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THE PREFACE

“The artistis the creator of beautiulthings. To reveal art and
conceal the arlstis art's aim. The cricis he who can lranslate
into another manner or a new material his impression of beautiul
things.

The highest as the lowest form of cric ode of autobiography
ugly
being charming. This is a faul.

“Those who find beauliful meanings in beautiul things are the.
cultivated. For these there is hope. They are the elect to whom
beautiul things mean only beauty.

“There is no such thing as a moral or an immoral book. Books are well

srment of a . Vi and e st the st materals o
an art. From the point of view of form, the type of all the
the art of the musician. From the point of view of feeling, me
aclor's craft s the type. Allartis at once surface and symbol
their peril
‘e symbol do 50 at their peril. It s the spectator, and not ife,
ma! artroaly mitors Diversty ofopinion abaut work of
 work s new, complex, and vital. When critics ﬂlugme
We can

a uefu i 23 long s o coas notacmie . The anly excuse or
making a useless thing is that one admires itinensly

Allarts quit useloss.

OSCAR WILDE

CHAPTER 1

“The studio was filed with the rich odour of oses, and when the light
‘summer wind stired amidst the trees of the garden, there came through
the open door the heavy scent ofthe llac, or the more delicate

perfume of the pinkflowering thom.

rom the comer of the divan of Persian saddle-bags on which he was
Iying, smoking, as was his custom, innumerable cigarettes, Lord Honry.

writen, or badly witien. Thatis al. the gleam of
realism i the rage of of 50 flamelike ; and now and then
his own face in a glass. birds i figh fted

The nineteenth century dislike of romanticism s the rage of Caliban
ot seeing his own face in a glass. The moral fe of man forms part
of the subject-matter of the arist, but the moraliy of art consists.

anyihing. Even things that are true can be proved. No artist has

ethical sympathies. An ethical sympathy in an arist s an

unpardonable mannerism of style. No artstis ever morbid. The artist
‘Thought and

he wind shook some biossoms from the traes, and the heavy
lilac-blooms, with their clustering stars, moved to and fro n the.
languid air. A grasshopper began to chirrup by the wall, and like a
blue thread a long thin dragon-fy floated past on its brown gauze
wings. Lord Henry fot as if he could hear Basi Hallward's heart
beating, and wondered what was coming,

“The story is simply this.” said the painter after some time. "Two
months ago | went to a crush at Lady Brandon's. You know we poor
artists have o show ourselves in society from time 1o time, ust to
remind the public that we are not savages. With an evening coatand a
whito tie, a5 you told me once, anybody, even a stock-broker, can gain
a reputation for being civiized. Well,after | had been in the room

 tedious
academicions, | suddenybecame conscous hat some e was ook at
| turned half-way found and saw Dorian Gray for the first tme.
When ourayes met. 1ot et 1 was groving ple. Ao sensaion
of terror came over me. | knew that | had come face to face with some.
one whose mere personalty was so fascinating that, if alowed it to
do so, itwould absorb my whole nature, my whole soul, my very art
itsel. | did not want any external influence in my ife. You know.
yourself, Harry, how independent | am by nature. 1 have always been my
own master; had at east always been o, ll | met Dorian Gray.
Then-but | don't know how (0 explain it 0 you. Something seemed to
tell me that I was on the verge of a teribe criss in my Ife. 1 had
a strange fesling that ate had in store for me exquisite joys and
a ' tumed Itwas

. lake

o credit to myself for rying to escape.

onscience and cowardice are really the same things, BasiL
Conscience i the trade-name of the fim. Thatis a

ol i, Hary. and  dor bl you do e

Howeio, whalovrwas my mole-nd  may hve b i, o s

o bavery v coriny sueledone door. Ther, of

I stumbled against Lady Brandon.

soon i Halward? she scroamed ou. You kow he Cuously Sl
ice?"

is that it leaves one so unromantic.”

*Harry, dor't talk like that. As long as | live, the personality of
Dorian Gray wil dominate me. You can't feel what  feel. You change
flen”

\h, my dear Basil that s exactly why | can feel it Those who are
rivial side of
Know love's ragedies.* And Lord Henry struck a light on a dainty
siver case and began to smoke a cigarette with a self-conscious and
satisfled air, as if he had summed up the world n a phrase. There was
a rustle of hirruping sparfows in the green lacquer leaves of the vy,
and the blue cloud-shadows chased themselves across tho grass ke
swallows garden! And
people’s emations werel-much more delightful than their ideas, it
seemedto i One's own s, and e passions ofon's
@ the fascinating things in e, He picturg
Hemear v st amusamar i o nchoon it o rissed
by staying so long with Basil Hallward. Had he gone o his aunt's, he
would have been sure to have met Lord Goodbody there, and the whole
conversation would have been about the feeding of the poor and the

i kind of momentary . and
those palld,jade-faced painters of Tokyo who, through the medium of
an art that s necessarly immobile, seek to convey the sense of

way or
homs of the straggling 3
‘seemed to make the stilness more oppressive. The dim roar of London
was like tho bourdon note of a distant organ.

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

Tk et et o . S gt v 10 myzmlx and

and parrot noses P spoke oo vt e o only
'

mine had made  the time, at
least had been chattered about n the penny newspapers, which s the.
nineteenth-century standard of immortalty. Suddenly | found myself

stired me. We were quite close, almost touching. Our eyes met again
Iwas reckes of o, bt a8k LaoyBandon o oo o o i
all. ltwas

Wowould have spoen e 6achother wilhotany roducion. 1am s
ofthal. Doian old me so afervards. He, 10, fll that we viere
Gestined 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 al her

quests. | remember her bringing me Up to a truculent and rec-faced old

enman coveredall overwih rdersand o, andissing i my
whict

verybody  he room e ot astounding detals. | simply fled. |

fike to find out people for myself. But Lady Brandon treats her guests.
‘exacty as an auctioneer treats his goods. She ither explains them
entirely away, or tells one everything about them except what one wants
toknow"

“Poor Lady Brandon! You are hard on her, Harry!” said Hallward
listiessl

“My dear fellow, she tried to found a _salon._, and only succeeded in
opening a restaurant. How could | admire her? Buttell me, what did
she say about Mr. Dorian Gray?"

~Oh, something like,‘Charming boy—poor dear mother and | absolutely

inseparable. Quite forget what he does-fraid he~doesn't d

anything--oh, yes, plays the piano-—oris It the volin, dear M.

Gray? Neither of us could help laughing, and we became friends at
nce.”

pictured to myself a creature with spectaces and lank hair, horrbly
frockled, and tramping about on huge foet. | wish | had known it was
your friend.”

“1am very glad you didn, Harry."

Why?*

“I don't want you to meet him.*

“You don't want me to meet him?"

No

“Mr. Dorian Gray is in the studio, sir” said the buter, coming info.
the garden.

“You must introduce me now

ried Lord Henry, laughing.

‘The painter turmed to his servant, who stood biinking in the sunlight.
“Ask Mr. Gray to wait, Parker: | shll be in in a fow moments.” Th

ssity for Each class would the
importance of those virtues, for whose exercise there was no necessity.
in their own fives. The rich would have spoken on the value of thiift

and the idle grown eloguen over the dignity oflabour. It was

charming to have escaped all that! As he thought of his aunt, an idea
seemed to srke him. He tumed to Hallward and said, "My dear fellow,
Ihave just remembored.

Remembored what, Harry?"
“Whre | heard the name of Dorian Gray."
“Where was it7" asked Haliward, with  slight frown.

*Don't ook o angry, Basil It was at my aunt, Lady Agatha's. She
told

ol tohelp
her in the East End, and that his name was Dorian Gray. | am bound to

that he was very eamest and had a beautful nature. 1 at once

 and went

ord Henry. y .
said. “He has a simple and a beautiful nature. Your aunt was quite
fight i what she said of him. Don' spoil . Don't try to

influence him. Your influence would be bad. The world is wide, and
has it

person who gives to my art whatever charm it possose: i lie as an
artst depends on him. Mind, Harry, | trust you."

Sows, and s word seomed wiung utf i aimostagelnt s wil

“What nonsense you talk!"said Lord Henry, 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 seated at the piano, with
his back {0 them, turning over the pages of a volume of Schumann's

Inthacarir ofthe room,clamped o an prightsasal sood o
joung m:

a0t onk of, sorne il ditancs ey, was ting i artet

himself, Basil Hallward, whose sudden disappearance some years ago

caused, at the time, such public excitement and gave fise to 5o many.

strange conjectures.

s the painter looked at the gracious and comely form he had so
skifuly mirrored in his art, a smile of pleasure passed across his.
face, and seemed about 1o finger there. But he suddenly started up,
and closing his eyes, piaced his fingers upon the ids, as though he

within s brain which he
feared he might awake.

“Itis your best work, Basil the best thing you have ever done,” said
L must the
(Grosvenor. The Academy is too large and too vuigar. Whenever | have
gone there, there have been either so many people that | have not been

ich was dreadful, that
Thave not boen abl o see the peope, which was worse. The Grosvenar
is really the only place.

| don't think | shall send it anywhere,” he answered, tossing his head
bickinht addwey it s o ke s e s t ot
xford. "No, | won'tsend it anywhere.”

i i o et f ot ot curled up in such fancifl whorls

My

dear oo, why? Have you oy reasor? Wi od chps you painers
re! You do anything in the word to gain a reputation. As soon as

Jou hve ane.yo saom o want 1 o away. 115 sy o oo

forthere s only one thing in the world worse than being talked about,

and that is not being talked about. A portraitlike this would set you

far above all the young men in England, and make the old men quite.

Jealous, if old men are ever capable of any emotion.”

atme,” he replied,
it have puttoo much of myself o "

"Laughter is not at all a bad beginning for a friendship, and its far
the best ending for one,” said the young lord, plucking another daisy.
Hallward shook his head. "You don't understand what riendship is.
Harry” he murmured-“or what enmityis, for that matter. You like

every one; that s 1o say, you are indiferent to every one.”

"How horibly unjust of you'" cred Lord Henry. titing his hat back

glossy white silk, were diifing across the hollowed turquoise of the
summer sky. "Yes; horribly urjust of you. | make a great difference
betwean popl. | chose my rends o Ihewgwd looks, my

thei

Italacts. Aman cannot e 150 caroll 1o chics f s anoms.
Ihave not got one whois a fool. They are all men of some.
inoliectual power,and consacquentl hey allapprecate me. Is hat
very vain of me? | think itis rather vain."

| should think it was, Harry. But according to your category | must
be merely an acquaintance.”

"My dear old Basil, you are much more than an acquaintance.”
*And much less than a riend. A sort of brother, | suppose?”

*Oh, brothers! | donit care for brothers. My elder brother worit die,
and my younger brothers seem never to do anyhing else.”

Harry! exclaimed Hallward, frowning.

al But can
relations. | suppose it comes from the fact that none of us can stand
other people having the same fauls as ourselves. | quite sympathize
with the rage of the English democracy against what they call the vices.
of the upper orders. The masses feel that drunkenness, stupidit, and
immorallty should be their own special property, and that if any one of
us makes an ass of himself, he is poaching on their preserves. When
poor Southwark got into the divorce cour, their indignation was quite
magnificent. And yet | donit suppose that ten per cent o th

prolotariat five correctly.”

Forest Scenes." "You must lend me these, Basil” he cried. I want
tolear them. They are perfectly charming.”

“That entirely depends on how you sitto-day, Dorian.”

'O, I am tred of sittng, and | dorit want a ife-sized portait of
myself,” answered the lad, swinging round on the music-stool in a
wilful, petulant manner. When he caught sight of Lord Henry, a faint
blush coloured his cheeks for a moment, and he started up. °I beg your
pardon, Basi, but | didn't know you had any one with you.”

“This is Lord Henry Wotton, Dorian, an old Oxford friend of mine. |
e st oon tlng e whata capl e ou e oy
poled everything."

"ou have not spoiled my pleasure in meeting you, M. Gray,” said Lord
Henry, stepping forward and extending his hand. "My aunt has often
spoken (o me about you. You are one of her favourites, and, | am
afraid, one of her victims also."

| amin Lady Agathals biack books at present.” answered Dorian with a
funny look of penitence. I promised o go 1o a club in Whitechapel
Wit hor s Tuesday and  rely orgt ol bout . W

beleve. |
ot saytome. | am far oo frghtened to call*

*Oh, | will make your peace with my aunt. She is quite devoted o you.
A1 dot ikt eay matersabout you 1t boing there. The

sis down to
the piano, she makes quite enough noise for two people.”
“Thatis 3 tome.”
laughing.
handsome‘

L

with is fnly curved scare s, is fank bue eyes,his cris

oldhar. There s someting i s ace it mado ne st himat
e Alin candour fyouhwas bers, o wel s o Yol

e word o wonder Bas Halwerd worsnipped i,

Lord Henry stretched himself out on the divan and laughed.

“Yes, | knew you would; but t s quite true, all the same.”

“Too ! Upon my word, Basil |
were so vain; and | reallycan' see any resemblance between you, with
your rugged strong face and your coal-black hai, and this young
‘Adonis, who looks as if he was made out of ivory and rose-leaves. Why,
my dear Basil, he is a Narcissus, and you-well, of course you have an
intellectual expression and al that. But beauty, real beauty, ends
where an el espresson egns. nlloct s ol moce
and destroys

w face.
s down o ik, on bocomos all s, o alorahosd, of mohig
Por. Lok e succsstul men i any o e eaned prfosins
rfectly hideous they are! Except, of course, in the Church. But
Jradiping-oes they don't think. A bishop keeps on saying at the
‘age of sighty what he was foid to say when he was a boy of cighteen,

our mysterious young fiend, whos name you have never fold me, but
whose picture really fascinates me, never thinks. | feel quite sure of
that. He is some brainless beauifl creature who should be always
here in winler when we have no flowers (o look a, and always here in
‘summer when we want something to chillour nteligence. Don' fltter
yoursel, Basi: you are not in the least ke him.”

“You don't understand me, Harry," answered the artst. "Of course | am

tolook like him. You shrug your shoulders? | am telling you the
truth. There is a fataity about all physical and intellectual
distincton the sort of fatalty tht seems o dog through histoy the
fa f kings. Itis beter
fellows. The ugly and the stupid have the best of i in this world.
and gape at the play.
of victory, they are atleast spared the knowledge of defeat. They
five as we all should live--undisturbed, indifferent, and without
cisquiet. They neither bring ruin upon others, nor ever receive it
fom enen Pands. Yourark and e, Hary y s, s s ey
hatever it may be worth; Dorian Gray's good looks-we.
pronicriotmmivis gods have given us, suffer terribly.

“Dorian Gray? s that his name?" asked Lord Henry, walking across the

“I don't agree with a single word that you have said, and, what is

more, Hary, | feel sure you don't either.

LordHeney sioked i pored roun besrd and apped e s of b
patent
Basil Thatis he socona ime you heva et ctsenvaton. fone
ideatoa true

idea 9

o anly i e considersof ary et s whethr one blieves

itoneself. Now, the value of an idea has nothing whatsoever to do

wih the sincerity o the man who expresses it Indeed, th

probabilties are that the more insincere the man i, the more purely

intellectual will the idea be, as n that case it will not be coloured

by aither his wants, his desies, or is pvs‘ud\cn However, | dorit
olics, sociol '

persons beter tnan principles, and ke persons wih
wmmmes batter han anything else i the work, Tl me s sbout
Dorian Gray. How often do you see him

“Every day. | couldnt be happy if| didn't see him every day. He is
absolutely necessary to me."

K |
yourart*
“Heis all my art to me now,” said the painter gravely. *I sometimes

think, Harry, that there are only two eras of any importance in the
worlds history. The firsis the appearance of 2 new medium for art,

personaly for art also.
‘What the invention of oil-painting was o the Venetians, the face of

‘some day be to me. Itis not merely that | pait from him, draw from

Hiy skt e . Of e, v o ot Buthais uch
me than a model or asiter. | won'ttell you that | am

Gesatatid it it e doneof o s bty such

0 o ot work | v o, kv kDot Gray,is good
work,is the best work of my lfe. But in some curious way~| wonder
will you understand me?-his personality has suggested to me an
entirely now manner in art, an entirely now mode of style. | see

“You are too charming to o n for philanthropy, Mr. Gray—far too
‘charming.” And Lord Henry flung himself down on the divan and openad
his cigarette-case.

The paitr i been busy mixig is coours and geting s brshes
He was looking worried, and when he heard Lord Henry's last

femar h lanced s . hestalod for & momnt. and he 51,

“Harry, | want to finish this picture to-day. Would you think it

awlully rude of me if | asked youto go away?"

Lord Henry smiled and looked at Dorian Gray. "Am | (0 go, Mr. Gray?"
he asked

“Oh, please don', Lord Henry. | see that Basil s in one of hs sulky.
moods, and | can't bear him when he sulks. Bosides, | want you to tol
me why | should not go in for philanthropy.”

. Gray. |
subject that one would have to talk seriously about t. But

certainly shall ot un away, now that you have asked me to st0p. You
don'treally mind, Basil do you? You have often told me that you

fiked your siters 1o have some one to chat (o."

Hallward bit his . “If Dorian wishes i, of course you must stay.
Dorian's whims are laws to everybody, except himself."

L “You pressing, Basi,
but | am afraid | must go. | have promised to meet a man at the

Orleans. Good-bye, Mr. Gray. Come and see me some aftermoon in Curzon
Street. | am nearly always at home at five c'clock. Writa to me when

you are coming. | should be sorry o miss you.”

“Basi» ried Doran Oay.f LordHenry Woton goe, | g0

iever open your lips while you are painting, and itis
horibly il standng ona o an tying 1 look easant. Ask
him to stay. | insist upon it

“stay, Ham/ 0 oblige Dorian, and to obiige me, said Hallward,
icture. I is quite true, | never talk when |

am wordng, and neve sen efthes,and t st b dresdiuly edious

for my unfortunate sittrs. | beg you to stay."

studio towards Basil Hallward.
"Yes, that s his name. | didn' intend (o tel it o you."

*Butwhy not?"

h, | cantt explain. When | ike people. \mmense\y‘ Inever el
names to any one. Itis like surrendering a
Grown o v socrecy sooms [ be 156 one thing st can ol

delightiul if one only hides it. When | leave town now 1 never tell my
people where | am going. Ifl id, | would lose all my pleasure. It
15 il hab, | dar say, bul somehow I saems o bringa reat

1 suppose you

footen sbon 1+

ot at all," answered Lord Henry, "not at al, my dear Basi. You
| am married, and h
itmakes a ife of deception absolutely necessary for both partes. |
never know where my wife s, and my wife never knows what | am doing.
when or,
each other the
most serious faces. My wife is very good at t~much better, in fact,
than | am. She never ges confused over her dates, and | aways do.
But when she does find me out, she makes no row atall. | sometimes
wish she would; but she merely laughs at me.”

"I hate the way you talk about your martied lfe, Harry," said Basil

Halward, stoling lowards th dor et e nlo hegarden.

believe that you are really a very good husband, but that you are.

lhoruuqmy ‘ashamed of your own virues. You are an extraordinary.
follow. You naver say  moralthing,and you nevar do a wrong ting.

Your cynicism is simply a pose.”

*Being natural is simply a pose, and the most initating pose | know,”
cried Lord Henry, laughing; and the two young men wen out nto the

i, Bash e mumure, and oot 9. nston your
‘answering a question | put to you some time agy

“What s that?” said the painter, keeping his eyes fixed on the ground.
“You know quite well.*
“Ido not, Harry."

“Well, | will tellyou what itis. | want you to explain to me why you
wonit exhibit Dorian Gray's picture. | want the real reason.”

“1101d you the real reason.”

“No, you did not. You said it was because there was (00 much of
yourselfin . Now, that s childish."

“Hary” i Bt Halwrd, looking him taightn e fce “every

this picture is that | am afraid that | have shown in it the secret of
my own soul

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

“1will toll you,” said Hallward; but an expression of perplexity came.
over his face.

“lamall Basil” Jancing at him.

“Oh, there is really very it to tell, Harry” answered the painter:
and | am afad you will hardly understand . Perhaps you wil
hardly believe it

ihemselves on a long
Stood in the shade of a tal laurel bush. The sunlight slipped over
the polished leaves. In the grass, white daisies were tremulous.

‘Aftor a pause, Lord Henry pulied out hs watch. *1 am afraid | must be

things differentl, | think of them differenty. | can now recreate.
ife in a way that was hidden from me before. ‘A dream of form in days.
of thought—who is it who says that? | forget; but tis what Dorian
Gray has been to me. The merely vsible presence of ths ad-for he
seems to me litle more than a lad, though he is really over
twenty--his merely visible presence--ah! | wonder can you realize all
tht et moans? Unconscousy e defnos for me e nesof a fesh
school, @ school that is to have n it allthe passion of the romantic
i an the perfection of the spiit that is Greek. The harmony of

L o loaring down pluckad a ik otalod iy fom
and examined it. I am quite sure | shall understand it” he
reple, gazng mlenﬂy ot o goldon, whio-cathood disk,

as,

is qmts fncrdtio”

“Ihate them for " cried Hallward. "An artist should create
beautiul things, but should put nothing of his own e into them. We
live in an age when men treat art as if t were meant fo be a form
autobiography. We have lost the abstract sense of beauty. Some day |
will show the world what it is; and for that reason the world shall

never see my portraitof Dorian Gray.”

“Ithink you are wrong, Basil, but | won't argue with you. Itis only

argue. Tell me, is Dorian Gray very.

thatis! We in the
. andhaveimaled a e s e, an dealty s fond of you?"
void. Harryl f you only knew what Dorian Gray is to mel You remember

ot andscapo of i, 1o whch Agnow ofored e rosueha huge price.
but which I would not part with? It is one of the best things | have
ever done. And why i it 07 Bocause, while | was painting it Dorian

o

for the pi
had always looked for and always missed.”

s, this is extraordinary! | must see Dorian Gray."

Hallward got up from the seat and walked up and down the garden. After
some time he came back. “Harry." he said, “Dorian Gray is to me simply
a motive in art. You might see nothing n him. | see everything in

him. He is never more present in my work than when no image of him is
here Ho . suggoston a | have s, of a now manne, |

lines, in the

him
cortain colours. Thatis all™

hen why won't you exibit his portrait?” asked Lord Henry.

cause, without intending it, | have put into it some expression of
i curious rt oy, of whch of course, v never

4 to speak to him. He knows nothing about it He shall never know
anyiing about . Bu the ors m»gm guess it and | wil not ba

ndor ot microscope. Thers 4 1 much of mysaf i he g,
Harry-t0o much of myselft”

*Poets are not so scrupulous as you are. They know how useful passion
is for publication. Nowadays a broken heart willrun to many editions.”

*But what about my man at the Orleans?”

The paintr aughed. ° y
that. Sit down again, Harry. And now, Dorian, get up on the platiorm,

nd don't move about 0o much, or pay any attenion to what Lord Henry
says. He has a very bad Inluence over al his ffiends, wih the
single exception of myselt”

Dorian Gray stepped up on the dais with the air o a young Greek
martyr, and made a il _moue_ of discontent to Lord Henry, to whom he
had rather taken a fancy. He was so unlike Basi. They made a

delightiul contrast. And he had such a boautful oice. Aftor a fow
moments he said to him, “Have you realy a very bad influence, Lord
Henry? As bad as Basil says7"

“There is no such thing as a good influence, Mr. Gray. Al influence
Is immoral—immoral from the scientifc point of view.”

“Why?*

a 2 He does
ot think his natural thoughs, o burn with his natural passions. His
vitues are not real o him.  His sis, if there are such things as.

sins, are borrowed. He becomes an echo of some one else’s music, an
actor of apart that has not been writen for him. The aim of lfe s
self-development. To realize one's nature perfectly-that is what each

of us s here for. People are affaid of themsalves, nowadays. They
have forgoten the highest of all duties, the duy that one owes to

one's salf. Of course, they are charitable. They feed the hungry and

has gone out of our race. Perhaps we never really had it. The terror
ofsolty. ich s he basis o morls. e rtor of G which s
the secret of religion-these are the two things that govern us. And

“Justturn your head a ltle more to the right, Dorian, like a good
boy," said the painter, deep in his work and conscious only that a look
had come ino the lad's face that he had never seen there before.

*And yot,” continued Lord Henry, i his low, musical voice, and with

“The painter considered for a fow moments. “He likes mo,” ho answored
after a pause; "l know he likes me. Of course | flatter him

dreadfully. | find a strange pleasure in saying things 1o him that |

Know | shall be sorry for having said. As a rule, he is charming to

me, and we it in the studio and tak of a thousand things. Now and
then, however, he is horibly thoughiless, and seems to take a real
Gelightin giving me pain. Then | feel, Harry, that | have given away

my whole soul to some one who treats it as f it were a flower to put

in his coat, a bitof decoration to charm his vanity, an omament for a
summers day”

“Days in summer, Basi, are apt o linger,” murmured Lord Henry.
“Perhaps you wil tire sooner than he will. Itis a sad thing to think
of, but there is no doubt that genius lasts longer than beauty. That
‘accounts for the fact that we all take such pains to over-educate
ourselves. In the wikd struggle for existence, we want {0 ha,
. and so we fil

{acts, i the sily hope of raging e plce. The horughy
wellinformed man--that is the modern ideal. And the mind of the
oroughiy welformed man s a readta g, 115 ke

ic-a-brac_shop, all monsters and dust, with everything priced above
ts proper value. | think you will tire fist, al the same. Some day
you will look at your friend, and he will seem to you to be a e
ut of drawing, o you worit ke his tone of colour, or something.

willbe perfectly cold and indifferent. It willbe a great pty, for
itwill alter you. What you have told me is quite a romance, a romance
and the worst of any kind

him, 3
were to ive out his Ife fully and completel, were 1o give form o

ry feeling, expression to every thought, reaity to every dream--|
believe that the world would gain sich a fresh impulse of joy that we
would forget al the maladies of mediaevalism, and retum
Hellenic ideal-{o something finer, richer than the Hellenic ideal, it
may be. But the bravest man amongst us s afraid of himself. The
mutiation of the savage has it tragic surviva i the self-genial
that mars our lives. We are punished for our refusals. Every impulse
that we sirive to srangle broods i the mind and poisons us. The body
sins once, and has done with s sin, for action is a mode o
purification. Nothing remains then but the recollecton of a picasure,
or the luxury of a regret. The only way 10 getrd of a temptation is
toyield to1t. Resist t, and your soul grows sick with longing for
the things it has forbidden 1o tself, with desire for what its
monsirous laws have made monstrous and nlawful. It has been said that
the great events of the world take place in the brain. It s i the
brain, and the brain only, that the great sins of the world take place
also. You, Mr. Gray, you yourself, with your rose-red youth and your

jou have
thoughts that have filed you with terror, day-dreams and sleeping
ig

“Stopt" altered Dorian Gray, "stop! you bewilder me. | dorit know.
what to say. There is some answer to you, but | cannot find it Don't
speak. Let me think. O, rather, let me try not o thnk.

For nearly ten minutes he stood there, motionless, with parted lips and
eves svangly bright. Ho was il conscious ta iy frosh

work within him,
come realy rom himsat. The fow words hat Basfs fond had said
to him-words spoken by chance, o doub, and with wiful paradox in
them-had touched some secret chord that had never been touched before,
but that he felt was now vibraling and throbbing to curious pulses.

Wusc had s ik rat. Mas hd ot i mary s
But music was not aticuate. It was not  new worl, but rather
o e, et . Word More rc How

terrible they werel How clear, and vivid, and cruell One could not
escape ffom them. And yet what a sublle magic there was in them! Thoy




seemed 1o be able to give a plasic form to formless things, and to
have a music of their own as sweet as that of viol or of ute. Mere
words! Was there anything so real as words?

es; there had been things in his boyhood that he had not understood.

thathe fire
known it2

With his sublle smile, Lord Henry waiched him. He knew the precise
psychological moment when to say nothing. He fel intensely
interested. He was amazed at the sudden impression that his words had

iucod, and, remembering a book that he had read when he was sixieen,

& book which had revealed to him much that he had not known before, he

pa: igha P
He had merely shot an arrow ino the air. Had it ht the mark? How
fascinating the lad was!

Hallward painted away with that marvellous bold touch of his, that had
i, at any rat

only from strength. He was unconscious of the silence.

*Basil, | am tred of standing" cried Dorian Gray suddenly. *| must
o out and sit i the garden. The air s sifing here.”

"My dear fellow, | am 0 sorry. When | am painting, | can't tink of
anything else. But you never sat better. You were perfecty sil.
And | have caught the effect | wanted-the haif-parted lips and the
bright ook in the eyes. | dor't know what Harry has been saying to
' suppose he has been paying you compliments. You must believe a
word that he says."

reason that | don't believe anything he has told me."

Yk you bole i o sid Lo ey, ookig at i wih s
tis

nommy ot he stuo. Bas, et us have something iced (o
drink, something with strawberries in it

“Itis not my property, Harry."

hose property is it?

orian's, of course,” answered the painter.
"He is a very lucky fellow.”

How s s murmuredDorn Gry wh i s sl e tpo
his own portrat. "How sad it s! | shall grow old, and horrie,

st Bu i plcur wil emai abays 3003wl nver oo
older than this particular day of June... I it were only the other

way! Ifit were | who was o be always young, and the picture that was.
1o grow old! For that-for that-| would give everything! Yes, there

is nothing in the whole world | would not give! | would give my soul
forthatt”

fou would hardly care for such an arrangement, Basi. cried Lord
Henry, laughing. "It would be rather hard lines on your work

" should object very strongly, Harry," said Hallward.

Dorian Gray tumed and looked at him. "I believe you would, BasiL
You
green bronze figure. Hardly as much, | dare say.”

The painter stared in amazement. It was so unlike Dorian to speak like

“Cerainly, Hary. Just touch the bell, and when Parker comes | il
tell him what you want. | have got o work up tis background, so |
will oin you ater on. Don't keep Dorian 00 long. | have never been
in beter form for painting than | am to-day. This is going to be my.
masterpiece. It is my masterpiece as it stands.”

L and found his
face in the great cool iac-blossoms, feverishly drinking in their
perfume s f It had been wine. He came ciose o him and put his hand
upon his shoulder. "You are quite right {0 do that” he mumured.
“Nothing can cure the soul but the senses, just as nothing can cure the
senses but the soul.”

back 3

tossed his rebellious curls and tangled all their gilded threads.

‘There was a look of fear n his eyes, such as people have when they are
suddenly awakened. His finely chiselled nostis quivered, and some
hidden nerve shook the scarletof his ps and left them trembling.

“Yes," continued Lord Henry, “that is one of the great secrets of
cure the soul by means of the senses, and the senses by means.
of the soul You aro @ wonderfu reaton. You know more nan yo

just as yo

-

Dorian Gray frowned and turmed his head away. He could not help iking
the tal, graceful young man who was standing by him. His fomantic,

‘Something in his low languid voice that was absolutely fascinating

His cool, white, floweriike hands, even, had a curious charm.

moved, as he spoke, ke music, and seemed to have a language of their

oun. Buthe ol of i, and shamed of being afaid. Whyhas

itbeen leftfor a siranger to reveal him to himself? He had known

Bast Halardfor monts, ut e i botueen e o nver
uddenly there had come some one across hislfe who

oamatiohavedschted 1o i e mystery. And, yel, what was

there to be afraid of2 He was not a schoolboy or a gil. It was

absurd o be frightened.

“Let us go and sitin the shade.” said Lord Henry. “Parker has brought
outthe drinks, and if you stay any longer in this glare, you wil
quite spoiled, and Basil will never paint you again. You really must

are you?-you who are finer than any of them!

“Iam ealous of everything whose beauty does not die. | am jealous of
the portrat you have painted of me. Why should it keep what | must
lose? Every moment i assesakes someting fam me and ives
something to t. O, f it were only the other way! Ifthe picture.

could change and | could be aways whal | am now! Why dd you pant
it " The

into his eyes; he tore his hand away and, finging himself on the
divan, he buried his face in the cushions, as though he was praying.

“This is your doing, Harry," said the painter bitirly.

L jged his shoulders. It
isall”

Wi not”

“itis not, what have | o do with it?"

“You should have gone away when | asked you." he mutered.

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

“Harry, | can't quarrel with my two best fiends at once, but between

You both you have made me hate the finest piece of work | have ever

‘one, and | willdestroy it. Whatis it but canvas and colour? 1 will
them.”

that. What had happer
and his cheeks burming,

"Yes." he continued, " am less o you than your vory Hermes or your
siver Faun. You wil like them always. How long wil you like me?
T have my rswinl. sppase, ko, o, ht e cne

d looks, whatever they may be, one loses everything.
Yoo picture has taugm me that. Lord Henry Wotton is perfectly right.
having. When | find

o shal il mysolt-

Hallward turmed pale and caught his hand. “Dorian! Doriant” he cried,
*don'ttalk ke that. | have never had such a friend as you, and |
shall nover have such another. You are ot ealous of material things.

having coal was tha it enabled a gentieman to afford the decency of
burning wood on his own hearth. In poliics he was a Tory, excopt when
the Tories were in offce, during which period he roundly abused them

country was going 10 the dogs. His principles were out of date, but
there was a good deal to be said for hs prejucices.

When Lord Henry entered the room, he found his uncle sitting in a rough
shooting-coat, smoking a cheroot and grumbiing over_The Times_. "Well
Harry” said the old gentleman, "what brings you out 50 eary? |

‘ot up il two, i

five

ure family affection, | assure you, Uncle George. | wantto get
Something out of you.”

“Money, | s Lord Fermor, making a wry face. "Wel, sit
doun nd i me al abom it Young people, nowadays, imagine that
money s everything.

"Yes," murmured Lord Henry, setting his button-hole in his coat; “and
when they grow older they know it But I dont want money. Itis only
people o pay i bils whowant i, Unde George, ax nver by
mine. Creditis

Dorian Gray lfted his golden head from the pilow, and with palid

face and tear-stained eyes, looked at him as he walked over to the deal

painting-table that was sat beneath the high curtained window. What

as e dong ere? Hifrges weresajing skt among e e
intubes and dry brushes, seeking for as for

e long pltie k. wih s bade o he . o bt

found it at last. He was going o fip up the canvas.

With a sified sob the lad leaped from the couch, and, rushing over to
Hallward, tore the knife out of his hand, and flung tto the end of
the studio. "Don', Basil, don't" he cried. "It would be murder!”

white eyebrows.

“Thatis what | have come to lear, Uncle George. O rather, | know
hohe is. He s the last Lord Kelsas grandson. His mother was a

Devereux, Lady Margaret Devereux. | want you o tell me about his

mother. What was she like? Whom did she marry? You have known nearly

everybody in your time, o you might have known her. | am very

interested in Mr. Gray at present. | have only just met him."

Of course... | knew his mother intmately. | believe | was at her
christening. She was an extraordinarly beautful g, Margaret
Dovereux, and made allthe men franic by running away with a penniless.
young fellow~-a mere nobody, s a subaltern in a foot regiment, or
Something of that kind. Cerlainly. | remembor the whole thing as if
ithappened yesterday. The poor chap was kiled i a duel at Spa a few.
months after the marriage. There was an ugly story about t. They
said Kl gt some sl achenurer,some Belgan e o nsut
s son-in-law in public-paid him, st o do i, paid him--an

the fellow spited his man s if he had been a pigeon. The mmg was
hushed up, but, egad, Kelso ate his chop alone atthe club for some
time afterwards. He brougnt his daughter back with him, | was told,

and she never spoke to him again. O, yes; itwas a bad business. The
gir died, 00, died within a year. So she lefta son, did she? | had
forgotten that. What sort of boy is he? f he i lie his mother, he

upon . Besides, | auays dealwith ermoors ratesmen, s
consequently they never bother me. What | want is nformation: not
useful information, of course; useless information.”

“Well, | can tell you anything that i in an English Blue Book, Harry,
although those felows nowadays write a lot of nonsense. When | was in
the Diplomatic, things were much better. But | hear they let them in

ow by examination. What can you expect? Examinations, sir, are pure

enough, and if he is not a gentleman, whatever he knows s bad for him."

*Ni. Dorian Gray does not belong 1o Blue Books, Uncle George,” said
Lord Henry languidy.

"M, Dorian Gray? Who is he?" asked Lord Formor, kniting his bushy.

“Heis very good-iooking," assented Lord Henry.

“Ihope he will fal into proper hands.” continued the old man. “He
should have a pot of money waling for himif Kelso did the fight thing

by him. His mother had money, too. Allthe Selby property came to

her, through her grandfather. Her grandfather hated Kelso, thought him
amean dog. He was, too. Came to Madrid once when | was there. Egad,

I was ashamedof . The Queen sed o sk me abou o Ergish ble

made quite a story of . | didn't dare. ehowr "y fco t out ea”
month. | hope he treated his grandson better than he i the jarvies.”

I don't know," answered Lord Henry. "I fancy that the boy will be
well off. Ho is not of age yot. Ho has Selby. | know. Ho told me so.

" - cried Dorian Gray, laughing. as he sat down on
the seat at the end of the garden,

It should matter everything to you, M. Gray."
“Why?*

 and youth
worth having."

" don'tfeel that, Lord Henry."

"No, you dorit fee! it now. Some day, when you are old and wrinkled
and ugly, when thought has seared your forehead wih is lines, and
passion branded your fps with ts hideous fires, you wil feel i, you
vl eribly. Now, wherever ou 0, youcham e word
it You have a wonderfully
Gray. Don' frown. You have. And beauty is a form of gen
igher, Inceac, han genis,a  eods o exlanation. i of e
great facts of the world, ke sunlight, or spring-ime, or the

It

cannot be questioned. It has ts divine right of sovereignty. It
s f smile?

superfcial. That may be so, but atleast it is not so superfcialas
thought . To me, beau!y\slhawm\dlvmwondevs itis only.
The

ho wora i he visibo, not e mvsibl.. Yes, M. Gra
ods have been oo o you_ Bl whal he gods e hey auickly take
away. You have only a few years in which to live really, perfectly,
anduty, When your youl o, your beautywil g0 wi . and then

You,
ave 10 conlontyourslf wih thoss mean riumphe thatthe memoryof
your past will make more bitir than defeats. Every month as it wanes
brings you nearer to something dreadul. Time is jealous of you, and
wars against your liies and your roses. You will become sallow, and
Pollowcraeka, and dulege You il e hrily.. 00

ealize your youth while you have it. Don' squander the gold of your
Gays, 41 10 1h taclou, g t mprove he nopless fare,

| am glad you appreciate my work at last, Dorian.* said the painter
coldly when he had recovered from his surprise. “I never thought you
would.*

‘Appreciate it? | am inlove with it Basil. ILis part of myself. |
feel that.

"W, as so0n as you are dry, you shall be varished, and framed, a
senthome: Then you cando whatyou ke wihyourse”And ke
across the room and rang the bellfor tea. “You wil h

 Dorian? And s il you,Harry? Or o you aject 1 e
simple pleasures?”

" said Lord Henry. ~
ofthe complex. Bt ot ko canes,axcopon e sage. What
youl | wonder

Von s many hings, but he s ot ratonl 1am g1 he & ot aflr
all-though | wish you chaps would not squabble over the picture. You
had much beter let me have i. Basil. This sily boy doesn't really
wantt, and | really do."

