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THE PI CTURE OF DORI AN GRAY
by Gscar Wl de
CHAPTER |

The studio was filled with the rich odour of roses, and when the
light sunmer wind stirred anmidst the trees of the garden there cane
t hrough the open door the heavy scent of the lilac, or the nore
delicate perfune of the pink-flowering thorn

From the corner of the divan of Persian saddl e-bags on which he
was |ying, snoking, as was his custom innunerable cigarettes, Lord
Henry Wotton could just catch the gl eam of the honey-sweet and
honey- col oured bl ossons of a | aburnum whose trenul ous branches seened
hardly able to bear the burden of a beauty so flanelike as theirs; and
now and then the fantastic shadows of birds in flight flitted across
the long tussore-silk curtains that were stretched in front of the
huge wi ndow, producing a kind of nonmentary Japanese effect, and maki ng
himthink of those pallid jade-faced painters of Tokio who, through
the medium of an art that is necessarily immobile, seek to convey
the sense of swiftness and notion. The sullen nmurnur of the bees
shoul dering their way through the [ ong unmown grass, or circling
wi t h nonot onous i nsistence round the dusty gilt horns of the
straggl i ng woodbi ne, seenmed to make the stillness nore oppressive. The
dimroar of London was |like the burdon note of a distant organ

In the centre of the room clanped to an upright easel, stood the
full-length portrait of a young man of extraordi nary persona
beauty, and in front of it, some little distance away, was sitting the
artist hinself, Basil Hallward, whose sudden di sappearance sone
years ago caused, at the time, such public excitenent, and gave rise
to so many strange conjectures.

As the painter |ooked at the gracious and conely formhe had so
skilfully mirrored in his art, a snmile of pleasure passed across his
face, and seenmed about to linger there. But he suddenly started up
and, closing his eyes, placed his fingers upon the Iids, as though
he sought to inprison within his brain sone curious dream from which
he feared he m ght awake.

"It is your best work, Basil, the best thing you have ever done,"
said Lord Henry, languidly. "You nust certainly send it next year to
the Grosvenor. The Acadeny is too |large and too vul gar. Wenever
have gone there, there have either been so many people that | have not
been able to see the pictures, which was dreadful, or so many pictures
that | have not been able to see the people, which was worse. The
Grosvenor is really the only place.”

"I don't think I shall send it anywhere," he answered, tossing his
head back in that odd way that used to nake his friends | augh at him
at Oxford. "No; | won't send it anywhere."

Lord Henry el evated his eyebrows, and | ooked at himin amazenent
t hrough the thin blue weaths of snoke that curled up in such fancifu
whorls from his heavy opiumtainted cigarette.

"Not send it anywhere? My dear fellow, why? Have you any reason?
What odd chaps you painters are! You do anything in the world to
gain a reputation. As soon as you have one, you seemto want to
throwit away. It is silly of you, for there is only one thing in
the world worse than being tal ked about, and that is not being
tal ked about. A portrait like this would set you far above all the
young nen in England, and nake the old nmen quite jealous, if old nen
are ever capable of any enotion."”
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"I know you will laugh at ne," he replied, "but | really can't

exhibit it. | have put too nmuch of nyself intoit."
Lord Henry stretched hinmself out on the divan and | aughed.
"Yes, | knew you would; but it is quite true, all the sane."
"Too much of yourself in it! Upon nmy word, Basil, | didn't know

you were so vain; and | really can't see any resenbl ance between

you, with your rugged strong face and your coal -black hair, and this
young Adonis, who |looks as if he was nade out of ivory and

rose-l eaves. Wiy, ny dear Basil, he is a Narcissus, and you- well,

of course you have an intellectual expression, and all that. But
beauty, real beauty, ends where an intellectual expression begins.
Intellect is in itself a node of exaggeration, and destroys the
harnony of any face. The nonent one sits down to think, one becones
all nose, or all forehead, or sonething horrid. Look at the successfu
men in any of the | earned professions. How perfectly hideous they are!
Except, of course, in the church. But then in the church they don't
think. A bishop keeps on saying at the age of eighty what he was

told to say when he was a boy of eighteen, and as a natura
consequence he always | ooks absolutely delightful. Your nysterious
young friend, whose nane you have never told ne, but whose picture
really fascinates nme, never thinks. | feel quite sure of that. He is
sone brainless, beautiful creature, who should always be here in

wi nter when we have no flowers to | ook at, and always here in sumer

when we want sonething to chill our intelligence. Don't flatter
yoursel f, Basil, you are not in the least like him"

"You don't understand ne, Harry," answered the artist. "Of course
| amnot like him | know that perfectly well. Indeed, | should be

sorry to look like him You shrug your shoulders? | amtelling you the
truth. There is a fatality about all physical and intellectua
distinction, the sort of fatality that seens to dog through history
the faltering steps of kings. It is better not to be different from
one's fellows. The ugly and the stupid have the best of it in this
world. They can sit at their ease and gape at the play. If they know
not hi ng of victory, they are at |east spared the know edge of
defeat. They live as we all should live, undisturbed, indifferent, and
wi t hout disquiet. They neither bring ruin upon others, nor ever
receive it, fromalien hands. Your rank and wealth, Harry; ny
brai ns, such as they are- nmy art, whatever it nay be worth; Dorian
Gray's good | ooks- we shall all suffer for what the gods have given
us, suffer terribly."”

"Dorian Gray? Is that his nanme?" asked Lord Henry, wal king across
the studio towards Basil Hallward.

