r�se to such strange conjecture among those who were
h�s fr�ends, or thought that they were so, he h�mself would creep upsta�rs to
the locked room, open the door w�th the key that never left h�m now, and
stand, w�th a m�rror, �n front of the portra�t that Bas�l Hallward had pa�nted
of h�m, look�ng now at the ev�l and ag�ng face on the canvas, and now at the
fa�r young face that laughed back at h�m from the pol�shed glass. The very
sharpness of the contrast used to qu�cken h�s sense of pleasure. He grew
more and more enamoured of h�s own beauty, more and more �nterested �n
the corrupt�on of h�s own soul. He would exam�ne w�th m�nute care, and
somet�mes w�th a monstrous and terr�ble del�ght, the h�deous l�nes that
seared the wr�nkl�ng forehead or crawled around the heavy sensual mouth,
wonder�ng somet�mes wh�ch were the more horr�ble, the s�gns of s�n or the



s�gns of age. He would place h�s wh�te hands bes�de the coarse bloated
hands of the p�cture, and sm�le. He mocked the m�sshapen body and the
fa�l�ng l�mbs.

There were moments, �ndeed, at n�ght, when, ly�ng sleepless �n h�s own
del�cately scented chamber, or �n the sord�d room of the l�ttle �ll-famed
tavern near the docks wh�ch, under an assumed name and �n d�sgu�se, �t was
h�s hab�t to frequent, he would th�nk of the ru�n he had brought upon h�s
soul w�th a p�ty that was all the more po�gnant because �t was purely self�sh.
But moments such as these were rare. That cur�os�ty about l�fe wh�ch Lord
Henry had f�rst st�rred �n h�m, as they sat together �n the garden of the�r
fr�end, seemed to �ncrease w�th grat�f�cat�on. The more he knew, the more
he des�red to know. He had mad hungers that grew more ravenous as he fed
them.

Yet he was not really reckless, at any rate �n h�s relat�ons to soc�ety.
Once or tw�ce every month dur�ng the w�nter, and on each Wednesday
even�ng wh�le the season lasted, he would throw open to the world h�s
beaut�ful house and have the most celebrated mus�c�ans of the day to charm
h�s guests w�th the wonders of the�r art. H�s l�ttle d�nners, �n the settl�ng of
wh�ch Lord Henry always ass�sted h�m, were noted as much for the careful
select�on and plac�ng of those �nv�ted, as for the exqu�s�te taste shown �n the
decorat�on of the table, w�th �ts subtle symphon�c arrangements of exot�c
flowers, and embro�dered cloths, and ant�que plate of gold and s�lver.
Indeed, there were many, espec�ally among the very young men, who saw,
or fanc�ed that they saw, �n Dor�an Gray the true real�zat�on of a type of
wh�ch they had often dreamed �n Eton or Oxford days, a type that was to
comb�ne someth�ng of the real culture of the scholar w�th all the grace and
d�st�nct�on and perfect manner of a c�t�zen of the world. To them he seemed
to be of the company of those whom Dante descr�bes as hav�ng sought to
"make themselves perfect by the worsh�p of beauty." L�ke Gaut�er, he was
one for whom "the v�s�ble world ex�sted."

And, certa�nly, to h�m l�fe �tself was the f�rst, the greatest, of the arts, and
for �t all the other arts seemed to be but a preparat�on. Fash�on, by wh�ch
what �s really fantast�c becomes for a moment un�versal, and dandy�sm,
wh�ch, �n �ts own way, �s an attempt to assert the absolute modern�ty of



beauty, had, of course, the�r fasc�nat�on for h�m. H�s mode of dress�ng, and
the part�cular styles that from t�me to t�me he affected, had the�r marked
�nfluence on the young exqu�s�tes of the Mayfa�r balls and Pall Mall club
w�ndows, who cop�ed h�m �n everyth�ng that he d�d, and tr�ed to reproduce
the acc�dental charm of h�s graceful, though to h�m only half-ser�ous,
fopper�es.

For, wh�le he was but too ready to accept the pos�t�on that was almost
�mmed�ately offered to h�m on h�s com�ng of age, and found, �ndeed, a
subtle pleasure �n the thought that he m�ght really become to the London of
h�s own day what to �mper�al Neron�an Rome the author of the Satyr�con
once had been, yet �n h�s �nmost heart he des�red to be someth�ng more than
a mere arb�ter elegant�arum, to be consulted on the wear�ng of a jewel, or
the knott�ng of a neckt�e, or the conduct of a cane. He sought to elaborate
some new scheme of l�fe that would have �ts reasoned ph�losophy and �ts
ordered pr�nc�ples, and f�nd �n the sp�r�tual�z�ng of the senses �ts h�ghest
real�zat�on.

The worsh�p of the senses has often, and w�th much just�ce, been
decr�ed, men feel�ng a natural �nst�nct of terror about pass�ons and
sensat�ons that seem stronger than themselves, and that they are consc�ous
of shar�ng w�th the less h�ghly organ�zed forms of ex�stence. But �t appeared
to Dor�an Gray that the true nature of the senses had never been understood,
and that they had rema�ned savage and an�mal merely because the world
had sought to starve them �nto subm�ss�on or to k�ll them by pa�n, �nstead of
a�m�ng at mak�ng them elements of a new sp�r�tual�ty, of wh�ch a f�ne
�nst�nct for beauty was to be the dom�nant character�st�c. As he looked back
upon man mov�ng through h�story, he was haunted by a feel�ng of loss. So
much had been surrendered! and to such l�ttle purpose! There had been mad
w�lful reject�ons, monstrous forms of self-torture and self-den�al, whose
or�g�n was fear and whose result was a degradat�on �nf�n�tely more terr�ble
than that fanc�ed degradat�on from wh�ch, �n the�r �gnorance, they had
sought to escape; Nature, �n her wonderful �rony, dr�v�ng out the anchor�te
to feed w�th the w�ld an�mals of the desert and g�v�ng to the herm�t the
beasts of the f�eld as h�s compan�ons.



Yes: there was to be, as Lord Henry had prophes�ed, a new Hedon�sm
that was to recreate l�fe and to save �t from that harsh uncomely pur�tan�sm
that �s hav�ng, �n our own day, �ts cur�ous rev�val. It was to have �ts serv�ce
of the �ntellect, certa�nly, yet �t was never to accept any theory or system
that would �nvolve the sacr�f�ce of any mode of pass�onate exper�ence. Its
a�m, �ndeed, was to be exper�ence �tself, and not the fru�ts of exper�ence,
sweet or b�tter as they m�ght be. Of the ascet�c�sm that deadens the senses,
as of the vulgar profl�gacy that dulls them, �t was to know noth�ng. But �t
was to teach man to concentrate h�mself upon the moments of a l�fe that �s
�tself but a moment.

There are few of us who have not somet�mes wakened before dawn,
e�ther after one of those dreamless n�ghts that make us almost enamoured of
death, or one of those n�ghts of horror and m�sshapen joy, when through the
chambers of the bra�n sweep phantoms more terr�ble than real�ty �tself, and
�nst�nct w�th that v�v�d l�fe that lurks �n all grotesques, and that lends to
Goth�c art �ts endur�ng v�tal�ty, th�s art be�ng, one m�ght fancy, espec�ally
the art of those whose m�nds have been troubled w�th the malady of rever�e.
Gradually wh�te f�ngers creep through the curta�ns, and they appear to
tremble. In black fantast�c shapes, dumb shadows crawl �nto the corners of
the room and crouch there. Outs�de, there �s the st�rr�ng of b�rds among the
leaves, or the sound of men go�ng forth to the�r work, or the s�gh and sob of
the w�nd com�ng down from the h�lls and wander�ng round the s�lent house,
as though �t feared to wake the sleepers and yet must needs call forth sleep
from her purple cave. Ve�l after ve�l of th�n dusky gauze �s l�fted, and by
degrees the forms and colours of th�ngs are restored to them, and we watch
the dawn remak�ng the world �n �ts ant�que pattern. The wan m�rrors get
back the�r m�m�c l�fe. The flameless tapers stand where we had left them,
and bes�de them l�es the half-cut book that we had been study�ng, or the
w�red flower that we had worn at the ball, or the letter that we had been
afra�d to read, or that we had read too often. Noth�ng seems to us changed.
Out of the unreal shadows of the n�ght comes back the real l�fe that we had
known. We have to resume �t where we had left off, and there steals over us
a terr�ble sense of the necess�ty for the cont�nuance of energy �n the same
wear�some round of stereotyped hab�ts, or a w�ld long�ng, �t may be, that
our eyel�ds m�ght open some morn�ng upon a world that had been
refash�oned anew �n the darkness for our pleasure, a world �n wh�ch th�ngs



would have fresh shapes and colours, and be changed, or have other secrets,
a world �n wh�ch the past would have l�ttle or no place, or surv�ve, at any
rate, �n no consc�ous form of obl�gat�on or regret, the remembrance even of
joy hav�ng �ts b�tterness and the memor�es of pleasure the�r pa�n.

It was the creat�on of such worlds as these that seemed to Dor�an Gray to
be the true object, or amongst the true objects, of l�fe; and �n h�s search for
sensat�ons that would be at once new and del�ghtful, and possess that
element of strangeness that �s so essent�al to romance, he would often adopt
certa�n modes of thought that he knew to be really al�en to h�s nature,
abandon h�mself to the�r subtle �nfluences, and then, hav�ng, as �t were,
caught the�r colour and sat�sf�ed h�s �ntellectual cur�os�ty, leave them w�th
that cur�ous �nd�fference that �s not �ncompat�ble w�th a real ardour of
temperament, and that, �ndeed, accord�ng to certa�n modern psycholog�sts,
�s often a cond�t�on of �t.

It was rumoured of h�m once that he was about to jo�n the Roman
Cathol�c commun�on, and certa�nly the Roman r�tual had always a great
attract�on for h�m. The da�ly sacr�f�ce, more awful really than all the
sacr�f�ces of the ant�que world, st�rred h�m as much by �ts superb reject�on
of the ev�dence of the senses as by the pr�m�t�ve s�mpl�c�ty of �ts elements
and the eternal pathos of the human tragedy that �t sought to symbol�ze. He
loved to kneel down on the cold marble pavement and watch the pr�est, �n
h�s st�ff flowered dalmat�c, slowly and w�th wh�te hands mov�ng as�de the
ve�l of the tabernacle, or ra�s�ng aloft the jewelled, lantern-shaped
monstrance w�th that pall�d wafer that at t�mes, one would fa�n th�nk, �s
�ndeed the "pan�s caelest�s," the bread of angels, or, robed �n the garments
of the Pass�on of Chr�st, break�ng the Host �nto the chal�ce and sm�t�ng h�s
breast for h�s s�ns. The fum�ng censers that the grave boys, �n the�r lace and
scarlet, tossed �nto the a�r l�ke great g�lt flowers had the�r subtle fasc�nat�on
for h�m. As he passed out, he used to look w�th wonder at the black
confess�onals and long to s�t �n the d�m shadow of one of them and l�sten to
men and women wh�sper�ng through the worn grat�ng the true story of the�r
l�ves.

But he never fell �nto the error of arrest�ng h�s �ntellectual development
by any formal acceptance of creed or system, or of m�stak�ng, for a house �n



wh�ch to l�ve, an �nn that �s but su�table for the sojourn of a n�ght, or for a
few hours of a n�ght �n wh�ch there are no stars and the moon �s �n trava�l.
Myst�c�sm, w�th �ts marvellous power of mak�ng common th�ngs strange to
us, and the subtle ant�nom�an�sm that always seems to accompany �t, moved
h�m for a season; and for a season he �ncl�ned to the mater�al�st�c doctr�nes
of the Darw�n�smus movement �n Germany, and found a cur�ous pleasure �n
trac�ng the thoughts and pass�ons of men to some pearly cell �n the bra�n, or
some wh�te nerve �n the body, del�ght�ng �n the concept�on of the absolute
dependence of the sp�r�t on certa�n phys�cal cond�t�ons, morb�d or healthy,
normal or d�seased. Yet, as has been sa�d of h�m before, no theory of l�fe
seemed to h�m to be of any �mportance compared w�th l�fe �tself. He felt
keenly consc�ous of how barren all �ntellectual speculat�on �s when
separated from act�on and exper�ment. He knew that the senses, no less than
the soul, have the�r sp�r�tual myster�es to reveal.

And so he would now study perfumes and the secrets of the�r
manufacture, d�st�ll�ng heav�ly scented o�ls and burn�ng odorous gums from
the East. He saw that there was no mood of the m�nd that had not �ts
counterpart �n the sensuous l�fe, and set h�mself to d�scover the�r true
relat�ons, wonder�ng what there was �n frank�ncense that made one
myst�cal, and �n ambergr�s that st�rred one's pass�ons, and �n v�olets that
woke the memory of dead romances, and �n musk that troubled the bra�n,
and �n champak that sta�ned the �mag�nat�on; and seek�ng often to elaborate
a real psychology of perfumes, and to est�mate the several �nfluences of
sweet-smell�ng roots and scented, pollen-laden flowers; of aromat�c balms
and of dark and fragrant woods; of sp�kenard, that s�ckens; of hoven�a, that
makes men mad; and of aloes, that are sa�d to be able to expel melancholy
from the soul.

At another t�me he devoted h�mself ent�rely to mus�c, and �n a long
latt�ced room, w�th a verm�l�on-and-gold ce�l�ng and walls of ol�ve-green
lacquer, he used to g�ve cur�ous concerts �n wh�ch mad g�ps�es tore w�ld
mus�c from l�ttle z�thers, or grave, yellow-shawled Tun�s�ans plucked at the
stra�ned str�ngs of monstrous lutes, wh�le gr�nn�ng Negroes beat
monotonously upon copper drums and, crouch�ng upon scarlet mats, sl�m
turbaned Ind�ans blew through long p�pes of reed or brass and charmed—or
fe�gned to charm—great hooded snakes and horr�ble horned adders. The



harsh �ntervals and shr�ll d�scords of barbar�c mus�c st�rred h�m at t�mes
when Schubert's grace, and Chop�n's beaut�ful sorrows, and the m�ghty
harmon�es of Beethoven h�mself, fell unheeded on h�s ear. He collected
together from all parts of the world the strangest �nstruments that could be
found, e�ther �n the tombs of dead nat�ons or among the few savage tr�bes
that have surv�ved contact w�th Western c�v�l�zat�ons, and loved to touch
and try them. He had the myster�ous jurupar�s of the R�o Negro Ind�ans,
that women are not allowed to look at and that even youths may not see t�ll
they have been subjected to fast�ng and scourg�ng, and the earthen jars of
the Peruv�ans that have the shr�ll cr�es of b�rds, and flutes of human bones
such as Alfonso de Ovalle heard �n Ch�le, and the sonorous green jaspers
that are found near Cuzco and g�ve forth a note of s�ngular sweetness. He
had pa�nted gourds f�lled w�th pebbles that rattled when they were shaken;
the long clar�n of the Mex�cans, �nto wh�ch the performer does not blow,
but through wh�ch he �nhales the a�r; the harsh ture of the Amazon tr�bes,
that �s sounded by the sent�nels who s�t all day long �n h�gh trees, and can
be heard, �t �s sa�d, at a d�stance of three leagues; the teponaztl�, that has
two v�brat�ng tongues of wood and �s beaten w�th st�cks that are smeared
w�th an elast�c gum obta�ned from the m�lky ju�ce of plants; the yotl-bells of
the Aztecs, that are hung �n clusters l�ke grapes; and a huge cyl�ndr�cal
drum, covered w�th the sk�ns of great serpents, l�ke the one that Bernal D�az
saw when he went w�th Cortes �nto the Mex�can temple, and of whose
doleful sound he has left us so v�v�d a descr�pt�on. The fantast�c character of
these �nstruments fasc�nated h�m, and he felt a cur�ous del�ght �n the thought
that art, l�ke Nature, has her monsters, th�ngs of best�al shape and w�th
h�deous vo�ces. Yet, after some t�me, he wear�ed of them, and would s�t �n
h�s box at the opera, e�ther alone or w�th Lord Henry, l�sten�ng �n rapt
pleasure to "Tannhauser" and see�ng �n the prelude to that great work of art
a presentat�on of the tragedy of h�s own soul.

On one occas�on he took up the study of jewels, and appeared at a
costume ball as Anne de Joyeuse, Adm�ral of France, �n a dress covered
w�th f�ve hundred and s�xty pearls. Th�s taste enthralled h�m for years, and,
�ndeed, may be sa�d never to have left h�m. He would often spend a whole
day settl�ng and resettl�ng �n the�r cases the var�ous stones that he had
collected, such as the ol�ve-green chrysoberyl that turns red by lampl�ght,
the cymophane w�th �ts w�rel�ke l�ne of s�lver, the p�stach�o-coloured



per�dot, rose-p�nk and w�ne-yellow topazes, carbuncles of f�ery scarlet w�th
tremulous, four-rayed stars, flame-red c�nnamon-stones, orange and v�olet
sp�nels, and amethysts w�th the�r alternate layers of ruby and sapph�re. He
loved the red gold of the sunstone, and the moonstone's pearly wh�teness,
and the broken ra�nbow of the m�lky opal. He procured from Amsterdam
three emeralds of extraord�nary s�ze and r�chness of colour, and had a
turquo�se de la v�e�lle roche that was the envy of all the conno�sseurs.

He d�scovered wonderful stor�es, also, about jewels. In Alphonso's
Cler�cal�s D�sc�pl�na a serpent was ment�oned w�th eyes of real jac�nth, and
�n the romant�c h�story of Alexander, the Conqueror of Emath�a was sa�d to
have found �n the vale of Jordan snakes "w�th collars of real emeralds
grow�ng on the�r backs." There was a gem �n the bra�n of the dragon,
Ph�lostratus told us, and "by the exh�b�t�on of golden letters and a scarlet
robe" the monster could be thrown �nto a mag�cal sleep and sla�n.
Accord�ng to the great alchem�st, P�erre de Bon�face, the d�amond rendered
a man �nv�s�ble, and the agate of Ind�a made h�m eloquent. The cornel�an
appeased anger, and the hyac�nth provoked sleep, and the amethyst drove
away the fumes of w�ne. The garnet cast out demons, and the hydrop�cus
depr�ved the moon of her colour. The selen�te waxed and waned w�th the
moon, and the meloceus, that d�scovers th�eves, could be affected only by
the blood of k�ds. Leonardus Cam�llus had seen a wh�te stone taken from
the bra�n of a newly k�lled toad, that was a certa�n ant�dote aga�nst po�son.
The bezoar, that was found �n the heart of the Arab�an deer, was a charm
that could cure the plague. In the nests of Arab�an b�rds was the asp�lates,
that, accord�ng to Democr�tus, kept the wearer from any danger by f�re.

The K�ng of Ce�lan rode through h�s c�ty w�th a large ruby �n h�s hand, as
the ceremony of h�s coronat�on. The gates of the palace of John the Pr�est
were "made of sard�us, w�th the horn of the horned snake �nwrought, so that
no man m�ght br�ng po�son w�th�n." Over the gable were "two golden
apples, �n wh�ch were two carbuncles," so that the gold m�ght sh�ne by day
and the carbuncles by n�ght. In Lodge's strange romance 'A Margar�te of
Amer�ca', �t was stated that �n the chamber of the queen one could behold
"all the chaste lad�es of the world, �nchased out of s�lver, look�ng through
fa�r m�rrours of chrysol�tes, carbuncles, sapph�res, and greene emeraults."
Marco Polo had seen the �nhab�tants of Z�pangu place rose-coloured pearls



�n the mouths of the dead. A sea-monster had been enamoured of the pearl
that the d�ver brought to K�ng Perozes, and had sla�n the th�ef, and mourned
for seven moons over �ts loss. When the Huns lured the k�ng �nto the great
p�t, he flung �t away—Procop�us tells the story—nor was �t ever found
aga�n, though the Emperor Anastas�us offered f�ve hundred-we�ght of gold
p�eces for �t. The K�ng of Malabar had shown to a certa�n Venet�an a rosary
of three hundred and four pearls, one for every god that he worsh�pped.

When the Duke de Valent�no�s, son of Alexander VI, v�s�ted Lou�s XII
of France, h�s horse was loaded w�th gold leaves, accord�ng to Brantome,
and h�s cap had double rows of rub�es that threw out a great l�ght. Charles
of England had r�dden �n st�rrups hung w�th four hundred and twenty-one
d�amonds. R�chard II had a coat, valued at th�rty thousand marks, wh�ch
was covered w�th balas rub�es. Hall descr�bed Henry VIII, on h�s way to the
Tower prev�ous to h�s coronat�on, as wear�ng "a jacket of ra�sed gold, the
placard embro�dered w�th d�amonds and other r�ch stones, and a great
bauder�ke about h�s neck of large balasses." The favour�tes of James I wore
ear-r�ngs of emeralds set �n gold f�l�grane. Edward II gave to P�ers Gaveston
a su�t of red-gold armour studded w�th jac�nths, a collar of gold roses set
w�th turquo�se-stones, and a skull-cap parseme w�th pearls. Henry II wore
jewelled gloves reach�ng to the elbow, and had a hawk-glove sewn w�th
twelve rub�es and f�fty-two great or�ents. The ducal hat of Charles the Rash,
the last Duke of Burgundy of h�s race, was hung w�th pear-shaped pearls
and studded w�th sapph�res.

How exqu�s�te l�fe had once been! How gorgeous �n �ts pomp and
decorat�on! Even to read of the luxury of the dead was wonderful.

Then he turned h�s attent�on to embro�der�es and to the tapestr�es that
performed the off�ce of frescoes �n the ch�ll rooms of the northern nat�ons of
Europe. As he �nvest�gated the subject—and he always had an extraord�nary
faculty of becom�ng absolutely absorbed for the moment �n whatever he
took up—he was almost saddened by the reflect�on of the ru�n that t�me
brought on beaut�ful and wonderful th�ngs. He, at any rate, had escaped
that. Summer followed summer, and the yellow jonqu�ls bloomed and d�ed
many t�mes, and n�ghts of horror repeated the story of the�r shame, but he
was unchanged. No w�nter marred h�s face or sta�ned h�s flowerl�ke bloom.



How d�fferent �t was w�th mater�al th�ngs! Where had they passed to?
Where was the great crocus-coloured robe, on wh�ch the gods fought
aga�nst the g�ants, that had been worked by brown g�rls for the pleasure of
Athena? Where the huge velar�um that Nero had stretched across the
Colosseum at Rome, that T�tan sa�l of purple on wh�ch was represented the
starry sky, and Apollo dr�v�ng a char�ot drawn by wh�te, g�lt-re�ned steeds?
He longed to see the cur�ous table-napk�ns wrought for the Pr�est of the
Sun, on wh�ch were d�splayed all the da�nt�es and v�ands that could be
wanted for a feast; the mortuary cloth of K�ng Ch�lper�c, w�th �ts three
hundred golden bees; the fantast�c robes that exc�ted the �nd�gnat�on of the
B�shop of Pontus and were f�gured w�th "l�ons, panthers, bears, dogs,
forests, rocks, hunters—all, �n fact, that a pa�nter can copy from nature";
and the coat that Charles of Orleans once wore, on the sleeves of wh�ch
were embro�dered the verses of a song beg�nn�ng "Madame, je su�s tout
joyeux," the mus�cal accompan�ment of the words be�ng wrought �n gold
thread, and each note, of square shape �n those days, formed w�th four
pearls. He read of the room that was prepared at the palace at Rhe�ms for
the use of Queen Joan of Burgundy and was decorated w�th "th�rteen
hundred and twenty-one parrots, made �n bro�dery, and blazoned w�th the
k�ng's arms, and f�ve hundred and s�xty-one butterfl�es, whose w�ngs were
s�m�larly ornamented w�th the arms of the queen, the whole worked �n
gold." Cather�ne de Med�c�s had a mourn�ng-bed made for her of black
velvet powdered w�th crescents and suns. Its curta�ns were of damask, w�th
leafy wreaths and garlands, f�gured upon a gold and s�lver ground, and
fr�nged along the edges w�th bro�der�es of pearls, and �t stood �n a room
hung w�th rows of the queen's dev�ces �n cut black velvet upon cloth of
s�lver. Lou�s XIV had gold embro�dered caryat�des f�fteen feet h�gh �n h�s
apartment. The state bed of Sob�esk�, K�ng of Poland, was made of Smyrna
gold brocade embro�dered �n turquo�ses w�th verses from the Koran. Its
supports were of s�lver g�lt, beaut�fully chased, and profusely set w�th
enamelled and jewelled medall�ons. It had been taken from the Turk�sh
camp before V�enna, and the standard of Mohammed had stood beneath the
tremulous g�lt of �ts canopy.

