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The artist is the creator of beautiful things.
To reveal art and conceal the artist is art’s aim.
The critic is he who can translate into another

manner or a new material his impression of beautiful
things.

The highest, as the lowest, form of criticism is a
mode of autobiography.

Those who find ugly meanings in beautiful things
are corrupt without being charming. This is a fault.

Those who find beautiful meanings in beautiful
things are the cultivated. For these there is hope.

They are the elect to whom beautiful things mean
only Beauty.

There is no such thing as a moral or an immoral
book.

Books are well written, or badly written. That is all.
The nineteenth century dislike of Realism is the

rage of Caliban1 seeing his own face in a glass.
1 Caliban — Êàëèáàí, ïåðñîíàæ ïüåñû Øåêñïèðà «Áóðÿ»
(The Tempest), âîïëîùåíèå óðîäñòâà è æåñòîêîñòè
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the rage of Caliban not seeing his own face in a glass.

The moral life of man forms part of the subject-
matter of the artist, but the morality of art consists in
the perfect use of an imperfect medium. No artist
desires to prove anything. Even things that are true
can be proved.

No artist has ethical sympathies. An ethical sym-
pathy in an artist is an unpardonable mannerism of
style.

No artist is ever morbid. The artist can express
everything.

Thought and language are to the artist instruments
of an art.

Vice and virtue are to the artist materials for an
art.

From the point of view of form, the type of all
the arts is the art of the musician. From the point of
view of feeling, the actor’s craft is the type.

All art is at once surface and symbol.
Those who go beneath the surface do so at their

peril.
Those who read the symbol do so at their peril.
It is the spectator, and not life, that art really

mirrors.
Diversity of opinion about a work of art shows

that the work is new, complex, and vital.
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himself.
We can forgive a man for making a useful thing

as long as he does not admire it. The only excuse
for making a useless thing is that one admires it
intensely.

All art is quite useless.
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The studio was filled with the rich odour of roses,
and when the light summer wind stirred amidst the
trees of the garden, there came through the open door
the heavy scent of the lilac, or the more delicate per-
fume of the pink-flowering thorn.

From the corner of the divan of Persian saddle-
bags on which he was lying, smoking, as was his cus-
tom, innumerable cigarettes, Lord Henry Wotton
could just catch the gleam of the honey-sweet and
honey-coloured blossoms of a laburnum, whose trem-
ulous branches seemed hardly able to bear the bur-
den of a beauty so flame-like as theirs; and now and
then the fantastic shadows of birds in flight flitted
across the long tussore-silk curtains that were stretched
in front of the huge window, producing a kind of
momentary Japanese effect, and making him think
of those pallid jade-faced painters of Tokio who,
through the medium of an art that is necessarily im-
mobile, seek to convey the sense of swiftness and
motion. The sullen murmur of the bees shouldering
their way through the long unmown grass, or circling
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horns of the straggling woodbine, seemed to make
the stillness more oppressive. The dim roar of Lon-
don was like the bourdon note of a distant organ.

In the centre of the room, clamped to an upright
easel, stood the full-length portrait of a young man
of extraordinary personal beauty, and in front of it,
some little distance away, was sitting the artist him-
self, Basil Hallward, whose sudden disappearance
some years ago caused, at the time, such public ex-
citement, and gave rise to so many strange conjec-
tures.

As the painter looked at the gracious and comely
form he had so skilfully mirrored in his art, a smile of
pleasure passed across his face, and seemed about to
linger there. But he suddenly started up, and, closing
his eyes, placed his fingers upon the lids, as though
he sought to imprison within his brain some curious
dream from which he feared he might awake.

“It is your best work, Basil, the best thing you
have ever done,” said Lord Henry, languidly. “You
must certainly send it next year to the Grosvenor1.
The Academy2 is too large and too vulgar. Whenever
I have gone there, there have been either so many
1 the Grosvenor — Ãðîâåíîð, êàðòèííàÿ ãàëåðåÿ â Ëîíäîíå
2 The Academy = The Royal Academy of Arts — Êîðîëåâ-
ñêàÿ Àêàäåìèÿ õóäîæåñòâ
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which was dreadful, or so many pictures that I have
not been able to see the people, which was worse.
The Grosvenor is really the only place.”

“I don’t think I shall send it anywhere,” he an-
swered, tossing his head back in that odd way that
used to make his friends laugh at him at Oxford. “No:
I won’t send it anywhere.”

Lord Henry elevated his eyebrows, and looked at
him in amazement through the thin blue wreaths of
smoke that curled up in such fanciful whirls from his
heavy opium-tainted cigarette. “Not send it anywhere?
My dear fellow, why? Have you any reason? What
odd chaps you painters are! You do anything in the
world to gain a reputation. As soon as you have one,
you seem to want to throw it away. It is silly of you,
for there is only one thing in the world worse than
being talked about, and that is not being talked
about. A portrait like 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.”

“I know you will laugh at me,” he replied, “but
I really can’t exhibit it. I have put too much of myself
into it.”

Lord Henry stretched himself out on the divan
and laughed.
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the same.”
“Too much of yourself in it! Upon my word, Bas-

il, I didn’t know you were so vain; and I really can’t
see any resemblance between you, with your rugged
strong face and your coal-black hair, and this young
Adonis1, who looks as if he was made out of ivory
and rose-leaves. Why, my dear Basil, he is a Narcis-
sus2, and you — well, of course you have an intellec-
tual expression, and all that. But beauty, real beauty,
ends where an intellectual expression begins. Intel-
lect is in itself a mode of exaggeration, and destroys
the harmony of any face. The moment one sits down
to think, one becomes all nose, or all forehead, or
something horrid. Look at the successful men in any
of the learned professions3. How perfectly hideous
they are! Except, of course, in the Church. But then
in the Church they don’t think. A bishop keeps on
saying at the age of eighty what he was told to say
when he was a boy of eighteen, and as a natural con-
sequence he always looks absolutely delightful. Your

1 Adonis — Àäîíèñ, â äðåâíåãðå÷åñêîé ìèôîëîãèè ïðå-
êðàñíûé þíîøà, âîçëþáëåííûé Àôðîäèòû

2 Narcissus — Íàðöèññ, â äðåâíåãðå÷åñêîé ìèôîëîãèè
ïðåêðàñíûé þíîøà, âëþáèâøèéñÿ â ñîáñòâåííîå îò-
ðàæåíèå

3 the learned professions = theology, law, medicine
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er told me, but whose picture really fascinates me,
never thinks. I feel quite sure of that. He is some brain-
less, beautiful creature, who should be always here in
winter when we have no flowers to look at, and al-
ways here in summer when we want something to
chill our intelligence. Don’t flatter yourself, Basil: you
are not in the least like him.”

“You don’t understand me, Harry,” answered the
artist. “O course I am not like him. I know that per-
fectly well. Indeed, I should be sorry to look like him.
You shrug your shoulders? I am telling you the truth.
There is a fatality about all physical and intellectual
distinction, the sort of fatality that seems to dog
through history the faltering steps1 of kings. It is bet-
ter not to be different from one’s fellows. The ugly
and the stupid have the best of it in this world2. They
can sit at their ease and gape at the play. If they know
nothing of victory, they are at least spared the knowl-
edge of defeat. They live as we all should live, undis-
turbed, indifferent, and without disquiet. They nei-
ther bring ruin upon others, nor ever receive it from
alien hands. Your rank and wealth, Harry; my brains,

1 faltering steps — íåâåðíûå øàãè
2 The ugly and the stupid have the best of it in this
world. — Óðîäû è äóðàêè â ýòîì ìèðå âñåãäà îñòà-
þòñÿ â âûèãðûøå.
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Dorian Gray’s good looks — we shall all suffer for
what the gods have given us, suffer terribly.”

“Dorian Gray? Is that his name?” asked Lord
Henry, walking across the studio towards Basil Hall-
ward.

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

“But why not?”
“Oh, I can’t explain. When I like people immense-

ly I never tell their names to anyone. It is like surren-
dering a part of them. I have grown to love secrecy.1

It seems to be the one thing that can make modern
life mysterious or marvellous to us. The commonest
thing is delightful if one only hides it. When I leave
town now I never tell my people where I am going. If
I did, I would lose all my pleasure. It is a silly habit,
I dare say, but somehow it seems to bring a great deal
of romance into one’s life. I suppose you think me
awfully foolish about it?”

“Not at all,” answered Lord Henry, “not at all,
my dear Basil. You seem to forget that I am married,
and the one charm of marriage is that it makes a life
of deception absolutely necessary for both parties.
I never know where my wife is, and my wife never

1 I have grown to love secrecy. — ß ñòàë ñêðûòíûì.
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meet occasionally, when we dine out together, or go
down to the Duke’s — we tell each other the most
absurd stories with the most serious faces. My wife is
very good at it — much better, in fact, than I am. She
never gets confused over her dates, and I always do.
But when she does find me out1, she makes no row at
all. I sometimes wish she would; but she merely laughs
at me.”

“I hate the way you talk about your married life,
Harry,” said Basil Hallward, strolling towards the door
that led into the garden. “I believe that you are really
a very good husband, but that you are thoroughly
ashamed of your own virtues. You are an extraordi-
nary fellow. You never say a moral thing, and you
never do a wrong thing. Your cynicism is simply a
pose.”

“Being natural is simply a pose, and the most irri-
tating pose I know,” cried Lord Henry, laughing; and
the two young men went out into the garden together,
and ensconced themselves on a long bamboo seat that
stood in the shade of a tall laurel bush. The sunlight
slipped over the polished leaves. In the grass white
daisies were tremulous.

1 when she does find me out — êîãäà îíà ìåíÿ ðàçîáëà-
÷àåò
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“I am afraid I must be going, Basil,” he murmured,
“and before I go, I insist on your answering a ques-
tion I put to you some time ago.”

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

“You know quite well.”
“I do not, Harry.”
“Well, I will tell you what it is. I want you to

explain to me why you won’t exhibit Dorian Gray’s
picture. I want the real reason.”

“I told you the real reason.”
“No, you did not. You said it was because there

was too much of yourself in it. Now, that is childish.”
“Harry,” said Basil Hallward, looking him straight

in the face, “every portrait that is painted with feeling
is a portrait of the artist, not of the sitter. The sitter is
merely the accident, the occasion. It is not he who is
revealed by the painter; it is rather the painter who,
on the coloured canvas, reveals himself. The reason
I will not exhibit this picture is that I am afraid that
I have shown in it the secret of my own soul.”

Lord Henry laughed. “And what is that?” he asked.
“I will tell you,” said Hallward; but an expression

of perplexity came over his face.
“I am all expectation, Basil,” continued his com-

panion, glancing at him.
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swered the painter; “and I am afraid you will hardly
understand it. Perhaps you will hardly believe it.”

Lord Henry smiled, and, leaning down, plucked
a pink-petalled daisy from the grass, and examined
it. “I am quite sure I shall understand it,” he replied,
gazing intently at the little golden white-feathered
disk, “and as for believing things, I can believe any-
thing, provided that it is quite incredible.”

The wind shook some blossoms from the trees, and
the heavy lilac-blooms, with their clustering stars,
moved to and fro in the languid air. A grasshopper
began to chirrup by the wall, and like a blue thread a
long thin dragon-fly floated past on its brown gauze
wings. Lord Henry felt as if he could hear Basil Hall-
ward’s heart beating, and wondered what was coming.

“The story is simply this,” said the painter after
some time. “Two months ago I went to a crush at
Lady Brandon’s. You know we poor artists have to
show ourselves in society from time to time, just to
remind the public that we are not savages. With an
evening coat and a white tie, as you told me once,
anybody, even a stockbroker, can gain a reputation
for being civilised. Well, after I had been in the room
about ten minutes, talking to huge overdressed dow-
agers and tedious Academicians, I suddenly became
conscious that some one was looking at me. I turned
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time. When our eyes met, I felt that I was growing
pale. A curious sensation of terror came over me. I knew
that I had come face to face with some one whose
mere personality was so fascinating that, if I allowed
it to do so, it would absorb my whole nature, my
whole soul, my very art itself. I did not want any ex-
ternal influence in my life. You know yourself, Harry,
how independent I am by nature. I have always been
my own master; had at least always been so, till I met
Dorian Gray. Then — but I don’t know how to ex-
plain it to you. Something seemed to tell me that I was
on the verge of a terrible crisis in my life. I had a
strange feeling that Fate had in store for me exquisite
joys and exquisite sorrows. I grew afraid, and turned
to quit the room. It was not conscience that made me
do so; it was a sort of cowardice. I take no credit to
myself for trying to escape.1”

“Conscience and cowardice are really the same
things, Basil. Conscience is the trade-name of the firm.
That is all.”

“I don’t believe that, Harry, and I don’t believe you
do either. However, whatever was my motive — and it
may have been pride, for I used to be very proud —

1 I take no credit to myself for trying to escape. — ß íåîñîç-
íàííî ïûòàëñÿ óáåæàòü.
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I stumbled against Lady Brandon. ‘You are not going
to run away so soon, Mr. Hallward?’ she screamed
out. You know her curiously shrill voice?”

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

“I could not get rid of her. She brought me up to
Royalties, and people with Stars and Garters, and eld-
erly ladies with gigantic tiaras and parrot noses. She
spoke of me as her dearest friend. I had only met her
once before, but she took it into her head to lionise
me. I believe some picture of mine had made a great
success at the time, at least had been chattered about
in the penny newspapers, which is the nineteenth-
century standard of immortality. Suddenly I found
myself face to face with the young man whose per-
sonality had so strangely stirred me. We were quite
close, almost touching. Our eyes met again. It was
reckless of me, but I asked Lady Brandon to intro-
duce me to him. Perhaps it was not so reckless, after
all. It was simply inevitable. We would have spoken
to each other without any introduction. I am sure of
that. Dorian told me so afterwards. He, too, felt that
we were destined to know each other.”

“And how did Lady Brandon describe this won-
derful young man?” asked his companion. “I know
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I remember her bringing me up to a truculent and
red-faced old gentleman covered all over with orders
and ribbons, and hissing into my ear, in a tragic whis-
per which must have been perfectly audible to every-
body in the room, the most astounding details. I sim-
ply fled. I like to find out people for myself. But Lady
Brandon treats her guests exactly as an auctioneer
treats his goods. She either explains them entirely
away, or tells one everything about them except what
one wants to know.”

“Poor Lady Brandon! You are hard on her2, Har-
ry!” said Hallward, listlessly.

“My dear fellow, she tried to found a salon, and
only succeeded in opening a restaurant. How could
I admire her? But tell me, what did she say about
Mr. Dorian Gray?”

“Oh, something like, ‘Charming boy — poor dear
mother and I absolutely inseparable. Quite forget what
he does — afraid he — doesn’t do anything — oh,
yes, plays the piano — or is it the violin, dear Mr.
Gray?’ Neither of us could help laughing3, and we
became friends at once.”

1 ������ — (ôð.) êðàòêàÿ õàðàêòåðèñòèêà
2 You are hard on her. — Òû ñëèøêîì æåñòîê ê íåé.
3 Neither of us could help laughing — Ìû îáà íå ìîãëè
óäåðæàòüñÿ îò ñìåõà
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ship, and it is far the best ending for one,” said the
young lord, plucking another daisy.

Hallward shook his head. “You don’t understand
what friendship is, Harry,” he murmured — “or what
enmity is, for that matter. You like everyone; that is
to say, you are indifferent to every one.”

“How horribly unjust of you!” cried Lord Hen-
ry, tilting his hat back, and looking up at the little
clouds that, like ravelled skeins of glossy white silk,
were drifting across the hollowed turquoise of the
summer sky. “Yes; horribly unjust of you. I make a
great difference between people. I choose my friends
for their good looks, my acquaintances for their good
characters, and my enemies for their good intellects.
A man cannot be too careful in the choice of his
enemies. I have not got one who is a fool. They are
all men of some intellectual power, and consequently
they all appreciate me. Is that very vain of me? I think
it is rather vain.”

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

“My dear old Basil, you are much more than an
acquaintance.”

“And much less than a friend. A sort of brother,
I suppose?”
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brother won’t die, and my younger brothers seem
never to do anything else.”

“Harry!” exclaimed Hallward, frowning.
“My dear fellow, I am not quite serious. But I can’t

help detesting my relations. I suppose it comes from
the fact that none of us can stand other people having
the same faults as ourselves. I quite sympathise with
the rage of the English democracy against what they
call the vices of the upper orders. The masses feel that
drunkenness, stupidity, and immorality should be their
own special property, and that if any one of us makes
an ass of himself he is poaching on their preserves1.
When poor Southwark got into the Divorce Court, their
indignation was quite magnificent. And yet I don’t sup-
pose that ten per cent of the proletariat live correctly.”

“I don’t agree with a single word that you have
said, and, what is more, Harry, I feel sure you don’t
either.”

Lord Henry stroked his pointed brown beard, and
tapped the toe of his patent-leather boot with a tas-
selled ebony cane. “How English you are, Basil! That
is the second time you have made that observation. If
one puts forward an idea to a true Englishman —

1 is poaching on their preserves — îõîòèòñÿ íà èõ òåððè-
òîðèè
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sidering whether the idea is right or wrong. The only
thing he considers of any importance is whether one
believes it oneself. Now, the value of an idea has nothing
whatsoever to do with the sincerity of the man who
expresses it. Indeed, the probabilities are that the more
insincere the man is, the more purely intellectual will
the idea be, as in that case it will not be coloured by
either his wants, his desires, or his prejudices. How-
ever, I don’t propose to discuss politics, sociology, or
metaphysics with you. I like persons better than prin-
ciples, and I like persons with no principles better
than anything else in the world. Tell me more about
Mr. Dorian Gray. How often do you see him?”

“Every day. I couldn’t be happy if I didn’t see him
every day. He is absolutely necessary to me.”

“How extraordinary! I thought you would never
care for anything but your art.”