*If you let any one have it but me, Basil | shall never forgive youl"
cried Dorlan Gray; "and | don't allow people to call me a sily boy:

*You know the picture is yours, Dorian. | gave it fo you before it
existed.

*And you know you have been a ltle ill, Mr. Gray, and that you
you

I should have objected very strongly this morning, Lord Henry."
*Ah! this morning! You have lived since then.”

There came a knock at the door, and the butier entered with a laden
Two globe-shaped china dishes were brought n by a page. Dorian Gray

went over and poured out the tea. The two men sauntered languidly to
the table and examined what was under the covers.

And ... his mother was very beauliul?”

“Margaret as one of saw,
Harry. What on earth induced her to behave as she did, | never could
understand.

mad after her. She was romantic, though. All the women of that family
were. The men were a poor lot, but, egad the women were wonderful
Carington went on his knees to her. Told me so himsalf. She laughed
at him, and there wasn'ta gir in London at the time who wasn't after
him. And by the way, Harry. talking about sily marriages, what s

9 ner tels me about an
American? Ain't English girls good enough for him?"

“Itis rather fashionable to marry Americans just now, Uncle George.”

1l back English women against the world, Harry.* said Lord Fermor,
striking the table with his fst.

"The betting is on the Americans.”

“They dorit last, | am told." muttered his uncle.

steeplechase. They take things flying. | don't think Dartmoor has a
chance.”

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

Lord Henry shook his head. "American girs are as clever at concealing
their parents, as English women are at concealing thei past” he sa
fising 10 go.

‘They are pork-packers, | suppose?
I hope so, Uncle George, for Dartmoor's sake. | am told that
pork-packing is the most lucratv profession in America, after
poliics.

*Is she pretty?”

*She be tis

or giving away your lfe 1o the ignorant, the common, and the vulgar.
These are the sickly aims, the false ideals, clnur:gu Live! Live
youl Let nothing
aaye seatcing fo now sensalions. B afsdof naing... An
Tidonom.hal 1 wht ur contuny wante. You migh be 16 e
‘symbol. With your personality there is nothing you could not do. Th
world belongs {0 you for a season... The moment | met you | saw that

you 3
might be. There was s much n you that charmed me that | fel | must
ol beif
Jouworo wastod. For thao s such e i that you youl wil

bacomes sluggish. Our limbs fail, our senses rot. We degenerate into

¥
too much afraid, and the exquiste temptations that we had not the
courage toyeld o. Youlh! Youth! There s absoltaly noting in
the world but youth!

Dorian Gray listened, open-eyed and wondering. The spray of liac fell

in trvialthings that we ry to develop when things of high imy
iake us afraid, or when we are stirred by some new emation for which we

. or
sudden siege to the brain and calls on us to yield. After a ime the
bee flew away. He saw it creeping into the stained trumpet of a Tyrian
convolvulus. The flower seemed 1o quiver, and then swayed gently to
and o,

‘Suddenly the painter appeared at the door of the studio and made
staccato signs for them to come in. They turned to each other and
smiled.

I am waiing” o crod. "D como n. The ightis uie perfec,
and you can bring your drinks."

“Letusgotothe B oiht s Lo o Thar e

| ut
itis only with an old maﬂd o can sant i a i o say tht |
amill,or that | am prevented from coming in consequence of a
subsequent engagement. | think that would be a rather nice excuse: it
would have al the surprise of candour”

“And, when one has them on, they are so horrid."

“Yes," answered Lord Henry dreamily, e costume of the nineteentn
contury i detestabl. I 50 sombre, so depressing. Sin's the
only real colour-element left in moder e

“You really must not say things ike that before Dorian, Harry."

“Before which Dorian? The one who is poring out tea for s, or the
onein the pictura?”

“Before either.”

I should like to come to the theatre with you, Lord Henry." said the
tad.

“Then you shall come; and you will come, 100, Ba

worit you?"

“Tcar

. really. | would sooner not. | have a ot of work to do."
“Well, then, you and 1 will go alone, Mr. Gray.”
I shouldlike that awfully.™

“The painter bit is lp and walked over, cup in hand, o the picture.
I shall stay with the real Dorian,” he said, sadly

s t the real Dorian?” cried the original o the portait sroling
across to him. "Am | really like that?”

“Yes; you are just ke that.™

the secret of their charm

“Why canitthese American women stay in thelr own couniry? They are
always telling us that It is the paradise for women.”

“Itis. Thats the reason why, like Eve, they are so excessively.

‘anxious 1o get out ofi.” said Lord Henry. "Good-bye, Uncle George,

1 shall be late for lunch, | top any longer. Thanks for giving me
Iwanted. | always like to know.

new friends, and nothing about my old ones.”

“Where are you lunching, Harry?"

“AtAunt Agatha's. | have asked myself and Mr. Gray. He is her ltest
protege_"

“Humph! tell your Aunt Agatha, Harry, not to bother me any more with
her charily appeals. | am sick of them. Why, the good woman thinks
that I have nothing to do but to write cheques for her sily fads.”

“Allight, Uncle George, 1l tell her, but it won't have any effect.
Philanthropic people lose al sense of humanity. I is their
distinguishing characteristic.*

‘The old gentleman growled approvingly and rang the bell or his
servant. Lord Henry passed up the low arcade into Buriington Street
and tumed his steps in the direction of Berkeley Square.

Sothat was the story of Dorian Gray's parentage. Crudely as it had
boon oo him, it had ot tied im by s suggestin f a

romance.
for amad passion. A fow wid wesks of hapy ribya
Ndeous.reacherouscime. Monthsofvoceloss agony.and hen
child bor i pain. The mother snatched away by death, the boy left o
solitude and the tyranny of an old and loveless man. Yes; t was an
rstng hackgmund I pose th s, made im more perect as it

t existod, ther

mwc Word ha1obe 1 vt te moanentfower migh
blow.... And how charming he had been at dinner the night before, as
i Sl eyos o pspariod In fighened easure h ha st
0pposita o him at the club, the red candleshades staining o a richor

They together.
buterfies futiered past them, and in the pear-iree at the corner of
the garden a thrush began to sing,

"You are glad you have met me, Mr. Gray," said Lord Henry, looking at

"Yes, | am glad now. | wonder shall | ahways be glad?"

*Always! Thatis a dreadful word. It makes me shudder when | hear i.
‘Wormen are so fond of using it They spoil every romance by trying to
make it last for ever. is a meaningless word, oo. The only

lasts a it longer."

Henry's

studio,
am. I fhat case, et ou randstip b0 & capric,” o murmures,
flushing at his own boldness, then stepped up on the platform and
resumed his pos

L g himself arm- him
“The sweep and dash of the brush on the canvas made the only sound that
broke the stilness, except when, now and then, Haliward stepped back

in

streamed through the open doorway the dust danced and was goiden. The
heavy scent of the roses seemed to brood over everything

After about a quarter of an hour Hallward stopped painting, looked for
a long time at Dorian Gray, and then for a long time at the pictue,
biting the end of one of his huge brushes and frowning. "Itis quite
finished." he cried at last. and slooping down he wrote his name in
long vermilion letters on the left-hand comer of the canvas.

Lord Henry came over and examined the picture. It was certainly a
‘wonderful work of art, and a wonderful keness as well

"My dear fellow, | congratulate you most warmiy.” he said. "I i the

finest porirait of modern times. Mr. Gray, come over and look at
el

The lad started, s if awakened from some dream.

*How wonderfu, Basil”

Ueast you are like tin appearance. But it wil never ater.”
sighed Hallward. "Thatis something."

"What a fuss people make about fidelty"” exclaimed Lord Henry “Why,
rely a g

o with ourowrs il Young men want t be fathu,and ae ot old

men want to be faitiess, and cannot: that i all one can say”

“Donft go o ne theair t-night,Dorian;” sad Hallward. “S1op and
dine with

! cantt, Basil*
“Why?*

*Because | have promised Lord Henry Wolton to go with him."

o wort ke you e bter for keping your promiss. Ho avays
breaks his own. | beg you n

Dorian Gray laughed and shook his head
* entreat you."

The lad hesitated, and looked over at Lord Henry,

s it really finished?" he murmured, stepping down from th platform.

“Quite finished.” said the painter. “And you have sat splendidly
to-day. | am awfully obliged to you"

“That is entirely due to me." broke in Lord Henry. "Isnt t, M.
Gray?"

picture

back,
flushed for a moment with pleasure. A look of joy came ito his eyes,
as1f he had recognized himselffor the firsttme. He stood thero
motionless and in wonder, dimiy conscious that Hallward was speaking to
him, but ot catching the meaning of his words. The sense of his own

revelaton.
Basil Haliward's compiiments had seemed to him to be merely the.
friendship. He . laughed

atthem, forgotten them. They had not influenced his nature. Then had
come LrdHenry Woton w\m M sange panegyriconyah. s

e
reality of the descripton flashed across him. Yes, there would be a
‘Gay when his face would be wrinkied and wizen, s eyes dim and
cololes, o race of i fur broken and deermed. Th scart
from his fps The.
e et sk i s ol o body. He would become
readful, hideous, and uncouth

As he thought of i, a sharp pang of pain struck through him ke a
Knife and made each delicate fibre of hs nature quiver, His eyes
‘deepened into amethyst, and across them came a mistof tears. He felt
as1fa hand of ice had been laid upon his heart

“Don'tyou like 17" crid Hallward at last, stung a it by the.
lad's silence, not understanding what it meant.

“Of course he likes t” said Lord Henry. “Who wouldn't ke it? It

i oneof o reatet g nmoder ar. il ey anying
youlike to ask for . | must have.

“And ... Harry!"

“Yes, Basi?*

asked you
I have forgoten i”

st your

I wish | could rust mysel.”seid Lord Henry, laughing. “Come, M.
Gray, my hansom i outside, and | can drop you at your own place

‘Good-bye, Basil. It has been a most ineresting afleroon.

As the door closed behind them, the painter flung himself down on a
Sofa, and a look of pain came into hs face.

CHAPTER 3

At halfpast twelve next day Lord Henry Wotton strolled from Curzon
Sestver o the Abany o calln i unde, Lo Fomar. o gl

selfish because it derived no panwav peiiil him, but who was.

from the tea-table with an amused smile.

must go, Basil” he answered.

said Hallward, and he went over and laid down his cup on
e vy, s et e, o, a5 youave o res. you nad
better lose no time. Good- y. Good-bye, Dorian. Come and see
o scan Come oo

ertai
"You won' forget?"

"No, of course not,”cried Dorian.

rose like p:
Upon an exquisite violin. He answered to every touch and thrill o the
bow.... There was something terrbly enthralling in the exercise of

influence. No other activity was ke t. To project one's soul info
some gracious form, and let it arry there for a moment; to hear one's
own intellectual views echoed back to one with all the added musi

that-perhaps the most satisfying joy left (o us in an age so limited
and vulgar as our own, an age grossly camal i is pleasures, and
grossly common in s aims... He was a marvelous type, too, tis lad,
tom by 50 curious a chance he had met in Basi's studio, or could be
fashioned into a marvellous type, at any rate. Grace was his, and the.

His out ambassador -l

capricious moment of annoyance on not being offered the Embassy at
Paris, @ post to which he considered that he was fully enlitied by
reason of his birth, his indolence, the good English of his dispatches,
and his inordinate passion for pleasure. The son, who had been his
father's secretary, had resigned along with his chief, somewhat
the months

later to the tlle, had set himself to the serious study of the great
stocrate o dong abltly nohng. Honed wolago o
tcok s f s maals aL i b, Ho pai some atfnton o o

s collrisinthe Midand o, excusng s
for i it of sty on he round tht ho ano achantoge

“Late as usual, Harry," cried his aunt, shaking hor head at him,

He invented a facle excuse, and having taken the vacant seat next to
her, looked ere.
e o of thetal, a s o plessure seaing o s
‘Opposite was the Duchess of Harley, a lady of admirable. gond nature and

er, much iked by every one who knew her, and of those ample.
architectural proportions that in women who are not duchesses are.
described by contemporary historians as stoutness. Next to her sat, on
er right, St Thomas Burdon, a Radical member of Parliament, who
followed his leader n public Ife and in private Ife followed the.
best cooks, dining with the Tories and thinking wih the Liborals, in

was

white purity as old Greek

us. There was nothing that one could not do with him. He could be

made a Titan or a toy. What a pily it was that such beauty was

destined to fade! .. And Basil? From a psychological point of view,
‘The new manner in art,

looking at Ife, suggested so strangely by the meraly visible presence

of one who was unconscious of it all; he silent spirit that dweltin

dim woodiand, and walked unseen in open fied, suddenly showing

Persell Dyadike an ol bocauseinis sl who s x

ul vision to
vt things revealed; the mere shapes and patterns of things.
becoming, as it were, refined, and gaining a kind of symbolical value,

as
form whose shadow they made real: how strange it all was! He
remembered something like it n history. Was it not Plato, that artist
in thought, who had first analyzed it? Was it not Buonarolti who had
carved it the coloured marbles of a sonnet-sequence? But in our own
century it was strange.... es; he would try to be to Dorian Gray.
what, without knowing f, the lad was to the painter who had fashioned
the wonderful portrait, He would seek to dominate him-had already.
indeed, half done so. He would make that wonderful spirthis own.

in this s0n of K

atthe houses.
passed his aunts some distance, and, smilng to himsef;, tumed back.
butier

leftw

i Treadley,
char and Clur, who had falle. owever, no bad habis o sence,
having, as he explained once to Lady Agatha, said everything that h
had to say before he was thiry. His own neighbour was Mrs. Vandeleur,
one of his aunt’s oldest friends, a perfect saint amongst women, but so
of abadly
tunately for him she had on tha other side Lord Fauel,a

gt mdde-sged medocy, s bl a 2 it atoment

ihe House of Commons, with whom she was conversing in that intensely

is 3
himsef, that al really good people fal o, and from which none of
them ever quite escape.

“We are talking about poor Dartmoor, Lord Henry,” cried the duchess,
nodding pleasantly to him across the table. "Do you think he wil
really marry this fascinating young person?”

“Ibelieve she has made up her mind 1o propose to him, Duchess."

“How dreadfull” exclaimed Lady Agatha. "Really, some one should
interfere.”

“Iam told, on excellent authority, that her father keeps an American
* said Sir Thomas Burde

had gone in to lunch. "
passed into the dining-room.

" . Sir Thomas.™



*Dry-goods! asked the duche
r large hands in wonder and accentuating the verb.

*American novels," answered Lord Henry, helping himself to some quail
The duchess locked puzzied.

“Doritmind him, my dear” whispered Lady Agalha. “He never mears
anything that he says.

“When Amerc was dscovere” s e Radical menber-and ho bogan o
give some wearisome facis. Like all people who try to ex
Suac ho axhavstad b Tlonars. Tro duchoss sigho and prcses
e priviege o erupln. 1 wish L godnes  reer o

Al s oxlamed. "oy, oo s ave o chanco
Rovacdays, 1o mostunai”

“Pethaps, ater all, America never has been discovered.” sad M
myself would say that it had merly been detects

*ONt but | have seen specimens of the inhabitants,” answered the.
| most of
prtty. And they dress wll too. They gt all ther cressos in

Paris. | wish | could afford to do the same.

“They say that when good Americans die they go to Paris,” chuckied Sir
Thomas, who had a large wardrobe of Humours cast-off clothes.

eallyl And where do bad Americans go to when they die?” inquired the
duchess.

"They go to America,” murmured Lord Henry.

sir
sganst et reat county” e sld o Loy Agana ° hve veles
all over it in cars provided by the directors, who, in such

o oxromely i 1 3sure you ha 1 4 adcaton o wsi -

ut must we really see Chicago n order (o be educaled?” asked Mr.
Erskine plaintively. °I donit feel up to the journey.”

partot-tulips were ranged on the mantelshelf, and through the small
leaded panes of the window streamed the apricot-coloured light of a
summer day in London.

L in. . his
principle being that punctualiy s the thief of time. So the lad was.
looking rather sulky. as with stless fingers he tumed over the pages.
ofan Manon L

ng of the.
L Once o twice
away.

Atlast ho hoard a step outside, and the door opened. “How late you
are, Harry!" he mumured.

| am afraid tis not Harry, Mr. Gray." answered a shrilvoice

He glanced quickly round and rose to his feet. *I beg your pardon. |

thought-

Y hougnt s hustand. sy i e, You it e
ink

' photographs. |
my sband has got sevenisonof e

"Not seventeen, Lady Henry?"

"Wel, eighteen, then. And I saw you with him the other night at the:

opora.” She laughed nervously as she spoke, and watched him with her
ewasa

always looked as if they had been designed in a rage and puton in a

tempest. She was usually i love with somebody, and, as her passion

was never retumed, she had kept allher llusions. She tred to look

picturesaue, but only succeeded in being untidy. Her name was

Victoria, and she had a perfect mania for going to church.

“That was at Lohengin, Lady Henry, | think?”

"Yes; it was at dear Lohengrin. | like Wagner's music better than
anybody'. It is 5o loud that one can talk the whole time without other
people hearing what one says. Tha s 2 great advantage, don't you
think s0, Mr. Gray?”

were moments, later on, when it had the wild passion of violins. You
Know how a voica can stir one. Your voice and the voice of Sibyl Vane
are two things that | shallnever forget. When | close my eyes, | hear

l

Sir Thomas waved his hand. "M Erskine of Treadley has the world on
s shelves. We practical men lie o sea things, not to read about

them. The Americans are an extremely interesling people. They are
‘absolutely reasonable. | think that is ther distinguishi

characteristc. Ys, Mr. Erskine, an absolutely reasonabl peope. |

‘assure you there is no nonsense about the Americans.

“How dreadfull”cried Lord Henry. "I can stand brute force, but brute
reason is quite unbearable. There s something unfair about s use.
Itis htting below the intellect.™

“Ido not understand you, said Sir Thomas, growing rather red

“Ido, Lord Henry," murmured M. Erskine, with a smile.
“Paradoxes are all very well in thelr way...” rejoined the baronet,

“Was that a paradox?” asked Mr. Erskine. *Idid nol think so. Perhaps.
itwas. Well,the way of paradoxes is the way of ruth. To test

realty tight rope.
‘acrobats, we can judge them."

“Dear me!* said Lady Agatha, "how you men argue! | am sure | never can
ibout. Oh! Harry, | am at with

you. Why do you ty 1o persuade our nice Mr. Dorian Gray 1o give up

the East End? I assure you he would be quite invaluable. They would

love his playing."

“Iwant him 1o play to e cried Lord Henry, smiling, and he looked
‘Gown the table and caught a bright answering glance.

“But they are so unhappy in Whitechapel,” continued Lady Agatha.
I can sympathize with everything except suffering,” said Lord Henry,
shrugging his shoulders. "I cannot sympathize with that, Itis too.
ugly. oo horrible, too distressing. There is something terribly
morbid in
e olour,the beauty the o o fle. The less sad about s
sores, the beter:

“Siil, the East End is a very important problem,” remarked Sir Thomas

The same nervous staccato laugh broke from her thin lips, and her
fingers began to play with a long toroise-shel paper-knife.

D led and shook his head:

S0, Ladh
Homny.  neve tal during msica st g good musi. ffone
. itis one's duty

“An! thatis one of Harry's views, isn't t, Mr. Gray? 1 always hear
Harry's views from his friends. Itis the only way | get to know of

them. But you must not think | don't ke good music. | adore t, but

| am afraid of it It makes me too romanic. | have simply worshipped
pianists-—two at a timo, somotimes, Harry tells me. | don' know what

s shout e, Penaps i ity are regnes. They ol

tthey? Even those that are bom in England become foreigners
era e o ney? 11350 clver o . and such &

compliment to art. Makes it quite cosmopolitan, doesn't t7 You have
never been 1o any of my parties, have you, Mr. Gray? You must come. |
canitafford orchids, but | spare no expense in foreigners. They make
one's rooms look 5o picturesque. But here is Hary! Harry, | came in
o100k for you, to ask you something-I forget what it was~and |

found Mr. Gray here. W have had such a pleasant chat about music. We
have quite the same ideas. Nos | think our ideas are quite dife

But he has been most pleasant, | am so glad Ive seen him.*

“1am charmed, my love, quite charmed” said Lord Henry, alovating his
dark, d both with

smile. "So sorry | am late, Dorian. | went to ok after a pioce of
old brocade in Wardour Street and had to bargain for hours for i
price of everythi

“Iam afraid | must be going,” exclaimed Lady Henry, breaking an
awvard sence wih er iy susden laugh. " haveproisd o e
wih the duchess. Good-bye, Mr. Gray. Good-bye, Harry. You are
dringau, | suppose? Soam . Pertaps il you at Lady
bury's.*

I dare say, my dear” said Lord Henry, shutting the door behind her
as, looking like  bird of paradise that had been out all night n the.
rain, she fited out of the room, eaving a fant odour of

frangipanni. Then ho it a cigarette and flung himsolf down on the

your actual relations with Sibyl Vane?”

them, and each of
follow. Why should | notlove her? Harry. | do love her. She is
everything to me in Ife. Night after ight | go to see her piay. One
evening she s Rosalind, and the next evening she s Imogen. | have
Seen her die in the gloom of an ltalian tomb, sucking the poison from
herlover's ips. | have walched her wandering through the forest of

innocent, and the biack hands of jealousy have crushed her reediike
throat. | have seen her in every age and in every costume. Ordinary
‘women never appeal to one's lmagma\mn They are limited to their
century. Nogl
casiy a5 one knows hei bonnels. O can always find them. There s
1o mysteryin any o ten. Thy ide n the prkinhe fomia: and
chatter
Gl and i fesonable manner ey are ute obvous. Bt an
actress! How different an aciress is! Harry! why didrit you tell me
that the only thing worth loving is an actress?"

"Because | have loved so many of them, Doran.”

*ON,yes, horrid people with dyed hair and painted faces.”

on' run down dyed hair and painted faces. There is an extraordinary
charm n them, sometimes," said Lord Heny

| wish now I had not told you about Sibyl Vane.”

fou could not have helped teling me, Dorian. Al through your e
‘you will tell me everything you do.”

“Yes, Harry, | believe that is true. | cannot help teling you things.
You have a urous nfuenco over me. I ove id a crim, | woul
me and confess it 0 you. You would understand m

\ beams of .

Dorian. But 1 am much obliged for the compiment, allthe same. And

t

is feet,

ped to his
“Hanry! Sibyl Vane s sacred

s only the sacred things that are worth touching, Dorian,” said
Lord Henry, with a strange touch of pathos in his voice.

should you be annoyed? | suppose she will belong 1o you some day.
When one s inlove, one always begins by deceiving one's sel, and one
always ends by deceiving others. That is what the world calls a
romance. You know her, at any rate, | suppose?”

“Of course | know her. On the first night | was at the theatre, the
horid old Jew came round to the box afte the performance was over and
offered to take me behind the scenes and introduce me to her. | was

of years and tha her body was lying in @ marble tomb in verona. |
think, from his blank look of amazement, that he was undl
improssion hat | had aken 00 much champagne, o something”

“Iam not surprised.”

“Then he asked me if | wrote for any of the newspapers. | 1old him |
never even read them. He seemed terribly disappointed at thal, and
confided o me that al the dramatic citics were in a conspiracy
‘against him, and that they were every one of them to be bought.”

I should not wonder if he was quite fight there. Bu, on the other
hand, judging from their appearance, most of them cannot be at all
expensive.”

“Well, he seemed to think they were beyond his means." laughed Dorian
“By this time, however, the lights were being put out in the theare,

and 1had to go. He wanted me o iry some cigars that he strongly
recommendec. I decined. Thenex ight of course, | arved at tho

place again. . he bow that
1 was a munificent patron of at. He was a most offens

1ough o ha an extraardnery passion fr Shakespoare Chewiame

once, with an air of pride, that hs five bankruptcies were entirely

ue to "The Bard. as he insisted on calling him. Ho soemed to think

with a grave shake of the head.

*Quite 50,” answered the young lod. It s the problem of savery,
and we try to solve it by amusing the siaves.”

The poliician looked at him keenly. "What change do you propose,
then?” he asked

Lo il
ccept the weather,” he answered. I am quite content with philosophic
wn«empla«on Bt 35 e rintaerinconay s gone arkt
. 1 wo
appeal to science to put us sraight. The ad\anh o of the emotions is
that they lead us astray, and the advantage of science is that
not emoional."

‘But we have such grave responsibites,” ventured Mrs. Vandeleur
timidly.

*Terribly grave,” echoed Lady Agatha.
Lord Henry looked over at Mr, Erskine. "Humanity takes tselftoo

seriously. ILis the world's orginal sin. f the caveman had known
how to laugh, history would have been different”

e oty vy comloring warld o cuchass I ave s

ook her n the face without a blush.

*Ablush is very becoming, Duchess." remarked Lord Henry.

again”
Youth, one has merely to repeat one's folles.”

“Adelightful theory

he exclaimed. *I must put it into practice.”

“Adangerous theoryl* came from Sir Thomas's tightlips. Lady Agatha
shook her head, but could not help being amused. Mr. Erskine listened.

“Yes," he continued, "that is one of the great secrets of Ife.

a sort of croeping and
discover when s oo late that the only tings one never regrets are
one's mistakes.

Alaugh ran round the table.

He played with the idea and grew willl tossed it into the air and
transformed It let it escape and recaplured it. made t idescent
with fancy and winged it with paradox. The praise of fol, as he went
onsaard lo aphlosophy, o pmlnsophy Persel ocane young.and
vin-oainec oo and wrsain ol . danced e a Bacehanto ver e
hill ofIfe, and mocked the slow Silenus for being sober. Facts fled
before her like frightened forest things. Her white feet rod the huge
press at which wise Omar sits, il the seething grape-juice rose round
er bare imbs in waves of purple bubbles, or crawled In red foam over
the vat's black, dripping, sioping sides. It was an extraordinary.
improvisation. He folt that the eyes of Dorian Gray were fixed on him,
and the consciousness that amongst his audience there was one whose
o

tolend colour to his imagination. He was briliant, fantastic,
irosponsi: H charmad s stners ol of hmsales, and oy
lau

*Only when one is young,” she answered. “When an
blushes, itis a very bad sign. Al Lord Henry, | wish you would tel
me howto become young again.”

He thougt X o
committed in your early days, Duchess?" he asked, looking at her across
the table.

*Agreat many, | fear,” sho cried.

sofa.

Never marry a woman with siraw-coloured hair, Dorian.” he said after a
few puff.

“Why, Hamry?"
*Because they are so senimental”

*But | like sentimental people.”

. Dorian. Men
because they are curious: both are disappointed.”

I don't think | am liely to marry, Harry. | am 00 much in love
Thatisone ofyoursporsme. | am poling o pracice, a4 1 do
everything that you say.”

"Who are you in love with?" asked Lord Henry after a pause.

“With an actress." said Dorian Gray, blushing.

L h *Thatis a iz
_debut_.

"You would not say 5o if you saw her, Harry.”
“Who is she?"

Her name s Sibyl Vane.”

Never heard of her.”

"No one has. People will some day, however. She s a genius."

"My dear boy, no woman is a genius. Women are a decorative sex. They
never have anything to say, but they say it charmingly. Women

represent the triumph of matter over mind, just as men represent the
triumph of mind over morals.”

*Harry, how can you?"

ita distinction.”

“twas odsinton, m dear Doan-a groat distncton. Most

i Topave ined on's sl over ooty posdulimy ety
did you frst speak to Miss Sibyl Vane?"

“The third night. She had been playing Rosalind. | could not help
going round. | had thrown her some flowers, and she had looked at
me-atleast | fancied that she had. The old Jew was persistent. H
seemed determined to take me behind, so | consented. It was curious my
ot wanting to know her, wasn't t?"

"Nos 1 dont think so.*
My dear Harry, why

| wil el you some ofher tme. Now | want o know about the i
"Sibyl? Oh, she was so shy and so gentle. There is something of a
chid about her. Her eyes opened wide in exquisite wonder when | tod

her what | thought of her performance, and she seemed quite unconscious
of her power. | think we were both rather nervous. The old Jew stot

speeches about us both, while we stood looking at each other ke

children. He would insist on calling me My Lord."so | had to assure
the kind.

me, You look more like a prince. | must call you Prince Charming.™

*Upon my word, Dorian, Miss Sibyl knows how to pay compliments."

"You don't understand her, Harry. She regarded me merely as a person
ina play. She knows nothing offe. She lives with her mother, a
faded tred woman who played Lady Capuletin a sort of magenta
dressing-wrapper on the first night, and looks as i she had seen

beter days.”

| know that look. It depresses me," murmured Lord Henry, examining
s ings.

“The Jow wanted to toll me her history, but | said it did not intorest

ughing. Dorian
oot ke ong ancer 3 spll, smios et 620 oiher ovr i 19
and wonder growing grave in his darkening eyes.

Atlast, iveried i the costume of the age, realty entered the room
in the shape of a servant to tel the duchess that her carriage was

waiting. She wrung her hands in mock despair. "How annoying!” she
cried. "l mustgo. | have o cal for my husband at the cu, 0 take
im 9 tobe

“My dear Dorian, itis quite true. | am analysing women at present, so
10ught to know. The subject is not so absiruse as | thought it

1 ind that, ltimately, there are only two kinds of women, the plain

and the coloured. The plain women are very useful. If you want to
‘gain a reputation for respectabilty, you have merely to take them down
o supper. Thealhervomen e vary charming hey commi one
mistake, however. They paintin order to try and look young. Our
Grandmothers paiod i ardor o 1y and tak bty Rouge. and
_esprit_used o go together. That s all over now. As long as a woman

ighter,
satisfied. As for conversation, there are only five women in London
worth talking to, and two of theso can't be admitted into dcent

sociely. However, tell me about your genius. How long have you known
her?"

“An! Hany, your views terrify me.
“Never mind that. How long have you known her?”
“About three weeks."

“And where did you come across her?”

“lwill el you, Harry, but you mustrit be nsympathetic about it
Aftr al, t never would have happened if | had not met you. You
filed me with a wid desire to know everything about ife. For days
after | met you, something seemed to throb in my veins. As | lounged
in the park, or stolled down Piccadill, | used to look at ever
who passed me and wonder, with a mad curiosiy, what sort o ives they.
led. Some of them fascinaled me. Others filed me with terfor. There
was an exquisite poison in the ai. | had a passion for sensafions.
Well, one evening about seven a'cock, | determined to go out in search
of some adventure. | fet that this grey monstrous London of ours,
wih its myriads of people, its sordid sinners, and its splendid sins,

you once phrased it, must have something in store for me. | fancied

'

saidto
first dined together, about the search for beauty being the real secret
of fife. | donit know what | expected, but | went out and wandered
astward, soon losing my way in a labyrinth of grimy strets and black

me.

“You were quie right. There s ahays someting infiely mean about
other people’s tragedies.

ibyl s the only thing | care about. What s it to me where she came
from? From her ltie head to her te feet, she is absolutely and
entirely divine. Every night of my lfe | go to see her act, and every
night she is more marvellous.”

“That s the reason, | suppose, that you never dine with me now.
thought you must have some curious romance on hand. You ot
is not quite what | expected.”

ther every day, and | have
aid Dorian, opening his

“My dear Harry, we ither lunch or sup o
been to the opera with you several times.
blue eyes in wonder.

“You always come dreadfully ate."
“Well I can't help going to see Sibyl play:" he cried, "even i itis
only for a single act. | get hungry for her presence; and when | hink
fthe vondert soulhat s hien vyt oy bosy |
am filed with a

“You can dine with me to-nigh, Dorian, can't you?"

He shook his head. "To-night she is Imogen.” he answered, “and
to-morrow night she wil be JulieL."

“When is she Sibyl Vane?"

“Never:
“I congratulate you."

“How horrid you arel She is allthe great heroines of the world in
one. She is more than an individual. You laugh, but | tel you she
has genius. 1love her, and | must make her love me. You, who know
allthe secrets of ife, tel me how to charm Sibyl Vane 1o love me! |
want to make Romeo jealous. | want tho dead lovers of the worid to

Inth i I m i e s sur o b frus,an et
have a scene in this bonnet. Itis far too fragie. A harsh wor
voud it No | must o, dear Agatha, Goosye, Lrd Nenry you

Krvow wht 1 say 8bout your views. You st come and dne wit us some
night. Tuesday? Are you disengaged Tuesday?"

*For you | would throw over anybody, Duchess," said Lord Henry with a
bow.

ANt vy i, and vy wiong oy shecred o i you
the room, followed by L the

oorades

‘When Lord Henry had sat down again, M. Erskine moved round, and taking
a chair close to him, placed his hand upon his arm.

"You talk books away,” he said; "why don't you write one?"
*1am 100 fond of reading books to care o write them, Mr. Erskine. |

should ike to write a novel certainly, a novel that would be as lovely
as a Persian carpet and as unreal. But them is no literary publicin

Avisitto t
Ithas a perfect host, and a perfect ibrary.”

“You will complete it.” answered the old gentleman with a courteous
bow. "And now | must bid good-bye (0 your excellent aunt. | am due at
the Athenaeu. Itis the hour when we sleep there.

“Allof you, M. Erskine?"

“Forty of us, in forty arm-chairs. We are practsing for an English
Academy of Letters.”

Lord Henry laughed and rose. °1 am going o tho par

the door,
“Let me come with you he murmured.

“But thought you had promised Basil Hallward to go and see him."
answered Lord Hen

“I would sooner come with you:yes, | feel | must come with yo
Jet me. And you wil romise o talk to me ll the time? No one ‘ake

Of sl poopla 1 he o he Englan v 16 oas 80 of e
beauty of terature."

fear you are right” answered M. Erskine. "I myself used to have.
terary ambitions, but | gave them up long ago. And now, my dear
young friend, f you wil allow me to call you so, may | ask ifyou
really meant allthat you said to us at lunch?”

"l quite forget what | said," smiled Lord Henry. “Was it all very bad?"

fery bad indeed. Infact | consider you extremely dangerous, and f
ss. you as being

primariy responsible. But | shouid like to talk to you about lfe.

‘The generation into which | was born was tedious. Some day, when you

are tred of London, come down to Treadley and expound to me your

phiosophy of pleasure over some admirable Burgundy | am fortunate

enough to possess.”

theatre, with great flring gas-jts and gaudy play-bills. A hideous,
Jew,in the most amazing waistcoat | ever beheld in my lfe, was

his hat with an ai of gorgeous servilty. There was something about
him, Harry, that amused me. He was such a monster. You wil laugh at
me. 1 know, but I really went in and paid a whole guinea for
slagerbor. To b presntcay | cant make ot why | s and st
I hadn't-my dear Harry, i | hadn't-| shoud have missed the greatest
Tamance ofmy e 1560 Yo areaughng. 113 s ofyour

| am ot laughing, Dorian; at least | am not laughing at you. But you
should not say the greatest romance of your e. You should say the
first romance of your Ife. You will aways be loved, and you

always be in love with love. A_grande passion.

of a country. Don' be afraid. There are exquisite things in store.
for you. This s merely the beginning ™

*Do you think my nature so shallow?” cried Dorian Gray angrly.
"Nos 1 hink your nature 5o deep.”
"How 4o you mean?"

"My dear boy, the people who love only once in their fves are really

I call sither the lethargy of custom o their lack of imagination.

Faithfuiness s (o the emotional e what consistency is to te ffe

of the intellect-simply a confession of falure. Faithfuiness! |

must analyse it some day. The passion for property s n it There.

are o would throw that

others might pick them up. But| don't want (o interrupt you. Go on
r story.”

"Wel, | found myself seated in a horrd e private box, with a
wigar the face. 11ooked out

curtain and surveyed the house. It was a tawcry affar, all Cupids and.
comucopias, like a third-rate wedding-cake. The gallery and pt wero

hear our laughter and grow sad. | want a breath of our passion 1o st
their dustinto consciousness, to waka their ashes into pain. My God,
Harry, how | worship her!" He was walking up and down the room as he
Spoke. Hectic spos of red bumed on his cheeks. He was terribly
excied.

Lord Henry watched him with a sublle sense of pleasure. How difirent
he was now from the shy frightened boy he had met in Basil Halward's

“An! | have talked quite enough for to-day," said Lord Henry, smiling
“Al| want now s to look at Ife. You may come and look at t with
me, ifyou care to.

CHAPTER 4

‘One afternoon, a month later, Dorian Gray was recining in a luxurious.
‘arm-chair in the lte library of Lord Henry's house in Mayfair. It
was, n ts way, a very charming room, with ts high panelled

wainscoting of clive-stained oak, fs cream-coloured frieze and ceiing

longringed Persian rugs. On a tiny salinwood table stood a statuette:

by oo, andbesid o  copyof s Cnt Nouweles,baund fox
aret of Valois by Clovis Eve and powdered with the gitdaisies

that Queon had solocted for her dovico. Somo \avgs blue china jrs and

fairly ful, but the two rows of dingy stalls were quite empty, and
there was hardly a person in what | suppose they called the.

dross e, Women wen sbout wih rangesand gingerbesr,and here
was aterrible consumption of nuts going or

“It must have been just ke the palmy days of the Brish drama.”

“Justlike, | should fancy, and very depressing. | began to wonder
what on earth | should do when | caught sight of the play-bil. What
o you think the play was, Harry?"

I should think The Idiot Boy', or Dumb but Innocent. Our fathers
used o like that sortof pieco, | baliove. The longer | lve, Dorian,

the more keenly | feel that whatever was good enouigh fr our fathers is
ot good enough for us. In ar, s in politcs, _les grandperes ont

toujours tort_*

“This p us, Harry. Juliet. |
ther t the idea

one in such a wrelched hole of a place. il | feltnterested, in

2 sorof vy Atan ittt vk e rt act

There ws sat
ot cracked pano,ht nearty dmve me away,buta ast the
arop- the play began.
gentleman, with corked e bmws a husky tragedy voice, and a figure
Tike a boor-barrel. Mercutio was almost as bad. He was played by the
fow-comedian, who had inaduoed gags of hisown and wes on most
pit. They were b

scenery, and that looked s if It had come out of a country-booth. But
et Harry, imagine a gir, hardly seventeen years of age, with a
ite, flowerlke face, a small Greek head with plaited colls of

Gark-brown hair, eyes that wera violet wells of passion, lips that were
like the petals of a rose. She was the loveliestthing | had ever seen
in my fe. You said to me once that pathos left you unmoved, but that
beauty mere boauty, ol your ees i ears. |l you

ry. | could harcly see this girl fo the mist of tears that came

across me. A ho voco-1 nove hoardSuch a voco. llwas verylow

atfirst
ear. Then it became a e ouder, and sounded ke a e or

In

that one hears just bofore dawn when nightingales are singing. There.

reading an English novel. It must be seven. No gentleman dines before
seven. Shall you see Basil betwaen this and then? Or shall write to
him?*

“Dear Bl | have ol eyes on i for aweek. s abher
. as he has sent me my porirait in the most wonderful

frame pecl designe by el an. though 1am e eous

of the picture for being a whole month younger than | am, | must admit

studiol His nature had developed like a flower,
scarlet flame. Out of ts secret hiding-place had crept his soul, and
desire had come to meet it on the way.

