


Chapter 1

The studio was filled with the rich smell of
roses. Lord Henry Wotton! was sitting on the
divan and smoking innumerable cigarettes.
Through the open door came the distant
sounds of the London streets.

In the centre of the room stood the full-
length portrait? of a young man of extraordi-
nary personal beauty, and in front of it, some
little distance away?®, was sitting the artist
himself, Basil Hallward®*.

As the painter looked at the gracious and
comely form he had so skilfully mirrored in
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his art, a smile of pleasure passed across his
face. He suddenly started up, and closing his
eyes, placed his fingers upon the lids.

“It is your best work, Basil, the best thing you
have ever done,” said Lord Henry. “You must
certainly send it next year to the Grosvenor!. The
Academy is too large and too vulgar.

The Grosvenor is really the only place to
exhibit a painting like that.”

“I don’t think I shall send it anywhere,”
the painter answered, moving his head in
that odd way that used to make his friends
laugh at him at Oxford. “No, I won’t send it
anywhere.”

Lord Henry elevated his eyebrows and
looked at him in amazement through the thin
blue wreaths of smoke?. “Not send it any-
where? My dear fellow, why? What odd peo-
ple you painters are! A portrait like this
would set you far above all the young men in
England3.”

“I know you will laugh at me,” Basil re-
plied, “but I really can’t exhibit it. I have put
too much of myself into it*.”

! Grosvenor — I'pocBeHOD

2 wreaths of smoke — koJbIa ABIMA

3 A portrait like this would set you far above all the
young men in England. — 39rtor moprper BosHéc GbI TEOA
MHOT'O BBIIIIE BCEX MOJIOABIX XYIOKHUKOB AHIJINH.

4 T have put too much of myself into it. — I Bmoxus B
HETO CJIUIIKOM MHOT'O Camoro ceos.
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Lord Henry stretched himself out on the
divan and laughed. “Too much of yourself in
it! Upon my word, Basil, this man is truly
beautiful. Don’t flatter yourself, Basil: you
are not in the least like him!.”

“You don’t understand me, Harry,” an-
swered the artist. “I know that perfectly
well. Indeed, I should be sorry to look like
him. I am telling you the truth. It is better
not to be different from other people. The
stupid and ugly have the best of this world.
Dorian Gray? —”

“Dorian Gray? Is that his name?” asked
Lord Henry walking across the room towards
Basil Hallward.

“Yes, that is his name. I didn’t intend to
tell it to you.”

“But why not?”

“Oh, I can’t explain. When I like people
immensely, I never tell their names to any
one. When I leave town now I never tell my
people where I am going. If I did, I would
lose all my pleasure. It is a silly habit,
I dare say. I suppose you think that’s very
foolish?”

“Not at all,” answered Lord Henry, “not at
all, my dear Basil. You seem to forget that

! you are not in the least like him — Tu1 HUUYTL Ha Hero
He TTOXO0XK

2 Dorian Gray — Hopuau I'peii
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I am married, so my life is full of secrets,
I never know where my wife is, and my wife
never knows what I am doing. When we meet
we tell each other the most absurd stories
with the most serious faces.”

“I hate the way you talk about your mar-
ried life, Harry,” said Basil Hallward, walk-
ing towards the door that led into the garden.
“I believe you are really a very good husband,
but that you are ashamed of it. You are an
extraordinary fellow. You never say a good
thing, and you never do a wrong thing. Your
cynicism is simply a pose.”

“Being natural is simply a pose,” cried
Lord Henry, laughing; and the two young
men went out into the garden together. After
a pause, Lord Henry pulled out his watch.

“I am afraid I have to go, Basil,” he said in
a quiet voice. “But before I go I want you to
explain to me why you won’t exhibit Dorian
Gray’s picture. I want the real reason.”

“I told you the real reason.”

“No, you did not. You said that it was be-
cause there was too much of yourself in it.
Now, that is childish.”

“Harry,” said Basil Hallward, looking him
straight in the face, “every portrait that is
painted with feeling is a portrait of the art-
ist, not the sitter. The reason I will not ex-
hibit this picture is that I am afraid that

’
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I have shown in it the secret of my own
soul.”

Lord Henry laughed. “And what is that?”
he asked.

“Oh, there is really very little to tell, Har-
ry,” answered the painter, “and I am afraid
you will hardly understand it. Perhaps you
will hardly believe it.”

Lord Henry smiled and picked a flower
from the grass. “I am quite sure I'll under-
stand it,” he replied, staring at the flower,
“and I can believe anything.”

“The story is simply this,” said the painter.
“Two months ago I went to a party at Lady
Brandon’s. After I had been in the room for
about ten minutes, I suddenly realized that
someone was looking at me. I turned around
and saw Dorian Gray for the first time. When
our eyes met, I felt the blood leave my face.
I knew that this boy would become my whole
soul, my whole art itself. I grew afraid and
turned to quit the room.”