"Yes, that is his nanme. | didn't intend to tell it to you."
"But why not ?"
"Ch, | can't explain. Wen | |ike people inmensely | never tel

their names to any one. It is like surrendering a part of them | have
grown to |l ove secrecy. It seens to be the one thing that can nake
nodern life nysterious or marvellous to us. The comonest thing is

delightful if one only hides it. Wien |I |eave town now | never tell ny
peopl e where | amgoing. If I did, | would lose all ny pleasure. It is
a silly habit, | dare say, but sonehow it seems to bring a great
deal of romance into one's life. | suppose you think me awfully
foolish about it?"

"Not at all," answered Lord Henry, "not at all, my dear Basil. You

seemto forget that | ammarried, and the one charmof narriage is
that it makes a life of deception absolutely necessary for both
parties. | never know where ny wife is, and ny wife never knows what |
am doi ng. When we neet- we do neet occasionally, when we di ne out
together, or go down to the Duke's- we tell each other the nost absurd
stories with the nost serious faces. My wife is very good at it-



much better, in fact, than | am She never gets confused over her
dates, and | always do. But when she does find nme out, she nakes no
row at all. | sonmetinmes wi sh she would; but she nmerely l[aughs at ne."
"I hate the way you tal k about your married life, Harry," said Basi
Hal | ward, strolling towards the door that led into the garden. "
believe that you are really a very good husband, but that you are
t horoughl y ashanmed of your own virtues. You are an extraordi nary
fellow You never say a noral thing, and you never do a wong thing.
Your cynicismis sinply a pose."
"Being natural is sinply a pose, and the nost irritating pose
know," cried Lord Henry, l|aughing; and the two young nmen went out into
the garden together, and ensconced thensel ves on a | ong banboo seat

that stood in the shade of a tall laurel bush. The sunlight slipped
over the polished |eaves. In the grass, white daisies were trenul ous.
After a pause, Lord Henry pulled out his watch. "I amafraid

nmust be going, Basil," he nmurmured, "and before | go, | insist on your
answering a question | put to you sonme tine ago."

"What is that?" said the painter, keeping his eyes fixed on the
ground.

"You know quite well."

"I do not, Harry."

"Well, | will tell you what it is. | want you to explain to nme why
you won't exhibit Dorian Gray's picture. | want the real reason.”

"I told you the real reason.”

"No, you did not. You said it was because there was too nuch of
yourself in it. Now, that is childish."

"Harry," said Basil Hallward, |ooking himstraight in the face,
"every portrait that is painted with feeling is a portrait of the
artist, not of the sitter. The sitter is nmerely the accident, the
occasion. It is not he who is revealed by the painter; it is rather
t he painter who, on the col oured canvas, reveals hinself. The reason
will not exhibit this picture is that | amafraid that | have shown in
it the secret of nmy own soul."

Lord Henry | aughed. "And what is that?" he asked.

"I will tell you," said Hallward; but an expression of perplexity
cane over his face

"I amall expectation, Basil,'
at him

"Ch, there is really very little to tell, Harry," answered the
painter; "and | amafraid you will hardly understand it. Perhaps vou
will hardly believe it."

Lord Henry sniled, and, |eaning down, plucked a pink-petalled

continued his conpani on, gl ancing

dai sy fromthe grass, and examined it. "I amquite sure | shal
understand it," he replied, gazing intently at the little golden
white-feathered disk, "and as for believing things, | can believe

anyt hing, provided that it is quite incredible."

The wi nd shook sonme bl ossonms fromthe trees, and the heavy
lilac-bloons, with their clustering stars, noved to and fro in the
I anguid air. A grasshopper began to chirrup by the wall, and like a
blue thread a long thin dragon-fly floated past on its brown gauze
wings. Lord Henry felt as if he could hear Basil Hallward' s heart
beating, and wondered what was coni ng.

"The story is sinply this," said the painter after some tine. "Two
months ago | went to a crush at Lady Brandon's. You know we poor
artists have to show ourselves in society fromtine to tinme, just to
remind the public that we are not savages. Wth an eveni ng coat and
a white tie, as you told ne once, anybody, even a stock-broker, can
gain a reputation for being civilized. Well, after |I had been in the
room about ten mnutes, talking to huge overdressed dowagers and
t edi ous Academi ci ans, | suddenly becane conscious that some one was



| ooking at ne. | turned hal fway round, and saw Dorian Gay for the
first tinme. When our eyes nmet, | felt that | was growing pale. A
curious sensation of terror cane over ne. | knew that | had cone
face to face with sonme one whose nere personality was so fascinating
that, if | allowed it to do so, it would absorb ny whole nature, ny

whol e soul, nmy very art itself. | did not want any externa

influence in nmy Iife. You know yourself, Harry, how independent | am
by nature. | have always been ny own naster; had at |east always

been so, till | net Dorian Gray. Then- but | don't know how to explain
it to you. Sonething seenmed to tell ne that | was on the verge of a
terrible crisis inmy life. | had a strange feeling that Fate had in
store for me exquisite joys and exquisite sorrows. | grew afraid,

and turned to quit the room It was not conscience that made nme do it:
it was a sort of cowardice. | take no credit to nyself for trying to
escape. "

"Consci ence and cowardice are really the sanme things, Basil.
Conscience is the trade-nane of the firm That is all."

"I don't believe that, Harry, and | don't believe you do either
However, whatever was mnmy notive- and it may have been pride, for |

used to be very proud- | certainly struggled to the door. There, of
course, | stunbled against Lady Brandon. 'You are not going to run
away so soon, M. Hallward?' she screaned out. You know her
curiously shrill voice?"

"Yes; she is a peacock in everything but beauty," said Lord Henry,
pulling the daisy to bits with his long, nervous fingers.