\nd what do you propose to do?”" said Lord Henry at last.

| want you and Basi to come with me some ight and see her act. |
have not the shgmesl fearofth st You ore cartan o
out ofthe Jew's hands

She s boun o him o e yeareat ot o o yars and g
months-from the present time. | shall have to pay him something, of

When all thatis settid, | shal take a West End theare and
bring her out properly. She wil make the world as mad as she has made

o

“That would be impossible, my dear boy."
"Yes, she wil. She has not merely art, consummate art-nstinct, in
her, but she has personaliy also; and you have often told me that it
is personalties, not principles, that move the age.

"W, what night shall we go?"

"Lot me see. To-day is Tuesday. Let us fx to-morrow. She plays
Julietto-morro

“Allright. The Bristol a eight oclock; and | vill get Basil"

"Not eight, Harry, please. Halr-past six. We must be there bofore the.
curtain rises. You must see her in the first act, where she meets.
meo.”

"Half-past six! What an hour! It wilbo liko having a meat-tea, or

P 1 don't
H thatannoy me. H

advice”

L Pl
most themselves. ILis what | cal the depth of generosity.”

“Oh, Basi is the best offellows, but he seems to me 10 be just a bit
of a Philstine. Since | have known you, Harry, | have discovered
that,

“Basil, my dear boy, puts everything that s charming in him into his
work. The consequence is that he has nothing let for Ife but hs
prejudices, his principles, and his common sense. The only artsts |
have ever known who are personally delightul are bad arists. Good
3 perfectly

Agreat poet, a
the most unpoetical of allcreatures. But infeior poets are
absolutely fascinating. The worse their thymes are, the more
picturesque they look. The mere fact of having published a book of
‘second-rate sonnets makes a man quite rresistble. He lives the
poetry that he cannot wite. The others write the poetry that they
dare ot realize.”

“Iwndor s et el s, Hory aid Donan Grey ptng some
perfume on his handkerchief out of a ped botte that
Coad o e ke 1t b o0 s . And now 2 of.
Imogen is waiting for me. Don't forget about to-morrow. Good-bye."

As he left the room, Lord Henry's heavy eyelids drooped, and he began
tothink. Certainly few people had ever interested him so much as
Dorian Gray, and yet the lad's mad adoration of some one else caused
him not the sightost pang of annoyance or jealousy. Ho was pleased by



1. It madeim  morenerestng study. Hehad bee alveys

subjsc\wallet of that science had seemed to him trival and of no
import. And s he had begun by vivisecting himself, as he had ended by

Compared to any

value. It was true that as one watched lie in s curious crucible of

pain and pleasure, one could not wear over one's face a mask of glass,

or keep the sulphurous fumes from troubling the brain and making the
gl There

to know their tosicken
of them. There were maladies so strange that one had 10 pass through
them if one sought to understand their nature. And, yet, what a great

ot n crious nar e f pssin, and o omotnal cured e
of y separated,

discord-there was a delight i that Whet et whot e coswas?
One could never pay too high a price for any sensation.

He was conscious-and the thought brought a gleam of pleasure into his
brown agate eyes-that it ws through certain words of his, musical
words said with musical utterance, that Dorian Gray's soul had turned
bowed her. To alarge extent

the lad was his own creation. He had made him premature. That was
Something. Ordinary people waited tl I disciosed to the its
Secrets, but to the fow, to the elect, the mysteries of fe were:
revealed before the veil was drawn away. Somelimes this was the offect
of art, and chiefly of the artof terature, which dealt immediately

the passions and the intellect, But now and then a complex
personalty took the place and assumed the office of art, was indeed,
in ts way, a real work of ar, lfe having ts elaborate masterpieces,
just as poetry has, or sculplure, or painting,

Yes, the
yet spring. The pulse and passion of youth were in him, but he was
becoming self-conscious. It was delightiulto watch him. With his
beautiul face, and his beautful soul, he was a thing to wonder at,
was o matirhow i llanded.or was Gesined 0 nc. Ho was ko
ne of th

‘and whose wounds are like red roses.

‘Soul and body, body and soul-how mysterious they werel There was

‘animalism in the soul, and the body had ts moments of spirtualty.

“The senses could refine, and the intellect could degrade. Who could
y  or the psychical

psychologi

And yet how difcult o decide between the claims of the various

schools! Was the soul a shadow seated in the house of sin? Or was the
y really . as Giordano

spirtfrom matter was a mystery, and the union of sprt with matter

was amystery

He could ever.
P Asit

was,
Experience was of no ethical value. It was merely the name men gave o
el istaes. Moralss nad a5 e regrted 123 3 mde o
warning, had claimed for it a certain ethical efficacy in the format

of character, had praised it a5 something that taught us what to Mow

exporonce. It was as il of an aciv ¢ause as conscionc e,
Al

s our past, and that the sin we had done once, and with loathing, we
would do many times, and with oy.

Itwas clear
i one coul o ot ry scetc anlyss of n pasions;

promisa rich and frflrosuls. s suddon mad lova for Siby foie

was a psychological phenomenon of no smll interest. There was no

oubt that curiosity had much to do with t, curiosity and the desire

for new experiences, yel it was not a simple, bul rather a very complex

passion. What there was in it of the purely sensuous instinct

boynood had been transformed by the workings of the imagination,
himself

sense, and was for that very reason allthe more dangerous. It was the

pageant or a play,
156 romets o one bt whoso somows s ane' sonss of boaut,

*I hate offices, and | hate clerks.* he replied. "But you are quite
fight. 1 have chosen my own Ife. Al say is, watch over Sibyl
Don'tlet her come to any harm. Mother, you must watch over her.”

james, you really talk very sirangely. Of course | watch over Sibyl."

strongly over us. Our weakest moives were those of whose nature we
Itoften happer

“Nothing," he answered. *I suppose one must be serious sometimes.
‘Good-bye, Mother; | will have my dinner at five oclock. Everything is
packed, except my shifts, 50 you need ot trouble.”

“Good-bye, my son,” she answered with a bow of strained stateliness.

I hear a gentleman comes behind to
ok o her. s that ight? What about that?

"You are speaking about things you dorit understand, James. In the

y P . and
there was something in his ook that had made her feel afraid.

“Kiss me, Mother," said the girl. Her flowerlike lps touched the.
an

profession 9

tonton. | myself used o recoive many boueuetsatone ime. That

‘was when acting was really undorstood. A for Sibyl, | do not know at

present whether her atiachmentis serious or not. But there is no
estior

aiays mostpte 10 me. Beside, o has the appearance srnein

tich, and the flowers he sends are lovely

"You don't know his name, though,” said the lad harshiy.

"No," answered his mother with a placid expression in her face. “He
nas oty evealo i real nama. | ik s it romantc of
him. He is probably a member of the aristocracy.

James Vane bit his lip. “Watch over Sibyl, Mother” he cried, "watch
over her”

"My son, you distress me very much. Sibyl is aways under my special
care Ofcaurse f i genloman s wealy e i o esson why

oty Nehasaﬂlhesvveavanueohl \muslsay I\m\ghlbe
The

y wor
wup\e His good looks are really quite ematane: ‘everybody notices
ther

The lad muttered something to himself and drummed on the window-pane
with his coarse fingers. He had Just turned round to say something
‘when the door opened and Siby ran in.

H both arel" she cried. 4

*For ever, tool"
*He had beter”

She shrank from him. Then she laughed and put her hand on his arm. He
was merely a boy.

At the Marble Arch they hailed an omnibus, which left them close to
their shabby home in the Euston Road. It was after five o'clock, and
Sibyl had to li down for a couple of hours before acting. Jim

ins He sai P
her when their mother was not present. She would be sure to mako a
Scene, and he detested scenes of every kin

In Sybis own room they parted. There was jealousy in the lad's
heart, and a fierce murderous hatred of the stranger who, as it seemed
1o him, had come between them. Yet, when her arms were flung round his
neck, and her fingers strayed through his har, he softened and kissed
her with real affection. There were tears in his eyes as he went

msiairs

His mother was waiting for him below. She grumbled at his
unpunctuality, as he entered. He made no answer, but sat down 1o his
meagre meal. The flies buzzed round the table and crawled over the
slaned ool Though he b of nibuses, and o dater of

he could hear the droning voice devouring each minte that
was left o him.

fer some time, he thrust away his plate and put his head in his.
hands. He fel that he had a right to know. It should have been told
to him before, fitwas as he suspected. Leaden with fear, his mother
‘watched him. Words dropped mechanically from her lps. A tattered

he got up and went o the door, Then he turned back and looked at her.
Their eyes met. In hers he saw a wild appeal for mercy. It enraged

“Methr, v somating o ask your e s Horoys vandered

have gt 1o know ey Jou martod to my ather>

warmed it frost

“My child! my childr cried Mrs. Vane, looking up to the ceiing in
search of an imaginary gallery.

said her brother impatiently. He hated his mother's

“Come, Sibyl
affectations.

the fickering,

down the The
sullen heavyyouth who i coase ting cothes, was i the
company of
gardener mmng with a rose.

some stranger. He had that disiike of being stared at, which comes on
geniuses late in e and never leaves the commonplace. Sibyl,

roadt Fanoy bing cooped up i hord s, with e hrse,
togetin,anda the masts
‘down and tearing the sails into long screaming ribands! He was to
leave the vessel at Melboune, bid a polite good-bye 1o the captain,
and go off at once to the gold-felds. Before a week was over he was to
goid,

She heaved a desp sigh. It was a sigh of relef. The terrble moment,
ihe moment hat gt nd dy. o veeks and monhs, sh had droaded,
had come at last, and yet she felt no terror. Indeed, in some measur
itwas 8 Gsappoiiment o hr. The vlgr diecness o e queston

called for a direct answer. The situation had not been gradually led
upto. It was crude. It reminded her of a bad reearsal.

“No."she answered, wondering at the harsh simpiicity of fe

“My father was a scounde ther

cried the lad, clenching his fists.

e shk i haad. kv o was oo i ove ot obervery
much. Ifhe had lived, he would have made provision for us

speak against him, my son. He was your father, and a glnlteman
Indeed, he was highly connected.”

An 0ath broke from his lis. | don't care for myself, he exclaimed,
“but doritlot Siby... It s a gentleman, isn't t, who is in
with her, o says he is? Highly connected, 00, | suppose.”

For a moment a hideous sense of humiliation came over the woman. Her
head drooped. She wiped her eyes with shaking hands. "Sibyl has a
mother” she murmured; °I had none."

The. h heki
her. *l am sory if | have pained you by asking about my father.” he
said, "but | could not help . 1 must go now. Good-bye. Don't forget.
that you wil have only one child now 10 look after, and believe me-
thatif this man wrongs my sister | wil find out who he i, track him
‘down, and Killhim Ike & dog. | swear "

of the
‘accompanied i, the mad ot s, e sosm e vkl
toher. She was familiar with the atmosphere. She breathed more
freely, and for the fist e for many months she really adrired her
son [
emotona cae, bt h cu hershor. Trurks ad 1o be caried down

for

Ther with the cabm: «
lgardetls, ' was i  enowed foong of disappanimont at

Henry sat dreaming on these things, a knock came to the
oo, 4 vt e g oo i e e o e for
dinner. He got up and looked ot into the sireet. The sunset had

pper of
The panes glowed like plates of heated metal. The sky above was like a
faded rose. He thought of hs friend's young flery-coloured e and
‘wondered how t was all going to end.

When he arfived home, about half-past twelve ofclock, he saw a telegram
Iying on the halltable. He opened it and found it was from Dorian

Gray. Itwas to tell him that he was engaged to be married to Sibyl

Vane.

CHAPTER 5

Mother, Mother, | am so happy!" whispered the gi burying her face

I th lap f e faded,redocking woman who, i back e o

the shril intrusive lght, was siting n the one arm-chair that

gy siting-oom contained. amsohapw"shersvsaxsd “andyou
ust be happy, tool"

Nirs. Vane winced and put her thin, bismuth-whitened hands on her

dauhtrs hoc. Happy”sh achoe, | am only Nappy, St when'|
2 you 2. You mustnot ik of anything but your acting

Isaacs has been very good to us, and we owe him mon

‘The gir looked up and pouted. "Money, Mother?” she cried, "what does.
money matter? Love s more than money.

"M, Isaacs has advanced us fifty pounds to pay off our debls and to
geta proper outit for James. You must not forget that, Sibyl. Fifty
pounds is a very large sum. M Isaacs has been most considerale.”

"Hols  Mother, and | -
said the gir, rising (0 her feet and going over (o the window.

M
‘woman queruiously.

ever been discovered, and bring it down to the coast in a waggon
quarded by six mounted policemen. The bushrangers wer to attack them
three times, and be defeated with immense slaughter. O no. He was.

1t 0 go to the goid-fields at all. They were horrid places, where
men got intoxicated, and shot each other i bar-rooms, and used bad
language. He was to be a nice sheep-farmer, and one evening, as he was
Tiding home, he was o see the beauliul heiress being carried off by a
robber on a black horse, and give chase, and rescue her. Of course,
she would fall in love with him, and he with her, and they would get
married, and come home, and live in an immense house in London. Yes,

things in store for him

oo, and o i emper, 1 spend S maney ooy She v
only a year oider than he was, but she knew 5o much more of fe. He
must be sure, also, o wite to her by every mal, and to say his
prayers each night before he went {0 sieop. God was very good, and
‘would watch over him. She would pray for hm, too, and in a few years.
he would come back quite ich and happy.

The lad listened sulkily to her and made no answer. He was heart-sick
atleaving home.

Yetit was not this alone that made him gloomy and
Inexparienced bough o was. b hd st asorgsence e o th canger
could
mean it go0. He was & gomlorman.an e nted i o . nted
i through some curious race-instinct for which he could not account,
him. He was

Js of d vanity of his.
and in that saw infinite peril for Sibyl and Sibyl's happiness.

Children bagin by loving their parents; as they grow older they judge
them; sometimes they forgive them

i moter e had somating on s i o ask o e, something hat
he had brooded on for many months of silence. A chance ph

had heard at the thealre, a whispered sneer that had reached his ears
one night as he waited at the stage-door, had set loose a trai of

ofa

h face. His br
furrow, and with a twitch of pain he bit his underiip.

"You are notlistening to a word | am saying, Jim,” cried Sibyl, "and |

she waved the tattered lace handkerchief from the window, as her son

drove away. She was conscious that a great opportunity had been

vasted Sho consled herselfby taling Sy how desdao she o

her lfe would be, n ‘e had only one child to look ater. She

remembred e phase. Ihad pleased nr. Of thetreat she said
nothing. It was vividly and dramatically expressed. She felt

they would alllaugh at t some day.

CHAPTER 6

I suppose you have heard the news, Basi?" said Lord Honry that
evening as Hallward was shown into a lite privte foom a the Bristol
‘where dinner had been laid for threo.

"No, Harry," answered the artst, giving his hat and coat o the bowing
valer. “What 17 Nothng abut pltics, | ope They dont
interest me. 1 hardly a angl parsen n e House of Commons
worth Damnnm mough many of them would be the better for a ltle

*Dorian Gray is engaged to be married." said Lord Henry, watching him
spoke.

and then frowned. "he
cried. “Impossibiel”

“Itis perfecty tue.*
“To whom?”

"o some it actress or other.

*I can't believe . Do s far 100 sensible.”

*Dorian is far 100 wise not to do foolish things now and then, my dear
Basil”

*Marriage is hardy a thing that one can do now and then, Harry.™

Sibyl Vane tossed her head and laughed. "We don't want him any more,

Mother. Prince Charming ules Ife for us now." Then she paused. A

rose shook in her blood and shadowed her cheeks. Quick breath parted

the petals of her lips. They trembled. Some southern wind of passion
her and stired the dainty folds of her dress. "l love

him.” she said simply.

“Foolish child! foolish child!” was the parrot-phrase flung in answer.
‘The waving of craoked, faise-jewelled fingers gave grotesqueness to the
words.

“The gir laughod again. The joy of a caged bird was In her voico. Her
eyes caught the melody and echoed i in radiance, then closed for a
moment, as though to hide their secret. When they opened, the mist of
 dream had passed across them.

‘Thin-lipped wisdom spoke at her from the worn cha, hinted at

prudence,
of common sense. She did not isten. She was free in her prison of
passion. Her prince, Prince Charming, was with her. She had called on
memory to remake him. She had sent her soul o search for him, and it
had brought him back. His kiss burned again upon her mouth. Her
yelids were warm with his breath

“Then wisdom altered its mothod and spoke of espial and d‘wovely his
young man might be rich. If so, marriage should be thought of.

arows of raft shot by her. She saw the thin lips moving, and smiled.

y
“Mother, Mother,” she cried, "why does he love me so much? 1 know why
love him. Iove him because he is ke what love himself should be.

But what does he see in me? | am nt worthy of him. And yet--why, |
cannot tell—though | el so much beneath him, | dort feel humble. |
feel proud, terribly proud. Mother, did you love my father as | love.

Prince Charming?”

o
chesks, and her dry lips twitched with a spasm of pain. Sybil rushed
to her, flung hor arms round hor neck, and kissed her. “Forgive me,

‘am making the most delightful plans for your future. Do say something.”
“What do you want me to say?”

“Oh! that you will be a good boy and not forget us.” she answered,
smiling at him.

to forget you, Sibyl"
She flushed. “What do you mean, Jim?" she asked.

“You have a new friend, | hear. Who s he? Why have you not told me
‘about him? He means you no good.™

“Stop, Jim!" she exclaimed. "You must not say anything against him. |
love him."

“Why, you don'teven know his name,” answered the lad. “Whois he? |
have a fight to know.

Hois calod Prco Crarming. Do you ke th . Onyou sy
boy! you should never forget it If you only saw him, you would thrl

him the most wonderful person in the world. Some day you will o
him--when you come back from Australa. You wil like him so much.
Everybody likes him, and I . love him. | wish you could come to the
ihea o-igh i gong o be there.and am ol el

On! how I shall play it Fancy, Jim, to be in love and play Juliet!

Tohave s herl Toly o s delgh. |l | may
righten the company, frighten or enthrall them. To be i love is to
surpass one's self. Poor dreadful Mr. Isaacs will be shouting genius”

to his loafers at the bar. He has preached me as a dogma; to-night he
will announce me as a revelation. | feel t. And it i all his, his

only, Prince Charming, my wonderful lover, my god of graces. But| am
poor beside him. Poor? Whal does that matter? When poverty creeps in
atthe door, \uveﬂ\esmthmugnln indow. Our proverbs want.
rewriing fand itis summer

forme, ik, & very dance o blosseams i bls skies”

“Heis a gentleman.” said the lad sulleny.

“Exceptin America,” ejoined Lord Henry languidy. “But | didnt say.

he was married. | said he was engaged to be married. Ther is a great
difference. | have a distinct remembrance of being married, but | have
o recolecion at l of being engaged. | am inclined o think hat
never was engaged.

“But tink of Dorias birth and positon. and wealn. twould be
‘absurd for him to marry so much beneath

If you want to make him marry this gil tell him that, Basil. He is
sure to do i, then. Whenever a man does a thoroughly stupid ting, it
is always from the noblest motives.”

“Ihope the giris good, Harry. | don't want to see Dorian tied to
‘some vile creature, who might degrade his nature and ruin his
intellct,

“Oh, she is better than good-she is beautful” murmured Lord Henry,

beaul, and o s notflen wong bout hings of it ind, Your

portraitof him has quickened his appreciation of the

appearane of e pool. Lhas had hatexcolent o amongsx
thers. We are to see her to-night, i that boy doesn't forget

cpponiment”

“Are you serious?"

“Quite serious, Basil. | should be miserable if| thought | should
ever be more serious than | am at the present moment.”

“But do you approve of it, Harry?” asked the painter, walking up and
‘Gown the room and biing his ip. "You can't approve of i, possibly.
Itis some sily inatuation.”

“Inever spprove, o dsapproe, o aryhing . s an s

our moral prejudices. | never take any notice of what common people
say, and | never interfere with wha charming Dmp\ed ifa

Seects fs absoely deghul o me. Doran Gray fall 1 ov with
2 beautful gir who acts Julit, and proposes o marry her. Why not?

Mother. | know it pains you to tak about our father. But it only.
pains you because you loved him so much. Don't look s sad. | am as
happy to- y years ago. A let

"My child, you are far too young to think of falling in love. Besides,
‘what do you know of this young man? You dorit even know his name. The
‘whole thing is most inconvenient, and really, when James is going away

o Australia, and | have So much to think of, | must say that you

Should have shown more consideration. However, as | said before, it he
isich .

“Ah! Mother, Mother, let me b happy!®

Nirs. Vane glanced at her, and with one of those faise theatrical
gestures that so often become a mode of second nature to &
stage-player, ciasped her in her arms. At this moment, the door opened
and a young lad with rough brown hair came ino the room. He was
thick-set of figure, and his hands and feet were large and somewhat

y W

them. Wi Vane i e oy0s o i and nensf o i
mentally elevated her son to the digniy of an audience. She fotsure
nattho tblods was iarotng

"You might keep some of your Kisses for me, Sibyl, | think, said the
lad with a good-nalured grumble.

! but you dort ke being kissed, Jim," she cried. "You are a
dreadful old bear.” And she ran across the foom and hugged him.

James Vane looked into his sster's face with tenderness. "I want you
o come out with e for a walk, Sibyl. | don't suppose | shall ever

Se this horrid London again. | am sure | don't want to.”

"My son, don't say such dreadful things," murmured Mrs. Vane, taking up
atawdry theatical dress, with a sigh, and beginning to patch it She.
felta litle disappointed that he had not jined the group. It would

have increased the theatrial picturesqueness of the situation

“Why not, Mother? | mean it™

*Aprince!" she cried musically. "What more do you want?"

fe wanis to enslave you.*
shudder at the thought of being free”

I want you to beware of him."

"To see him s to worship him; {0 know him s o rusthim”

*Siby, you are mad about im *

She laughod and took his amm. “You dear old Jim, you talk as if you

yereaued. Some day youwibenov yousel. Then you i
what tis. Don' ook so sulky. Surely you shoud be glad to

lhmk e, though you e gong away, you eave me happerhan [ have

ever been before. Life has been hard for us both, teribly hard ar

it Bu ot b difeentnow. You re gong o anew

world, and | have found one. Here are twa chairs; let us sit down and

oo e smer pople g0 by

‘They took their seats amids! a crowd of watchers. The L
across the road fiamed like throbbing rings of fire. A whi
dust-tremulous cloud of oris-root it seemed-hung i the panting air

beds

buterfies.

She made her brother talk of himself, his hopes, his prospects. He
spoke slowly and with effot, They passed words to each other as
players at a game pass counters. Sibyl felt oppressed. She could not
communicate erjo. At sl cuig al slen mout wes o
Suddenly

“You pain me, my son. | trust you wil return from Australia in a
positon of affluence. | believe there is no society of any kind in

your fortune, you must come back and assert yourselfin London.”

“Sociely!" muttered the lad. "I don't want to know anything about
that. 1 should like to make some money to take you and Sibyl of the
stage. | hate it”

~On, Jim" said Sibyl, laughing, "how unkind of you! But are you
really going for a walk with me? That willbe nice! | was affaid you
were going 1o say good-bye o some of your friends~to Tom Hardy, who
gave you that hideous pipe, or Ned Langton, who makes fun of you for
Smoking . Itis very sweet of you tolet me have your last

aftemnoon. Where shall we go? Let us go to the park.™

“Iam 100 shabby,” he answered, frowning. "Only swell people o o the
park.”

“Nonsense, Jim,” she whispered, stroking the sleeve of his coat

He hesitated for a moment. "Very well* he said at last, "but don' be
100 long dressing* She danced out of the door. One could hear her
singing as she ran pstairs. Her ltle feet pattered overhead

He walked up and down the room two or three imes. Then he tuned to
the still igure in the chair. "Mother, are my things ready?" he asked.

“Quite ready, James,” she answored, keoping her eyes on her work. For
some moniths past she had fel il a ease when she was alone with this

their eyes met. She used to wonder if he suspected anything. The
silence, for he made no other observation, became intolerable 10 her.
‘She began to complain. Women defend themselves by attacking, just as
they attack by sudden and strange surrenders. "I hope you willbe
contented, James, wih your sea-faring lfe," she said. "You must
remember that it is your own choice. You might have entered a
solicitr's offce. Sofcitors are a very respectable class, and in

the country often dine with the best families."

He jumped up and seized her roughly by the arm. "Show him to me.
Which is he? Point him out. | must see him'" he exclaimed; but at

Duke of Berwick's . and when
ithad left the space clear, the carriage had swept out o the park.

“He is gone,” murmured Sibyl sadly. "I wish you had seen him."

“lwish | had, for as sure as there is a God in heaven, if he ever does
you any wrong, | shall Kl him.”

She looked at him i horror. He repeated his words. They cut the air
like a dagger. The people round began to gape. A lady standing close
to her fitered.

“Come away, Jim; come away." she whispered. He followed her doggedy.
as she passed through the crowd. He felt glad at what he had said

When they reached the Achilles Statue, she turned round. There was
pity in her on er lips.

athim. "You are foolish, Jim, utterly fooish; a bad-tempered boy,

thatis all. How can you say such horrible things? You don't know

what you are talking about. You are simply jealous and unkind. Ah! |
wish you would fal i love. Love makes people good, and what you said
was wicked."

“Iam sixtoen.” he answered, "and | know what | am about. Mother is no
help 1o you. She doesn'tunderstand how to look afer you. | wish now
that | was not going to Australa at all | have a great mind {0 chuck.

the whole thing up. | would, if my articles hadn't been signed."

“Oh, don't be so serious, Jim. You are like one of the heroes of those:
sily melodramas Mother used to be 5o fond of acting n. | am not

she caught hair and laughing lips, and
cariage with two ladies Dorian Gray drove past,

‘She started to her feet. "There he is!" she crid.
"Who?" said Jim Vane.

*Prince Charming,” she answered, looking after the victoria.

. Ihave seen him, and oh 1o see him is

one ove, would you?"
“Not as long as you love him, | suppose,” was the sullen answer.

I shalllove him for ever!” she cried

“And he?"

don' auite forgive you for not having let me know of your engagement.

If he wedded Messalina, he would be none the less interesting. You
«

They lack ndviualy. Sl ihers o cortan temperaments ht
retain their W add o it
manycter ogos, Theyaoforcad v mors o one e, ey
hould
i, the cbjectof marts aistence. Bosides, every exporience s f
value, sgainst marriage,
exporionce. | hops thal Doran Gray wil make this G s i,
passionately adore her for six months, and then suddenly become
fascinaled by some one else. He would be a wonderful study.”

*You don't mean a single word of allthat, Harry; you know you don'.
1f Dorian Gray's lfo were spoiled, no one would be sorrier than
yourself. You are much better than you pretend to be.”

L “The reason we others
is that we are al afraid for ourselves. The basis of optimism is

sheer terror. We think that we are generous because we credit our
neighbour with the possession of those virues that are likely to be a

“And | dont forgive you for being late for dinner,” broke in Lord
Henr

“Come, letus st down and try what the new_che._here s lic, and then
you willtel us how it all came about.™

“There i really not much 1o tll” cried Dorian as they took their
seats at the small round table. “What happened was simply this. After
Ileft you yesterday evening, Harry, | dressed, had some dinner at that
fte lalian restaurant in Rupert Street you introduced me o, an

Of course, the scenery was dreadful and the Orlando absurd. But Sibyll
ou should have seen her! When she came on i her boy's clothes, she

e She wore
cinnamon sleeves, sim, brown, cross-gartered hose, a dainty ltle
roen ca wilh  hawks ether catghnajewel,and  hoded cloak

She

had all the delicate grace of ra Tanaya fgurne et you hve
your studio, Basi. Her hair clustered round her fac like dark leaves

benefi o us. 3
nd

our pockets. | mean everything that | have said. | have the greatest
contempt or optimism. As for a spoiled e, no ife s spoiled bu

one whose growth is arrested. If you want o mar a nature, you have
merely to reform it As for marriage, of course that would be sily,

1 willcertainly encourage them. They have the charm of being
fashionable. But here s Dorian himsalf. He wil tell you more than |
can”

ty dear Harry, my dear Basi, you must both congratulate me!" said the
Iad, throwing off his evening cape with s satin-ined wings and

shaking each of his friends by the hand in tum. "I have never been so
happy. Of course, it is sudden--al really delightfu things are. And

yet it seems to me to be the one thing | have been looking for all my.
lfe." He was flushed with excitement and pleasure, and looked
extraordinariy handsome.

1 hope you will always be very happy, Dorian,” said Hallward, "but |

e s for her acﬂng——we\l. you shall see her
to-night. She is simply a born artist. | satin the dingy box
sl el |lorgolnat was n Londo an n he

R ovr . Al the pororance was ovr, 1 wont bohind and spoko
toher. As we were siting together, suddenly there came inlo her eyes
ook that | had never soen ther before. My lips moved towards hers.
We kissed each other. | can' describe to you what | fet at that

moment. 1t seemed to me that al my ffe had been narrowed to one

m hands. 1ol hat | shoud vt youallthis, but  car't help

it. Of course, our engagement is a dead secret. She has not even told

horonn maner. | dotknow what my qurdans wil sy, Lot Rodiey

is sure to be furious. | dor't care. | shall be of age inless

year and e canco whal Tike. 1 havo oo Hight, Bai, haven'
andto find

pwaysv Uipsthat Shakespeore taugh o spesk have whspored hr

secretin my ear. | have had the arms of Rosalind around me, and

Kissod Juliet on the mouth.”




‘o5, Dorian, | suppose you were fight,” said Hallward siowly.
*Have you seen her to-day?" asked Lord Henry.

Dorian Gray shook his head. "I left her in the forest of Arden; |
shall find her n an orchard In Verona.

Lord Henry sipped his champagne in a meditative manner, "At what
parlcular pointdid you mention the word marriage, Dorian? And what
did she say in answer? Perhaps you forgot al about it”

"My dear Harry, 1 6id not treat t s a business transaction, and | did
ot make any formal proposal. | told her that | loved her, and she

said she was not worthy to be my wife. Notworthy! Why, the whole
world is nothing to me compared with her"

"Women are wonderfully practical" murmured Lord Henry, “much more.
practical than we are. I situations of that kind we often forgat to
say anyihing about marriage, and they always remind us."

Hallward laid his hand upon his arm. "Don', Hary. You have annoyed
Doran. men. He would
any one. His nature is 100 fine for that

take. Her trust makes me faithul, her belief makes me good. When |
‘am with her, | egret allthat you have taught me. | become difierent

Sibyl Vane's hand makes me forget you and allyour wrong, fascinating,
poisonous, delightfl theories.”

“And those are .. asked Lord Henry, helping himself to some salad.

O, your tnories abou e, your tneorios about ove your thoorios
‘about pleasure. All your theories, infact, Harry

“Pleasure s the only thing worth having a theory about,” he answered
in is slow melodious voice. "But | am aftaid | cannot ciaim my ey
a5 my own. i belongs to Nature, not o me. Pleasure s Nature'

o s of approvl W wo o ey e are aways oo, bt
when we are good, we are not always happy."

“Ah! but what do you mean by good?” cried Basil Hallward.

“Yes," echoed Dorian, leaning back in his chair and looking at Lord
Henry over the heavy clusters of purple-ipped irses that stood in the
centre of the table, "what do you mean by good, Harry?"

“To be good s to be in harmony with one's self,” he repiied, touching
the thi siom of s lass with i pae,fn-painted fngers

LoraHonry ojed cross o abl. ‘Dorn
red. | asked the queston for the best reason possible, for

o ol easen, ndoal It eveuees ons o ek

question-simple curiosity. | have a theory that tis always the

‘women who propose (o us, and not we who propose to the women. Except,

of course, in middle-class Ife. But then the middle classes are not
modern.”

Dorian Gray laughed, and tossed his head. *You are quite incorrigible,
Harry; but | don't mind. It impossible to be angry with you. When
You see Sibyl Vane, you wil feel that the man who could wrong her
Id be a beast, a heart how any

one can wish to shame the thing he loves. | love Sibyl Vane. | want
o0 place her on a pedestal of gold and to see the world worship the

‘woman who is mine. What is marriage? An irevocable vow. You mock at
itforthat. AR don't mock. Itis an irevocable vow that | want o

Neither of his friends dared to say anything to him. She seemed o
them

the true test of any Jul
the second act. They waited for that. If she failed there, there was.
nothing in her.

She looked charming as she came out in the moonlight. That could ot
be denied. But the staginess of her acting was unbearable, and grew
she

overemphasized everylhing that she had to say. The beautiul passage~

‘Thou knowest the mask of night is on my face,
Else would a maiden blush bepaint my choek
For that which thou hast heard me speak to-night-—

s a schoolgi
taught to recite by some secondrate professor of elocution. When she.
leaned over the balcony and came to those wonderfullines--

Although oy in thee,
I have no joy of this contract to-night:

Itis 100 rash, 100 unadvised, 00 sudden;

Too like the lightning, which doth cease to be.
Eroonocan say s Swee, goodight
“This bud oflove by summer's ripening brea

May prove a beauteous flower when next we meet

she spoke the words as thaugh they conveyed no meaning o her. It was
ot nervousness. Indeed, so far ffom being nervous, she was absolutely
self.contained. It was simply bad art. She was a complete failure.

ihe common uneducated audience of the pit and gallery losttheir
tres e play. They got restless, and began (o talk oudly and

whistle. The Jew manager, who was standing at the back of the
dress-circle, stamped and swore with rage. The only person nmoved was
the gir herself.

When the second act was over, there came a storm of hisses, and Lord
Henry got up from his chair and put on his coat. "She s quite

Inthe huge git Venetian lantern, spoil of some Doge's barge, that
hung from the ceiling of the great, oak-panelled hall o entrance,
lights were st burning from three fickering jets:th biue petals

rmony with others. One's own
ffe-that i the important thing. As for the lives of one's
neighbours, fone wshes 10 bo @ pri o  Puran, one can launt

ut they are Besides,

Modem in

acceping he Stndardof enc e | conoder et oy o of
culture o accept the standard of his age is a form of the grossest
immoraiiy.”

“But, surely, if one lives merely for one’s self, Harry, one pays a
terrible price for doing so?" suggested the painter.

“Ye

the real tragedy of the poor i that they can afford nothing but

self-denial. Beautiful sins, ike beautiul things, are the priviege
e rich.”

beautiul, Dorian.” he said, "but she can' act. Let us go."

“I am going to see the play through,* answered the lad, in a hard
bitter voice. " am awully sorry that | have made you waste an
‘evening, Harry. | apologize to you both.

“My dear Dorian, | should think Miss Vane was il interrupted
Hallward. “We will come some other night.”

“lwish she were i he rejoined. "But she seems to me 10 be simply.

callous and cold. She has entirly altered. Last ight she was a

great artst. This evening she s merely a commonplace mediocre
ress."

“Donittalk ke that about any one you love, Dorian. Love is a more
wonderful thing than art

“They are both simply forms of imitation,” remarked Lord Henry. "But
o letus go. Dorian, you must not stay here any longer. L is not
good for one's morai Besides, |
villwant your il to act, so what doos i mte f she pays Julot
fike a wooden doli? She is very lovely, and if she knows as litte

bout fe as she does about acting, she willbe  delightful
experience. There are only two kinds of people who are really

g, and peop!
absolutely nothing. Good heavens, my dear boy, doritlook 5o tragic!

ng is never
unbecoming. Come to the ciub with Basi and myself. We wil smoke
d drink Sibyl Vane. She is beaut,

What more can you want?"

“Go away, Harry,”cried the lad. "I want to be alone. Basil you must
go. ANl can't you see that my heart s breaking?" The hot tears came
o his eyes. His lips trembled, and rushing to the back of the box, he.
leaned up against the wall, hiding hs face in his hands

“Let us go, Basi” said Lord Henry with a strange tendemess in his.
voice, and the two young men passed o together.

Afew moments aftenwards the footlights flared up and the curtain rose
on the third act. Dorian Gray went back to his seat. He looked palo,

da 3
He had uttered a mad wish that he himself might remain young, and the
portrait grow old; that his own beauty might be untaished, and the
face on the canvas bear the burden of his passions and his sins; that

X e . e
the table, p: igh the library thought, and that he might keep all the delicate bloom and loveliness
of hs then just conscious boyhood. Surely his wish had not been
g 9 v, flfiled?

i hung w
e b dnoorred i e sl Saloy Royal As
was tuming the handle of the door, hs eye fell upon the portrait
Basil Hallward had painted of him. He started back as ifn surprise.
wzzi

Finally, he came back, went over {0 the picture, and examined i. In

o
biinds, the face appeared to him to be a ltle changed. The

One would have a
touch of cruelty n the mouth. It was certainly sirange.

He tumed round and, walking to the window, drew up the biind. The
the room and

comers, y o
had noticed n the face of the portait seemed o linger there, to be
more intensified even. The quivering ardent sunlight showed him the
iines of as clearly as

into a mirror after he had done some dreadul thing,

. taking up from the table an in ivory.

Cupids, one of Lord Henry's many presents to him, glanced hurredly
o s polshd deprs. No e ke i warped s ed s, What
did it mear

He rubbed his eyes, and came close to the picture, and examined it
again. There were no signs of any change when he looked into the.
tual paint

think of them. And, yet, there was the picture before him, wih the
toueh of cruelty in the mouth.

Crueltyl Had he been cruel? It was the gi's fault not his. He had
reamod of her as a great artist, had given his love to her bocause he
had thought her great. Then she had disappointed him. She had been
shallow and unworthy. And, yet, a feeling of infinte regret came over
him, 2s he thought of her lying at his feet sobbing like a ltle

child. He remembered with what callousness he had watched her. Why
had hebeen made ko ha? Why hadsuch s been given (o him?
But he had suffered also. During the three terrible hours that

ploy ha ated h had e contuesof pan, soon opon aon f
torture. His Ife was well worth hers. She had marred him for

oment e had woundd hr o an age. Beids,women wer ot
suied 1o bear sorrow than men. They lived on their emotions. They

oy hought o er amotions. When they ook lovers,t was merely

him that, and Lord Henry knew what women were. Why should he trouble
‘about Sibyl Vane? She was nothing to him now.

Butthe picture? What was he to say of that? It held the secret of
e, Lk oy, e g it e o

ty. Would it teach him to loathe his own soul? Would he ever look
atha zgnm

Noj itwas merely an ilusion wrought on the troubled senses. The
horible night that he had passed had left phantoms behind it

had alered. It was not a mere fancy of his own. The thing was
horribly apparen

He threw himself into a chair and began to think. Suddenly there
flashed across his said in Basi

makes men mad. The piture had not changed. It was folly o think so.

Yet it was watching him, with ts beautiful marred face and its cruel
smile. s bright hair gleamed in the early sunlight. Its blue eyes
met his own. A sense of ininita ity not for himsolf, but for the.

One has to pay in other ways but money.
“What sort of ways, Basil?"

*Oh I should fancy in remorse, in suffering, n .. well, in the
consciousness of degradation.”