And so, for a whole year, he sought to accumulate the most exqu�s�te
spec�mens that he could f�nd of text�le and embro�dered work, gett�ng the
da�nty Delh� musl�ns, f�nely wrought w�th gold-thread palmates and st�tched



over w�th �r�descent beetles' w�ngs; the Dacca gauzes, that from the�r
transparency are known �n the East as "woven a�r," and "runn�ng water,"
and "even�ng dew"; strange f�gured cloths from Java; elaborate yellow
Ch�nese hang�ngs; books bound �n tawny sat�ns or fa�r blue s�lks and
wrought w�th fleurs-de-l�s, b�rds and �mages; ve�ls of lac�s worked �n
Hungary po�nt; S�c�l�an brocades and st�ff Span�sh velvets; Georg�an work,
w�th �ts g�lt co�ns, and Japanese Foukousas, w�th the�r green-toned golds
and the�r marvellously plumaged b�rds.

He had a spec�al pass�on, also, for eccles�ast�cal vestments, as �ndeed he
had for everyth�ng connected w�th the serv�ce of the Church. In the long
cedar chests that l�ned the west gallery of h�s house, he had stored away
many rare and beaut�ful spec�mens of what �s really the ra�ment of the Br�de
of Chr�st, who must wear purple and jewels and f�ne l�nen that she may h�de
the pall�d macerated body that �s worn by the suffer�ng that she seeks for
and wounded by self-�nfl�cted pa�n. He possessed a gorgeous cope of
cr�mson s�lk and gold-thread damask, f�gured w�th a repeat�ng pattern of
golden pomegranates set �n s�x-petalled formal blossoms, beyond wh�ch on
e�ther s�de was the p�ne-apple dev�ce wrought �n seed-pearls. The orphreys
were d�v�ded �nto panels represent�ng scenes from the l�fe of the V�rg�n, and
the coronat�on of the V�rg�n was f�gured �n coloured s�lks upon the hood.
Th�s was Ital�an work of the f�fteenth century. Another cope was of green
velvet, embro�dered w�th heart-shaped groups of acanthus-leaves, from
wh�ch spread long-stemmed wh�te blossoms, the deta�ls of wh�ch were
p�cked out w�th s�lver thread and coloured crystals. The morse bore a
seraph's head �n gold-thread ra�sed work. The orphreys were woven �n a
d�aper of red and gold s�lk, and were starred w�th medall�ons of many sa�nts
and martyrs, among whom was St. Sebast�an. He had chasubles, also, of
amber-coloured s�lk, and blue s�lk and gold brocade, and yellow s�lk
damask and cloth of gold, f�gured w�th representat�ons of the Pass�on and
Cruc�f�x�on of Chr�st, and embro�dered w�th l�ons and peacocks and other
emblems; dalmat�cs of wh�te sat�n and p�nk s�lk damask, decorated w�th
tul�ps and dolph�ns and fleurs-de-l�s; altar frontals of cr�mson velvet and
blue l�nen; and many corporals, chal�ce-ve�ls, and sudar�a. In the myst�c
off�ces to wh�ch such th�ngs were put, there was someth�ng that qu�ckened
h�s �mag�nat�on.



For these treasures, and everyth�ng that he collected �n h�s lovely house,
were to be to h�m means of forgetfulness, modes by wh�ch he could escape,
for a season, from the fear that seemed to h�m at t�mes to be almost too
great to be borne. Upon the walls of the lonely locked room where he had
spent so much of h�s boyhood, he had hung w�th h�s own hands the terr�ble
portra�t whose chang�ng features showed h�m the real degradat�on of h�s
l�fe, and �n front of �t had draped the purple-and-gold pall as a curta�n. For
weeks he would not go there, would forget the h�deous pa�nted th�ng, and
get back h�s l�ght heart, h�s wonderful joyousness, h�s pass�onate absorpt�on
�n mere ex�stence. Then, suddenly, some n�ght he would creep out of the
house, go down to dreadful places near Blue Gate F�elds, and stay there,
day after day, unt�l he was dr�ven away. On h�s return he would s�t �n front
of the p�cture, somet�mes loath�ng �t and h�mself, but f�lled, at other t�mes,
w�th that pr�de of �nd�v�dual�sm that �s half the fasc�nat�on of s�n, and
sm�l�ng w�th secret pleasure at the m�sshapen shadow that had to bear the
burden that should have been h�s own.

After a few years he could not endure to be long out of England, and
gave up the v�lla that he had shared at Trouv�lle w�th Lord Henry, as well as
the l�ttle wh�te walled-�n house at Alg�ers where they had more than once
spent the w�nter. He hated to be separated from the p�cture that was such a
part of h�s l�fe, and was also afra�d that dur�ng h�s absence some one m�ght
ga�n access to the room, �n sp�te of the elaborate bars that he had caused to
be placed upon the door.

He was qu�te consc�ous that th�s would tell them noth�ng. It was true that
the portra�t st�ll preserved, under all the foulness and ugl�ness of the face, �ts
marked l�keness to h�mself; but what could they learn from that? He would
laugh at any one who tr�ed to taunt h�m. He had not pa�nted �t. What was �t
to h�m how v�le and full of shame �t looked? Even �f he told them, would
they bel�eve �t?

Yet he was afra�d. Somet�mes when he was down at h�s great house �n
Nott�nghamsh�re, enterta�n�ng the fash�onable young men of h�s own rank
who were h�s ch�ef compan�ons, and astound�ng the county by the wanton
luxury and gorgeous splendour of h�s mode of l�fe, he would suddenly leave
h�s guests and rush back to town to see that the door had not been tampered



w�th and that the p�cture was st�ll there. What �f �t should be stolen? The
mere thought made h�m cold w�th horror. Surely the world would know h�s
secret then. Perhaps the world already suspected �t.

For, wh�le he fasc�nated many, there were not a few who d�strusted h�m.
He was very nearly blackballed at a West End club of wh�ch h�s b�rth and
soc�al pos�t�on fully ent�tled h�m to become a member, and �t was sa�d that
on one occas�on, when he was brought by a fr�end �nto the smok�ng-room
of the Church�ll, the Duke of Berw�ck and another gentleman got up �n a
marked manner and went out. Cur�ous stor�es became current about h�m
after he had passed h�s twenty-f�fth year. It was rumoured that he had been
seen brawl�ng w�th fore�gn sa�lors �n a low den �n the d�stant parts of
Wh�techapel, and that he consorted w�th th�eves and co�ners and knew the
myster�es of the�r trade. H�s extraord�nary absences became notor�ous, and,
when he used to reappear aga�n �n soc�ety, men would wh�sper to each other
�n corners, or pass h�m w�th a sneer, or look at h�m w�th cold search�ng
eyes, as though they were determ�ned to d�scover h�s secret.

Of such �nsolences and attempted sl�ghts he, of course, took no not�ce,
and �n the op�n�on of most people h�s frank debona�r manner, h�s charm�ng
boy�sh sm�le, and the �nf�n�te grace of that wonderful youth that seemed
never to leave h�m, were �n themselves a suff�c�ent answer to the calumn�es,
for so they termed them, that were c�rculated about h�m. It was remarked,
however, that some of those who had been most �nt�mate w�th h�m
appeared, after a t�me, to shun h�m. Women who had w�ldly adored h�m,
and for h�s sake had braved all soc�al censure and set convent�on at
def�ance, were seen to grow pall�d w�th shame or horror �f Dor�an Gray
entered the room.

Yet these wh�spered scandals only �ncreased �n the eyes of many h�s
strange and dangerous charm. H�s great wealth was a certa�n element of
secur�ty. Soc�ety—c�v�l�zed soc�ety, at least—�s never very ready to bel�eve
anyth�ng to the detr�ment of those who are both r�ch and fasc�nat�ng. It feels
�nst�nct�vely that manners are of more �mportance than morals, and, �n �ts
op�n�on, the h�ghest respectab�l�ty �s of much less value than the possess�on
of a good chef. And, after all, �t �s a very poor consolat�on to be told that the
man who has g�ven one a bad d�nner, or poor w�ne, �s �rreproachable �n h�s



pr�vate l�fe. Even the card�nal v�rtues cannot atone for half-cold entrees, as
Lord Henry remarked once, �n a d�scuss�on on the subject, and there �s
poss�bly a good deal to be sa�d for h�s v�ew. For the canons of good soc�ety
are, or should be, the same as the canons of art. Form �s absolutely essent�al
to �t. It should have the d�gn�ty of a ceremony, as well as �ts unreal�ty, and
should comb�ne the �ns�ncere character of a romant�c play w�th the w�t and
beauty that make such plays del�ghtful to us. Is �ns�ncer�ty such a terr�ble
th�ng? I th�nk not. It �s merely a method by wh�ch we can mult�ply our
personal�t�es.

Such, at any rate, was Dor�an Gray's op�n�on. He used to wonder at the
shallow psychology of those who conce�ve the ego �n man as a th�ng
s�mple, permanent, rel�able, and of one essence. To h�m, man was a be�ng
w�th myr�ad l�ves and myr�ad sensat�ons, a complex mult�form creature that
bore w�th�n �tself strange legac�es of thought and pass�on, and whose very
flesh was ta�nted w�th the monstrous malad�es of the dead. He loved to
stroll through the gaunt cold p�cture-gallery of h�s country house and look
at the var�ous portra�ts of those whose blood flowed �n h�s ve�ns. Here was
Ph�l�p Herbert, descr�bed by Franc�s Osborne, �n h�s Memo�res on the
Re�gns of Queen El�zabeth and K�ng James, as one who was "caressed by
the Court for h�s handsome face, wh�ch kept h�m not long company." Was �t
young Herbert's l�fe that he somet�mes led? Had some strange po�sonous
germ crept from body to body t�ll �t had reached h�s own? Was �t some d�m
sense of that ru�ned grace that had made h�m so suddenly, and almost
w�thout cause, g�ve utterance, �n Bas�l Hallward's stud�o, to the mad prayer
that had so changed h�s l�fe? Here, �n gold-embro�dered red doublet,
jewelled surcoat, and g�lt-edged ruff and wr�stbands, stood S�r Anthony
Sherard, w�th h�s s�lver-and-black armour p�led at h�s feet. What had th�s
man's legacy been? Had the lover of G�ovanna of Naples bequeathed h�m
some �nher�tance of s�n and shame? Were h�s own act�ons merely the
dreams that the dead man had not dared to real�ze? Here, from the fad�ng
canvas, sm�led Lady El�zabeth Devereux, �n her gauze hood, pearl
stomacher, and p�nk slashed sleeves. A flower was �n her r�ght hand, and
her left clasped an enamelled collar of wh�te and damask roses. On a table
by her s�de lay a mandol�n and an apple. There were large green rosettes
upon her l�ttle po�nted shoes. He knew her l�fe, and the strange stor�es that
were told about her lovers. Had he someth�ng of her temperament �n h�m?



These oval, heavy-l�dded eyes seemed to look cur�ously at h�m. What of
George W�lloughby, w�th h�s powdered ha�r and fantast�c patches? How
ev�l he looked! The face was saturn�ne and swarthy, and the sensual l�ps
seemed to be tw�sted w�th d�sda�n. Del�cate lace ruffles fell over the lean
yellow hands that were so overladen w�th r�ngs. He had been a macaron� of
the e�ghteenth century, and the fr�end, �n h�s youth, of Lord Ferrars. What of
the second Lord Beckenham, the compan�on of the Pr�nce Regent �n h�s
w�ldest days, and one of the w�tnesses at the secret marr�age w�th Mrs.
F�tzherbert? How proud and handsome he was, w�th h�s chestnut curls and
�nsolent pose! What pass�ons had he bequeathed? The world had looked
upon h�m as �nfamous. He had led the org�es at Carlton House. The star of
the Garter gl�ttered upon h�s breast. Bes�de h�m hung the portra�t of h�s
w�fe, a pall�d, th�n-l�pped woman �n black. Her blood, also, st�rred w�th�n
h�m. How cur�ous �t all seemed! And h�s mother w�th her Lady Ham�lton
face and her mo�st, w�ne-dashed l�ps—he knew what he had got from her.
He had got from her h�s beauty, and h�s pass�on for the beauty of others.
She laughed at h�m �n her loose Bacchante dress. There were v�ne leaves �n
her ha�r. The purple sp�lled from the cup she was hold�ng. The carnat�ons of
the pa�nt�ng had w�thered, but the eyes were st�ll wonderful �n the�r depth
and br�ll�ancy of colour. They seemed to follow h�m wherever he went.



Yet one had ancestors �n l�terature as well as �n one's own race, nearer
perhaps �n type and temperament, many of them, and certa�nly w�th an
�nfluence of wh�ch one was more absolutely consc�ous. There were t�mes
when �t appeared to Dor�an Gray that the whole of h�story was merely the
record of h�s own l�fe, not as he had l�ved �t �n act and c�rcumstance, but as
h�s �mag�nat�on had created �t for h�m, as �t had been �n h�s bra�n and �n h�s
pass�ons. He felt that he had known them all, those strange terr�ble f�gures
that had passed across the stage of the world and made s�n so marvellous
and ev�l so full of subtlety. It seemed to h�m that �n some myster�ous way
the�r l�ves had been h�s own.

The hero of the wonderful novel that had so �nfluenced h�s l�fe had
h�mself known th�s cur�ous fancy. In the seventh chapter he tells how,
crowned w�th laurel, lest l�ghtn�ng m�ght str�ke h�m, he had sat, as T�ber�us,
�n a garden at Capr�, read�ng the shameful books of Elephant�s, wh�le
dwarfs and peacocks strutted round h�m and the flute-player mocked the
sw�nger of the censer; and, as Cal�gula, had caroused w�th the green-sh�rted
jockeys �n the�r stables and supped �n an �vory manger w�th a jewel-
frontleted horse; and, as Dom�t�an, had wandered through a corr�dor l�ned
w�th marble m�rrors, look�ng round w�th haggard eyes for the reflect�on of
the dagger that was to end h�s days, and s�ck w�th that ennu�, that terr�ble
taed�um v�tae, that comes on those to whom l�fe den�es noth�ng; and had
peered through a clear emerald at the red shambles of the c�rcus and then, �n
a l�tter of pearl and purple drawn by s�lver-shod mules, been carr�ed through
the Street of Pomegranates to a House of Gold and heard men cry on Nero
Caesar as he passed by; and, as Elagabalus, had pa�nted h�s face w�th
colours, and pl�ed the d�staff among the women, and brought the Moon
from Carthage and g�ven her �n myst�c marr�age to the Sun.

Over and over aga�n Dor�an used to read th�s fantast�c chapter, and the
two chapters �mmed�ately follow�ng, �n wh�ch, as �n some cur�ous tapestr�es
or cunn�ngly wrought enamels, were p�ctured the awful and beaut�ful forms
of those whom v�ce and blood and wear�ness had made monstrous or mad:
F�l�ppo, Duke of M�lan, who slew h�s w�fe and pa�nted her l�ps w�th a
scarlet po�son that her lover m�ght suck death from the dead th�ng he
fondled; P�etro Barb�, the Venet�an, known as Paul the Second, who sought



�n h�s van�ty to assume the t�tle of Formosus, and whose t�ara, valued at two
hundred thousand flor�ns, was bought at the pr�ce of a terr�ble s�n; G�an
Mar�a V�scont�, who used hounds to chase l�v�ng men and whose murdered
body was covered w�th roses by a harlot who had loved h�m; the Borg�a on
h�s wh�te horse, w�th Fratr�c�de r�d�ng bes�de h�m and h�s mantle sta�ned
w�th the blood of Perotto; P�etro R�ar�o, the young Card�nal Archb�shop of
Florence, ch�ld and m�n�on of S�xtus IV, whose beauty was equalled only by
h�s debauchery, and who rece�ved Leonora of Aragon �n a pav�l�on of wh�te
and cr�mson s�lk, f�lled w�th nymphs and centaurs, and g�lded a boy that he
m�ght serve at the feast as Ganymede or Hylas; Ezzel�n, whose melancholy
could be cured only by the spectacle of death, and who had a pass�on for
red blood, as other men have for red w�ne—the son of the F�end, as was
reported, and one who had cheated h�s father at d�ce when gambl�ng w�th
h�m for h�s own soul; G�ambatt�sta C�bo, who �n mockery took the name of
Innocent and �nto whose torp�d ve�ns the blood of three lads was �nfused by
a Jew�sh doctor; S�g�smondo Malatesta, the lover of Isotta and the lord of
R�m�n�, whose eff�gy was burned at Rome as the enemy of God and man,
who strangled Polyssena w�th a napk�n, and gave po�son to G�nevra d'Este
�n a cup of emerald, and �n honour of a shameful pass�on bu�lt a pagan
church for Chr�st�an worsh�p; Charles VI, who had so w�ldly adored h�s
brother's w�fe that a leper had warned h�m of the �nsan�ty that was com�ng
on h�m, and who, when h�s bra�n had s�ckened and grown strange, could
only be soothed by Saracen cards pa�nted w�th the �mages of love and death
and madness; and, �n h�s tr�mmed jerk�n and jewelled cap and acanthusl�ke
curls, Gr�fonetto Bagl�on�, who slew Astorre w�th h�s br�de, and S�monetto
w�th h�s page, and whose comel�ness was such that, as he lay dy�ng �n the
yellow p�azza of Perug�a, those who had hated h�m could not choose but
weep, and Atalanta, who had cursed h�m, blessed h�m.

There was a horr�ble fasc�nat�on �n them all. He saw them at n�ght, and
they troubled h�s �mag�nat�on �n the day. The Rena�ssance knew of strange
manners of po�son�ng—po�son�ng by a helmet and a l�ghted torch, by an
embro�dered glove and a jewelled fan, by a g�lded pomander and by an
amber cha�n. Dor�an Gray had been po�soned by a book. There were
moments when he looked on ev�l s�mply as a mode through wh�ch he could
real�ze h�s concept�on of the beaut�ful.



CHAPTER 12

It was on the n�nth of November, the eve of h�s own th�rty-e�ghth
b�rthday, as he often remembered afterwards.

He was walk�ng home about eleven o'clock from Lord Henry's, where he
had been d�n�ng, and was wrapped �n heavy furs, as the n�ght was cold and
foggy. At the corner of Grosvenor Square and South Audley Street, a man
passed h�m �n the m�st, walk�ng very fast and w�th the collar of h�s grey
ulster turned up. He had a bag �n h�s hand. Dor�an recogn�zed h�m. It was
Bas�l Hallward. A strange sense of fear, for wh�ch he could not account,
came over h�m. He made no s�gn of recogn�t�on and went on qu�ckly �n the
d�rect�on of h�s own house.

But Hallward had seen h�m. Dor�an heard h�m f�rst stopp�ng on the
pavement and then hurry�ng after h�m. In a few moments, h�s hand was on
h�s arm.

"Dor�an! What an extraord�nary p�ece of luck! I have been wa�t�ng for
you �n your l�brary ever s�nce n�ne o'clock. F�nally I took p�ty on your t�red
servant and told h�m to go to bed, as he let me out. I am off to Par�s by the
m�dn�ght tra�n, and I part�cularly wanted to see you before I left. I thought �t
was you, or rather your fur coat, as you passed me. But I wasn't qu�te sure.
D�dn't you recogn�ze me?"

"In th�s fog, my dear Bas�l? Why, I can't even recogn�ze Grosvenor
Square. I bel�eve my house �s somewhere about here, but I don't feel at all
certa�n about �t. I am sorry you are go�ng away, as I have not seen you for
ages. But I suppose you w�ll be back soon?"

"No: I am go�ng to be out of England for s�x months. I �ntend to take a
stud�o �n Par�s and shut myself up t�ll I have f�n�shed a great p�cture I have
�n my head. However, �t wasn't about myself I wanted to talk. Here we are



at your door. Let me come �n for a moment. I have someth�ng to say to
you."

"I shall be charmed. But won't you m�ss your tra�n?" sa�d Dor�an Gray
langu�dly as he passed up the steps and opened the door w�th h�s latch-key.

The lampl�ght struggled out through the fog, and Hallward looked at h�s
watch. "I have heaps of t�me," he answered. "The tra�n doesn't go t�ll
twelve-f�fteen, and �t �s only just eleven. In fact, I was on my way to the
club to look for you, when I met you. You see, I shan't have any delay about
luggage, as I have sent on my heavy th�ngs. All I have w�th me �s �n th�s
bag, and I can eas�ly get to V�ctor�a �n twenty m�nutes."

Dor�an looked at h�m and sm�led. "What a way for a fash�onable pa�nter
to travel! A Gladstone bag and an ulster! Come �n, or the fog w�ll get �nto
the house. And m�nd you don't talk about anyth�ng ser�ous. Noth�ng �s
ser�ous nowadays. At least noth�ng should be."

Hallward shook h�s head, as he entered, and followed Dor�an �nto the
l�brary. There was a br�ght wood f�re blaz�ng �n the large open hearth. The
lamps were l�t, and an open Dutch s�lver sp�r�t-case stood, w�th some
s�phons of soda-water and large cut-glass tumblers, on a l�ttle marqueter�e
table.

"You see your servant made me qu�te at home, Dor�an. He gave me
everyth�ng I wanted, �nclud�ng your best gold-t�pped c�garettes. He �s a
most hosp�table creature. I l�ke h�m much better than the Frenchman you
used to have. What has become of the Frenchman, by the bye?"

Dor�an shrugged h�s shoulders. "I bel�eve he marr�ed Lady Radley's
ma�d, and has establ�shed her �n Par�s as an Engl�sh dressmaker.
Angloman�a �s very fash�onable over there now, I hear. It seems s�lly of the
French, doesn't �t? But—do you know?—he was not at all a bad servant. I
never l�ked h�m, but I had noth�ng to compla�n about. One often �mag�nes
th�ngs that are qu�te absurd. He was really very devoted to me and seemed
qu�te sorry when he went away. Have another brandy-and-soda? Or would
you l�ke hock-and-seltzer? I always take hock-and-seltzer myself. There �s
sure to be some �n the next room."



"Thanks, I won't have anyth�ng more," sa�d the pa�nter, tak�ng h�s cap
and coat off and throw�ng them on the bag that he had placed �n the corner.
"And now, my dear fellow, I want to speak to you ser�ously. Don't frown
l�ke that. You make �t so much more d�ff�cult for me."

"What �s �t all about?" cr�ed Dor�an �n h�s petulant way, fl�ng�ng h�mself
down on the sofa. "I hope �t �s not about myself. I am t�red of myself to-
n�ght. I should l�ke to be somebody else."

"It �s about yourself," answered Hallward �n h�s grave deep vo�ce, "and I
must say �t to you. I shall only keep you half an hour."

Dor�an s�ghed and l�t a c�garette. "Half an hour!" he murmured.

"It �s not much to ask of you, Dor�an, and �t �s ent�rely for your own sake
that I am speak�ng. I th�nk �t r�ght that you should know that the most
dreadful th�ngs are be�ng sa�d aga�nst you �n London."

"I don't w�sh to know anyth�ng about them. I love scandals about other
people, but scandals about myself don't �nterest me. They have not got the
charm of novelty."

"They must �nterest you, Dor�an. Every gentleman �s �nterested �n h�s
good name. You don't want people to talk of you as someth�ng v�le and
degraded. Of course, you have your pos�t�on, and your wealth, and all that
k�nd of th�ng. But pos�t�on and wealth are not everyth�ng. M�nd you, I don't
bel�eve these rumours at all. At least, I can't bel�eve them when I see you.
S�n �s a th�ng that wr�tes �tself across a man's face. It cannot be concealed.
People talk somet�mes of secret v�ces. There are no such th�ngs. If a
wretched man has a v�ce, �t shows �tself �n the l�nes of h�s mouth, the droop
of h�s eyel�ds, the mould�ng of h�s hands even. Somebody—I won't ment�on
h�s name, but you know h�m—came to me last year to have h�s portra�t
done. I had never seen h�m before, and had never heard anyth�ng about h�m
at the t�me, though I have heard a good deal s�nce. He offered an
extravagant pr�ce. I refused h�m. There was someth�ng �n the shape of h�s
f�ngers that I hated. I know now that I was qu�te r�ght �n what I fanc�ed
about h�m. H�s l�fe �s dreadful. But you, Dor�an, w�th your pure, br�ght,
�nnocent face, and your marvellous untroubled youth—I can't bel�eve



anyth�ng aga�nst you. And yet I see you very seldom, and you never come
down to the stud�o now, and when I am away from you, and I hear all these
h�deous th�ngs that people are wh�sper�ng about you, I don't know what to
say. Why �s �t, Dor�an, that a man l�ke the Duke of Berw�ck leaves the room
of a club when you enter �t? Why �s �t that so many gentlemen �n London
w�ll ne�ther go to your house or �nv�te you to the�rs? You used to be a fr�end
of Lord Staveley. I met h�m at d�nner last week. Your name happened to
come up �n conversat�on, �n connect�on w�th the m�n�atures you have lent to
the exh�b�t�on at the Dudley. Staveley curled h�s l�p and sa�d that you m�ght
have the most art�st�c tastes, but that you were a man whom no pure-m�nded
g�rl should be allowed to know, and whom no chaste woman should s�t �n
the same room w�th. I rem�nded h�m that I was a fr�end of yours, and asked
h�m what he meant. He told me. He told me r�ght out before everybody. It
was horr�ble! Why �s your fr�endsh�p so fatal to young men? There was that
wretched boy �n the Guards who comm�tted su�c�de. You were h�s great
fr�end. There was S�r Henry Ashton, who had to leave England w�th a
tarn�shed name. You and he were �nseparable. What about Adr�an S�ngleton
and h�s dreadful end? What about Lord Kent's only son and h�s career? I
met h�s father yesterday �n St. James's Street. He seemed broken w�th
shame and sorrow. What about the young Duke of Perth? What sort of l�fe
has he got now? What gentleman would assoc�ate w�th h�m?"