"I could not get rid of her. She brought nme up to Royalties, and
people with Stars and Garters, and elderly ladies with gigantic tiaras
and parrot noses. She spoke of nme as her dearest friend. | had only
nmet her once before, but she took it into her head to lionize ne. |
bel i eve sone picture of nmine had nade a great success at the tineg,
at | east had been chattered about in the penny newspapers, which is
the nineteenth-century standard of imortality. Suddenly I found
nmysel f face to face with the young man whose personality had so
strangely stirred me. W were quite close, alnost touching. Qur eyes
met again. It was reckless of nme, but | asked Lady Brandon to

introduce ne to him Perhaps it was not so reckless, after all. It was
sinply inevitable. W would have spoken to each other without any
introduction. | amsure of that. Dorian told nme so afterwards. He

too, felt that we were destined to know each other."

"And how did Lady Brandon describe this wonderful young man?"
asked his companion. "I know she goes in for giving a rapid precis
of all her guests. | remenber her bringing ne up to a trucul ent and
red-faced old gentleman covered all over with orders and ribbons,
and hissing into ny ear, in a tragic whisper which nust have been
perfectly audible to everybody in the room the nost astounding
details. | sinply fled. | like to find out people for nyself. But Lady
Brandon treats her guests exactly as an auctioneer treats his goods.
She either explains thementirely away, or tells one everything
about them except what one wants to know. "

"Poor Lady Brandon! You are hard on her, Harry!" said Hallward,
listlessly.

"My dear fellow, she tried to found a salon, and only succeeded in
opening a restaurant. How could | adnmire her? But tell me, what did
she say about M. Dorian Gay?"

"Ch, sonething Iike 'Charning boy- poor dear nother and | absolutely
i nseparable. Quite forget what he does- afraid he- doesn't do
anyt hi ng- oh, yes, plays the piano- or is it the violin, dear M.
Gray?' Neither of us could help laughing, and we becane friends at
once. "

"Laughter is not at all a bad beginning for a friendship, and it



is far the best ending for one," said the young lord, plucking another
dai sy.

Hal  war d shook his head. "You don't understand what friendship is,
Harry," he murmured- "or what enmity is, for that matter. You like
every one; that is to say, you are indifferent to every one."

"How horribly unjust of you!" cried Lord Henry, tilting his hat

back, and looking up at the little clouds that, like ravelled skeins
of glossy white silk, were drifting across the holl owed turquoi se of
the sunmer sky. "Yes, horribly unjust of you. | nake a great

di f ference between people. | choose ny friends for their good | ooks,

my acquai ntances for their good characters, and ny enenmies for their
good intellects. A man cannot be too careful in the choice of his
enenmies. | have not got one who is a fool, they are all nmen of sone
intell ectual power, and consequently they all appreciate ne. |Is that
very vain of me? | think it is rather vain."

"I should think it was, Harry. But according to your category | nust
be nmerely an acquai ntance."

"My dear old Basil, you are nuch nore than an acquai ntance."

"And rmuch less than a friend. A sort of brother, | suppose?"

"Ch, brothers! | don't care for brothers. My elder brother won't
die, and ny younger brothers seemnever to do anything el se.”

"Harry!" exclai ned Hal |l ward, frowning.

"My dear fellow, I amnot quite serious. But | can't help
detesting my relations. | suppose it conmes fromthe fact that none

of us can stand ot her people having the same faults as ourselves. |
quite synpathize with the rage of the English denocracy agai nst what
they call the vices of the upper orders. The nasses feel that
drunkenness, stupidity, and imorality should be their own special
property, and that if any one of us nakes an ass of hinself he is
poachi ng on their preserves. Wen poor Southwark got into the
Di vorce Court, their indignation was quite magnificent. And yet |
don't suppose that ten per cent of the proletariat live correctly.”

"I don't agree with a single word that you have said, and, what is
nmore, Harry, | feel sure that you don't either."

Lord Henry stroked his pointed brown beard, and tapped the toe of
his patent-leather boot with a tasselled ebony cane. "How English
you are, Basil! That is the second tine you have nade that
observation. If one puts forward an idea to a true Englishnman-
al ways a rash thing to do- he never dreans of considering whether
the idea is right or wong. The only thing he considers of any
i nportance is whether one believes it oneself. Now, the value of an
i dea has not hi ng whatsoever to do with the sincerity of the man who
expresses it. Indeed, the probabilities are that the nore insincere
the man is, the nore purely intellectual will the idea be, as in
that case it will not be coloured by either his wants, his desires, or
his prejudices. However, | don't propose to discuss politics,
soci ol ogy, or netaphysics with you. | |ike persons better than
principles, and | like persons with no principles better than anything
else in the world. Tell me nore about M. Dorian Gray. How often do
you see hi nP"

"Every day. | couldn't be happy if | didn't see himevery day. He is
absol utely necessary to ne."

"How extraordi nary! | thought you would never care for anything
but your art."