“He is all my art to me now,” said the painter, grave-
ly. “I sometimes think, Harry, that there are only two
eras of any importance in the world’s history. The first is
the appearance of a new medium for art, and the sec-
ond is the appearance of a new personality for art also.
What the invention of oil-painting was to the Venetians1,

1 the Venetians — ïðåäñòàâèòåëè âåíåöèàíñêîé øêîëû
æèâîïèñè



21

T
H

E
 P

IC
T

U
R

E
 O

F
 D

O
R

IA
N

 G
R

A
Ythe face of Antinoüs1 was to late Greek sculpture,

and the face of Dorian Gray will some day be to me.
It is not merely that I paint from him, draw from
him, sketch from him. Of course I have done all that.
But he is much more to me than a model or a sitter.
I won’t tell you that I am dissatisfied with what I have
done of him, or that his beauty is such that Art can-
not express it. There is nothing that Art cannot ex-
press, and I know that the work I have done, since
I met Dorian Gray, is good work, is the best work of
my life. But in some curious way — I wonder will
you understand me? — his personality has suggested
to me an entirely new manner in art, an entirely new
mode of style. I see things differently, I think of them
differently. I can now recreate life in a way that was
hidden from me before. ‘A dream of form in days of
thought:’ — who is it who says that? I forget; but it is
what Dorian Gray has been to me. The merely visible
presence of this lad — for he seems to me little more
than a lad, though he is really over twenty — his
merely visible presence — ah! I wonder can you realise

1 �������� — Àíòèíîé, ïðåêðàñíûé ãðå÷åñêèé þíîøà,
ëþáèìåö ðèìñêîãî èìïåðàòîðà Àäðèàíà (117–138). Ïîñëå
ãèáåëè Àíòèíîÿ ïî ïðèêàçó Àäðèàíà åãî îáðàç áûë
çàïå÷àòëåí â ìíîãî÷èñëåííûõ ñòàòóÿõ è íà ìîíåòàõ;
îí ñòàë èäåàëîì êðàñîòû â ïîçäíåì àíòè÷íîì èñêóñ-
ñòâå
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the lines of a fresh school, a school that is to have in it
all the passion of the romantic spirit, all the perfec-
tion of the spirit that is Greek. The harmony of soul
and body — how much that is! We in our madness
have separated the two, and have invented a realism
that is vulgar, an ideality that is void. Harry! if you
only knew what Dorian Gray is to me! You remem-
ber that landscape of mine, for which Agnew offered
me such a huge price, but which I would not part
with? It is one of the best things I have ever done.
And why is it so? Because, while I was painting it,
Dorian Gray sat beside me. Some subtle influence
passed from him to me, and for the first time in my
life I saw in the plain woodland the wonder I had
always looked for, and always missed.”

“Basil, this is extraordinary! I 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 in him. I see
everything in him. He is never more present in my
work than when no image of him is there. He is a
suggestion, as I have said, of a new manner. I find
him in the curves of certain lines, in the loveliness
and subtleties of certain colours. That is all.”



23

T
H

E
 P

IC
T

U
R

E
 O

F
 D

O
R

IA
N

 G
R

A
Y“Then why won’t you exhibit his portrait?” asked

Lord Henry.
“Because, without intending it, I have put into it

some expression of all this curious artistic idolatry, of
which, of course, I have never cared to speak to him.
He knows nothing about it. He shall never know any-
thing about it. But the world might guess it; and I will
not bare my soul to their shallow prying eyes. My
heart shall never be put under their microscope. There
is too much of myself in the thing, Harry — too much
of myself!”

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

“I hate them for it,” cried Hallward. “An artist
should create beautiful things, but should put noth-
ing of his own life into them. We live in an age when
men treat art as if it were meant to be a form of auto-
biography. We have lost the abstract sense of beauty.
Some day I will show the world what it is; and for
that reason the world shall never see my portrait of
Dorian Gray.”

“I think you are wrong, Basil, but I won’t argue
with you. It is only the intellectually lost who ever
argue. Tell me, is Dorian Gray very fond of you?”

The painter considered for a few moments. “He
likes me,” he answered, after a pause; “I know he likes
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pleasure in saying things to him that I know I shall
be sorry for having said. As a rule, he is charming to
me, and we sit in the studio and talk of a thousand
things. Now and then, however, he is horribly
thoughtless, and seems to take a real delight in giv-
ing me pain. Then I feel, Harry, that I have given
away my whole soul to some one who treats it as if
it were a flower to put in his coat, a bit of decora-
tion to charm his vanity, an ornament for a sum-
mer’s day.”

“Days in summer, Basil, are apt to linger1,” mur-
mured Lord Henry. “Perhaps you will tire sooner than
he will. It is a sad thing to think of, but there is no
doubt that Genius lasts longer than Beauty. That ac-
counts for the fact that we all take such pains to over-
educate ourselves. In the wild struggle for existence,
we want to have something that endures, and so we
fill our minds with rubbish and facts, in the silly hope
of keeping our place. The thoroughly well- informed
man — that is the modern ideal. And the mind of
the thoroughly well-informed man is a dreadful thing.
It is like a bric-à-brac shop, all monsters and dust,
with everything priced above its proper value. I think

1 Days in summer are apt to linger — Ëåòíèå äíè èíîãäà
äëÿòñÿ ñëèøêîì äîëãî.
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look at your friend, and he will seem to you to be a
little out of drawing, or you won’t like his tone of
colour, or something. You will bitterly reproach him
in your own heart, and seriously think that he has
behaved very badly to you. The next time he calls,
you will be perfectly cold and indifferent. It will be a
great pity, for it will alter you. What you have told
me is quite a romance, a romance of art one might
call it, and the worst of having a romance of any kind
is that it leaves one so unromantic.”

“Harry, don’t talk like that. As long as I live, the
personality of Dorian Gray will dominate me. You
can’t feel what I feel. You change too often.”

“Ah, my dear Basil, that is exactly why I can feel
it. Those who are faithful know only the trivial side
of love: it is the faithless who know love’s tragedies.”
And Lord Henry struck a light on a dainty silver case,
and began to smoke a cigarette with a self-conscious
and satisfied air, as if he had summed up the world in
a phrase. There was a rustle of chirruping sparrows in
the green lacquer leaves of the ivy, and the blue cloud-
shadows chased themselves across the grass like swal-
lows. How pleasant it was in the garden! And how
delightful other people’s emotions were! — much
more delightful than their ideas, it seemed to him.
One’s own soul, and the passions of one’s friends —
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to himself with silent amusement the tedious lunch-
eon that he had missed by staying so long with Basil
Hallward. Had he gone to his aunt he would have
been sure to have met Lord Hoodbody there, and
the whole conversation would have been about the
feeding of the poor, and the necessity for model lodg-
ing-houses. Each class would have preached the im-
portance of those virtues, for whose exercise there
was no necessity in their own lives. The rich would
have spoken on the value of thrift, and the idle grown
eloquent over the dignity of labour. It was charm-
ing to have escaped all that! As he thought of his
aunt, an idea seemed to strike him. He turned to
Hallward, and said, “My dear fellow, I have just re-
membered.”

“Remembered what, Harry?”
“Where I heard the name of Dorian Gray.”
“Where was it?” asked Hallward, with a slight

frown.
“Don’t look so angry, Basil. It was at my aunt,

Lady Agatha’s. She told me she had discovered a
wonderful young man, who was going to help her
in the East End1, and that his name was Dorian Gray.
I am bound to state that she never told me he was

1 the East End — Èñò-Ýíä, áåäíûå ðàéîíû Ëîíäîíà
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looks; at least, good women have not. She said that
he was very earnest, and had a beautiful nature. I at
once pictured to myself a creature with spectacles
and lank hair, horribly freckled, and tramping
about on huge feet. I wish I had known it was your
friend.”

“I am very glad you didn’t, 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

butler, coming into the garden.
“You must introduce me now,” cried Lord Hen-

ry, laughing.
The painter turned to his servant, who stood

blinking in the sunlight. “Ask Mr. Gray to wait, Parker:
I shall be in in a few moments.” The man bowed,
and went up the walk.

Then he looked at Lord Henry. “Dorian Gray is
my dearest friend,” he said. “He has a simple and a
beautiful nature. Your aunt was quite right in what
she said of him. Don’t spoil him. Don’t try to influ-
ence him. Your influence would be bad. The world is
wide, and has many marvellous people in it. Don’t
take away from me the one person who gives to my
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depends on him. Mind, Harry, I trust you.” He spoke
very slowly, and the words seemed wrung out of him
almost against his will.

“What nonsense you talk!” said Lord Henry, smil-
ing, and, taking Hallward by the arm, he almost led
him into the house.
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As they entered they saw Dorian Gray. He was
seated at the piano, with his back to them, turning
over the pages of a volume of Schumann’s “Forest
Scenes.”1 “You must lend me these, Basil,” he cried.
“I want to learn them. They are perfectly charming.”

“That entirely depends on how you sit to-day, Do-
rian.”

“Oh, I am tired of sitting, and I don’t want a life-
sized portrait of myself,” answered the lad, swinging
round on the music-stool, in a wilful, petulant man-
ner. When he caught sight of Lord Henry, a faint blush
coloured his cheeks for a moment, and he started up.
“I beg your pardon, Basil, but I didn’t know you had
anyone with you.”

“This is Lord Henry Wotton, Dorian, an old Ox-
ford friend of mine. I have just been telling him what
a capital sitter you were, and now you have spoiled
everything.”

1 a volume of Schumann’s “Forest Scenes” — ñáîðíèê ïüåñ
íåìåöêîãî êîìïîçèòîðà Ðîáåðòà Øóìàíà (1810–1856)
«Ëåñíûå ñöåíû»
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Mr. Gray,” said Lord Henry, stepping forward and ex-
tending his hand. “My aunt has often spoken to me
about you. You are one of her favourites, and, I am
afraid, one of her victims also.”

“I am in Lady Agatha’s black books1 at present,”
answered Dorian, with a funny look of penitence.
“I promised to go to a club in Whitechapel2 with
her last Tuesday, and I really forgot all about it. We
were to have played a duet together — three duets,
I believe. I don’t know what she will say to me. I am
far too frightened to call.”

“Oh, I will make your peace with my aunt. She is
quite devoted to you. And I don’t think it really mat-
ters about your not being there. The audience proba-
bly thought it was a duet. When Aunt Agatha sits
down to the piano she makes quite enough noise for
two people.”

“That is very horrid to her, and not very nice to
me,” answered Dorian, laughing.

Lord Henry looked at him. Yes, he was certainly
wonderfully handsome, with his finely-curved scar-
let lips, his frank blue eyes, his crisp gold hair. There

1 in black books — â ÷åðíîì ñïèñêå, â íåìèëîñòè
2 Whitechapel — Óàéò÷åïåë, îäèí èç ñàìûõ áåäíûõ è
íåáëàãîïîëó÷íûõ ðàéîíîâ Ëîíäîíñêîãî Èñò-Ýíäà (ñì.
ñíîñêó íà ñòð. 26)
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once. All the candour of youth was there, as well as
all youth’s passionate purity. One felt that he had kept
himself unspotted from the world. No wonder Basil
Hallward worshipped him.

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

The painter had been busy mixing his colours and
getting his brushes ready. He was looking worried, and
when he heard Lord Henry’s last remark he glanced
at him, hesitated for a moment, and then said, “Harry,
I want to finish this picture to-day. Would you think
it awfully rude of me if I asked you to go away?”

Lord Henry smiled, and looked at Dorian Gray.
“Am I to go, Mr. Gray?” be asked.

“Oh, please don’t, Lord Henry. I see that Basil is
in one of his sulky moods; and I can’t bear him when
he sulks. Besides, I want you to tell me why I should
not go in for philanthropy.”

“I don’t know that I shall tell you that, Mr. Gray.
It is so tedious a subject that one would have to talk
seriously about it. But I certainly shall not run away,
now that you have asked me to stop. You don’t really
mind, Basil, do you? You have often told me that you
liked your sitters to have some one to chat to.”
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you must stay. Dorian’s whims are laws to everybody,
except himself.”

Lord Henry took up his hat and gloves. “You are
very pressing, Basil, but I am afraid I must go. I have
promised to meet a man at the Orleans1. Good-bye,
Mr. Gray. Come and see me some afternoon in Cur-
zon Street. I am nearly always at home at five o’clock.
Write to me when you are coming. I should be sorry
to miss you.2”

“Basil,” cried Dorian Gray, “if Lord Henry Wot-
ton goes I shall go too. You never open your lips while
you are painting, and it is horribly dull standing on a
platform and trying to look pleasant. Ask him to stay.
I insist upon it.”

“Stay, Harry, to oblige Dorian, and to oblige me,”
said Hallward, gazing intently at his picture. “It is
quite true, I never talk when I am working, and never
listen either, and it must be dreadfully tedious for my
unfortunate sitters. I beg you to stay.”

“But what about my man at the Orleans?”
The painter laughed. “I don’t think there will be

any difficulty about that. Sit down again, Harry. And
now, Dorian, get up on the platform, and don’t move
1 the Orleans — íàçâàíèå ðåñòîðàíà
2 I should be sorry to miss you. — Ìíå áóäåò æàëü, åñëè
âû ìåíÿ íå çàñòàíåòå.
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Henry says. He has a very bad influence over all his
friends, with the single exception of myself.”

Dorian Gray stepped up on the dais, with the air
of a young Greek martyr, and made a little moue1 of
discontent to Lord Henry, to whom he had rather
taken a fancy2. He was so unlike Basil. They made a
delightful contrast. And he had such a beautiful voice.
After a few moments he said to him, “Have you real-
ly a very bad influence, Lord Henry? As bad as Basil
says?”

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

“Why?”
“Because to influence a person is to give him one’s

own soul. He does not think his natural thoughts or
burn with his natural passions. His virtues are not
real to him. His sins, if there are such things as sins,
are borrowed. He becomes an echo of some one else’s
music, an actor of a part that has not been written for
him. The aim of life is self-development. To realise
one’s nature perfectly — that is what each of us is
here for. People are afraid of themselves, nowadays.
1 moue — (ôð.) ãðèìàñà, âûðàæàþùàÿ íåäîâîëüñòâî
2 to whom he had rather taken a fancy — ê êîòîðîìó îí
ïî÷óâñòâîâàë ñèìïàòèþ
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that one owes to one’s self. Of course they are charita-
ble. They feed the hungry, and clothe the beggar. But
their own souls starve, and are naked. Courage has
gone out of our race. Perhaps we never really had it.
The terror of society, which is the basis of morals, the
terror of God, which is the secret of religion — these
are the two things that govern us. And yet —”

“Just turn your head a little more to the right,
Dorian, like a good boy,” said the painter, deep in
his work, and conscious only that a look had come
into the lad’s face that he had never seen there be-
fore.

“And yet,” continued Lord Henry, in his low,
musical voice, and with that graceful wave of the hand
that was always so characteristic of him, and that he
had even in his Eton days, “I believe that if one man
were to live out his life fully and completely, were to
give form to every feeling, expression to every thought,
reality to every dream — I believe that the world
would gain such a fresh impulse of joy that we would
forget all the maladies of mediævalism, and return to
the Hellenic ideal — to something finer, richer, than
the Hellenic ideal, it may be. But the bravest man
amongst us is afraid of himself. The mutilation of the
savage has its tragic survival in the self-denial that
mars our lives. We are punished for our refusals. Every
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and poisons us. The body sins once, and has done
with its sin, for action is a mode of purification. Noth-
ing remains then but the recollection of a pleasure, or
the luxury of a regret. The only way to get rid of a
temptation is to yield to it. Resist it, and your soul
grows sick with longing for the things it has forbid-
den to itself, with desire for what its monstrous laws
have made monstrous and unlawful. It has been said
that the great events of the world take place in the
brain. It is in the brain, and the brain only, that the
great sins of the world take place also. You, Mr. Gray,
you yourself, with your rose-red youth and your rows-
white boyhood, you have had passions that have made
you afraid, thoughts that have filled you with terror,
day-dreams and sleeping dreams whose mere memo-
ry might stain your cheek with shame —”

“Stop!” faltered Dorian Gray, “stop! you bewilder
me. I don’t know what to say. There is some answer
to you, but I cannot find it. Don’t speak. Let me think.
Or, rather, let me try not to think.”

For nearly ten minutes he stood there, motion-
less, with parted lips, and eyes strangely bright. He
was dimly conscious that entirely fresh influences were
at work within him. Yet they seemed to him to have
come really from himself. The few words that Basil’s
friend had said to him — words spoken by chance,
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touched some secret chord that had never been
touched before, but that he felt was now vibrating
and throbbing to curious pulses.

Music had stirred him like that. Music had trou-
bled him many times. But music was not articulate.
It was not a new world, but rather another chaos,
that it created in us. Words! Mere words! How terri-
ble they were! How clear, and vivid, and cruel! One
could not escape from them. And yet what a subtle
magic there was in them! They seemed to be able to
give a plastic form to formless things, and to have a
music of their own as sweet as that of viol or of lute.
Mere words! Was there anything so real as words?

Yes; there had been things in his boyhood that he
had not understood. He understood them now. Life
suddenly became fiery-coloured to him. It seemed to
him that he had been walking in fire. Why had he
not known it?

With his subtle smile, Lord Henry watched him.
He knew the precise psychological moment when to
say nothing. He felt intensely interested. He was
amazed at the sudden impression that his words had
produced, and, remembering a book that he had read
when he was sixteen, a book which had revealed to
him much that he had not known before, he won-
dered whether Dorian Gray was passing through a
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the air. Had it hit the mark? How fascinating the lad
was!

Hallward painted away with that marvellous bold
touch of his, that had the true refinement and perfect
delicacy that in art, at any rate, comes only from
strength. He was unconscious of the silence.

“Basil, I am tired of standing,” cried Dorian Gray,
suddenly. “I must go out and sit in the garden. The
air is stifling here.”

“My dear fellow, I am so sorry. When I am paint-
ing, I can’t think of anything else. But you never sat
better. You were perfectly still. And I have caught the
effect I wanted — the half-parted lips, and the bright
look in the eyes. I don’t know what Harry has been
saying to you, but he has certainly made you have the
most wonderful expression. I suppose he has been
paying you compliments. You mustn’t believe a word
that he says.”

“He has certainly not been paying me compli-
ments. Perhaps that is the reason that I don’t believe
anything he has told me.”

“You know you believe it all,” said Lord Henry,
looking at him with his dreamy, languorous eyes.
“I will go out to the garden with you. It is horribly
hot in the studio. Basil, let us have something iced to
drink, something with strawberries in it.”
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Parker comes I will tell him what you want. I have got
to work up this background, so I will join you later on.
Don’t keep Dorian too long. I have never been in bet-
ter form for painting than I am to-day. This is going to
be my masterpiece. It is my masterpiece as it stands.”

Lord Henry went out to the garden, and found
Dorian Gray burying his face in the great cool lilac-
blossoms, feverishly drinking in their perfume as if it
had been wine. He came close to him, and put his
hand upon his shoulder. “You are quite right to do
that,” he murmured. “Nothing can cure the soul but
the senses, just as nothing can cure the senses but the
soul.”

The lad started and drew back. He was bare-head-
ed, and the leaves had tossed his rebellious curls and
tangled all their gilded threads. There was a look of
fear in his eyes, such as people have when they are
suddenly awakened. His finely-chiselled1 nostrils quiv-
ered, and some hidden nerve shook the scarlet of his
lips and left them trembling.