Lord Henry shrugged his shoulders. "My dear fellow, mediaeval art is
charmin te.

fcton, of course. But then the only things that one can use in

ficton are the things that one has ceased to use i fact. Believe me,
10 Givilzed man ever regrets a pleasure, and no unciviized man ever
knows what a pleasure is.”

" * cried Dorian Gray. "It

“That is certainly better than being adored,” he answered, toying with
some fruits. “Being adored i & nuisance. Women treat us ust as
hey worship us, us

g
1o do something for them.”

I should have said that whatever they ask for they had firt given to
us,* murmured the lad gravely. "They create love in our natures. They
have a rightto demand it back.”

“That s quite true, Dorian." cried Hallward.
"Nothing is ever quite true.” said Lord Henry.

“This i, interrupted Dorian. “You must adi, Harry, that women give
to men the very gold of thei Ives.”

*Possibly” he sighed, "but they invariably want it back in such ver
small change. Thatis the worry. Women, as some witty Frenchman once
put i, nspie us wih the desie o do masterpieces and always

vent us from carrying them out

*Harry, you are dreadfull | donit know why | ke you 5o much.”

and proud, and indiferent. The play dragged on, and seemed

interminable. Half o the audience went out, ramping in heavy boots

and laughing. The whole thing was a _fiasco_.. The last act was played
fiter and sor

groans.

into the

groonoom. The o was standing thers one, wiha oo o s

on her face. Her eyes were It with an exquisite fire. There was a
arted

their own.

‘When he entered, she looked at him, and an exprossion of nfinit joy
came over her. "How badly | acted to-night, Dorian!” she cried.

“Horbly” heansvere,gezng t szt "Harb 1t
s dreadiul. Are you il? You have no idea what it was. You have.
idea what | suffered.”

The gi smiled.
long-drawn music in her voice, as though it were sweser than honey to.
ine o4 potas of hor mouth. “Doran,you should have ndorstocd. Bt
you understand now, don't you?"

oin she answered,Ingerng over i e wih

*Understand what?" he asked, angrily.

Why 1 was 50 bd o right Wy | shll avays e bad. Why sl
never act well agai

He shrugged his shaulders. “You are i, | suppose. When you are il
you shouldn' act. You make yourselfridiculous. My friends were
bored. | was bored.

an

to him
ecstasy of happiness dominated her.

‘Dorian, Dorian," she cried, "before | knew you, acting was the one.
realty of my life. Itwas only in the theatre that | lived.
thought that it was alltue. | was Rosalind one night and Portia the
otver. Th oy ofBeaticewas my o, and the sorowsof Cordela
common pe

painted image of himself, came over him. It had altered already, and
would alter more. s gold would wither nto grey. It red and white

Toses woukd . Forevery s tht e commted,  stainwoul leck
and wreck it faimess. But he would not sin. The pictue

nchanged,woukd s o him he wilbe smblem of onscience. Cowoud
resist temptation. He would ot see Lord Henry any more-would not, at
any rate,listen to those sublle poisonous theories that in Basil
Habwardsgarden st i it passion o

Van 3
iy ht /10 v her agin, Yoo, s i dty o

st v suflored o than h had. o Ch! o ed hoon selfsh
and cruel to her. The fascination that she had exercised over him
‘would retu. They would bo happy together. His e with her would
be beautiul and pure.

He got up from his chair and drew a large screen right n front o the
porlrait, shuddering as he glanced at t. "How horrible!” he murmured

airsaemed to drive away allhis sombr passions. He thought only of

Sibyl. Afaint echo of his love came back to him. He repeated her

name over and over again. The birds that were singing in the.
seemed 1o be tellng the

CHAPTER 8

s org st rion hn e awoke. s vl had et severl s
on tiptoe into the room to see if he was stiring,
‘what made his young master sleep so ate. quy ity swnded
and Victor came i softly with a cup of tea, and a pie of letters,
 small ray of old Sevres china, and drew back the olive-satin
curtains, with their shimmering biue lining, that hung in front o the.
three tall windows.

"Monsieur has wellsiept this morning.” he said, smiling
"What o'clock s t, Victor?" asked Dorian Gray drowsiy.

*One hour and a quarter, Monsiour.™

“You will always fike me, Dorian.” he replied. "Will you have some
. you fellows? Wafter, bring coffee, and _fine-champagne_, and
some cigarettes. No, don't mind the cigaretes-- have some. Basil, |
can'tallow you to smoke cigars. You must have a cigarette. A
cigarette is the perfect type of a perfect pleasure. ILis exquisite,
and it leaves one unsatisfied. What more can one want? Yes, Dorian,
¥ou il aiways be fond ofmo. | rprosan o you al he sins you
have never had the courage to commit.

Harry! cried the lad, taking a lght
freeating siverdragon P placed on the table.
“Let us go down 1o the theatre. When Sibyl comes on the stage you will

v s e ot S il represent something to you that you
have never known."

I have known everything.” sid Lord Henry, with  tred look in is
eyes, "out | am always roady for @ new emofion. | am araid, however,
that,for me at any rate, there s no such thing. St your
wonderful girl may thril me. |love acting. Itis so much mre real
than fe. Letus go. Dorian, you willcome with me. | am so sorry,
Basil but here is ony room for two n the brougham. You must fllow
usin'a hansom.”

put on their coats, sipping The.
painter was sient and preoccupied. There was a gloom over him. He.
ould not bear this marriage, and yet it seemed to him to bo batter
her

they all passed downstairs. Ho drove off by himsel, as had boen

arranged, and watched the flashing lihts of the litle brougham in

front of him. A sirange sense of oss came over him. He fot that

Dorian Gray would never again be to him all that he had been in the
n

up atthe theatre, it seemed to him that he had grown years older.

CHAPTER 7

For some reason or other, the house was crowded that night, and the fat
Jew manager who met them at the door was bearming from ear (o ear with

o be godike. y ol
| knew nothing bt shadows, and | thought them real. You came-oh, my
beautiul lovel--and you freed my soul from prison. You taught me what
realty really is. To-r mgm forthe first tme in my lfe, | saw

eough e olowness. h shan. e iliness of e ety pageantn
i ha hvaya playa, Tomight o the et i, 1 b

Consclous he he Rameo was hidecus, and o, and paied, hat the
moonlight in the orchard was false, that the scenery was vulgar, and

that the words | had to speak were unreal, were not my words, were not
what | wanted to say. You had brought me something higher, something
of which al artis but a reflecion. You had made me understand what
love really is. My lovel My lovel Prince Charming! Prince of ifel

1have grown sick of shadows. You are more to me than allart can ever
be. What have | to do with the puppels of  play? When | came on
to-night, | could not understand how it was that everything had gone
from me. | though that | was going to be wonderful. | found that |

on meant,
‘The knowledge was exquisite to me. | heard them hissing, and | smiled.
What could they know of love such s ours? Take me away, Dorian-take
me away with you, where we can be quite alone. | hate the stage. |

bums me fie fire. O, Dorian, Dorian, you understand now what it
signifies? Even i | could do i, it would be profanation for me to
play atbeing in ove. You have made me s that.”

Ho flung himself down on the sofa and turmed away his face. "You have
Kiled my love,” he muttered.

‘She looked at hm in wonder and laughed. He made o answer. She came
‘across to him, and with her it fingers stroked his hair. She knalt
down and pressed his hands o her ips. He drew them away, and a
shudder ran through him.

“Then he leaped up and went o the door. "Yes," he cried, you have.
Killed my love. You used to stir my imagination. Now you don't even
stirmy curiosity. You simply produce no effect. 1 loved you because

You were marvellous, because you had genius and intellect, because you
realized

shadows of art. You have thrown it all away. You are shallow and
stupid. My God! how mad | was to love you! What a ool | have been!
ou are nothing to me now. | will iever see you again. | will ever

How late it was! He sat up, and having sipped some tea, tumed over
Pietrs. One o e wasfom Lod Henny. nd ha been roughL by

Teoners e opened ltessly. They cm\lamed e vt coion

o chamy Concorts, and he ke that aro howere o astionable
young men every morning during the season. There was a rather heavy
i o  chased ier Loi-Quinzetllesot ha h had ot ot
tosend 3
9 did not realize when
gs are. ; and

money ata s d atth
most reasonable rates of interes.

After about ten minutes he got up, and throwing on an elaborate.

onyx-paved bathroom. The cool water refreshed him after his long
sleep. He seemed to have forgatten all that he had gone through. A
dim sense artin some strange

ortwice bt there was 1 unrealty o a eam abou

so0n 3
light French breakfast that had been laid out for him on a small round
table close to the open window. It was an exquisite day. The warm air
‘seemed laden with spices. A bee flew in and buzzed round the.
blue-dragon bow that, filed with sulphur-yellow roses, stood before
him. He felt perfecty happy.

Sudden\y his eye fell on the screen that he had placed in front of the
it, and he started.

“Too cold for Monsieur?" asked his valet, putting an omeette on the
table. 1 shut the window?"

Dorian shook his head. “1 am not cold,” he murmured.
Was it allrue? Had the portrait really changed? Or had it baen

simply his own imagination that had made him see a ook of evil where
there had boen a look of oy? Surely a painted canvas could not alter?

an oy tremulous smile. He escorted them to their box with a sort of
Pompous humily, waving his fat jewelled hands and talking at the top.
of his voice. Dorian Gray loathed him more than ever. He fel as if

he had come to look for Miranda and had been met by Caliban. Lord

Henry, upon the other hand, rather liked him. At least he declared he

did, and insisted on shaking him by the hand and assuring him that he.

flamed like a monsirous dahiia with petals of yellow fire. The youths

in the gallery had taken of thei coats and waistcoats and hung them

over the side. They talked to each other across the theatre and shared

their oranges with the tawdry girls who sa beside them. Some womon
the pit. Their

discordant. The sound of the popping of corks came from the bar.

hat a piace to find one's divinity in!”said Lord Henry.

fos!" answered Dorian Gray. "It was here | found her, and she is
divine beyond allving things. When she acts, you willforget
everything. These common rough people, with their coarse faces and
brutal gestures, become quite diferent when she is on the stage. They
st silently and watch her. They weep and laugh as she wills them to
do. violn g
and one fcls tht they re o the same lesh and bood as one’s st~

e same flesh and blood as one's selfl Oh, | hope not” exclaimed
Lord Henry, e gallery througf
opera-glass.

*Don't pay any attention to him, Dorian,” said the painter. °|
understand what you mean, and | believe n ths girl. Any one you love.
must be marvellous, and any girlwho has the effect you describe must

doing. If this gir can give a soul to those who have fived without

been sordid and ugly, i

all your adoration, worthy of the adoration of the world. This.
marriage is quite fight. |did not think so at firt, but | admit it
now. The gods made Syl Vane for you. Without her you would have

think ofyou. | wilnvermrion your e You dont know wha you

tome, once. Why, once ... Oh, | can't bear to think of !
wish | had never laid eyes upon you! You have spoiled the romance of
my ffe. How litle you can know of love, if you say it mars your art

I would have

splendid, magnificent. Th word would have worshipped you, and you
would have borne my name. What are you now? A nir-ate aciress wifh
a pretty face.

The girl grew white, and trembled. She clenched her hands together,
and her voice seamed to catch in her throat. “You are not serious,
Dorian?” she murmured. "You are acting.”

*Acting! | leave that o you. You do it o well” he answered
bittery
She fose from her knees and, with a piteous expression of pain in her

face, came across the room to him. She put her hand upon his am and
looked into his eyes. He thrust her back. "Don'ttouch me!” he cried

Al m her, and

there fike a trampiled flower. "Dorian, Dorian, dor't leave mel” she.

whispered. | am so sorry | didnt act well. | was thinking of you

all the time. But | will try—indeed,  wil try. It came so suddenly

across me, my love for you. | think | should never have known it if

you had not issed me-if we had not kissed each other. Kiss me again,

my love. Don't go away from me. | couldn't bear t. Oh! don't go

away from me. My brother ... No; never mind. He didn't mean it He

was injesL.... But you, oh! can't you forgive me for lo-night? | will

work o hard and try to improve. Don'tbe cruel fo me, because |love

you beter than anything in the world. Afer al itis only once that

Ihave not pleased you. But you are quite right, Dorian. | should

Pave shoun mysll more o an arts. s olsh of e, et |

couldn' help t. Oh, donitleave me, don't leave me." A fit of

passionate sotbing choked . Sho crouched o he ot ke
unded thing, and Dorian Gray, with his beautful eyes, looked down at

ot an i chisolod 1ps uro i oxuiie didain Thore s

eased (0 love. Sibyl Vane seemed 1o him to be absurdly melodramatic.
Her tears and sobs annoyed hi

The thing was absurd. It would serve as a tale to tell Basi some day.
It would make him sile.

And, yet, how vivid was his recollection of the whole thing! Firstin
the dim twiigh, and then in lhe bright dawn, he had seen the touch of

been incomplete.”

“Thanks, Basi.” answered Dorian Gray, pressing his hand. "I knew that
You would understand me. Harry is so cynical, he teriies me. But
here s the orchestra. tis quite dreadil, but it only lasts for

‘about five minutes. Then the curtain rises, and you willsee the gir
towhom | Il my lfe, to whom |

thatis good in me.”

Aquarter of an hour afterwards, amidst an extraordinary turmoil of
‘applause, Sibyl Vane stepped on o the stage. Yes, she was certainly
lovely to ook at-one of the loveliest creatures, Lord Henry thought,

that he had ever seen. There was something of the fawn in her shy
grace and starlled eyes. A faint bush, like the shadow of a rose in a
mirror of siver, came to her chesks as she glanced at the crowded
enthusiastic house. She stepped back a few paces and her lips seemed
to tremble. Basil Hallward leaped to his feet and began to applau.
Motionless, and as one in a dream, sat Dorian Gray, gazing at her.

L pe . murmuring, °

Capulet's house, '
dress had entered with Mercutio and his other friends. The band, such
st was, struck up a few bars of music, and the dance began. Through
the crowd of ungainly, shabily dressed actors, Sibyl Vane moved like a
creature from a finer world. Her body swayed, while she danced, as a
plant sways i the water. The curves of her throat were the curves of
‘awhile liy. Her hands seemed to be made of cool ivory.

et she was curiously lisless. She showed no sign of joy when her
eyes rested on Romeo. The few wrds she had 1o speak-

Good pilgrim, you do wrong your hand too much,
Wnich mannerly devotion shows in this;

For saints have hands that pigrims' hands o touch,
‘And paim to paim is holy palmers' kiss—

with that folows,
arificial manner. The voice was exquisie, but from the point of view
of tone it was absolutely false. It was wrong n colour. It ook away.
allthe lfe rom the verse. It made the passion unreal

“Iam going," he said at ast n his calm clear voice. *I dor't wish
to b unkind, but | can't see you again. You have disappointed me.*

She wept silently, and made no answer, but crept nearer. Her ltle

. and appeared him. He
tumed on his heel and leftthe foom. In a few moments he was out of
the theatre.

Knew. ng through dimiy
It stroets, past gaunt, black-shadowed archways and evitlooking

houses. harsh laughter

him. Drunkards had reeled by, cursing and chattering to themselves
oor-steps, and heard shrieks and oaths from gloomy courls.

s
“The darkness lfed, and, flushed with faint fres, the sky hollowed

itself into a perfect pearl. Huge carls fled with nodding liies

rumbled slowly down the polished emply sireet. The air was heavy with
the perfume of the flowers, and their beauty seemed to bring him an
‘anodyne for hs pain. He followed into the market and watched the men
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cherries.He thanked him, wondered why he refused to accept any money
for them, and began 1o eat the listessiy. They had been plucked at
midnight, and the coldness of the moon had entered into them. Along

fine of boys carrying crates of striped tulps, and of yellow and red

roses, defiled in front of i, threading their way through the huge,
Jade-green piles of vegetables. Under the portico, with its grey.

waiting for the auction to be over. Others crowded round the swinging
the piazza. The heav

‘and stamped upon the rough stones, shaking their bells and trappings.

‘Some of the drivers were ying asleep on a pile of sacks. Iis-necked

‘and pink-footed, the pigeons ran about picking up seeds

After a it while, he hailed a hansom and drove home. For a few
moments he loitered upon the doorstep, looking found at the silent
square, with its blank, close-shuttered windows and it staring binds.
“The sky was pure opal now, and the roofs of the houses giistened like
siver against t. From some chimney opposite a thin wreath of smoke.
was rsing. It urled, a violet riband, through the nacre-coloured air

mad true? Or was there some other, more terrible reason? He
shuddered, and fltafraid, and, going back to the couch, lay there,
gazing at the picture in sickened horror.

e ing howsver, e fl it had done for i, e made i

g

Toom. He Know the when né was aons he would have (0 examin the

portrait. He was afraid of certainty. When the coffee and cigarette

had been brought and the man tumed to go, he felt a wid desire to

tell him 1o remain. As the door was closing behind him, he called him
“The man stood waiting for his orders. Dorian looked at him for

a moment. *| am not at home to any one, Victor" he said with a sigh.

“The man bowed and retired.

“Then he fose from the table, it cigarette, and flung himself down on
a luxuriously cushioned couch that stood facing the screen. The screen
was an old one, of git Spanish leather, stamped and wrought with
rather florid Louis-Quatorze pattem. He scanned it curiously,
wondering if sver before it had concealed the secret of a man's fe.

Should he move it aside, after all2 Why not et it stay there? What
was the use of knowing? I the thing was true, it was lerrible. If it
was ot true, why trouble about t? But what i, by some fate or

iust, how. Vane. Itwas not

1gs th
ould lull the moral sense to sleep. But hero was a visible symbol of
the degradation of sin. Here was an ever-present sign of the ruin men
brought upon their souls.

felock struck, and four, and the half-hour rang its double

o, ok o Gray did not stir. He was trying to gather up the

Scarlet threads of lfe and to weave them into a pattern; o find his.

labyrinth of passion

wandering. He did not know what to do, o what o think. Finally, he

went over (o the table and wrote a passionate letter o the girl he had

loved, imploring her hrqweness and aceusing himself of madness. He
of of

. eyes other
change? What should he do if Basil Hallward came and asked to look at
his own picture? Basil would be sure to do that. Nos the thing had to

be examined, and at once. Anything would be better than this dreadful
state of doubt

He got up and locked both doors. At least he would be alone when he

saw himsalf face to face. It was perfectly rue. The portrait had
altered.

As he often lbered afterwards, and e

pein. Thers s & ey i saflreproach. Wher wo biaris ourseies, we
feol that no one else has a right to blame us. Itis the confession,

ol the priest, that gives us absolution. When Dorian had finished the.
letter he fet that he had been forgiven.

Suddenly there came a knock to the dor, and he heard Lord Henry's
voice outside. "My dear boy, | must see you. Letme in atonce. |
can't bear your shutting yoursalf up like this."

He made no answer at frst, but remained quite stil. The knocking

found himsef at first gazing at the porait with a fcling of almost
scientifc interest. That such a change should have taken place was
et it was a fact.

Yes, itwas better (o et Lord Henry.
in, and to explain to him the new lfe he was going o lead, to quarrel
with him i t became necessary to quarrel, o part f parting was

nd y

affinty botween the chemical atoms that shapy

and colour on the canvas and the soul that was within him? Could it be
. they they

inevitable. He jumped up, drew the screen hastily across the picture,
‘ he door.

“1am 5o somy for it all, Dorian,” said Lord Henry as he entered



*But you must not think too much about it."
*Do you mean about Sibyl Vane?” asked the lad.

"Yes, of course," answered Lord Henry, sinking into a chair and slowly
pulling of his yellow gloves. "It s dreadul, from one point of

view, but it was not your fault. Tell me, did you go behind and see
her, afer the play was over?”

yest

I feltsure you had. Did you make a scene with her?"

* was brutal, Har iy brutal. But ts all ight now. | am

erfect
ot st vany\hmglhzmas happened. It has taught me to know
myself better.”

h, Dorian, | am so glad you take it in that way! | was afraid |
h

yours,

e o ough o i sais Do, shaking s s and

ing. "1 am perfectly happy now. | know what conscience i, to
e . Wi ot vt You told me itwas. Its the divinest
thing in us. Don'tsneer at it, Harry, any more--at least not before:
. Wantt begoo. | catearhe e o my sl by
hideol

ethics, Dorian! |
onit. But how are you going to begin?"

"By marrying Sibyl Vane.

fying Sibyl Vanal” crid Lord Henry, standing up and looking a him
in perplexed amazement. “But, my dear Dorian—"

"Yes, Harry, | know what you are going to say. Something dreadful
about marriage. Don'tsay it Don't ever say things of that kind to

“Your wife! Dorian! ... Didrit you get my letter? | wrote to you this
morning, and sent the note down by my own mar

“Yourletter? O, yes, | remember. | have not read it yet, Harry. |
was affaid there might be something in t that | wouldn'tlike. You
cut e to pieces with your epigrams.”

“You know nothing then?"
“What do you mean?”
Lord Henry walked across the room, and sitting down by Dorian Gray,

took both his hands in his own and held the ightly. "Dorian.” he
i, myeer-Gor e Figtened-was (o tlyou ht Sty Vne

Acry of pain broke from the lad's lips, and he leaped to his fest,
tearing his hands away from Lord Henry's grasp. "Dead! Sibyl dead!
Itis not true! It s a horrible el How dare you say it?"

s gt e, Do asldLrd ey gravl. 1910

) came. T il v 12 b an it of o and you mut
it. Things like that
Paris 5t London pooe a1 50 prjuded. Here,one shoul nover
make one' dabutwth ascandsl. Ono shoui roserve al 0 g o
'
hoatro? I hey don s al ight. Did any one soe you going
round to her room? That s an important point.

Do i ot answer for e momens. He s Gazed i oo
inally he stammered, in a stfed voice, "Harry, did you say an

mquesw Whatidyou mean by that? DI Siy-2 O, Hary. | cant
it But be quick. Tell me everything at on

“Ihave no doubt t was not an accident, Dorian, though it must be put
in public. It seems
theatre with her mother, about half-past twelve or 50, she said she had

me again iyl o marry
break my word to her. She is to be my wife."

o everything.”

hat was that, Harry?"

fou said to me that Sibyl Vane represented to you ll the heroines of
fomance-that she was Desdemona one night, and Ophelia the other; that
if she died as Juliet, she came 1o lfe a5 Imogen.”

*She will ever come to fe again now,” muttered the lad, burying his
face in hi

"No, she wil never come to Ife. She has played her last part. But
You must think of that lonely death n the tawdry dressing-room simply.
as a strange lurid fragment from some Jacobean tragedy, as  wonderful

scene from Webster, or Ford, or Cyil Toureur. The girl never really

e for her, but she
ot come down agan. They umatay found h ying doed o he
floor of her dressing-room. She had swallowed somathing by mistako,

then?”

 then,” said Lord Henry,fising o go, “then, my dear Dorian, you
would have to fight for your victories. As iti, they are brought o
you. No, you must keep your good looks. We fve in an age that reads
too much to be wise, and that thinks too much to be beautiful. We

And now you tothe
club. We are rather late, s itis."

“Ihink | shall join you at the opera, Harry. | feel too tred to eat
anything. What s the number of your sister's box?"

“Twonty-seven, | belleve. tis on tho grand tier. You will see her
name on the door. But | am sory you won't come and dine.”

“I don't feel up to it said Doran listiessly. "But | am awully

lived, and so she has never really died. To you at least she was
Jways a dream, a pt

leftthem

or .2
mre full o joy.
actual lfe, she marred t, and it marred her, and so she passed away.
Houn o Opne,yo ke utashes on your e bcause

ravant . 5t dcmwaste Jour oars ovr Syl Vane. She was
less real than they

Therowasasence. Thoeveing Garkaned i he room. Nosclssy
and with siver feet, the shadows crept in fom the garden. The
colours faded wearlly out of things.

Aftor p. "You o
myself, Harry.” he murmured with something of a sigh of relief. °1

folt all that you have said, but somehow | was afraid of f,

coul ot xoress o myse, How el Yo ko me utwe il ot

tome. my
best friend. No one has ever understood me as you have."

“We are only at the beginning of our riendship, Dorlan.” answered Lord
Henry, shaking him by the hand. “Good-bye. | shal see you before.
nine-thiry, | hope. Remember, Pati i singing.”

 Dorian bel, and in
few minutes Victor appeared with the lamps and drew the blinds down,
Ho waited impatiently or him to go. The man seemed to take an
interminable time over everything.

As s00n as he had left, he rushed to the screen and drew it back. No;
there was no further change in the picture. It had received the news.
of Sibyl Vane's death before he had known of it himsell. It was.
conscious of the events of fe as they occurred. The vicious cruelty
e e e nes of e mouth .10 da. sppeaed ot he

tak again
Thtis . |wonde e hes s nsiore o anyihing as
marvellous

“Life has everything in store for you, Dorian. There is nothing that
You, with your extraordinary good looks, wil not be able to do."

*But suppose, Hary, | became haggard, and old, and wrinkled? What

Six-you would have found me in tears. Even Harry, who was here, who

brought me the news, in fact, had no idea what | was going through. |

sufered immensely. Then i passed away. | cannot repeat an emotion.
s con, sxcapt semertall. AT Yo s Sl s, Bl

‘You come down here to console me. That is charming of you. You

me consoled, and you are furious. How like a sympathetic person! -

remind me of a story Harry told me about a certain philanthropist who

of his lfe in rying
redressed or some unjust law altered- forget exactly what it was.
Finally he succeeded, and nothing could exceed his disappointment. He

R sl nohig 0o, smost ied of_onnu. . and became a
confirmed misanthrope. And besides, my dear old Basil, if you really
. teach mo rather to orto
sceiloma ot artscpantof view. Wastrol Gauter who
, ars 2 1 picking up a
ook inyour on that
il phase. Wol | am ke thtyoung man you o e of
tosay

hat yollow satin coud console one for il he misris o . |
love beautful things that one can touch and handle. Old brocades,
s, lacquer-work, carved ivories, exquisite surroundings,
luxury, pomp-there is much to be got from all these. But the artistic
temperament that they create, or at any rate reveal, s sill more to
me. To become the spectator of one's own lfe, as Harry says, s to
escape the suffering of Ife. | know you are surprised at my talking

Schoolboy when you knew me. | am a man now. | have new passions, new
thoughts, new ideas. | am different, but you must not ike me less. |

am changed, but you must always be my friend. Of course, | am very

fond of Harry. But | know that you are beter than he s. You are not
stronger-you are too much afraid of fe-but you are better. And how
happy we used to bo togaher! Don' eave mo, Basi and dor' quare!
with me. | am what | am. There is nothing more to be sai

The The lad was.
and s personalty had been th great uming pointin i art. H
coul ot bearh de o reproaching i any more. A a s

\was 0 e s i et was G004, 56 much i i it was e,

"W, Dorian," he said atlongth, with a sad smile, "l won't spoak to

Did
s it sou? e ondere b hoped that some. dxy o wous
1y udo

hoped it

Poor Sibyll What a romance it had all been! She had often mimicked
eath on the stage. Then Death himsolf had touched her and taken her

you again about this horrible thing, after to-day. | only trust your
name won't be mentioned in connection with t, The inquestis t take
place this aftemoon. Have they summoned you?"

Doran shok is head, and ook ofannoyancepassed ver i face at
the mention of th * There was something so

wulgar about evsvylmng o ths kind. “Thy don know my e ne
answered.

“But surely she did?"

“Only and that |
to any one. She told mo once that they were all rather curious to

learn who | was, and that she invariably told them my name was Prince
Charming. It was pretty of her. You must do me a drawing of Sibyl,
Basi. | should ke 0 have something more o her than the memory of
2 few kisses and some broken pathetic words.

I il ry and do something, Dorian,f t would ploase you. Butyou_
itto me yourself again.

“Ican never st o you again, Basil. Itis impossiblel” he exciaimed,
starting back

The painer stared a hm. "My dear boy,what nonsensel” e cried
you mean to say you don'like what | did of you? Where s it?

iy v you ule e sren  fontof €7 Letmelak it 1t

is the best thing | have ever done. Do take the screen away, Do
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fot the room looked different as | came in."

“My servant has nothing to do with i, Basil. You donitimagine I let
timarrange myroom o me? Ho setes my flowers for

metimes-that is all. Noj | did it myself. The light was too strong
e poral

+Toostong! Surly vt dearalow? s an st placefx
Letme see t" And Hallward walked towards the comer of th
room.

Acry ofterror broke from Dorian Gray's Ips, and he rushed between

some o |
but it had either prussic acid or white lead in . | should fancy it
as g

*Harry, Harry, it s terrble!” cried the lad.

es; itis very tragic, of course, but you must not get yourself mixed

Upinit. | see by _The Standard_that she was seventeen. | should have

thought she was almost younger than that. She looked such a chiid, and
to know so ltle about acting. Dorian, you musta't et th

g gt o yourneve, Yau st com anédine wih e, and

afterwards we will look in at the opera. Its a Patt night,

overybodywil bo thro. You ca como oy sl Box. e got

me smart women with her”

'So | have murdered Sibyl Vane,” said Dorian Gray, half to himself,
‘murdered her as surely as | had cut her e throat with a knif
et the roses are notless lovely for al that. The birds sing just as

Har. ik vou haveweptcvr . Samehow:row ral ithas
happened actually, and to me, it seems far too wonderfu for tears.
Here s the first pais\ona‘e love-letter | have ever writen in my

life. Strange, that my frst passionate love-letter should have been
addressed to a dead gil. Can they feel, | wonder, those white silent
people we callthe dead? Sibyll Can she feel, or know, or listen?

O, Harry, how I foved her once! It saems years ago to me now. She.
s eveyting Lo me. Then came thatdreadl night-vas ey

She explained itall o me. twas xemmypamenc Butl was not
o i | Bt b shlon Sy ety eyt
made me afraid. | can't tellyou what itwas, but it was terrbie. |

25 wokd g0 baok o et 1l had dane wiong. And now she s
dead. My God! My God! Harry, what shall | do? You don'tknow the
danger | amin, and there is nothing to keep me siraight. She would
have done that for me. She had no right to kil herself. It was.

selfsh of her”

3 Henry, taki
and producing a goic-atten matchbox, "the only way a woman can ever

it i, How b sh played hal et ot scen? Hdshe cursed
him, as she died? No; she had died for love of him, and fov

iways be a sacrament o him now. She had aloned for eVEI\/INW bythe
sacrifice she had made of her lfe. He would not think
‘what she had made him go through, on that horrible night a the.
theatre. When he thought of her, it would be as a wonderful ragic
figure sent on to the world's stage to show the supreme realiy of
love. Awonderful tragic figure? Tears came to his eyes as he
remembered her childike look, and winsome fanciful ways, and shy
remulous grace. He brushed them away hastiy and looked again at the
picture.

He ot h mo had ol comeformaking s chic. Orhad
made? Yes,

i, nd s o it curioty about . Elomalyouth,

infinte passion, pleasures subtle and secret, wid joys and wilder

sins-he was {0 have al these things. The portrait was to bear the.

burden of his shame: that was all

him as he thought of
was in store for the fair face on the canvas. Once, in boyish mockery
of Narcissus, he had kissed, or feigned to kiss, those painted lips
that now smiled 50 cruely at him. Morning after morning he had sat

it as
it seemed o him at times. Was it to alter now with every mood to
‘which he yielded? Was itto become a monstrous and loathsome thing, to
be hidden away in a locked room, to be shut out from the sunlight that
had 5o often touched to brighter gold the waving wonder of s hair?
The piy of i the pity of it

For a moment, he thought of praying that the horrible sympathy that
existed between him and the picture might cease. It had changed in
answer 1o a prayer; perhaps in answer 10 a prayer it might remain
unchanged. And yet, who, that knew anything about lfe, would
surrender the chance of remaining always young, however fantastic that
chance might be, or with what fateful consequences it might be fraught?
Bosides, was it really under his control? Had it indeed boen prayer

foritall? If
upon a living organism, might ot thought exercise an influence upon
tead Nay,

the painter and the screen. "Basil" he said, looking very pale, “you
must not ook at . | don't wish you to."

*Not look at my own work! You are not serious. Why shouldrit | look
atit?" exclaimed Hallward, laughing.

*If you try to look at i, Basil, on my word of honour | will never
speakto you again as long as | ive. | am quite serious. | don’
oflerany explanaton,and you re oo as o any. B4 remerber:
if you touch this screen, everything is over between

Hallward was thunderstruck. He looked at Dorian Gray in absolute
amazement. He had nover seen him ik this bofore. The lad was

rage.
His eyos wro ik dicks of bl o, Ho was rombing all over

“Doriant®

*Don't speat

*But whatis the mater? Of course | wonftlook at it f you dorit
want me to,” he said, rather coldly, tuming on his heel and going over
o ey, |

cially
Paris i the o | el robany have 0 g 1 anonr ot
varnish before that, 50 | must see it some day, and why not kway’“

"To exhibit it You want o exhibit t7" exciaimed Dorian Gray, a
strange sense of terror creeping over him. Was the world going 1o be
hown his secret? Were people to gape at the mystery of his Ife?
not

atonce.

"Yes; | don' suppose you will object to that. Georges Pefitis going
1o collectall my best pictures for a special exhibiton in the Rue de.
Seze, which wil open the first week in October. The portrait wil
only be away a month. | should think you could easlly spare it for
that time. In fact, you are sure to be out of town. And if you keep
taiways behind a screen, you can'tcare much about ™

Dorian i forehead.

rforn man s b bring im0 copletely et he oses f possitle
interest in fe. Ifyou had martied this gir, you would

fone Ofcorae, you would have ot et kindy. O an
‘hways b Kind 1o poopl about whom one cares g, B e o
have soon found out that you were absolutely indiflerent to her. And

iy, or wears. woman's
1 say nothi which
bject-which, of course,
| assure you that i any case the whole thing would have been an
absolute failure.”

I suppose it would,” muttered the lad, walking up and down the room
‘and looking horrbly pale. "But | thought it was my duty. Itis not

prevented my doing
right. | remember your saying once that there is a fatality about good

laws. Their orgin is pure vanity. Their resultis absolutely _nil_.
‘They give us, now and then, same of those luxrious sterle emotions
that have a certain charm for the weak. That s al that can be sai

for them. They are simply cheques that men draw on a bank where they.
have no account.

“Harry. cried Dorian Gray, coming over and siting down beside him,
“why i L ha | Gannot (e s ragedy as much as | want 07 |
o't think | am heartless. Do you?"

enilled o give yourself that name, Dorian," answered Lord Henry with
his sweet melancholy smil.

“The lad frowned. I don'tlike that explanation, Harry" he rejoined.
“but 1 am glad you don't think | am heartless. | am nothing of the.
Kind. | know | am not. And yet | must admit that this thing that has.
tike  wonderful ending to a wonderful play. It has al th terrible
boauty o a Grok ragey. o ragdy i whch ook ret part. bt
by which | have ot been wound

moods

" atom caling
S reasen was of o Mooriance. Hwoudneveragar 6mpt by a
prayer any terrible power. If the picture was to alter, it was to

alter. That was all. Why inquire too closely into it?

For there would be a real pleasure in watching it He would be able to
follow his mind into it secret places. This portait would be to him

the most magical of mirrors. As it had revealed to him his own body.
St would reveal to him his own soul. And when winter came upon
he would st be standing where spring trembies on the ver

‘summer. When the blood crept rom it face, and let behind a pallid
mask f ik i laden oes, ol ke h gamourof oynoos

s lfo would ever weaken. Like the gods of dup Grooks, e would be
strong, and fleet, and joyous. What did it mater what happened to the.
coloured image on the canvas? He would be safe. That was everything.

He drew the screen back into is former place in front of the picture,
smiling as he did so, and passed into his bedroom, where his valet was.
already waiting for him. An hour later he was at the opera, and Lord
Henry was leaning over his char,

CHAPTER 9

As o was siting at breakfast next morning, Basil Hallward was shown
into the room.

“Iam 50 glad | have found you, Dorian,” he said gravely. "I called
fast night, and they told me you were at the opera. Of course, | knew
that ible. Butl ish you really
gone to. | passed a dreadful evening, half afraid that one tragedy
vor another. | think you migh

when you heard of it first. | read of i quite by chance in a late
edition of _The Globe_that | picked up at the club. | came here at once.
and was miserable at not finding you. | can' tell you how.
heart-broken | am abou the whole thing. | know wha you must suffer

F

Did or
moment | thought of ollowing you there. They gave the address in the.

Ganger. ~ou tod m a month ago hat you would never xhbi 1 he

cried. “Why have you changed your mind? You people who goin for

baing consistent have just as many moods as others have. The only.

iflrenc it your s s rler mearingess. You carthave
the

o e You o end 10 any xtbtion. You o Hary xacty

the same thing." He stopped suddenly, and a gleam of ight came into.

s yos. Ho remamberd ht Lo Honr had sl o imonco,
jest, of

an hour, get Basil to tell you why he wort exhibit your picture. He

told me why he wouldn', and it was a revelation to me." Yes, perhaps.

Basil 00, had his secret. He would ask him and try.

“Basil" he said, coming over quite close and looking him straight in
the face, "we have each of us a secret. Lot me know yours, and | shall
tell you mine. What was your reason for refusing to extibit my

picture

“The painter shuddered in spite of himself. “Dorian, i | told you, you

n you do, and '
couid not bear your doing either of those two things. I you wish me
neverto look at your picture again, | am content. | have always you
tolook at. If you wish the best work | have ever done to be hidden
from the work, | am satsfied. Your riendship i dearer fo me than
any fame or reputation

“No, Basil, you must tell me." insisted Dorian Gray. I tink | have a
fight to know." His feeling of terro had passed away, and curiosity
had taken its piace. He was determined to find out Basil Hallward's
mystery.

“Letus st doun, Doin sid he pante, locking voubled. Lot us

sit down. And just answer me one question. Have you noficed in the.

piere omeiing aioss? somethng t pmhably atfrstdid not
trke you, but that revealed fself to you suddenly?”

“Basill" cried the lad, clutching the arms of hs chair with trembling
hands and gazing at i with wikd startied eyes.

“I's00 you did. Dorit speak. Wait il you hear what | have to say.

“Itis an interesting question.” said Lord Henry, who found an
quisite p in playing on the lad an
| is
this: It often happens that the real tragedies of ife occur in such
an inartistic manner that they hurt us by their crude violence, thei
absolute incoherence, their absurd want of meaning, thei entire lack
sy, They afectus ot as wigarty affecs us. They give s

i s voged
beauty crosses our lives. Ifthese elements of beauty are real, the
‘whole thing simply appeals to our sense of dramaiic effect. Suddenly.

has really happened? Some one has Killed herself or love of you. |
wish that | had ever had such an experience. Itwould have made me in
the rest of my lf.

. but there have

always insisted on living on, long after | had ceased to care for them,

or they 1o care for me. They have become stout and tedious, and when |
meet them, they go in at once for reminiscences. That awful memory of
‘woman! What a fearful thing ts! And what an utter intellectual
stagnation i reveals! One should absorb the colour of Ife, but one
Should never remember its detais. Details are aways vulgai

I must sow poppies in my garden,”sighed Dorian.