“What did you do?”

“We were quite close, almost touching. Our
eyes met again. I asked Lady Brandon to in-
troduce me to him. It was simply inevitable.”

“What did Lady Brandon say about Mr.
Dorian Gray?”

“Oh, something like ‘Charming boy. I don’t
know what he does — I think he doesn’t do
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anything. Oh, yes, he plays the piano — or is
it the violin, dear Mr. Gray?’ Dorian and
I both laughed and we became friends at
once.”

“Laughter is not at all a bad beginning for
a friendship,” said the young lord, picking
another flower, “and it is the best ending for
one.”

Hallward shook his head. “You don’t un-
derstand what friendship is, Harry. Everyone
is the same to you.”

“That’s not true!” cried Lord Henry, push-
ing his hat back, and looking at the summer
sky. “I make a great difference between peo-
ple. I choose my friends for their beauty, my
acquaintances for their good characters and
my enemies for their intelligence. A man can-
not be too careful in the choice of his ene-
mies. Of course, I hate my relations. And
I hate poor people because they are ugly, stu-
pid and drunk —”

“I don’t agree with a single word you have
said. And I feel sure that you don’t agree
either.”

Lord Henry touched his pointed brown
beard with his finger, and the toe of his boot
with his stick. “How English you are, Basil!
An Englishman is only interested in whether
he agrees with an idea, not whether it is right
or wrong. I like persons better than princi-
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ples, and I like persons with no principles
better than anything else in the world. But
tell me more about Mr. Dorian Gray. How of-
ten do you see him?”

“Every day. I couldn’t be happy if I didn’t
see him every day.”

“How extraordinary! I thought you only
cared about your art.”

“He is all my art to me now,” said the
painter. “I know that the work I have done
since I met Dorian Gray, is the best work of
my life. He is much more to me than a model
or a sitter. In some strange way his personal-
ity has shown me a new kind of art. He seems
like a little boy — though he is really more
than twenty — and when he is with me I see
the world differently.”

“Basil, this is extraordinary! I must see
Dorian Gray.”

Hallward got up from his seat and walked
up and down the garden. After some time he
came back. “Harry,” he said, “Dorian Gray is
the reason for my art. You might see nothing
in him. I see everything in him.”

“Then why won’t you exhibit his portrait?”
asked Lord Henry.

“An artist should paint beautiful things,
but he should put nothing of his own life into
them. There is too much of myself in the
thing, Harry — too much of myself! Some
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day I will show the world what that beauty
is. For that reason the world will never see
my portrait of Dorian Gray.”

“I think you are wrong, Basil, but I won’t
argue with you. Tell me, is Dorian Gray very
fond of you?”

The painter thought for a few moments.
“He likes me,” he answered, after a pause.
“I know he likes me. Of course I flatter him
dreadfully and tell him things that I should
not. He is usually very charming to me, and
we spend thousands of wonderful hours to-
gether. But sometimes he can be horribly
thoughtless and seems to enjoy causing me
pain. Then I feel, Harry, that I have given my
whole soul to someone who uses it like a flow-
er to put in his coat on a summer’s day.”

“Summer days are long, Basil,” said Lord
Henry in a quiet voice. “Perhaps you will get
bored before he will. Intelligence lives longer
than beauty. One day you will look at your
friend and you won’t like his colour or some-
thing. And then you will begin to think that
he has behaved badly towards you —”

“Harry, don’t talk like that. As long as
I live, Dorian Gray will be everything to me.
You can’t feel what I feel. You change too
often.”

“My dear Basil, that is exactly why I can
feel it.” Lord Henry took a cigarette from his
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pretty silver box and lit it. Then he turned to
Hallward and said, “I have just remembered.”

“Remembered what, Harry?”

“Where I heard the name of Dorian Gray.”

“Where was it?” asked Hallward with a
slight frown.

“Don’t look so angry, Basil. It was at my
aunt’s, Lady Agatha’s. She told me that she
had discovered this wonderful young man.
He was going to help her work with the poor
people in the East End of London, and his
name was Dorian Gray. Of course I didn’t
know it was your friend.”

“I am very glad you didn’t, Harry.”

“Why?”

“I don’t want you to meet him.”

“Mr. Dorian Gray is in the studio, sir,”
said the butler, coming into the garden.

“You must introduce me now,” cried Lord
Henry, laughing.

The painter turned to his servant. “Ask
Mr. Gray to wait, Parker. I will come in in a
few moments.”

Then he looked at Lord Henry. “Dorian
Gray is my dearest friend,” he said. “He has
a simple and a beautiful nature. Don’t spoil
him. Don’t try to influence him. Your influ-
ence would be bad. Don’t take away from me
the one person who makes me a true artist.
Mind, Harry, I trust you.”
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“What nonsense you talk!” said Lord Hen-
ry, smiling, and taking Hallward by the arm,
he almost led him into the house.