"He is all ny art to me now," said the painter, gravely. "
sonetines think, Harry, that there are only two eras of any inportance
inthe world's history. The first is the appearance of a new medi um
for art, and the second is the appearance of a new personality for art
al so. What the invention of oil-painting was to the Venetians, the
face of Antinous was to |late Greek scul pture, and the face of Dorian



Gay will some day be to nme. It is not nmerely that | paint from him
draw from him sketch fromhim O course | have done all that. But he
is nuch nore to nme than a nodel or a sitter. | won't tell you that |
am di ssatisfied with what | have done of himor that his beauty is
such that Art cannot express it. There is nothing that Art cannot
express, and | know that the work | have done, since | nmet Dorian
Gray, is good work, is the best work of ny life. But in some curious
way- | wonder will you understand ne?- his personality has suggested
to me an entirely new manner in art, an entirely new node of style.

| see things differently, | think of themdifferently. I can now
re-create life in a way that was hi dden fromne before. 'A dream of
formin days of thought:'- who is it who says that? | forget; but it
is what Dorian Gray has been to nme. The nerely visible presence of
this lad- for he seenms to ne little nore than a lad, though he is
really over twenty- his merely visible presence- ah! | wonder can
you realize all that that neans? Unconsciously he defines for ne the
lines of a fresh school, a school that is to have in it all the
passion of the romantic spirit, all the perfection of the spirit
that is Greek. The harnony of soul and body- how nuch that is! W in
our nadness have separated the two, and have invented a realismthat
is vulgar, an ideality that is void. Harry! if you only knew what
Dorian Gray is to nme! You renenber that |andscape of nine, for which
Agnew of fered ne such a huge price, but which | would not part with?
It is one of the best things |I have ever done. And why is it so?
Because, while | was painting it, Dorian Gray sat beside nme. Sone
subtl e influence passed fromhimto nme, and for the first time in ny
life | sawin the plain wodland the wonder | had al ways | ooked for
and al ways m ssed. "

"Basil, this is extraordinary! | nust see Dorian Gay."

Hal | ward got up fromhis seat, and wal ked up and down the garden
After sone tinme he cane back. "Harry," he said, "Dorian Gay is to
me sinply a notive in art. You might see nothing in him | see
everything in him He is never nore present in nmy work than when no
imge of himis there. He is a suggestion, as | have said, of a new
manner. | find himin the curves of certain lines, in the |oveliness
and subtleties of certain colours. That is all."

"Then why won't you exhibit his portrait?" asked Lord Henry.

"Because, without intending it, | have put into it some expression
of all this curious artistic idolatry, of which, of course, | have
never cared to speak to him He knows nothing about it. He shall never
know anyt hi ng about it. But the world might guess it; and | will not
bare nmy soul to their shallow, prying eyes. My heart shall never be
put under their microscope. There is too nuch of nyself in the
thing, Harry- too nmuch of nyself!"

"Poets are not so scrupul ous as you are. They know how usefu
passion is for publication. Nowadays a broken heart will run to many
editions."

"I hate themfor it," cried Hallward. "An artist should create
beautiful things, but should put nothing of his own life into them W
l[ive in an age when nen treat art as if it were neant to be a form
of autobi ography. W have |ost the abstract sense of beauty. Sone
day | will show the world what it is; and for that reason the world
shall never see ny portrait of Dorian Gray."

"I think you are wong, Basil, but I won't argue with you. It is
only the intellectually |ost who ever argue. Tell ne, is Dorian G ay
very fond of you?"

The painter considered for a few noments. "He likes nme," he answered
after a pause; "I know he likes me. OF course | flatter him
dreadfully. | find a strange pleasure in saying things to himthat |
know | shall be sorry for having said. As a rule, he is charnming to



me, and we sit in the studio and talk of a thousand things. Now and
then, however, he is horribly thoughtless, and seens to take a rea
delight in giving me pain. Then | feel, Harry, that | have given

away my whol e soul to some one who treats it as if it were a flower to
put in his coat, a bit of decoration to charmhis vanity, an

ornament for a summer's day."

"Days in sunmer, Basil, are apt to linger," nmurnured Lord Henry.
"Perhaps you will tire sooner than he will. It is a sad thing to think
of, but there is no doubt that Genius |asts |onger than Beauty. That
accounts for the fact that we all take such pains to over-educate
ourselves. In the wild struggle for existence, we want to have

sonet hi ng that endures, and so we fill our mnds wth rubbish and
facts, in the silly hope of keeping our place. The thoroughly
well-informed man- that is the nodern idea. And the nmind of the
thoroughly well-informed man is a dreadful thing. It is like a
bric-a-brac shop, all nonsters and dust, with everything priced
above its proper value. | think you will tire first, all the sane.
Sonme day you will 1 ook at your friend and he will seemto you to be

alittle out of drawing, or you won't like his tone of col our, or
sonething. You will bitterly reproach himin your own heart, and
seriously think that he has behaved very badly to you. The next tine
he calls, you will be perfectly cold and indifferent. It will be a
great pity, for it will alter you. What you have told ne is quite a

romance, a romance of art one might call it, and the worst of having a
romance of any kind is that it |eaves one so unronantic."
"Harry, don't talk like that. As long as |I live, the personality

of Dorian Gray will dominate me. You can't feel what | feel. You
change too often.”

"Ah, my dear Basil, that is exactly why | can feel it. Those who are
faithful know only the trivial side of love: it is the faithless who
know | ove's tragedies." And Lord Henry struck a light on a dainty
silver case, and began to snoke a cigarette with a self-conscious
and satisfied air, as if he had sunmed up the world in a phrase. There
was a rustle of chirruping sparrows in the green | acquer |eaves of the
ivy, and the blue cloud-shadows chased thensel ves across the grass
like swall ows. How pleasant it was in the garden! And how delightfu
ot her people's enotions were!- much nore delightful than their
ideas, it seened to him One's own soul, and the passions of one's
friends- those were the fascinating things in life. He pictured to
himself with silent anmusenment the tedi ous |uncheon that he had
m ssed by staying so long with Basil Hallward. Had he gone to his
aunt's, he would have been sure to have net Lord Goodbody there, and
t he whol e conversation woul d have been about the feeding of the
poor, and the necessity for nodel |odging-houses. Each class woul d
have preached the inportance of those virtues, for whose exercise
there was no necessity in their own lives. The rich woul d have
spoken on the value of thrift, and the idle grown el oquent over the
dignity of labour. It was charnming to have escaped all that! As he
t hought of his aunt, an idea seened to strike him He turned to
Hal ward, and said, "My dear fellow, | have just renenbered."