“Yes,” continued Lord Henry, “that is one of the
great secrets of life — to cure the soul by means of
the senses, and the senses by means of the soul. You
are a wonderful creation. You know more than you

1 finely-chiselled — òî÷åíûé, èäåàëüíî î÷åð÷åííûé
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to know.”
Dorian Gray frowned and turned his head away.

He could not help liking the tall, graceful young man
who was standing by him. His romantic olive-coloured
face and worn expression interested him. There was
something in his low, languid voice that was absolute-
ly fascinating. His cool, white, flower-like hands, even,
had a curious charm. They moved, as he spoke, like
music, and seemed to have a language of their own.
But he felt afraid of him, and ashamed of being afraid.
Why had it been left for a stranger to reveal him to
himself? He had known Basil Hallward for months,
but the friendship between them had never altered him.
Suddenly there had come someone across his life who
seemed to have disclosed to him life’s mystery. And,
yet, what was there to be afraid of? He was not a school-
boy or a girl. It was absurd to be frightened.

“Let us go and sit in the shade,” said Lord Henry.
“Parker has brought out the drinks, and if you stay
any longer in this glare you will be quite spoiled, and
Basil will never paint you again. You really must not
allow yourself to become sunburnt. It would be un-
becoming.1”

1 It would be unbecoming. — Âàì ýòî íå ïîéäåò (áóäåò
íå ê ëèöó).
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ing, as he sat down on the seat at the end of the garden.

“It should matter everything to you, Mr. Gray.”
“Why?”
“Because you have the most marvellous youth,

and youth is the one thing worth having.”
“I don’t feel that, Lord Henry.”
“No, you don’t feel it now. Some day, when you

are old and wrinkled and ugly, when thought has
seared your forehead with its lines, and passion brand-
ed your lips with its hideous fires, you will feel it, you
will feel it terribly. Now, wherever you go, you charm
the world. Will it always be so? ... You have a won-
derfully beautiful face, Mr. Gray. Don’t frown. You
have. And Beauty is a form of Genius — is higher,
indeed, than Genius, as it needs no explanation. It is
of the great facts of the world, like sunlight, or spring-
time, or the reflection in dark waters of that silver
shell we call the moon. It cannot be questioned. It
has its divine right of sovereignty. It makes princes of
those who have it. You smile? Ah! when you have lost
it you won’t smile. ... People say sometimes that Beauty
is only superficial. That may be so. But at least it is
not so superficial as Thought is. To me Beauty is the
wonder of wonders. It is only shallow people who do
not judge by appearances. The true mystery of the
world is the visible, not the invisible. ... Yes, Mr. Gray,
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give they quickly take away. You have only a few years
in which to live really, perfectly, and fully. When your
youth goes, your beauty will go with it, and then you
will suddenly discover that there are no triumphs left
for you, or have to content yourself with those mean
triumphs that the memory of your past will make
more bitter than defeats. Every month as it wanes
brings you nearer to something dreadful. Time is jeal-
ous of you, and wars against your lilies and your roses.
You will become sallow, and hollow- cheeked, and
dull-eyed. You will suffer horribly. ... Ah! realise your
youth while you have it. Don’t squander the gold of
your days, listening to the tedious, trying to improve
the hopeless failure, or giving away your life to the
ignorant, the common, and the vulgar. These are the
sickly aims, the false ideals, of our age. Live! Live the
wonderful life that is in you! Let nothing be lost upon
you. Be always searching for new sensations. Be afraid
of nothing. ... A new Hedonism1 — that is what our
century wants. You might be its visible symbol. With
your personality there is nothing you could not do.
The world belongs to you for a season. ... The moment

1 Hedonism — ãåäîíèçì, ýòèêî-ïñèõîëîãè÷åñêîå ó÷åíèå,
ñîãëàñíî êîòîðîìó ñòðåìëåíèå ÷åëîâåêà ê ñ÷àñòüþ,
óäîâîëüñòâèÿì, íàñëàæäåíèÿì è åñòü âûñøåå áëàãî è
öåëü æèçíè
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what you really are, of what you really might be. There
was so much in you that charmed me that I felt I must
tell you something about yourself. I thought how trag-
ic it would be if you were wasted. For there is such a
little time that your youth will last — such a little
time. The common hill-flowers wither, but they blos-
som again. The laburnum will be as yellow next June
as it is now. In a month there will be purple stars on
the clematis, and year after year the green night of its
leaves will hold its purple stars. But we never get back
our youth. The pulse of joy that beats in us at twenty,
becomes sluggish. Our limbs fail, our senses rot. We
degenerate into hideous puppets, haunted by the
memory of the passions of which we were too much
afraid, and the exquisite temptations that we had not
the courage to yield to. Youth! Youth! There is abso-
lutely nothing in the world but youth!”

Dorian Gray listened, open-eyed and wondering.
The spray of lilac fell from his hand upon the gravel.
A furry bee came and buzzed round it for a moment.
Then it began to scramble all over the oval stellated
globe of the tiny blossoms. He watched it with that
strange interest in trivial things that we try to devel-
op when things of high import make us afraid, or
when we are stirred by some new emotion for which
we cannot find expression, or when some thought
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calls on us to yield. After a time the bee flew away. He
saw it creeping into the stained trumpet of a Tyrian
convolvulus1. The flower seemed to quiver, and then
swayed gently to and fro.

Suddenly the painter appeared at the door of the
studio, and made staccato signs2 for them to come
in. They turned to each other, and smiled.

“I am waiting,” he cried. “Do come in. The light
is quite perfect, and you can bring your drinks.”

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

“You are glad to have met me, Mr. Gray,” said
Lord Henry, looking at him.

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

“Always! That is a dreadful word. It makes me
shudder when I hear it. Women are so fond of using
it. They spoil every romance by trying to make it last
for ever. It is a meaningless word, too. The only dif-
ference between a caprice and a life-long passion is
that the caprice lasts a little longer.”

1 Tyrian convolvulus — (áîò.) ðàçíîâèäíîñòü âüþíêà
2 staccato signs — ðåçêèå, îòðûâèñòûå æåñòû
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hand upon Lord Henry’s arm. “In that case, let our
friendship be a caprice,” he murmured, flushing at
his own boldness, then stepped up on the platform
and resumed his pose.

Lord Henry flung himself into a large wicker
armchair, and watched him. The sweep and dash of
the brush on the canvas made the only sound that
broke the stillness, except when, now and then,
Hallward stepped back to look at his work from a
distance. In the slanting beams that streamed
through the open doorway the dust danced and was
golden. 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 picture, biting the end of
one of his huge brushes, and frowning. “It is quite
finished,” he cried at last, and stooping down he wrote
his name in long vermilion letters on the left-hand
corner of the canvas.

Lord Henry came over and examined the picture.
It was certainly a wonderful work of art, and a won-
derful likeness as well.

“My dear fellow, I congratulate you most warm-
ly,” he said. “It is the finest portrait of modern times.
Mr. Gray, come over and look at yourself.”
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“Is it really finished?” he murmured, stepping down
from the platform.

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

“That is entirely due to me,” broke in Lord Hen-
ry. “Isn’t it, Mr. Gray?”

Dorian made no answer, but passed listlessly in
front of his picture, and turned towards it. When he
saw it he drew back, and his cheeks flushed for a
moment with pleasure. A look of joy came into his
eyes, as if he had recognised himself for the first time.
He stood there motionless and in wonder, dimly con-
scious that Hallward was speaking to him, but not
catching the meaning of his words. The sense of his
own beauty came on him like a revelation. He had
never felt it before. Basil Hallward’s compliments had
seemed to him to be merely the charming exaggera-
tions of friendship. He had listened to them, laughed
at them, forgotten them. They had not influenced
his nature. Then had come Lord Henry Wotton with
his strange panegyric on youth, his terrible warning
of its brevity. That had stirred him at the time, and
now, as he stood gazing at the shadow of his own
loveliness, the full reality of the description flashed
across him. Yes, there would be a day when his face
would be wrinkled and wizen, his eyes dim and
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formed. The scarlet would pass away from his lips,
and the gold steal from his hair. The life that was to
make his soul would mar his body. He would become
dreadful, hideous, and uncouth.

As he thought of it, a sharp pang of pain struck
through him like a knife, and made each delicate fi-
bre of his nature quiver. His eyes deepened into ame-
thyst, and across them came a mist of tears. He felt as
if a hand of ice had been laid upon his heart.

“Don’t you like it?” cried Hallward at last, stung a
little by the lad’s silence, not understanding what it
meant.

“Of course he likes it,” said Lord Henry. “Who
wouldn’t like it? It is one of the greatest things in
modern art. I will give you anything you like to ask
for it. I must have it.”

“It is not my property, Harry.”
“Whose property is it?”
“Dorian’s, of course,” answered the painter.
“He is a very lucky fellow.”
“How sad it is!” murmured Dorian Gray, with his

eyes still fixed upon his own portrait. “How sad it is!
I shall grow old, and horrible, and dreadful. But this
picture will remain always young. It will never be older
than this particular day of June. ... If it were only the
other way! If it were I who was to be always young,
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that — I would give everything! Yes, there is nothing
in the whole world I would not give! I would give my
soul for that!”

“You would hardly care for such an arrangement,
Basil,” cried Lord Henry, laughing. “It would be rather
hard lines on your work.”

“I should object very strongly, Harry,” said Hall-
ward.

Dorian Gray turned and looked at him. “I be-
lieve you would, Basil. You like your art better than
your friends. I am no more to you than a green bronze
figure. Hardly as much, I dare say.”

The painter stared in amazement. It was so un-
like Dorian to speak like that. What had happened?
He seemed quite angry. His face was flushed and his
cheeks burning.

“Yes,” he continued, “I am less to you than your
ivory Hermes1 or your silver Faun2. You will like them
always. How long will you like me? Till I have my
first wrinkle, I suppose. I know, now, that when one
loses one’s good looks, whatever they may be, one

1 Hermes — Ãåðìåñ, â äðåâíåãðå÷åñêîé ìèôîëîãèè ïî-
êðîâèòåëü òîðãîâëè, âåñòíèê áîãîâ

2 Faun — Ôàâí, â äðåâíåãðå÷åñêîé ìèôîëîãèè áîã ëåñîâ
è ïàñòáèù, èçîáðàæàëñÿ â âèäå ÷åëîâåêà ñ ðîãàìè,
êîçëèíûìè íîãàìè è áîðîäîé



48

O
S

C
A

R
 W

IL
D

E loses everything. Your picture has taught me that. Lord
Henry Wotton is perfectly right. Youth is the only
thing worth having. When I find that I am growing
old, I shall kill myself.”

Hallward turned pale, and caught his hand. “Do-
rian! Dorian!” he cried, “don’t talk like that. I have
never had such a friend as you, and I shall never
have such another. You are not jealous of material
things, are you? — you who are finer than any of
them!”

“I am jealous of everything whose beauty does
not die. I am jealous of the portrait you have painted
of me. Why should it keep what I must lose? Every
moment that passes takes something from me, and
gives something to it. Oh, if it were only the other
way! If the picture could change, and I could be al-
ways what I am now! Why did you paint it? It will
mock me some day — mock me horribly!” The hot
tears welled into his eyes; he tore his hand away, and,
flinging himself on the divan, he buried his face in
the cushions, as though he was praying.

“This is your doing, Harry,” said the painter, bit-
terly.

Lord Henry shrugged his shoulders. “It is the real
Dorian Gray — that is all.”

“It is not.”
“If it is not, what have I to do with it?”
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he muttered.
“I stayed when you asked me,” was Lord Henry’s

answer.
“Harry, I can’t quarrel with my two best friends at

once, but between you both you have made me hate
the finest piece of work I have ever done, and I will
destroy it. What is it but canvas and colour? I will not
let it come across our three lives and mar them.”

Dorian Gray lifted his golden head from the pil-
low, and with pallid face and tear-stained eyes looked
at him, as he walked over to the deal painting-table
that was set beneath the high curtained window. What
was he doing there? His fingers were straying about
among the litter of tin tubes and dry brushes, seeking
for something. Yes, it was for the long palette-knife,
with its thin blade of lithe steel. He had found it at
last. He was going to rip up the canvas.

With a stifled sob1 the lad leaped from the couch,
and, rushing over to Hallward, tore the knife out of
his hand, and flung it to the end of the studio. “Don’t,
Basil, don’t!” he cried. “It would be murder!”

“I am glad you appreciate my work at last, Dori-
an,” said the painter, coldly, when he had recovered
from his surprise. “I never thought you would.”

1 stifled sob — ïîäàâëåííûé âçäîõ



50

O
S

C
A

R
 W

IL
D

E “Appreciate it? I am in love with it, Basil. It is part
of myself. I feel that.”

“Well, as soon as you are dry, you shall be var-
nished, and framed, and sent home. Then you can
do what you like with yourself.” And he walked across
the room and rang the bell for tea. “You will have tea,
of course, Dorian? And so will you, Harry? Or do
you object to such simple pleasures?”

“I adore simple pleasures,” said Lord Henry.
“They are the last refuge of the complex. But I don’t
like scenes, except on the stage. What absurd fel-
lows you are, both of you! I wonder who it was
defined man as a rational animal. It was the most
premature definition ever given. Man is many
things, but he is not rational. I am glad he is not,
after all: though I wish you chaps would not squab-
ble over the picture. You had much better let me
have it, Basil. This silly boy doesn’t really want it,
and I really do.”

“If you let any one have it but me, Basil, I shall
never forgive you!” cried Dorian Gray; “and I don’t
allow people to call me a silly boy.”

“You know the picture is yours, Dorian. I gave it
to you before it existed.”

“And you know you have been a little silly, Mr.
Gray, and that you don’t really object to being re-
minded that you are extremely young.”
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ing, Lord Henry.”
“Ah! this morning! You have lived since then.”
There came a knock at the door, and the butler

entered with a laden tea-tray and set it down upon a
small Japanese table. There was a rattle of cups and
saucers and the hissing of a fluted Georgian urn. Two
globe-shaped china dishes were brought in by a page.
Dorian Gray went over and poured out the tea. The
two men sauntered languidly to the table, and exam-
ined what was under the covers.

“Let us go to the theatre to-night,” said Lord
Henry. “There is sure to be something on, somewhere.
I have promised to dine at White’s1 but it is only
with an old friend, so I can send him a wire2 to say
that I am ill, or that I am prevented from coming in
consequence of a subsequent engagement. I think that
would be a rather nice excuse: it would have all the
surprise of candour.”

“It is such a bore putting on one’s dress-clothes3,”
muttered Hallward. “And, when one has them on,
they are so horrid.”

“Yes,” answered Lord Henry, dreamily, “the cos-
tume of the nineteenth century is detestable. It is so
1 White’s — îäèí èç ñòàðåéøèõ êëóáîâ Ëîíäîíà
2 to send a wire — îòïðàâèòü òåëåãðàììó
3 dress-clothes — ïàðàäíàÿ îäåæäà
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ment left in modern life.”

“You really must not say things like that before
Dorian, Harry.”

“Before which Dorian? The one who is pouring
out tea for us, or the one in the picture?”

“Before either.”
“I should like to come to the theatre with you,

Lord Henry,” said the lad.
“Then you shall come; and you will come too,

Basil, won’t you?”
“I can’t really. I would sooner not.1 I have a lot of

work to do.”
“Well, then, you and I will go alone, Mr. Gray.”
“I should like that awfully.”
The painter bit his lip and walked over, cup in

hand, to the picture. “I shall stay with the real Dori-
an,” he said, sadly.

“Is it the real Dorian?” cried the original of the
portrait, strolling across to him. “Am I really like that?”

“Yes; you are just like that.”
“How wonderful, Basil!”
“At least you are like it in appearance. But it

will never alter,” sighed Hallward. “That is some-
thing.”

1 I would sooner not. — ß, ïîæàëóé, ëó÷øå íå ïîéäó.
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claimed Lord Henry. “Why, even in love it is purely a
question for physiology. It has nothing to do with
our own will. Young men want to be faithful, and are
not: old men want to be faithless, and cannot: that is
all one can say.”

“Don’t go to the theatre to-night, Dorian,” said
Hallward. “Stop and dine with me.”

“I can’t, Basil.”
“Why?”
“Because I have promised Lord Henry Wotton to

go with him.”
“He won’t like you the better for keeping your

promises. He always breaks his own. I beg you not to
go.”

Dorian Gray laughed and shook his head.
“I entreat you.”
The lad hesitated, and looked over at Lord Hen-

ry, who was watching them from the tea-table with
an amused smile.

“I must go, Basil,” he answered.
“Very well,” said Hallward; and he went over and

laid down his cup on the tray. “It is rather late, and,
as you have to dress, you had better lose no time.
Good-bye, Harry. Good-bye, Dorian. Come and see
me soon. Come to-morrow.”

“Certainly.”
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“No, of course not,” cried Dorian.
“And ... Harry!”
“Yes, Basil?”
“Remember what I asked you, when we were in

the garden this morning.”
“I have forgotten it.”
“I trust you.”
“I wish I could trust myself,” said Lord Henry,

laughing. “Come, Mr. Gray, my hansom is outside,
and I can drop you at your own place. Good-bye,
Basil. It has been a most interesting afternoon.”

As the door closed behind them, the painter flung
himself down on a sofa, and a look of pain came into
his face.
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At half-past twelve next day Lord Henry Wotton
strolled from Curzon Street over to the Albany1 to call
on his uncle, Lord Fermor, a genial if somewhat rough-
mannered old bachelor, whom the outside world called
selfish because it derived no particular benefit from him,
but who was considered generous by Society as he fed
the people who amused him. His father had been our
ambassador at Madrid when Isabella2 was young, and
Prim3 unthought of, but had retired from the Diplo-
matic Service in a capricious moment of annoyance at
not being offered the Embassy at Paris, a post to which
he considered that he was fully entitled by reason of
his birth, his indolence, the good English of his des-
patches, and his inordinate passion for pleasure. The

1 the Albany — äîì â ôåøåíåáåëüíîì ðàéîíå Ëîíäîíà,
ãäå âíàåì ñäàâàëèñü îòäåëüíûå êâàðòèðû

2 Isabella — Èçàáåëëà II (1830–1904), èñïàíñêàÿ êîðîëåâà,
ñâåðãíóòà ñ ïðåñòîëà â ðåçóëüòàòå ðåâîëþöèè 1868 ã.

3 Prim — Õóàí Ïðèì (1814–1870), èñïàíñêèé ïîëèòè÷åñ-
êèé äåÿòåëü, ãåíåðàë, ïîñëå ðåâîëþöèè 1868 ã. ïðå-
ìüåð-ìèíèñòð
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along with his chief, somewhat foolishly as was thought
at the time, and on succeeding some months later to
the title, had set himself to the serious study of the
great aristocratic art of doing absolutely nothing. He
had two large town houses, but preferred to live in
chambers, as it was less trouble, and took most of his
meals at his club. He paid some attention to the man-
agement of his collieries in the Midland counties, ex-
cusing himself for this taint of industry on the ground
that the one advantage of having coal was that it ena-
bled a gentleman to afford the decency of burning wood
on his own hearth.1 In politics he was a Tory, except
when the Tories were in office, during which period he
roundly abused them for being a pack of Radicals. He
was a hero to his valet2, who bullied3 him, and a terror

1 He paid some attention to the management of his collieries
in the Midland counties, excusing himself for this taint of
industry on the ground that the one advantage of having
coal was that it enabled a gentleman to afford the decency
of burning wood on his own hearth. — Îí óäåëÿë
íåêîòîðîå âíèìàíèå ñâîèì óãîëüíûì øàõòàì â öåíò-
ðàëüíûõ ãðàôñòâàõ è îïðàâäûâàë ýòîò íåçäîðîâûé èíòå-
ðåñ ê ïðîìûøëåííîñòè òåì, ÷òî, âëàäåÿ óãëåì, îí èìååò
âîçìîæíîñòü, êàê ýòî ïðèëè÷íî äæåíòëüìåíó, òîïèòü
ñâîé êàìèí äðîâàìè.