"Stop, Bas�l. You are talk�ng about th�ngs of wh�ch you know noth�ng,"
sa�d Dor�an Gray, b�t�ng h�s l�p, and w�th a note of �nf�n�te contempt �n h�s
vo�ce. "You ask me why Berw�ck leaves a room when I enter �t. It �s
because I know everyth�ng about h�s l�fe, not because he knows anyth�ng
about m�ne. W�th such blood as he has �n h�s ve�ns, how could h�s record be
clean? You ask me about Henry Ashton and young Perth. D�d I teach the
one h�s v�ces, and the other h�s debauchery? If Kent's s�lly son takes h�s
w�fe from the streets, what �s that to me? If Adr�an S�ngleton wr�tes h�s
fr�end's name across a b�ll, am I h�s keeper? I know how people chatter �n
England. The m�ddle classes a�r the�r moral prejud�ces over the�r gross
d�nner-tables, and wh�sper about what they call the profl�gac�es of the�r
betters �n order to try and pretend that they are �n smart soc�ety and on
�nt�mate terms w�th the people they slander. In th�s country, �t �s enough for
a man to have d�st�nct�on and bra�ns for every common tongue to wag
aga�nst h�m. And what sort of l�ves do these people, who pose as be�ng



moral, lead themselves? My dear fellow, you forget that we are �n the nat�ve
land of the hypocr�te."

"Dor�an," cr�ed Hallward, "that �s not the quest�on. England �s bad
enough I know, and Engl�sh soc�ety �s all wrong. That �s the reason why I
want you to be f�ne. You have not been f�ne. One has a r�ght to judge of a
man by the effect he has over h�s fr�ends. Yours seem to lose all sense of
honour, of goodness, of pur�ty. You have f�lled them w�th a madness for
pleasure. They have gone down �nto the depths. You led them there. Yes:
you led them there, and yet you can sm�le, as you are sm�l�ng now. And
there �s worse beh�nd. I know you and Harry are �nseparable. Surely for that
reason, �f for none other, you should not have made h�s s�ster's name a by-
word."

"Take care, Bas�l. You go too far."

"I must speak, and you must l�sten. You shall l�sten. When you met Lady
Gwendolen, not a breath of scandal had ever touched her. Is there a s�ngle
decent woman �n London now who would dr�ve w�th her �n the park? Why,
even her ch�ldren are not allowed to l�ve w�th her. Then there are other
stor�es—stor�es that you have been seen creep�ng at dawn out of dreadful
houses and sl�nk�ng �n d�sgu�se �nto the foulest dens �n London. Are they
true? Can they be true? When I f�rst heard them, I laughed. I hear them now,
and they make me shudder. What about your country-house and the l�fe that
�s led there? Dor�an, you don't know what �s sa�d about you. I won't tell you
that I don't want to preach to you. I remember Harry say�ng once that every
man who turned h�mself �nto an amateur curate for the moment always
began by say�ng that, and then proceeded to break h�s word. I do want to
preach to you. I want you to lead such a l�fe as w�ll make the world respect
you. I want you to have a clean name and a fa�r record. I want you to get r�d
of the dreadful people you assoc�ate w�th. Don't shrug your shoulders l�ke
that. Don't be so �nd�fferent. You have a wonderful �nfluence. Let �t be for
good, not for ev�l. They say that you corrupt every one w�th whom you
become �nt�mate, and that �t �s qu�te suff�c�ent for you to enter a house for
shame of some k�nd to follow after. I don't know whether �t �s so or not.
How should I know? But �t �s sa�d of you. I am told th�ngs that �t seems
�mposs�ble to doubt. Lord Gloucester was one of my greatest fr�ends at



Oxford. He showed me a letter that h�s w�fe had wr�tten to h�m when she
was dy�ng alone �n her v�lla at Mentone. Your name was �mpl�cated �n the
most terr�ble confess�on I ever read. I told h�m that �t was absurd—that I
knew you thoroughly and that you were �ncapable of anyth�ng of the k�nd.
Know you? I wonder do I know you? Before I could answer that, I should
have to see your soul."

"To see my soul!" muttered Dor�an Gray, start�ng up from the sofa and
turn�ng almost wh�te from fear.

"Yes," answered Hallward gravely, and w�th deep-toned sorrow �n h�s
vo�ce, "to see your soul. But only God can do that."

A b�tter laugh of mockery broke from the l�ps of the younger man. "You
shall see �t yourself, to-n�ght!" he cr�ed, se�z�ng a lamp from the table.
"Come: �t �s your own hand�work. Why shouldn't you look at �t? You can
tell the world all about �t afterwards, �f you choose. Nobody would bel�eve
you. If they d�d bel�eve you, they would l�ke me all the better for �t. I know
the age better than you do, though you w�ll prate about �t so ted�ously.
Come, I tell you. You have chattered enough about corrupt�on. Now you
shall look on �t face to face."

There was the madness of pr�de �n every word he uttered. He stamped
h�s foot upon the ground �n h�s boy�sh �nsolent manner. He felt a terr�ble joy
at the thought that some one else was to share h�s secret, and that the man
who had pa�nted the portra�t that was the or�g�n of all h�s shame was to be
burdened for the rest of h�s l�fe w�th the h�deous memory of what he had
done.

"Yes," he cont�nued, com�ng closer to h�m and look�ng steadfastly �nto
h�s stern eyes, "I shall show you my soul. You shall see the th�ng that you
fancy only God can see."

Hallward started back. "Th�s �s blasphemy, Dor�an!" he cr�ed. "You must
not say th�ngs l�ke that. They are horr�ble, and they don't mean anyth�ng."

"You th�nk so?" He laughed aga�n.



"I know so. As for what I sa�d to you to-n�ght, I sa�d �t for your good.
You know I have been always a stanch fr�end to you."

"Don't touch me. F�n�sh what you have to say."

A tw�sted flash of pa�n shot across the pa�nter's face. He paused for a
moment, and a w�ld feel�ng of p�ty came over h�m. After all, what r�ght had
he to pry �nto the l�fe of Dor�an Gray? If he had done a t�the of what was
rumoured about h�m, how much he must have suffered! Then he
stra�ghtened h�mself up, and walked over to the f�re-place, and stood there,
look�ng at the burn�ng logs w�th the�r frostl�ke ashes and the�r throbb�ng
cores of flame.

"I am wa�t�ng, Bas�l," sa�d the young man �n a hard clear vo�ce.

He turned round. "What I have to say �s th�s," he cr�ed. "You must g�ve
me some answer to these horr�ble charges that are made aga�nst you. If you
tell me that they are absolutely untrue from beg�nn�ng to end, I shall bel�eve
you. Deny them, Dor�an, deny them! Can't you see what I am go�ng
through? My God! don't tell me that you are bad, and corrupt, and
shameful."

Dor�an Gray sm�led. There was a curl of contempt �n h�s l�ps. "Come
upsta�rs, Bas�l," he sa�d qu�etly. "I keep a d�ary of my l�fe from day to day,
and �t never leaves the room �n wh�ch �t �s wr�tten. I shall show �t to you �f
you come w�th me."

"I shall come w�th you, Dor�an, �f you w�sh �t. I see I have m�ssed my
tra�n. That makes no matter. I can go to-morrow. But don't ask me to read
anyth�ng to-n�ght. All I want �s a pla�n answer to my quest�on."

"That shall be g�ven to you upsta�rs. I could not g�ve �t here. You w�ll not
have to read long."



CHAPTER 13

He passed out of the room and began the ascent, Bas�l Hallward
follow�ng close beh�nd. They walked softly, as men do �nst�nct�vely at
n�ght. The lamp cast fantast�c shadows on the wall and sta�rcase. A r�s�ng
w�nd made some of the w�ndows rattle.

When they reached the top land�ng, Dor�an set the lamp down on the
floor, and tak�ng out the key, turned �t �n the lock. "You �ns�st on know�ng,
Bas�l?" he asked �n a low vo�ce.

"Yes."

"I am del�ghted," he answered, sm�l�ng. Then he added, somewhat
harshly, "You are the one man �n the world who �s ent�tled to know
everyth�ng about me. You have had more to do w�th my l�fe than you
th�nk"; and, tak�ng up the lamp, he opened the door and went �n. A cold
current of a�r passed them, and the l�ght shot up for a moment �n a flame of
murky orange. He shuddered. "Shut the door beh�nd you," he wh�spered, as
he placed the lamp on the table.

Hallward glanced round h�m w�th a puzzled express�on. The room
looked as �f �t had not been l�ved �n for years. A faded Flem�sh tapestry, a
curta�ned p�cture, an old Ital�an cassone, and an almost empty book-case—
that was all that �t seemed to conta�n, bes�des a cha�r and a table. As Dor�an
Gray was l�ght�ng a half-burned candle that was stand�ng on the
mantelshelf, he saw that the whole place was covered w�th dust and that the
carpet was �n holes. A mouse ran scuffl�ng beh�nd the wa�nscot�ng. There
was a damp odour of m�ldew.

"So you th�nk that �t �s only God who sees the soul, Bas�l? Draw that
curta�n back, and you w�ll see m�ne."

The vo�ce that spoke was cold and cruel. "You are mad, Dor�an, or
play�ng a part," muttered Hallward, frown�ng.

"You won't? Then I must do �t myself," sa�d the young man, and he tore
the curta�n from �ts rod and flung �t on the ground.



An exclamat�on of horror broke from the pa�nter's l�ps as he saw �n the
d�m l�ght the h�deous face on the canvas gr�nn�ng at h�m. There was
someth�ng �n �ts express�on that f�lled h�m w�th d�sgust and loath�ng. Good
heavens! �t was Dor�an Gray's own face that he was look�ng at! The horror,
whatever �t was, had not yet ent�rely spo�led that marvellous beauty. There
was st�ll some gold �n the th�nn�ng ha�r and some scarlet on the sensual
mouth. The sodden eyes had kept someth�ng of the lovel�ness of the�r blue,
the noble curves had not yet completely passed away from ch�selled nostr�ls
and from plast�c throat. Yes, �t was Dor�an h�mself. But who had done �t?
He seemed to recogn�ze h�s own brushwork, and the frame was h�s own
des�gn. The �dea was monstrous, yet he felt afra�d. He se�zed the l�ghted
candle, and held �t to the p�cture. In the left-hand corner was h�s own name,
traced �n long letters of br�ght verm�l�on.

It was some foul parody, some �nfamous �gnoble sat�re. He had never
done that. St�ll, �t was h�s own p�cture. He knew �t, and he felt as �f h�s
blood had changed �n a moment from f�re to slugg�sh �ce. H�s own p�cture!
What d�d �t mean? Why had �t altered? He turned and looked at Dor�an
Gray w�th the eyes of a s�ck man. H�s mouth tw�tched, and h�s parched
tongue seemed unable to art�culate. He passed h�s hand across h�s forehead.
It was dank w�th clammy sweat.

The young man was lean�ng aga�nst the mantelshelf, watch�ng h�m w�th
that strange express�on that one sees on the faces of those who are absorbed
�n a play when some great art�st �s act�ng. There was ne�ther real sorrow �n
�t nor real joy. There was s�mply the pass�on of the spectator, w�th perhaps a
fl�cker of tr�umph �n h�s eyes. He had taken the flower out of h�s coat, and
was smell�ng �t, or pretend�ng to do so.

"What does th�s mean?" cr�ed Hallward, at last. H�s own vo�ce sounded
shr�ll and cur�ous �n h�s ears.

"Years ago, when I was a boy," sa�d Dor�an Gray, crush�ng the flower �n
h�s hand, "you met me, flattered me, and taught me to be va�n of my good
looks. One day you �ntroduced me to a fr�end of yours, who expla�ned to
me the wonder of youth, and you f�n�shed a portra�t of me that revealed to
me the wonder of beauty. In a mad moment that, even now, I don't know



whether I regret or not, I made a w�sh, perhaps you would call �t a
prayer...."

"I remember �t! Oh, how well I remember �t! No! the th�ng �s �mposs�ble.
The room �s damp. M�ldew has got �nto the canvas. The pa�nts I used had
some wretched m�neral po�son �n them. I tell you the th�ng �s �mposs�ble."

"Ah, what �s �mposs�ble?" murmured the young man, go�ng over to the
w�ndow and lean�ng h�s forehead aga�nst the cold, m�st-sta�ned glass.

"You told me you had destroyed �t."

"I was wrong. It has destroyed me."

"I don't bel�eve �t �s my p�cture."

"Can't you see your �deal �n �t?" sa�d Dor�an b�tterly.

"My �deal, as you call �t..."

"As you called �t."

"There was noth�ng ev�l �n �t, noth�ng shameful. You were to me such an
�deal as I shall never meet aga�n. Th�s �s the face of a satyr."

"It �s the face of my soul."

"Chr�st! what a th�ng I must have worsh�pped! It has the eyes of a dev�l."

"Each of us has heaven and hell �n h�m, Bas�l," cr�ed Dor�an w�th a w�ld
gesture of despa�r.

Hallward turned aga�n to the portra�t and gazed at �t. "My God! If �t �s
true," he excla�med, "and th�s �s what you have done w�th your l�fe, why,
you must be worse even than those who talk aga�nst you fancy you to be!"
He held the l�ght up aga�n to the canvas and exam�ned �t. The surface
seemed to be qu�te und�sturbed and as he had left �t. It was from w�th�n,
apparently, that the foulness and horror had come. Through some strange



qu�cken�ng of �nner l�fe the lepros�es of s�n were slowly eat�ng the th�ng
away. The rott�ng of a corpse �n a watery grave was not so fearful.

H�s hand shook, and the candle fell from �ts socket on the floor and lay
there sputter�ng. He placed h�s foot on �t and put �t out. Then he flung
h�mself �nto the r�ckety cha�r that was stand�ng by the table and bur�ed h�s
face �n h�s hands.

"Good God, Dor�an, what a lesson! What an awful lesson!" There was
no answer, but he could hear the young man sobb�ng at the w�ndow. "Pray,
Dor�an, pray," he murmured. "What �s �t that one was taught to say �n one's
boyhood? 'Lead us not �nto temptat�on. Forg�ve us our s�ns. Wash away our
�n�qu�t�es.' Let us say that together. The prayer of your pr�de has been
answered. The prayer of your repentance w�ll be answered also. I
worsh�pped you too much. I am pun�shed for �t. You worsh�pped yourself
too much. We are both pun�shed."

Dor�an Gray turned slowly around and looked at h�m w�th tear-d�mmed
eyes. "It �s too late, Bas�l," he faltered.

"It �s never too late, Dor�an. Let us kneel down and try �f we cannot
remember a prayer. Isn't there a verse somewhere, 'Though your s�ns be as
scarlet, yet I w�ll make them as wh�te as snow'?"

"Those words mean noth�ng to me now."

"Hush! Don't say that. You have done enough ev�l �n your l�fe. My God!
Don't you see that accursed th�ng leer�ng at us?"

Dor�an Gray glanced at the p�cture, and suddenly an uncontrollable
feel�ng of hatred for Bas�l Hallward came over h�m, as though �t had been
suggested to h�m by the �mage on the canvas, wh�spered �nto h�s ear by
those gr�nn�ng l�ps. The mad pass�ons of a hunted an�mal st�rred w�th�n h�m,
and he loathed the man who was seated at the table, more than �n h�s whole
l�fe he had ever loathed anyth�ng. He glanced w�ldly around. Someth�ng
gl�mmered on the top of the pa�nted chest that faced h�m. H�s eye fell on �t.
He knew what �t was. It was a kn�fe that he had brought up, some days
before, to cut a p�ece of cord, and had forgotten to take away w�th h�m. He



moved slowly towards �t, pass�ng Hallward as he d�d so. As soon as he got
beh�nd h�m, he se�zed �t and turned round. Hallward st�rred �n h�s cha�r as �f
he was go�ng to r�se. He rushed at h�m and dug the kn�fe �nto the great ve�n
that �s beh�nd the ear, crush�ng the man's head down on the table and
stabb�ng aga�n and aga�n.

There was a st�fled groan and the horr�ble sound of some one chok�ng
w�th blood. Three t�mes the outstretched arms shot up convuls�vely, wav�ng
grotesque, st�ff-f�ngered hands �n the a�r. He stabbed h�m tw�ce more, but
the man d�d not move. Someth�ng began to tr�ckle on the floor. He wa�ted
for a moment, st�ll press�ng the head down. Then he threw the kn�fe on the
table, and l�stened.

He could hear noth�ng, but the dr�p, dr�p on the threadbare carpet. He
opened the door and went out on the land�ng. The house was absolutely
qu�et. No one was about. For a few seconds he stood bend�ng over the
balustrade and peer�ng down �nto the black seeth�ng well of darkness. Then
he took out the key and returned to the room, lock�ng h�mself �n as he d�d
so.

The th�ng was st�ll seated �n the cha�r, stra�n�ng over the table w�th
bowed head, and humped back, and long fantast�c arms. Had �t not been for
the red jagged tear �n the neck and the clotted black pool that was slowly
w�den�ng on the table, one would have sa�d that the man was s�mply asleep.

How qu�ckly �t had all been done! He felt strangely calm, and walk�ng
over to the w�ndow, opened �t and stepped out on the balcony. The w�nd had
blown the fog away, and the sky was l�ke a monstrous peacock's ta�l, starred
w�th myr�ads of golden eyes. He looked down and saw the pol�ceman go�ng
h�s rounds and flash�ng the long beam of h�s lantern on the doors of the
s�lent houses. The cr�mson spot of a prowl�ng hansom gleamed at the corner
and then van�shed. A woman �n a flutter�ng shawl was creep�ng slowly by
the ra�l�ngs, stagger�ng as she went. Now and then she stopped and peered
back. Once, she began to s�ng �n a hoarse vo�ce. The pol�ceman strolled
over and sa�d someth�ng to her. She stumbled away, laugh�ng. A b�tter blast
swept across the square. The gas-lamps fl�ckered and became blue, and the
leafless trees shook the�r black �ron branches to and fro. He sh�vered and
went back, clos�ng the w�ndow beh�nd h�m.



Hav�ng reached the door, he turned the key and opened �t. He d�d not
even glance at the murdered man. He felt that the secret of the whole th�ng
was not to real�ze the s�tuat�on. The fr�end who had pa�nted the fatal portra�t
to wh�ch all h�s m�sery had been due had gone out of h�s l�fe. That was
enough.

Then he remembered the lamp. It was a rather cur�ous one of Moor�sh
workmansh�p, made of dull s�lver �nla�d w�th arabesques of burn�shed steel,
and studded w�th coarse turquo�ses. Perhaps �t m�ght be m�ssed by h�s
servant, and quest�ons would be asked. He hes�tated for a moment, then he
turned back and took �t from the table. He could not help see�ng the dead
th�ng. How st�ll �t was! How horr�bly wh�te the long hands looked! It was
l�ke a dreadful wax �mage.

Hav�ng locked the door beh�nd h�m, he crept qu�etly downsta�rs. The
woodwork creaked and seemed to cry out as �f �n pa�n. He stopped several
t�mes and wa�ted. No: everyth�ng was st�ll. It was merely the sound of h�s
own footsteps.

When he reached the l�brary, he saw the bag and coat �n the corner. They
must be h�dden away somewhere. He unlocked a secret press that was �n the
wa�nscot�ng, a press �n wh�ch he kept h�s own cur�ous d�sgu�ses, and put
them �nto �t. He could eas�ly burn them afterwards. Then he pulled out h�s
watch. It was twenty m�nutes to two.

He sat down and began to th�nk. Every year—every month, almost—
men were strangled �n England for what he had done. There had been a
madness of murder �n the a�r. Some red star had come too close to the
earth.... And yet, what ev�dence was there aga�nst h�m? Bas�l Hallward had
left the house at eleven. No one had seen h�m come �n aga�n. Most of the
servants were at Selby Royal. H�s valet had gone to bed.... Par�s! Yes. It was
to Par�s that Bas�l had gone, and by the m�dn�ght tra�n, as he had �ntended.
W�th h�s cur�ous reserved hab�ts, �t would be months before any susp�c�ons
would be roused. Months! Everyth�ng could be destroyed long before then.

A sudden thought struck h�m. He put on h�s fur coat and hat and went
out �nto the hall. There he paused, hear�ng the slow heavy tread of the



pol�ceman on the pavement outs�de and see�ng the flash of the bull's-eye
reflected �n the w�ndow. He wa�ted and held h�s breath.

After a few moments he drew back the latch and sl�pped out, shutt�ng the
door very gently beh�nd h�m. Then he began r�ng�ng the bell. In about f�ve
m�nutes h�s valet appeared, half-dressed and look�ng very drowsy.

"I am sorry to have had to wake you up, Franc�s," he sa�d, stepp�ng �n;
"but I had forgotten my latch-key. What t�me �s �t?"

"Ten m�nutes past two, s�r," answered the man, look�ng at the clock and
bl�nk�ng.

"Ten m�nutes past two? How horr�bly late! You must wake me at n�ne to-
morrow. I have some work to do."

"All r�ght, s�r."

"D�d any one call th�s even�ng?"

"Mr. Hallward, s�r. He stayed here t�ll eleven, and then he went away to
catch h�s tra�n."

"Oh! I am sorry I d�dn't see h�m. D�d he leave any message?"

"No, s�r, except that he would wr�te to you from Par�s, �f he d�d not f�nd
you at the club."

"That w�ll do, Franc�s. Don't forget to call me at n�ne to-morrow."

"No, s�r."

The man shambled down the passage �n h�s sl�ppers.

Dor�an Gray threw h�s hat and coat upon the table and passed �nto the
l�brary. For a quarter of an hour he walked up and down the room, b�t�ng h�s
l�p and th�nk�ng. Then he took down the Blue Book from one of the shelves
and began to turn over the leaves. "Alan Campbell, 152, Hertford Street,
Mayfa�r." Yes; that was the man he wanted.



CHAPTER 14

At n�ne o'clock the next morn�ng h�s servant came �n w�th a cup of
chocolate on a tray and opened the shutters. Dor�an was sleep�ng qu�te
peacefully, ly�ng on h�s r�ght s�de, w�th one hand underneath h�s cheek. He
looked l�ke a boy who had been t�red out w�th play, or study.

The man had to touch h�m tw�ce on the shoulder before he woke, and as
he opened h�s eyes a fa�nt sm�le passed across h�s l�ps, as though he had
been lost �n some del�ghtful dream. Yet he had not dreamed at all. H�s n�ght
had been untroubled by any �mages of pleasure or of pa�n. But youth sm�les
w�thout any reason. It �s one of �ts ch�efest charms.

He turned round, and lean�ng upon h�s elbow, began to s�p h�s chocolate.
The mellow November sun came stream�ng �nto the room. The sky was
br�ght, and there was a gen�al warmth �n the a�r. It was almost l�ke a
morn�ng �n May.

Gradually the events of the preced�ng n�ght crept w�th s�lent, blood-
sta�ned feet �nto h�s bra�n and reconstructed themselves there w�th terr�ble
d�st�nctness. He w�nced at the memory of all that he had suffered, and for a
moment the same cur�ous feel�ng of loath�ng for Bas�l Hallward that had
made h�m k�ll h�m as he sat �n the cha�r came back to h�m, and he grew cold
w�th pass�on. The dead man was st�ll s�tt�ng there, too, and �n the sunl�ght
now. How horr�ble that was! Such h�deous th�ngs were for the darkness, not
for the day.