“There is no necessity. rejoined his companion. "Life has always.
poppies in her hands. Of course, now and then things linger. | once
wore nothing bt violets al through one season, as a form of aristic
mourning for a romance that would not die. Ultimately, however, it did
dio. forge wat iled . Ihin it vas hr proposig

crifice
ks ane wih the toor of e«emmy Well--wouid you believe:
it7--a week ago, at Lady Hampshire', | found myself seated at dinner
next the lady in question, and she insisted on going over the whol
thing again, and digging p the past, and raking up the future. | had

of asphodel.

assured me that | had spoiled her fe. | am bound to state that she
ate an enormous dinner, so | did not feel any anxiety. But what a lack
of

paper. Somewhere i e Euson Road. 7 Bt was afdof
intruding upon a sorrow that | could not lihten. Poor woman! What a
st she must b it Axd e onychic. ol ‘aharcitane say about

"My dear Basil, how do | know?" murmured Dorian Gray, sipping some
pale-yellow wine from a delcate, gold-beaded bubble of Venetian glass
and looking dreadfully bored. "I was at the opera. You should have

ting,thas never hppered. s impyexpresson s Hary

says, the
‘woman's only child. There is a son, a charming fellow, | believe. But
heis not on the stage. He is a sailor, or something. And now, tell
me about yourself and what you are painting.”

"You went 1o the opera?” said Hallward, speaking very slowly and with a

strained touch of pain n his voice. "You went to the opera while

Syt Vane was bingdesd s s odgng? Vo can ok 0 e
and of Pati

the gir you loved has even the quiet of a grave (o sleep in? wnw

man, there are horrors in store for that litle white body of hers!”

*Stop, Basill | worit hear " cried Dorian, leaping to his feet.
"You must not tell me about things. What s done is done. Whatis
pastis past.”

"You call yesterday the past?”

“What has the actual lapse of time got to do with 2 Itis only
shallow people who require years to get fd of an emtion. Aman who
E

pleasure. | don't want to be at the mercy of my emotions. | wantto
use them, to enjoy them, and to dominate them.”

orian, tis is horrble! Something has changed you mmplste\y You
ook exactly the same wonderful boy who, day after da
ouno mystudoto st o s . Butyou ere slmp\e,
natural, Youwere
o wholo k. Now. 1 dor Know il s como over you. You

Dorian, from the moment | met you, your personality had the most

extraordinary influence over me. | was dominated, soul, brain, and

power, by you. You became to me the visible incamation of that unseen
|

worshipped you. | grew jealous of every one to whom you spoke. |
wanted to have you all to myself. | was only happy when | was with
you. When you were away from me, you were stil present in my art.
Of course, | never let you know anything about tis. It would have
been impossible. You would not have understood it. | hardly
had seen p
face, and that the worid had become wonderfulto my eyes-100
‘wonderful, perhaps, for in such mad worships there i peri, the peril
of losing them, no less than the perilof keeping thom.... Weeks and
ks went o, and | rew moreand more abeored  you. Then came a

R it s ok and etshed bor sper Crowred n
heavy lotus-blossoms you had sat on the prow of Adrian's barge, gazing
across the green turbid Nile. You had leaned over the st pool of

odland and seen in the waters silent slver the marvel of
Jourown fach. And i hat il been what ar should benconsciovs,
ideal, and remote. One day, a fatal day | sometimes hink,

portraitof you yare,
ot the costume of dead ages, but in your own dress and in your own
tme. Whener e r resiem of e melnodor th mere vorder of
s directy presented

Vo came ek ot Koo ht o ke at every flake
and fim of colour seemed to me to reveal my secrel. | grew afraid
that others would know of my idolatry. | felt, Dorian, that | had told
100 much, that | had put too much of myselfinto t. Then it was that
I resalved neverto allow the picture to be exhibited. You were a
lite annoyed; but then you did not realize al that it meant to me.
Harry, to whom | talked about ,laughed at me. But | did not mind
that. When the picture was finished, and | sat alone with i, felt
that | was fight... Wel, after a few days the thing left my studio,
and as soon as | had got id of the intolerable fascination of ts
presence, it seemed to me that | had been foolish in imagining that |
had seen anything in it, more than that you were extremely good-looking
and that | could paint. Even now | cannot help feeling that tis a
mistake to think that the passion one foels in creatio s ever really
Shown in the work one creates. Artis always more abstract than we
fancy. Form and colour tell us of form and colour-that s al. It

has fallen,
Sixth act, and as soon as the interest of the may is entaly ov

ey s 1o coninue .y war alowed ek own wey, oy
comedy would

aarce. They aro charmingyartfcial but thy have no sanso o
art. You are more fortunate than | am. | assure you, Dorian, that not
Vane
i foryou. Oreary wamen s consolshamsees. Some o e
0 it by going i for sentimental colours. Never trust a woman who.
wears mauve, whatever her age may be, or a woman over tiry-five who
is fond of pink ibbons. It always means that they have a history

Others find a great consolation in suddenly discovering the good

eqolists of us al. Yes; there i really no end to the consolations
in modern ife. Indeed,

important one.”

“What s that, Harry?”" said the lad listiessly.

“oh, i one else’s
[ ' woman. But
reall, Dorian, how diferent Sibyl Vane must have been from al the

Th hing to bout her

eath. | am glad | am living in a century when such wonders happen.
‘They make one believe in the realit of the things we all play with,
such as romance, passion, and love."

“lwas terribly cruel to her. You forget that”

we
m, their
masters, all the same. They love being dominated. | am sure you were
splendid. | have never seen you really and absolutely angry, but | can
fancy how delightul you looked. And, after al, you said something to
me the day before yesterday that seemed to me at the time to be merely
fanciful, but that | see now was absolutely true, and it olds the koy

talk as if you had no heart, no piy in you. Itis al Harry's
influence. | see that”

“The lad flushed up and, going to the window, looked ot for a fow
moments on the green, fickering, sun-lashed garden. "l owe a great
deal to Harry, Basil" he said at last, ‘more than | owe {0 you. You
only taught me 1o be vain."

“Well, I am punished for that, Dorian-or shall be some day."

“I don't know what you mean, Basil" he exciaimed, tuming found
‘don' know what you want. What do you want?"

“Iwant the Dorian Gray | used to paint," said the arlst sadly.
“Basi”said th lad, going over 1o him and puting s hend on is
Ye

shoulder, "you have come too late. Yesterday, when | heard that Sibyl
Vane had Kiled herselr

“Killed herselfl Good heavens! is there no doub about that?” cried
Hallward, looking up at him with an expression of horror.

"My dear Basil Surely you don't hink it was a wigar accident? Of
course she klled hersl

“The elder man buried his face in his hands. "How fearful” he
muttered, and a shudder ran through him

Moy seid Doran Gray.there s nthing e st . s one

of the great romantic tragedies of the age. As a rule, people who at
feas e most Commonpiace . They re 6504 hitmands.of oo
wives You

ot i ht kv of g, How afert Sy s S e et
finest tragedy. She was always a heroine. The last night she.
he acted badly known,

the realiy of love. When she knew its unreality, she died, as Juliet
might have died. She passed again into the sphere of at. There is
‘Something of the mariyr about her. Her death has allthe pathetic
uselessness of martyrdom, all ts wasted beauly. But, as | was saying,

u must not think | have not suffered. If you had come in yesterday
ata partcular moment-about half-past five, perhaps, or a quarter to

. the artist far
it ver reveals him. And so when | got this offer from Paris, |
etermined to make your portrat the principal thing in my exhibition

rnL. Th pctrecant e shown. You st vt be ary i e,
for what I have told you. As | said to Harry, once, you are
e tae ‘worshipped.”

Dorian breath. The
and a smile played about his lips. The perilwas over. He was safe

for the time. et he could not help feeling infiite pity for the

painter who had just made this sizange confession to him, and wondered
if ho himself would ever be so dominated by the personalty of a

was all. He was 100 clever and 100 cynical to be really fond of.
Would there ever be some one who would fil him with a strange.
idolatry? Was that one of the things that e had in store?

“ts extraordinary to me, Dorian,” said Hallward, "that you should
have seen this in the portrait. Did you realy see it

Bl init" he answered, *

“Well, you don'tmind my looking at the thing now?"

Dorian shook his head. “You must not ask me that, Basil. | could not
possibly fot you stand in front of that icture.”

“You will some day, surely?"
“Never”

“Well, perhaps you are right. And now good-bye, Dorian. You have been
the one person in my life who has really influenced my art. Whatever |

. 1owe to
me 1o tell you al hat | have told you.”

"My dear Basi”said Dorian, “What have you tod me? Simply tha you
fel that you admired me too much. That is not even a compliment.



It was not intended as a compliment. It was a confession. Now that |
have made it something seems to have gone out of me. Perhaps one
should never put one’s worship nto words.”

"It was a very disappointing confession.”

ny. pect, Dorian?
picture, did you? There was nothing ese o see?”
*Nothere was nolhing efse to see. Why do you ask? But you mustn't

talk about worstip. It is foolish. You and | are friends, Basl, and
‘we must always remain so."

"You have got Harry." said the painter sadly.

much that strange confession explained to him! The painter's absurd
it of jealousy, his wild devotion, his extravagant panegyrics, his.
curious reticences-he understood then all now, and he felt sorry
There seemed to him to be something tragic in a friendship o coloured
by romance.

Hesgheand toucned e ol The porall st b i avey ot
allcosts. He could not run such a isk of discovery again.

Soen mad f im0 havo llowd the hing 10 romain v ot an hour,

in a room to which any of his friends had access.

his days in saying

CHAPTER 10
*On, Harry!” cried the lad, with a ripple oflaughter. *Harry spends . he looked at it
ian was quite
improbable. Justthe sortof Ife | would like to lead. But still| impassive and e o s orsrs, Doranits cigarette and walked
He could see

dont hink | would go to Harry if | were in trouble. | would sooner
gotoyou, Basil™

fou will it to me again
impossiblel”

"You spoil my e as an artist by refusing, Dorian. No man comes
across two ideal things. Few come across one.”

can't explain it 10 you, Basil, but | must never st 0 you again.
There is something fatal about a porirait. It has a fe of s
have tea with you.

“Plessane foryou, | am el murmured Halward ety “And
+bye. I am sorry you wor't lot me look at the pic
208, Bulthat ca' v hlpet 1t undersand what you ee
it

s he lef the room, Dorian Gray smiled to himsel. Poor Basil How
litle he know of the true reason! And how sirange it was that,
instead of having been forced to reveal his own secret, he had
Succoedod, almost by chance, in wresting a secret from his friend! How

had to be concealed. There was no help for .

ring in, M Hubbare,plase. e i weariy. uming rourd
‘am sorry | kept you so long. | was thinking of somethi

was stil gasping for breath. "Where shall we put i, sir?”

0N, anyuhero. Hera: tis willdo. | dontwant o have it hung up
Justlean it against the wal. Thanks

"Might one look at the work of art, sir?"

Doran started. “It would not interest you, Mr. Hubbard,” he said,
keeping his eye on the man. Ho felt ready to leap upon him and fing
him to the ground if he dared to It the gorgeous hanging that
concealed the secret of his Ife. "I shan't troubie you any more now.
Iam much obliged for your indness in coming round."

fot at al, not at al, Mr. Gray. Ever ready to do anything for you,
sit” And Mr. Hubbard tramped downstairs, followed by the assistant,
who glanced back at Dorian with a ook of shy wonder in is rough
uncomely face. He had never seen any one s marvellous.

When the sound of their footsteps had died away, Dorian locked the door
and put the key in his pocket. He felt safe now. No one would ever
ook upon the horrible thing. No eye but his would ever see his shame.

On reaching the fibrary, he found that it was just after five o'clock
and that the tea had been already brought up. On a ltle table of
dark perfumed wood thickly incrusted wih nacre, a present from Lady
Radley, his guardian's wite, a prety professional invalid who had
spent the preceding winter in Cairo, was lying a note from Lord Henry.

2 book paper,the. ot
and the edges solled. A copy of the tird edition of _The St. James's
Gazelte_had been placed on the tea-tray. It was evident that Victor had
retuned. He wondered if he had met the men in the hall asmey were

Vi face poiecty. 1w ke, lacid sk of sty

on his guard.

Speaking very siowly he told him to tell the house-keeper that he

feft the room his eyes wandered in the direction of the screen. Or was
that merely his own fancy?

Aftor afew moments, in her black silk dress, with old-fashioned thread
mittens on her wrinkied hands, Mirs. Leaf bustied into the library. He
‘asked her for the key of the schoolroom.

“The old schoolroom, Mr. Dorian?” she exclaimed. "Why, it s full of
e, 1t et aanged and Dm sva»gm before you go nto it
Itis not it for you to see, sir. Itis not, indeed.”

“I don't want it put straight, Leaf. | only want the key."

“Well sir, you'l b covered with cobwebs if you go info t. Why,
hasn' been opened for nearty ive yars-not since his lordship. p

it i creping psiars nd g o fore th dor o e

room. It was a horrble thing to have a spy in one's house. He had
hard of i men who had boenbackmaed al et ves by some
read a ltter, or or picked

o ioind vecuny ol
ora shred of crumpled lace.

He sighed, and havmg poured himself out some tea, opened Lord Henry's
note.
2 book that might neres im, an tht he wou be at th cub at
lntteenHe openea.The S James's_argudy, ad locked trough

red pencil-mark on the fith page caught his eye. It dres
Stanton athe following paragraph:

INQUEST ON

Tavern, Hoxton Road, by Mr. Danby, the District Coroner, on the body of
Sibyl Vane, a young actress recently engaged at the Royal Theatre,
Haliom, At of st by e s e

as greally affocted during the giving vt v v, st et
Dr. Biell, who had made the post-mortem examination of the deceased.

He frowned, and tearing the paper in two, wen across the room and

ugly
ugliness made things! He fell a it annoyed with Lord Henry for
having sent him the report. And it was certainly stupid of him to have
marked it with red pencil. Victor might have read it. The man knew
more than enough English for that.

Perhaps he had read it and had begun to suspect something. And, yet,
what did it matter? What had Dorian Gray to o with Sibyl Vane's
eath? There was nothing to fear. Dorian Gray had not kiled her.

His eye fell on the yellow book that Lord Henry had sent him. What was
it,he wondered. He went towards the lite, pearl-coloured octagonal

leaving the house and
o woukd o su o mis (ho pictur-had 1 doubtmissed 1 areay:
while he had been laying the tearthings. The screen had not been set
back, and a blank space was visible on th wall. Perhaps some night he

decried, men fesling a natural instinc of terror abou passions and

with the less.
Butit appeared to Dorian Gray that the true nature of the senses had
never W that they d animal

wange
oyt bees hat wroughtn sivr and akingup e valure,furg
himself into an arm-chair and began to tum over the leaves. Afte

fow mintes h bocame absorbed. 1 was the stangostbosk that ho had

‘going forth 1o their work, or the sigh and s0b of the wind coming down
from the hills and wandering round the silent house, as though it
feared o wake the sleepers and yet must needs call forth sieep from
e purpe cave. Ve afor vl ofrin dusky gauz s e and by

6 clours o ingsar resiord o hem, and we

y them
o kil them by pain, instead of aiming at making them elements of a
new spiriualiy,of which a fine instinct for beauty was to be the
v

As
history, he was haunted by a feeling of loss. So much
Sortondore anc 1o soch e purposel Tere na boo. e wuml
rejections, monstrous forms of self-torture and self-denial, whos

origin was fear and whose resut was a degradation mfmle\y moro

oy had sought o escape: Natro,in ot wondertl rony.cring ot

the hermit the beasts of the ield as his companions.

Yes: there was to be, as Lord Henry had prophesied, a new Hedonism

puritanism that is having, in our own day, fs curious revival. It was
o have s sarvic of e ntallec, orary. yet L was never o

s aim, indeed, was
itself, and ot the fruits o experience, sweet or btter as they might
be. Ofthe ascelicism that deadens the senses, as of the vuigar
profligacy that dulls them, it was o know nothing. But it was to.
teach man to concentrate himself upon the moments of a ife thatis
itself but @ moment.

There are few of us who have not sometimes wakened before dawn, either

after one of those dreamless nights that make us almost enamoured of

death,oron f hose ights of hrorand isshapen . when hrougn
realty

et and it it vt o ok ot grotesques,
and that lends to Gothic art fs enduring vitalty, ths art being, one.

might fancy, especiall the art of those whose minds have been troubled

with the malady of reverie. Gradually white ingers creep through the.

curtains, and they appear to tremble. In black fantastic shapes, dumb

shadows craw nto the corers of the room and crouch there. Outside,

there s the stiring of birds among the leaves, o the sound of men

it mimi . T ol d where we
had left them, and beside them lies the half-cut book that we had been

Nothing seems {0 us changed. Out of the unreal shadows of the night
‘comes back the real ife that we had known. We have to resume it where
we had left off, and there steals over us a terrble senso of the

energy in of
Stereotyped habits, or a wild longing, it may be, that our eyelds
ioon f

u b
the darkness for our pleasure, a world in which things would have fresh
‘shapes and colours, and be changed, or have olher secrels, a world in
which the past would have lite or no place, or survive, at any rate,

in igation or regret, th

joy having it bitierness and the memories of pleasre their pain.

Itwas the creation of such worids as these that seemed to Dorian Gray
10 be the true object, or amongst the true objects, of lfe; and i his
rch for L

2 e

alien to hs nature, abandon himself to their subtie influences, and
then havig, s L were, caught helr coour and st s

ave them with th
is not incompaible. i o arsou o (emveramenl iy
indoed, according to certain moder psychologists, s often a condition
of it

Itwas rumoured of him once that he was about 10 jin the Roman

rejoction of the evidence of the senses as by the primitive simplicity

Sought 1o symbolize. He loved to kneel down on the cold marble

He winced at the mention of his grandfather. He had hateful memories
of him. "That does not matter” he answered. "I simply want lo see
the place-thatis all. Give me the key"

*And here s the key, s said the old lady, going over the contents
of her bunch with tremulously uncertain hands. “Here is the key. Il
have it off the bunch in a moment. But you don't think of ving up
there, sir, and you so comfortable here?”

"No, no," he cried petulantly. “Thank you, Leaf. That will do."
She lingered for a few moments, and was garrulous over somo dotail of
the household. He sighed and told her to manage things as she thought

best. She left the room, wreathed in smiles.

As the door closed, Dorian put the key in his pocket and looked round
theroam. His ey el on alarg, purple satn coveril heaviy

Venetan ok rat s gra»dlalher had found in a convent near Bologna.
Yes, that would serve to wrap the dreadful thing in. It had perhaps
served often as a pall for the dead. Now it was to hide something that

rruption of ts own, worse than the corruption of deat
fsl-somelhing that would broed hrrors and yat ouk never d

. his sins would

on the canvas. Thwwuu\d mar ts beauty and eat away it grace. They
would defil it and make it shameful. And yet the thing would stl
ive on. Itwould be always aive.

He shuddered, and for a moment he regretted that he had not told Basil
ad wished Basi

‘would have helped him to resist Lord Henry's influence, and the stll

mre poisonous influences that came from his own temperament. The love:

that he bore him-for it was really love-had nothing in t that was

o
o was sueh love s Michelangolohad known. and Montaigns, and
Winckelmann, Yes, Basil could

Butitwas 100 late now. The past could aiways be annihilated.

Regret, denial, or forgetfuiness could do that. But the future was
inevitable. Thero wero passions in him that would find ther terrible.

ever read. i seemed to him that in exauisie raiment, and to the
delicate sound of lutes, the sins of the worid were passing in dumb

Things suddenly
made real to him. Things of which he had never dreamed were gradually
revealed.

twas a novel without a plot and with only one character, being,
indeed, simply a psychological study of a certain young Parisian who
spent his e rying to realize i the nineteenth century al the

own, and to sum up, as it were, in himself the various moods through
‘which the world-spirit had ever passed, loving fortheir mere

virtue,
s much as those natural rebelions that wise men sl cal sin. The
style in which it was wrtten was that curious jowelled style, vivid
and obscure at once, ull of _argot_and of archaisms, of technical

of some of the finest artists of the French school of _Symbolstes._.
colour. The e of the senses was described i the terms of mystical
philosophy. One hardly knew at times whether one was reading the

of amoder sinner. It was a poisonous book. The heavy odour of
incense seemed to cling aboui s pages and to roubie the brain. The
mere cadence of the sentences, the sublle monotony of their music, so.
2 s of complx s and et dlborata vspsatsd
produced in the mind of the lad, as he passed from chapter

S of tovor,  malcy of dreaming ot made i unconscious o
the faling day and creeping shadows.

Cloudless, and pierced by one soliary star, a copper-green sky gleamed
through the windows. He read on by its wan light il he could read no
more. Then afer i valet had eminded i several s of he
lateness of the hour, he g d going into the next room, placed

tne b on o Il Pt i always stood at his

bedside and began to dress for dinner.

twas almost ine o'clock before he reached the club, where he found
3 . bored.

*1am so somry, Hary," he cried, "but realy it is entirely your

P 3 . slowly
and with white hands moving aside the vel o the tabernacie, or
Jewelled, palid
wafor that a mes, oo would fain thik, s mdocd
ooty the e of gl o tobed e gments of e
Passion of Christ, breaking the Host into the chalice and smiting his
The n thei

lace and scarlet, tossed into the air ke great giltlowers had their
bl fasnaton for hin. A h pssed ul, e usd 0 ook Wi

d long to it i
onaa thom an il o e and women Whispering through the worn
grating the true story of their lves.

Buthe never felinto the error of arresting his intellectual
development by any formal acceptance of creed or system, or of
mistaking, or a house in which to five, an inn that is but suitable.

forthe sojour of a ight, or for a fow hours of a night in which

there are no stars and the moon is i travail. Mysticism, with its
marvellous power of making common things strange to us, and the subtle
antinomianis that always seems to accompany it, moved him for a
Season; and for a season he inclined to the materialstc docirines of

outlet, dreams that would make the shadow of their evilreal

He ook up from the couch the great purple-and-gold texture that

blue eyes, and rose-red lips—they al were there. It was simply the

o
‘Compared to what he saw in It of censure of rebuke, how shalow Basi's
reproaches about Sibyl Vane had been!-how shallow, and of what itle
‘account His own soul was looking out at him from the canvas and
calling him to judgement. A look of pain came across him, and he fiung
the rich pall over the picture. As he did 0, a knock came to the

oor. He passed ot as his servant entered.

“The persons are here, Monsieur.”
He felt that the man must be got rid of at once. He must not be:

allowed to know where the picture was being taken to. There was
. and he had thoughttul,

to Lord Henry,

they were to meet at eight-fiteen that evering.

“Waitfor an answer,” he said, handing it o him, "and show the men in
o

In two or three minutes there was another knock, and Mr. Hubbard
himsel, the celebrated frame-maker of South Audley Streel, came in
with a somewhat rough-looking young assistant. Mr. Hubbard was a
flori, red-whiskered litle man, whose admiration for art was

the

arule. he p. He
waited for people to come to him. But he always made an exception in
favour of Dorian Gray. There was something about Dorian that charmed
everybody. It was a pleasure even to see him

“What can | do for you, Mr. Gray?” he said, rubbing his fat freckled
pancs. 1 mougm 1 would do myself the honour of coming round in

pers
e e Care o conin oo Admirably

fault. That book you sent me so fascinated me that | forgot how the
time was going.”

“Yes, 1 thought you would like t”replied his host,rsing from his
chair.

I didsay 1 kod i, Harry. 1 aid it fascinated me. There s a
oreat diference.”

that?” Henry. P
into the dining-room.

CHAPTER 11

For years, Dorian Gray could not free himself from the influence of
this book. Or perhaps it would be more accurate to say that he never
soughtto free himsalffrom i He procured from Paris no less than
nine large-paper copies of the first edition, and had them bound in
the

changing fancies of a nature over which he seemed, a times, (o have.
almost entirely ost control. The hero, the wonderful young Parisian

blended, became to him a kind of prefiguring type of himself. And,
inded, the whole book seemed to him to contain the story of his own
Ife, witten before he had lived it

hero.
never knew-never, indeed, had any cause to know-that somewnhat
i d polished metal surf a st

water which came upon the young Parisian so early in his e, and was.
‘occasioned by the sudden decay of a beau that had once, apparently,

nearyevry oy, 2 crany n every D\easme‘ ety as s
place-that he used to read the later

fealy g,  somowhatoveremphasasd. accountof e sarow and
espair of one who had himself lost what in others, and the world, he
had most dearly valued.

For the wonderful beauty that had so fascinated Basi Hallward, and

influences of sweet-smeling roots and scented, pollen-laden flowers;
of aromatic balms and of dark and fragrant woods; of spikenard, that

sickens: of hovenia, that makes men mad; and of aloes, that are said to
20 v o xpl meanchol o sl

At another time he devoted himself entiely to music, and in a long

Tattced foom, with a vermilion-and-gold celling and walls of

olive-green lacquer, he used 1o give curious concerts in which mad

gipsies tore wild music from litle zithers, or grave, yellow-shawled

Tunisians plucked al the strained strings of monstrous lutes, while

riningNogroes beat martonouslyupon coppercrums and, croucting
upon scarlet mats, sim turbaned Indians biew through long pipes of

r00d or brass and charmed--or feigned to charm--great hooded snakes and

adders.

barbaric music sied him at imes when Schubert's grace, and Chopin's

beaut sorows, and e mighyharmonies of Beathoven hinsel, fl

unheeded colected together from all p or

e sranget niments et cooi b Tound, ot h s o
ead nations or among the few savage tribes that have survived contact

with Western civizations, and loved to touch and try them. He had

tro mystoous jupars of ne RioNegr ndins at wemen aro ot

the _Danwinismus_  found i
tracing the thoughts and passions of men to some pearly cellin the.
brain, or some white nerve in the body, delighting in the conception of

morbid or healthy, norma or diseased. Ye, as has been said of him
pefr, o o of e serd ot e of ary riarce
compared wih If el Ho felt keenly conscious of how barren all
intllctulspecuaton s when separated fom acon and experinent
ihe senses, no less than the soul, have thei spirtual
myslznes o reveal

And 5o he would now study perfumes and the secrets of their

its co o
true relations, wondering what there was in frankincense that made one
mystical, and in ambergis that sirred one's passions, and in viole

the
brain, and in champak that stained the imagination; and seeking often
psychology of

ihat even e il
bt o fasing and scourging, an! e eartha ars of e
Poruans (hat have the sl o of i, and tes f uman

in Chile, and

near o a
sweelness. He had painted gourds filed wilh pebbes that ratled when
they were shaken; the long _clarin_of the Mexicans, into which th
perrmerdoesnot b bl rough wih he e he o he
harsh_ture_ of the Amazon tribes, that s sounded by the senfinels who
oyl day long in high trees, and can be heard, itis said, ata
distance of three leagues; the _teponazti_, that has two vibrating
tongues of wood and is beaten wih sticks that are smeared with an
elastic gum obained from the milky juice of plants; the _yot]_-bells of
ineAziec,hat arehung n lustrs ke graes: and  uge

covered with the skin

temple, and of whose doleful sound he has left us 5o ivid a
description. The fantastic character of these instruments fascinated
him, and he felt a curious delight in the thought that art, like

Nature, has her monsters, things of bestia shapo and with hideous.

suited for a religious subject, Mr. Gray."

1 am so sorry you have given yourself the trouble of coming found, M.

Hubbard. | shall certainly drop i and look at the frame--though |

donft goin much at present for religious art-but to-day | only want a
picture carred to the top of the hause for me. It s rather heavy, so

thought | would ask you to lend me a couple of your men.”

"No trouble at al, Mr. Gray. | am delighted o be of any service to
you. Which is the work of art

“This," replied Dorian, moving the screen back. "Can you move it
covering and al just as it is7 | dorit want it o get scratched
going upstairs.”

“Thee wil be no diffcult, sir” said the genial frame-maker,
beginning, with the aid of his assistant, o unhook the picture from
the long brass chains by which it was suspended. "And, now, where
shall we carry itto, Mr. Gray?”

I il show you the way, Mr. Hubbard, if you will kindly follow me.
Or perhaps you had better go in front. | am afaid it is right at the
t0p ofthe house. We will o up by the front staircase, as itis

wider

He held the door open for them, and they passed out nto the hall and

began the ascent. The elaborate characler of the frame had made the

picture extremely bulky, and now and then, in spite of the obsequious

protests of Mr. Hubbard, who had the true radesman's spirited disike
anything useful, Dorian

505 10 help them.

cary. i
reached the top \andmg And he wiped his shiny forehead

| am afaid itis rather heavy,” murmured Dorian as he unlocked the.
pened into the room p
Secret of his e and hide his soul from the eyes of men.

He had not entered the place for more than four years--not, indeed,
since he had used it first as a play-room when ho was a child, and then

many others besides him, ssemed never o leave fim. Even those who had

h ovilthings against him--and from time to time strange.

rumours sbout s e o e crpt traugh London and bcane he

chatter of

ey S . He sy e ok fone o e ket el
whotalked

Dorian Gray entered the room. There was something n the purity of his

5 a siudy when he grew somewhat oider. It was a arge,
room, whict ord

Kelso for the use of the it grandson whom, for hs strange likeness
to his mother, and also for other reasons, he had always hated
desied o keop ot o distanc, L appeared 1 Doian o have

There s g R cassone, wi i

ndits in

o essimpetnt boy. There the satinwood book-case
il wih i do-ared schoolbooks On he walbhind i was

and queen
woreplayig hessinagarden. while 3 company ofhavkers e by
carrying hooded birds on their gauntieted wists. How wel he.
rememberod i Every momentof s Tonaychicnod camo naw to

o, and  seomed noribl o i nt o ners e fol portrt
was to be hidden away. How it he had thought, in those dead days,
of al that was in store for him!

it there was no other place in the house 5o secure from prying eyes as.

would not see it Why should he watch the hideous corruption of his
S0ul? He kept his youlh-that was enough. And, besides, might not
his nature grow finer, after all? There was no reason that the future
should be 5o fullof shame. Some love might come across his lfe, and
purify him, and shield him from those sins that seemed to be already
stiring in spit and in flesh-those curious unpictured sins wh

very mystery lent them their subllety and their charm. Perhaps, some
ay, the cruel look would have passed away from the scarlet sensiive
mouth, and he might show to the world Basil Hallward's masterpiece.

Noj that was impossible. Hour by hour, and week by week, the thing

upon
sin, but the hideousness of age was in store for .. The cheeks would
faccid. Yellow crow

fading eyes and make them horrble. The hair would lose its

brightness, the mouth would gape or droop, would be foolish or gross,
the wrinkled throat, the

cold, blue-veined hands, the twisted body, that he remembered in the.

‘grandfathor who had been so ster to him in his boyhood. The picture

society. Once or twice every month during the winter, and on each
the season lasted, =

world his beauliful house and have the most celebrated musicians of the

ayto charm his guests with the wonders of their at. His litle

dinners, in the setting of which Lord Henry always assisted him, were

noted as much for the careful selection and placing of those invited,

as for the exquisite taste shown in the decoration of the table, with

memory of the innocence that they had tarnished. They wondered how one

age that was at once sordid and sensual

exotic flowers,
cloths, and antique plate of gnld and siver. Indeed, there were many.

i borian Gray th ru roazation of a typo af whic oy had afon
dreamed in Eton o Oxford days, a type that was to combine something of

ofen,onreuming those myst \d prolonged

the schola
izenof e workd, To them e seemed 1 be of

i e, o thought ot oy were o, o Himsat s roop
Upstairs to the locked room, open the door with the key that never left
nd stand, with a mirtor, n front o the portait that Basil
Halward had painted of him, looking now a the evl and aging face on
the canvas, and now at the fair young face that laughed back at him
from the polished glass. The very sharpness of the contrast used to
pleasure. He or
un besuty mor and morenerested n he coruptonof s o sl

‘e company of those whom Dante describes as having sought o “make
memse\ves perfect by the worship of beauly.” Like Gauter, e was one.
whom "the visible world existed.

And, certainly to him lf itself was the firs, the greatest, of th
arts, and for it al the other arts seemed 1o be buta preparation.
Fashion, by which what is really fantastic becomes for @ moment
unversal, and dancym, whih. i s o we s an atlem o sssr
d. of course, their fascination for

fotl e, e s nes that seamd the wrinkiing forehead

beauty,
him. His mode of dressing, and (o pariclar s na rom e o

were the more nemme, the signs of sin or e signs of age. He would
place his white hands beside the coarse bioaled hands of the picture,
and smile. He mocked the misshapen body and the faiing iimbs.

s wars e, dend, s H, wha, g enies i s oun

dehmle\y ‘scented chamber, or n the sordid room of the i

Wt v est o ook wheh, oo ansssumed s i

disguise, itwas his habit to frequent, he would think of the ruin he

had brought oo his soulwithapiytat was al the mor poignant
rely selfish. But

Trat sty about o whih Lord Hone hod Pt

they sattogether in the garden of their friend, seemed to increase

with gratifcation. The more he knew, the more he desired (o know. He.

had mad hungers that grew more ravenous as he fed them.

Yot ho was not really reckless, at any rate in s relations (o

voices. Ye, afler some time, he wearied of them, and would st in his
box at the opera, either alone or with Lord Henry, istening in rapt
pleasure (o “Tannhauser” and seeing in the prelude 1o that great work
of art a presentation of the tragedy of his own soul

On one occasion he took up the study of jewels, and appeared at a

costume ball as Anne de Joyeuse, Admiral of France, in a dress covered

with five hundred and sixty pearls. This taste enthralled him for

years, and, indeed, may be said never o have let him. He would often

spend awiledayselingand eseling i hei cases e various

stones that he had colected, such as the olive-greer beryl that

s rod vy lamplit, e mophane i e etk Ime Cotaiver

the pistachio-coloured peridot, roso-pink and wino-yellow

carbunis o ey scsnen i oo, fout-ayed s, Homeed

their

alemat oy of oy and saponre. He o the ed g of e

sunstone, and

ofthemiky opl. He procured fom Anstrdam ren omaraisof
draordinary size and richness of colour, and had a turquoise _de la

Vel roche that was e ey of o o connossets

He discovered wonderful stories, also, aboutjewels. In Alphonso’s

Clericalis Discipiina a serpent was mentioned with eyes of real

Jacinth, and in the romanic history of Alexander, the Conqueror of
e vale of J on vt

collars of real emeralds growing on their backs.” There was a gom in

the brain of the dragon, Philostralus (oid us, and "by the exhibition

of golden letters and a scarlet robe the monster could be thrown into

a magical sieep and slain. According 1o the great aichemist, Pierre de
iface, the diamond rendered a man invisible, and the agate of India

made him eloquent. The comelian appeased anger, and the hyacinth

provoked sieep, and the amethyst drove away the fumes of wine. T

garet cast out demons, and the hydropicus deprived the moon of her

colour. The selenite waxed and waned with the moon, and the meloceus,

It iscores e, cou be aflected ol by o loos of ce

had s¢
newy o 0ad, i was acoran anidte sgans poson. The
bezoar, that was found in the heart of the Arabian deer, was a charm
that could cure the plague. In the nests of Arablan birds was the
aspiates, that, according to Democitus, kept the wearer from any.
danger by fr.

their marked nfluence on the young exuisites of
the MayYaw balls g Pat vt oo indows who coped i n

of
e cacotul, o o only haif-serious, fopperies.

For, p Jmost
immediately offered to him on his coming of age, and found, indeed, a
bt pleasure in the thought that he might really become to the
day what of the
had been, tove

re_ g L the
wearing of a jewel, or the knotting of a necktie, or the conduct of a

cane. He sough to elaborate some new scheme of Ife that would have

it reasoned philosophy and its ordered principles, and find in the.
spirtualizing of the senses its highest realizaton.

“The worship of the senses has often, and with much justice, been

The King of Coln odo rough is iy it argo by n s hand,
The gates of the pal the
Priest were "mad of sardius, wih the horn of the horned snake
invrou m, o ht 0 manmightbrng oo vl Over me sl
Jden apples, in which were two cart
pocip m-gm (oine by oy an cataunds b ot Lodqss

‘chamber of the queen one could behold * e chast ldes o e
world, inchased ot of silver,looking through fair

Chiysollo, carboncles sappis, and greons emorauts Marco Polo
had seen the inhabitants of Zipangu place rose-coloured pears in the
mouths o the dead. A sea-monster had boen enamoured of the pear that
the diver brought to King Perozes, and had slain the thef, and moumed
for seven moons over ts loss. When the Huns lured the king into the.
great pit, e flung it away--Procopius tels the story- ever

found again, though the Emperor Anastasius offered five hundred-weight
of goid pieces for it The King of Malabar had shown to a certain

Venetian a fosary of three hundred and four pearis, one for every god

that he worshipped.

‘When the Duke de Valentinois, son of Alexander VI, visited Louis XIl of
France, his horse was loaded with gold leaves, according to Brantome,

Charles of England had ridden in strmups hung with four hundred and
twenty-one diamonds. Richard Il had a coat, valued at thiry thousand
marks, which was covered with balas rubies. Hall described Henry VIl
on s way 0 the Towr provious 0 s coronaton, as wearng “a

g0ld, h

tich stones, and a great bauderike about his nack of large balasses.”

The fvoures of James | o earigs ofemeralds st n god
fiigrane. Edward Il gave to Piers Gaveston a suit o red-gold armour
Suddod wih jacthe. a colarof goid roses set il
turgquoise-stones, and a skull-cap _parseme_with pearis. Henry Il wore

welve rubies and fity-two great orienis. The ducal hatof Charies
the Rash, the last Duke of Burgundy of his race, was hung with
pear-shaped pearts and studded wih sappires.

How exquisite e had once been! How gorgeous in ts pomp and
ecoration! Even to read of the luxury of the doad was wonderful



Then he tumed his attention to embroideries and to the tapesires that
performed the offce of frescoes i the chil ooms of the nor
nations of Europe. As h investigated the subject-and he always had

y moment
in whatever he took up-he was almost saddened by the reflection of the
uin that time brought on beauliful and wonderful things. He, at any
rate, had escaped that. Summer followed summer, and the yellow
many t of horror
storyofner s, e was ncrarge No it e s oo

chased, and profusely set with enamelled and jewelled medallons. It

Mohammed had stood beneath the tremulous gilt of ts canopy.

And s, for a whole year, he sought o accumulate the most exqisite.

o

musiins, finely
stiched over with irdescent beetles' wings; the Dacca gauzes, that
from their ransparency are known n the East as "woven air” and
“running waer,” and "evening dew"; sirange figured cloths from Java;
laborat yslow Chineso hangings; books bound n lawny st o e

ingal Vinere Where
1abo. on wich the gode foughtagaint ine gans, a1 boon wokes
by brown gits o the pleasure of Athena? Where the huge velarium

et Noro b stened actoss 1 Colssoum o Rome, vt THan i
of iy

chariot drawn by white, gitreined steeds? He longed (o see the
curious table-napkins wrough for the Priest of the Sun, on which were

were embroidered the verses of a song beginning *_Madame, je suis tout

Joyeux
thread, and each note, of square shape in those days,

_fleurs-de-lis_,birds and images; veis of
Jams, ‘worked in Hungary point; Sicilan brocades and stiff Spanish
Velvels; Georgian work, with s gilt coins, and Japanese _Foukousas._.
with their green-toned golds and their marvellously plumaged birds.