2 He was a hero to his valet. — ïåðåôðàçèðîâàííàÿ ïî-
ñëîâèöà “No man is a hero to his valet”

3 bull — (çä.) èçäåâàòüñÿ, òåððîðèçèðîâàòü
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England could have produced him, and he always said
that the country was going to the dogs1. His principles
were out of date, but there was a good deal to be said
for his prejudices.

When Lord Henry entered the room, he found
his uncle sitting in a rough shooting-coat, smoking a
cheroot, and grumbling over The Times. “Well, Har-
ry,” said the old gentleman, “what brings you out so
early? I thought you dandies never got up till two,
and were not visible till five.”

“Pure family affection, I assure you, Uncle George.
I want to get something out of you.”

“Money, I suppose,” said Lord Fermor, making a
wry face. “Well, sit down and tell me all about it. Young
people, nowadays, imagine that money is everything.”

“Yes,” murmured Lord Henry, settling his button-
hole in his coat2; “and when they grow older they know
it. But I don’t want money. It is only people who pay
their bills who want that, Uncle George, and I never
pay mine. Credit is the capital of a younger son, and
one lives charmingly upon it. Besides, I always deal
with Dartmoor’s tradesmen, and consequently they

1 the country was going to the dogs — ñòðàíà êàòèòñÿ â
ïðîïàñòü

2 settling his buttonhole in his coat — ïîïðàâëÿÿ öâåòîê
â ïåòëèöå
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useful information, of course; useless information.”

“Well, I can tell you anything that is in an Eng-
lish Blue-book1, Harry, although those fellows nowa-
days write a lot of nonsense. When I was in the Dip-
lomatic, things were much better. But I hear they let
them in now by examination. What can you expect?
Examinations, sir, are pure humbug from beginning
to end. If a man is a gentleman, he knows quite
enough, and if he is not a gentleman, whatever he
knows is bad for him.”

“Mr. Dorian Gray does not belong to Blue-books,
Uncle George,” said Lord Henry, languidly.

“Mr. Dorian Gray? Who is he?” asked Lord Fer-
mor, knitting his bushy white eyebrows2.

“That is what I have come to learn, Uncle
George. Or rather, I know who he is. He is the last
Lord Kelso’s grandson. His mother was a Devereux;
Lady Margaret Devereux. I want you to tell me about
his mother. What was she like? Whom did she mar-
ry? You have known nearly everybody in your time,

1 Blue-book — Ñèíÿÿ êíèãà, ñïðàâî÷íèê, ñîäåðæàùèé
èíôîðìàöèþ î ïðåäñòàâèòåëÿõ áðèòàíñêîé àðèñòîê-
ðàòèè, ëèöàõ, çàíèìàþùèõ âûñîêèå ãîñóäàðñòâåííûå
ïîñòû, âûäàþùèõñÿ îáùåñòâåííûõ äåÿòåëÿõ è ïð.

2 knitting his bushy white eyebrows — õìóðÿ ñåäûå êîñ-
ìàòûå áðîâè
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terested in Mr. Gray at present. I have only just met
him.”

“Kelso’s grandson!” echoed the old gentleman. —
“Kelso’s grandson! ... Of course. ... I knew his mother
intimately. I believe I was at her christening. She was
an extraordinarily beautiful girl, Margaret Devereux;
and made all the men frantic by running away with a
penniless young fellow; a mere nobody, sir, a subal-
tern in a foot regiment1, or something of that kind.
Certainly. I remember the whole thing as if it hap-
pened yesterday. The poor chap was killed in a duel
at Spa2, a few months after the marriage. There was
an ugly story about it. They said Kelso got some ras-
cally adventurer, some Belgian brute, to insult his son-
in-law in public; paid him, sir, to do it, paid him; and
that the fellow spitted his man as if he had been a
pigeon. The thing was hushed up3, but, egad, Kelso
ate his chop alone at the club for some time after-
wards. He brought his daughter back with him, I was
told, and she never spoke to him again. Oh yes; it
was a bad business. The girl died too; died within a
year. So she left a son, did she? I had forgotten that.

1 a subaltern in a foot regiment — ìëàäøèé îôèöåð
ïåõîòíîãî ïîëêà

2 Spa — Ñïà, êóðîðòíûé ãîðîä â Áåëüãèè
3 The thing was hushed up — Äåëî çàìÿëè
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must be a good-looking chap.”

“He is very good looking,” assented Lord Henry.
“I hope he will fall into proper hands,” continued

the old man. “He should have a pot of money wait-
ing for him if Kelso did the right thing by him. His
mother had money too. All the Selby property came
to her, through her grandfather. Her grandfather hat-
ed Kelso, thought him a mean dog. He was, too. Came
to Madrid once when I was there. Egad, I was ashamed
of him. The Queen used to ask me about the English
noble who was always quarrelling with the cabmen
about their fares. They made quite a story of it. I didn’t
dare to show my face at Court for a month. I hope he
treated his grandson better than he did the jarvies.”

“I don’t know,” answered Lord Henry. “I fancy
that the boy will be well off. He is not of age yet. He
has Selby, I know. He told me so. And ... his mother
was very beautiful?”

“Margaret Devereux was one of the loveliest crea-
tures I ever saw, Harry. What on earth induced her to
behave as she did, I never could understand. She could
have married anybody she chose. Carlington was 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. Carlington went
on his knees to her. Told me so himself. She laughed
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who wasn’t after him. And by the way, Harry, talking
about silly marriages, what is this humbug your fa-
ther tells me about Dartmoor wanting to marry an
American? Ain’t English girls good enough for him?”

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

“I’ll back English women against the world, Har-
ry,” said Lord Fermor, striking the table with his fist.

“The betting is on the Americans.”
“They don’t last, I am told,” muttered his uncle.
“A long engagement exhausts them, but they

are capital at a steeplechase. They take things flying.1

I don’t think Dartmoor has a chance.”
“Who are her people?” grumbled the old gentle-

man. “Has she got any?”
Lord Henry shook his head. “American girls are

as clever at concealing their parents as English wom-
en are at concealing their past,” he said, rising to go.

“They are pork-packers2, I suppose?”

1 They don’t last. A long engagement exhausts them, but
they are capital at a steeplechase. They take things flying. —
Îíè íå âûíîñëèâû. Èõ óòîìëÿþò äîëãèå çàåçäû, íî â
ñêà÷êàõ ñ ïðåïÿòñòâèÿìè èì íåò ðàâíûõ. Íà ëåòó áå-
ðóò áàðüåðû. (èñïîëüçóþòñÿ ñïîðòèâíûå òåðìèíû, îò-
íîñÿùèåñÿ ê ñêà÷êàì)

2 They are pork-packers — Îíè òîðãóþò ñâèíèíîé
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told that pork-packing is the most lucrative profes-
sion in America, after politics.”

“Is she pretty?”
“She behaves as if she was beautiful. Most Ameri-

can women do. It is the secret of their charm.”
“Why can’t these American women stay in their

own country? They are always telling us that it is the
Paradise for women.”

“It is. That is the reason why, like Eve, they are so
excessively anxious to get out of it,” said Lord Henry.
“Good-bye, Uncle George. I shall be late for lunch if
I stop any longer. Thanks for giving me the informa-
tion I wanted. I always like to know everything about
my new friends, and nothing about my old ones.”

“Where are you lunching, Harry?”
“At Aunt Agatha’s. I have asked myself and Mr.

Gray. He is her latest protégé1.”
“Humph! tell your Aunt Agatha, Harry, not to

bother me any more with her charity appeals. I am
sick of them. Why, the good woman thinks that I have
nothing to do but to write cheques for her silly fads.”

“All right, Uncle George, I’ll tell her, but it won’t
have any effect. Philanthropic people lose all sense of
humanity. It is their distinguishing characteristic.”

1 �����	� — (ôð.) ïðîòåæå
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the bell for his servant. Lord Henry passed up the
low arcade into Burlington Street, and turned his steps
in the direction of Berkeley Square.

So that was the story of Dorian Gray’s parentage.
Crudely as it had been told to him, it had yet stirred
him by its suggestion of a strange almost modern ro-
mance. A beautiful woman risking everything for a mad
passion. A few wild weeks of happiness cut short by a
hideous, treacherous crime. Months of voiceless ago-
ny, and then a child born in pain. The mother snatched
away by death, the boy left to solitude and the tyranny
of an old and loveless man. Yes; it was an interesting
background. It posed the lad, made him more perfect
as it were. Behind every exquisite thing that existed,
there was something tragic. Worlds had to be in tra-
vail, that the meanest flower might blow. ... And how
charming he had been at dinner the night before, as,
with startled eyes and lips parted in frightened pleas-
ure, he had sat opposite to him at the club, the red
candleshades staining to a richer rose the wakening
wonder of his face. Talking to him was like playing
upon an exquisite violin. He answered to every touch
and thrill of the bow. ... There was something terribly
enthralling in the exercise of influence. No other ac-
tivity was like it. To project one’s soul into some gra-
cious form, and let it tarry there for a moment; to
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with all the added music of passion and youth; to
convey one’s temperament into another as though it
were a subtle fluid or a strange perfume.; there was a
real joy in that — perhaps the most satisfying joy left
to us in an age so limited and vulgar as our own, an
age grossly carnal in its pleasures, and grossly com-
mon in its aims. ... He was a marvellous type, too,
this lad, whom by so curious a chance he had met in
Basil’s studio; or could be fashioned into a marvel-
lous type, at any rate. Grace was his, and the white
purity of boyhood, and beauty such as old Greek
marbles kept for us. There was nothing that one could
not do with him. He could be made a Titan or a toy.
What a pity it was that such beauty was destined to
fade! ... And Basil? From a psychological point of view,
how interesting he was! The new manner in art, the
fresh mode of looking at life, suggested so strangely by
the merely visible presence of one who was unconscious
of it all; the silent spirit that dwelt in dim woodland,
and walked unseen in open field, suddenly showing
herself. Dryad-like1 and not afraid, because in his soul
who sought for her there had been wakened that
wonderful vision to which alone are wonderful things
revealed; the mere shapes and patterns of things be-

1 Dryad-like — ïîäîáíî äðèàäå (ëåñíîé íèìôå)
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bolical value, as though they were themselves patterns
of some other and more perfect form whose shadow
they made real: how strange it all was! He remem-
bered something like it in history. Was it not Plato1,
that artist in thought, who had first analysed it? Was
it not Buonarotti2 who had carved it in the coloured
marbles of a sonnet-sequence3? But in our own cen-
tury it was strange. ... Yes; he would try to be to Do-
rian Gray what, without knowing it, the lad was to
the painter who had fashioned the wonderful por-
trait. He would seek to dominate him — had already,
indeed, half done so. He would make that wonderful
spirit his own. There was something fascinating in
this son of Love and Death.

Suddenly he stopped, and glanced up at the houses.
He found that he had passed his aunt’s some distance,
and, smiling to himself, turned back. When he entered
the somewhat sombre hall the butler told him that they
had gone in to lunch. He gave one of the footmen his
hat and stick, and passed into the dining-room.

1 Plato — Ïëàòîí (427–347 ãã. äî í.ý.), äðåâíåãðå÷åñêèé
ôèëîñîô, îäèí èç îñíîâàòåëåé îáúåêòèâíî-èäåàëèñòè-
÷åñêîãî íàïðàâëåíèÿ ôèëîñîôèè

2 Buonarotti — Ìèêåëàíäæåëî Áóîíàðîòòè (1475–1564),
èòàëüÿíñêèé ñêóëüïòîð, æèâîïèñåö, àðõèòåêòîð è ïîýò

3 a sonnet-sequence — ðÿä ñîíåòîâ
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head at him.

He invented a facile excuse, and having taken the
vacant seat next her, looked round to see who was
there. Dorian bowed to him shyly from the end of
the table, a flush of pleasure stealing into his cheek.
Opposite was the Duchess of Harley — a lady of ad-
mirable good nature and good temper, much liked
by every one who knew her, and of those ample ar-
chitectural proportions that in women who are not
Duchesses are described by contemporary historians
as stoutness. Next to her sat, on her right, Sir Tho-
mas Burdon, a Radical member of Parliament, who
followed his leader in public life, and in private life
followed the best cooks, dining with the Tories, and
thinking with the Liberals, in accordance with a wise
and well-known rule. The post on her left was occu-
pied by Mr. Erskine of Treadley, an old gentleman of
considerable charm and culture, who had fallen, how-
ever, into bad habits of silence, having, as he explained
once to Lady Agatha, said everything that he had to
say before he was thirty. His own neighbour was Mrs.
Vandeleur, one of his aunt’s oldest friends, a perfect
saint amongst women, but so dreadfully dowdy that
she reminded one of a badly bound hymn-book. For-
tunately for him she had on the other side Lord Fau-
del, a most intelligent middle-aged mediocrity, as bald
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with whom she was conversing in that intensely ear-
nest manner which is the one unpardonable error, as
he remarked once himself, that all really good people
fall into, 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 will really marry
this fascinating young person?”

“I believe she has made up her mind to propose
to him, Duchess.”

“How dreadful!” exclaimed Lady Agatha. “Real-
ly, some one should interfere.”

“I am told, on excellent authority, that her father
keeps an American dry-goods store1,” said Sir Tho-
mas Burdon, looking supercilious.

“My uncle has already suggested pork-packing,
Sir Thomas.”

“Dry goods! What are American dry-goods?”
asked the Duchess, raising her large hands in won-
der, and accentuating the verb.

“American novels,” answered Lord Henry, help-
ing himself to some quail.

The Duchess looked puzzled.

1 dry-goods store — ìàãàçèí òêàíåé
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atha. “He never means anything that he says.”

“When America was discovered,” said the Radi-
cal member, and he began to give some wearisome
facts. Like all people who try to exhaust a subject, he
exhausted his listeners. The Duchess sighed, and ex-
ercised her privilege of interruption. “I wish to good-
ness it never had been discovered at all!” she exclaimed.
“Really, our girls have no chance nowadays. It is most
unfair.”

“Perhaps, after all, America never has been dis-
covered,” said Mr. Erskine. “I myself would say that
it had merely been detected.”

“Oh! but I have seen specimens of the inhabit-
ants,” answered the Duchess, vaguely. “I must con-
fess that most of them are extremely pretty. And they
dress well, too. They get all their dresses in Paris. I
wish I could afford to do the same.”

“They say that when good Americans die they go
to Paris,” chuckled Sir Thomas, who had a large ward-
robe of Humour’s cast-off clothes1.

“Really! And where do bad Americans go to when
they die?” inquired the Duchess.

“They go to America,” murmured Lord Henry.

1 a large wardrobe of Humour’s cast-off clothes — áîëü-
øîé çàïàñ ïîòðåïàííûõ îñòðîò
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is prejudiced against that great country,” he said to Lady
Agatha. “I have travelled all over it, in cars provided by
the directors, who, in such matters, are extremely civil.
I assure you that it is an education to visit it.”

“But must we really see Chicago in order to be
educated?” asked Mr. Erskine, plaintively. “I don’t feel
up to the journey.”

Sir Thomas waved his hand. “Mr. Erskine of
Treadley has the world on his shelves. We practical
men like to see things, not to read about them. The
Americans are an extremely interesting people. They
are absolutely reasonable. I think that is their distin-
guishing characteristic. Yes, Mr. Erskine, an absolutely
reasonable people. I assure you there is no nonsense
about the Americans.”

“How dreadful!” cried Lord Henry. “I can stand
brute force, but brute reason is quite unbearable.
There is something unfair about its use. It is hitting
below the intellect.1”

“I do not understand you,” said Sir Thomas, grow-
ing rather red.

“I do, Lord Henry,” murmured Mr. Erskine, with
a smile.

1 It is hitting below the intellect. — ïåðåôðàçèðîâàííîå
âûðàæåíèå “to hit bellow the belt”
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joined the Baronet.

“Was that a paradox?” asked Mr. Erskine. “I did
not think so. Perhaps it was. Well, the way of para-
doxes is the way of truth. To test Reality we must see
it on the tight-rope. When the Verities become acro-
bats we can judge them.”

“Dear me!” said Lady Agatha, “how you men ar-
gue! I am sure I never can make out what you are
talking about. Oh! Harry, I am quite vexed with you.
Why do you try to persuade our nice Mr. Dorian
Gray to give up the East End? I assure you he would
be quite invaluable. They would love his playing.”

“I want him to play to me,” cried Lord Henry,
smiling, and he looked down the table and caught a
bright answering glance.

“But they are so unhappy in Whitechapel,” con-
tinued Lady Agatha.

“I can sympathise with everything, except suf-
fering,” said Lord Henry, shrugging his shoulders.
“I cannot sympathise with that. It is too ugly, too
horrible, too distressing. There is something terri-
bly morbid in the modern sympathy with pain. One
should sympathise with the colour, the beauty, the
joy of life. The less said about life’s sores the better.”

“Still, the East End is a very important problem,”
remarked Sir Thomas, with a grave shake of the head.
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problem of slavery, and we try to solve it by amusing
the slaves.”

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

Lord Henry laughed. “I don’t desire to change any-
thing in England except the weather,” he answered.
“I am quite content with philosophic contemplation.
But as the nineteenth century has gone bankrupt through
an over-expenditure of sympathy, I would suggest that
we should appeal to Science to put us straight. The ad-
vantage of the emotions is that they lead us astray1, and
the advantage of Science is that it is not emotional.”