He felt that �f he brooded on what he had gone through he would s�cken
or grow mad. There were s�ns whose fasc�nat�on was more �n the memory
than �n the do�ng of them, strange tr�umphs that grat�f�ed the pr�de more
than the pass�ons, and gave to the �ntellect a qu�ckened sense of joy, greater
than any joy they brought, or could ever br�ng, to the senses. But th�s was



not one of them. It was a th�ng to be dr�ven out of the m�nd, to be drugged
w�th popp�es, to be strangled lest �t m�ght strangle one �tself.

When the half-hour struck, he passed h�s hand across h�s forehead, and
then got up hast�ly and dressed h�mself w�th even more than h�s usual care,
g�v�ng a good deal of attent�on to the cho�ce of h�s neckt�e and scarf-p�n and
chang�ng h�s r�ngs more than once. He spent a long t�me also over
breakfast, tast�ng the var�ous d�shes, talk�ng to h�s valet about some new
l�ver�es that he was th�nk�ng of gett�ng made for the servants at Selby, and
go�ng through h�s correspondence. At some of the letters, he sm�led. Three
of them bored h�m. One he read several t�mes over and then tore up w�th a
sl�ght look of annoyance �n h�s face. "That awful th�ng, a woman's
memory!" as Lord Henry had once sa�d.

After he had drunk h�s cup of black coffee, he w�ped h�s l�ps slowly w�th
a napk�n, mot�oned to h�s servant to wa�t, and go�ng over to the table, sat
down and wrote two letters. One he put �n h�s pocket, the other he handed to
the valet.

"Take th�s round to 152, Hertford Street, Franc�s, and �f Mr. Campbell �s
out of town, get h�s address."

As soon as he was alone, he l�t a c�garette and began sketch�ng upon a
p�ece of paper, draw�ng f�rst flowers and b�ts of arch�tecture, and then
human faces. Suddenly he remarked that every face that he drew seemed to
have a fantast�c l�keness to Bas�l Hallward. He frowned, and gett�ng up,
went over to the book-case and took out a volume at hazard. He was
determ�ned that he would not th�nk about what had happened unt�l �t
became absolutely necessary that he should do so.

When he had stretched h�mself on the sofa, he looked at the t�tle-page of
the book. It was Gaut�er's Emaux et Camees, Charpent�er's Japanese-paper
ed�t�on, w�th the Jacquemart etch�ng. The b�nd�ng was of c�tron-green
leather, w�th a des�gn of g�lt trell�s-work and dotted pomegranates. It had
been g�ven to h�m by Adr�an S�ngleton. As he turned over the pages, h�s eye
fell on the poem about the hand of Lacena�re, the cold yellow hand "du
suppl�ce encore mal lavee," w�th �ts downy red ha�rs and �ts "do�gts de
faune." He glanced at h�s own wh�te taper f�ngers, shudder�ng sl�ghtly �n



sp�te of h�mself, and passed on, t�ll he came to those lovely stanzas upon
Ven�ce:

Sur une gamme chromat�que,
    Le se�n de perles ru�sselant,
La Venus de l'Adr�at�que
    Sort de l'eau son corps rose et blanc.

Les domes, sur l'azur des ondes
    Su�vant la phrase au pur contour,
S'enflent comme des gorges rondes
    Que souleve un soup�r d'amour.

L'esqu�f aborde et me depose,
    Jetant son amarre au p�l�er,
Devant une facade rose,
    Sur le marbre d'un escal�er.

How exqu�s�te they were! As one read them, one seemed to be float�ng
down the green water-ways of the p�nk and pearl c�ty, seated �n a black
gondola w�th s�lver prow and tra�l�ng curta�ns. The mere l�nes looked to h�m
l�ke those stra�ght l�nes of turquo�se-blue that follow one as one pushes out
to the L�do. The sudden flashes of colour rem�nded h�m of the gleam of the
opal-and-�r�s-throated b�rds that flutter round the tall honeycombed
Campan�le, or stalk, w�th such stately grace, through the d�m, dust-sta�ned
arcades. Lean�ng back w�th half-closed eyes, he kept say�ng over and over
to h�mself:

"Devant une facade rose,
    Sur le marbre d'un escal�er."

The whole of Ven�ce was �n those two l�nes. He remembered the autumn
that he had passed there, and a wonderful love that had st�rred h�m to mad
del�ghtful foll�es. There was romance �n every place. But Ven�ce, l�ke
Oxford, had kept the background for romance, and, to the true romant�c,
background was everyth�ng, or almost everyth�ng. Bas�l had been w�th h�m
part of the t�me, and had gone w�ld over T�ntoret. Poor Bas�l! What a
horr�ble way for a man to d�e!



He s�ghed, and took up the volume aga�n, and tr�ed to forget. He read of
the swallows that fly �n and out of the l�ttle cafe at Smyrna where the Hadj�s
s�t count�ng the�r amber beads and the turbaned merchants smoke the�r long
tasselled p�pes and talk gravely to each other; he read of the Obel�sk �n the
Place de la Concorde that weeps tears of gran�te �n �ts lonely sunless ex�le
and longs to be back by the hot, lotus-covered N�le, where there are
Sph�nxes, and rose-red �b�ses, and wh�te vultures w�th g�lded claws, and
crocod�les w�th small beryl eyes that crawl over the green steam�ng mud; he
began to brood over those verses wh�ch, draw�ng mus�c from k�ss-sta�ned
marble, tell of that cur�ous statue that Gaut�er compares to a contralto vo�ce,
the "monstre charmant" that couches �n the porphyry-room of the Louvre.
But after a t�me the book fell from h�s hand. He grew nervous, and a
horr�ble f�t of terror came over h�m. What �f Alan Campbell should be out
of England? Days would elapse before he could come back. Perhaps he
m�ght refuse to come. What could he do then? Every moment was of v�tal
�mportance.

They had been great fr�ends once, f�ve years before—almost �nseparable,
�ndeed. Then the �nt�macy had come suddenly to an end. When they met �n
soc�ety now, �t was only Dor�an Gray who sm�led: Alan Campbell never
d�d.

He was an extremely clever young man, though he had no real
apprec�at�on of the v�s�ble arts, and whatever l�ttle sense of the beauty of
poetry he possessed he had ga�ned ent�rely from Dor�an. H�s dom�nant
�ntellectual pass�on was for sc�ence. At Cambr�dge he had spent a great deal
of h�s t�me work�ng �n the laboratory, and had taken a good class �n the
Natural Sc�ence Tr�pos of h�s year. Indeed, he was st�ll devoted to the study
of chem�stry, and had a laboratory of h�s own �n wh�ch he used to shut
h�mself up all day long, greatly to the annoyance of h�s mother, who had set
her heart on h�s stand�ng for Parl�ament and had a vague �dea that a chem�st
was a person who made up prescr�pt�ons. He was an excellent mus�c�an,
however, as well, and played both the v�ol�n and the p�ano better than most
amateurs. In fact, �t was mus�c that had f�rst brought h�m and Dor�an Gray
together—mus�c and that �ndef�nable attract�on that Dor�an seemed to be
able to exerc�se whenever he w�shed—and, �ndeed, exerc�sed often w�thout
be�ng consc�ous of �t. They had met at Lady Berksh�re's the n�ght that



Rub�nste�n played there, and after that used to be always seen together at
the opera and wherever good mus�c was go�ng on. For e�ghteen months
the�r �nt�macy lasted. Campbell was always e�ther at Selby Royal or �n
Grosvenor Square. To h�m, as to many others, Dor�an Gray was the type of
everyth�ng that �s wonderful and fasc�nat�ng �n l�fe. Whether or not a
quarrel had taken place between them no one ever knew. But suddenly
people remarked that they scarcely spoke when they met and that Campbell
seemed always to go away early from any party at wh�ch Dor�an Gray was
present. He had changed, too—was strangely melancholy at t�mes, appeared
almost to d�sl�ke hear�ng mus�c, and would never h�mself play, g�v�ng as h�s
excuse, when he was called upon, that he was so absorbed �n sc�ence that he
had no t�me left �n wh�ch to pract�se. And th�s was certa�nly true. Every day
he seemed to become more �nterested �n b�ology, and h�s name appeared
once or tw�ce �n some of the sc�ent�f�c rev�ews �n connect�on w�th certa�n
cur�ous exper�ments.

Th�s was the man Dor�an Gray was wa�t�ng for. Every second he kept
glanc�ng at the clock. As the m�nutes went by he became horr�bly ag�tated.
At last he got up and began to pace up and down the room, look�ng l�ke a
beaut�ful caged th�ng. He took long stealthy str�des. H�s hands were
cur�ously cold.

The suspense became unbearable. T�me seemed to h�m to be crawl�ng
w�th feet of lead, wh�le he by monstrous w�nds was be�ng swept towards the
jagged edge of some black cleft of prec�p�ce. He knew what was wa�t�ng for
h�m there; saw �t, �ndeed, and, shudder�ng, crushed w�th dank hands h�s
burn�ng l�ds as though he would have robbed the very bra�n of s�ght and
dr�ven the eyeballs back �nto the�r cave. It was useless. The bra�n had �ts
own food on wh�ch �t battened, and the �mag�nat�on, made grotesque by
terror, tw�sted and d�storted as a l�v�ng th�ng by pa�n, danced l�ke some foul
puppet on a stand and gr�nned through mov�ng masks. Then, suddenly, t�me
stopped for h�m. Yes: that bl�nd, slow-breath�ng th�ng crawled no more, and
horr�ble thoughts, t�me be�ng dead, raced n�mbly on �n front, and dragged a
h�deous future from �ts grave, and showed �t to h�m. He stared at �t. Its very
horror made h�m stone.



At last the door opened and h�s servant entered. He turned glazed eyes
upon h�m.

"Mr. Campbell, s�r," sa�d the man.

A s�gh of rel�ef broke from h�s parched l�ps, and the colour came back to
h�s cheeks.

"Ask h�m to come �n at once, Franc�s." He felt that he was h�mself aga�n.
H�s mood of coward�ce had passed away.

The man bowed and ret�red. In a few moments, Alan Campbell walked
�n, look�ng very stern and rather pale, h�s pallor be�ng �ntens�f�ed by h�s
coal-black ha�r and dark eyebrows.

"Alan! Th�s �s k�nd of you. I thank you for com�ng."

"I had �ntended never to enter your house aga�n, Gray. But you sa�d �t
was a matter of l�fe and death." H�s vo�ce was hard and cold. He spoke w�th
slow del�berat�on. There was a look of contempt �n the steady search�ng
gaze that he turned on Dor�an. He kept h�s hands �n the pockets of h�s
Astrakhan coat, and seemed not to have not�ced the gesture w�th wh�ch he
had been greeted.

"Yes: �t �s a matter of l�fe and death, Alan, and to more than one person.
S�t down."

Campbell took a cha�r by the table, and Dor�an sat oppos�te to h�m. The
two men's eyes met. In Dor�an's there was �nf�n�te p�ty. He knew that what
he was go�ng to do was dreadful.

After a stra�ned moment of s�lence, he leaned across and sa�d, very
qu�etly, but watch�ng the effect of each word upon the face of h�m he had
sent for, "Alan, �n a locked room at the top of th�s house, a room to wh�ch
nobody but myself has access, a dead man �s seated at a table. He has been
dead ten hours now. Don't st�r, and don't look at me l�ke that. Who the man
�s, why he d�ed, how he d�ed, are matters that do not concern you. What you
have to do �s th�s—"



"Stop, Gray. I don't want to know anyth�ng further. Whether what you
have told me �s true or not true doesn't concern me. I ent�rely decl�ne to be
m�xed up �n your l�fe. Keep your horr�ble secrets to yourself. They don't
�nterest me any more."

"Alan, they w�ll have to �nterest you. Th�s one w�ll have to �nterest you. I
am awfully sorry for you, Alan. But I can't help myself. You are the one
man who �s able to save me. I am forced to br�ng you �nto the matter. I have
no opt�on. Alan, you are sc�ent�f�c. You know about chem�stry and th�ngs of
that k�nd. You have made exper�ments. What you have got to do �s to
destroy the th�ng that �s upsta�rs—to destroy �t so that not a vest�ge of �t w�ll
be left. Nobody saw th�s person come �nto the house. Indeed, at the present
moment he �s supposed to be �n Par�s. He w�ll not be m�ssed for months.
When he �s m�ssed, there must be no trace of h�m found here. You, Alan,
you must change h�m, and everyth�ng that belongs to h�m, �nto a handful of
ashes that I may scatter �n the a�r."

"You are mad, Dor�an."

"Ah! I was wa�t�ng for you to call me Dor�an."

"You are mad, I tell you—mad to �mag�ne that I would ra�se a f�nger to
help you, mad to make th�s monstrous confess�on. I w�ll have noth�ng to do
w�th th�s matter, whatever �t �s. Do you th�nk I am go�ng to per�l my
reputat�on for you? What �s �t to me what dev�l's work you are up to?"

"It was su�c�de, Alan."

"I am glad of that. But who drove h�m to �t? You, I should fancy."

"Do you st�ll refuse to do th�s for me?"

"Of course I refuse. I w�ll have absolutely noth�ng to do w�th �t. I don't
care what shame comes on you. You deserve �t all. I should not be sorry to
see you d�sgraced, publ�cly d�sgraced. How dare you ask me, of all men �n
the world, to m�x myself up �n th�s horror? I should have thought you knew
more about people's characters. Your fr�end Lord Henry Wotton can't have
taught you much about psychology, whatever else he has taught you.



Noth�ng w�ll �nduce me to st�r a step to help you. You have come to the
wrong man. Go to some of your fr�ends. Don't come to me."

"Alan, �t was murder. I k�lled h�m. You don't know what he had made me
suffer. Whatever my l�fe �s, he had more to do w�th the mak�ng or the
marr�ng of �t than poor Harry has had. He may not have �ntended �t, the
result was the same."

"Murder! Good God, Dor�an, �s that what you have come to? I shall not
�nform upon you. It �s not my bus�ness. Bes�des, w�thout my st�rr�ng �n the
matter, you are certa�n to be arrested. Nobody ever comm�ts a cr�me w�thout
do�ng someth�ng stup�d. But I w�ll have noth�ng to do w�th �t."

"You must have someth�ng to do w�th �t. Wa�t, wa�t a moment; l�sten to
me. Only l�sten, Alan. All I ask of you �s to perform a certa�n sc�ent�f�c
exper�ment. You go to hosp�tals and dead-houses, and the horrors that you
do there don't affect you. If �n some h�deous d�ssect�ng-room or fet�d
laboratory you found th�s man ly�ng on a leaden table w�th red gutters
scooped out �n �t for the blood to flow through, you would s�mply look upon
h�m as an adm�rable subject. You would not turn a ha�r. You would not
bel�eve that you were do�ng anyth�ng wrong. On the contrary, you would
probably feel that you were benef�t�ng the human race, or �ncreas�ng the
sum of knowledge �n the world, or grat�fy�ng �ntellectual cur�os�ty, or
someth�ng of that k�nd. What I want you to do �s merely what you have
often done before. Indeed, to destroy a body must be far less horr�ble than
what you are accustomed to work at. And, remember, �t �s the only p�ece of
ev�dence aga�nst me. If �t �s d�scovered, I am lost; and �t �s sure to be
d�scovered unless you help me."

"I have no des�re to help you. You forget that. I am s�mply �nd�fferent to
the whole th�ng. It has noth�ng to do w�th me."

"Alan, I entreat you. Th�nk of the pos�t�on I am �n. Just before you came
I almost fa�nted w�th terror. You may know terror yourself some day. No!
don't th�nk of that. Look at the matter purely from the sc�ent�f�c po�nt of
v�ew. You don't �nqu�re where the dead th�ngs on wh�ch you exper�ment
come from. Don't �nqu�re now. I have told you too much as �t �s. But I beg
of you to do th�s. We were fr�ends once, Alan."



"Don't speak about those days, Dor�an—they are dead."

"The dead l�nger somet�mes. The man upsta�rs w�ll not go away. He �s
s�tt�ng at the table w�th bowed head and outstretched arms. Alan! Alan! If
you don't come to my ass�stance, I am ru�ned. Why, they w�ll hang me,
Alan! Don't you understand? They w�ll hang me for what I have done."

"There �s no good �n prolong�ng th�s scene. I absolutely refuse to do
anyth�ng �n the matter. It �s �nsane of you to ask me."

"You refuse?"

"Yes."

"I entreat you, Alan."

"It �s useless."

The same look of p�ty came �nto Dor�an Gray's eyes. Then he stretched
out h�s hand, took a p�ece of paper, and wrote someth�ng on �t. He read �t
over tw�ce, folded �t carefully, and pushed �t across the table. Hav�ng done
th�s, he got up and went over to the w�ndow.

Campbell looked at h�m �n surpr�se, and then took up the paper, and
opened �t. As he read �t, h�s face became ghastly pale and he fell back �n h�s
cha�r. A horr�ble sense of s�ckness came over h�m. He felt as �f h�s heart was
beat�ng �tself to death �n some empty hollow.

After two or three m�nutes of terr�ble s�lence, Dor�an turned round and
came and stood beh�nd h�m, putt�ng h�s hand upon h�s shoulder.

"I am so sorry for you, Alan," he murmured, "but you leave me no
alternat�ve. I have a letter wr�tten already. Here �t �s. You see the address. If
you don't help me, I must send �t. If you don't help me, I w�ll send �t. You
know what the result w�ll be. But you are go�ng to help me. It �s �mposs�ble
for you to refuse now. I tr�ed to spare you. You w�ll do me the just�ce to
adm�t that. You were stern, harsh, offens�ve. You treated me as no man has



ever dared to treat me—no l�v�ng man, at any rate. I bore �t all. Now �t �s for
me to d�ctate terms."

Campbell bur�ed h�s face �n h�s hands, and a shudder passed through
h�m.

"Yes, �t �s my turn to d�ctate terms, Alan. You know what they are. The
th�ng �s qu�te s�mple. Come, don't work yourself �nto th�s fever. The th�ng
has to be done. Face �t, and do �t."

A groan broke from Campbell's l�ps and he sh�vered all over. The t�ck�ng
of the clock on the mantelp�ece seemed to h�m to be d�v�d�ng t�me �nto
separate atoms of agony, each of wh�ch was too terr�ble to be borne. He felt
as �f an �ron r�ng was be�ng slowly t�ghtened round h�s forehead, as �f the
d�sgrace w�th wh�ch he was threatened had already come upon h�m. The
hand upon h�s shoulder we�ghed l�ke a hand of lead. It was �ntolerable. It
seemed to crush h�m.

"Come, Alan, you must dec�de at once."

"I cannot do �t," he sa�d, mechan�cally, as though words could alter
th�ngs.

"You must. You have no cho�ce. Don't delay."

He hes�tated a moment. "Is there a f�re �n the room upsta�rs?"

"Yes, there �s a gas-f�re w�th asbestos."

"I shall have to go home and get some th�ngs from the laboratory."

"No, Alan, you must not leave the house. Wr�te out on a sheet of
notepaper what you want and my servant w�ll take a cab and br�ng the
th�ngs back to you."

Campbell scrawled a few l�nes, blotted them, and addressed an envelope
to h�s ass�stant. Dor�an took the note up and read �t carefully. Then he rang
the bell and gave �t to h�s valet, w�th orders to return as soon as poss�ble and
to br�ng the th�ngs w�th h�m.



As the hall door shut, Campbell started nervously, and hav�ng got up
from the cha�r, went over to the ch�mney-p�ece. He was sh�ver�ng w�th a
k�nd of ague. For nearly twenty m�nutes, ne�ther of the men spoke. A fly
buzzed no�s�ly about the room, and the t�ck�ng of the clock was l�ke the beat
of a hammer.

As the ch�me struck one, Campbell turned round, and look�ng at Dor�an
Gray, saw that h�s eyes were f�lled w�th tears. There was someth�ng �n the
pur�ty and ref�nement of that sad face that seemed to enrage h�m. "You are
�nfamous, absolutely �nfamous!" he muttered.

"Hush, Alan. You have saved my l�fe," sa�d Dor�an.

"Your l�fe? Good heavens! what a l�fe that �s! You have gone from
corrupt�on to corrupt�on, and now you have culm�nated �n cr�me. In do�ng
what I am go�ng to do—what you force me to do—�t �s not of your l�fe that
I am th�nk�ng."

"Ah, Alan," murmured Dor�an w�th a s�gh, "I w�sh you had a thousandth
part of the p�ty for me that I have for you." He turned away as he spoke and
stood look�ng out at the garden. Campbell made no answer.

After about ten m�nutes a knock came to the door, and the servant
entered, carry�ng a large mahogany chest of chem�cals, w�th a long co�l of
steel and plat�num w�re and two rather cur�ously shaped �ron clamps.

"Shall I leave the th�ngs here, s�r?" he asked Campbell.

"Yes," sa�d Dor�an. "And I am afra�d, Franc�s, that I have another errand
for you. What �s the name of the man at R�chmond who suppl�es Selby w�th
orch�ds?"

"Harden, s�r."

"Yes—Harden. You must go down to R�chmond at once, see Harden
personally, and tell h�m to send tw�ce as many orch�ds as I ordered, and to
have as few wh�te ones as poss�ble. In fact, I don't want any wh�te ones. It �s



a lovely day, Franc�s, and R�chmond �s a very pretty place—otherw�se I
wouldn't bother you about �t."

"No trouble, s�r. At what t�me shall I be back?"

Dor�an looked at Campbell. "How long w�ll your exper�ment take,
Alan?" he sa�d �n a calm �nd�fferent vo�ce. The presence of a th�rd person �n
the room seemed to g�ve h�m extraord�nary courage.

Campbell frowned and b�t h�s l�p. "It w�ll take about f�ve hours," he
answered.

"It w�ll be t�me enough, then, �f you are back at half-past seven, Franc�s.
Or stay: just leave my th�ngs out for dress�ng. You can have the even�ng to
yourself. I am not d�n�ng at home, so I shall not want you."

"Thank you, s�r," sa�d the man, leav�ng the room.

"Now, Alan, there �s not a moment to be lost. How heavy th�s chest �s!
I'll take �t for you. You br�ng the other th�ngs." He spoke rap�dly and �n an
author�tat�ve manner. Campbell felt dom�nated by h�m. They left the room
together.

When they reached the top land�ng, Dor�an took out the key and turned �t
�n the lock. Then he stopped, and a troubled look came �nto h�s eyes. He
shuddered. "I don't th�nk I can go �n, Alan," he murmured.

"It �s noth�ng to me. I don't requ�re you," sa�d Campbell coldly.

Dor�an half opened the door. As he d�d so, he saw the face of h�s portra�t
leer�ng �n the sunl�ght. On the floor �n front of �t the torn curta�n was ly�ng.
He remembered that the n�ght before he had forgotten, for the f�rst t�me �n
h�s l�fe, to h�de the fatal canvas, and was about to rush forward, when he
drew back w�th a shudder.

What was that loathsome red dew that gleamed, wet and gl�sten�ng, on
one of the hands, as though the canvas had sweated blood? How horr�ble �t
was!—more horr�ble, �t seemed to h�m for the moment, than the s�lent th�ng



that he knew was stretched across the table, the th�ng whose grotesque
m�sshapen shadow on the spotted carpet showed h�m that �t had not st�rred,
but was st�ll there, as he had left �t.

He heaved a deep breath, opened the door a l�ttle w�der, and w�th half-
closed eyes and averted head, walked qu�ckly �n, determ�ned that he would
not look even once upon the dead man. Then, stoop�ng down and tak�ng up
the gold-and-purple hang�ng, he flung �t r�ght over the p�cture.

There he stopped, feel�ng afra�d to turn round, and h�s eyes f�xed
themselves on the �ntr�cac�es of the pattern before h�m. He heard Campbell
br�ng�ng �n the heavy chest, and the �rons, and the other th�ngs that he had
requ�red for h�s dreadful work. He began to wonder �f he and Bas�l
Hallward had ever met, and, �f so, what they had thought of each other.

"Leave me now," sa�d a stern vo�ce beh�nd h�m.

He turned and hurr�ed out, just consc�ous that the dead man had been
thrust back �nto the cha�r and that Campbell was gaz�ng �nto a gl�sten�ng
yellow face. As he was go�ng downsta�rs, he heard the key be�ng turned �n
the lock.

It was long after seven when Campbell came back �nto the l�brary. He
was pale, but absolutely calm. "I have done what you asked me to do," he
muttered. "And now, good-bye. Let us never see each other aga�n."

"You have saved me from ru�n, Alan. I cannot forget that," sa�d Dor�an
s�mply.