He had a special passion, also, for ecclesiastical vestments, as indeed
e had for everything connected wih the service of the Church. In the

raiment of the Bride of Chirst, who must wear purple and jewels and

fine finen that she may hide the pallid macerated body that is worn by

the suffering that she seeks for and wounded by self-nficted pain.
crimson sk

figured with a repeating pattern of golden pomegranates set in

six-petalled formal blossoms, beyond which on aither side was the

earls. He read of the foom that was prepared at the palace at Rheims
for the use of Queen Joan of Burgundy and was decorated with "hrt

the

King's arms, and five hundred and sixty-one butterflies, whose wings.
‘arms of the queen,

n gold." Catherine de Medicis had a mourning-bed made for her of

bl i ts and suns. Its

damask, with leafy wrealhs and garlands, figured upon a gold and siler
round and finge skong e ecges wi bridries ofpeat,and
ot bl

Louis XIV
e et nigh msapamwem “The state bed of Sobieski, King of
Polar

into panels representing scenes from the lfe of the Virgin, and the
nation of the Virgin was figured in coloured silks upon the hood.

“This was ltlian work of the fifteenth century. Another cope was of

green velvet, embroidered wih heart-shaped groups of acanthus-leaves,

from which spread long-stemmed white blossoms, the etais of which

et poked ot winsher beadandcooured cystals. Th marse

lapor o o and o ik
medallions of many saints and martyrs, among whom was St. Sebastian.
He had chasubies, also, of amber-coloured sik, and biue silk and goid
brocade, and yellow silk damask and cloth of gold, figured with
representations of the Passion and Crucifixon of Chlst, and

Ve om e Kern. s supports were of siler git, beautiflly

vandered ough  coridor e wilhmarle i, ookig ound
with haggard eyes for the reflection of the dagger that was to end his
days, and sick with it e, e _tadium vitae _, that comes

peari and purple drawn by silver-shod mules, been carried through the

Street of Pomegranates 1o a House of Gold and heard men cry on Nero

Cassar as he passed by; and, as Elagabalus, had painted his face with

colours, and plied the distaff among the women, and brought the Moon
her

Over and over again Dorian used to read this fantastic chapter, and the
two chapters g, i which,

tapestries or cunningly wrought enamels, were pictured the awful and
beautiul forms of those whom vice and blood and weariness had made
monstrous or mad: Filippo, Duke of Milan, who slew his wife and
painted her deatn
from the dead thing he fondled; Pietro Barbi, the Venetian, known as
Paul the Second, who sought in his vanity to assume the il of
Formosus, and whose tiara, valued at two hundred thousand florin, was.
bought at the price of a terrible sin; Gian Maria Viscont, who used

men
foses by a harlot who had loved him; the Borgia on his white horse,
with his blo

of Perotto; Pietro Riario, the young Carcinal Archbishop of Florence,
child and minion of Sixtus 1V, whose beauty was equalled only by his.
debauchery, and who received Leonora of Aragon i a pavilion of white

. contaurs,

that he might serve at the feast as Ganymede or Hylas; Ezzelin, whose

melancholy could be cured only by the spectacie of death, and who had a

passion for red blood, s other men have for red wine-—the son of the

Fiend, as was reported, and one who had cheated his father at dice when
his own soul;

ook the name of Ianocent and into whose torpid veins the blood of

e lads was s by o Jewsh docor,Sigsmondo alatest, e

lover of Isatta and the lord of Rimini, whose effigy was bured at

as the enemy of God and man, who. strang\ed Polyssena with a napkm and

gave poison 1o Ginevra d'Este in a cup of emerald, and in honor

i Chares

3

i, adored his a
him of the. him, and who,

corrupt every one with whom you become intimate, and that t s quite

itis said of you. | am told things that it seems impossible to d
Lora Glocesterwas cne of my ratst Troncem Oxiors. e showed me

ol o Marone. You nama was Implicated n the most terrble
confession | ever read. | told him that it was absurd-that | knew you
thoroughly and that you were incapable of anything of the kind. Know
you? | wonder do | know you? Before | could answer that, | should
have to see your soul”

To see my soull” muttered Dorian Gray, starting up from the sofa and
turning almost white from fear

fes," answered Hallward gravely, and with deep-toned sorrow in his
voics, "o see your soul. But only God can do that.”

Abitter laugh of mockery broke from the lips of the younger man. "You
shall see it yourself, to-nightl” he cried, seizing a lamp from the.

table. “Come: itis your own handiwork. Why shouldnt you look at
it? You can tell the world all about it afterwards, ifyou choose.

| Y
chattered enough abou corrupion. Now you shall ook on i faco 0
face.

There was the madiness of pride in every word he ultered. He stamped

his oot upon the ground in his boyish insolent manner. He felt a

terrible oy at the thought that some one else was to share his secret,
and that the man who had painted the porlrait that was the origin of

i shama wa 1 b utdaned or therostof i e wih i

hideous memory of what he had done.

"Yes." he continued, coming closer to him and looking steadfastly nto
s ster eyes,° shall show you my soul. You shallsee th thing
that you fancy only God can see.”

Hallward started back. "This is blasphemy, Dorian!” he cried. "You
y that

white satin and pink silk damask, decorated with tlips and dolphins.

Kened strange, could only

painted with the images of love and death and madness; and, n his
irmmed jrkin an el cap and acannusie e, Gricneto
Bag

‘et 5 ho
piazea of Porugia, toso who had hated him could ot choase but weep,
and Atalanta, who had cursed him, blessed him

There was a horrible fascination in them all. He saw them at night,

toreh, by an embroidered glove and a jewelled fan, by a gided pomander
and by an amber chain. Dorian Gray had been poisoned by a book. There

could realize his conception of the beauiful

CHAPTER 12

It was on the ninth of November, the eve of his own thiry-eighth
birthday, as he often remembered aftenwards.

He was walking home abou eleven o'clock from Lord Henry's, where he
had been dining, and was wrapped in heavy furs, as the night was cold
‘and foggy. At the comer of Grosvenor Square and South Audiey Street,
‘2 man passed him i the mist, walking very fast and with the collar of
s grey ulster turned up. He had a bag in his hand. Dorian

recognized him. It was Basil Hallward. A strange sense of fear, for
which he couid not account, came over him. He made no sign of
recognilion and went on quickly in the direction of his own house.

But Hallward had seen him. Dorian heard him first stopping on the
pavement and then hurrying after him. In a few moments, his hand was
on his am.

“Dorian! What an extraordinary piece of luck! 1 have been waiting for
youin your ibrary ever since nine o'clock. Finally | 0ok pity

Your tred servant and told him 10 o to bed, as he let me out. | am
offto Pars by the midnight train, and | particularly wanted to see.

You bofore Ileft | thought it was you, of rather your fur coat, as.

anything.*
“You think s0?" He laughed again

“Iknow so. As for what | said to you to-night, | said it for your
good. You know | have been always a stanch friend to you.”

“Don't touch me. Finish what you have to say."

Atwisted fiash of pain shot across the painters face. He paused for

‘amoment, and a wild feeling of pity came over him. After al, what

righthad e oy o the o ofDoin Gray? e had doea

tithe much ho

Tnenne scaghtencd hnsaf up.and e ove o e fire-place, and
re, looking at the burming logs with their fostlike ashes and

e trobingcoresof fame.

“Iam waiting, Basi said the young man in a hard dlear voice.

He tumed round. "What | have to say s this." he cried. “You must
o

you. If you tell me that they are absolutely untrue from beginning to
end, I shall believe you. Deny them, Dorian, deny them! Can' you see.
what | am going through? My God! dor't tell me that you are bad, and
cormupt, and shameful "

There was a curl “Come
upstairs, Basil” he said quietly. " keep a diary of my Ife from day
today, and revreave oom i which s witen. | shall
Show t 1o you f you come with me.

I shall come with you, Dorian, if you wish it | see | have missed my
train. That makes no matter. | can go to-morrow. But don't ask me to
read anylhing to-night. All | want is a plain answer to my question.”

“Thatshall e gven t you upstars. | couid ot gve it here. You
will ot have o read long.

CHAPTER 13

and _fleurs-de-lis_ altar rontals of crimson velvet and blue linen; and
manycorporas, chaice-vei,and sucaria: Intho mysic offs o
which as were put, there

imagination.

For these treasures, and everything that he collected in his lovely
house, were to be to him means of forgetfuiness, modes by which he
could escape, for a season, from the fear that seemed to him at times
1o b anosttooret o be ome. Upon e wls of o nely

ked

o of e,
leave i guese and rsh back 1o ow 1 soa it o had ot
been tampered with and that the piture was sil there. What f it
Should be stolen? The mere thought made him cold with horror. Surely
the world would know his secret then. Perhaps the world already
suspected i

For, while he fascinated many, there were not a few who distrusted him
He was very nearly ackoaiad a o WaskEnd i of i i

his boyhood,
e awr s th il porwat whoti chancing oaurs showod hin
the real degradation of his lfe, and in front of it had draped the.
purple-and-gold pall as a curtain. For weeks he would not go thero,
vk gl he s paiied g, and g back s g heart.

Then, sudder. some n\ghl e vl areep o of he owse, g0 down 0
ireadful places near Blue Gate Fields, and stay there, day after day,
nthewas v away. On is e h woul i font of e

p him filed,
Tmes, it tht e of nvicualm ha s enaing

shadow tha had t bear the brde tha should have been his own.

gland, and

gave up the vila that he had shared at Trouvillewith Lord Henry, as

well as the itio whito walled-in house at Agiers where they had more.
picture.

partof his ife, and
absence some one might gain access to the room, in spite of the
elaborate bars that he had caused to be placed upon the door.

Ho was quis conscous thal i would o them nothing. 11 e
that fer al th

of the
o e augh at any one who tred to taunt him. He had
ot painted it. What was it to him how vile and full of shame it
looked? Evenf he told them, would they believe it?

Notinghamshire, entertaining the fashionable young men of his own rank

you passed me. Butl wasn't quite sure. Didn't you recognize me?"

I this fog, my dear Basil? Why, | can't even recognize Grosvenor
Sauare. | believe my house is somewhere about here, but | don' feel
atallcertain about t. | am sorry you are going away. as | have not
Seen you for ages. But | suppose you will be back saon

*No: | am going to be out of England for six months. |intend to take
& st n Pars andsht mysel p Ul e ishod  ret

However, I wanted to
talk. Here we are at yeuv door. Let me come i for a moment. | have
something to say o you.

o shll e charmed. Butwor o0 missyour vain?” sad Doian Gry

laehkey

The lamplight fog, athis
watch. "I have heaps of ime," he answered. "The train doesn' go
el cen,and s ol st loven, nfact [ wasonmy

way 1o the club to ook for you, when | met you. You see, | shan
have any delay about luggage, as | have sent on my heavy mmgs A
have with me is in this bag, and | can easily get to Victoria in twenty
minutes.”

Dorian looked at him and smiled. "What a way for a fashionable painter
o ravell A Gladstone bag and an ulster! Come in, or the fog will

get nto the house. And mind you dont talk about anything serious.
Nothing is serious nowadays. At least nothing should be."

Hallward shook his head, as he entered, and folowed Dorian inlo the

library. There was a bright wood fireblazing in the large open

hearth. The lamps were It and an open Dutch silver spiri-case
soda-water

sto
a e marqueterie table.

"You see your servant made me quite at home, Dorian. He gave me
everything | wanted, including your best gold-ipped cigarettes. He is
a most hospitable creature. |like him much beter than the Frenchman
you used to have. What has become of the Frenchman, by the bye?"

He passed out of the room and bagan the ascent, Basil Haliward
folwing osebenind. They walked sfly, s men do nincivey ot

The lamp cast fantastic shadows on the wall and staircase.
tising wind madie some of the windows ratte.

When they reached the top landing, Dorian set the lamp down on the
floor, and taking out the key, turmed it n the lock. “You insist on
Knowing, Basil?” he asked in a low voice.

Yos”

. . smiling. The at

harshiy, "You are the one man in the world who is entiled 1o know
everything about me. You have had more to o with my lfe than you
think’; and, taking up the lamp, he opened the door and wentin. A

cold current of ai passed them, and the light shot up for a moment in

a flame of murky orange. He shuddered. the door behind you.” he
whispered, as he placed the lamp on the table.

asifithad not been lived i for years. A faded Flemish tapesiry, a
curtained picture, an old lalian _cassone._, and an almost empty

was contain, and
a table. As Dorian Gray was lighting a half-bured candle that was

with in h
behing the wainscoting. There was a damp odour of mildew:

*S0 you think that it s only God who sees the soul, Basil? Draw that
curtain back, and you wil see mine.”

The voice that spoke was cold and cruel.
playing a part” mutered Hallward, frowning,

fou are mad, Dorian, or

"You won'? Then | must do it myself.” said the young man, and he tore
the curtain from its od and flung it on the ground.

broke he saw inthe
dim light the hideous face on the canvas grinning at him. There was.
Something i it expression that filed him with disgust and loathing

him to become a member, and it was

. when
‘smoking-room of the Churchil, the Duke of Berwick and another
u

bout him after he had p: x It
beon seen salorsina

low den pel, and

thieves and coiners and knew the mysteries of their trade. His

extraordinary and, when

again n society, men wouid whisper to each other in comers, or pass
orlook at him

they were determined to discover his secret.

Of such insolences and attempted sights he, of course, took no nofice,
andin the opinion of most people hs frank debonair manner, his
charming boyish smile, and the infinte grace of that wonderful youth
that seemed never o leave him, were in themselves a suffiient answer
tothe calumnies, for 50 they termed them, that were circulated about
him owever, that some of

intimate with him appeared, after a time, to shun him. Women who had
wildly adored him, and for s sake had braved all social censure and
set convention at defiance, were seen 1o grow palld with shame or
horror if Dorian Gray entered the room.

et these whispered scandals only increased in the eyes of many his
strange and dangerous charm. His great wealth was a certain element of
security. Socitychizedsoiey.atleastis nover very rady o
oascmung oon instincively that manners are of more

. and, in s opinion,
is of much less value than the possession of a good _chef . And, after
all, itis a very poor consolation to be told that the man who has.

Dorian shrugged his shoulders. | believe he married Lady Radley's
maid, and has established her in Paris as an English dressmaker.
Anglomania s very fashionable over there now, | hear. It seems silly

of the Franch, doesn't f? But-do you know?-he was not atall a bad
servant, | never liked him, but | had nothing to complain about, One

often imagines things that are quite absurd. He was really very

evoted to me and seemed quite sorry when he went away. Have another
brandy-and-soda? Or would you like hock-and-selizer? | aiways take.
hock-and-seltzer myself. There is sure to be some In the next room.*

“Thanks, | won't have anyihing more, said the painter, taking his cap
‘and coat off and throwing them on the bag that he had placed in the.
comer. “And now, my dear fallow, | want to speak to you sariously

b o

“Whatis it all about?" cried Dorian in his petulant way, finging
himself down on the sofa. "I hope it is not about myself. | am fred
of myself to-night. | should lie to be somebody else.”

“Iis about yoursel.” answered Halward i s ave doep voce, "and
I must say itto you. | shall oy keep you half an hour:

Dorian sighed and lita cigarette. "Half an hour!" he murmured.
“ltis not much to ask of you, Dorian, and it s entirely for your own
sake that | am speaking. | think i right that you shoud know that
the most dreadiul things are being said against you in London.”

“I don't wish 1o know anything about them. | ove scandals about other
o

eople,
the charm of novelty.”
“They must interest you, Dorian. Every gentleman is interested in his

‘good name. You dorit want people to talk of you as something vile and
degraded. Of course, you have your position, and your wealth, and all
Mi

fec. Itcamnt e concnld. Pecpeak sometines of sere! vices
are no such things. If a wretched man has a vice, it shows.
et s o mouth, the droop of his eyelids, the

Gray's own face at
“The horror, whatever it was, had not yet entirely spoiled that
marvellous beauty. There was stil some gold in the thinning hair and

of the loveliness of theirblue, the noble curves had not yet

‘completely passed away from chiselled nostis and from plastic thoa.

Yes, itwas Dorian himself. But who had done it? He seemed to
brushwork, and the

idea was monsirous, yet he felt afraid. He seized the lighted candle,

and held it o the picture. In the left-nand corer was his own name,

raced in long leters of bright vermilion.

Itwas some foul parody, some infamous ignoble satire. He had never
one thal. Siil, itwas his own picture. He knew it and he felt as

if his blood had changed in a moment rom fir to sluggish ice. His

own pictre What it mean? Wiy had talere? He med and
looked at Dorian Gray with the eyes of a sick man. His mouth twitched,
and his parched tongue seemed unable to amcu\ale He passed his hand
across his forehead. It was dank with clammy swe:

‘The young man was leaning against the mantelshelf, watching him with
that strange expression that one sees on the faces of those who are
absorbed in a play when some great artistis acting. There was neither
real sorrow in it nor eal joy. There was simply the passion of the
spectator, with perhaps a flicker of trumph in his eyes. He had taken
the flower out ofhis coat, and was smelling i, or pretending to do so.

“What does this mean?” cried Halward, atlast. His own voice sounded
shrill and curious In his ears.

“Years ago, when | was a boy." said Dorian Gray, crushing the flower in
his hand, "you met me, fatered me, and taught me to be vain of my
‘good looks. One day you introduced me to a friend of yours, who
‘explained to me the wonder of youth, and you finished a portrait of me
that revealed to me the wonder of beauly. In a mad moment that, even
now, | don't know whether | egret or not, | made a wish, perhaps you
would call it a prayer.

“Iremember it Oh, how well | remember it No! the thing is
impossible. The room is damp. Midew has got into the canvas. The
paints | used had some wretched mineral poison in then. | toll you the.

giver bad dinner, o poor wine, is
. Evan th cardinl v cannotsons for hlbcold emecs a5
Lord Henry remarked once, in a discussion on the subject, and there is
possibly a good deal o be said for his view. For the canons of good
society are, or should be, the same as the canons of art. Form is
absolutely essential to . It should have the dignity of a ceremony,

0 i of

a ol e wit and beauty
to.us. Is insincerty such a terrible thing? | think not. Itis
merely a method by which we can multply our personalites.

i and fantatc paiches? How vl h ocked! The ace was
lips seeme
Sndan, Dol o e o ovr e yellow hands that
with ings. He had been a macaron of the eighteenth

century, and the friend, in his youlh, of Lord Ferrars. What of the
‘second Lord Beckenham, the companion of the Prince Regent in his
wildest days, and one of the witnesses at the secret marriage with Mrs

Fitzherbert? How proud and handsome he was, with his chestiut curls
andnsolnt posel it passions hc he bcquethad” The v s

He had led the

Toosiaratme Gare gitered pon s breast. Bsido i hng he

Such, at any rate,

psychology
simple, permanent, reliable, and of one essence. To him, man was a

creature that bore vithn itsef strange legacies of thought and

palld, thin-ippe black. Her blood,
e, stred wih him. How carios  all soamod! ARd s moiner
i er L Hamilonaceand e o, wine-dashed e knew

e had got from her. He had got from her hs beauty, and his.
pasionfor e bty of ohrs. S lughed 2t i 1 hr 10056

passion, and wh

of the dead. He loved 10 strol through the gaunt cold picture-gallery

of his cauntry house and look at the various portaits of those whose.

o owedinis veis. Hee s Py Herer,descrbec by
Reigns

xmq James, as one who was "caressed by the Cour or his handsome

face, which kept him not long company." Was it young Herberts lfe

1o body tl it had reached his own? Was it some dim sense of that

surcoat, and gill-edged ruff and wristbands, stood Sir Anthony Sherard,
with is silver-and-black armour piled at his foet. What had this
man's legacy been? Had the lover of Giovanna of Naples bequeathed him

fading canvas, smiled Lady Elizabeth Devereux, in her gauze hood, pear
stomacher, and pink slashed sleeves. A flower was in her right hand,

and her lft clasped an enamelled collar of white and damask roses. On
a table by her side lay a mandolin and an apple. There were large
green rosettes upon her litle pointed shoes. He knew her life, and
1 stangestores hlwere 6t sboutherlovrs. Hod e someting

of oval,
ook curiously at him. i George Wiloughby, with his powdored

moulding of his hands even. Somebody~| worit mention his name, but
cow him=armo o e st yoar o have s portal done [ had
never heard

leaves in her hair. The purple
spild fom e cup she was hdng. The camatons of e pling
withered, but the eyes were st wonderful n their depth and
Thsy seemed to

et one had ancestors In erature as wel as in one's own race,
nearer perhaps in type and temperament, many of them, and certainl
i an nfenceof uichon was mor abolely corecious. Thsle

was merely the record of his own e, not as he had lived itin oy
and circumstance, but s his imagination had created it for him, as it
«

nown
them all, those strange terribe figures that had passed across the
stage of the world and made sin so marvelous and evilso fll of
subllety. It seemed to him that in some mysterious way their ives had

“The hero of the wonderful novel that had so influenced his Ife had
himself known this curious fancy. I the seventh chapter he tels how,
crowned with laurel, lest ighining might strike him, he had sat, as
Tiberius, in a garden at Capri,reading the shameful books of
Elephantis, while dwarfs and peacocks sirutted round him and the

z
i
H
H
8
g
H

‘an ivory manger with a jewekfrontieted horso; and, as Domitian, had

keeper? in England air
their moral prejudices over their gross dinner-tables, and whisper
P

rofligacies of their betters n order to ry

time, though | have h
price. | refused him. There was something in the shape of his fingers
that | hated. | know now that | was quite right in what | fancied
sbouthim. H e s crsadi. Butyou, Doren, wih your ur.
-l can't

against you. . and you
nevercome doan tthe o now nd when | am away rom you, and |
e al hese fidoous ings hatpacplearowhsporg aboutyou |
donit know what to say. Why is t, Dorian, that a man like the Duke of
Borwick oavas th 160m of & o whon you ontr 17 Why s it hat 50
many gentiemen in London willneither go (0 your house or invite you to
theirs? You used to be a friend of Lord Staveley. | met him at dinner
last week. Your name happened to come up in conversation, in

Dudley. Staveley curled his lip and said that you might have the most
artistc tastes, but that you were a man whom no pure-minded gir
Id be allowed to know, sitinthe
1 reminded him that | was a friend of yours, and asked
i wht ho mi. Ho od me. Ho 0d me gt ot before venody

pr
the people they slander. In this country it s enough for a man to
d brains fo

And whal sort of lives do these people, who pose as being moral, lead
themselves? My dear fellow, you forget that we are i he natv land
of the hypocrit.

“Dorian,” cried Hallward, that is not the question. England is bad
enough | know, and English society is all wrong. That is the reason

why | want you 1o be fine. You have not been fine. One has a right to
judge of a man by the effect he has over his riends. Yours seem to

fose all sense of honour, of goodness, of purity. You have filed them
with a madness for pleasure. They have gone down into the depths. You
led them there. Yes: you led them there, and yet you can smile, as

you are smiling now. And there is worse behind. | know you and Harry
are inseparable. Surely for that reason, if for none other, you should

not have made his sister's name a by-word

“Take care, Basl. You go 100 far”

i spe,andyou st sen. You halisten. When youmet
L

s et ofsanci i evr e, s e

twas horrible! why i your e <o faa b youn ere
You were
e aroat . Ther was Si Hony Ashion, who nad
ith a tamishod nae. You and 1o wors nseparabo
ts and

is career? | met his father m«may inS. James's Srsl. Ho

ondon inthe.
park? Why, even her ke e n sllowsd 1o wih et Then
trreare olertores-staes o e b s creepg ot

Perth? What sot of fe has he got now? What genteman would
associate with him?"

*5tp, Bl You s aking about 1ngs f wich you koow noing;
y,biting his lip, and with a note of infinite contempt

D each o one s, thr s deachry? I onts
sily son takes his wife from the streets, what i that to m
‘Adrian Singloton writes his friend's namo across a b, am | e

thing is impossible.”

*Ah, wha is impossible?” murmured the young man, going over to the

foutold me you had dostroyed it”
I was wrong. It has destroyed me.”

I dont believe t s my picture.”

“Can'tyou see your idealin 2" said Dorian bitery

"My ideal, as you callt..*

s you called i

here was nothing evi i i, nothing shameful. You were to me such
anideal as | shall never meat again. This s the face of a satyr."

“Itis the face of my soul”

*Christ what a thing | must have worshipped! |t has the eyes of a
devi.”

"Each of us has heaven and hell in him, Basi.” cried Dorian with a
wild gesture of despair.

Hallward turmed again o the portrait and gazed at it "My God! I it
is true,” he exclaimed, "and this is what you have done with your lfe,
.06 i e worse e han s o a aganst 04 ncy you
o bal" He held the light up again o the canvas and examined it
surface seemed to be quite undisturbed and as he had left i. It was
from within, apparently that the fouiness and horror had come.

inner Ife the lepr sin were

o 0 away.
grave was not so fearful

His hand shook, and the candle el fom ts socket o the floor and
lay there sputtering. He placed his foot on it and put it out. Then
the rickety chair table

ens in London. Are may true? Can they be true? When ot o
them, I laughed. | hear them now, and they make me shudder. What
‘about your couniry-house and the lfe that i led there? Dorian, you
dortknow what s said aboutyou_ | wori el you | don' vant

|
tumed sl o anamteur curt o e momsm always began by
saying is word.
Toyou. I want you 1 load sucha oraeatt e o wors respect
you. | want you to have a clean name and a fai record. | want you to
getrid o the dreadful people you associate with. Don' shrug your
shoulders ke that. Don't be so indiferent. You have a wonderful
influence. Let it be for good, not for ovil. They say that you

‘and buried his face in his hands.

“Good God, Dorian, what a lesson! What an awful lesson'” There was no
‘answer, but he could hear the young man sobbing at the window. "Pray,
Dorian, pray." he murmured. "What s it that one was taught to say in
one's boyhood? “Lead us not into temptation. Forgive us our sins.

Wash away our iniqulties.” Let us say thal together. The prayer of

Yo bl b

d al Ipped you 100 much. | am pu You
worshipped yourself 100 much. We are both punished.”

Dorian Grayumed slowy arund and ok at i with ear-immed
oyes. "Itis too ato, Basil” he falered.

s never 100 late, Dorian. Let us kneel down and try f we cannot
prayer. lsn' there a “Thougt
s scarle, yet | will make them as white as snow'?"

“Those words mean nothing to me now.”

“Hush! Don't say that. You have done enough eviin your lfe. My
God! Don't you see that accursed thing leering at us?"

y
feeling of hatred for Basil Haliward came over him, as though it had
been suggested to him by the image on the canvas, whispered into his
ar by those grinninglips. The mad passions of a hunted animal
stired within him, and he loathed the man who was seated at the table,
more than in his whole lfe he had ever loathed anything. He glanced
wildly around. Something glimmered on the top of the painted chest
tatfacea i, s o felon . Ho foew wnat e s o

cord,

and hd frgoten ke vy i i omoves slowly towards it

passing Hallward as he did so. As soon as he got behind him, he seized

itand tured round. Hallward stired in his chair as if e was going

torise. He rushed at him and dug the knife into the great vein that
crushing the

stabbing again and again.

There
with blood. Three times the outstretched arms shot up convulsively.



‘waving grotesque, stif-fingered hands in the air. He stabbed him
twice more, but the man did not move. Something began to tricle on
the floor. He waited for a moment, stil pressing the head down. Then
he threw the knife on the table, and listened.

He could hear nothing, but the drip, drip on the threadbare carpe
opened the door and wenl out on the landing. The house was abso\msly
quiet. No one was abou. For a few seconds he stood bending over th

eering down
Then he took out the key and retumed to the room, locking himself in
as he did so.

“The thing was il seated in the char, iraining over the table with
bowed head, and humped back, and long fantastic arms. Had it not been
for the red jagged tear n the neck and the clotted black pool that was
slowly widening on the table, one would have said that the man was
simply aslecp.

How quickly it had all been done! He feltstrangely calm, and walking
over 10 the window, opened it and stepped out on the baicony. The wind
1 o h og vy an e skyvas ks 3 monsirous pescack's
golden eyes. the
pc\lbeman going his rounds and flashing the long beam of his lantern on
the doors of the silent houses. The crimson spo of @ prowiing hansom
gleamed at the comer and then vanished. Awoman in a fluttering shaw!
s croepg il by o alngs saggerg s shewent. Now ans
then she stopped and peer ‘e began (o sing in a hoarse:
voice. The policeman i ove snmathmg toher
slumbled away,aughing. Abiter blastswep cross the suare The

steel, and studded wih coarse turquoises. Perhaps it might be missed

help seeing the dead thing. How stil it was! How horribly white the
long hands looked! It was like a dreadul wax image.

Having e h door et i e crept el counstas. The

ked and seemed 1o cry out as if in pain. He stoppe
vovrs mes an wahod No everything was sil. It was merely
the sound of his own footsteps.

When he reached the fibrary, he saw the bag and coat in the comer.
e He unlocked

oy
was in the wainscoling, a press in which he kept his own curious.
disguises, and put them o it He could easily bum them afterwards.
“Then he pulled out his watch. It was twenty minutes o two.

Ho satdown and begen o ik, Every year-every mont,amot-men

were strangled in England for what he had done. There had been a

madhessof marder i o . Some 10 sar had come 10 close o the

earth.... And yet, what evidence was there against him? Basil Hallward
0 one ha Most

of the servants were at Selby Royal. His valet had gone to bed.

P! e, It was o Pas it Bas i gore, and by e i

train, as he had ntended. With his curious reserved habits, it w

be months before any suspicions would be roused. Months! Evthlng

could be destroyed long before then.

A sudden though struck him. He put on his fur coat and hat and went
of

gas-amps fickered and bacame bl hook thei
Sk ron ranches 6 an . H shvered and e back, ioong he
window behind hir.

Having reached the door, he tumed the key and opened i. He did not
even glance at the murdered man. He fet that the secret of the whole.
thing

fatal portaitto which all his misery had been due had gone out of his
lfe. That was enough.

Then he remembered the lamp. It was a rather curious one of Moorish
‘workmanship, made of dullsiver inlaid with arabesques of burnished

When they met in society now, it was only Dorlan Gray who smiled: Alan
Campbell never did.

an extremely clever young man, though he had no real
appreciation of the visible ars, and whalever fite sense of the.

beauty of poetry he possessed he had gained entirely from Dorian. His
dominant intellectual passion was for science. Al Cambridge he had

own in which he used o shut himself up allday long, greatly o the
annoyance of his mother, who had set her heart on his standing for

who
prescriptions. He wasanexte\lem usican houes, 5 wel nd

Toc 1 was must. that et gt and Do rey

. indeed,
it. They had met at L the
Pt Rubinsenpayed here, and afer htused 0 be ahays
atthe opera and wherever good music was going on. For
s-gnlsen monlns their intimacy lasted. Campbell was always either at
i or in Grosvenor Square. To him, as to many others, Dorian
Gray v 11 ype of evrything ot s vondoru and fscnatng in
lfe. Whether or not a quarrel had taken place between them no one.

ever know.
hey met and thal Campbel soemes oweys o go awey cary from o
party at which Dorian Gray was present. He had changed, too-was

music, and would never himself piay, giving as his excuse, when he was
called upon, that he was so absorbed in science that he had no time
leftin which to practise. And this was certainly true. Every day he

w

in biology, and his
twice in some of the scientic reviews in connection with certain
curious experiments.

“This was the man Dorian Gray was waiting for. Every second he kept

agitated. Atlast he got up and began to pace up and down the room,
looking ke a beautil caged thing. He took long stealthy strides.
His hands were curiously cold

shall have to go home and get some things from the laboratory.”

*No, Alan, you must notleave the house. Wite out on a sheet of
notepaper what you want and my servant wiltake a cab and bring the
things back (o you

 hearing the

9 of the
bul's-eye reflected in the window. He waited and held his breath.
Atar o rament o rw bac h i andsppad o, g

the door very gently behind him. Then he began ringing the bell. In
‘about five minutes his valet appeared, half-dressed and looking very

“Iam sorry to have had to wake you up, Francis,” e said, stepping in;
“but | had forgotien my latchkey. What time is 17"

Time seemed to him

oot s i by monstrous. wmﬂs was being swept towards the

for i theres s o, and, sudonig,crushed wih nk hands
his burning lids as though he would have robbed the very brain of sight
and driven the eyeballs back inlo their cave. It was useless. The
brain had its own food on which it battened, and the imagination, made
roesaue by eror, it and ditortad 35 vg g by an,

mass Toon, suadeny. me sapped for . Yes: et i
. time being

G, tacod imbly on o, an érsagod a idoous e o s

grave, and showed itto him. He stared atit. I very horror m:

i stor

upon him.
“Mr. Campbell, sit” said the man,

Asigh of relief broke from his parched lips, and the colour came back
o his cheeks.

in at once, Fran
‘again. His mood of cowardice had passed away.

“The man bowed and retired. In a fow moments, Alan campn-u valadin

conlblack i and dark eyobrous.

“Alan! This is kind of you. | thark you for coming

“Ihad intended neverto ener again, Gray. But you said it
vas  mater of o and doah” H\svo\cewashamandw\ 3

oo b oo
e Pockets o It Atkhan coat, an scamed ot 10 have rtced e
gesture with which he had been greeted.

“Yes: its a matter ofife and death, Alan, and to more than one

Selby with orchids?”
“Harden, sit”

“Yes-Harden. You must go down to Richmond at once, see Harden
porsonaly and tl i 0 send i as manyorhids 3 | ordred.

few lines, bloted the

hi Th
he rang the bell and gave i o his valet, with orders to retun as.
Soon as possible and to bring the things with him.

As the hall door shut, Campbell started nervously, and having got up
from the chair, went over to the chimnoy.-pieco. Ho was shivering with a
Kind of ague. For nearly twenty minutes, neither of the men spoke. A
fly buzzed noisily about the room, and the ticking of the clock was

like the beat of a hammer.

Gray, saw
the purity and refinement of that sad face that seemed to enrage him.
"You are infamous, absolutely infamous!” he mutered.

*Hush, Alan. You have saved my lfe,” said Dorian,
"Your Ife? Good heavens! what a ife thatis! You have gone from
cormuption {0 corruption, and now you have culminated in crime. In
doing what | am going 1o do-what you force me to do-itis not of your
Ve that | am thinking.”

*Ah, Alan” murmured Dorian with a sigh, *| wish you had a thousandth

as possible. In fact, | don't want any.
white ones. It i a lovely day, Francis, and Richmond is a very prety
place—otherwise | wouldn't bother you about it”

“Notrouble, si. Atwhat ime shall | be back

long will , Alan
e saidin  cam indifferent voice, The presence of a i person in
the room seemed to give him extraordinary courage.

ot and bit s ip. “Ttwil “he
answered.

I will be time enough, then, if you are back at halt-past seven,

Francis. Or stay: just leave my things out for dressing. You can

have the evening to yourself. | am not dining at home, so | shall not
nt you."

“Thank you, sir* said the man, leaving the foom.

“Now, Alan, there is not @ moment (o be lost. How heavy this chest is!
litake itor you. You bring the other things.” He spoke rapidly
andin an authortative manner. Campbel felt dominated by him. They
left the room together.

part of the pity for me that | have for you." He turned away as he
the garden. Campbell

After about ten minutes a knock came to the door, and the servant
entered, carrying a arge mahogany chest of chemicals, with a long coil
of i two rath clamps.

*Shall | leave the things here, sir?" he asked Campbell

"Yes," said Dorian. *And | am afaid, Francis, that | have another
ermand for you. Whatis the name of the man at Richmond who supplies.

landing, Dorian tumed
itin the lock. Then he stopped, and a troubled look came into his
eyes. He shuddered. "I don't think | can go in, Alan,” he murmured

Dorian half opened the door. As he did so, he saw the face of his
portrait leering i the suniight. On the floor i front of i the tom.
had

forgotten, for the firs time in his e, o hide the fatal canvas,

answered the man, looking at the clock and

*Ten minutes past two, s
binking.

“Ten
o martow.hovasoma okt o

Alight,sir
Did any one call this evening?"

"M, Hallvard, sir. He stayed here tll eloven, and then he went away
1o caleh his train.*

*ONl 1 am sorry | didn't see him. Did he leave any message?"

*No, s, except that he would write to you from Pars, fhe did not
find you at the club.”

“That willdo, Francis. Donitforget to call me at nine to-morrow."
"No, sit”

The man shambled down the passage in hs slippers

Dorn &
oty Fot a uator o an' ot e walked p and down o oo,
biting (o i and inking, The e ook dow 6 S Book o

ofhe Sholvosand bogen ot aver h eaves Al Campbal, 12,
ittond St Meyian Yes. ht s e man he wanied

CHAPTER 14

Atnine ofclock the next morming his servant came in with a cup o
chocolate on a tray and opened the shutters. Dorian was sleeping quite.
peacefully, lying on his right side, with one hand underneath his

cheek. He looked like a boy who had been tired out with play, or study.

The man had to touch him twice on the shoulder before he woke, and as
e opaned his eyes a faint smile passed across his lis, as though he

person. Sit down.”

chair by the table,
The two men's eyes met. In Dorian's there was infiite pity. He knew
that what he was going t0 do was dreadul

After a strained moment of ilence, he leaned across and said, very
quietly, but watching the effect of each word upon the face of him he
ro0m at the top of this house, a room

that
et conean You. What you have 1o do is thi

Stop, Gray. | don't want to know anyihing further. Whether what you
have told me is true or not true doesn't concern me. | entirely
decline o be mixed up inyour fe. Keep your horrile secrels to
yourself. They donftinterest me any more."

Alar you. This one will
You. | am awluly sy or you A Eul\un‘\he\pmyuw You
1am

o mate. | ave v opton. Als, you re scienic. You kiow
things of that kind. Yot
to destro

itwill be et y

Indeed.
Supposed 1o be in Pars.He will ot be missed for months. When he is
missed, there must be no trace of him found here. You, Alan, you must
change him, and everything that belongs o him, into a handful of ashes
that | may scatter in the air"

"You are mad, Dorian."
‘Ah I was wating for you to call me Dorian.”
"You are mad, | tellyou-mad to imagine that | would raise a finger to

help you, mad to make this monstrous confession. | will have nothing
oo wih s mater, aleer s Doyou ik am gong o
What

pul
o up o7

and was about o rush forward, when he drew back with a shudder.

What was that loathsome red dew that gleamed, wet and glistening, on
one of the hands, as though the canvas had sweated blood? How horrible
itwasl-more horibl, it seemed to him for the moment, than the

silent thing that he knew was stretched across the table, the thing

had been lost in some delightful dream. Yet he had not dreamed at all
His night had been untroubled by any images of pleasure or of pain.
But youth smiles without any reason. Itis one of it chiefest charms.

He tumed round, and leaning upon his elbow, began (0 sip his
chocolate. The mellow November sun came streaming into the room. The
‘sky was bright, and there was a genial wamih in the air. It was

almost lie a moming in May.

Graduly th evens ofthe precading rightcept wih s,
blood-staine
with

"
 and for a moment the same curious foeiing of loathing for
Basil Haliward that had made him kil him as he sat in the chair came

im, and he grew cold with passion. The dead man was sill
siting there, 100, and in the sunlight now. How horrible that was!
Such hideous things were for the darkness, not for the ay.