“But we have such grave responsibilities,” ventured
Mrs. Vandeleur, timidly.

“Terribly grave,” echoed Lady Agatha.
Lord Henry looked over at Mr. Erskine. “Human-

ity takes itself too seriously. It is the world’s original
sin. If the caveman had known how to laugh, Histo-
ry would have been different.”

“You are really very comforting,” warbled the
Duchess. “I have always felt rather guilty when I came
to see your dear aunt, for I take no interest at all in
the East End. For the future I shall be able to look
her in the face without a blush.”

1 lead us astray — ñáèâàþò ñ ïóòè
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Lord Henry.

“Only when one is young,” she answered. “When
an old woman like myself blushes, it is a very bad
sign. Ah! Lord Henry, I wish you would tell me how
to become young again.”

He thought for a moment. “Can you remember
any great error that you committed in your early
days, Duchess?” he asked, looking at her across the
table.

“A great many, I fear,” she cried.
“Then commit them over again,” he said, grave-

ly. “To get back one’s youth, one has merely to repeat
one’s follies.”

“A delightful theory!” she exclaimed. “I must put
it into practice.”

“A dangerous theory!” came from Sir Thomas’s
tight lips. Lady Agatha shook her head, but could
not help being amused. Mr. Erskine listened.

“Yes,” he continued, “that is one of the great se-
crets of life. Nowadays most people die of a sort of
creeping common sense, and discover when it is too
late that the only things one never regrets are one’s
mistakes.”

A laugh ran round the table.
He played with the idea, and grew wilful; tossed

it into the air and transformed it; let it escape and
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winged it with paradox. The praise of folly, as he went
on, soared into a philosophy, and Philosophy herself
became young, and catching the mad music of Pleas-
ure, wearing, one might fancy, her wine-stained robe
and wreath of ivy, danced like a Bacchante1 over the
hills of life, and mocked the slow Silenus2 for being
sober. Facts fled before her like frightened forest
things. Her white feet trod the huge press at which
wise Omar3 sits, till the seething grape-juice rose round
her bare limbs in waves of purple bubbles, or crawled
in red foam over the vat’s back, dripping, sloping sides.
It was an extraordinary improvisation. He felt that
the eyes of Dorian Gray were fixed on him, and the
consciousness that amongst his audience there was
one whose temperament he wished to fascinate,
seemed to give his wit keenness, and to lend colour
to his imagination. He was brilliant, fantastic, irre-
sponsible. He charmed his listeners out of themselves,
and they followed his pipe laughing. Dorian Gray
never took his gaze off him, but sat like one under a

1 Bacchante — âàêõàíêà, æðèöà Âàêõà (Äèîíèñà), áîãà
âèíîäåëèÿ

2 Silenus — Ñèëåí, â àíòè÷íîé ìèôîëîãèè âå÷íî ïüÿ-
íûé âîñïèòàòåëü è ñïóòíèê Âàêõà (Äèîíèñà)

3 Omar — Îìàð Õàéÿì (îê. 1048–ïîñëå 1122), ïåðñèäñêèé
ïîýò è ìûñëèòåëü
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der growing grave in his darkening eyes.1

At last, liveried in the costume of the age, Real-
ity entered the room in the shape of a servant to tell
the Duchess that her carriage was waiting. She wrung
her hands in mock despair. “How annoying!” she
cried. “I must go. I have to call for my husband at
the club, to take him to some absurd meeting at Wil-
lis’s Rooms, where he is going to be in the chair. If
I am late, he is sure to be furious2, and I couldn’t have
a scene in this bonnet. It is far too fragile. A harsh
word would ruin it. No, I must go, dear Agatha.
Good-bye, Lord Henry; you are quite delightful, and
dreadfully demoralising. I am sure I don’t know what
to say about your views. You must come and dine
with us some night. Tuesday? Are you disengaged
Tuesday?”

“For you I would throw over anybody, Duchess,”
said Lord Henry, with a bow.

1 Dorian Gray never took his gaze off him, but sat like one
under a spell, smiles chasing each other over his lips, and
wonder growing grave in his darkening eyes. — Äîðèàí
Ãðåé íå îòðûâàë îò íåãî âçãëÿäà, îí ñèäåë êàê çàâî-
ðîæåííûé, è ïî ãóáàì åãî òî è äåëî ïðîáåãàëà óëûá-
êà, à â ïîòåìíåâøèõ ãëàçàõ âîñõèùåíèå ñìåíÿëîñü
çàäóì÷èâîñòüþ.

2 he is sure to be furious — îí îáÿçàòåëüíî ðàññåðäèòñÿ
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she cried; “so mind you come;” and she swept out of
the room, followed by Lady Agatha and the other
ladies.

When Lord Henry had sat down again, Mr. Ersk-
ine moved round, and taking a chair close to him,
placed his hand upon his arm.

“You talk books away1,” he said: “why don’t you
write one?”

“I am too fond of reading books to care to write
them, Mr. Erskine. I should like to write a novel cer-
tainly; a novel that would be as lovely as a Persian
carpet, and as unreal. But there is no literary public
in England for anything except newspapers, primers,
and encyclopædias. Of all people in the world the
English have the least sense of the beauty of litera-
ture.”

“I fear you are right,” answered Mr. Erskine. “I my-
self used to have literary ambitions, but I gave them
up long ago. And now, my dear young friend, if you
will allow me to call you so, may I ask if you really
meant all that you said to us at lunch?”

“I quite forget what I said,” smiled Lord Henry.
“Was it all very bad?”

1 You talk books away — Âàøè ðå÷è èíòåðåñíåå ëþáîé
êíèãè
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ly dangerous, and if anything happens to our good
Duchess we shall all look on you as being primarily
responsible. But I should like to talk to you about
life. The generation into which I was born was tedi-
ous. Some day, when you are tired of London, come
down to Treadley, and expound to me your philoso-
phy of pleasure over some admirable Burgundy I am
fortunate enough to possess.”

“I shall be charmed. A visit to Treadley would be
a great privilege. It has a perfect host and a perfect
library.”

“You will complete it,” answered the old gentle-
man, with a courteous bow. “And now I must bid
good-bye1 to your excellent aunt. I am due at the
Athenæum.2 It is the hour when we sleep there.”

“All of you, Mr. Erskine?”
“Forty of us, in forty arm-chairs. We are practis-

ing for an English Academy of Letters.3”

1 bid good-bye — ïîïðîùàòüñÿ, ïîæåëàòü âñåãî õîðî-
øåãî

2 �	
�	��	
�	 ���	�������� — Ìíå ïîðà â Àòåíåóì
(ëîíäîíñêèé êëóá, ñîçäàííûé ïî èíèöèàòèâå Â. Ñêîò-
òà äëÿ èíòåëëåêòóàëüíîé ýëèòû — ïèñàòåëåé, õóäîæ-
íèêîâ, îáùåñòâåííûõ äåÿòåëåé è ò.ä.).

3 We are practising for an English Academy of Letters. —
Ìû ãîòîâèìñÿ â Àíãëèéñêóþ Ëèòåðàòóðíóþ Àêàäå-
ìèþ.
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Park,” he cried.
As he was passing out of the door Dorian Gray

touched him on the arm. “Let me come with you,”
he murmured.

“But I thought you had promised Basil Hallward
to go and see him,” answered Lord Henry.

“I would sooner come with you1; yes, I feel I must
come with you. Do let me. And you will promise to
talk to me all the time? No one talks so wonderfully
as you do.”

“Ah! I have talked quite enough for to-day,” said
Lord Henry, smiling. “All I want now is to look at
life. You may come and look at it with me, if you
care to.”

1 I would sooner come with you. — ß ëó÷øå ïîéäó ñ
âàìè.
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One afternoon, a month later, Dorian Gray was
reclining in a luxurious arm-chair, in the little library
of Lord Henry’s house in Mayfair. It was, in its way, a
very charming room, with its high-panelled wainscot-
ing of olive-stained oak, its cream-coloured frieze and
ceiling of raised plaster-work, and its brick-dust felt
carpet strewn with silk long-fringed Persian rugs. On
a tiny satinwood table stood a statuette by Clodion1,
and beside it lay a copy of Les Cent Nouvelles, bound
for Margaret of Valois by Clovis Eve2, and powdered

1 Clodion — Êëîäèîí, íàñòîÿùåå èìÿ Êëîä Ìèøåëü
(1738–1814), ôðàíöóçñêèé ñêóëüïòîð; íàèáîëåå èçâåñò-
íûå ïðîèçâåäåíèÿ — íåáîëüøèå òåððàêîòîâûå ñòàòó-
ýòêè â ñòèëå ðîêîêî

2 Les Cent Nouvelles, bound for Margaret of Valois by
Clovis Eve — Ìàðãàðèòà Âàëóà (1492–1549), ñåñòðà
ôðàíöóçñêîãî êîðîëÿ Ôðàíöèñêà I, êîðîëåâà Íàâàð-
ðñêàÿ, ïèñàòåëüíèöà-ãóìàíèñòêà, àâòîð ñáîðíèêà «Ãåï-
òàìåðîí» èëè «Ñòî íîâåëë» (îïóáë. 1558); Êëîâèñ Ýâ
(óì. 1634), êîðîëåâñêèé ïåðåïëåò÷èê; îäíàêî ðå÷ü, âè-
äèìî èäåò î åãî îòöå Íèêîëàñå Ýâå (Nicolas Eve, óì.
1581), äåëî êîòîðîãî óíàñëåäîâàë Êëîâèñ



79

T
H

E
 P

IC
T

U
R

E
 O

F
 D

O
R

IA
N

 G
R

A
Ywith the gilt daisies that Queen had selected for her

device. Some large blue china jars and parrot-tulips
were arranged on the mantelshelf, and through the
small leaded panels of the window streamed the apri-
cot-coloured light of a summer day in London.

Lord Henry had not yet come in. He was always
late on principle, his principle being that punctuality
is the thief of time. So the lad was looking rather sulky,
as with listless fingers he turned over the pages of an
elaborately-illustrated edition of Manon Lescaut1 that
he had found in one of the bookcases. The formal
monotonous ticking of the Louis Quartorze clock2

annoyed him. Once or twice he thought of going away.
At last he heard a step outside, and the door

opened. “How late you are, Harry!” he murmured.
“I am afraid it is not Harry, Mr. Gray,” answered

a shrill voice.
He glanced quickly round, and rose to his feet.

“I beg your pardon. I thought —”
“You thought it was my husband. It is only his

wife. You must let me introduce myself. I know you
quite well by your photographs. I think my husband
has got seventeen of them.”

1 Manon Lescaut — «Ìàíîí Ëåñêî», ðîìàí ôðàíöóçñêîãî
ïèñàòåëÿ àááàòà Àíòóàíà Ôðàíñóà Ïðåâî (1697–1763)

2 Louis Quartorze clock — ÷àñû â ñòèëå ýïîõè êîðîëÿ
Ëþäîâèêà XIV (1638–1715)
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“Well, eighteen, then. And I saw you with him

the other night at the Opera.” She laughed nervously
as she spoke, and watched him with her vague forget-
me-not eyes1. She was a curious woman, whose dresses
always looked as if they had been designed in a rage
and put on in a tempest. She was usually in love with
somebody, and, as her passion was never returned,
she had kept all her illusions. She tried to look pic-
turesque, but only succeeded in being untidy. Her
name was Victoria, and she had a perfect mania for
going to church.

“That was at Lohengrin2, Lady Henry, I think?”
“Yes; it was at dear Lohengrin. I like Wagner’s music

better than anybody’s. It is so loud that one can talk
the whole time without other people hearing what
one says. That is a great advantage; don’t you think
so, Mr. Gray?”

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

Dorian smiled, and shook his head. “I am afraid
I don’t think so, Lady Henry. I never talk during

1 vague forget-me-not eyes — áåãàþùèå ãîëóáûå, êàê
íåçàáóäêè, ãëàçà

2 Lohengrin — «Ëîýíãðèí», îïåðà íåìåöêîãî êîìïîçèòî-
ðà Ðèõàðäà Âàãíåðà (1813–1883)
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music, it is one’s duty to drown it in conversation.”
“Ah! that is one of Harry’s views, isn’t it, Mr. Gray?

I always hear Harry’s views from his friends. It is the
only way I get to know of them. But you must not
think I don’t like good music. I adore it, but I am
afraid of it. It makes me too romantic. I have simply
worshipped pianists — two at a time, sometimes,
Harry tells me. I don’t know what it is about them.
Perhaps it is that they are foreigners. They all are, ain’t
they? Even those that are born in England become
foreigners after a time, don’t they? It is so clever of
them, and such a compliment to art. Makes it quite
cosmopolitan, doesn’t it? You have never been to any
of my parties, have you, Mr. Gray? You must come.
I can’t afford orchids, but I spare no expense in for-
eigners. They make one’s rooms look so picturesque.
But here is Harry! — Harry, I came into look for
you, to ask you something — I forget what it was —
and I found Mr. Gray here. We have had such a pleas-
ant chat about music. We have quite the same ideas.
No; I think our ideas are quite different. But he has
been most pleasant. I am so glad I’ve seen him.”

“I am charmed, my love, quite charmed,” said
Lord Henry, elevating his dark crescent-shaped eye-
brows and looking at them both with an amused
smile. “So sorry I am late, Dorian. I went to look



82

O
S

C
A

R
 W

IL
D

E after a piece of old brocade in Wardour Street, and
had to bargain for hours for it. Nowadays people know
the price of everything, and the value of nothing.”

“I am afraid I must be going,” exclaimed Lady
Henry, breaking an awkward silence with her silly
sudden laugh. “I have promised to drive with the
Duchess. Good-bye, Mr. Gray. Good-bye, Harry. You
are dining out, I suppose? So am I. Perhaps I shall see
you at Lady Thornbury’s.”

“I dare say, my dear,” said Lord Henry, shutting
the door behind her, as, looking like a bird of para-
dise that had been out all night in the rain, she flitted
out of the room, leaving a faint odour of frangipani.
Then he lit a cigarette, and flung himself down on
the sofa.

“Never marry a woman with straw-coloured hair,
Dorian,” he said, after a few puffs.

“Why, Harry?”
“Because they are so sentimental.”
“But I like sentimental people.”
“Never marry at all, Dorian. Men marry because

they are tired; women, because they are curious; both
are disappointed.”

“I don’t think I am likely to marry, Henry. I am too
much in love. That is one of your aphorisms. I am
putting it into practice, as I do everything that you
say.”
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after a pause.
“With an actress,” said Dorian Gray, blushing.
Lord Henry shrugged his shoulders. “That is a

rather commonplace début.”
“You would not say so if you saw her, Harry.”
“Who is she?”
“Her name is Sibyl Vane.”
“Never heard of her.”
“No one has. People will some day, however. She

is 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 tri-
umph of mind over morals.”

“Harry, how can you?”
“My dear Dorian, it is quite true. I am analysing

women at the present, so I ought to know. The sub-
ject is not so abstruse as I thought it was. I find that,
ultimately, 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 respecta-
bility, you have merely to take them down to supper.
The other women are very charming. They commit
one mistake, however. They paint in order to try and
look young. Our grandmothers painted in order to
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together. That is all over now. As long as a woman
can look ten years younger than her own daughter,
she is perfectly satisfied. As for conversation, there
are only five women in London worth talking to, and
two of these can’t be admitted into decent society.
However, tell me about your genius. How long have
you known her?”

“Ah! Harry, your views terrify me.”
“Never mind that. How long have you known her?”
“About three weeks.”
“And where did you come across her?”
“I will tell you, Harry; but you mustn’t be un-

sympathetic about it. After all, it never would have
happened if I had not met you. You filled me with a
wild desire to know everything about life. For days
after I met you something seemed to throb in my
veins. As I lounged in the Park, or strolled down Pic-
cadilly, I used to look at every one who passed me,
and wonder, with a mad curiosity, what sort of lives
they led. Some of them fascinated me. Others filled
me with terror. There was an exquisite poison in the
air. I had a passion for sensations. ... Well, one evening
about seven o’clock I determined to go out in search
of some adventure. I felt that this grey, monstrous

1 Rouge and esprit — (ôð.) ðóìÿíà è îñòðîóìèå
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sinners, and its splendid sins, as you once phrased
it, must have something in store for me. I fancied a
thousand things. The mere danger gave me a sense of
delight. I remembered what you had said to me on
that wonderful evening when we first dined together,
about the search for beauty being the real secret of
life. I don’t know what I expected, but I went out and
wandered eastward, soon losing my way in a laby-
rinth of grimy streets and black, grassless squares.
About half past eight I passed by an absurd little theatre,
with great flaring gas-jets and gaudy play-bills. A hid-
eous Jew, in the most amazing waistcoat I ever beheld
in my life, was standing at the entrance, smoking a
vile cigar. He had greasy ringlets, and an enormous
diamond blazed in the centre of a soiled shirt. ‘Have a
box, my Lord?’ he said, when he saw me, and he took
off his hat with an air of gorgeous servility. There was
something about him, Harry, that amused me. He
was such a monster. You will laugh at me, I know, but
I really went in and paid a whole guinea for the stage-
box1. To the present day I can’t make out why I did so;
and yet if I hadn’t — my dear Harry, if I hadn’t, I should
have missed the greatest romance of my life. I see you
are laughing. It is horrid of you!”

1 stage-box — ëîæà ó ñöåíû
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laughing at you. But you should not say the greatest
romance of your life. You should say the first romance
of your life. You will always be loved, and you will
always be in love with love. A grande passion1 is the
privilege of people who have nothing to do. That is
the one use of the idle classes of a country. Don’t be
afraid. There are exquisite things in store for you. This
is merely the beginning.”

“Do you think my nature so shallow?” cried Do-
rian Gray, angrily.

“No; I think your nature so deep.”
“How do you mean?”
“My dear boy, the people who love only once

in their lives are really the shallow people. What
they call their loyalty, and their fidelity, I call either
the lethargy of custom or their lack of imagina-
tion. Faithfulness is to the emotional life what con-
sistency is to the life of the intellect — simply a
confession of failures. Faithfulness! I must analyse
it some day. The passion for property is in it. There
are many things that we would throw away if we
were not afraid that others might pick them up.
But I don’t want to interrupt you. Go on with your
story.”

1 grande passion — (ôð.) ñèëüíàÿ ñòðàñòü
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vate box, with a vulgar drop-scene staring me in the
face. I looked out from behind the curtain and sur-
veyed the house. It was a tawdry affair, all Cupids
and cornucopias, like a third-rate wedding cake. The
gallery and pit were fairly full, but the two rows of
dingy stalls were quite empty, and there was hardly a
person in what I suppose they called the dress-circle.
Women went about with oranges and ginger-beer, and
there was a terrible consumption of nuts going on.”