"Renenbered what, Harry?"

"Where | heard the nanme of Dorian Gray."

"Where was it?" asked Hallward, with a slight frown.

"Don't look so angry, Basil. It was at my aunt, Lady Agatha's. She
told me she had di scovered a wonderful young nan, who was going to
help her in the East End, and that his name was Dorian Gay. | am

bound to state that she never told ne he was good-| ooki ng. Wonen

have no appreciati on of good | ooks; at |east, good wonmen have not. She
said that he was very earnest, and had a beautiful nature. | at once
pictured to nyself a creature with spectacles and | ank hair,



horribly freckled, and tranpi ng about on huge feet. | wish | had known
it was your friend."

"I amvery glad you didn't, Harry."

"\ 2"

"I don't want you to neet him"

"You don't want nme to neet hinP"

"No. "

"M. Dorian Gray is in the studio, sir,
into the garden.

"You must introduce ne now," cried Lord Henry, |aughing.

The painter turned to his servant, who stood blinking in the
sunlight. "Ask M. Gray to wait, Parker: | shall be inin a few
nonments. " The man bowed, and went up the wal k.

Then he | ooked at Lord Henry. "Dorian Gay is my dearest friend," he
said. "He has a sinple and beautiful nature. Your aunt was quite right
in what she said of him Don't spoil him Don't try to influence
him Your influence would be bad. The world is w de, and has many
marvel l ous people in it. Don't take away fromme the one person who
gives to ny art whatever charmit possesses; ny life as an arti st
depends on him Mnd, Harry, | trust you." He spoke very slowy, and
the words seened wung out of himalnost against his will.

"What nonsense you talk!" said Lord Henry, smiling, and, taking
Hal lward by the arm he alnost led himinto the house.

CHAPTER | |

said the butler, coning

As they entered they saw Dorian Gray. He was seated at the piano
with his back to them turning over the pages of a vol une of

Schumann's "Forest Scenes." "You nust |lend ne these, Basil," he cried.
"I want to learn them They are perfectly charmng."

"That depends entirely on how you sit to-day, Dorian."

"Ch, | amtired of sitting, and | don't want a life-sized portrait
of nyself," answered the [ ad, sw nging round on the rnusic-stool, in
a wilful, petulant manner. Wen he caught sight of Lord Henry, a faint
bl ush col oured his cheeks for a nonment, and he started up. "I beg your

pardon, Basil, but | didn't know you had any one with you."

"This is Lord Henry Wtton, Dorian, an old Oxford friend of mnine
| have just been telling himwhat a capital sitter you were, and now
you have spoil ed everything."

"You have not spoiled ny pleasure in neeting you, M. Gay," said
Lord Henry, stepping forward and extending his hand. "My aunt has
of ten spoken to nme about you. You are one of her favourites, and, | am
afraid, one of her victinms, also."

"I amin Lady Agatha's bl ack books at present,"’

answer ed Dori an

with a funny | ook of penitence. "I pronmised to go to a club in

Whi t echapel with her |ast Tuesday, and | really forgot all about it.

W were to have played a duet together- three duets, | believe.

don't know what she will say to me. | amfar too frightened to call.’
"Ch, I will nake your peace with ny aunt. She is quite devoted to

you. And | don't think it really matters about your not being there.
The audi ence probably thought it was a duet. Wien Aunt Agatha sits
down to the piano she nakes quite enough noise for two people.”

"That is very horrid to her, and not very nice to ne," answered
Dori an, | aughing.

Lord Henry |l ooked at him Yes, he was certainly wonderful ly
handsorme, with his finely-curved scarlet |lips, his frank blue eyes,
his crisp gold hair. There was sonmething in his face that nmade one
trust himat once. Al the candour of youth was there, as well as
all youth's passionate purity. One felt that he had kept hinself
unspotted fromthe world. No wonder Basil Hallward worshipped him

"You are too charming to go in for philanthropy, M. Gay- far too



charmng." And Lord Henry flung hinself down on the divan, and
opened his cigarette-case.

The painter had been busy mxing his colours and getting his brushes
ready. He was | ooking worried, and when he heard Lord Henry's I ast
remark he glanced at him hesitated for a nonent, and then said,
"Harry, | want to finish this picture to-day. Wuld vou think it
awfully rude of me if | asked you to go away?"

Lord Henry sniled, and | ooked at Dorian Gay. "Am| to go, M.

Gray?" he asked.

"Ch, please don't, Lord Henry. | see that Basil is in one of his
sul ky noods; and | can't bear hi mwhen he sul ks. Besides, | want you
to tell me why | should not go in for philanthropy."”

"I don't know that | shall tell you that, M. Gay. It is so tedious
a subject that one would have to talk seriously about it. But |
certainly shall not run away, now that you have asked ne to stop

You don't really mind, Basil, do you? You have often told ne that
you liked your sitters to have sone one to chat to."
Hal lward bit his lip. "If Dorian wishes it, of course you nust stay.

Dorian's whins are | aws to everybody, except hinself."
Lord Henry took up his hat and gl oves. "You are very pressing,

Basil, but | amafraid | nmust go. | have promised to neet a nan at the
Ol eans. Good-bye, M. Gay. Conme and see nme sone afternoon in
Curzon Street. | amnearly always at honme at five o' clock. Wite to ne
when you are coming. | should be sorry to niss you."