As soon as Campbell had left, he went upsta�rs. There was a horr�ble
smell of n�tr�c ac�d �n the room. But the th�ng that had been s�tt�ng at the
table was gone.

CHAPTER 15



That even�ng, at e�ght-th�rty, exqu�s�tely dressed and wear�ng a large
button-hole of Parma v�olets, Dor�an Gray was ushered �nto Lady
Narborough's draw�ng-room by bow�ng servants. H�s forehead was
throbb�ng w�th maddened nerves, and he felt w�ldly exc�ted, but h�s manner
as he bent over h�s hostess's hand was as easy and graceful as ever. Perhaps
one never seems so much at one's ease as when one has to play a part.
Certa�nly no one look�ng at Dor�an Gray that n�ght could have bel�eved that
he had passed through a tragedy as horr�ble as any tragedy of our age.
Those f�nely shaped f�ngers could never have clutched a kn�fe for s�n, nor
those sm�l�ng l�ps have cr�ed out on God and goodness. He h�mself could
not help wonder�ng at the calm of h�s demeanour, and for a moment felt
keenly the terr�ble pleasure of a double l�fe.

It was a small party, got up rather �n a hurry by Lady Narborough, who
was a very clever woman w�th what Lord Henry used to descr�be as the
rema�ns of really remarkable ugl�ness. She had proved an excellent w�fe to
one of our most ted�ous ambassadors, and hav�ng bur�ed her husband
properly �n a marble mausoleum, wh�ch she had herself des�gned, and
marr�ed off her daughters to some r�ch, rather elderly men, she devoted
herself now to the pleasures of French f�ct�on, French cookery, and French
espr�t when she could get �t.

Dor�an was one of her espec�al favour�tes, and she always told h�m that
she was extremely glad she had not met h�m �n early l�fe. "I know, my dear,
I should have fallen madly �n love w�th you," she used to say, "and thrown
my bonnet r�ght over the m�lls for your sake. It �s most fortunate that you
were not thought of at the t�me. As �t was, our bonnets were so unbecom�ng,
and the m�lls were so occup�ed �n try�ng to ra�se the w�nd, that I never had
even a fl�rtat�on w�th anybody. However, that was all Narborough's fault.
He was dreadfully short-s�ghted, and there �s no pleasure �n tak�ng �n a
husband who never sees anyth�ng."

Her guests th�s even�ng were rather ted�ous. The fact was, as she
expla�ned to Dor�an, beh�nd a very shabby fan, one of her marr�ed
daughters had come up qu�te suddenly to stay w�th her, and, to make
matters worse, had actually brought her husband w�th her. "I th�nk �t �s most
unk�nd of her, my dear," she wh�spered. "Of course I go and stay w�th them



every summer after I come from Homburg, but then an old woman l�ke me
must have fresh a�r somet�mes, and bes�des, I really wake them up. You
don't know what an ex�stence they lead down there. It �s pure unadulterated
country l�fe. They get up early, because they have so much to do, and go to
bed early, because they have so l�ttle to th�nk about. There has not been a
scandal �n the ne�ghbourhood s�nce the t�me of Queen El�zabeth, and
consequently they all fall asleep after d�nner. You shan't s�t next e�ther of
them. You shall s�t by me and amuse me."

Dor�an murmured a graceful compl�ment and looked round the room.
Yes: �t was certa�nly a ted�ous party. Two of the people he had never seen
before, and the others cons�sted of Ernest Harrowden, one of those m�ddle-
aged med�ocr�t�es so common �n London clubs who have no enem�es, but
are thoroughly d�sl�ked by the�r fr�ends; Lady Ruxton, an overdressed
woman of forty-seven, w�th a hooked nose, who was always try�ng to get
herself comprom�sed, but was so pecul�arly pla�n that to her great
d�sappo�ntment no one would ever bel�eve anyth�ng aga�nst her; Mrs.
Erlynne, a push�ng nobody, w�th a del�ghtful l�sp and Venet�an-red ha�r;
Lady Al�ce Chapman, h�s hostess's daughter, a dowdy dull g�rl, w�th one of
those character�st�c Br�t�sh faces that, once seen, are never remembered;
and her husband, a red-cheeked, wh�te-wh�skered creature who, l�ke so
many of h�s class, was under the �mpress�on that �nord�nate jov�al�ty can
atone for an ent�re lack of �deas.

He was rather sorry he had come, t�ll Lady Narborough, look�ng at the
great ormolu g�lt clock that sprawled �n gaudy curves on the mauve-draped
mantelshelf, excla�med: "How horr�d of Henry Wotton to be so late! I sent
round to h�m th�s morn�ng on chance and he prom�sed fa�thfully not to
d�sappo�nt me."

It was some consolat�on that Harry was to be there, and when the door
opened and he heard h�s slow mus�cal vo�ce lend�ng charm to some
�ns�ncere apology, he ceased to feel bored.

But at d�nner he could not eat anyth�ng. Plate after plate went away
untasted. Lady Narborough kept scold�ng h�m for what she called "an �nsult
to poor Adolphe, who �nvented the menu spec�ally for you," and now and
then Lord Henry looked across at h�m, wonder�ng at h�s s�lence and



abstracted manner. From t�me to t�me the butler f�lled h�s glass w�th
champagne. He drank eagerly, and h�s th�rst seemed to �ncrease.

"Dor�an," sa�d Lord Henry at last, as the chaud-fro�d was be�ng handed
round, "what �s the matter w�th you to-n�ght? You are qu�te out of sorts."

"I bel�eve he �s �n love," cr�ed Lady Narborough, "and that he �s afra�d to
tell me for fear I should be jealous. He �s qu�te r�ght. I certa�nly should."

"Dear Lady Narborough," murmured Dor�an, sm�l�ng, "I have not been
�n love for a whole week—not, �n fact, s�nce Madame de Ferrol left town."

"How you men can fall �n love w�th that woman!" excla�med the old
lady. "I really cannot understand �t."

"It �s s�mply because she remembers you when you were a l�ttle g�rl,
Lady Narborough," sa�d Lord Henry. "She �s the one l�nk between us and
your short frocks."

"She does not remember my short frocks at all, Lord Henry. But I
remember her very well at V�enna th�rty years ago, and how decolletee she
was then."

"She �s st�ll decolletee," he answered, tak�ng an ol�ve �n h�s long f�ngers;
"and when she �s �n a very smart gown she looks l�ke an ed�t�on de luxe of a
bad French novel. She �s really wonderful, and full of surpr�ses. Her
capac�ty for fam�ly affect�on �s extraord�nary. When her th�rd husband d�ed,
her ha�r turned qu�te gold from gr�ef."

"How can you, Harry!" cr�ed Dor�an.

"It �s a most romant�c explanat�on," laughed the hostess. "But her th�rd
husband, Lord Henry! You don't mean to say Ferrol �s the fourth?"

"Certa�nly, Lady Narborough."

"I don't bel�eve a word of �t."

"Well, ask Mr. Gray. He �s one of her most �nt�mate fr�ends."



"Is �t true, Mr. Gray?"

"She assures me so, Lady Narborough," sa�d Dor�an. "I asked her
whether, l�ke Marguer�te de Navarre, she had the�r hearts embalmed and
hung at her g�rdle. She told me she d�dn't, because none of them had had
any hearts at all."

"Four husbands! Upon my word that �s trop de zele."

"Trop d'audace, I tell her," sa�d Dor�an.

"Oh! she �s audac�ous enough for anyth�ng, my dear. And what �s Ferrol
l�ke? I don't know h�m."

"The husbands of very beaut�ful women belong to the cr�m�nal classes,"
sa�d Lord Henry, s�pp�ng h�s w�ne.

Lady Narborough h�t h�m w�th her fan. "Lord Henry, I am not at all
surpr�sed that the world says that you are extremely w�cked."

"But what world says that?" asked Lord Henry, elevat�ng h�s eyebrows.
"It can only be the next world. Th�s world and I are on excellent terms."

"Everybody I know says you are very w�cked," cr�ed the old lady,
shak�ng her head.

Lord Henry looked ser�ous for some moments. "It �s perfectly
monstrous," he sa�d, at last, "the way people go about nowadays say�ng
th�ngs aga�nst one beh�nd one's back that are absolutely and ent�rely true."

"Isn't he �ncorr�g�ble?" cr�ed Dor�an, lean�ng forward �n h�s cha�r.

"I hope so," sa�d h�s hostess, laugh�ng. "But really, �f you all worsh�p
Madame de Ferrol �n th�s r�d�culous way, I shall have to marry aga�n so as
to be �n the fash�on."

"You w�ll never marry aga�n, Lady Narborough," broke �n Lord Henry.
"You were far too happy. When a woman marr�es aga�n, �t �s because she



detested her f�rst husband. When a man marr�es aga�n, �t �s because he
adored h�s f�rst w�fe. Women try the�r luck; men r�sk the�rs."

"Narborough wasn't perfect," cr�ed the old lady.

"If he had been, you would not have loved h�m, my dear lady," was the
rejo�nder. "Women love us for our defects. If we have enough of them, they
w�ll forg�ve us everyth�ng, even our �ntellects. You w�ll never ask me to
d�nner aga�n after say�ng th�s, I am afra�d, Lady Narborough, but �t �s qu�te
true."

"Of course �t �s true, Lord Henry. If we women d�d not love you for your
defects, where would you all be? Not one of you would ever be marr�ed.
You would be a set of unfortunate bachelors. Not, however, that that would
alter you much. Nowadays all the marr�ed men l�ve l�ke bachelors, and all
the bachelors l�ke marr�ed men."

"F�n de s�ecle," murmured Lord Henry.

"F�n du globe," answered h�s hostess.

"I w�sh �t were f�n du globe," sa�d Dor�an w�th a s�gh. "L�fe �s a great
d�sappo�ntment."

"Ah, my dear," cr�ed Lady Narborough, putt�ng on her gloves, "don't tell
me that you have exhausted l�fe. When a man says that one knows that l�fe
has exhausted h�m. Lord Henry �s very w�cked, and I somet�mes w�sh that I
had been; but you are made to be good—you look so good. I must f�nd you
a n�ce w�fe. Lord Henry, don't you th�nk that Mr. Gray should get marr�ed?"

"I am always tell�ng h�m so, Lady Narborough," sa�d Lord Henry w�th a
bow.

"Well, we must look out for a su�table match for h�m. I shall go through
Debrett carefully to-n�ght and draw out a l�st of all the el�g�ble young
lad�es."

"W�th the�r ages, Lady Narborough?" asked Dor�an.



"Of course, w�th the�r ages, sl�ghtly ed�ted. But noth�ng must be done �n
a hurry. I want �t to be what The Morn�ng Post calls a su�table all�ance, and
I want you both to be happy."

"What nonsense people talk about happy marr�ages!" excla�med Lord
Henry. "A man can be happy w�th any woman, as long as he does not love
her."

"Ah! what a cyn�c you are!" cr�ed the old lady, push�ng back her cha�r
and nodd�ng to Lady Ruxton. "You must come and d�ne w�th me soon
aga�n. You are really an adm�rable ton�c, much better than what S�r Andrew
prescr�bes for me. You must tell me what people you would l�ke to meet,
though. I want �t to be a del�ghtful gather�ng."

"I l�ke men who have a future and women who have a past," he
answered. "Or do you th�nk that would make �t a pett�coat party?"

"I fear so," she sa�d, laugh�ng, as she stood up. "A thousand pardons, my
dear Lady Ruxton," she added, "I d�dn't see you hadn't f�n�shed your
c�garette."

"Never m�nd, Lady Narborough. I smoke a great deal too much. I am
go�ng to l�m�t myself, for the future."

"Pray don't, Lady Ruxton," sa�d Lord Henry. "Moderat�on �s a fatal
th�ng. Enough �s as bad as a meal. More than enough �s as good as a feast."

Lady Ruxton glanced at h�m cur�ously. "You must come and expla�n that
to me some afternoon, Lord Henry. It sounds a fasc�nat�ng theory," she
murmured, as she swept out of the room.

"Now, m�nd you don't stay too long over your pol�t�cs and scandal,"
cr�ed Lady Narborough from the door. "If you do, we are sure to squabble
upsta�rs."

The men laughed, and Mr. Chapman got up solemnly from the foot of
the table and came up to the top. Dor�an Gray changed h�s seat and went
and sat by Lord Henry. Mr. Chapman began to talk �n a loud vo�ce about the



s�tuat�on �n the House of Commons. He guffawed at h�s adversar�es. The
word doctr�na�re—word full of terror to the Br�t�sh m�nd—reappeared from
t�me to t�me between h�s explos�ons. An all�terat�ve pref�x served as an
ornament of oratory. He ho�sted the Un�on Jack on the p�nnacles of thought.
The �nher�ted stup�d�ty of the race—sound Engl�sh common sense he
jov�ally termed �t—was shown to be the proper bulwark for soc�ety.

A sm�le curved Lord Henry's l�ps, and he turned round and looked at
Dor�an.

"Are you better, my dear fellow?" he asked. "You seemed rather out of
sorts at d�nner."

"I am qu�te well, Harry. I am t�red. That �s all."

"You were charm�ng last n�ght. The l�ttle duchess �s qu�te devoted to
you. She tells me she �s go�ng down to Selby."

"She has prom�sed to come on the twent�eth."

"Is Monmouth to be there, too?"

"Oh, yes, Harry."

"He bores me dreadfully, almost as much as he bores her. She �s very
clever, too clever for a woman. She lacks the �ndef�nable charm of
weakness. It �s the feet of clay that make the gold of the �mage prec�ous.
Her feet are very pretty, but they are not feet of clay. Wh�te porcela�n feet, �f
you l�ke. They have been through the f�re, and what f�re does not destroy, �t
hardens. She has had exper�ences."



"How long has she been marr�ed?" asked Dor�an.

"An etern�ty, she tells me. I bel�eve, accord�ng to the peerage, �t �s ten
years, but ten years w�th Monmouth must have been l�ke etern�ty, w�th t�me
thrown �n. Who else �s com�ng?"

"Oh, the W�lloughbys, Lord Rugby and h�s w�fe, our hostess, Geoffrey
Clouston, the usual set. I have asked Lord Grotr�an."

"I l�ke h�m," sa�d Lord Henry. "A great many people don't, but I f�nd h�m
charm�ng. He atones for be�ng occas�onally somewhat overdressed by be�ng
always absolutely over-educated. He �s a very modern type."

"I don't know �f he w�ll be able to come, Harry. He may have to go to
Monte Carlo w�th h�s father."

"Ah! what a nu�sance people's people are! Try and make h�m come. By
the way, Dor�an, you ran off very early last n�ght. You left before eleven.
What d�d you do afterwards? D�d you go stra�ght home?"

Dor�an glanced at h�m hurr�edly and frowned.

"No, Harry," he sa�d at last, "I d�d not get home t�ll nearly three."

"D�d you go to the club?"

"Yes," he answered. Then he b�t h�s l�p. "No, I don't mean that. I d�dn't
go to the club. I walked about. I forget what I d�d.... How �nqu�s�t�ve you
are, Harry! You always want to know what one has been do�ng. I always
want to forget what I have been do�ng. I came �n at half-past two, �f you
w�sh to know the exact t�me. I had left my latch-key at home, and my
servant had to let me �n. If you want any corroborat�ve ev�dence on the
subject, you can ask h�m."

Lord Henry shrugged h�s shoulders. "My dear fellow, as �f I cared! Let
us go up to the draw�ng-room. No sherry, thank you, Mr. Chapman.
Someth�ng has happened to you, Dor�an. Tell me what �t �s. You are not
yourself to-n�ght."



"Don't m�nd me, Harry. I am �rr�table, and out of temper. I shall come
round and see you to-morrow, or next day. Make my excuses to Lady
Narborough. I shan't go upsta�rs. I shall go home. I must go home."

"All r�ght, Dor�an. I dare say I shall see you to-morrow at tea-t�me. The
duchess �s com�ng."

"I w�ll try to be there, Harry," he sa�d, leav�ng the room. As he drove
back to h�s own house, he was consc�ous that the sense of terror he thought
he had strangled had come back to h�m. Lord Henry's casual quest�on�ng
had made h�m lose h�s nerve for the moment, and he wanted h�s nerve st�ll.
Th�ngs that were dangerous had to be destroyed. He w�nced. He hated the
�dea of even touch�ng them.

Yet �t had to be done. He real�zed that, and when he had locked the door
of h�s l�brary, he opened the secret press �nto wh�ch he had thrust Bas�l
Hallward's coat and bag. A huge f�re was blaz�ng. He p�led another log on
�t. The smell of the s�nge�ng clothes and burn�ng leather was horr�ble. It
took h�m three-quarters of an hour to consume everyth�ng. At the end he
felt fa�nt and s�ck, and hav�ng l�t some Alger�an past�lles �n a p�erced copper
braz�er, he bathed h�s hands and forehead w�th a cool musk-scented v�negar.

Suddenly he started. H�s eyes grew strangely br�ght, and he gnawed
nervously at h�s underl�p. Between two of the w�ndows stood a large
Florent�ne cab�net, made out of ebony and �nla�d w�th �vory and blue lap�s.
He watched �t as though �t were a th�ng that could fasc�nate and make
afra�d, as though �t held someth�ng that he longed for and yet almost
loathed. H�s breath qu�ckened. A mad crav�ng came over h�m. He l�t a
c�garette and then threw �t away. H�s eyel�ds drooped t�ll the long fr�nged
lashes almost touched h�s cheek. But he st�ll watched the cab�net. At last he
got up from the sofa on wh�ch he had been ly�ng, went over to �t, and
hav�ng unlocked �t, touched some h�dden spr�ng. A tr�angular drawer passed
slowly out. H�s f�ngers moved �nst�nct�vely towards �t, d�pped �n, and closed
on someth�ng. It was a small Ch�nese box of black and gold-dust lacquer,
elaborately wrought, the s�des patterned w�th curved waves, and the s�lken
cords hung w�th round crystals and tasselled �n pla�ted metal threads. He
opened �t. Ins�de was a green paste, waxy �n lustre, the odour cur�ously
heavy and pers�stent.



He hes�tated for some moments, w�th a strangely �mmob�le sm�le upon
h�s face. Then sh�ver�ng, though the atmosphere of the room was terr�bly
hot, he drew h�mself up and glanced at the clock. It was twenty m�nutes to
twelve. He put the box back, shutt�ng the cab�net doors as he d�d so, and
went �nto h�s bedroom.

As m�dn�ght was str�k�ng bronze blows upon the dusky a�r, Dor�an Gray,
dressed commonly, and w�th a muffler wrapped round h�s throat, crept
qu�etly out of h�s house. In Bond Street he found a hansom w�th a good
horse. He ha�led �t and �n a low vo�ce gave the dr�ver an address.

The man shook h�s head. "It �s too far for me," he muttered.

"Here �s a sovere�gn for you," sa�d Dor�an. "You shall have another �f
you dr�ve fast."

"All r�ght, s�r," answered the man, "you w�ll be there �n an hour," and
after h�s fare had got �n he turned h�s horse round and drove rap�dly towards
the r�ver.

CHAPTER 16

A cold ra�n began to fall, and the blurred street-lamps looked ghastly �n
the dr�pp�ng m�st. The publ�c-houses were just clos�ng, and d�m men and
women were cluster�ng �n broken groups round the�r doors. From some of
the bars came the sound of horr�ble laughter. In others, drunkards brawled
and screamed.

Ly�ng back �n the hansom, w�th h�s hat pulled over h�s forehead, Dor�an
Gray watched w�th l�stless eyes the sord�d shame of the great c�ty, and now
and then he repeated to h�mself the words that Lord Henry had sa�d to h�m
on the f�rst day they had met, "To cure the soul by means of the senses, and
the senses by means of the soul." Yes, that was the secret. He had often tr�ed



�t, and would try �t aga�n now. There were op�um dens where one could buy
obl�v�on, dens of horror where the memory of old s�ns could be destroyed
by the madness of s�ns that were new.

The moon hung low �n the sky l�ke a yellow skull. From t�me to t�me a
huge m�sshapen cloud stretched a long arm across and h�d �t. The gas-lamps
grew fewer, and the streets more narrow and gloomy. Once the man lost h�s
way and had to dr�ve back half a m�le. A steam rose from the horse as �t
splashed up the puddles. The s�dew�ndows of the hansom were clogged
w�th a grey-flannel m�st.

"To cure the soul by means of the senses, and the senses by means of the
soul!" How the words rang �n h�s ears! H�s soul, certa�nly, was s�ck to death.
Was �t true that the senses could cure �t? Innocent blood had been sp�lled.
What could atone for that? Ah! for that there was no atonement; but though
forg�veness was �mposs�ble, forgetfulness was poss�ble st�ll, and he was
determ�ned to forget, to stamp the th�ng out, to crush �t as one would crush
the adder that had stung one. Indeed, what r�ght had Bas�l to have spoken to
h�m as he had done? Who had made h�m a judge over others? He had sa�d
th�ngs that were dreadful, horr�ble, not to be endured.

On and on plodded the hansom, go�ng slower, �t seemed to h�m, at each
step. He thrust up the trap and called to the man to dr�ve faster. The h�deous
hunger for op�um began to gnaw at h�m. H�s throat burned and h�s del�cate
hands tw�tched nervously together. He struck at the horse madly w�th h�s
st�ck. The dr�ver laughed and wh�pped up. He laughed �n answer, and the
man was s�lent.

The way seemed �nterm�nable, and the streets l�ke the black web of some
sprawl�ng sp�der. The monotony became unbearable, and as the m�st
th�ckened, he felt afra�d.

Then they passed by lonely br�ckf�elds. The fog was l�ghter here, and he
could see the strange, bottle-shaped k�lns w�th the�r orange, fanl�ke tongues
of f�re. A dog barked as they went by, and far away �n the darkness some
wander�ng sea-gull screamed. The horse stumbled �n a rut, then swerved
as�de and broke �nto a gallop.



After some t�me they left the clay road and rattled aga�n over rough-
paven streets. Most of the w�ndows were dark, but now and then fantast�c
shadows were s�lhouetted aga�nst some lampl�t bl�nd. He watched them
cur�ously. They moved l�ke monstrous mar�onettes and made gestures l�ke
l�ve th�ngs. He hated them. A dull rage was �n h�s heart. As they turned a
corner, a woman yelled someth�ng at them from an open door, and two men
ran after the hansom for about a hundred yards. The dr�ver beat at them
w�th h�s wh�p.

It �s sa�d that pass�on makes one th�nk �n a c�rcle. Certa�nly w�th h�deous
�terat�on the b�tten l�ps of Dor�an Gray shaped and reshaped those subtle
words that dealt w�th soul and sense, t�ll he had found �n them the full
express�on, as �t were, of h�s mood, and just�f�ed, by �ntellectual approval,
pass�ons that w�thout such just�f�cat�on would st�ll have dom�nated h�s
temper. From cell to cell of h�s bra�n crept the one thought; and the w�ld
des�re to l�ve, most terr�ble of all man's appet�tes, qu�ckened �nto force each
trembl�ng nerve and f�bre. Ugl�ness that had once been hateful to h�m
because �t made th�ngs real, became dear to h�m now for that very reason.
Ugl�ness was the one real�ty. The coarse brawl, the loathsome den, the
crude v�olence of d�sordered l�fe, the very v�leness of th�ef and outcast,
were more v�v�d, �n the�r �ntense actual�ty of �mpress�on, than all the
grac�ous shapes of art, the dreamy shadows of song. They were what he
needed for forgetfulness. In three days he would be free.

Suddenly the man drew up w�th a jerk at the top of a dark lane. Over the
low roofs and jagged ch�mney-stacks of the houses rose the black masts of
sh�ps. Wreaths of wh�te m�st clung l�ke ghostly sa�ls to the yards.

"Somewhere about here, s�r, a�n't �t?" he asked husk�ly through the trap.

Dor�an started and peered round. "Th�s w�ll do," he answered, and
hav�ng got out hast�ly and g�ven the dr�ver the extra fare he had prom�sed
h�m, he walked qu�ckly �n the d�rect�on of the quay. Here and there a lantern
gleamed at the stern of some huge merchantman. The l�ght shook and
spl�ntered �n the puddles. A red glare came from an outward-bound steamer
that was coal�ng. The sl�my pavement looked l�ke a wet mack�ntosh.



He hurr�ed on towards the left, glanc�ng back now and then to see �f he
was be�ng followed. In about seven or e�ght m�nutes he reached a small
shabby house that was wedged �n between two gaunt factor�es. In one of the
top-w�ndows stood a lamp. He stopped and gave a pecul�ar knock.