“It must have been just like the palmy days of the
British Drama1.”

“Just like, I should fancy, and very depressing.
I began to wonder what on earth I should do, when
I caught sight of the play-bill. What do you think
the play was, Harry?”

“I should think The Idiot Boy or Dumb but Innocent.
Our fathers used to like that sort of piece, I believe.
The longer I live, Dorian, the more keenly I feel
that whatever was good enough for our fathers is not
good enough for us. In art, as in politics, les grand-
pères ont toujours tort2.”
1 just like the palmy days of the British Drama — êàê âî
âðåìåíà ðàñöâåòà Áðèòàíñêîé äðàìû (ê. XVI–í. XVII ââ.),
íàèáîëåå èçâåñòíûìè ôèãóðàìè ýòîãî ïåðèîäà áûëè
Ê. Ìàðëî, Ó. Øåêñïèð è Á. Äæîíñîí.

2 ���	��
��������	���	������	���� — (ôð.) äåäû íèêîãäà
íå áûâàþò ïðàâû
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Romeo and Juliet. I must admit that I was rather an-
noyed at the idea of seeing Shakespeare done in such
a wretched hole of a place. Still, I felt interested, in a
sort of way. At any rate, I determined to wait for the
first act. There was a dreadful orchestra, presided over
by a young Hebrew1 who sat at a cracked piano, that
nearly drove me away, but at last the drop-scene was
drawn up, and the play began. Romeo was a stout
elderly gentleman, with corked eyebrows2, a husky
tragedy voice, and a figure like a beer-barrel. Mercu-
tio was almost as bad. He was played by the low-co-
median, who had introduced gags of his own and was
on most friendly terms with the pit. They were both
as grotesque as the scenery, and that looked as if it
had come out of a country booth. But Juliet! Harry,
imagine a girl, hardly seventeen years of age, with a
little flower-like face, a small Greek head with plaited
coils of dark-brown hair, eyes that were violet wells of
passion, lips that were like the petals of a rose. She
was the loveliest thing I had ever seen in my life. You
said to me once that pathos left you unmoved, but
that beauty, mere beauty, could fill your eyes with tears.
I tell you, Harry, I could hardly see this girl for the

1 Hebrew = Jew
2 corked eyebrows — áðîâè, íàìàçàííûå ææåíîé ïðîáêîé
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I never heard such a voice. It was very low at first, with
deep, mellow notes, that seemed to fall singly upon
one’s ear. Then it became a little louder, and sounded
like a flute or a distant hautbois. In the garden scene it
had all the tremulous ecstasy that one hears just before
dawn when nightingales are singing. There were mo-
ments, later on, when it had the wild passion of vio-
lets. You know how a voice can stir one. Your voice and
the voice of Sibyl Vane are two things that I shall never
forget. When I close my eyes, I hear them, and each of
them says something different. I don’t know which to
follow. Why should I not love her? Harry, I do love
her. She is everything to me in life. Night after night
I go to see her play. One evening she is Rosalind1, and
the next evening she is Imogen2. I have seen her die in
the gloom of an Italian tomb, sucking the poison from
her lover’s lips. I have watched her wandering through
the forest of Arden, disguised as a pretty boy in hose
and doublet and dainty cap3. She has been mad, and
has come into the presence of a guilty king, and given

1 Rosalind — Ðîçàëèíäà, ãåðîèíÿ êîìåäèè Øåêñïèðà «Êàê
âàì ýòî ïîíðàâèòñÿ» (As you like it)

2 Imogen — Èìîäæåíà, ãåðîèíÿ òðàãèêîìåäèè Øåêñïèðà
«Öèìáåëèí» (Cymbeline)

3 in hose and doublet and dainty cap — â îáëåãàþùèõ
ðåéòóçàõ, êîðîòêîì êàìçîëå è èçÿùíîé øàïî÷êå
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been innocent, and the black hands of jealousy have
crushed her reed-like throat. I have seen her in every
age and in every costume. Ordinary women never ap-
peal to one’s imagination. They are limited to their cen-
tury. No glamour ever transfigures them. One knows
their minds as easily as one knows their bonnets. One
can always find them. There is no mystery in any of
them. They ride in the Park in the morning, and chat-
ter at tea-parties in the afternoon. They have their ster-
eotyped smile, and their fashionable manner. They are
quite obvious. But an actress! How different an actress
is! Harry! why didn’t you tell me that the only thing
worth loving is an actress?”

“Because I have loved so many of them, Dorian.”
“Oh, yes, horrid people with dyed hair and painted

faces.”
“Don’t run down dyed hair and painted faces.

There is an extraordinary charm in them, sometimes,”
said Lord Henry.

“I wish now I had not told you about Sibyl Vane.”
“You could not have helped telling me1, Dori-

an. All through your life you will tell me everything
you do.”

1 You could not have helped telling me — Âû íå ìîãëè íå
ðàññêàçàòü ìíå
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telling you things. You have a curious influence over
me. If I ever did a crime, I would come and confess it
to you. You would understand me.”

“People like you — the wilful sunbeams of life —
don’t commit crimes, Dorian. But I am much obliged
for the compliment, all the same. And now tell me —
reach me the matches, like a good boy: thanks —
what are your actual relations with Sibyl Vane?”

Dorian Gray leaped to his feet, with flushed cheeks
and burning eyes. “Harry! Sibyl Vane is sacred!”

“It is only the sacred things that are worth touch-
ing, Dorian,” said Lord Henry, with a strange touch
of pathos in his voice. “But why should you be an-
noyed? I suppose she will belong to you some day.
When one is in love, one always begins by deceiving
one’s self, and one always ends by deceiving others.
That is what the world calls a romance. You know
her, at any rate, I suppose?”

“Of course I know her. On the first night I was
at the theatre, the horrid old Jew came round to the
box after the performance was over, and offered to
take me behind the scenes and introduce me to her.
I was furious with him, and told him that Juliet had
been dead for hundreds of years, and that her body
was lying in a marble tomb in Verona. I think, from
his blank look of amazement, that he was under the



92

O
S

C
A

R
 W

IL
D

E impression that I had taken too much champagne,
or something.”

“I am not surprised.”
“Then he asked me if I wrote for any of the news-

papers. I told him I never even read them. He seemed
terribly disappointed at that, and confided to me that
all the dramatic critics 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 right there.
But, on the other hand, judging from their appear-
ance, 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 theatre, and I had to
go. He wanted me to try some cigars that he strongly
recommended. I declined. The next night, of course,
I arrived at the place again. When he saw me he made
me a low bow, and assured me that I was a munifi-
cent patron of art. He was a most offensive brute,
though he had an extraordinary passion for Shake-
speare. He told me once, with an air of pride, that his
five bankruptcies were entirely due to ‘The Bard’1, as
he insisted on calling him. He seemed to think it a
distinction.”

1 The Bard — èìååòñÿ â âèäó Ó. Øåêñïèð
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distinction. Most people become bankrupt through
having invested too heavily in the prose of life. To
have ruined one’s self over poetry is an honour. But
when did you first speak to Miss Sybil Vane?”

“The third night. She had been playing Ro-
salind. I could not help going round. I had thrown
her some flowers, and she had looked at me; at least
I fancied that she had. The old Jew was persistent.
He seemed determined to take me behind, so I con-
sented. It was curious my not wanting to know her,
wasn’t it?”

“No; I don’t think so.”
“My dear Harry, why?”
“I will tell you some other time. Now I want to

know about the girl.”
“Sibyl? Oh, she was so shy, and so gentle. There

is something of a child about her. Her eyes opened
wide in exquisite wonder when I told her what I
thought of her performance, and she seemed quite
unconscious of her power. I think we were both rath-
er nervous. The old Jew stood grinning at the door-
way of the dusty green-room, making elaborate
speeches about us both, while we stood looking at
each other like children. He would insist on calling
me ‘My Lord,’ so I had to assure Sibyl that I was
not anything of the kind. She said quite simply to
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Prince Charming1.’”

“Upon my word, Dorian, Miss Sibyl knows how
to pay compliments.”

“You don’t understand her, Harry. She regarded
me merely as a person in a play. She knows nothing
of life. She lives with her mother, a faded tired wom-
an who played Lady Capulet in a sort of magenta
dressing-wrapper on the first night, and looks as if
she had seen better days.”

“I know that look. It depresses me,” murmured
Lord Henry, examining his rings.

“The Jew wanted to tell me her history, but I said
it did not interest me.”

“You were quite right. There is always some-
thing infinitely mean about other people’s trage-
dies.”

“Sibyl is the only thing I care about. What is it to
me where she came from? From her little head to her
little feet, she is absolutely and entirely divine. Every
night of my life I go to see her act, and every night
she is more marvellous.”

“That is the reason, I suppose, that you never dine
with me now. I thought you must have some curious

1 Prince Charming — Ïðåêðàñíûé Ïðèíö, ãåðîé ñêàçêè
«Çîëóøêà» Øàðëÿ Ïåððî
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I expected.”
“My dear Harry, we either lunch or sup together

every day, and I have been to the Opera with you
several times,” said Dorian, opening his blue eyes in
wonder.

“You always come dreadfully late.”
“Well, I can’t help going to see Sibyl play,” he cried,

“even if it is only for a single act. I get hungry for her
presence; and when I think of the wonderful soul that
is hidden away in that little ivory body, I am filled
with awe.”

“You can dine with me to-night, Dorian, can’t
you?”

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

“When is she Sibyl Vane?”
“Never.”
“I congratulate you.”
“How horrid you are! She is all the great heroines

of the world in one. She is more than an individual.
You laugh, but I tell you she has genius. I love her,
and I must make her love me. You, who know all the
secrets of life, tell me how to charm Sibyl Vane to
love me! I want to make Romeo jealous. I want the
dead lovers of the world to hear our laughter, and
grow sad. I want a breath of our passion to stir their
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pain. My God, Harry, how I worship her!” He was
walking up and down the room as he spoke. Hectic
spots of red burned in his checks. He was terribly
excited.

Lord Henry watched him with a subtle sense of
pleasure. How different he was now from the shy,
frightened boy he had met in Basil Hallward’s studio.
His nature had developed like a flower, had borne
blossoms of scarlet flame. Out of its secret hiding-
place had crept his Soul, and Desire had come to meet
it on the way.

“And what do you propose to do?” said Lord Henry
at last.

“I want you and Basil to come with me some night
and see her act. I have not the slightest fear of the
result. You are certain to acknowledge her genius.
Then we must get her out of the Jew’s hands. She is
bound to him for three years — at least for two years
and eight months — from the present time. I shall
have to pay him something, of course. When all that
is settled, I shall take a West End theatre and bring
her out properly. She will make the world as mad as
she has made me.”

“That would be impossible, my dear boy?”
“Yes, she will. She has not merely art, consum-

mate art-instinct, in her, but she has personality also;
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not principles, that move the age.”
“Well, what night shall we go?”
“Let me see. To-day is Tuesday. Let us fix to-mor-

row. She plays Juliet to-morrow.”
“All right. The Bristol1 at eight o’clock; and I will

get Basil.”
“Not eight, Harry, please. Half-past six. We must

be there before the curtain rises. You must see her in
the first act, where she meets Romeo.”

“Half-past six! What an hour! It will be like hav-
ing a meat-tea, or reading an English novel. It must
be seven. No gentleman dines before seven. Shall you
see Basil between this and then? Or shall I write to
him?”

“Dear Basil! I have not laid eyes on him for a
week.2 It is rather horrid of me, as he has sent me my
portrait in the most wonderful frame, specially de-
signed by himself, and, though I am a little jealous of
the picture for being a whole month younger than
I am, I must admit that I delight in it. Perhaps you
had better write to him. I don’t want to see him alone.
He says things that annoy me. He gives me good ad-
vice.”
1 The Bristol — íàçâàíèå ðåñòîðàíà
2 I have not laid eyes on him for a week. — ß óæå íåäåëþ
åãî íå âèäåë.
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ing away what they need most themselves. It is what
I call the depth of generosity.”

“Oh, Basil is the best of fellows, but he seems to
me to be just a bit of a Philistine. Since I have known
you, Harry, I have discovered that.”

“Basil, my dear boy, puts everything that is charm-
ing in him into his work. The consequence is that he
had nothing left for life but his prejudices, his princi-
ples, and his common sense. The only artists I have
ever known, who are personally delightful, are bad
artists. Good artists exist simply in what they make,
and consequently are perfectly uninteresting in what
they are. A great poet, a really great poet, is the most
unpoetical of all creatures. But inferior poets are ab-
solutely fascinating. The worse their rhymes are, the
more picturesque they look. The mere fact of having
published a book of second-rate sonnets makes a man
quite irresistible. He lives the poetry that he cannot
write. The others write the poetry that they dare not
realise.”

“I wonder is that really so, Harry?” said Dorian
Gray, putting some perfume on his handkerchief out
of a large gold-topped bottle that stood on the table.
“It must be, if you say it. And now I am off. Imogen
is waiting for me. Don’t forget about to-morrow.
Good-bye.”
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drooped, and he began to think. Certainly few peo-
ple had ever interested him so much as Dorian Gray,
and yet the lad’s mad adoration of some one else caused
him not the slightest pang of annoyance or jealousy.
He was pleased by it. It made him a more interesting
study.1 He had been always enthralled by the meth-
ods of natural science, but the ordinary subject-mat-
ter of that science had seemed to him trivial and of
no import. And so he had begun by vivisecting him-
self, as he had ended by vivisecting others. Human
life — that appeared to him the one thing worth in-
vestigating. Compared to it there was nothing else of
any value. It was true that as one watched life in its
curious crucible of pain and pleasure, one could not
wear over one’s face a mask of glass, nor keep the sul-
phurous fumes2 from troubling the brain, and mak-
ing the imagination turbid with monstrous fancies
and misshapen dreams. There were poisons so subtle
that to know their properties one had to sicken of
them. There were maladies so strange that one had to
pass through them if one sought to understand their
nature. And yet, what a great reward one received!

1 It made him a more interesting study. — Ýòî äåëàåò åãî
åùå áîëåå ëþáîïûòíûì îáúåêòîì èññëåäîâàíèÿ.

2 sulphurous fumes — óäóøëèâûå ïàðû
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note the curious hard logic of passion, and the emo-
tional coloured life of the intellect — to observe where
they met, and where they separated, at what point
they were in unison, and at what point they were at
discord — there was a delight in that! What matter
what the cost was? 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
was through certain words of his, musical words said
with musical utterance, that Dorian Gray’s soul had
turned to this white girl and bowed in worship be-
fore her. To a large extent the lad was his own crea-
tion. He had made him premature. That was some-
thing. Ordinary people waited till life disclosed to
them its secrets, but to the few, to the elect, the mys-
teries of life were revealed before the veil was drawn
away. Sometimes this was the effect of art, and chief-
ly of the art of literature, which dealt immediately
with the passions and the intellect. But now and then
a complex personality took the place and assumed
the office of art; was indeed, in its way, a real work of
art, Life having its elaborate masterpieces, just as po-
etry has, or sculpture, or painting.

Yes, the lad was premature. He was gathering his
harvest while it was yet spring. The pulse and passion
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scious. It was delightful to watch him. With his beau-
tiful face, and his beautiful soul, he was a thing to
wonder at. It was no matter how it all ended, or was
destined to end. He was like one of those gracious
figures in a pageant or a play, whose joys seem to be
remote from one, but whose sorrows stir one’s sense
of beauty and whose wounds are like red roses.

Soul and body, body and soul — how mysterious
they were! There was animalism in the soul, and the
body had its moments of spirituality. The senses could
refine, and the intellect could degrade. Who could
say where the fleshly impulse ceased, or the physical
impulse began? How shallow were the arbitrary defi-
nitions of ordinary psychologists! And yet how diffi-
cult to decide between the claims of the various
schools! Was the soul a shadow seated in the house of
sin? Or was the body really in the soul, as Giordano
Bruno1 thought? The separation of spirit from mat-
ter was a mystery, and the union of spirit with matter
was a mystery also.

He began to wonder whether we could ever make
psychology so absolute a science that each little spring
of life would be revealed to us. As it was, we always

1 Giordano Bruno — Äæîðäàíî Áðóíî (1548–1600), èòàëü-
ÿíñêèé ìûñëèòåëü
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others. Experience was of no ethical value. It was
merely the name men gave to their mistakes. Moral-
ists had, as a rule, regarded it as a mode of warning,
had claimed for it a certain ethical efficacy in the for-
mation of character, had praised it as something that
taught us what to follow and showed us what to avoid.
But there was no motive power in experience. It was
as little of an active cause as conscience itself. All that
it really demonstrated was that our future would be
the same as our past, and that the sin we had done
once, and with loathing, we would do many times,
and with joy.

It was clear to him that the experimental method
was the only method by which one could arrive at
any scientific analysis of the passions; and certainly
Dorian Gray was a subject made to his hand and
seemed to promise rich and fruitful results. His sud-
den mad love for Sibyl Vane was a psychological phe-
nomenon of no small interest1. There was no doubt
that curiosity had much to do with it, curiosity and
the desire for new experiences; yet it was not a simple
but rather a very complex passion. What there was in
it of the purely sensuous instinct of boyhood had been

1 psychological phenomenon of no small interest — ïñèõî-
ëîãè÷åñêîå ÿâëåíèå, ïðåäñòàâëÿþùåå îñîáûé èíòåðåñ
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changed into something that seemed to the lad him-
self to be remote from sense, and was for that very
reason all the more dangerous. It was the passions
about whose origin we deceived ourselves that tyran-
nised most strongly over us. Our weakest motives were
those of whose nature we were conscious. It often
happened that when we thought we were experiment-
ing on others we were really experimenting on our-
selves.

While Lord Henry sat dreaming on these things,
a knock came to the door, and his valet entered, and
reminded him it was time to dress for dinner. He got
up and looked out into the street. The sunset had
smitten into scarlet gold the upper windows of the
houses opposite. The panes glowed like plates of heat-
ed metal. The sky above was like a faded rose. He
thought of his friend’s young fiery-coloured life, and
wondered how it was all going to end.

When he arrived home, about half past twelve
o’clock, he saw a telegram lying on the hall table. He
opened it, and found it was from Dorian Gray. It was
to tell him that he was engaged to be married to Sybil
Vane.
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“Mother, mother, I am so happy!” whispered the
girl, burying her face in the lap of the faded, tired-
looking woman who, with back turned to the shrill
intrusive light, was sitting in the one arm-chair that
their dingy sitting-room contained. “I am so happy!”
she repeated, “and you must be happy too!”