He felt that it he brooded on what he had gone through he would sicken
o grow mad. There were sins whose fascination was more in the memory.
tran i th dong o e, starge vt gt e pre

joy, greater than any joy. mey hmughl or could ever bring, to the
senses. But this was not one of them. It was a thing to be driven out
of the mind, o be drugged with poppies, to be sirangled lest it might
strangle one itselr

assed hs
then got up hastily and eeesed ol v et i s
are, giving a good deal of attention to the choice of his necktio and
‘scarf-pin and changing his rings more than once. He spent a long time
also over breakfast, tasting the various dishes, talking to his valet

bout some new lveries that he was thinking of geting made for the
servants at Selby, and going through his correspondence. At some of
the letters, he smiled. Three of them bored him. One he read several
times over and then tore up with a siight ook of annoance i his
face. "That awful thing, a woman's memory!” as Lord Henry had once
said.

After he had drunk his cup of black coffee, he wiped his lis siowly
with a napkin, motioned o his servant to wait, and going over 1o the

It was suicide, Alan.”
“Iam glad of that. But who drove him to t? You, | should fancy.”
“Do you sl refuse to do this for me?"

“Of course I refuse. | willhave absolutely nothing to do with . |
‘don't care what shame comes on you. You deserve it all. | should not

be sorry 1o see you disgraced, publicly disgraced. How dare you ask

me, of all men in the world, to mix myself up n this horror? 1 should

have thought you knew more about people's characters. Your friend Lord
Honry Wotton can't have taught you much about psyrmkg% Whatever else.

o
Vo v came 1o e rong man. Go o same ofyou onds, Dert
come to me."

“Alan, it was murder. | kiled him. You don't know what he had made
me suffer. Whatever my lfe is, he had more to do with the making o
the marting of it than poor Hary has had. He may not have intended
it the result was the same.”

“Murderl Good God, Dorian, s that what you have come to? | shall not
itis esides,
in the matte, you are certan i be arreated. Nobody ever comis &
Butl

with it

it wait,
me. Onyten, Alan. Al s ofyou s o pororm acetan
You

. and the

disectngroom or eld abaralory youfaund i man g o o
leaden table with red guters scooped out i it for the blood to
rough.youwoud sinoly ook tpon i asan adiratle sub}em You

anv\mng wrong oo, Contry. you woold bl el at Jouvers

ko raying taocalCotiosty o somathing ofhat ki
What | want you to dois merely what you have often done before.
Indecd, must be far loss horrible

CHAPTER 15

That evening, at eight-hiry, exquisitely dressed and wearing a large
button-hole of Parma violets, Dorian Gray was ushered into Lady

ithad not stied, but was stil there, as he had left it

He heaved a deep breath,apenad the door e wider,and wit
2, walked quicky in,

he would

the
picture.

There he stopped, feeling afraid o turn round, and his eyes fixed
themselves on the intricacies o the pattern before him. He heard

things that he had required for his dreadiul work. He began to wonder
ifhe and Basil Hallward had ever met, and, f so, what they had
thought of each other.

"Leave me now;” said a stern voice behind hir.

He tured and hurried out,just conscious that the dead man had been
thrust back into the chair and that Campbell was gazing into a
glstening yellow face. As he was going downstairs, he heard the key
being turmed in the lock.

It was long after seven when Campbell came back into the library. H
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 again.*

"You have saved me from i, Alan. | cannot forget that,” said Dorian
simply.

‘As so0n as Campbell had left, he went upstairs. There was a horrble
smellof nitrc acid n the room. But the thing that had been sitting
atthe table was gone.

\ but his
manner as he bent over his hostess's hand was as easy and graceful as
ver. Perhaps one never seems 5o much at one's ease as when one has to
playa par Ceranly o one kg o Dot Gry ot it coud

ats

ragedy
mguy ot age. Those el shaped oers coud everhave
clutched a knife for in, nor thoso smiling lips have cried out on God
and goodness. He himself could not help wondering at the caim of his
‘Gemeanour, and for a moment felt keenly the terrble pleasure of a
double Ife.

Jwas sl pry, gt up athr i ury by Ly Narborouh, who

he had proved I
wife o one of our most tedious ambassadors, and having buried her
. which she had 3
o some ri she

tich, y
French ficton, 3
and French_espr. when she coud get .

Id him that
she was extremely gad she had not met him i eary Ife. "l know, my
dear, | madly in love with you,

“and thrown my bonnet right over the mils for your sak. Itis most
fortunate that you were not thought of at the time. As it was, our

3 trying

raise the wind, that | never had even a fitation with anybody.

However, that was all Narborough's fault, He was dreaduly

shortsighted, and there is no peasure n aking in a husband who
‘ever sees anything.

Her guests this evening were rather tedious. The fact was, as she
‘explained to Dorian, behind a very shabby fan, one of her married
daughters had come up quite suddenly to stay with her, and, to make.
mattors worso, had actually brought her husband with her. I think it

table, sat down and wrote two letters. One he putin his pockel, the
other he handed to the valet

*Take this round to 152, Hertford Sreet, Francis, and if Mr. Campbell
is out of town, get his address.”

na
piece of paper, dmwmg st Rowersand i of archtesur, and

then human faces. Suddenly he remarked that every face that he drew
seemed to have a fantastic ikeness to Basil Haliward. He frowned, and
gelting up, went over (0 the book-case and took out a volume at hazard.
happened unti

itbecame absolutely necessary that he should do so.

‘When he had stretched himself on the sofa, he looked at the tte-page
of the book. It was Gautiers Emaux et Camees, Charpentir's
Japanese-paper edition, with the Jacquemart etching. The binding was.
of it gree eather,wih a esin of gt ellswork and dated

iad been given to him
i e Dages‘ his eye fel on the poem about the P
Lacenare, thecold yellow hand _du suppico sncore ml avee

white taper fingers, shuﬂdenng Slighty in spite of himself, and
passed on, tll he came 1o those lovely stanzas upon Venice:

Sur une gamme chromatique,
Le sein de peries ruisselant,

‘Sort de feau son corps rose et blanc.

Les domes, sur fazur des ondes

‘Que souleve un soupir damour.

Lesquif aborde et me depose,
Jetant son amarre au piller,
Devant une facade rose,
Surle marbre d'un escaler

accustomed to work at. And, remember, it the only piece of evidence
against me. I itis discovered, | am lost; and itis sure to be
discovered unless you help me.*

have no desire 1o help you. You forget hat. | am simply
indifferent to the whole thing. It has nothing to do with me.

*Alan, | entreat you. Think of the posiion | am in. Just before you
came | fou may ¥
day. Nol don't hink of that. Look at the mater purely from th

too much as itis. But I beg of you o do this. We were friends once,
Alan.

*Don't speak about those days, Dorian--they are dead."

- The Hels
sitting at the table with bowed head and outstretched ams. Alan!
Alant If you don't come to my assistance, | am ruined. Why, they wil
hang me, Alan! Don't you understand? They will hang me for what |
have done.”

e o good i roonging s scne. | abltely el o 6o
anything in the matter. Itis insane of you o

“You refuse?”
es

* entreat you, Alan.”

“Itis useless.”

The same look of pity came ino Dorian Gray's eyes. Then he strelched
out his hand, took a piece of paper, and wrote something on t. He
read it over twice, folded it carefully, and pushed it across the.

table. Having done this, he got up and went over (o the window.

Campbelllooked at him in surprise, and then took up the paper, and
openedit. As he read i, his face became ghastly pale and he foll

is most unkind of her, my dear.” she whispered. "Of course | go and

How exquiste they were! As one read them, one seemed to be floating
‘down the green water-ways of the pink and pear cty, seated i a biack
‘gondola with siiver prow and trailing curtains. The mere lines looked
o him ke those straight fies of turquoise-blue that folow one as.

ido.
of the gleam of the opal-andiis-throated birds that flutter round the
tall honeycombed Campanil, or stalk, with such stately grace, through
the dim, dust.stained arcades. Leaning back with half-closed eyes,
Kept saying over and over to himse

“Devant une facade rose,
‘Surle marbre d'un escalier”

Theunde M\/emae Jvas o o nes. e emerered e auumn
that he had e, and a wonderful love that had stied hir

mad del\ahwul oo, Thars wat omanca every place. But Venice,
fike Oxford, ha kept the background for romance, and, o the true
romantic, background was everything, or almost everything. Basil had
been with him part of the time, and had gone wild over Tintoret. Poor
Basill What a horrble way for a man to diel

He sighed, and ook up the volume again, and tried o forget. He read
of the swallows that fly in and out of the ltle_cafe_at Smyma where
the Hadiis st counting their amber beads and the turbaned merchants.
smoke their long tasselled pipes and talk gravely to each other; he
read of
granite it onely surless exile and longs o be back by the ht,
lotus-covered Nile, where there are Sphinxes, and rose-red ibises, and

that craw over the green steaming mud: he began to brood over those.
verses which, drawing music from Kiss-stained marble, tellof that
curious statue that Gauier compares to a contralto voice, the *_monsire
chamant” hat couches i e porphyryoam o e Lovre. utafera
time the book fel from his hand. He grew nervous, and a horible fit

o tror came aver . ihat f Al Gampboll shet bo utof
England? Days would slapse before he could come back. Perhaps he
might refuse to come. What could he do then? Every moment was of
vital importance.

‘They had been great friends once, five years before-almos
insoparable, indeed. Then the intimacy had come suddwvly toan end

back in his chair. Ahorrible sense of sickness came over him. He
fol as ifhis heart was beaing tself to death in some empty hollow.

After two or three minutes of terrble silence, Dorian tured round and
‘came and stood behind him, puting his hand upon his shouder.

“Iam so sorry for you, Alan,” he murmured, "but you leave me o
altemative. | have a leter writien already. Here tis. You see
the address. If you don't help me, | must send i. Ifyou don't help,
me, | will send it You know what the result will be. Bt yo

me-no living man, at any rate. | bore itall. Now tis for me to
dictate terms

‘Campbell buried his face in his hands, and a shudder passed through hirm.

“Yes, itis my tum to dictate terms, Alan. You know what they are.
‘The thing is quite simple. Come, don't work yourself into tis fever:
‘The thing has to be done. Face it, and do it

Agroan broke from Campbel's lips and he shivered all over. The
Sking o e ek on he martaiec seamed 0 o be dving
ach of

bomo. H follas f n fon g ws boing s\ow\y tightened round his

forenead, e e grace i whh e was Dretered i ey
jpon him. The hand upon his shoulder weighed like a hand of lead.

v Ilrae. h saomod e o

“Come, Alan, you must decide at once.”

“I cannot do " he said, mechanicaly, as though words could alter
things.

“You must, You have no choice. Don'tdelay.”
He hesitated a moment. "Is there a fre in the foom upstairs?”

“Yes, there is a gas-fire with asbestos.”

and absiracted manner. From time to time the buller filed his glass

stay with them every summer afte | come from Homburg,
‘woman like me must have fresh air somelimes, and besides, | really wake
them up. You dorit know what an existence they lead down there. Itis
ie. p early.

So much to do, and go to bed early, because they have so ltle to
think about. There has not been a scandal in the neighbourhood since
the time of Queen Elizabeth, and consequently they all allasleep
after dinner. You sharit sit next either of them. You shallsit by me.

and amuse me.”

Dorian murmured a graceful compliment and looked round the room. Yes:
itwas certainly a todious party. Two of the poople he had never sean
before, and the others consisted of Emest Harrowden, one of those
middle-aged mediocrties so i London clubs who have no enemies
butaro thoraughydlked by i ends; Lady Ruxtn,an

overcressed woman of forty-seven, with a hooked nose, who was always
g o et hersoll compromised, b was S0 peculary i ot 10

it Erlynne, a pushing nabody. with a delightl I and
Venetian-red hair; Lady Alice Chapman, his hostess's daughter, a dowdy
dul girl, with one of those characterstic Bilish faces that, once

Seen, are never remembered; and her husband, a red-cheeked,
lunsered ceauro o, ke so mny of s o, wes nderhe

deas.

He was rathor sorry he had come, tl Lady Narborough, looking at the.
great ormolu git clock that sprawled in gaudy curves on the

mauve-draped mantalshelf, exclaimed: “How horrd of Henry Wotton to be
50 ate! | sent round to him this moring on chance and he promised
faithfully not to disappoint me."

opened and he heard his slow musical voice lending charm to some.
insincere apology, he ceased to feel bo

But at dinner he could not eat anything. Plate afte plate went away.
tntasto. Lady Naroraugh et scodng i for what o caed a0

nsult to poor Adolphe, who invented the _men_ speciallyfor you," and
now and then Lord Henry looked across at him, wondering at is silence

“Dorian," said Lord Henry at last, as the _chaud-froid_was being handed
round, “what i the matter with you to-night? You are quite out of

s

“Ibelieve he is in love, cried Lady Narborough, "and that he is
affaid 1o tell me for fear | should be jealous. He is qute right. |
certinly should."

“Dear Ly Narborough. mumure Drian s, hve ot been n
love fora L in fac

you men can fal nlve with that woman!” exclaimed the ld lady:
“Ireally cannot understand it

s simply because she remembers you when you were a e gir,
Lady Narborough” said Lord Hry. “Sha  the one fnk betwaen us and
your short frocks,

“She does not remember my shortfrocks at all Lord Henry. But |
remember her very well at Vienna thity years ago, and how _decolltee _
she was then.”

e answered, taking an olive n hs long
fingers; *and when she is in a very smart gown she looks like an
_edition de luxe_of a bad French novel. She is really wonderful, and

Her capacity
When fer third husband died, her ha tumed quite gold from griof."

“How can you, Harry!" cried Dorian.

“Itis a most romaniic explanation." laughed the hostess. “But her
third husband, Lord Henry! You don't mean to say Ferrol is the fourth?”

“Cerainly, Lady Narborough."
I don'tbelieve a word of "

“Well, ask Mr. Gray. He s one of her most inimate friends."



ittrue, Mr Gray?"

‘She assures me so, Lady Narborough,” said Dorian. "I asked her
whether, like she had their

hung at her girdle. She told me she did, because none of them had
had any hearls atall."

*Four husbands! Upon my word that is_trop de zele_
*_Trop daudace_ | tell her,” said Dorian

*On she is audacious enough for anything, my dear. And what is Ferrol
like? 1 don'tknow him."

"The husbands of very beautiful women belong to the criminal classes,”
said Lord Henry, sipping his wine.

Lady Narborough it him with her fan. “Lord Henry, | am not at all
surprised that the world says that you are extremely wicked."

asked Lord Henry,
it can only be the next worid. This world and | are on excellent
torms.

y
shaking her head.

Lord Henry looked serious for some moments. "It s perfecly
monstrous,” he said, at last, "the way people go about nowadays saying

true”

't he incorrigible?” cried Dorian, leaning forward in his chair

"I hope so," said his hostess, laughing. "Bu really, if you all

‘worship Madame de Ferrol n this ridiculous way, | shall have to marry.
again 50 as o be i the fashion.”

"You wil never marry again, Lady Narborough," broke in Lord Henr
"You were far (00 happy. When a woman marries again, t s because sho

you drive fast"

i right, si* answered the man, *you willbe there in an hour” and
after his fare had got in he tumed his horse round and drove rapidly
towards the river.

CHAPTER 16

A cold rain began 1o fal, and the blurred sireet-lamps looked ghastly
in the dripping mist. The public-houses were just closing, and dim men
and women were clustering in broken groups round their doors. From
Some of the bars came the sound of horrible laugher. In others,
drunkards brawled and screamed.

Lying backin the hansom, with his hat pulled over his forehead, Dorian
Gray watched with lisless eyes the sordid shame of the grea city, and
ow and then he repeated to himself the words that Lord Henry had said
1o him on the first 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 tred i, and would try it again now. There were
th

dens e
memory of old sins could be desiroyed by the madness of sins that were

a yelow skull.

long [

galanps grew e, and e sl more o and glmmy ‘once e
mile.

nehore o I apeuned up he puddles. The sdonndons of o hansom

were clogged with a grey-flannel mist.

"To cure the soul by means of the senses, and the senses by means of
the soul” How the words rang in his ears! His soul, certainly, was
nt

was possible stil, and he was determined to forget, to stamp the thing
out, to crush it as one would crush the adder that had stung on
Indeed, what right had Basil to have spoken to him as he had dono? Who.

| with stained mind, and

rebeHmn Garian Gry hastansd on,quicening issep as he e, but
ried aside into a dim archway, that had served him often as a

Srortut 1o he I famed pace nere e e oG, ne o Aol

suddenly seized from behind, and before he had time to defend himself,

he was thrust back against the wall, with @ brutal hand round his.

throat.

He struggled mady fo lfe, and by a terible effort wrenched the.
tightening fingers away. In a second he heard the cick of a revolver,

the gleam of a polished barrel, pointing straight at his head,
and the dusky form of a short, thick-sot man facing him.

"What do you want?" he gasped.

(oep quiet,” said the man. "If you st | shoot you."
"You are mad. What have | done to you?"

"You wrecked the lfe of Sibyl Vane,” was the answer, "and Sibyl Vane
was my sister. She killed herself. | know t. Her deah s at your

door. I swore | would kil you n retum. For years | have sought

you. Ihad no clue, no trace. The two people who could have described

you. | heard it to-night by chance. Make your peace with God, for
to-night you are going to die."

Dorian Gray grew sick with fear. "I never knew her, he stammered. °I

never heard of her. You are mad.

"You had better confess your sin, for as sure as | am James Vane, you
are going 1o die." There was a horrible moment. Dorian did not know.
what to say or do. "Down on your knees!" growled the man. "I give you
one minute to make your peace--no more. | go on board to-night for
India, and | must do my job first. One minute. Thats all”

Dorian's arms fell o his side. Paralysed with teror, he did not know.
what to do. Suddenly a wid hope flashed across his brain. "Stop,” he
cried. “How long ago i it since your sister died? Quick, tell mel”

detestd her frst husband. Vhen a man maries again, s because he
‘adored his first wife. Women try their luck; men isk theirs.

“Narborough wasn'tperfect” cried the old fady.

If he had been, you would not have loved him, my dear lady.” was the
rfoder, “Women oveusor ur efect. I wehaveencugh of e,
they wil forgive us everything, even our intellects. You wil n

25k o o i agan o saying s, am afd, Loy Navbrough,
butitis quite true.”

“of . Lord Henry. I
yourdtects, whorewoui ou e Not o oy wouls oer be

Youwould be a st of unfortunate bachelors. Not, however,
et ol hr you much. Nowadays all the married men lve fike
bachelors, and all the bachelors like married men.”

“_Fin de siecle_" murmured Lord Henry.
“_Fin du globe_” answered his hostess.

“lwish itwere_fin du globe.
great disappointment”

aid Dorian with a sigh. “Life s a

Ay door cried Ly Narsreugh pung on e goves, dont
ol me e,
e o b oo i Lo He«ry is very wicked, and |

S05000. | must i you e e Lora Heny, do you ik
that Mr. Gray should get married?”

“Iam always telling him so, Lady Narborough.” said Lord Henry with a
bow.

“Well, we must look out for a suitable match for him. 1 shall go.
through Debrett carefully to-night and draw out a listof all the
eligile young ladies.”

“With their ages, Lady Narborough?” asked Dorian.

“Of course, with their ages, slighty edited. But nothing must be done.

had made him a udge over others? He had said things that were
dreadful, horrble, not o be endured.

On and on plodded the hansom, going slower, it seemed o i, at each
step. He thrust up the trap and called to the man to drive faster.

“The hideous hunger for opium began to gnaw at him. His throat burned
‘and hs delicate hands twitched nervously together. He struck at the
horse madly with his stick. The driver laughed and whipped up. He
laughed in answer, and the man was sient.

“The way seemed interminable, and the sireets lie the black web of some.
‘sprawling spider. The monotony became unbearable, and as the mist
thickened, he flt afraid

“Then they passed by lonely brickfields. The fog was lighter here, and
he could see the strange, bolte-shaped kilns with their orange,
faniike tongues of fire. A dog barked as they wen by, and far away in

ut, then swerved aside and broke into a galiop.

fough-paven streels. Most of the windows were dark, but now and then
He

watched th i made
gestures like live things. He hated them. A dullrage was in his

heart. As they tumed a corer, a woman yelled something at them from

an open door, and two men ran after the hansor for about a hundred

yards. The driver beat at them with his whip.

Itis said that passion makes one think in a circle. Certainly with

hideous iteration the biten lips of Dorian Gray shaped and reshaped

those subtie words that dealt with soul and sense, tl he had found in

them the full expression, as it were, of his mood, and justifed by
tellectual 1. p

still have dominated his temper. From cell to Gellof his brain crept
the one thought; and the wild desire to live, most terrible of al
quickened a f

hateful o him 1
became dear to him now for that very reason. Ugliness was the one.

disordered i, tho very vileness o thiof and outcast, wero more.

“Eighteen years," said the man. “Why do you ask me? What do years
matter?"

“Eighteen years," laughed Dorian Gray, with a touch of trumph in his
voice. "Eighteen years! Set me under the lamp and look at my facel”

James Vane hesitated for a moment, not understanding what was meant,
‘Then he seized Dorian Gray and dragged him from the archway.

Dim and wavering as was the wind-blown light, yet it served to show him
the hideous error, as it seemed, nto which he had fallen, for the face.

of the man he had sought to il had all the bloom of boyhood, all the
unstained puity of youth. He seomed fitle more than a lad of twenty
‘summers, hardly older, f older mdeed atall than his sister had been
when they s ago.

ol the man wh e desroyed hr e

He loosened his hold and reeled back. *My God! my God!" he cried, "and
| would have murdered you!"

Dorian Gray drew a long breath. "You have been on the brnk of
‘committing a terrible crime, my man,” he said, looking at him sternly.
“Let this be a warning to you ot to take vengeance into your own
hands.*

“Forgve me. k" utred James Vane, | was decived. Achance
word | heard in that damned den set me on the wrong tra

“You had better go home and put that pistol away, or you may get into
trouble,” said Dorian, turning on his heel and going siowly down the
street,

James Vane stood on the pavementin horror. He was rembing from head
tofoot. Afer a itle while, a biack shadow that had been creeping

into the light and
with stealthy footsteps. He fet a hand laid on his arm and looked
twas

the bar.

“Why didn't you kil him?" she hissed out, putting haggard face quite
close to his. "1 knew you were following him when you rushed out from

ina hury. | wantitto be what _The Mammg Post_calls a suitable
alliance, and | want you both t be happy

“What nonsense people tak about happy marriages!” exciaimed Lord
Henry. *Aman can be happy with any woman, as long as he does notlove
her”

*Ah! what a cynic you arel" cied the old ady, pushing back her chair
ady Ruxton. “You must
again. You are really an admirable tonic, much better than what Sit

st tll You would ike
to meet, though. | want tto be a delightful gathering.”

I ke men who have a fulure and women who have a past.” he answered.
Or do you think that would make t a petcoat party?”

I fear so." she said, laughing, as she stood up. jsand pardons,
Iy doar Lady Rson- sho a1 ddnt 66 you hadet fiahed your
cigarette.”

*Never mind, Lady Narborough. | smoke a great deal too much. | am
going to imit mysel, for the fuure.

‘Pray don', Lady Ruxton.” said Lord Henry. “Moderation i a fatal
thing. Enough is as bad as a meal. More than enough s as good as a
feast”

L curiously explain that
Lord Henry. It sounds " she
murmured, as she swopt out of the room.

o~

long over your i scandal,”
cried Lady Narborough o v doo You do, we are sure to
squabble upstairs.

The men laughed, and Mr. Chapman got up solemnly from the foot of the:
table and came up to the top. Dorian Gray changed his seat and went
nd sat by Lord Henry. Mr. Chapman began to tak in a loud voice about
the situation in the House of Commons. He guffawed at his adversaries
word _doctrinaire_-word ful of teror to the Britsh
P s expl An

Viid, in thei intense actuality of impression, than all the gracious
Shapes of ar, the creamy shadows of song. They were what he needed
for forgetulness. In three days he would be free.

‘Suddenly the man drew up with a jerk at the top of a dark lane. Over
the low roofs and jagged chimney.-stacks of the houses rose the black
masts of ships. Wreaths of white mist clung like ghostly sails 1o the
yards,

s aint i7" igh the
trap.

Dorian started and peered round. "This will do," ho answered, and

having got out hastily and given the driver the extra fare he had

promised him, he walked quickly n the direction of the quay. Here and

there a ante gleamed at the stem of some huge merchantman. The

light shaok and spiitered in the puddies. A red glare came from an
coaling. ike

a wet mackintosh,

He hurred on towards the lef, glancing back now and then to see if e

was being followed. I about seven or eight minutes he reached a small

a0y house tatwas wodgesn bt wo gauntlacors. o of
tood a Knock.

Aflr il tme e hear tos i e passagoand e chan beng
inhooked. The door opened quietly, and he went in without saying

o 0 3 squat misshapon fiaur hat Taened fsa it

shadow as he passed. Al the end of the hall hung a tattered green

curtain that swayed and shook in the gusty wind which had followed him

in from the street. He dragged it aside and entered a long low room

which looked s f t had once been a third-rate dancing-saloon. Shril

flaring gas-jets, dulled and distorted n the fly-blown mirrors that

fa ‘anged round the wals. Greasy reflectors of ribbed

t backed tham making quiverng isks of . Th foor was

s of sl
Couenig o il chacent S, playing i bons Coutersand
Showing their white teeth as they chattered. In one cormer, with his
head buried in his arms, a sailor sprawled over a table, and by the
o two

Daly's. You fooll You should have killed him. He has lots of money.
and he's as bad as bad,

*He is not the man | am looking for” he answered, "and | want no man's
money. | want a man'slfe. The man whose lfe | want must be nearly
forty now. This one i ltle more than a boy. Thank God, | have not
got his blood upon my hands."

“The woman gave a biter laugh. “Litti more than a boy!” she sneered.
“Why, man, its igh on eighteen years since Prince Charming made me
what | a

oulier” ried James Vane.

She raised her hand up to heaven. "Before God | am teling the truth,"
she cried.

Before God?"

. intso. He b
They say he has sold himself o the devil for a pretty face. Ifs nigh

on eighteen years since | met him. He hasn't changed much since then.
I have, though,” she added, with a sickly leer.

"You swear this?"

I swear it” came in hoarse echo from her flat mouth. “But don't give
me away to him.” she whined; °| am afraid of him. Lot me have some
money for my nights lodging *

He broke from her ith an oath and rushed 1o the corner of the street,
but Dorian Gray had disappeared. When h locked back, the woman had
vanished also.

CHAPTER 17

A week later Dorian Gray was siting in the conservatory at Selby.
Royal, talking 1o the pretty Duchess of Monmouth, who with her husband,
a jaded-looking man of sixty, was amongst his guests. I was tea-time,

leralve prf senved s n omamentof s He st he

ion Jack on the pinnaces of thought. The inherited stupidiy of the
race--sound English common sense he jovially termed it-was shown (o be
the proper bubwark for sociely.

‘A smile curved Lord Henry's lips, and he turned round and looked at
Dorian.

“Are you better, my dear fellow?” he asked. "You seemed rather out of
sorls at dinner.”

“Iam quite well, Harry. | am tired. Thatis all"

b g last night o
You. She tells me she is going down to Selby.”

“She has promised to come on the twentieth.”
“Is Monmouth to be there, to0?"
“Oh, yes, Harry"

“He bores me dreadfully, aimost as much as he bores her. She is very.
clever, too clever for a woman. She lacks the indefinable charm of
weakness. Itis the feet of clay that make the goid of the image
precious. Her feot aro very pretty, but they are not foet of clay.

i

i you i
ot destroy, it hardens. She
“How long has she been married?" asked Dorian.
“An sternty, she tells me. | believe, according to the peerage, itis
ten years, but ten years with Monmouth must have been like eterity,

with time thrown in. Wha else is coming?”

“Oh, the Willoughbys, Lord Rugby and his wife, our hostess, Geofirey.
Clouston, the usual set. | have asked Lord Grotrian.”

ik him,” said Lord Henry. *Agreat many people don', but | find
Himcharing. He stones or beng occasonal sometha overcressed by

his

coat with an expression of disgust. "He thinks he's o red ants on
him.” laughed one of them, as Dorian passed by. The man looked at her
in terror and began to whimper.

Atthe end of the room there was e staircase, leading
darkened chamber. As Dorian hurried up its tree rickety sleDs the

pipe, looked up at him and nodded in a hesitating manner.
“You here, Adrian?” muttered Dorian.

“Where eiso should 1 be?" he answered, lisiessly. “None of the chaps
will speak to me now:

“lthought you had left England."

“Dariington is not going to do anything. My brother paid the bill at
last, George doesn't speak 1o me either... | dor't care,” he added
i sigh. "A g a one has s s, one doost v onds
I think I have had too many frien

ragged matros
gaping mouths, Ilveslarm Kaveies ey ascnated . Ho ouin

teacing e e screof some ew oy They wee bele of thn he

as. He was prisoned in thought. Memory, ke a horrble malady, was.
g i soloway. From U o e e seened o s he eyes of
Basil Haliward looking at him. Yet he felt he could not stay. The

He
one would know who he was. He wanted to escape from himsalf.
“Iam going on to the other place.” he said after a pause.

“On the wharf2"

“Yes:t

and the mellow ight of the huge, lace-covered lamp that stood on the
table it up the delicate china and hammered siver of the service at
which presiding. Her

Dorian had whispered to her. Lord Henry was lying back in a
edrap looking at them. On

sat Lady . pr 9
the last Brazilan beetle that he had added to his collection. Three

to some of
the women. The house-party consisted of twelve people, and there were:
more expected 1o arrive on the next day.

“What are you two talking about?” said Lord Honry, strling over to
the table and putting his cup down. *I hope Dorian has told you about
my plan for rechristening everything, Gladys. It s a delightfu idea.”

“But | don't wantto be rechristened, Harry.” rejoined the duches:
looking up at i with hr wondertul eyes. " am gl satafed wih
my own name, and | am sure Mr. Gray should be satisfied with his."

“My dear Gladys, | would not alter either name for the world. They are
both perfect. | was thinking chiefly of flowers. Yesterday | cut an

orchid, for my button-hole. It was a marvellous spotied thing, as

effective as the seven deadly sins. In a thoughless moment | asked

one of the gardeners what it was called. He told me it was a fine:
specimen of_Robinsoniana_, or something dreadful of that kind. tis a
sad truth, but we have lost the faculy of giving lovely names to

things. Names are everything. | never quarrel with actions. My one
quartel s with words. Thatis the reason | hate vulgar realism in
Iterature. The man who could calla spade a spade should be compelled
1o use one. Itis the only thing he i fitfor."

“Then what should we call you, Harry?" she asked
“His name is Prince Paradox,” said Dorian.
“Irecognize him in a flash." exclaimed the duchess.

“I won't hear of i laughed Lord Henry, sinking into a chair. "From
a label there is no escapel | refuse the lte."

ont know f he willba able to com, Hary. Ho may have to goto
Monte Carlo withhis father.

A wha a rusanco peopi' pcpl rel Try and make himcame. By
way, Dorian, you ran off very early last night. You lft

o W d you do afterwards? Did you go straight oner

Dorian glanced at him hurriedly and frowned.

"No, Harry." he said at last, "I id not get home tl nearly three."

d You oo the club?”

"Yes," he answered. Then e bit his lip. "No, | don't mean that. |
didnt go to the club. | walked about. | forget what | ... How
inquisitve you are, Harry! You always want to know wha one has been
doing. I always want (0 forget what | have been doing. | came in at
half-past two, if you wish to know the exact time. | had left my
latch-key at home, and my servant had to let me in. If you want any
corroborative evidence on the subject, you can ask him."

Lord Henry shrugged his shoulders. "My dear fellow, as i | cared!
Let us go up 1o the drawing-room. No sherry, thank you, Mr. Chapman.
Something has happened 1o you, Dorian. Tell me what tis. You are
ot yourself to-night”

*Don't mind me, Harry. | am iitable, and out of temper. | shall
come round and see you to-morrow, or next day. Make my excuses to Lady
Narborough. | shan't go upstairs. | sl go home. | must go hom

“All right, Dorian. | dare say | shallsee you to-morrow at tea-time.
The duchess is coming.”

il ry o be there, Harry” he said, leaving the room. As he

3 terror
he thought he had strangled had come back to him. Lord Henry's casual
questioning had made him lose his nerve for the moment, and he wanted
is nerve still. Things that were dangerous had to be desiroyed. Ho
winced. He hated the idea of even touching them.

“That mad-catis sure to be there. They won't have her i this place

Dorian shrugged his shoulders. "I am sick of women who love one.
‘Women who hate one are much more interesting. Besides, the stuffis
better”

*Much the same.”

ke it better. Come and have something to drink. | must have
something.”

| don't want anything,” murmured the young man.

fover mind.*

Adrian Singleton rose up wearily and followed Dorian to the bar. A
alf-caste, in a ragged turban and a shabby uister, grinned a hideous
greeting as h thrust a bottie of brandy and two tumblers in front of
them. The women sidled up and began to chatter. Dorian tuned his
back on them and said something in a low voice to Adrian Singleton.

like a Malay crease, oneof
the women. “We are very proud to-night she sneered.

*For God's sake don'ttalk to me," cried Dorian, stamping hs oot on
the ground. "What do you want? Money? Here itis. Don't ever talk
to me again*

a . then
flckered out and leflthem dull and glazed. She tossed her head and
raked the coins offthe counter with greedy fingers. Her companion
watched her enviously.

f5 10 use,” sighed Adrian Singleton. °| don' care 0 go back.
What does it matter? | am quite happy here.

“You will wite to me if you want anything, worit you?” said Dorian,
after a pause.

*Perhaps.”

oyallies may not abdicate,” fel as @ warning from prety lps.
"You wish me 1o defend my throne, then?”

"Yes

I give the trths of to-morrow.”

I prefer the mistakes of to-day." she answered.

fou disarm me, Gladys,” he cried, catching the wilfuness of her mood.

Yourshiel, Harry, notof your spear”

"I naver it against beauty.” ha said, with a wave of is hand.

“That s your eror, Harry, believe me. You value beauty far too much.”
i you say that? | admit that | hink tht it i batter to bo

poautthan o g, Buton e athr i, 10 ar s ot ey

n Iam to acknowledge that it is better to be good than to be ugly.”

“Ugliness is one of the seven deadly sins, then?” cried the duchess.
Jhat becomes of your simile about the orchid?"

“Ugliness is one of the seven deadly virtues, Gladys. You, as a good
Tory. must not underrate them. Beer, the Bible, and the seven deadly
vitues have made our England what she is.

"You don' like your country, then?” she asked.

“live init”

“That you may censure tthe better”

"Would you have me take the verdict o Europe on 12" he inquired.
“What do they say of us?"

“That Tartuffe has emigrated to England and opened a shop."

Yetithad to be done. He realized that, and when he had locked the
oor of his lbrary, he openad the secrat press info which he had
thrust Basi Hallward's coat and bag. Ahuge fire was blazing. He
piled another log on it. The smell of the singeing clothes and buming
ttook consume
everything. At the end he felt faint and sick, and having lit some
razier, he

:
forehead with a cool musk-scented vinegar.

Suddenly he started. His eyes grew strangely brigh, and he gnawed
nervously at his underlp. Between two of the windows stood a large
3 blue
lapis. He watched it as though it wore a thing that could fascinate

Jmost loathed. His. i
He lita cigarette and then threw it away. His eyelids drooped til
the long fringed lashes almost touched his chesk. But he stil watched
the cabinet. Atlast he got up from the sofa on which he had been
Iying, went over to t, and having unlocked i touched some hidden
g, A inguar crawer passd sowly cut. Hs frgers moved
instinctively towards it dipped in, and closed on something. It was a
small Chiness o ofback and G-t fcaver, iaboately wought,

round crystals and tasselled in plaited metal threads. He opensd it
Inside- way i lustr, the
persistont.

He , with P
face. Then shivering. though the atmosphere of the room was terribly
hot, he drew himself up and glanced at the clock. It was twenty

He put the box back,
he did so, and went into his bedroom.

‘As midnight was stiking bronze blows upon the dusky air, Dorian Gray,
dressed commonly, and with a mufler wrapped round his throat, crept
quietly out of his house. In Bond Street he found a hansom with a good
horse. He haled it and in a low voice gave the driver an address.

“The man shook his head. "It s too far for me," he muttered.

“Here s a sovereign for you” said Dorian. "You shall have another if

“Good night, then.”

“Good night,” answered the young man, passing up the steps and wiping
s parched mouth with a handkerchief.

Dorian walked to the door with a look of pain in his face. As he drew
the curtain aside, a hideous laugh broke from the painted lips of th
‘woman who had taken his money. “There goes the devr's bargaint” she
hiccoughed, in a hoarse voice.

“Curse youl" he answered, "don't call me that

Sne snappod s ingrs. “Prn Craming s whatyu ket b
called, ai yelled after i

The drowsy salor leaped to his faet as she spoke, and ooked wildly.
round. The sound of the shuting of the hall door fell on his ear. He
rushed out as ifin pursuit

Doran Gray hured along the quay hruh the drizing ain. His
meein im,

Wi ot e young life was reall to be laid at his door, as

Basil Haliward had said to him with such infamy of insult. He bit his

lip, and for a few seconds his eyes grew sad. Yet, after all, what did

itmattor o him? One's days were too brif to take the burden of

another' Each man Ived

paid his own price forlving it. The only pity was one had to pay so

often for a single fault. One had to pay over and over again, indeed

In her dealings with man, destiny never closed her account

‘There are moments, psychologists tel us, when the passion for si, or

sin,
the body, as every cellof the brain, seems to be instinct with fearful

cham. For al sins, as theologians weary not o eminding us, are
sins of disobedience. When that high spirit, that morning star of
ol fel from hoaven, it was as a rebel that ho fell.

“Is that yours, Harry?
I give 1o you*

I could not use . Its too true.”

“You need not b affaid. Our countrymen never recognize a description.”
“They are practical"

“They are moro cuning than pracical. Wh hoy make up thef ledgor
they balance stupidity by wealth, and vice by hypocrisy

“Siil, we have done great things.*

“Great things have been thrust on us, Gladys

“We have cartied ther burden.”
“Only as far as the Stock Exchange.”

‘She shook her head. "I belleve n the race,”she crie.
It represents the survival of the pushing

“Ithas development.”

“Decay fascinates me more.

“What of art2" she asked.

“Itis a malady."

“Lover

“An lusion.®

“Relgion?"

“The fashionable substiute for belief."



"You are a sceptic.”
"Never! Sceplicism is the beginning of faith."

“What are you?"

o defne s o it
"Give me a clve.”

"Thveads snap. You would lose your way n the labyrinih"
"You bewilder me. Let us talk of some one else.

Our host s a dlightul opic. Years ago he was christenad Prince
Charming.

*Ah! don't remind me of thal*cried Dorian Gray.
*Our host i rather horrid this evening," answered the duchess.