After a l�ttle t�me he heard steps �n the passage and the cha�n be�ng
unhooked. The door opened qu�etly, and he went �n w�thout say�ng a word
to the squat m�sshapen f�gure that flattened �tself �nto the shadow as he
passed. At the end of the hall hung a tattered green curta�n that swayed and
shook �n the gusty w�nd wh�ch had followed h�m �n from the street. He
dragged �t as�de and entered a long low room wh�ch looked as �f �t had once
been a th�rd-rate danc�ng-saloon. Shr�ll flar�ng gas-jets, dulled and d�storted
�n the fly-blown m�rrors that faced them, were ranged round the walls.
Greasy reflectors of r�bbed t�n backed them, mak�ng qu�ver�ng d�sks of
l�ght. The floor was covered w�th ochre-coloured sawdust, trampled here
and there �nto mud, and sta�ned w�th dark r�ngs of sp�lled l�quor. Some
Malays were crouch�ng by a l�ttle charcoal stove, play�ng w�th bone
counters and show�ng the�r wh�te teeth as they chattered. In one corner, w�th
h�s head bur�ed �n h�s arms, a sa�lor sprawled over a table, and by the
tawdr�ly pa�nted bar that ran across one complete s�de stood two haggard
women, mock�ng an old man who was brush�ng the sleeves of h�s coat w�th
an express�on of d�sgust. "He th�nks he's got red ants on h�m," laughed one
of them, as Dor�an passed by. The man looked at her �n terror and began to
wh�mper.

At the end of the room there was a l�ttle sta�rcase, lead�ng to a darkened
chamber. As Dor�an hurr�ed up �ts three r�ckety steps, the heavy odour of
op�um met h�m. He heaved a deep breath, and h�s nostr�ls qu�vered w�th
pleasure. When he entered, a young man w�th smooth yellow ha�r, who was
bend�ng over a lamp l�ght�ng a long th�n p�pe, looked up at h�m and nodded
�n a hes�tat�ng manner.

"You here, Adr�an?" muttered Dor�an.

"Where else should I be?" he answered, l�stlessly. "None of the chaps
w�ll speak to me now."

"I thought you had left England."



"Darl�ngton �s not go�ng to do anyth�ng. My brother pa�d the b�ll at last.
George doesn't speak to me e�ther.... I don't care," he added w�th a s�gh. "As
long as one has th�s stuff, one doesn't want fr�ends. I th�nk I have had too
many fr�ends."

Dor�an w�nced and looked round at the grotesque th�ngs that lay �n such
fantast�c postures on the ragged mattresses. The tw�sted l�mbs, the gap�ng
mouths, the star�ng lustreless eyes, fasc�nated h�m. He knew �n what strange
heavens they were suffer�ng, and what dull hells were teach�ng them the
secret of some new joy. They were better off than he was. He was pr�soned
�n thought. Memory, l�ke a horr�ble malady, was eat�ng h�s soul away. From
t�me to t�me he seemed to see the eyes of Bas�l Hallward look�ng at h�m.
Yet he felt he could not stay. The presence of Adr�an S�ngleton troubled
h�m. He wanted to be where no one would know who he was. He wanted to
escape from h�mself.

"I am go�ng on to the other place," he sa�d after a pause.

"On the wharf?"

"Yes."

"That mad-cat �s sure to be there. They won't have her �n th�s place now."

Dor�an shrugged h�s shoulders. "I am s�ck of women who love one.
Women who hate one are much more �nterest�ng. Bes�des, the stuff �s
better."

"Much the same."

"I l�ke �t better. Come and have someth�ng to dr�nk. I must have
someth�ng."

"I don't want anyth�ng," murmured the young man.

"Never m�nd."

Adr�an S�ngleton rose up wear�ly and followed Dor�an to the bar. A half-
caste, �n a ragged turban and a shabby ulster, gr�nned a h�deous greet�ng as



he thrust a bottle of brandy and two tumblers �n front of them. The women
s�dled up and began to chatter. Dor�an turned h�s back on them and sa�d
someth�ng �n a low vo�ce to Adr�an S�ngleton.

A crooked sm�le, l�ke a Malay crease, wr�thed across the face of one of
the women. "We are very proud to-n�ght," she sneered.

"For God's sake don't talk to me," cr�ed Dor�an, stamp�ng h�s foot on the
ground. "What do you want? Money? Here �t �s. Don't ever talk to me
aga�n."

Two red sparks flashed for a moment �n the woman's sodden eyes, then
fl�ckered out and left them dull and glazed. She tossed her head and raked
the co�ns off the counter w�th greedy f�ngers. Her compan�on watched her
env�ously.

"It's no use," s�ghed Adr�an S�ngleton. "I don't care to go back. What
does �t matter? I am qu�te happy here."

"You w�ll wr�te to me �f you want anyth�ng, won't you?" sa�d Dor�an,
after a pause.

"Perhaps."

"Good n�ght, then."

"Good n�ght," answered the young man, pass�ng up the steps and w�p�ng
h�s parched mouth w�th a handkerch�ef.

Dor�an walked to the door w�th a look of pa�n �n h�s face. As he drew the
curta�n as�de, a h�deous laugh broke from the pa�nted l�ps of the woman
who had taken h�s money. "There goes the dev�l's barga�n!" she h�ccoughed,
�n a hoarse vo�ce.

"Curse you!" he answered, "don't call me that."

She snapped her f�ngers. "Pr�nce Charm�ng �s what you l�ke to be called,
a�n't �t?" she yelled after h�m.



The drowsy sa�lor leaped to h�s feet as she spoke, and looked w�ldly
round. The sound of the shutt�ng of the hall door fell on h�s ear. He rushed
out as �f �n pursu�t.

Dor�an Gray hurr�ed along the quay through the dr�zzl�ng ra�n. H�s
meet�ng w�th Adr�an S�ngleton had strangely moved h�m, and he wondered
�f the ru�n of that young l�fe was really to be la�d at h�s door, as Bas�l
Hallward had sa�d to h�m w�th such �nfamy of �nsult. He b�t h�s l�p, and for
a few seconds h�s eyes grew sad. Yet, after all, what d�d �t matter to h�m?
One's days were too br�ef to take the burden of another's errors on one's
shoulders. Each man l�ved h�s own l�fe and pa�d h�s own pr�ce for l�v�ng �t.
The only p�ty was one had to pay so often for a s�ngle fault. One had to pay
over and over aga�n, �ndeed. In her deal�ngs w�th man, dest�ny never closed
her accounts.

There are moments, psycholog�sts tell us, when the pass�on for s�n, or for
what the world calls s�n, so dom�nates a nature that every f�bre of the body,
as every cell of the bra�n, seems to be �nst�nct w�th fearful �mpulses. Men
and women at such moments lose the freedom of the�r w�ll. They move to
the�r terr�ble end as automatons move. Cho�ce �s taken from them, and
consc�ence �s e�ther k�lled, or, �f �t l�ves at all, l�ves but to g�ve rebell�on �ts
fasc�nat�on and d�sobed�ence �ts charm. For all s�ns, as theolog�ans weary
not of rem�nd�ng us, are s�ns of d�sobed�ence. When that h�gh sp�r�t, that
morn�ng star of ev�l, fell from heaven, �t was as a rebel that he fell.

Callous, concentrated on ev�l, w�th sta�ned m�nd, and soul hungry for
rebell�on, Dor�an Gray hastened on, qu�cken�ng h�s step as he went, but as
he darted as�de �nto a d�m archway, that had served h�m often as a short cut
to the �ll-famed place where he was go�ng, he felt h�mself suddenly se�zed
from beh�nd, and before he had t�me to defend h�mself, he was thrust back
aga�nst the wall, w�th a brutal hand round h�s throat.

He struggled madly for l�fe, and by a terr�ble effort wrenched the
t�ghten�ng f�ngers away. In a second he heard the cl�ck of a revolver, and
saw the gleam of a pol�shed barrel, po�nt�ng stra�ght at h�s head, and the
dusky form of a short, th�ck-set man fac�ng h�m.

"What do you want?" he gasped.



"Keep qu�et," sa�d the man. "If you st�r, I shoot you."

"You are mad. What have I done to you?"

"You wrecked the l�fe of S�byl Vane," was the answer, "and S�byl Vane
was my s�ster. She k�lled herself. I know �t. Her death �s at your door. I
swore I would k�ll you �n return. For years I have sought you. I had no clue,
no trace. The two people who could have descr�bed you were dead. I knew
noth�ng of you but the pet name she used to call you. I heard �t to-n�ght by
chance. Make your peace w�th God, for to-n�ght you are go�ng to d�e."

Dor�an Gray grew s�ck w�th fear. "I never knew her," he stammered. "I
never heard of her. You are mad."

"You had better confess your s�n, for as sure as I am James Vane, you are
go�ng to d�e." There was a horr�ble moment. Dor�an d�d not know what to
say or do. "Down on your knees!" growled the man. "I g�ve you one m�nute
to make your peace—no more. I go on board to-n�ght for Ind�a, and I must
do my job f�rst. One m�nute. That's all."

Dor�an's arms fell to h�s s�de. Paralysed w�th terror, he d�d not know
what to do. Suddenly a w�ld hope flashed across h�s bra�n. "Stop," he cr�ed.
"How long ago �s �t s�nce your s�ster d�ed? Qu�ck, tell me!"

"E�ghteen years," sa�d the man. "Why do you ask me? What do years
matter?"

"E�ghteen years," laughed Dor�an Gray, w�th a touch of tr�umph �n h�s
vo�ce. "E�ghteen years! Set me under the lamp and look at my face!"

James Vane hes�tated for a moment, not understand�ng what was meant.
Then he se�zed Dor�an Gray and dragged h�m from the archway.

D�m and waver�ng as was the w�nd-blown l�ght, yet �t served to show
h�m the h�deous error, as �t seemed, �nto wh�ch he had fallen, for the face of
the man he had sought to k�ll had all the bloom of boyhood, all the
unsta�ned pur�ty of youth. He seemed l�ttle more than a lad of twenty
summers, hardly older, �f older �ndeed at all, than h�s s�ster had been when



they had parted so many years ago. It was obv�ous that th�s was not the man
who had destroyed her l�fe.

He loosened h�s hold and reeled back. "My God! my God!" he cr�ed,
"and I would have murdered you!"

Dor�an Gray drew a long breath. "You have been on the br�nk of
comm�tt�ng a terr�ble cr�me, my man," he sa�d, look�ng at h�m sternly. "Let
th�s be a warn�ng to you not to take vengeance �nto your own hands."

"Forg�ve me, s�r," muttered James Vane. "I was dece�ved. A chance word
I heard �n that damned den set me on the wrong track."

"You had better go home and put that p�stol away, or you may get �nto
trouble," sa�d Dor�an, turn�ng on h�s heel and go�ng slowly down the street.

James Vane stood on the pavement �n horror. He was trembl�ng from
head to foot. After a l�ttle wh�le, a black shadow that had been creep�ng
along the dr�pp�ng wall moved out �nto the l�ght and came close to h�m w�th
stealthy footsteps. He felt a hand la�d on h�s arm and looked round w�th a
start. It was one of the women who had been dr�nk�ng at the bar.

"Why d�dn't you k�ll h�m?" she h�ssed out, putt�ng haggard face qu�te
close to h�s. "I knew you were follow�ng h�m when you rushed out from
Daly's. You fool! You should have k�lled h�m. He has lots of money, and
he's as bad as bad."

"He �s not the man I am look�ng for," he answered, "and I want no man's
money. I want a man's l�fe. The man whose l�fe I want must be nearly forty
now. Th�s one �s l�ttle more than a boy. Thank God, I have not got h�s blood
upon my hands."

The woman gave a b�tter laugh. "L�ttle more than a boy!" she sneered.
"Why, man, �t's n�gh on e�ghteen years s�nce Pr�nce Charm�ng made me
what I am."

"You l�e!" cr�ed James Vane.



She ra�sed her hand up to heaven. "Before God I am tell�ng the truth,"
she cr�ed.

"Before God?"

"Str�ke me dumb �f �t a�n't so. He �s the worst one that comes here. They
say he has sold h�mself to the dev�l for a pretty face. It's n�gh on e�ghteen
years s�nce I met h�m. He hasn't changed much s�nce then. I have, though,"
she added, w�th a s�ckly leer.

"You swear th�s?"

"I swear �t," came �n hoarse echo from her flat mouth. "But don't g�ve me
away to h�m," she wh�ned; "I am afra�d of h�m. Let me have some money
for my n�ght's lodg�ng."

He broke from her w�th an oath and rushed to the corner of the street, but
Dor�an Gray had d�sappeared. When he looked back, the woman had
van�shed also.

CHAPTER 17

A week later Dor�an Gray was s�tt�ng �n the conservatory at Selby Royal,
talk�ng to the pretty Duchess of Monmouth, who w�th her husband, a jaded-
look�ng man of s�xty, was amongst h�s guests. It was tea-t�me, and the
mellow l�ght of the huge, lace-covered lamp that stood on the table l�t up
the del�cate ch�na and hammered s�lver of the serv�ce at wh�ch the duchess
was pres�d�ng. Her wh�te hands were mov�ng da�nt�ly among the cups, and
her full red l�ps were sm�l�ng at someth�ng that Dor�an had wh�spered to
her. Lord Henry was ly�ng back �n a s�lk-draped w�cker cha�r, look�ng at
them. On a peach-coloured d�van sat Lady Narborough, pretend�ng to l�sten
to the duke's descr�pt�on of the last Braz�l�an beetle that he had added to h�s
collect�on. Three young men �n elaborate smok�ng-su�ts were hand�ng tea-



cakes to some of the women. The house-party cons�sted of twelve people,
and there were more expected to arr�ve on the next day.

"What are you two talk�ng about?" sa�d Lord Henry, stroll�ng over to the
table and putt�ng h�s cup down. "I hope Dor�an has told you about my plan
for rechr�sten�ng everyth�ng, Gladys. It �s a del�ghtful �dea."

"But I don't want to be rechr�stened, Harry," rejo�ned the duchess,
look�ng up at h�m w�th her wonderful eyes. "I am qu�te sat�sf�ed w�th my
own name, and I am sure Mr. Gray should be sat�sf�ed w�th h�s."

"My dear Gladys, I would not alter e�ther name for the world. They are
both perfect. I was th�nk�ng ch�efly of flowers. Yesterday I cut an orch�d,
for my button-hole. It was a marvellous spotted th�ng, as effect�ve as the
seven deadly s�ns. In a thoughtless moment I asked one of the gardeners
what �t was called. He told me �t was a f�ne spec�men of Rob�nson�ana, or
someth�ng dreadful of that k�nd. It �s a sad truth, but we have lost the
faculty of g�v�ng lovely names to th�ngs. Names are everyth�ng. I never
quarrel w�th act�ons. My one quarrel �s w�th words. That �s the reason I hate
vulgar real�sm �n l�terature. The man who could call a spade a spade should
be compelled to use one. It �s the only th�ng he �s f�t for."

"Then what should we call you, Harry?" she asked.

"H�s name �s Pr�nce Paradox," sa�d Dor�an.

"I recogn�ze h�m �n a flash," excla�med the duchess.

"I won't hear of �t," laughed Lord Henry, s�nk�ng �nto a cha�r. "From a
label there �s no escape! I refuse the t�tle."

"Royalt�es may not abd�cate," fell as a warn�ng from pretty l�ps.

"You w�sh me to defend my throne, then?"

"Yes."

"I g�ve the truths of to-morrow."



"I prefer the m�stakes of to-day," she answered.

"You d�sarm me, Gladys," he cr�ed, catch�ng the w�lfulness of her mood.

"Of your sh�eld, Harry, not of your spear."

"I never t�lt aga�nst beauty," he sa�d, w�th a wave of h�s hand.

"That �s your error, Harry, bel�eve me. You value beauty far too much."

"How can you say that? I adm�t that I th�nk that �t �s better to be beaut�ful
than to be good. But on the other hand, no one �s more ready than I am to
acknowledge that �t �s better to be good than to be ugly."

"Ugl�ness �s one of the seven deadly s�ns, then?" cr�ed the duchess.
"What becomes of your s�m�le about the orch�d?"

"Ugl�ness �s one of the seven deadly v�rtues, Gladys. You, as a good
Tory, must not underrate them. Beer, the B�ble, and the seven deadly v�rtues
have made our England what she �s."

"You don't l�ke your country, then?" she asked.

"I l�ve �n �t."

"That you may censure �t the better."

"Would you have me take the verd�ct of Europe on �t?" he �nqu�red.

"What do they say of us?"

"That Tartuffe has em�grated to England and opened a shop."

"Is that yours, Harry?"

"I g�ve �t to you."

"I could not use �t. It �s too true."



"You need not be afra�d. Our countrymen never recogn�ze a descr�pt�on."

"They are pract�cal."

"They are more cunn�ng than pract�cal. When they make up the�r ledger,
they balance stup�d�ty by wealth, and v�ce by hypocr�sy."

"St�ll, we have done great th�ngs."

"Great th�ngs have been thrust on us, Gladys."

"We have carr�ed the�r burden."

"Only as far as the Stock Exchange."

She shook her head. "I bel�eve �n the race," she cr�ed.

"It represents the surv�val of the push�ng."

"It has development."

"Decay fasc�nates me more."

"What of art?" she asked.

"It �s a malady."

"Love?"

"An �llus�on."

"Rel�g�on?"

"The fash�onable subst�tute for bel�ef."

"You are a scept�c."

"Never! Scept�c�sm �s the beg�nn�ng of fa�th."

"What are you?"



"To def�ne �s to l�m�t."

"G�ve me a clue."

"Threads snap. You would lose your way �n the labyr�nth."

"You bew�lder me. Let us talk of some one else."

"Our host �s a del�ghtful top�c. Years ago he was chr�stened Pr�nce
Charm�ng."

"Ah! don't rem�nd me of that," cr�ed Dor�an Gray.

"Our host �s rather horr�d th�s even�ng," answered the duchess,
colour�ng. "I bel�eve he th�nks that Monmouth marr�ed me on purely
sc�ent�f�c pr�nc�ples as the best spec�men he could f�nd of a modern
butterfly."

"Well, I hope he won't st�ck p�ns �nto you, Duchess," laughed Dor�an.

"Oh! my ma�d does that already, Mr. Gray, when she �s annoyed w�th
me."

"And what does she get annoyed w�th you about, Duchess?"

"For the most tr�v�al th�ngs, Mr. Gray, I assure you. Usually because I
come �n at ten m�nutes to n�ne and tell her that I must be dressed by half-
past e�ght."

"How unreasonable of her! You should g�ve her warn�ng."

"I daren't, Mr. Gray. Why, she �nvents hats for me. You remember the
one I wore at Lady H�lstone's garden-party? You don't, but �t �s n�ce of you
to pretend that you do. Well, she made �t out of noth�ng. All good hats are
made out of noth�ng."

"L�ke all good reputat�ons, Gladys," �nterrupted Lord Henry. "Every
effect that one produces g�ves one an enemy. To be popular one must be a
med�ocr�ty."



"Not w�th women," sa�d the duchess, shak�ng her head; "and women rule
the world. I assure you we can't bear med�ocr�t�es. We women, as some one
says, love w�th our ears, just as you men love w�th your eyes, �f you ever
love at all."

"It seems to me that we never do anyth�ng else," murmured Dor�an.

"Ah! then, you never really love, Mr. Gray," answered the duchess w�th
mock sadness.

"My dear Gladys!" cr�ed Lord Henry. "How can you say that? Romance
l�ves by repet�t�on, and repet�t�on converts an appet�te �nto an art. Bes�des,
each t�me that one loves �s the only t�me one has ever loved. D�fference of
object does not alter s�ngleness of pass�on. It merely �ntens�f�es �t. We can
have �n l�fe but one great exper�ence at best, and the secret of l�fe �s to
reproduce that exper�ence as often as poss�ble."

"Even when one has been wounded by �t, Harry?" asked the duchess
after a pause.

"Espec�ally when one has been wounded by �t," answered Lord Henry.

The duchess turned and looked at Dor�an Gray w�th a cur�ous express�on
�n her eyes. "What do you say to that, Mr. Gray?" she �nqu�red.

Dor�an hes�tated for a moment. Then he threw h�s head back and
laughed. "I always agree w�th Harry, Duchess."

"Even when he �s wrong?"

"Harry �s never wrong, Duchess."

"And does h�s ph�losophy make you happy?"

"I have never searched for happ�ness. Who wants happ�ness? I have
searched for pleasure."

"And found �t, Mr. Gray?"



"Often. Too often."

The duchess s�ghed. "I am search�ng for peace," she sa�d, "and �f I don't
go and dress, I shall have none th�s even�ng."

"Let me get you some orch�ds, Duchess," cr�ed Dor�an, start�ng to h�s
feet and walk�ng down the conservatory.

"You are fl�rt�ng d�sgracefully w�th h�m," sa�d Lord Henry to h�s cous�n.
"You had better take care. He �s very fasc�nat�ng."

"If he were not, there would be no battle."

"Greek meets Greek, then?"

"I am on the s�de of the Trojans. They fought for a woman."

"They were defeated."

"There are worse th�ngs than capture," she answered.

"You gallop w�th a loose re�n."

"Pace g�ves l�fe," was the r�poste.

"I shall wr�te �t �n my d�ary to-n�ght."

"What?"

"That a burnt ch�ld loves the f�re."

"I am not even s�nged. My w�ngs are untouched."

"You use them for everyth�ng, except fl�ght."

"Courage has passed from men to women. It �s a new exper�ence for us."

"You have a r�val."



"Who?"

He laughed. "Lady Narborough," he wh�spered. "She perfectly adores
h�m."

"You f�ll me w�th apprehens�on. The appeal to ant�qu�ty �s fatal to us
who are romant�c�sts."

"Romant�c�sts! You have all the methods of sc�ence."

"Men have educated us."

"But not expla�ned you."

"Descr�be us as a sex," was her challenge.

"Sph�nxes w�thout secrets."

She looked at h�m, sm�l�ng. "How long Mr. Gray �s!" she sa�d. "Let us go
and help h�m. I have not yet told h�m the colour of my frock."

"Ah! you must su�t your frock to h�s flowers, Gladys."

"That would be a premature surrender."

"Romant�c art beg�ns w�th �ts cl�max."

"I must keep an opportun�ty for retreat."

"In the Parth�an manner?"

"They found safety �n the desert. I could not do that."

"Women are not always allowed a cho�ce," he answered, but hardly had
he f�n�shed the sentence before from the far end of the conservatory came a
st�fled groan, followed by the dull sound of a heavy fall. Everybody started
up. The duchess stood mot�onless �n horror. And w�th fear �n h�s eyes, Lord
Henry rushed through the flapp�ng palms to f�nd Dor�an Gray ly�ng face
downwards on the t�led floor �n a deathl�ke swoon.



He was carr�ed at once �nto the blue draw�ng-room and la�d upon one of
the sofas. After a short t�me, he came to h�mself and looked round w�th a
dazed express�on.

"What has happened?" he asked. "Oh! I remember. Am I safe here,
Harry?" He began to tremble.

"My dear Dor�an," answered Lord Henry, "you merely fa�nted. That was
all. You must have overt�red yourself. You had better not come down to
d�nner. I w�ll take your place."

"No, I w�ll come down," he sa�d, struggl�ng to h�s feet. "I would rather
come down. I must not be alone."

He went to h�s room and dressed. There was a w�ld recklessness of
ga�ety �n h�s manner as he sat at table, but now and then a thr�ll of terror ran
through h�m when he remembered that, pressed aga�nst the w�ndow of the
conservatory, l�ke a wh�te handkerch�ef, he had seen the face of James Vane
watch�ng h�m.

CHAPTER 18

The next day he d�d not leave the house, and, �ndeed, spent most of the
t�me �n h�s own room, s�ck w�th a w�ld terror of dy�ng, and yet �nd�fferent to
l�fe �tself. The consc�ousness of be�ng hunted, snared, tracked down, had
begun to dom�nate h�m. If the tapestry d�d but tremble �n the w�nd, he
shook. The dead leaves that were blown aga�nst the leaded panes seemed to
h�m l�ke h�s own wasted resolut�ons and w�ld regrets. When he closed h�s
eyes, he saw aga�n the sa�lor's face peer�ng through the m�st-sta�ned glass,
and horror seemed once more to lay �ts hand upon h�s heart.