"Basil," cried Dorian Gray, "if Lord Henry Whtton goes | shall go

too. You never open your lips while you are painting, and it is
horribly dull standing on a platformand trying to | ook pleasant.

Ask himto stay. | insist upon it."

"Stay, Harry, to oblige Dorian, and to oblige ne," said Hallward,
gazing intently at his picture. "It is quite true, | never talk when
am wor ki ng, and never listen either, and it mnust be dreadfully tedious
for my unfortunate sitters. | beg you to stay."

"But what about nmy man at the Ol eans?"

The painter laughed. "I don't think there will be any difficulty

about that. Sit down again, Harry. And now, Dorian, get up on the
platform and don't nove about too rmuch, or pay any attention to
what Lord Henry says. He has a very bad influence over all his
friends, with the single exception of nyself."

Dorian Gray stepped up on the dais, with the air of a young G eek
martyr, and nmade a little nmoue of discontent to Lord Henry, to whom he
had rather taken a fancy. He was so unlike Basil. They nade a
delightful contrast. And he had such a beautiful voice. After a few
noments he said to him "Have you really a very bad influence, Lord
Henry? As bad as Basil says?"

"There is no such thing as a good influence, M. Gay. Al influence
is immoral- imoral fromthe scientific point of view"

"\ 2"

"Because to influence a person is to give himone's own soul. He
does not think his natural thoughts, or burn with his natura
passions. His virtues are not real to him Hi s sins, if there are such
things as sins, are borrowed. He becones an echo of sonme one else's
musi ¢, an actor of a part that has not been witten for him The aim
of life is self-developnment. To realize one's nature perfectly- that
is what each of us is here for. People are afraid of thenselves,
nowadays. They have forgotten the highest of all duties, the duty that
one owes to one's self. O course they are charitable. They feed the
hungry, and clothe the beggar. But their own souls starve, and are
naked. Courage has gone out of our race. Perhaps we never really had
it. The terror of society, which is the basis of norals, the terror of
God, which is the secret of religion- these are the two things that



govern us. And yet--"

"Just turn your head a little nore to the right, Dorian, |ike a good
boy," said the painter, deep in his work, and conscious only that a
| ook had cone into the lad's face that he had never seen there before.

"And yet," continued Lord Henry, in his low, nusical voice, and with
that graceful wave of the hand that was al ways so characteristic of
him and that he had even in his Eton days, "I believe that if one nman
were to live out his life fully and conpletely, were to give formto
every feeling, expression to every thought, reality to every dream
| believe that the world would gain such a fresh inpul se of joy that
we woul d forget all the mal adies of nediaevalism and return to the
Hellenic ideal- to sonething finer, richer, than the Hellenic ideal
it may be. But the bravest man anongst us is afraid of hinself. The
nmutilation of the savage has its tragic survival in the self-denial
that mars our lives. W are punished for our refusals. Every inpul se
that we strive to strangle broods in the mnd, and poisons us. The
body sins once, and has done with its sin, for action is a node of
purification. Nothing remains then but the recollection of a pleasure,
or the luxury of a regret. The only way to get rid of a tenptation
istoyieldtoit. Resist it, and your soul grows sick with |onging
for the things it has forbidden to itself, with desire for what its
nonstrous | aws have made nonstrous and unlawful. It has been said that
the great events of the world take place in the brain. It is in the
brain, and the brain only, that the great sins of the world take place
al so. You, M. Gay, you yourself, with your rose-red youth and your
rose-white boyhood, you have had passions that have nade you afraid,

t houghts that have filled you with terror, day-dreans and sl eepi ng
dreans whose nmere nmenory ni ght stain your cheek with shane-"

"Stop!" faltered Dorian Gray, "stop! you bewilder me. | don't know
what to say. There is sone answer to you, but | cannot find it.

Don't speak. Let nme think. O, rather, let me try not to think."

For nearly ten minutes he stood there, notionless, with parted I|ips,
and eyes strangely bright. He was dimy conscious that entirely
fresh influences were at work within him Yet they seenmed to himto
have cone really fromhinself. The few words that Basil's friend had
said to him words spoken by chance, no doubt, and with wilful paradox
in them had touched sone secret chord that had never been touched
before, but that he felt was now vibrating and throbbing to curious
pul ses.

Music had stirred himlike that. Misic had troubl ed hi mmany
times. But nusic was not articulate. It was not a new world, but
rat her another chaos, that it created in us. Wrds! Mere words! How
terrible they were! How clear, and vivid, and cruel. One could not
escape fromthem And yet what a subtle nmagic there was in them
They seened to be able to give a plastic formto form ess things,
and to have a nusic of their own as sweet as that of viol or of
lute. Mere words! Was there anything so real as words?

Yes, there had been things in his boyhood that he had not
under st ood. He understood them now. Life suddenly had becone
fiery-coloured to him It seened to himthat he had been wal king in
fire. Why had he not known it?

Wth his subtle snmle, Lord Henry watched him He knew the precise
psychol ogi cal nmoment when to say nothing. He felt intensely
interested. He was anmzed at the sudden inpression that his words
had produced, and, renenbering a book that he had read when he was
si xteen, a book which had revealed to himnuch that he had not known
bef ore, he wondered whet her Dorian Gray was passing through a
simlar experience. He had nerely shot an arrow into the air. Had it
hit the mark? How fascinating the | ad was!