Jouring. | believe he thinks that Monmouth married me on purel
scieniific principles as the best specimen he could find of a modem
buterfly.”

"Wel, | hope he won't stk pins into you, Duchess, laughed Dorian.

hi my maid does that aready, Mr. Gray, when she is annoyed with me.

ind what does she get annoyed with you about, Duchess?"

*For the most trivial things, Mr. Gray, | assure you. Usually because
toll her that | by

half-past sight."
*How unreasonable of her! You should give her warning.”

* daren't, Mr. Gray. Why, she invents hats for me. You remember the
one | wore at Lady Hilstone's garden-party? You don', but it s nice
of you o pretend that you do. Well, she made it out of nothing, Al
good hats are made out of nothing.”

blue metal. A thin fim of ice bordered the flt, reed-grown lake.

At comer ofth pne-wood o caughtsigtof i Geofre
Jerking two spent cartridges out of
his gun, Nemmpsd o e car and g 1 v oo 0 ake

“Like all good reputations, Gladys.* nterrupted Lord Henry. °E\
it ane prodcs gives ono an enamy. To bo popularone mustbe
‘amediocrty”

3 . shaking X
the world. | assure you we can' bear mediocriies. We women, as some
one says, love with our ears, ust as you men love wih your eyes, if
you ever love atall”

“ltseems (o me that we never do anylhing eise,” murmured Dorian.

“Anl then, M. Gray." answered
mock sadness.

“My dear Gladys!" cied Lord Honry. "How can you say that? Romance.
fives by repeition, and repetition converts an appeit into an art
Besides, each time that one loves is the only time one has ever loved.
Difference of object does not alter singleness of passion. It merely
intensifes it We can have i Ife but one great experience at best,

possible.”

Harry?*
apause.

“Especially when one has been wounded by it answered Lord Henry.

in her eyes. "What do you say to that, Mr. Gray?" she inquired.

for amoment. Then o
laughed. *I always agree with Harry, Duchess.”

“Even when he is wrong?”
“Harry is never wrong, Duchess.”
“And does his philosophy make you happy?”

“I have never searched for happiness. Who wants happiness? | have
searched fo pleasur.”

“Here," answered Sir Geoffrey angily, hurying towards the thicket.
“Why on earth donit you keep your men back? Spoiled my shooing for
the day."

acken and vgh umemmmn

*Have you had good sport, Geofirey?” he asked.

"Not very good, Dorian. | think most of the birds have gone (o the.
open. | dare say it will be better ater lunch, when we get to new
ground.*

Dorn ol ong by s side. Th ko aromac . e broun
inthe the

Seatorsinging out rom e 1 ime, an h sharp snape of e gurs
that followed, fascinated him and filled him with a sense of delightful
froedom. He was dominated by the carelessness of happiness, by the.
high indifference of joy.

Suddenly from a lumpy tussock of ld grass some twenty yards in front
of them, with black-tipped ears erect and long hinder imbs throwing i
forward, started a hare. It bolted for a thicke! of aders. Sir

o his shouder,
animal's grace of movement that strangely charmed Dorian Gray, and he.
cried out at once, "Dont shoot , Geoffrey. Let it ve.”

" Doran!” 3
into the thicket, he fired. There wore two crios heard, the cry of a
hare in pain, which is dreadiul, the cry of a man in agony, which is

*Good heavens! | have hita beater” exclaimed Sir Geoffrey. "What an
front of the guns! he
called out at the top of his voice. "Aman s hurt"

The head-keeper came running up with a stick in his hand.

"Where, sir? Where is he?" he shouted. Al the same time, the fring
coased along the ine.

night at Selby Royal. It was an il-omened place. Death walked there
in the suniight. The grass of the forest had been spotted with blood.

Than vk 2t 2 Lot Hor, g B v i o

o shoanes, 83 as putiing it into the envelope, a knock came to
ine oo, e valet fermed him ha the o oper wihed 1 sc0
him. He frowned and bit is lip. "Send him i, he mutered, after

Some moments’ hesitation.

‘As 500 as the man entered, Dorian pulled his chequebook out of a
drawer and spread it out before him.

" suppose you have come about the unfortunate accident of this
morming, Thornton?" he said, taking up a pen.

"Yes, it” answered the gamekeeper.

"Was the poor fellow married? Had he any people dependent on him?"
asked Dorian, looking bored. "If o, | should not ke the 10 be left

in want, and will send them any sum of money you may think necessary."
"We don't know who he is, sir. Thatis what | ook the Iberty of

coming to you about”

“Doritknow who he 1" sad Dorian, stssly. "What do you mean?
Wasnit he one of your men

. si. Never saw him before. Seems like a sailor, si"

The pen dropped from Dorian Gray's hand, and he felt as f his heart
had suddenly stopped beating. "A sailor?” he cried out. “Did you say
sallor?”

"Yes, sir. He looks as f he had been a sort of sailor; tattooed on
both arms, and that kind of thing."

"Was there anything found on him?" said Dorian, leaning forward an
looking at the man with startied eyes. "Anything that would tllhis
name?"

into brushing the

i swinging rances asid 7 a few moments they emergd,draggng
t after them into the sunlight. He tured away in horror.

ecmaio hm ht istocne ollwed herever e it i peans ¢

the keeper.
faces. There was the trampling of myriad feet and the low buzz of
voices. A great copper-breasted pheasant came beating through the
boughs overhead.

After a few moments-—that were 1o him, in his perturbed state, like
endless hours of pain-he felt a hand laid on his shoulder. He started
‘and looked round,

“Dorian." said Lord Henry, "I had better tel the that the shooting is
Stopped for o-day. It would not look well to.go on."

“Iwish twere stopped o ever, Hay.” e answered biter. “The
whole thing is hideous and cruel. s the man

Ho could not fnish the sentence.
I am afraid 5o, refoined Lord Henry. "Ho got the whole charge of

shotin his chest. He must have died almost instantaneously. Come:;
let us go home.

They walked side by side i the direction of the avenue for nearly
fifty yards without speaking. Then Dorian looked at Lord Henry and
said, with a heavy sigh, It s a bad omen, Harry, a very bad omen."

a7 sk Lord Honry. “On i st | supose. Wy dear
avkonrd for Geolfey, of course. oo o1 o 0 peper besers 1

wid
Shootsvery sraght. Buthere 8 050 «alkmg avout o mattr

“Some money, sit-not much, and a six-shooter. There was no name of any.
Kind. A decentlooking man, si, but rough-Iike. A sort of salor we.
think”

Dorian started (o his feel. A terrble hope fluttered past him. He
clutched at it madly. “Where i the body?" he exclaimed. "Quick! |
must see it at once.”

- st
9 They say

bad luck

“The Home Farm! Go there at once and mest me. Toll one of the grooms.
lever mind. 1

myself. It wil save time.”

Inlos han a quartr o an hour,Dorian Gray was galoping doun o
fong as he could go.

in spectral procession, and wild shadrmsmﬂmg themselves across his
pon s e mar awervd 1 v s ot ‘and nearly threw him.

Ui . The 565 o o hr o

A rached e Home Farm. Two men were g i o yars
Heleapc o h sacle and trw e s o o of .

that the bbdy e e i o e oot an put his hand
upon the latch

“There he paused for a moment, fecling that he was on the brink of a
discovery that would either make or mar his Ife. Then he thrust the
Goor open and enter

Onahea ying
rossed I acoaros S and 4 of b Lousere A cpoted
handkerchief had been placed over the face. A coarse candle, stuck in
2 botle, sputtered beside i

Dorian Gray shuddered. He felt that his could not be the hand o take.
the handkerchief away, and called out o one of the farm-sevants to
come to him.

“And found it Mr. Gray?"
*Often. Too often.”

The duchess sighed. | am searching for peace,” she said, "and if |
donit go and dress, | shall have none this evening™

"Let me get you some orchids, Duchess,” ried Dorian, starting o his
feet and walking down the conservatory.

"You are flting disgracefully with him." said Lord Henry to his.
cousin. "You had better tako care. He s very fascinating.”

“If he were not, there wold be no baie.”
Grock mets Greek, then?”

1 am o the sice of the Trojans. They fought fo a woman.

“They were defeated.”

“There are worse things than capture,” she answered.

"You gallop with a loose rein."

Pace gives lfe" was the _iposte._

1 shalwie itin my diary to-night

“What?*

“That a burnt chid loves the fre.”

1 am not even singed. My wings are untouched.”

"You use them for everything, except fight~

Courage has passed from men to women. Itis a new experience forus.

"You have a rival”

Dorian shook his head. "It is a bad omen, Harry. | feel as f
something horrible were going 1o happen to some of us. To myself,
perhaps,” he added, passing his hand over his eyes, with a gesture o
pain.

‘The eider man laughed. “The only horible thing n the world is_ennui
Dorian. Thatis the one sin for which there is no forgiveness. But we
it

tdinner.
1abooed. As for omens, there is no such thing as an omen. Destiny.
does not send us heralds. She is too wise o oo cruel or tha.

Bosidos, whal on earth could happen 1o you, Dorian? You h

everything in the world that a man can want. There is no one who would
ot be delighted to change places with you.”

“There is no one with whom | would not change places, Harry. Don'
laugh fike that. | am telling you the ruth. The wretched peasant who
has just died s better offthan | am. | have no teror of death. It

Is the coming of death that terrfies me. Its monstrous wings seerm to
wheel in the leaden air around me. Good heavens! don' you see a man
moving behind the rees there, walching me, wailing for me?”

Lord Henry looked in the direction in which the trembling gloved hand
was poinling. "Yes." he said, smiling, I see the gardener waiting for

115Uppose he wants 1o ask you what flowers you wish to have on
the table o-righ. How absurdly nervous you are, my dear ellow! You
must come and see my doctor, when we get back to town.

Dorian heaved a sigh of reief as he saw the gardener approaching. The
man ouchd i . ganced for a et at Lo Hery i hestatng
manner, and then produced a leter, which he handed to his

"Her Grace told me to walt for an answer,” he murmured.

Dot puthefeer o is pockel. Tl e Grce it am
ming in," he said, coldly. The man turned round and went rapidly in
e dirocion of e houso

"How fond women are of doing dangerous things!" laughed Lord Henry.
“Itis one of the qualilies in them that | admire most. A wornan will

“Take that thing offthe face. | wish to see t" he said, clutching

atthe door-post for support.

‘When the farm-servant had done o, he stepped forward. Acry of joy
roke from his lps. The man who had been shot i the thicket was

James Vane,

He st00d there for some minutes looking at the dead body. As he fode.
home, his eyes were full of tears, for he knew he was safe.

CHAPTER 19

‘There is no use your telling me that you are going to be good
Lord Henry, dipping his white fingers into a red copper bowi filed
wilh rose-water. "You are quite perfect. Pray, don't change.”

ried

Dorian Gray shook his head. “No, Harry, | have done too many dreadful
things in my Ife. | am not going o do any more. 1 began my good
actons yesterday.”

“Where were you yesterday?”

*In the country, Harry. | was staying at a it inn by myselt.*

My dear boy.” said Lord Henry, smiling, “anybody can be good in the
country. There are no temptations there. Thatis the reason why

le who live out of town are so absolutaly unciviized.
Givilzation i not by any means an easy thing to altain to. There are
only two ways by which man can reach i. One is by being cultured, the
ther by baing comupt. Caunty people have o oportunty of beng
either, so they stagnat

“Cult * echoed Dorian. °I
both. It seems terribie to me now that they should ever be found
together. For | have a new ideal, Harry. | am going to aler. |
think | have altered.”

"You have not yet told me what your good action was. Or did you say

“Wh?
Ho laughed. “Lady Narborough.” he whispered. “She perfecty adores
him.*

“You il me with apprehension. The appeal {0 aiiauity s fata o us
who are romanticists."

“Romantiists! You have il he methods of scence.”

“Men have educated us."

“But ot explained you.”

“Describe us as a sex.” was her challenge.

“Sphinces without secrets”

‘She looked at him, smiling. “How long Mr. Gray is!” she said. “Let us.
90 :and help him. | have not yet told him the colour of my frock *

“Ahl you must suit your frocktohis flowers, Gladys”
“That wouid be & premature surrender”

“Romantc art begins with s cimax "

I must keep an opporturity for retreal”

“In the Partian manner?”

“They found safety inthe desert. | could notdo that"

“Women are not always allowed a choice,”he answered, but hardly had he
fnished rom the fa end of

2 sifled groan, folowed by the dull sound of  heavy fall. Everybody

started up. The duchess stood motionless in horror. And with fear in
s eyes, Lord Henry rushed through the flapping paims to find Dorian
y tled floor

fond you are of saying dangerous things, Harmy! In the present
instance, you ae quite astay. |k the duchess very much, b |
fontlove her:

“And the duchess loves you very much, but she fikes youless, 50 you
are excellently matched.”

“You are talking scandal, Harr, and there is never any basis for
candal”

“The basis of every scandalIs an immoral certainty." sald Lord Henry,
fighting a cigarette.

“You would sacrifice anybody, Harry, for the sake of an opigram.
“The worid goes to the altar of fs own accord,” was the answer.

“lwish | could love," cried Dorian Gray with a deep note of pathos in
his voice. “But | seern to have lost the passion and forgotten the
desire. 1am myself,

become a burden to me. | want (o escape, (0 go away, to orget. It
was sily of me to come down here atall. | think | shall send a wire
o Harvey to have the yacht got ready. On a yacht one is safe.”

*Safe from whal, Dorlan? You are n some touble. Why not tll me.
what tis? You know | would help you

“I can't tell you, Harry.” he answered sadly. "And | dare say itis
only a fancy of mine. This unfortunate accident has upset me. | have
the P .

“What nonsensel”

“Ihope s, but | can'help feaing . Anl hre i theduchess,
looking Ik
Duchess.

“Ihave heard all about it, M. Gray,” she answered. "Poor Geofrey is
terribly upset. And it seems that you asked him not to shoot the hre.
How curious!

You had done more than one?” asked his companion as he spilled nto his
plate a it crimson pyramid of seeded sirawberries and, thror
perforated, shell-shaped spoon, snowed white sugar upon the

“1cantehyou,Hary. i ot story | coud e o any e
else. | Tt
e, Sne was s seauil and wonaenuuy like Siby Vane. |

o't you? How long ago that seems! ot oty wos notone of our
own class, of course. She was simply a gir in a vilage. But|
really loved her. | am quite sure that | loved her. All during this.

luse
two or three times a week. Yesterday she met me in a itlo orchard
‘The apple-blossoms kept tumbling down on her hair, and she was.
Taughing
Suddenly | delomined o lave her 8 loweke a | nad found her”

2 ovelty of athil

e, Do lupes LordHomry. ‘Bt an
youridyl for you. You gave her good advice and broke her heart,
That was the beginning of your reformation.”

“Harry, you are horible! You mustrt say these dreadful things.
Hetty's heart s not broken. Of course, she cried and al that. But
there is no disgrace upon her. She can live, like Perdita, in her
garden of mint and marigold.”

“And weep over a faithless Florizel,”said Lord Henry,laughing, as he.
leaned back in his chair. "My dear Dorian, you have the most curiously.

toa rough carter or a grinning ploughman. Wel, the fact of having
met you, and loved you, will teach her to despise her husband, and she
will be wretched. From a moral point of view, | cannot say that

think much of your great renunciation. Even as a beginning, tis

poor. Besides, how do you know that Hetty isn't loating at the

prosent moment n some siart mil-pond. wihlovely wator-ies

round her, like Ophelia?”

“I can't bear tis, Harry! You mock at everything, and then suggest
the most serious tragedios. | am sorry | told you now. | don' care

the sofas. After a short time, he came to himself and looked round
with a dazed expression.

“What has happened?” he asked. “Oh! | remember. Am | safe here,
Harry?” He began to tremble.

M s Doran’ anwered L Heny, you marey . Tt vas
yourself. You had better
o Vi your place.”

*No, 1wl come down,* he said, struggling to his feet. *l would
athor come down. | must not be alone.”

He went 1o his room and dressod. There was a wid recklessness of
gaiety in his manner as he sat at table, but now and then a thil of

window of the conservatory, ike a white handkerchief, he had seen the.
face of James Vane watching him,

CHAPTER 18

The next day he did notleave the house, and, indeed, spent most of the.
time in his own room, sick with a wild terror of dying, and yet

d,

snareq
tracked down, had begun to dominate him. fthe tapestry did but

upon the weak. That was all. Besides, had any siranger been prowling
round the house, he would have been seen by the servants of the

keepers. Had any foot-marks been found on the flower-beds, the
gardeners would have reported i. Yes, it had been merely fancy.

Sibyl Vane's brother had not come back to killim. He had sailed away

in his ship to founder in some winter sea. From him, at any rate, he

was safe. Why, the man did not know who he was, could not know who he
was. The mask of youth had saved him.

And yetif it had been merely an ilusion, how terrble it was to think
that conscience could raise such fearful phantoms, and give them
visible form, and make them move before one! What sort of lfe would

As the thought crept through his brain, he grew pale with teror,ar
the air seemed to him to have become suddenly colder. O!in what a
wild hour of madness he had kiled his friend! How ghasty the mere
memory of the scena! He saw tall again. Each hideous detail came
back to him with added horror. Out of the black cave of time, terible
and swahed inscare, s th mage of i i When Lod Homry

Jock, he fou
brea.

Itwas not il the third day that he ventured to go out. There was
‘Something in the clear, pine-scented ai of that winter morming that
‘seemed to bring him back his joyousness and his ardour for lfe. But

the leaded panes seemed to him like his own wasted resolutions and wild
regets. When he closed his eyes, he saw again the sailr' face

pecring through the mist.stained glass, and horror seamed once more to
lay its hand upon his heart

But perhaps it had been only his fancy that had called vengeance out of
h Actual

life was chaos, but there was something terribly logical in the
imagination. It was the imagination that set remorse to dog the feet
of sin. It was the imagination that made each crime bear its misshapen
brood. In the common world of factthe wicked were not punished, nor
the good rewarded. Success was given (o the strong, falure thrust

"Yes, it was very curious. | don' know what made me say it. Some
whim, | suppose. It looked the loveliest of e ive things. But |
am sorry they told you about the man. It s a hideous subject”

“Itis an annoying subject, broke in Lord Herry. It has
Psycho\oq\ca\ vl atall. Now f Geoley had done “he ing on

‘anguish that had sought to maim and mar the perfecion of s calm.
With sublle and finely wrought temperaments it s always so. Their
strong passions must either bruise or bend. They either siay the man,
o hamsees . o sorovs and shalow ves e n. The

es and sorrows that are great are destroyed by their own plenitude.
Sosces e coninond sl ad boa e o

d looked back now

‘something of pity and not a e of contempt,

Aftor breakfast, he walked with the duchess for an hour n the garden
then drove across the park to join the shooting-party. The crisp
jpon the grass. The

“lam tred of strawberry leaves.”
“They become you."

“Only in public”

o had commited a reo mrdor”

"How horrid of you, Harry!" cried the duchess. “lsn' i, Mr. Gray?
Harry, Mr. Gray is il again. He is going to faint.”

Dorn row imsefupwih an o and s, s nving
Duct nerves are dreadully out of order. That is
o om sl wakod 100 far this moring. | didn' hear what

iy i s vony bad? ¥ou et e some aer tme. |
think | must o and lie down. You will excuse me, won't you?"

‘They had reached the great light of teps that led from the
conservatory on to the terrace. As the glass door closed behin

Dorian, Lord Henry turned and looked at the duchess with his. samborous
eyes. "Are you very much in love with him?” he asked.

She did not answer for some time, but stood gazing at the landscape.
"l wish | knew,” she said at last,

be fatal
that charms one. A mist makes things wonderful"

*One may lose one's way."

*All ways end at the same point, my dear Gladys

hat s that?”

isilusion.
“ltwas my _debut_infe, she sighed.

It came to you crowned.”

what you say to me. | know | was right i acting as | did. Poor
Hetty! As | rode past the farm this morning, | saw her white face at
the window, like a spray of jasmine. Dot let us talk about it any
more, and don' try to persuade me that the first good action | have
done or years. h sl it o sl acfce | ave over
is really a sortof sin. | want o be beter. | am going fo be

Soue, Tokme something sbout yourself. What s going on i town?

have not been to the club for days.”

*The people are stil discussing poor Basil's disappearance.”

"1 shouid have thought they had got tred of that by tis time.” said
D

"My dear boy, they have only been talking about it or six weeks, and
the British public are realy not equal to the menal srain of having

more p y
ftely. however. Thy hav o my oundiarce-ase and Alan Campbers
suicide. have got the mysterious disappearance of an artist.
Seotarar ok s ma o grey ulster wh lef

for Pars by the midnigh train on the inth of November was por

Basil, and the French police declare that Basil never artived in Paris

atall. | suppose in about a ortnight we shall be told that he h

bea
avugnw Gy, and possess alth aracions of he nox w4

hat 6o you think has hapuned 10 Basi” asked Doran holding p s
g how

iscuss the matr s caimly.

1fBasil it
is 1o business of mine. I he is dead, | don't want o think about
him. Death is the only thing that ever terrifies me. | hate i

"Why?" said the younger man wearly.

Be Lord Henry, passing beneath his nostis the git
ol of an open vinaigrete box, "one can survive everything
nowadays except that. Death and vulgarity are the only two facts in
the ninoteenth century that one cannot explain away. Let us have our

R them," said Lord Henry.
“1will not part with a petal

“Monmouth has ears.”

“0ld age is dull of hearing

“Has he never been jealous?"

“Iwish he had been.”

He glanced about as ifin search of something. “What are you looking
for?” she inquired.

“The buttonfrom your ol he answered. "You have dropped "
She laughed. " have stl the mask.*

It makes your eyes loveier” was hisreply.

She laughed again. Her eeth showed like while seeds in a scarlet
it

Upstars, in is own room, Dorian Gray was ling on a sofa,wit teror
in g flre o his body. L

Hidous a burde fo im0 boa. The dreadiuldeath of i unlucky
bestr. ot he ke ke 2 widanal i seemed o

Tiony hc s & chance mood of cymcal fesing

his
pack his things for the night-express to town, and (o have the brougham
atihe door by eighit-thity. Ho was determined not to sieep another

coffee in the music-room, Dorian. You must play Chopin to me. The man
with whom my wifa ran away played Chopin exquisitely. Poor Victoria!
I was vy fondof er. The house s rteronely wirau . Of
course, married e is merely a habit, a bad habit. But then

reorets 1 loss even of ne's worst habls. Porhaps one egrets e
the most. They are such an essential part of one's personality.”

Dorian said nothing, but rose from the table, and passing nto the next

‘and black ivory of the keys. After the coffee had been brought n, he
Stopped, and looking over at Lord Henry, said, "Harry, id it ever
occur o you that Basil was murdered?”

Lord Henry yawned. *Basil was very popular, and always wore a
Waterbury watch. Why should he have been murdered? He was not clever
enough to have enemies. Of course, he had a wonderful genius for
painting. But a man can paint ike Velasquez and yet be as dull as

posse. Basi was rea rther dull. Ho on neresiod mo onc

and that was when h tod me, yoas ago, hat he had a wid adoration

for you and that you were the dominant motive of his art.

I was very fond of Basi” sad Dorian with a noe o sadhess i s
voice. "But don't people say that he was murdered?”

“Oh, some of the papers do. It does not seem to me to be at al
probable. | know there are dreadful places in Paris, but Basi was not
the sort of man to have gone 1o them. He had no curiosity. It was his
chief defect,

“What would you say, Harry, i | told you that | had murdered Basil?"
sald the younger man. He watched him intently afer he had spoken

“Iwould say, my dear fellow, that you were posing for a character that
‘Goesn't suit you. All crime is vuigar, just as al vuigarity s crime.

Itis notin you, Dorian, to commit a murder. | am sorry f | hurt

your vanity by saying so, but | assure youitis true. Crime belongs
‘exclusively o the lower orders. | don't blame the i the smallest
degree. | should fancy that crime was to them what art i (o us,
simply a method of procuring extraordinary sensations.”

“Amethod of procuring sensations? Do you think, then, that a man who



Don'ttell me that.”

*Oh anylhing becomes a pleasure if one doss it too often,” cried Lord
Henry, laughing. "Thatis one of the most important secrets of Ife

I should fancy, however, that murder s always a mistake. One should
never do anything that one cannol talk about afler dinner. But letus
pass fom poor Basi | wish | coui el rt e come o sucn
a  but | can'. | y

i the
scandal. Yes: | should fancy that was his end. | see him lying now.
on his back under those dul-green waters, with the heavy barges
floating over him and long woeds catching in hs hair. Do you know,
dont think he would have done much more good work. During the last
ten years his painting had gone offvery much.”

and Lord Henry si began
o stoke h e o s curious Java Darml a Isrve grey-plumaged
al,
m P mspmmsd ﬁngevs touched t, ua-oppeu the white scurf

me. Why do you talk ofit? It used to remind me of those curious
fines in some play-Harnlet, | think-how o they run?--

“Like the painting of a sorrow,
Aface without a heart”

Yes: that is what itwas lie.”

Lord Henry laughed. "If a man treats Ife artistically, his brain is
his heart" he answered, sinking nto an arm-chair

head the piano.
“Like the painting of a sorrow.” he repoated, “a face without a
heart™

“The elder man lay back and looked at him with half-closed eyes.
the way, Dorian,” he said after a pause, “what does it profit a man i

By

o ekl s overach,
and forwards.

he continued, turning round and taking his handkerchief out of
ket; “his painting had quite gone of. It seemed to me to have
lost something. 1 had st an ideal. When you and he ceased to be
greatfriends, he ceased to be a great artist. What was it separated
You? 1 suppose he bored you. If 5o, he never forgave you. Its a
way, that won
portrait e did of you? | don't think | have ever seen it since he.
finished it On! | remember your telling me years ago that you had
sent it down to Selby, and that it had got misiaid or stolen on the

 and stared at his friend.
“Why do you ask me that, Harry?"

(" said Lord Henry, surprise,
“lasked you because | thought you might be able to give me an answer.
Thatis all. | was going through the park last Sunday, and close by

lite crowd of

fistening to some vulgar street-preacher. As | passed by, | heard the
man yeling out that question to his audience. It struck me as being
rather dramatic. London is vry fch in curious effects of that kind.

Awet Sunday, an uncouth Chiistian in a mackintosh, a ing of sickly

ry
ood i i vay, quis asuggestion. | iought o tling th prophet
I, b

 man had not. | am afraid, however, he

vy, Younevr gt back? Wrat iy ilya
masterpiece. | remember | wanted to buy t. | wish | had now. It
elonged Since then,

mixture of bad painting and good intentions that always entiles a man
1o be called a representative Britsh artst. Did you advertise for
it? You should.”

I forget” said Dorian. " suppose | did. But | never realy iked
it 1am sory I sat for it The memory of the thing is hateful to

Lord . 50 many
table, and

itieriebpeeier i

“Dontt, Harry. The soulis a terble realfy. It can be bought, and
¢k, and barred away. I can b poisonod, o mado oret. Thoro
is a soul in each one of us. | know,

the locked room had changed. Surely it was not sl so horrible as it
had been? Perhaps if his lfe became pure, he would be able to expel

3 that

night of horror when he had first noted the change i the fatal

picture, and wih iid, tear-dimmed eyes looked into ts polished

shield. Once, some one who had terribly loved him had wiitien to him a

mad letter, ending with these idolatrous words: "The world is changed
use you are made of ivory and gold. The curves of your lips

rewrite history." The phrases came back to his memory, and he repeated

them over and over to himsel. Then he loathed his own beauty, and

finging the mirror on the floor, crushed i into silver spiiters

beneath his heel. It was his beauty that had ruined him, his beauty.

and the youth that he had prayed for. But fo those two things, his

the face.
had already gone away. He would go and lock.

He took the lamp from the table and crept upstairs. As he unbarred the
oor, a smile ofjoy flted across his strangely young-looking face
nos Yes,

and
aterror
tohim. He felt as f the load had been lited from him already.
behing him, . and

cragged the purpl hanging rom the potat. A ry of pain and
Idnaon broke fom . He coud see nochange, save atin e

I might have been free from stain. His.
mask, his youth but a mockery. What was youth at best? Agreen, an

inripe time, a time of shallow moods, and sicky thoughts. Why had he.
worn s livery? Youth had spoiled him.

Iwas bt notlo hink of hepast. Nobing coud alerha 1t
was of himself, and of his own future, that he had to th
Vane was hidden in a nameless grave in Selby. cnmnvam Nan Compeet
had shot himself one nigh in is laboratory, but
ot ot hd noan 1o 10 know. T axclomat, i it
was, over Basil Hallward's disappearance would soon pass away. i was
already waning. He was perfectly safe there. Nor, indeed, was it the
death of Basil Hallward that weighed most upon his mind. It was the
living death of his own soul that troubled him. Basil had painted the

It

gsto
him that were unbearable, and that he had yet bore with patience. The
murder had been simply the madness of a moment. As for Alan Campbell,
his suicide had been his own act. He had chosen to do it It was

nothing to him.

Anew el That was what he wanted. That was what he was waiting
for. Surely he had begun it already. He had spared one innocent

thing, at any rate. He would never again tempt innocence. He would be.
good.

As ho thought o Hotty Merton, he began to wonder i the portrait in

cunming i o mouth h cued v of
the hyporie e thing was stil loathsome-more loathsome, f
possitle, than bfoa-and th scarit dew 1t spted e hand seamed
ke Had it
been m-ru\y vanity that had made him do his ono good doed? Or ho
desire for a new sensation, as Lord Henry had hinted, with his mocking
laugh? P
finer than we are ourselves? Or, perhaps, allthese? And why was the
red stain larger than it had been? It seemed to have crept ke
horrble disease over the wrinkled fingers. There was biood on the
painted feet, as though the thing had dripped-blood even on the hand
that had not held the knife. Confess? Did it mean that he was to
confess? To give himself up and be put to death? He laughed. He felt
Bosid

s,
he anywhere.

Everything belonging to him had been destroyed. He himself had bumed

what had been below-stais. The world would simply say that he was mad.

They would shut him up f he persisted in hs story....Yet it was

s duty to Gonfess, o suffer public shame, and to make public

atonement. There was a God who calied upon men to tal thei sins to

“The death of Basil Hallward seemed very il o him. He was thinking
of Hetty Merton. For it was an unjust mifror,this mirror of his soul

that he was looking at. Vanity? Curiosity? Hypocrisy? Had there
been nothing more in his renunciation than that? There had been
‘Something more. Atleast ho thought so. But who coud tel? .. No.

*Do you feel quite sure of that, Dorian?”
“Quite sure.”

*Ah! then it must be an ilusion. The things one feels absolutely

certain about are never true. That i the fatalty of faith, and the

lesson of romance. How grave you arel Don't be so serious. What have

you or 1o do with the supersitions of our age? No: we have gi

up our belief n the soul. Play me something. Play me a nocturne,

Dorian, and, as you play, tel me, in a low voice, how you have kef

your youth. You must have some secret. | am only ten years older than

you are, and | am wrinkled, and worn, and yellow. You are really

‘wonderful, Dorian. You have never looked more charming than you do

to-night. You remind me of the day | saw you frst. You were rather

cheoky vy, and sy extsorinary. ounave mangaﬂ of
Iwish y

o gt back my youth | ol do anyihing i the ok, excap ks

exercise, get up early, or be respecable. Youth! There is nothing

ko't It abourd o ak f th gnorance fyoih. T

youngertran s They Seem infront of me. Life has revealed to
As for the aged,
Tnon principle. If you ask them their opinion on something that
happoned yostarday,they slemly G you 1 opnons curntin
1820, when people wore high stocks, believed in everything, and knew
|

wonder, P with the

vila and the salt spray dashing against the panes? It is marvelously

fomantic. What a blessing it s that there i one ar eft to us that

is not imitativel Don't stop. | want music to-night. | seems to me

that you are the young Apolio and that | am Marsyas listening to you

have sorrows, Dorian, of my own, that even you know nothing of. The

tragedy of old age is not that one is old, but that one is young. | am

amazed sometimes at my own sincerity. Ah, Dorian, how happy you are!
had! o

everything. You have crushed the grapes against your palate. Nothing
has been hidden from you. And it has al been 1o you no more than the
sound of music. It has not marred you. You are st the same.”

| am ot the same, Harry”

There had bsn nohngmore. Though anyhehad pared et n
hypcrisy he had worn the mask of goodness. For curiosity's sake he
Rt o th cnil of sef. o' rewgmzed that now,

Buthi him all his lfe? b

burdened by his past? Was he really to confess? Never. There was

only one bitof evidence left against him. The picture tself-—that

was evidence. He would destroy it Why had he kept it so long? Once
o

late he had felt no such pleasure. It had kept him awake at night
‘When he had been away, he had been filed wih terror lest other eyes
should look upon it It had brought melancholy across his passions.
Its mere momory had marred many moments of foy. It had been fiko
Yes. it it

Heloked round and s ke it ad sabved s Halhar. e
had cleaned it many times re was no stain left upon . It

was bright, and giistened. Aaihad tea e painter, 50 it would

Kill the painter's work, and all that that meant. It would kil the

rous
peace, He sazad he g, onl iabbed e pcre i i

‘There was a cry heard, and a crash. The cry was so horrible in its
g0

passing in the topped and looked
"

il they met a poli
brought him back. The man rang the bell several times, bu there was.
o answer. Except for a lightin one of the top windows, the house was
all dark. Afer a time, he went away and stood in an adjoining portica
and watched.

" ihat, Constable?” asked the

M. Dorian Gray's, si;

inswered the policeman.

‘They looked at each other, as they walked away, and sneered. One of
them was Sir Henry Ashlon's uncle.

Inside, in the servants’ part of e house, the half-ciad domestics
wero talking in low whispers to each ofher. Old Mrs. Loaf was crying

“Yes, you are the same. | wonder what the rest of your e wil be.
Don'tspoil it by renunciations. At present you are a perfect typo.

Don't make yourselfincomplete. You are quit flawless now. You need
ot shake your head: you know you are. Besides, Dorian, don't deceive
yourself. Life is not governed by will or intention. Life is a

question of nerves, and fibres, and siowly buit-up clls in which

yourselfsafe and think yourself strong. But @ chance tone of colour
in a room or a moming sky, a particular perfume that you had once
memories with i,
poem that you had come across again, a cadence from a piece of music
that you had ceased to play- tell you, Dorian, that it s on things.
fike these that our lives dopend. Browning writos about that
someners:butour un senses vl imagine e o, There re
momonts when o odaur o e slaneasses suddeny aross m, 3
Pave o e e sangest month oy e v g, Twih T could
change p
both, but 1t has aways wmsmpoea you. It ahways will worship you.
You are the type of what the age is searching for, and what tis
i thas ound. | am s gt you v neer cone anyiin,
never carved a statue, or painted a picture, or produced anything
s of yuursew it yourart. You have set yourself to
four days are your sonnets.”

piano and his
“Yes, * he murmured, "but

Harry.
things to me. You dor't know everything about me. | think that f you
did, even you would tum from me. You laugh. Don't laugh.

pped playing, Dorian? Go back me the
nocturne over again. Look at that great, honey-coloured moon that
Pangs e dusky i, She s waltg foryou o cham e, and

you play she will come closer to the earth. You won't? Let us o to
thecb. hen. s beenachaming e"«enmv‘ and we must end it
charmingly.

You-young Lord Poole, Boumamautis sdes son. Hohas already copied
your neckties, and has begged me to introduce him to you. He is quite
elightful and rather reminds me of you

“Ihope ot said Dorian with a sad 100k in hs oyes. "But | am tired

‘and wringing her hands. Francis was as pale s death.

After about a quarler of an hour, he got the coachman and one of the

footmen and crept upslems “They knocked, but there was no van\y
stil. Finally,

{oforcethe oo, they got on the roo and roppad dow on f the

balcony. The windows yielded easily~their bolls were old

hen oy entere,hy oundhargng upon el splnd o

evening dress, with a kmoe i is heart. He was withered, wrinkled,
rings

ey recognzes wno t s

{o-nigh,Harry. | st go o the cub. s nearty leven. and |
wantto goto bed early

"Do stay. You have never played so well as to-night. There was
Something in your louch that was wonderful. It had more expression
than I had ever heard from it before.”

“Iis because | am ging o be good,” he answered, milng. I am a
litle changed already.

"You cannot change to me, Dorian," said Lord Henry. "You and | will
always be friends.”

"Yet you poisoned me with a book once. | should not forgive that
Harry, promise me that you will never lend that book to any one. It
does harm."

"My dear boy, you are really beginning to moralize. You will soon be
going about like the converted, and the revivalist, warning people
against all the sins of which you have grown tired. You are much too
delighttul to do that. Besides, itis no use. You and | are what we
are, and willbe what we will be. As for being poisoned by a book,
there is no such thing as that. At has no influence upon action. It
annifilates the desire to act. Itis superbly sterle. The books that
the world calls immoral are books that show the world s own shame.
‘Thatis all. But we wonit discuss iterature. Come round to-morrow. |
amgoing o ide a eeven Ve igh o logethr and il ke you
L

ot 9 sonmn you about some tapestres she i thinking o buying. |

Mind you come. Or shall we lunch with our e duchess? She says.
she never sees you now. Perhaps you are tred of Gladys? | thought
You would be. Her clever tongue gets on one's nerves. Well

case, be here at eleven.”

“Must  really come, Harry?"

“Corainly. Tho park is Qi lovoly now. | don' rink horo have
been such liacs since the year | met you.

“\/ery well. 1 shall be here at eleven,” said Dorian. “Good ri
e h rescet o ot e st for & moment, o he

had something more to say. Then he sighed and went out.

CHAPTER 20

Itwas a lovely night, so warm that he threw his coat over his arm and
cid not even put his il scarf round his throat. As he strolled home,
meking i igrae, woyoung men novring cross assed . Ho
heard one of them whisper to the other, “That is Dorian Gray.” He
femembored how loased huse > 60 wh e was pone v, o siared
at,or talked about. He was tred of hearing his own name now. Half
the charm of the litie vilage where he had beon so often latoly was
that no one knew who he was. He had often told the girl whom he had
lured to love him that he was poor, and she had belioved him. He had
told her once that he was wicked, and she had laughed at him and

nswered that wicked peopie were aways very old and very ugly. What a
Taugh she hadi-just ke a thrush singing. And how pretty she had
been in her cotton dresses and her large hats! She knew nothing, but
she had everything that he had lost.

When he reached home, he found his servant waiting up for him. He sent
him to bed, and threw himself down on the sofa in the library, and
began o think over some of the things that Lord Henry had said to him

s ol et ncou v chng? oo a v ngng
for ood-tis

o Honey na oo calod . e ke ot ne e s el
filed his mind with corruption and given horror 1 his fancy; that he.
influence to others, and torrble
joy in being 0; and that of the lives that had crossed his own, it had
been the fairest and the most full of promise that hie had brought to
shame. But was i all ietrievable? Was there no hope for him?

A in what a monstrous moment of pride and passion he had prayed that
the portrat should bear the burden of his days, and he keep

Al his failure
hat. Better for him that cach sin inof i e ad i s e

Not “Forgiv s our sine* bt Sl o ot ou muies” shod be
the prayer of man to a most just Gos