Chapter 2

As they entered they saw Dorian Gray. He
was sitting at the piano, with his back to
them, and he was turning the pages of some
music by Schumann. “You must lend me these,
Basil,” he cried. “I want to learn them. They
are perfectly charming.”

“That entirely depends on how you sit to-
day', Dorian.”

“Oh, I am bored with sitting, and I don’t want
a portrait of myself,” answered the boy, turning
quickly. When he caught sight of Lord Henry,
his face went red for a moment. “I am sorry, Bas-
il, I didn’t know that you had anyone with you.”

“This is Lord Henry Wotton, Dorian, an
old Oxford friend of mine?. I have just been
telling him what a good sitter you were?, and

now you have spoiled everything.”

! That entirely depends on how you sit today. — 9to
3aBHCUT OT TOTO, KaK BBl CErofHs OyaeTe MO3UPOBATh.

2 an old Oxford friend of mine — moi1 crapsiii ToBapuiIl
1o OKc(OpPACKOMY YHUBEPCUTETY

3 T have just been telling him what a good sitter you
were. — §I TOJIBKO UTO TMOBOPUJI €My, YTO BBI IIPEBOCXOIHO
mosupyere.
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“You have not spoiled my pleasure in meet-
ing you, Mr. Gray,” said Lord Henry, step-
ping forward and offering his hand. “My
aunt has often spoken to me about you. You
are one of her favourites, and, I am afraid,
one of her victims also.”

“I am in Lady Agatha’s black books at
present!,” answered Dorian. “I promised to
go to a club in Whitechapel? with her last
Tuesday, and I forgot all about it. I don’t
know what she will say to me. I am far too
frightened to call.”

Lord Henry looked at him. Yes, he was cer-
tainly wonderfully handsome, with his curved
red lips, honest blue eyes and gold hair. “Oh,
don’t worry about my aunt. You are one of
her favourite people. And you are too charm-
ing to waste time working for the poor.”

Lord Henry sat down on the sofa and
opened his cigarette box. The painter was
busy mixing colours and getting his brushes
ready. Suddenly, he looked at Lord Henry
and said, “Harry, I want to finish this pic-
ture today. Would you think it very rude of
me if I asked you to go away?”

Lord Henry smiled, and looked at Dorian
Gray. “Shall I go, Mr. Gray?” he asked.

! T am in Lady Agatha’s black books at present. — Te-
neph A y Jenu AraTsl Ha IJIOXOM CUETY.
2 Whitechapel — VatiTuenen
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“Oh, please don’t, Lord Henry. I see that
Basil is in one of his difficult moods, and
I hate it when he is difficult. And I want you
to tell me why I should not help the poor peo-
ple.”

“That would be very boring, Mr. Gray. But
I certainly will not run away if you do not
want me to. You don’t really mind, Basil, do
you? You have often told me that you liked
your sitters to have some one to chat to.”

Hallward bit his lip. “If Dorian wishes it,
of course you must stay.”

Lord Henry took up his hat and gloves.
“No, I am afraid I must go. Good-bye, Mr.
Gray. Come and see me some afternoon in
Curzon Street!. I am nearly always at home
at five o’clock. Write to me when you are
coming. I should be sorry to miss you.”

“Basil,” cried Dorian Gray, “if Lord Henry
Wotton goes, I will go too. You never open
your lips while you are painting, and stan-
ding here is just too boring. Ask him to stay.
I insist upon it.”

“All right, please stay, Harry. For Dorian
and for me,” said Hallward, staring at his
picture. “It is true that I never talk when
I am working, and never listen either. It
must be very boring for my sitters. Sit down

1" Curzon Street — Kepsou crpur
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again, Harry. And Dorian don’t move about
too much, or listen to what Lord Henry says.
He has a very bad influence over all his
friends, with the single exception of my-
self.”

Dorian Gray stood while Hallward finished
his portrait. He liked what he had seen of
Lord Henry. He was so unlike Basil. And he
had such a beautiful voice. After a few mo-
ments 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 influ-
ence, Mr. Gray. All influence is immoral.”

“Why?”

“Because to influence someone is to give
them your soul. Each person must have his
own personality.”

“Just turn your head a little more to the
right, Dorian, like a good boy,” said the
painter. He was not listening to the conversa-
tion and only knew that there was a new look
on the boy’s face.

“And yet,” continued Lord Henry, in his
low musical voice, “I believe that if one man
lived his life fully and completely he could
change the world. He would be a work of art
greater than anything we have ever imag-
ined. But the bravest man among us is afraid
of himself. You, Mr. Gray, are very young
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