Mrs. Vane winced, and put her thin bismuth-whit-
ened hands on her daughter’s head. “Happy!” she ech-
oed, “I am only happy, Sibyl, when I see you act. You
must not think of anything but your acting. Mr. Isaacs
has been very good to us, and we owe him money.”

The girl looked up and pouted. “Money, mother?”
she cried, “what does money matter? Love is more
than money.”

“Mr. Isaacs has advanced us fifty pounds to pay
off our debts, and to get a proper outfit for James.
You must not forget that, Sibyl. Fifty pounds is a very
large sum. Mr. Isaacs has been most considerate.”

“He is not a gentleman, mother, and I hate the
way he talks to me,” said the girl, rising to her feet,
and going over to the window.
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him,” answered the elder woman, querulously.
Sibyl Vane tossed her head and laughed. “We don’t

want him any more, mother. Prince Charming rules
life 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 swept over her, and stirred
the dainty folds of her dress. “I love him,” she said,
simply.

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

The girl laughed again. The joy of a caged bird
was in her voice. Her eyes caught the melody, and
echoed it in radiance; then closed for a moment, as
though to hide their secret. When they opened the
mist of a dream had passed across them.

Thin-lipped wisdom spoke at her from the worn
chair, hinted at prudence, quoted from that book of
cowardice whose author apes the name of common
sense. She did not listen. 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 to search for him, and it had brought
him back. His kiss burned again upon her mouth.
Her eyelids were warm with his breath.
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espial and discovery. This young man might be rich.
If so, marriage should be thought of. Against the shell
of her ear broke the waves of worldly cunning. The
arrows of craft shot by her. She saw the thin lips mov-
ing, and smiled.

Suddenly she felt the need to speak. The wordy
silence troubled her. “Mother, mother,” she cried,
“why does he love me so much? I know why I love
him. I love him because he is like what Love himself
should be. But what does he see in me? I am not wor-
thy of him. And yet — why, I cannot tell — though
I feel so much beneath him, I don’t feel humble. I feel
proud, terribly proud. Mother, did you love my fa-
ther as I love Prince Charming?”

The elder woman grew pale beneath the coarse
powder that daubed her cheeks, and her dry lips
twitched with a spasm of pain. Sibyl rushed to her,
flung her arms round her neck, and kissed her. “For-
give me, mother, I know it pains you to talk about
our father. But it only pains you because you loved
him so much. Don’t look so sad. I am as happy to-
day as you were twenty years ago. Ah! let me be hap-
py for ever!”

“My child, you are far too young to think of fall-
ing in love. Besides, what do you know of this young
man? You don’t even know his name. The whole thing
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ing away to Australia, and I have so much to think of,
I must say that you should have shown more con-
sideration. However, as I said before, if he is rich ...”

“Ah! Mother, mother, let me be happy!”
Mrs. Vane glanced at her, and, with one of those

false theatrical gestures that so often become a mode
of second nature to a stage-player, clasped her in her
arms. At this moment the door opened, and a young
lad with rough brown hair came into the room. He
was thick-set of figure1, and his hands and feet were
large, and somewhat clumsy in movement. He was
not so finely bred as his sister. One would hardly have
guessed the close relationship that existed between
them. Mrs. Vane fixed her eyes on him, and intensi-
fied the smile. She mentally elevated her son to the
dignity of an audience. She felt sure that the tableau2

was interesting.
“You might keep some of your kisses for me,

Sibyl, I think,” said the lad, with a good-natured
grumble.

“Ah! but you don’t like being kissed, Jim,” she
cried. “You are a dreadful old bear.” And she ran across
the room and hugged him.

1 thick-set of figure — êîðåíàñòûé
2 tableau — (ôð.) êàðòèíà
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derness. “I want you to come out with me for a walk,
Sibyl. I don’t suppose I shall ever see this horrid Lon-
don again. I am sure I don’t want to.”

“My son, don’t say such dreadful things,” mur-
mured Mrs. Vane, taking up a tawdry theatrical dress,
with a sigh, and beginning to patch it. She felt a little
disappointed that he had not joined the group. It
would have increased the theatrical picturesqueness
of the situation.

“Why not, mother? I mean it.”
“You pain me, my son. I trust you will return from

Australia in a position of affluence. I believe there is
no society of any kind in the Colonies, nothing that
I would call society; so when you have made your
fortune you must come back and assert yourself1 in
London.”

“Society!” muttered the lad. “I don’t want to know
anything about that. I should like to make some
money to take you and Sibyl off the stage. I hate it!”

“Oh, Jim!” said Sibyl, laughing, “how unkind of
you! But are you really going for a walk with me?
That will be nice! I was afraid you were going to say
good-bye to some of your friends — to Tom Hardy,
who gave you that hideous pipe, or Ned Langton,

1 assert one’s self — óñòðîèòüñÿ, îáîñíîâàòüñÿ
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of you to let me have your last afternoon. Where shall
we go? Let us go to the Park.”

“I am too shabby,” he answered, frowning. “Only
swell people1 go to 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’t be too long dressing.” She danced
out of the door. One could hear her singing as she
ran upstairs.2 Her little feet pattered overhead.

He walked up and down the room two or three
times. Then he turned to the still figure in the chair.
“Mother, are my things ready?” he asked.

“Quite ready, James,” she answered, keeping her
eyes on her work. For some months past she had felt
ill at ease3 when she was alone with this rough, stern
son of hers. Her shallow secret nature was troubled
when their eyes met. She used to wonder if he sus-
pected anything. The silence, for he made no other
observation, became intolerable to her. She began to
complain. Women defend themselves by attacking,

1 swell people — (ðàçã.) ñâåòñêèå ëþäè, âàæíûå ïåðñîíû
2 One could hear her singing as she ran upstairs. — Áûëî
ñëûøíî, êàê îíà ïîåò, ïîäíèìàÿñü ïî ëåñòíèöå.

3 For some months past she had felt ill at ease — Â ïîñëåä-
íèå íåñêîëüêî ìåñÿöåâ åé áûëî êàê-òî íå ïî ñåáå
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ders. “I hope you will be contented, James, with your
sea-faring life,1” she said. “You must remember that
it is your own choice. You might have entered a so-
licitor’s office. Solicitors are a very respectable class,
and in the country often dine with the best fami-
lies.”

“I hate offices, and I hate clerks,” he replied. “But
you are quite right. I have chosen my own life. All I say
is, watch over Sibyl. Don’t let her come to any harm.
Mother, you must watch over her.”

“James, you really talk very strangely. Of course
I watch over Sibyl.”

“I hear a gentleman comes every night to the the-
atre, and goes behind to talk to her. Is that right? What
about that?”

“You are speaking about things you don’t under-
stand, James. In the profession we are accustomed to
receive a great deal of most gratifying attention. I my-
self used to receive many bouquets at one time. That
was when acting was really understood. As for Sibyl,
I do not know at present whether her attachment is
serious or not. But there is no doubt that the young
man in question is a perfect gentleman. He is always
1 I hope you will be contented, James, with your sea-faring
life — ß íàäåþñü, Äæåéìñ, ÷òî òåáå ïîíðàâèòñÿ æèçíü
ìîðÿêà.
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being rich, and the flowers he sends are lovely.”
“You don’t know his name, though,” said the lad,

harshly.
“No,” answered his mother, with a placid expres-

sion in her face. “He has not yet revealed his real name.
I think it is quite romantic of him. He is probably a
member of the aristocracy.”

James Vane bit his lip. “Watch over Sibyl, moth-
er,” he cried; “watch over her.”

“My son, you distress me very much. Sibyl is
always under my special care. Of course, if this gen-
tleman is wealthy, there is no reason why she should
not contract an alliance with him. I trust he is one of
the aristocracy. He has all the appearance of it, I must
say. It might be a most brilliant marriage for Sibyl.
They would make a charming couple. His good
looks are really quite remarkable; everybody notices
them.”

The lad muttered something to himself, and
drummed on the window-pane with his coarse fin-
gers. He had just turned round to say something, when
the door opened, and Sibyl ran in.

“How serious you both are!” she cried. “What is
the matter?”

“Nothing,” he answered. “I suppose one must be
serious sometimes. Good-bye, mother; I will have my
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my shirts, so you need not trouble.”

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

She was extremely annoyed at the tone he had
adopted with her, and there was something in his look
that had made her feel afraid.

“Kiss me, mother,” said the girl. Her flower-like
lips touched the withered cheek and warmed its frost.

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

“Come, Sibyl,” said her brother, impatiently. He
hated his mother’s affectations.

They went out into the flickering wind-blown
sunlight, and strolled down the dreary Euston Road.
The passers-by glanced in wonder at the sullen, heavy
youth, who, in coarse, ill-fitting clothes, was in the
company of such a graceful, refined-looking girl. He
was like a common gardener walking with a rose.

Jim frowned from time to time when he caught
the inquisitive glance of some stranger. He had that
dislike of being stared at which comes on geniuses
late in life, and never leaves the commonplace. Sibyl,
however, was quite unconscious of the effect she was
producing. Her love was trembling in laughter on her
lips. She was thinking of Prince Charming, and, that
she might think of him all the more, she did not talk
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was going to sail, about the gold he was certain to
find, about the wonderful heiress whose life he was
to save from the wicked, red-shirted bushrangers1.
For he was not to remain a sailor, or a super-cargo2,
or whatever he was going to be. Oh, no! A sailor’s
existence was dreadful. Fancy being cooped up in a
horrid ship, with the hoarse, hump-backed waves try-
ing to get in, and a black wind blowing the masts
down, and tearing the sails into long screaming rib-
ands! He was to leave the vessel at Melbourne, bid a
polite good-bye to the captain, and go off at once to
the gold-fields. Before a week was over he was to come
across a large nugget of pure gold, the largest nugget
that had ever been discovered, and bring it down to
the coast in a wagon guarded by six mounted police-
men. The bushrangers were to attack them three times,
and be defeated with immense slaughter. Or, no. He
was not to go to the gold-fields at all. They were hor-
rid places, where men got intoxicated, and shot each
other in bar-rooms, and used bad language. He was
to be a nice sheep-farmer, and one evening, as he was
riding home, he was to see the beautiful heiress being

1 bushranger — (àâñòðàë.) áåãëûé ïðåñòóïíèê, ñêðûâàþ-
ùèéñÿ â ëåñàõ è æèâóùèé ãðàáåæîì

2 super-cargo — ñóïåðêàðãî, ïðåäñòàâèòåëü ôðàõòîâàòå-
ëÿ èëè ãðóçîâëàäåëüöà íà ñóäíå
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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, there were delightful things
in store for him. But he must be very good, and not
lose his temper, or spend his money foolishly. She
was only a year older than he was, but she knew so
much more of life. He must be sure, also, to write
to her by every mail, and to say his prayers each
night before he went to sleep. God was very good,
and would watch over him. She would pray for him,
too, and in a few years he would come back quite
rich and happy.

The lad listened sulkily to her, and made no an-
swer. He was heart-sick at leaving home.

Yet it was not this alone that made him gloomy
and morose. Inexperienced though he was, he had
still a strong sense of the danger of Sibyl’s position.1

This young dandy who was making love to her could
mean her no good. He was a gentleman, and he hat-
ed him for that, hated him through some curious race-
instinct for which he could not account, and which

1 Inexperienced though he was, he had still a strong sense
of the danger of Sibyl’s position. — Ïðè âñåé ñâîåé
íåîïûòíîñòè, îí õîðîøî îñîçíàâàë îïàñíîñòü ïîëîæå-
íèÿ Ñèáèëû.
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He was conscious also of the shallowness and vanity
of his mother’s nature, and in that saw infinite peril
for Sibyl and Sibyl’s happiness. Children begin by
loving their parents; as they grow older they judge
them; sometimes they forgive them.

His mother! He had something on his mind to
ask of her, something that he had brooded on for
many months of silence. A chance phrase that he
had heard at the theatre, a whispered sneer that had
reached his ears one night as he waited at the stage-
door, had set loose a train of horrible thoughts. He
remembered it as if it had been the lash of a hunt-
ing-crop across his face1. His brows knit together
into a wedge-like furrow, and with a twitch of pain
he bit his under-lip.

“You are not listening to a word I am saying, Jim,”
cried Sibyl, “and I 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.
He shrugged his shoulders. “You are more likely

to forget me, than I am to forget you, Sibyl.”
1 as if it had been the lash of a hunting-crop across his
face — êàê áóäòî ýòî áûë óäàð îõîòíè÷üåãî õëûñòà ïî
ëèöó
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“You have a new friend, I hear. Who is he? Why

have you not told me about him? He means you no
good.”

“Stop, Jim!” she exclaimed. “You must not say an-
ything against him. I love him.”

“Why, you don’t even know his name,” answered
the lad. “Who is he? I have a right to know.”

“He is called Prince Charming. Don’t you like the
name? Oh! you silly boy! you should never forget it.
If you only saw him, you would think him the most
wonderful person in the world. Some day you will
meet him: when you come back from Australia. You
will like him so much. Everybody likes him, and I ...
love him. I wish you could come to the theatre to-
night. He is going to be there, and I am to play Juliet.
Oh! how I shall play it! Fancy, Jim, to be in love and
play Juliet! To have him sitting there! To play for his
delight! I am afraid I may frighten the company, fright-
en or enthrall them. To be in love is to surpass one’s
self. Poor dreadful Mr. Isaacs will be shouting ‘gen-
ius’ to his loafers at the bar. He has preached me as a
dogma; to-night he will announce me as a revela-
tion. I feel it. And it is all his, his only, Prince Charm-
ing, my wonderful lover, my god of graces. But I am
poor beside him. Poor? What does that matter? When
poverty creeps in at the door, love flies in through the
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made in winter, and it is summer now; springtime
for me, I think, a very dance of blossoms in blue
skies.”

“He is a gentleman,” said the lad, sullenly.
“A prince!” she cried, musically. “What more do

you want?”
“He wants to enslave you.”
“I shudder at the thought of being free.”
“I want you to beware of him.”
“To see him is to worship him, to know him is to

trust him.”
“Sibyl, you are mad about him.”
She laughed, and took his arm. “You dear old Jim,

you talk as if you were a hundred. Some day you will
be in love yourself. Then you will know what it is.
Don’t look so sulky. Surely you should be glad to think
that, though you are going away, you leave me happi-
er than I have ever been before. Life has been hard for
us both, terribly hard and difficult. But it will be dif-
ferent now. You are going to a new world, and I have
found one. Here are two chairs; let us sit down and
see the smart people go by.”

1 When poverty creeps in at the door, love flies in through
the window. — Ïåðåôðàçèðîâàííàÿ àíãëèéñêàÿ ïîãî-
âîðêà “When poverty creeps in at the door, love flies out
of the window”.
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The tulip-beds across the road flamed like throbbing
rings of fire. A white dust, tremulous cloud of orris-
root it seemed, hung in the panting air. The brightly
coloured parasols danced and dipped like monstrous
butterflies.

She made her brother talk of himself, his hopes,
his prospects. He spoke slowly and with effort. They
passed words to each other as players at a game pass
counters. Sibyl felt oppressed. She could not com-
municate her joy. A faint smile curving that sullen
mouth was all the echo she could win. After some
time she became silent. Suddenly she caught a
glimpse of golden hair and laughing lips, and in an
open carriage with two ladies Dorian Gray drove
past.

She started to her feet. “There he is!” she cried.
“Who?” said Jim Vane.
“Prince Charming,” she answered, looking after

the victoria1.
He jumped up, and seized her roughly by the

arm. “Show him to me. Which is he? Point him out.
I must see him!” he exclaimed; but at that moment
the Duke of Berwick’s four-in-hand2 came between,
1 victoria — (çä.) êîëÿñêà, ýêèïàæ
2 four-in-hand — ýêèïàæ, çàïðÿæåííûé ÷åòâåðêîé ëî-
øàäåé
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swept out of the Park.
“He is gone,” murmured Sibyl sadly. “I wish you

had seen him.”
“I wish I had, for as sure as there is a God in

heaven, if he ever does you any wrong I shall kill
him.”

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

“Come away, Jim; come away,” she whispered. He
followed her doggedly, 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 eyes that became laugh-
ter on her lips. She shook her head at him. “You are
foolish, Jim, utterly foolish; a bad-tempered boy, that
is all. How can you say such horrible things? You
don’t know what you are talking about. You are sim-
ply jealous and unkind. Ah! I wish you would fall in
love. Love makes people good, and what you said
was wicked.”

“I am sixteen,” he answered, “and I know what
I am about. Mother is no help to you. She doesn’t
understand how to look after you. I wish now that
I was not going to Australia at all. I have a great mind
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hadn’t been signed.1”

“Oh, don’t be so serious, Jim. You are like one of
the heroes of those silly melodramas mother used to
be so fond of acting in. I am not going to quarrel
with you. I have seen him, and oh! to see him is per-
fect happiness. We won’t quarrel. I know you would
never harm any one I love, would you?”

“Not as long as you love him, I suppose,” was the
sullen answer.

“I shall love him forever!” she cried.
“And he?”
“Forever, too!”
“He had better.”
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 lie down for a
couple of hours before acting. Jim insisted that she should
do so. He said that he would sooner part with her when
their mother was not present. She would be sure to
make a scene, and he detested scenes of every kind.

1 I have a great mind to chuck the whole thing up. I
would, if my articles hadn’t been signed. — Ìíå î÷åíü
õî÷åòñÿ áðîñèòü ýòó çàòåþ. ß áû òàê è ïîñòóïèë, åñëè
áû íå ïîäïèñàë äîêóìåíòû.
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ousy in the lad’s heart, and a fierce, murderous hatred
of the stranger who, as it seemed to him, had come
between them. Yet, when her arms were flung round
his neck, and her fingers strayed through his hair, he
softened, and kissed her with real affection. There were
tears in his eyes as he went downstairs.

His mother was waiting for him below. She
grumbled at his unpunctuality, as he entered. He
made no answer, but sat down to his meagre meal.
The flies buzzed round the table, and crawled over
the stained cloth. Through the rumble of omnibus-
es, and the clatter of street-cabs, he could hear the
droning voice devouring each minute that was left
to him.

After some time, he thrust away his plate, and
put his head in his hands. He felt that he had a right
to know. It should have been told to him before, if it
was as he suspected. Leaden with fear1, his mother
watched him. Words dropped mechanically from her
lips. A tattered lace handkerchief twitched in her fin-
gers. When the clock struck six, he got up, and went
to the door. Then he turned back, and looked at her.
Their eyes met. In hers he saw a wild appeal for mer-
cy. It enraged him.

1 Leaden with fear — îêàìåíåâ îò ñòðàõà
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Her eyes wandered vaguely about the room. She made
no answer. “Tell me the truth. I have a right to know.
Were you married to my father?”