But perhaps �t had been only h�s fancy that had called vengeance out of
the n�ght and set the h�deous shapes of pun�shment before h�m. Actual l�fe



was chaos, but there was someth�ng terr�bly log�cal �n the �mag�nat�on. It
was the �mag�nat�on that set remorse to dog the feet of s�n. It was the
�mag�nat�on that made each cr�me bear �ts m�sshapen brood. In the common
world of fact the w�cked were not pun�shed, nor the good rewarded.
Success was g�ven to the strong, fa�lure thrust upon the weak. That was all.
Bes�des, had any stranger been prowl�ng round the house, he would have
been seen by the servants or the keepers. Had any foot-marks been found on
the flower-beds, the gardeners would have reported �t. Yes, �t had been
merely fancy. S�byl Vane's brother had not come back to k�ll h�m. He had
sa�led away �n h�s sh�p to founder �n some w�nter sea. From h�m, at any
rate, he was safe. Why, the man d�d not know who he was, could not know
who he was. The mask of youth had saved h�m.

And yet �f �t had been merely an �llus�on, how terr�ble �t was to th�nk that
consc�ence could ra�se such fearful phantoms, and g�ve them v�s�ble form,
and make them move before one! What sort of l�fe would h�s be �f, day and
n�ght, shadows of h�s cr�me were to peer at h�m from s�lent corners, to
mock h�m from secret places, to wh�sper �n h�s ear as he sat at the feast, to
wake h�m w�th �cy f�ngers as he lay asleep! As the thought crept through h�s
bra�n, he grew pale w�th terror, and the a�r seemed to h�m to have become
suddenly colder. Oh! �n what a w�ld hour of madness he had k�lled h�s
fr�end! How ghastly the mere memory of the scene! He saw �t all aga�n.
Each h�deous deta�l came back to h�m w�th added horror. Out of the black
cave of t�me, terr�ble and swathed �n scarlet, rose the �mage of h�s s�n.
When Lord Henry came �n at s�x o'clock, he found h�m cry�ng as one whose
heart w�ll break.

It was not t�ll the th�rd day that he ventured to go out. There was
someth�ng �n the clear, p�ne-scented a�r of that w�nter morn�ng that seemed
to br�ng h�m back h�s joyousness and h�s ardour for l�fe. But �t was not
merely the phys�cal cond�t�ons of env�ronment that had caused the change.
H�s own nature had revolted aga�nst the excess of angu�sh that had sought
to ma�m and mar the perfect�on of �ts calm. W�th subtle and f�nely wrought
temperaments �t �s always so. The�r strong pass�ons must e�ther bru�se or
bend. They e�ther slay the man, or themselves d�e. Shallow sorrows and
shallow loves l�ve on. The loves and sorrows that are great are destroyed by
the�r own plen�tude. Bes�des, he had conv�nced h�mself that he had been the



v�ct�m of a terror-str�cken �mag�nat�on, and looked back now on h�s fears
w�th someth�ng of p�ty and not a l�ttle of contempt.

After breakfast, he walked w�th the duchess for an hour �n the garden
and then drove across the park to jo�n the shoot�ng-party. The cr�sp frost lay
l�ke salt upon the grass. The sky was an �nverted cup of blue metal. A th�n
f�lm of �ce bordered the flat, reed-grown lake.

At the corner of the p�ne-wood he caught s�ght of S�r Geoffrey Clouston,
the duchess's brother, jerk�ng two spent cartr�dges out of h�s gun. He
jumped from the cart, and hav�ng told the groom to take the mare home,
made h�s way towards h�s guest through the w�thered bracken and rough
undergrowth.

"Have you had good sport, Geoffrey?" he asked.

"Not very good, Dor�an. I th�nk most of the b�rds have gone to the open.
I dare say �t w�ll be better after lunch, when we get to new ground."

Dor�an strolled along by h�s s�de. The keen aromat�c a�r, the brown and
red l�ghts that gl�mmered �n the wood, the hoarse cr�es of the beaters
r�ng�ng out from t�me to t�me, and the sharp snaps of the guns that followed,
fasc�nated h�m and f�lled h�m w�th a sense of del�ghtful freedom. He was
dom�nated by the carelessness of happ�ness, by the h�gh �nd�fference of joy.

Suddenly from a lumpy tussock of old grass some twenty yards �n front
of them, w�th black-t�pped ears erect and long h�nder l�mbs throw�ng �t
forward, started a hare. It bolted for a th�cket of alders. S�r Geoffrey put h�s
gun to h�s shoulder, but there was someth�ng �n the an�mal's grace of
movement that strangely charmed Dor�an Gray, and he cr�ed out at once,
"Don't shoot �t, Geoffrey. Let �t l�ve."

"What nonsense, Dor�an!" laughed h�s compan�on, and as the hare
bounded �nto the th�cket, he f�red. There were two cr�es heard, the cry of a
hare �n pa�n, wh�ch �s dreadful, the cry of a man �n agony, wh�ch �s worse.

"Good heavens! I have h�t a beater!" excla�med S�r Geoffrey. "What an
ass the man was to get �n front of the guns! Stop shoot�ng there!" he called



out at the top of h�s vo�ce. "A man �s hurt."

The head-keeper came runn�ng up w�th a st�ck �n h�s hand.

"Where, s�r? Where �s he?" he shouted. At the same t�me, the f�r�ng
ceased along the l�ne.

"Here," answered S�r Geoffrey angr�ly, hurry�ng towards the th�cket.
"Why on earth don't you keep your men back? Spo�led my shoot�ng for the
day."

Dor�an watched them as they plunged �nto the alder-clump, brush�ng the
l�the sw�ng�ng branches as�de. In a few moments they emerged, dragg�ng a
body after them �nto the sunl�ght. He turned away �n horror. It seemed to
h�m that m�sfortune followed wherever he went. He heard S�r Geoffrey ask
�f the man was really dead, and the aff�rmat�ve answer of the keeper. The
wood seemed to h�m to have become suddenly al�ve w�th faces. There was
the trampl�ng of myr�ad feet and the low buzz of vo�ces. A great copper-
breasted pheasant came beat�ng through the boughs overhead.

After a few moments—that were to h�m, �n h�s perturbed state, l�ke
endless hours of pa�n—he felt a hand la�d on h�s shoulder. He started and
looked round.

"Dor�an," sa�d Lord Henry, "I had better tell them that the shoot�ng �s
stopped for to-day. It would not look well to go on."

"I w�sh �t were stopped for ever, Harry," he answered b�tterly. "The
whole th�ng �s h�deous and cruel. Is the man ...?"

He could not f�n�sh the sentence.

"I am afra�d so," rejo�ned Lord Henry. "He got the whole charge of shot
�n h�s chest. He must have d�ed almost �nstantaneously. Come; let us go
home."

They walked s�de by s�de �n the d�rect�on of the avenue for nearly f�fty
yards w�thout speak�ng. Then Dor�an looked at Lord Henry and sa�d, w�th a



heavy s�gh, "It �s a bad omen, Harry, a very bad omen."

"What �s?" asked Lord Henry. "Oh! th�s acc�dent, I suppose. My dear
fellow, �t can't be helped. It was the man's own fault. Why d�d he get �n
front of the guns? Bes�des, �t �s noth�ng to us. It �s rather awkward for
Geoffrey, of course. It does not do to pepper beaters. It makes people th�nk
that one �s a w�ld shot. And Geoffrey �s not; he shoots very stra�ght. But
there �s no use talk�ng about the matter."

Dor�an shook h�s head. "It �s a bad omen, Harry. I feel as �f someth�ng
horr�ble were go�ng to happen to some of us. To myself, perhaps," he added,
pass�ng h�s hand over h�s eyes, w�th a gesture of pa�n.

The elder man laughed. "The only horr�ble th�ng �n the world �s ennu�,
Dor�an. That �s the one s�n for wh�ch there �s no forg�veness. But we are not
l�kely to suffer from �t unless these fellows keep chatter�ng about th�s th�ng
at d�nner. I must tell them that the subject �s to be tabooed. As for omens,
there �s no such th�ng as an omen. Dest�ny does not send us heralds. She �s
too w�se or too cruel for that. Bes�des, what on earth could happen to you,
Dor�an? You have everyth�ng �n the world that a man can want. There �s no
one who would not be del�ghted to change places w�th you."

"There �s no one w�th whom I would not change places, Harry. Don't
laugh l�ke that. I am tell�ng you the truth. The wretched peasant who has
just d�ed �s better off than I am. I have no terror of death. It �s the com�ng of
death that terr�f�es me. Its monstrous w�ngs seem to wheel �n the leaden a�r
around me. Good heavens! don't you see a man mov�ng beh�nd the trees
there, watch�ng me, wa�t�ng for me?"

Lord Henry looked �n the d�rect�on �n wh�ch the trembl�ng gloved hand
was po�nt�ng. "Yes," he sa�d, sm�l�ng, "I see the gardener wa�t�ng for you. I
suppose he wants to ask you what flowers you w�sh to have on the table to-
n�ght. How absurdly nervous you are, my dear fellow! You must come and
see my doctor, when we get back to town."

Dor�an heaved a s�gh of rel�ef as he saw the gardener approach�ng. The
man touched h�s hat, glanced for a moment at Lord Henry �n a hes�tat�ng



manner, and then produced a letter, wh�ch he handed to h�s master. "Her
Grace told me to wa�t for an answer," he murmured.

Dor�an put the letter �nto h�s pocket. "Tell her Grace that I am com�ng
�n," he sa�d, coldly. The man turned round and went rap�dly �n the d�rect�on
of the house.

"How fond women are of do�ng dangerous th�ngs!" laughed Lord Henry.
"It �s one of the qual�t�es �n them that I adm�re most. A woman w�ll fl�rt
w�th anybody �n the world as long as other people are look�ng on."

"How fond you are of say�ng dangerous th�ngs, Harry! In the present
�nstance, you are qu�te astray. I l�ke the duchess very much, but I don't love
her."

"And the duchess loves you very much, but she l�kes you less, so you are
excellently matched."

"You are talk�ng scandal, Harry, and there �s never any bas�s for
scandal."

"The bas�s of every scandal �s an �mmoral certa�nty," sa�d Lord Henry,
l�ght�ng a c�garette.

"You would sacr�f�ce anybody, Harry, for the sake of an ep�gram."

"The world goes to the altar of �ts own accord," was the answer.

"I w�sh I could love," cr�ed Dor�an Gray w�th a deep note of pathos �n h�s
vo�ce. "But I seem to have lost the pass�on and forgotten the des�re. I am too
much concentrated on myself. My own personal�ty has become a burden to
me. I want to escape, to go away, to forget. It was s�lly of me to come down
here at all. I th�nk I shall send a w�re to Harvey to have the yacht got ready.
On a yacht one �s safe."

"Safe from what, Dor�an? You are �n some trouble. Why not tell me what
�t �s? You know I would help you."



"I can't tell you, Harry," he answered sadly. "And I dare say �t �s only a
fancy of m�ne. Th�s unfortunate acc�dent has upset me. I have a horr�ble
present�ment that someth�ng of the k�nd may happen to me."

"What nonsense!"

"I hope �t �s, but I can't help feel�ng �t. Ah! here �s the duchess, look�ng
l�ke Artem�s �n a ta�lor-made gown. You see we have come back, Duchess."

"I have heard all about �t, Mr. Gray," she answered. "Poor Geoffrey �s
terr�bly upset. And �t seems that you asked h�m not to shoot the hare. How
cur�ous!"

"Yes, �t was very cur�ous. I don't know what made me say �t. Some
wh�m, I suppose. It looked the lovel�est of l�ttle l�ve th�ngs. But I am sorry
they told you about the man. It �s a h�deous subject."

"It �s an annoy�ng subject," broke �n Lord Henry. "It has no
psycholog�cal value at all. Now �f Geoffrey had done the th�ng on purpose,
how �nterest�ng he would be! I should l�ke to know some one who had
comm�tted a real murder."

"How horr�d of you, Harry!" cr�ed the duchess. "Isn't �t, Mr. Gray?
Harry, Mr. Gray �s �ll aga�n. He �s go�ng to fa�nt."

Dor�an drew h�mself up w�th an effort and sm�led. "It �s noth�ng,
Duchess," he murmured; "my nerves are dreadfully out of order. That �s all.
I am afra�d I walked too far th�s morn�ng. I d�dn't hear what Harry sa�d. Was
�t very bad? You must tell me some other t�me. I th�nk I must go and l�e
down. You w�ll excuse me, won't you?"

They had reached the great fl�ght of steps that led from the conservatory
on to the terrace. As the glass door closed beh�nd Dor�an, Lord Henry
turned and looked at the duchess w�th h�s slumberous eyes. "Are you very
much �n love w�th h�m?" he asked.

She d�d not answer for some t�me, but stood gaz�ng at the landscape. "I
w�sh I knew," she sa�d at last.



He shook h�s head. "Knowledge would be fatal. It �s the uncerta�nty that
charms one. A m�st makes th�ngs wonderful."

"One may lose one's way."

"All ways end at the same po�nt, my dear Gladys."

"What �s that?"

"D�s�llus�on."

"It was my debut �n l�fe," she s�ghed.

"It came to you crowned."

"I am t�red of strawberry leaves."

"They become you."

"Only �n publ�c."

"You would m�ss them," sa�d Lord Henry.

"I w�ll not part w�th a petal."

"Monmouth has ears."

"Old age �s dull of hear�ng."

"Has he never been jealous?"

"I w�sh he had been."

He glanced about as �f �n search of someth�ng. "What are you look�ng
for?" she �nqu�red.

"The button from your fo�l," he answered. "You have dropped �t."

She laughed. "I have st�ll the mask."



"It makes your eyes lovel�er," was h�s reply.

She laughed aga�n. Her teeth showed l�ke wh�te seeds �n a scarlet fru�t.

Upsta�rs, �n h�s own room, Dor�an Gray was ly�ng on a sofa, w�th terror
�n every t�ngl�ng f�bre of h�s body. L�fe had suddenly become too h�deous a
burden for h�m to bear. The dreadful death of the unlucky beater, shot �n the
th�cket l�ke a w�ld an�mal, had seemed to h�m to pre-f�gure death for
h�mself also. He had nearly swooned at what Lord Henry had sa�d �n a
chance mood of cyn�cal jest�ng.

At f�ve o'clock he rang h�s bell for h�s servant and gave h�m orders to
pack h�s th�ngs for the n�ght-express to town, and to have the brougham at
the door by e�ght-th�rty. He was determ�ned not to sleep another n�ght at
Selby Royal. It was an �ll-omened place. Death walked there �n the sunl�ght.
The grass of the forest had been spotted w�th blood.

Then he wrote a note to Lord Henry, tell�ng h�m that he was go�ng up to
town to consult h�s doctor and ask�ng h�m to enterta�n h�s guests �n h�s
absence. As he was putt�ng �t �nto the envelope, a knock came to the door,
and h�s valet �nformed h�m that the head-keeper w�shed to see h�m. He
frowned and b�t h�s l�p. "Send h�m �n," he muttered, after some moments'
hes�tat�on.

As soon as the man entered, Dor�an pulled h�s chequebook out of a
drawer and spread �t out before h�m.

"I suppose you have come about the unfortunate acc�dent of th�s
morn�ng, Thornton?" he sa�d, tak�ng up a pen.

"Yes, s�r," answered the gamekeeper.

"Was the poor fellow marr�ed? Had he any people dependent on h�m?"
asked Dor�an, look�ng bored. "If so, I should not l�ke them to be left �n
want, and w�ll send them any sum of money you may th�nk necessary."

"We don't know who he �s, s�r. That �s what I took the l�berty of com�ng
to you about."



"Don't know who he �s?" sa�d Dor�an, l�stlessly. "What do you mean?
Wasn't he one of your men?"

"No, s�r. Never saw h�m before. Seems l�ke a sa�lor, s�r."

The pen dropped from Dor�an Gray's hand, and he felt as �f h�s heart had
suddenly stopped beat�ng. "A sa�lor?" he cr�ed out. "D�d you say a sa�lor?"

"Yes, s�r. He looks as �f he had been a sort of sa�lor; tattooed on both
arms, and that k�nd of th�ng."

"Was there anyth�ng found on h�m?" sa�d Dor�an, lean�ng forward and
look�ng at the man w�th startled eyes. "Anyth�ng that would tell h�s name?"

"Some money, s�r—not much, and a s�x-shooter. There was no name of
any k�nd. A decent-look�ng man, s�r, but rough-l�ke. A sort of sa�lor we
th�nk."

Dor�an started to h�s feet. A terr�ble hope fluttered past h�m. He clutched
at �t madly. "Where �s the body?" he excla�med. "Qu�ck! I must see �t at
once."

"It �s �n an empty stable �n the Home Farm, s�r. The folk don't l�ke to
have that sort of th�ng �n the�r houses. They say a corpse br�ngs bad luck."

"The Home Farm! Go there at once and meet me. Tell one of the grooms
to br�ng my horse round. No. Never m�nd. I'll go to the stables myself. It
w�ll save t�me."

In less than a quarter of an hour, Dor�an Gray was gallop�ng down the
long avenue as hard as he could go. The trees seemed to sweep past h�m �n
spectral process�on, and w�ld shadows to fl�ng themselves across h�s path.
Once the mare swerved at a wh�te gate-post and nearly threw h�m. He
lashed her across the neck w�th h�s crop. She cleft the dusky a�r l�ke an
arrow. The stones flew from her hoofs.

At last he reached the Home Farm. Two men were lo�ter�ng �n the yard.
He leaped from the saddle and threw the re�ns to one of them. In the farthest



stable a l�ght was gl�mmer�ng. Someth�ng seemed to tell h�m that the body
was there, and he hurr�ed to the door and put h�s hand upon the latch.

There he paused for a moment, feel�ng that he was on the br�nk of a
d�scovery that would e�ther make or mar h�s l�fe. Then he thrust the door
open and entered.

On a heap of sack�ng �n the far corner was ly�ng the dead body of a man
dressed �n a coarse sh�rt and a pa�r of blue trousers. A spotted handkerch�ef
had been placed over the face. A coarse candle, stuck �n a bottle, sputtered
bes�de �t.

Dor�an Gray shuddered. He felt that h�s could not be the hand to take the
handkerch�ef away, and called out to one of the farm-servants to come to
h�m.

"Take that th�ng off the face. I w�sh to see �t," he sa�d, clutch�ng at the
door-post for support.

When the farm-servant had done so, he stepped forward. A cry of joy
broke from h�s l�ps. The man who had been shot �n the th�cket was James
Vane.

He stood there for some m�nutes look�ng at the dead body. As he rode
home, h�s eyes were full of tears, for he knew he was safe.

CHAPTER 19

"There �s no use your tell�ng me that you are go�ng to be good," cr�ed
Lord Henry, d�pp�ng h�s wh�te f�ngers �nto a red copper bowl f�lled w�th
rose-water. "You are qu�te perfect. Pray, don't change."

Dor�an Gray shook h�s head. "No, Harry, I have done too many dreadful
th�ngs �n my l�fe. I am not go�ng to do any more. I began my good act�ons



yesterday."

"Where were you yesterday?"

"In the country, Harry. I was stay�ng at a l�ttle �nn by myself."

"My dear boy," sa�d Lord Henry, sm�l�ng, "anybody can be good �n the
country. There are no temptat�ons there. That �s the reason why people who
l�ve out of town are so absolutely unc�v�l�zed. C�v�l�zat�on �s not by any
means an easy th�ng to atta�n to. There are only two ways by wh�ch man
can reach �t. One �s by be�ng cultured, the other by be�ng corrupt. Country
people have no opportun�ty of be�ng e�ther, so they stagnate."

"Culture and corrupt�on," echoed Dor�an. "I have known someth�ng of
both. It seems terr�ble to me now that they should ever be found together.
For I have a new �deal, Harry. I am go�ng to alter. I th�nk I have altered."

"You have not yet told me what your good act�on was. Or d�d you say
you had done more than one?" asked h�s compan�on as he sp�lled �nto h�s
plate a l�ttle cr�mson pyram�d of seeded strawberr�es and, through a
perforated, shell-shaped spoon, snowed wh�te sugar upon them.

"I can tell you, Harry. It �s not a story I could tell to any one else. I
spared somebody. It sounds va�n, but you understand what I mean. She was
qu�te beaut�ful and wonderfully l�ke S�byl Vane. I th�nk �t was that wh�ch
f�rst attracted me to her. You remember S�byl, don't you? How long ago that
seems! Well, Hetty was not one of our own class, of course. She was s�mply
a g�rl �n a v�llage. But I really loved her. I am qu�te sure that I loved her. All
dur�ng th�s wonderful May that we have been hav�ng, I used to run down
and see her two or three t�mes a week. Yesterday she met me �n a l�ttle
orchard. The apple-blossoms kept tumbl�ng down on her ha�r, and she was
laugh�ng. We were to have gone away together th�s morn�ng at dawn.
Suddenly I determ�ned to leave her as flowerl�ke as I had found her."

"I should th�nk the novelty of the emot�on must have g�ven you a thr�ll of
real pleasure, Dor�an," �nterrupted Lord Henry. "But I can f�n�sh your �dyll
for you. You gave her good adv�ce and broke her heart. That was the
beg�nn�ng of your reformat�on."



"Harry, you are horr�ble! You mustn't say these dreadful th�ngs. Hetty's
heart �s not broken. Of course, she cr�ed and all that. But there �s no
d�sgrace upon her. She can l�ve, l�ke Perd�ta, �n her garden of m�nt and
mar�gold."

"And weep over a fa�thless Flor�zel," sa�d Lord Henry, laugh�ng, as he
leaned back �n h�s cha�r. "My dear Dor�an, you have the most cur�ously
boy�sh moods. Do you th�nk th�s g�rl w�ll ever be really content now w�th
any one of her own rank? I suppose she w�ll be marr�ed some day to a
rough carter or a gr�nn�ng ploughman. Well, the fact of hav�ng met you, and
loved you, w�ll teach her to desp�se her husband, and she w�ll be wretched.
From a moral po�nt of v�ew, I cannot say that I th�nk much of your great
renunc�at�on. Even as a beg�nn�ng, �t �s poor. Bes�des, how do you know
that Hetty �sn't float�ng at the present moment �n some starl�t m�ll-pond,
w�th lovely water-l�l�es round her, l�ke Ophel�a?"

"I can't bear th�s, Harry! You mock at everyth�ng, and then suggest the
most ser�ous traged�es. I am sorry I told you now. I don't care what you say
to me. I know I was r�ght �n act�ng as I d�d. Poor Hetty! As I rode past the
farm th�s morn�ng, I saw her wh�te face at the w�ndow, l�ke a spray of
jasm�ne. Don't let us talk about �t any more, and don't try to persuade me
that the f�rst good act�on I have done for years, the f�rst l�ttle b�t of self-
sacr�f�ce I have ever known, �s really a sort of s�n. I want to be better. I am
go�ng to be better. Tell me someth�ng about yourself. What �s go�ng on �n
town? I have not been to the club for days."

"The people are st�ll d�scuss�ng poor Bas�l's d�sappearance."

"I should have thought they had got t�red of that by th�s t�me," sa�d
Dor�an, pour�ng h�mself out some w�ne and frown�ng sl�ghtly.

"My dear boy, they have only been talk�ng about �t for s�x weeks, and the
Br�t�sh publ�c are really not equal to the mental stra�n of hav�ng more than
one top�c every three months. They have been very fortunate lately,
however. They have had my own d�vorce-case and Alan Campbell's su�c�de.
Now they have got the myster�ous d�sappearance of an art�st. Scotland Yard
st�ll �ns�sts that the man �n the grey ulster who left for Par�s by the m�dn�ght
tra�n on the n�nth of November was poor Bas�l, and the French pol�ce



declare that Bas�l never arr�ved �n Par�s at all. I suppose �n about a fortn�ght
we shall be told that he has been seen �n San Franc�sco. It �s an odd th�ng,
but every one who d�sappears �s sa�d to be seen at San Franc�sco. It must be
a del�ghtful c�ty, and possess all the attract�ons of the next world."

"What do you th�nk has happened to Bas�l?" asked Dor�an, hold�ng up
h�s Burgundy aga�nst the l�ght and wonder�ng how �t was that he could
d�scuss the matter so calmly.

"I have not the sl�ghtest �dea. If Bas�l chooses to h�de h�mself, �t �s no
bus�ness of m�ne. If he �s dead, I don't want to th�nk about h�m. Death �s the
only th�ng that ever terr�f�es me. I hate �t."

"Why?" sa�d the younger man wear�ly.

"Because," sa�d Lord Henry, pass�ng beneath h�s nostr�ls the g�lt trell�s of
an open v�na�grette box, "one can surv�ve everyth�ng nowadays except that.
Death and vulgar�ty are the only two facts �n the n�neteenth century that one
cannot expla�n away. Let us have our coffee �n the mus�c-room, Dor�an.
You must play Chop�n to me. The man w�th whom my w�fe ran away
played Chop�n exqu�s�tely. Poor V�ctor�a! I was very fond of her. The house
�s rather lonely w�thout her. Of course, marr�ed l�fe �s merely a hab�t, a bad
hab�t. But then one regrets the loss even of one's worst hab�ts. Perhaps one
regrets them the most. They are such an essent�al part of one's personal�ty."