Hal | ward pai nted away with that narvellous bold touch of his, that



had the true refinenment and perfect delicacy that in art, at any rate,
cones only fromstrength. He was unconscious of the silence.

"Basil, | amtired of standing," cried Dorian Gay, suddenly. "I
must go out and sit in the garden. The air is stifling here.”

"My dear fellow, | amso sorry. When | am painting, | can't think of
anything el se. But you never sat better. You were perfectly still. And
| have caught the effect | wanted- the half-parted |lips and the bright
ook in the eyes. | don't know what Harry has been saying to you

but he has certainly made you have the nost wonderful expression. |
suppose he has been paying you conplinments. You nustn't believe a word
t hat he says."

"He has certainly not been paying nme conplinents. Perhaps that is
the reason that | don't believe anything he has told ne."

"You know you believe it all," said Lord Henry, |ooking at him
with his dreany, |anguorous eyes. "I will go out to the garden with
you. It is horribly hot in the studio. Basil, |et us have somnething
iced to drink, something with strawberries init."

"Certainly, Harry. Just touch the bell, and when Parker comes | will
tell himwhat you want. | have got to work up this background, so
will join you later on. Don't keep Dorian too long. | have never

been in better formfor painting than | amto-day. This is going to be
my masterpiece. It is my masterpiece as it stands.”

Lord Henry went out to the garden, and found Dorian Gay burying his
face in the great cool lilac-blossons, feverishly drinking in their
perfume as if it had been wine. He canme close to him and put his hand
upon his shoulder. "You are quite right to do that," he rurnured.
"Not hi ng can cure the soul but the senses, just as nothing can cure
the senses but the soul."

The lad started and drew back. He was bare-headed, and the |eaves
had tossed his rebellious curls and tangled all their gilded
threads. There was a | ook of fear in his eyes, such as peopl e have
when they are suddenly awakened. His finely-chiselled nostrils
qui vered, and sone hi dden nerve shook the scarlet of his lips and |eft
them trenbling.

"Yes," continued Lord Henry, "that is one of the great secrets of
life- to cure the soul by neans of the senses, and the senses by neans
of the soul. You are a wonderful creation. You know nore than you
t hi nk you know, just as you know | ess than you want to know. "

Dorian Gray frowned and turned his head away. He could not help
liking the tall, graceful young man who was standing by him Hs
romantic olive-coloured face and worn expression interested him There
was sonmething in his low, |anguid voice that was absolutely
fascinating. His cool, white, flower-Ilike hands, even, had a curious
charm They noved, as he spoke, l|ike nusic, and seened to have a
| anguage of their own. But he felt afraid of him and ashamed of being
afraid. Wiy had it been left for a stranger to reveal himto
hi nsel f? He had known Basil Hallward for nonths, but the friendship
bet ween them had never altered him Suddenly there had cone sone one
across his life who seened to have disclosed to himlife's nystery.
And, yet, what was there to be afraid of? He was not a school boy or
agirl. It was absurd to be frightened.

"Let us go and sit in the shade," said Lord Henry. "Parker has
brought out the drinks, and if you stay any longer in this glare you
will be quite spoiled, and Basil will never paint you again. You
really nust not allow yourself to beconme sunburnt. It would be
unbecomi ng. "

"What can it matter?" cried Dorian G ay, |aughing, as he sat down on
the seat at the end of the garden

"I't should matter everything to you, M. Gay."

" \Npy 2"



"Because you have the nobst marvel l ous youth, and youth is the one
t hing worth having."

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

"No, you don't feel it now Sone day, when you are old and
wri nkl ed and ugly, when thought has seared your forehead with its
lines, and passion branded your lips with its hideous fires, you
will feel it, you will feel it terribly. Now, wherever you go, you
charmthe world. WII it always be so?... You have a wonderfully
beautiful face, M. Gay. Don't frown. You have. And Beauty is a
formof CGenius- is higher, indeed, than Genius, as it needs no
explanation. It is of the great facts of the world, |ike sunlight,
or spring-time, or the reflection in dark waters of that silver
shell we call the moon. It cannot be questioned. It has its divine
right of sovereignty. It makes princes of those who have it. You
smle? Ah!l when you have lost it you won't smile.... People say
sonetimes that Beauty is only superficial. That may be so. But at
least it is not so superficial as Thought is. To ne, Beauty is the
wonder of wonders. It is only shallow people who do not judge by
appearances. The true nystery of the world is the visible, not the
invisible.... Yes, M. Gay, the gods have been good to you. But
what the gods give they quickly take away. You have only a few years
in which to live really, perfectly, and fully. Wen your youth goes,
your beauty will go with it, and then you will suddenly discover
that there are no triunphs left for you, or have to content yourself
with those mean triunphs that the nmenory of your past wll make nore
bitter than defeats. Every nonth as it wanes brings you nearer to
sonet hing dreadful. Tine is jeal ous of you, and wars agai nst your
lilies and your roses. You will becone sallow, and holl ow cheeked, and
dull -eyed. You will suffer horribly.... Ah! realize your youth while
you have it. Don't squander the gold of your days, listening to the
tedious, trying to inprove the hopeless failure, or giving away your
life to the ignorant, the conmmon, and the vulgar. These are the sickly

ainms, the false ideals, of our age. Live! Live the wonderful life that
is in you! Let nothing be I ost upon you. Be always searching for new
sensations. Be afraid of nothing.... A new Hedonism that is what

our century wants. You nmight be its visible synbol. Wth your
personality there is nothing you could not do. The world belongs to
you for a season.... The noment | net you | saw that you were quite
unconsci ous of what you really are, of what you really nmight be. There
was so rmuch in you that charned ne that | felt | nust tell you
sonet hi ng about yourself. | thought howtragic it would be if you were
wasted. For there is such a little time that your youth will [|ast-
such a little tinme. The conmon hill-flowers w ther, but they bl ossom
again. The laburnumw |l be as yellow next June as it is now. In a
nonth there will be purple stars on the clenmatis, and year after
year the green night of its leaves will hold its purple stars. But
we never get back our youth. The pulse of joy that beats in us at
twenty, becomes sluggish. Qur linbs fail, our senses rot. W
degenerate into hideous puppets, haunted by the nenory of the passions
of which we were too nmuch afraid, and the exquisite tenptations that
we had not the courage to yield to. Youth! Youth! There is
absolutely nothing in the world but youth!"