Dor�an sa�d noth�ng, but rose from the table, and pass�ng �nto the next
room, sat down to the p�ano and let h�s f�ngers stray across the wh�te and
black �vory of the keys. After the coffee had been brought �n, he stopped,
and look�ng over at Lord Henry, sa�d, "Harry, d�d �t ever occur to you that
Bas�l was murdered?"

Lord Henry yawned. "Bas�l was very popular, and always wore a
Waterbury watch. Why should he have been murdered? He was not clever
enough to have enem�es. Of course, he had a wonderful gen�us for pa�nt�ng.
But a man can pa�nt l�ke Velasquez and yet be as dull as poss�ble. Bas�l was
really rather dull. He only �nterested me once, and that was when he told
me, years ago, that he had a w�ld adorat�on for you and that you were the
dom�nant mot�ve of h�s art."



"I was very fond of Bas�l," sa�d Dor�an w�th a note of sadness �n h�s
vo�ce. "But don't people say that he was murdered?"

"Oh, some of the papers do. It does not seem to me to be at all probable.
I know there are dreadful places �n Par�s, but Bas�l was not the sort of man
to have gone to them. He had no cur�os�ty. It was h�s ch�ef defect."

"What would you say, Harry, �f I told you that I had murdered Bas�l?"
sa�d the younger man. He watched h�m �ntently after he had spoken.

"I would say, my dear fellow, that you were pos�ng for a character that
doesn't su�t you. All cr�me �s vulgar, just as all vulgar�ty �s cr�me. It �s not �n
you, Dor�an, to comm�t a murder. I am sorry �f I hurt your van�ty by say�ng
so, but I assure you �t �s true. Cr�me belongs exclus�vely to the lower orders.
I don't blame them �n the smallest degree. I should fancy that cr�me was to
them what art �s to us, s�mply a method of procur�ng extraord�nary
sensat�ons."

"A method of procur�ng sensat�ons? Do you th�nk, then, that a man who
has once comm�tted a murder could poss�bly do the same cr�me aga�n?
Don't tell me that."

"Oh! anyth�ng becomes a pleasure �f one does �t too often," cr�ed Lord
Henry, laugh�ng. "That �s one of the most �mportant secrets of l�fe. I should
fancy, however, that murder �s always a m�stake. One should never do
anyth�ng that one cannot talk about after d�nner. But let us pass from poor
Bas�l. I w�sh I could bel�eve that he had come to such a really romant�c end
as you suggest, but I can't. I dare say he fell �nto the Se�ne off an omn�bus
and that the conductor hushed up the scandal. Yes: I should fancy that was
h�s end. I see h�m ly�ng now on h�s back under those dull-green waters, w�th
the heavy barges float�ng over h�m and long weeds catch�ng �n h�s ha�r. Do
you know, I don't th�nk he would have done much more good work. Dur�ng
the last ten years h�s pa�nt�ng had gone off very much."

Dor�an heaved a s�gh, and Lord Henry strolled across the room and
began to stroke the head of a cur�ous Java parrot, a large, grey-plumaged
b�rd w�th p�nk crest and ta�l, that was balanc�ng �tself upon a bamboo perch.



As h�s po�nted f�ngers touched �t, �t dropped the wh�te scurf of cr�nkled l�ds
over black, glassl�ke eyes and began to sway backwards and forwards.

"Yes," he cont�nued, turn�ng round and tak�ng h�s handkerch�ef out of h�s
pocket; "h�s pa�nt�ng had qu�te gone off. It seemed to me to have lost
someth�ng. It had lost an �deal. When you and he ceased to be great fr�ends,
he ceased to be a great art�st. What was �t separated you? I suppose he
bored you. If so, he never forgave you. It's a hab�t bores have. By the way,
what has become of that wonderful portra�t he d�d of you? I don't th�nk I
have ever seen �t s�nce he f�n�shed �t. Oh! I remember your tell�ng me years
ago that you had sent �t down to Selby, and that �t had got m�sla�d or stolen
on the way. You never got �t back? What a p�ty! �t was really a masterp�ece.
I remember I wanted to buy �t. I w�sh I had now. It belonged to Bas�l's best
per�od. S�nce then, h�s work was that cur�ous m�xture of bad pa�nt�ng and
good �ntent�ons that always ent�tles a man to be called a representat�ve
Br�t�sh art�st. D�d you advert�se for �t? You should."

"I forget," sa�d Dor�an. "I suppose I d�d. But I never really l�ked �t. I am
sorry I sat for �t. The memory of the th�ng �s hateful to me. Why do you talk
of �t? It used to rem�nd me of those cur�ous l�nes �n some play—Hamlet, I
th�nk—how do they run?—

"L�ke the pa�nt�ng of a sorrow,
A face w�thout a heart."

Yes: that �s what �t was l�ke."

Lord Henry laughed. "If a man treats l�fe art�st�cally, h�s bra�n �s h�s
heart," he answered, s�nk�ng �nto an arm-cha�r.

Dor�an Gray shook h�s head and struck some soft chords on the p�ano.
"'L�ke the pa�nt�ng of a sorrow,'" he repeated, "'a face w�thout a heart.'"

The elder man lay back and looked at h�m w�th half-closed eyes. "By the
way, Dor�an," he sa�d after a pause, "'what does �t prof�t a man �f he ga�n the
whole world and lose—how does the quotat�on run?—h�s own soul'?"



The mus�c jarred, and Dor�an Gray started and stared at h�s fr�end. "Why
do you ask me that, Harry?"

"My dear fellow," sa�d Lord Henry, elevat�ng h�s eyebrows �n surpr�se, "I
asked you because I thought you m�ght be able to g�ve me an answer. That
�s all. I was go�ng through the park last Sunday, and close by the Marble
Arch there stood a l�ttle crowd of shabby-look�ng people l�sten�ng to some
vulgar street-preacher. As I passed by, I heard the man yell�ng out that
quest�on to h�s aud�ence. It struck me as be�ng rather dramat�c. London �s
very r�ch �n cur�ous effects of that k�nd. A wet Sunday, an uncouth Chr�st�an
�n a mack�ntosh, a r�ng of s�ckly wh�te faces under a broken roof of dr�pp�ng
umbrellas, and a wonderful phrase flung �nto the a�r by shr�ll hyster�cal l�ps
—�t was really very good �n �ts way, qu�te a suggest�on. I thought of tell�ng
the prophet that art had a soul, but that man had not. I am afra�d, however,
he would not have understood me."

"Don't, Harry. The soul �s a terr�ble real�ty. It can be bought, and sold,
and bartered away. It can be po�soned, or made perfect. There �s a soul �n
each one of us. I know �t."

"Do you feel qu�te sure of that, Dor�an?"

"Qu�te sure."

"Ah! then �t must be an �llus�on. The th�ngs one feels absolutely certa�n
about are never true. That �s the fatal�ty of fa�th, and the lesson of romance.
How grave you are! Don't be so ser�ous. What have you or I to do w�th the
superst�t�ons of our age? No: we have g�ven up our bel�ef �n the soul. Play
me someth�ng. Play me a nocturne, Dor�an, and, as you play, tell me, �n a
low vo�ce, how you have kept your youth. You must have some secret. I am
only ten years older than you are, and I am wr�nkled, and worn, and yellow.
You are really wonderful, Dor�an. You have never looked more charm�ng
than you do to-n�ght. You rem�nd me of the day I saw you f�rst. You were
rather cheeky, very shy, and absolutely extraord�nary. You have changed, of
course, but not �n appearance. I w�sh you would tell me your secret. To get
back my youth I would do anyth�ng �n the world, except take exerc�se, get
up early, or be respectable. Youth! There �s noth�ng l�ke �t. It's absurd to talk
of the �gnorance of youth. The only people to whose op�n�ons I l�sten now



w�th any respect are people much younger than myself. They seem �n front
of me. L�fe has revealed to them her latest wonder. As for the aged, I
always contrad�ct the aged. I do �t on pr�nc�ple. If you ask them the�r
op�n�on on someth�ng that happened yesterday, they solemnly g�ve you the
op�n�ons current �n 1820, when people wore h�gh stocks, bel�eved �n
everyth�ng, and knew absolutely noth�ng. How lovely that th�ng you are
play�ng �s! I wonder, d�d Chop�n wr�te �t at Majorca, w�th the sea weep�ng
round the v�lla and the salt spray dash�ng aga�nst the panes? It �s
marvellously romant�c. What a bless�ng �t �s that there �s one art left to us
that �s not �m�tat�ve! Don't stop. I want mus�c to-n�ght. It seems to me that
you are the young Apollo and that I am Marsyas l�sten�ng to you. I have
sorrows, Dor�an, of my own, that even you know noth�ng of. The tragedy of
old age �s not that one �s old, but that one �s young. I am amazed somet�mes
at my own s�ncer�ty. Ah, Dor�an, how happy you are! What an exqu�s�te l�fe
you have had! You have drunk deeply of everyth�ng. You have crushed the
grapes aga�nst your palate. Noth�ng has been h�dden from you. And �t has
all been to you no more than the sound of mus�c. It has not marred you. You
are st�ll the same."

"I am not the same, Harry."

"Yes, you are the same. I wonder what the rest of your l�fe w�ll be. Don't
spo�l �t by renunc�at�ons. At present you are a perfect type. Don't make
yourself �ncomplete. You are qu�te flawless now. You need not shake your
head: you know you are. Bes�des, Dor�an, don't dece�ve yourself. L�fe �s not
governed by w�ll or �ntent�on. L�fe �s a quest�on of nerves, and f�bres, and
slowly bu�lt-up cells �n wh�ch thought h�des �tself and pass�on has �ts
dreams. You may fancy yourself safe and th�nk yourself strong. But a
chance tone of colour �n a room or a morn�ng sky, a part�cular perfume that
you had once loved and that br�ngs subtle memor�es w�th �t, a l�ne from a
forgotten poem that you had come across aga�n, a cadence from a p�ece of
mus�c that you had ceased to play—I tell you, Dor�an, that �t �s on th�ngs
l�ke these that our l�ves depend. Brown�ng wr�tes about that somewhere; but
our own senses w�ll �mag�ne them for us. There are moments when the
odour of l�las blanc passes suddenly across me, and I have to l�ve the
strangest month of my l�fe over aga�n. I w�sh I could change places w�th
you, Dor�an. The world has cr�ed out aga�nst us both, but �t has always



worsh�pped you. It always w�ll worsh�p you. You are the type of what the
age �s search�ng for, and what �t �s afra�d �t has found. I am so glad that you
have never done anyth�ng, never carved a statue, or pa�nted a p�cture, or
produced anyth�ng outs�de of yourself! L�fe has been your art. You have set
yourself to mus�c. Your days are your sonnets."

Dor�an rose up from the p�ano and passed h�s hand through h�s ha�r.
"Yes, l�fe has been exqu�s�te," he murmured, "but I am not go�ng to have the
same l�fe, Harry. And you must not say these extravagant th�ngs to me. You
don't know everyth�ng about me. I th�nk that �f you d�d, even you would
turn from me. You laugh. Don't laugh."



"Why have you stopped play�ng, Dor�an? Go back and g�ve me the
nocturne over aga�n. Look at that great, honey-coloured moon that hangs �n
the dusky a�r. She �s wa�t�ng for you to charm her, and �f you play she w�ll
come closer to the earth. You won't? Let us go to the club, then. It has been
a charm�ng even�ng, and we must end �t charm�ngly. There �s some one at
Wh�te's who wants �mmensely to know you—young Lord Poole,
Bournemouth's eldest son. He has already cop�ed your neckt�es, and has
begged me to �ntroduce h�m to you. He �s qu�te del�ghtful and rather
rem�nds me of you."

"I hope not," sa�d Dor�an w�th a sad look �n h�s eyes. "But I am t�red to-
n�ght, Harry. I shan't go to the club. It �s nearly eleven, and I want to go to
bed early."

"Do stay. You have never played so well as to-n�ght. There was
someth�ng �n your touch that was wonderful. It had more express�on than I
had ever heard from �t before."

"It �s because I am go�ng to be good," he answered, sm�l�ng. "I am a l�ttle
changed already."

"You cannot change to me, Dor�an," sa�d Lord Henry. "You and I w�ll
always be fr�ends."

"Yet you po�soned me w�th a book once. I should not forg�ve that. Harry,
prom�se me that you w�ll never lend that book to any one. It does harm."

"My dear boy, you are really beg�nn�ng to moral�ze. You w�ll soon be
go�ng about l�ke the converted, and the rev�val�st, warn�ng people aga�nst
all the s�ns of wh�ch you have grown t�red. You are much too del�ghtful to
do that. Bes�des, �t �s no use. You and I are what we are, and w�ll be what
we w�ll be. As for be�ng po�soned by a book, there �s no such th�ng as that.
Art has no �nfluence upon act�on. It ann�h�lates the des�re to act. It �s
superbly ster�le. The books that the world calls �mmoral are books that
show the world �ts own shame. That �s all. But we won't d�scuss l�terature.
Come round to-morrow. I am go�ng to r�de at eleven. We m�ght go together,
and I w�ll take you to lunch afterwards w�th Lady Branksome. She �s a



charm�ng woman, and wants to consult you about some tapestr�es she �s
th�nk�ng of buy�ng. M�nd you come. Or shall we lunch w�th our l�ttle
duchess? She says she never sees you now. Perhaps you are t�red of
Gladys? I thought you would be. Her clever tongue gets on one's nerves.
Well, �n any case, be here at eleven."

"Must I really come, Harry?"

"Certa�nly. The park �s qu�te lovely now. I don't th�nk there have been
such l�lacs s�nce the year I met you."

"Very well. I shall be here at eleven," sa�d Dor�an. "Good n�ght, Harry."
As he reached the door, he hes�tated for a moment, as �f he had someth�ng
more to say. Then he s�ghed and went out.

CHAPTER 20

It was a lovely n�ght, so warm that he threw h�s coat over h�s arm and
d�d not even put h�s s�lk scarf round h�s throat. As he strolled home,
smok�ng h�s c�garette, two young men �n even�ng dress passed h�m. He
heard one of them wh�sper to the other, "That �s Dor�an Gray." He
remembered how pleased he used to be when he was po�nted out, or stared
at, or talked about. He was t�red of hear�ng h�s own name now. Half the
charm of the l�ttle v�llage where he had been so often lately was that no one
knew who he was. He had often told the g�rl whom he had lured to love h�m
that he was poor, and she had bel�eved h�m. He had told her once that he
was w�cked, and she had laughed at h�m and answered that w�cked people
were always very old and very ugly. What a laugh she had!—just l�ke a
thrush s�ng�ng. And how pretty she had been �n her cotton dresses and her
large hats! She knew noth�ng, but she had everyth�ng that he had lost.

When he reached home, he found h�s servant wa�t�ng up for h�m. He sent
h�m to bed, and threw h�mself down on the sofa �n the l�brary, and began to



th�nk over some of the th�ngs that Lord Henry had sa�d to h�m.

Was �t really true that one could never change? He felt a w�ld long�ng for
the unsta�ned pur�ty of h�s boyhood—h�s rose-wh�te boyhood, as Lord
Henry had once called �t. He knew that he had tarn�shed h�mself, f�lled h�s
m�nd w�th corrupt�on and g�ven horror to h�s fancy; that he had been an ev�l
�nfluence to others, and had exper�enced a terr�ble joy �n be�ng so; and that
of the l�ves that had crossed h�s own, �t had been the fa�rest and the most
full of prom�se that he had brought to shame. But was �t all �rretr�evable?
Was there no hope for h�m?

Ah! �n what a monstrous moment of pr�de and pass�on he had prayed
that the portra�t should bear the burden of h�s days, and he keep the
unsull�ed splendour of eternal youth! All h�s fa�lure had been due to that.
Better for h�m that each s�n of h�s l�fe had brought �ts sure sw�ft penalty
along w�th �t. There was pur�f�cat�on �n pun�shment. Not "Forg�ve us our
s�ns" but "Sm�te us for our �n�qu�t�es" should be the prayer of man to a most
just God.

The cur�ously carved m�rror that Lord Henry had g�ven to h�m, so many
years ago now, was stand�ng on the table, and the wh�te-l�mbed Cup�ds
laughed round �t as of old. He took �t up, as he had done on that n�ght of
horror when he had f�rst noted the change �n the fatal p�cture, and w�th w�ld,
tear-d�mmed eyes looked �nto �ts pol�shed sh�eld. Once, some one who had
terr�bly loved h�m had wr�tten to h�m a mad letter, end�ng w�th these
�dolatrous words: "The world �s changed because you are made of �vory and
gold. The curves of your l�ps rewr�te h�story." The phrases came back to h�s
memory, and he repeated them over and over to h�mself. Then he loathed
h�s own beauty, and fl�ng�ng the m�rror on the floor, crushed �t �nto s�lver
spl�nters beneath h�s heel. It was h�s beauty that had ru�ned h�m, h�s beauty
and the youth that he had prayed for. But for those two th�ngs, h�s l�fe m�ght
have been free from sta�n. H�s beauty had been to h�m but a mask, h�s youth
but a mockery. What was youth at best? A green, an unr�pe t�me, a t�me of
shallow moods, and s�ckly thoughts. Why had he worn �ts l�very? Youth had
spo�led h�m.

It was better not to th�nk of the past. Noth�ng could alter that. It was of
h�mself, and of h�s own future, that he had to th�nk. James Vane was h�dden



�n a nameless grave �n Selby churchyard. Alan Campbell had shot h�mself
one n�ght �n h�s laboratory, but had not revealed the secret that he had been
forced to know. The exc�tement, such as �t was, over Bas�l Hallward's
d�sappearance would soon pass away. It was already wan�ng. He was
perfectly safe there. Nor, �ndeed, was �t the death of Bas�l Hallward that
we�ghed most upon h�s m�nd. It was the l�v�ng death of h�s own soul that
troubled h�m. Bas�l had pa�nted the portra�t that had marred h�s l�fe. He
could not forg�ve h�m that. It was the portra�t that had done everyth�ng.
Bas�l had sa�d th�ngs to h�m that were unbearable, and that he had yet borne
w�th pat�ence. The murder had been s�mply the madness of a moment. As
for Alan Campbell, h�s su�c�de had been h�s own act. He had chosen to do
�t. It was noth�ng to h�m.

A new l�fe! That was what he wanted. That was what he was wa�t�ng for.
Surely he had begun �t already. He had spared one �nnocent th�ng, at any
rate. He would never aga�n tempt �nnocence. He would be good.

As he thought of Hetty Merton, he began to wonder �f the portra�t �n the
locked room had changed. Surely �t was not st�ll so horr�ble as �t had been?
Perhaps �f h�s l�fe became pure, he would be able to expel every s�gn of ev�l
pass�on from the face. Perhaps the s�gns of ev�l had already gone away. He
would go and look.

He took the lamp from the table and crept upsta�rs. As he unbarred the
door, a sm�le of joy fl�tted across h�s strangely young-look�ng face and
l�ngered for a moment about h�s l�ps. Yes, he would be good, and the
h�deous th�ng that he had h�dden away would no longer be a terror to h�m.
He felt as �f the load had been l�fted from h�m already.

He went �n qu�etly, lock�ng the door beh�nd h�m, as was h�s custom, and
dragged the purple hang�ng from the portra�t. A cry of pa�n and �nd�gnat�on
broke from h�m. He could see no change, save that �n the eyes there was a
look of cunn�ng and �n the mouth the curved wr�nkle of the hypocr�te. The
th�ng was st�ll loathsome—more loathsome, �f poss�ble, than before—and
the scarlet dew that spotted the hand seemed br�ghter, and more l�ke blood
newly sp�lled. Then he trembled. Had �t been merely van�ty that had made
h�m do h�s one good deed? Or the des�re for a new sensat�on, as Lord Henry
had h�nted, w�th h�s mock�ng laugh? Or that pass�on to act a part that



somet�mes makes us do th�ngs f�ner than we are ourselves? Or, perhaps, all
these? And why was the red sta�n larger than �t had been? It seemed to have
crept l�ke a horr�ble d�sease over the wr�nkled f�ngers. There was blood on
the pa�nted feet, as though the th�ng had dr�pped—blood even on the hand
that had not held the kn�fe. Confess? D�d �t mean that he was to confess? To
g�ve h�mself up and be put to death? He laughed. He felt that the �dea was
monstrous. Bes�des, even �f he d�d confess, who would bel�eve h�m? There
was no trace of the murdered man anywhere. Everyth�ng belong�ng to h�m
had been destroyed. He h�mself had burned what had been below-sta�rs.
The world would s�mply say that he was mad. They would shut h�m up �f he
pers�sted �n h�s story.... Yet �t was h�s duty to confess, to suffer publ�c
shame, and to make publ�c atonement. There was a God who called upon
men to tell the�r s�ns to earth as well as to heaven. Noth�ng that he could do
would cleanse h�m t�ll he had told h�s own s�n. H�s s�n? He shrugged h�s
shoulders. The death of Bas�l Hallward seemed very l�ttle to h�m. He was
th�nk�ng of Hetty Merton. For �t was an unjust m�rror, th�s m�rror of h�s soul
that he was look�ng at. Van�ty? Cur�os�ty? Hypocr�sy? Had there been
noth�ng more �n h�s renunc�at�on than that? There had been someth�ng
more. At least he thought so. But who could tell? ... No. There had been
noth�ng more. Through van�ty he had spared her. In hypocr�sy he had worn
the mask of goodness. For cur�os�ty's sake he had tr�ed the den�al of self. He
recogn�zed that now.

But th�s murder—was �t to dog h�m all h�s l�fe? Was he always to be
burdened by h�s past? Was he really to confess? Never. There was only one
b�t of ev�dence left aga�nst h�m. The p�cture �tself—that was ev�dence. He
would destroy �t. Why had he kept �t so long? Once �t had g�ven h�m
pleasure to watch �t chang�ng and grow�ng old. Of late he had felt no such
pleasure. It had kept h�m awake at n�ght. When he had been away, he had
been f�lled w�th terror lest other eyes should look upon �t. It had brought
melancholy across h�s pass�ons. Its mere memory had marred many
moments of joy. It had been l�ke consc�ence to h�m. Yes, �t had been
consc�ence. He would destroy �t.

He looked round and saw the kn�fe that had stabbed Bas�l Hallward. He
had cleaned �t many t�mes, t�ll there was no sta�n left upon �t. It was br�ght,
and gl�stened. As �t had k�lled the pa�nter, so �t would k�ll the pa�nter's



work, and all that that meant. It would k�ll the past, and when that was dead,
he would be free. It would k�ll th�s monstrous soul-l�fe, and w�thout �ts
h�deous warn�ngs, he would be at peace. He se�zed the th�ng, and stabbed
the p�cture w�th �t.

There was a cry heard, and a crash. The cry was so horr�ble �n �ts agony
that the fr�ghtened servants woke and crept out of the�r rooms. Two
gentlemen, who were pass�ng �n the square below, stopped and looked up at
the great house. They walked on t�ll they met a pol�ceman and brought h�m
back. The man rang the bell several t�mes, but there was no answer. Except
for a l�ght �n one of the top w�ndows, the house was all dark. After a t�me,
he went away and stood �n an adjo�n�ng port�co and watched.

"Whose house �s that, Constable?" asked the elder of the two gentlemen.

"Mr. Dor�an Gray's, s�r," answered the pol�ceman.

They looked at each other, as they walked away, and sneered. One of
them was S�r Henry Ashton's uncle.

Ins�de, �n the servants' part of the house, the half-clad domest�cs were
talk�ng �n low wh�spers to each other. Old Mrs. Leaf was cry�ng and
wr�ng�ng her hands. Franc�s was as pale as death.

After about a quarter of an hour, he got the coachman and one of the
footmen and crept upsta�rs. They knocked, but there was no reply. They
called out. Everyth�ng was st�ll. F�nally, after va�nly try�ng to force the door,
they got on the roof and dropped down on to the balcony. The w�ndows
y�elded eas�ly—the�r bolts were old.

When they entered, they found hang�ng upon the wall a splend�d portra�t
of the�r master as they had last seen h�m, �n all the wonder of h�s exqu�s�te
youth and beauty. Ly�ng on the floor was a dead man, �n even�ng dress, w�th
a kn�fe �n h�s heart. He was w�thered, wr�nkled, and loathsome of v�sage. It
was not t�ll they had exam�ned the r�ngs that they recogn�zed who �t was.
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