Dorian Gray |istened, open-eyed and wondering. The spray of lilac
fell fromhis hand upon the gravel. A furry bee came and buzzed
round it for a noment. Then it began to scranble all over the ova
stellated globe of its tiny blossonms. He watched it with that
strange interest in trivial things that we try to devel op when
things of high inmport make us afraid, or when we are stirred by sone
new enoti on for which we cannot find expression, or when sone
t hought that terrifies us lays sudden siege to the brain and calls



on us to yield. After a tinme the bee flew away. He saw it creeping
into the stained trunpet of a Tyrian convol vulus. The flower seened to
qui ver, and then swayed gently to and fro.

Suddenly the painter appeared at the door of the studio, and nade
staccato signs for themto cone in. They turned to each other, and
smil ed.

"I amwaiting," he cried. "Do come in. The light is quite perfect,
and you can bring your drinks."

They rose up, and sauntered down the wal k together. Two
green-and-white butterflies fluttered past them and in the
pear-tree at the corner of the garden a thrush began to sing.

"You are glad you have net ne, M. Gay," said Lord Henry, |ooking
at him

"Yes, | amglad now. | wonder shall | always be gl ad?"

"Always! that is a dreadful word. It makes ne shudder when | hear
it. Winen are so fond of using it. They spoil every ronmance by
trying to make it last forever. It is a meaningless word, too. The
only difference between a caprice and a life-long passion is that
the caprice lasts a little |longer."

As they entered the studio, Dorian Gay put his hand upon Lord
Henry's arm "In that case, let our friendship be a caprice," he
mur mur ed, flushing at his own bol dness, then stepped up on the
pl atform and resunmed his pose

Lord Henry flung hinmself into a |arge wicker armchair and wat ched
him The sweep and dash of the brush on the canvas nade the only sound
that broke the stillness, except when, now and then, Hallward
stepped back to look at his work froma distance. In the slanting
beans that streamed through the open doorway the dust danced and was
gol den. The heavy scent of the roses seened to brood over everything.

After about a quarter of an hour Hallward stopped painting, |ooked
for along time at Dorian Gray, and then for a long tinme at the
picture, biting the end of one of his huge brushes, and frowning.

"It is quite finished," he cried at last, and stooping down he wote
his name in long vernilion letters on the |left-hand corner of the
canvas.

Lord Henry cane over and examined the picture. It was certainly a

wonderful work of art, and a wonderful |ikeness as well.

"My dear fellow, | congratulate you nost warmy," he said. "It is
the finest portrait of nodern times. M. Gay, cone over and | ook at
yoursel f."

The lad started, as if awakened from sonme dream "Is it really
fini shed?" he nurnured, stepping down fromthe platform

"Quite finished," said the painter. "And you have sat splendidly
to-day. | amawfully obliged to you."

"That is entirely due to nme," broke in Lord Henry. "lIsn't it, M.
Gay?"

Dori an made no answer, but passed listlessly in front of his picture
and turned towards it. When he saw it he drew back, and his cheeks
flushed for a noment with pleasure. A look of joy came into his
eyes, as if he had recognized hinmself for the first tine. He stood
there notionless and in wonder, dimy conscious that Hallward was
speaking to him but not catching the neaning of his words. The
sense of his own beauty canme on himlike a revelation. He had never
felt it before. Basil Hallward s conplinments had seemed to himto be
nerely the charnming exaggerations of friendship. He had listened to
them | aughed at them forgotten them They had not influenced his
nature. Then had cone Lord Henry Wtton with his strange panegyric
on youth, his terrible warning of its brevity. That had stirred him at
the tine, and now, as he stood gazing at the shadow of his own
loveliness, the full reality of the description flashed across him



Yes, there would be a day when his face would be winkled and w zened,
his eyes dimand col ourless, the grace of his figure broken and

def ormed. The scarlet would pass away fromhis lips, and the gold
steal fromhis hair. The life that was to nake his soul would nar

his body. He woul d becone dreadful, hideous, and uncouth.

As he thought of it, a sharp pang of pain struck through himlike
a knife, and nmade each delicate fibre of his nature quiver. H's eyes
deepened into anet hyst, and across themcane a mist of tears. He
felt as if a hand of ice had been laid upon his heart.

"Don't you like it?" cried Hallward at last, stung a little by the
lad's silence, not understandi ng what it neant.

"Of course he likes it," said Lord Henry. "Who wouldn't like it?
It is one of the greatest things in nodern art. | will give you
anything you like to ask for it. | nust have it."

"It is not ny property, Harry."

"Whose property is it?"

"Dorian's, of course," answered the painter

"He is a very lucky fellow"

"How sad it is!"™ murnured Dorian Gray, with his eyes still fixed
upon his own portrait. "How sad it is! | shall grow old, and horrible,
and dreadful. But this picture will remain always young. It wll never
be ol der than this particular d