She heaved a deep sigh. It was a sigh of relief.
The terrible moment, the moment that night and
day, for weeks and months, she had dreaded, had
come at last, and yet she felt no terror. Indeed in
some measure it was a disappointment to her. The
vulgar directness of the question called for a direct
answer. The situation had not been gradually led
up to. It was crude. It reminded her of a bad re-
hearsal.

“No,” she answered, wondering at the harsh sim-
plicity of life.

“My father was a scoundrel then?” cried the lad,
clenching his fists.

She shook her head. “I knew he was not free. We
loved each other very much. If he had lived, he would
have made provision for us.1 Don’t speak against him,
my son. He was your father, and a gentleman. Indeed
he was highly connected.”

An oath broke from his lips. “I don’t care for
myself,” he exclaimed, “but don’t let Sibyl ... It is a

1 If he had lived, he would have made provision for us. —
Åñëè áû îí áûë æèâ, îí áû î íàñ ïîçàáîòèëñÿ.
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he is? Highly connected, too, I 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 lad was touched. He went towards her, and
stooping down he kissed her. “I am sorry if I have
pained you by asking about my father,” he said, “but
I could not help it. I must go now. Good-bye. Don’t
forget that you will only have one child now to look
after, and believe me that if this man wrongs my sis-
ter, I will find out who he is, track him down, and
kill him like a dog. I swear it.”

The exaggerated folly of the threat, the passion-
ate gesture that accompanied it, the mad melodra-
matic words, made life seem more vivid to her. She
was familiar with the atmosphere. She breathed more
freely, and for the first time for many months she
really admired her son. She would have liked to have
continued the scene on the same emotional scale, but
he cut her short. Trunks had to be carried down, and
mufflers looked for. The lodging-house drudge bus-
tled in and out.1 There was the bargaining with the
1 The lodging-house drudge bustled in and out. — Ñëóãà
ìåáëèðîâàííûõ êîìíàò, ãäå îíè æèëè, òî âáåãàë, òî
âûáåãàë.
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was with a renewed feeling of disappointment that
she waved the tattered lace handkerchief from the
window, as her son drove away. She was conscious
that a great opportunity had been wasted. She con-
soled herself by telling Sibyl how desolate she felt her
life would be, now that she had only one child to
look after. She remembered the phrase. It had pleased
her. Of the threat she said nothing. It was vividly and
dramatically expressed. She felt that they would all
laugh at it some day.
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“I suppose you have heard the news, Basil?” said
Lord Henry, that evening, as Hallward was shown
into a little private room at the Bristol, where dinner
had been laid for three.

“No, Harry,” answered the artist, giving his hat
and coat to the bowing waiter. “What is it? Nothing
about politics, I hope? They don’t interest me. There
is hardly a single person in the House of Commons
worth painting; though many of them would be the
better for a little white-washing.”

“Dorian Gray is engaged to be married,” said Lord
Henry, watching him as he spoke.

Hallward started, and then frowned. “Dorian en-
gaged to be married!” he cried. “Impossible!”

“It is perfectly true.”
“To whom?”
“To some little actress or other.”
“I can’t believe it. Dorian is far too sensible.”
“Dorian is far too wise not to do foolish things

now and then, my dear Basil.”
“Marriage is hardly a thing that one can do now

and then, Harry.”
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guidly. “But I didn’t say he was married. I said he
was engaged to be married. There is a great difference.
I have a distinct remembrance of being married, but
I have no recollection at all of being engaged. I am
inclined to think that I never was engaged.”

“But think of Dorian’s birth, and position, and
wealth. It would be absurd for him to marry so much
beneath him.”

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

“I hope the girl is good, Harry. I don’t want to see
Dorian tied to some vile creature, who might degrade
his nature and ruin his intellect.”

“Oh, she is better than good — she is beauti-
ful,” murmured Lord Henry, sipping a glass of ver-
mouth and orange bitters1. “Dorian says she is beauti-
ful; and he is not often wrong about things of that
kind. Your portrait of him has quickened his appre-
ciation of the personal appearance of other people.
It has had that excellent effect, amongst others. We
are to see her to- night, if that boy doesn’t forget his
appointment.”

1 orange bitters — ïîìåðàíöåâàÿ íàñòîéêà
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“Quite serious, Basil. I should be miserable if
I thought I should ever be more serious than I am at
the present moment.”

“But do you approve of it, Harry?” asked the paint-
er, walking up and down the room, and biting his lip.
“You can’t approve of it, possibly. It is some silly in-
fatuation.”

“I never approve, or disapprove, of anything now.
It is an absurd attitude to take towards life. We are
not sent into the world to air our moral prejudices.
I never take any notice of what common people say,
and I never interfere with what charming people do.
If a personality fascinates me, whatever mode of ex-
pression that personality selects is absolutely delight-
ful to me. Dorian Gray falls in love with a beautiful
girl who acts Juliet, and proposes to marry her. Why
not? If he wedded Messalina1 he would be none the
less interesting. You know I am not a champion of
marriage. The real drawback to marriage is that it
makes one unselfish. And unselfish people are col-
ourless. They lack individuality. Still, there are cer-
tain temperaments that marriage makes more com-
plex. They retain their egotism, and add to it many
1 Messalina — Ìåññàëèíà (I â), æåíà ðèìñêîãî èìïåðàòî-
ðà Êëàâäèÿ, çíàìåíèòàÿ ñâîèì ðàñïóòñòâîì è æåñòî-
êîñòüþ



128

O
S

C
A

R
 W

IL
D

E other egos. They are forced to have more than one
life. They become more highly organised, and to be
highly organised is, I should fancy, the object of man’s
existence. Besides, every experience is of value, and,
whatever one may say against marriage, it is certainly
an experience. I hope that Dorian Gray will make
this girl his wife, passionately adore her for six months,
and then suddenly become fascinated by some one
else. He would be a wonderful study.”

“You don’t mean a single word of all that, Harry;
you know you don’t. If Dorian Gray’s life were spoiled,
no one would be sorrier than yourself. You are much
better than you pretend to be.”

Lord Henry laughed. “The reason we all like to
think so well of others is that we are all 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 virtues that
are likely to be a benefit to us. We praise the banker
that we may overdraw our account, and find good
qualities in the highwayman in the hope that he may
spare our pockets. I mean everything that I have said.
I have the greatest contempt for optimism. As for a
spoiled life, no life is spoiled but one whose growth is
arrested. If you want to mar a nature, you have mere-
ly to reform it. As for marriage, of course that would
be silly, but there are other and more interesting bonds
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them. They have the charm of being fashionable. But
here is Dorian himself. He will tell you more than
I can.”

“My dear Harry, my dear Basil, you must both
congratulate me!” said the lad, throwing off his
evening cape with its satin-lined wings1 and shaking
each of his friends by the hand in turn. “I have never
been so happy. Of course it is sudden; all really de-
lightful things are. And yet it seems to me to be the
one thing I have been looking for all my life.” He was
flushed with excitement and pleasure, and looked
extraordinarily handsome.

“I hope you will always be very happy, Dorian,”
said Hallward, “but I don’t quite forgive you for not
having let me know of your engagement. You let Harry
know.”

“And I don’t forgive you for being late for din-
ner,” broke in Lord Henry, putting his hand on the
lad’s shoulder, and smiling as he spoke. “Come, let us
sit down and try what the new chef here is like, and
then you will tell us how it all came about.”

“There is really not much to tell,” cried Dorian,
as they took their seats at the small round table. “What

1 evening cape with its satin-lined wings — íàêèäêà (ïëàù)
ñ àòëàñíîé ïîäêëàäêîé
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evening, Harry, I dressed, had some dinner at that
little Italian restaurant in Rupert Street you introduced
me to, and went down at eight o’clock to the theatre.
Sibyl was playing Rosalind. Of course the scenery was
dreadful, and the Orlando absurd. But Sibyl! You
should have seen her! When she came on in her boy’s
clothes she was perfectly wonderful. She wore a moss-
coloured velvet jerkin with cinnamon sleeves, slim
brown cross-gartered hose, a dainty little green cap
with a hawk’s feather caught in a jewel, and a hooded
cloak lined with dull red.1 She had never seemed to
me more exquisite. She had all the delicate grace of
that Tanagra figurine2 that you have in your studio,
Basil. Her hair clustered round her face like dark leaves
round a pale rose. As for her acting — well, you shall
see her to-night. She is simply a born artist. I sat in

1 She wore a moss-coloured velvet jerkin with cinnamon
sleeves, slim brown cross-gartered hose, a dainty little
green cap with a hawk’s feather caught in a jewel, and a
hooded cloak lined with dull red. — Íà íåé áûë òåìíî-
çåëåíûé êàìçîë ñ ðóêàâàìè öâåòà êîðèöû, êîðè÷íåâûå
îáëåãàþùèå ðåéòóçû, èçÿùíàÿ çåëåíàÿ øàïî÷êà ñ ñî-
êîëèíûì ïåðîì, ïðèêðåïëåííûì áëåñòÿùåé ïðÿæêîé,
è ïëàù ñ êàïþøîíîì íà òåìíî-êðàñíîé ïîäêëàäêå.

2 Tanagra figurine — íåáîëüøèå èçÿùíûå ñòàòóýòêè èç
íåîáîææåííîé ãëèíû, îáíàðóæåííûå ïðè ðàñêîïêàõ
â ã. Òàíàðà (Ãðåöèÿ)
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in London, and in the nineteenth century. I was away
with my love in a forest that no man had ever seen.
After the performance was over I went behind, and
spoke to her. As we were sitting together, suddenly
there came into her eyes a look that I had never seen
there before. My lips moved towards hers. We kissed
each other. I can’t describe to you what I felt at that
moment. It seemed to me that all my life had been
narrowed to one perfect point of rose-coloured joy.
She trembled all over, and shook like a white narcis-
sus. Then she flung herself on her knees and kissed
my hands. I feel that I should not tell you all this, but
I can’t help it. Of course our engagement is a dead
secret. She has not even told her own mother. I don’t
know what my guardians will say. Lord Radley is sure
to be furious. I don’t care. I shall be of age1 in less
than a year, and then I can do what I like. I have been
right, Basil, haven’t I, to take my love out of poetry,
and to find my wife in Shakespeare’s plays? Lips that
Shakespeare taught to speak have whispered their se-
cret in my ear. I have had the arms of Rosalind around
me, and kissed Juliet on the mouth.”

“Yes, Dorian, I suppose you were right,” said Hall-
ward, slowly.

1 I shall be of age — ß äîñòèãíó ñîâåðøåííîëåòèÿ



132

O
S

C
A

R
 W

IL
D

E “Have you seen her to-day?” asked Lord Henry.
Dorian Gray shook his head. “I left her in the

forest of Arden, I shall find her in an orchard in
Verona.”

Lord Henry sipped his champagne in a medita-
tive manner. “At what particular point did you men-
tion the word marriage, Dorian? And what did she
say in answer? Perhaps you forgot all about it.”

“My dear Harry, I did not treat it as a business
transaction, and I did not make any formal proposal.
I told her that I loved her, and she said she was not
worthy to be my wife. Not worthy! Why, the whole
world is nothing to me compared with her.”

“Women are wonderfully practical,” murmured
Lord Henry — “much more practical than we are. In
situations of that kind we often forget to say any-
thing about marriage, and they always remind us.”

Hallward laid his hand upon his arm. “Don’t,
Harry. You have annoyed Dorian. He is not like oth-
er men. He would never bring misery upon any one.
His nature is too fine for that.”

Lord Henry looked across the table. “Dorian is
never annoyed with me,” he answered. “I asked the
question for the best reason possible, for the only rea-
son, indeed, that excuses one for asking any ques-
tion — simply curiosity. I have a theory that it is al-
ways the women who propose to us, and not we who
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class life. But then the middle classes are not modern.”
Dorian Gray laughed and tossed his head. “You

are quite incorrigible, Harry; but I don’t mind. It is
impossible to be angry with you. When you see Sibyl
Vane you will feel that the man who could wrong her
would be a beast, a beast without a heart. I cannot
understand how any one can wish to shame the thing
he loves. I love Sibyl Vane. I want to place her on a
pedestal of gold, and to see the world worship the
woman who is mine. What is marriage? An irrevoca-
ble vow. You mock at it for that. Ah! don’t mock. It is
an irrevocable vow that I want to take. Her trust makes
me faithful, her belief makes me good. When I am
with her, I regret all that you have taught me. I be-
come different from what you have known me to be.
I am changed, and the mere touch of Sibyl Vane’s
hand makes me forget you and all your wrong, fasci-
nating, poisonous, delightful theories.”

“And those are ...?” asked Lord Henry, helping
himself to some salad.

“Oh, your theories about life, your theories about
love, your theories about pleasure. All your theories,
in fact, Harry.”

“Pleasure is the only thing worth having a theory
about,” he answered, in his slow, melodious voice.
“But I am afraid I cannot claim my theory as my own.



134

O
S

C
A

R
 W

IL
D

E It belongs to Nature, not to me. Pleasure is Nature’s
test, her sign of approval. When we are happy we are
always good, but when we are good we are not always
happy.”

“Ah! but what do you mean by good?” cried Basil
Hallward.

“Yes,” echoed Dorian, leaning back in his chair,
and looking at Lord Henry over the heavy clusters of
purple-lipped irises that stood in the centre of the
table, “what do you mean by good, Harry?”

“To be good is to be in harmony with one’s self,”
he replied, touching the thin stem of his glass with
his pale, fine-pointed fingers. “Discord is to be forced
to be in harmony with others. One’s own life —
that is the important thing. As for the lives of one’s
neighbours, if one wishes to be a prig or a Puritan,
one can flaunt one’s moral views about them, but
they are not one’s concern. Besides, Individualism
has really the higher aim. Modern morality consists
in accepting the standard of one’s age. I consider
that for any man of culture to accept the standard
of his age is a form of the grossest immorality.”

“But, surely, if one lives merely for one’s self, Harry,
one pays a terrible price for doing so?” suggested the
painter.

“Yes, we are overcharged for everything nowadays.
I should fancy that the real tragedy of the poor is that
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like beautiful things, are the privilege of the rich.”
“One has to pay in other ways but money.”
“What sort of ways, Basil?”
“Oh! I should fancy in remorse, in suffering, in ...

well, in the consciousness of degradation.”
Lord Henry shrugged his shoulders. “My dear fel-

low, mediæval art is charming, but mediæval emo-
tions are out of date. One can use them in fiction, of
course. But then the only things that one can use in
fiction are the things that one has ceased to use in
fact. Believe me, no civilised man ever regrets a pleas-
ure, and no uncivilised man ever knows what a pleas-
ure is.”

“I know what pleasure is,” cried Dorian Gray. “It
is to adore some one.”

“That is certainly better than being adored,” he
answered, toying with some fruits. “Being adored is a
nuisance. Women treat us just as Humanity treats its
gods. They worship us, and are always bothering us
to do something for them.”

“I should have said that whatever they ask for they
had first given to us,” murmured the lad, gravely.
“They create Love in our natures. They have a right
to demand it back.”

“That is quite true, Dorian,” cried Hallward.
“Nothing is ever quite true,” said Lord Henry.
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Harry, that women give to men the very gold of their
lives.”

“Possibly,” he sighed, “but they invariably want it
back in such very small change. That is the worry.
Women, as some witty Frenchman once put it, in-
spire us with the desire to do masterpieces, and al-
ways prevent us from carrying them out.”

“Harry, you are dreadful! I don’t know why I like
you so much.”

“You will always like me, Dorian,” he replied.
“Will you have some coffee, you fellows? — Waiter,
bring coffee, and fine-champagne1, and some cigarettes.
No: don’t mind the cigarettes2; I have some. Basil, I can’t
allow you to smoke cigars. You must have a cigarette.
A cigarette is the perfect type of a perfect pleasure. It
is exquisite, and it leaves one unsatisfied. What more
can one want? Yes, Dorian, you will always be fond
of me. I represent to you all the sins you have never
had the courage to commit.”

“What nonsense you talk, Harry!” cried the lad,
taking a light from a fire-breathing silver dragon that
the waiter had placed on the table. “Let us go down
to the theatre. When Sibyl comes on the stage you
1 fine-champagne — (ôð.) ñîðò äîðîãîãî ôðàíöóçñêîãî
êîíüÿêà

2 don’t mind the cigarettes — ïàïèðîñ íå íóæíî
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thing to you that you have never known.”
“I have known everything,” said Lord Henry, with

a tired look in his eyes, “but I am always ready for a
new emotion. I am afraid, however, that, for me at
any rate, there is no such thing. Still, your wonderful
girl may thrill me. I love acting. It is so much more
real than life. Let us go. Dorian, you will come with
me. I am so sorry, Basil, but there is only room for
two in the brougham. You must follow us in a han-
som.”

They got up and put on their coats, sipping their
coffee standing. The painter was silent and preoccu-
pied. There was a gloom over him. He could not bear
this marriage, and yet it seemed to him to be better
than many other things that might have happened.
After a few minutes they all passed downstairs. He
drove off by himself, as had been arranged, and
watched the flashing lights of the little brougham in
front of him. A strange sense of loss came over him.
He felt that Dorian Gray would never again be to
him all that he had been in the past. Life had come
between them. ... His eyes darkened, and the crowd-
ed, flaring streets became blurred to his eyes. When
the cab drew up at the theatre, it seemed to him that
he had grown years older.
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For some reason or other, the house was crowded
that night, and the fat Jew manager who met them at
the door was beaming from ear to ear with an oily,
tremulous smile. He escorted them to their box with
a sort of pompous humility, waving his fat jewelled
hands, and talking at the top of his voice. Dorian
Gray loathed him more than ever. He felt as if he had
come to look for Miranda1 and had been met by Cal-
iban. Lord Henry, upon the other hand, rather liked
him. At least he declared he did, and insisted on shak-
ing him by the hand, and assuring him that he was
proud to meet a man who had discovered a real gen-
ius and gone bankrupt over a poet. Hallward amused
himself with watching the faces in the pit. The heat
was terribly oppressive, and the huge sunlight flamed
like a monstrous dahlia with petals of yellow fire. The
youths in the gallery had taken off their coats and
waistcoats and hung them over the side. They talked

1 Miranda — Ìèðàíäà, ãåðîèíÿ ïüåñû Øåêñïèðà «Áóðÿ»
(The Tempest)
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anges with the tawdry girls who sat beside them. Some
women were laughing in the pit. Their voices were
horribly shrill and discordant. The sound of the pop-
ping of corks came from the bar.

“What a place to find one’s divinity in!” said Lord
Henry.

“Yes!” answered Dorian Gray. “It was here I found
her, and she is divine beyond all living things. When
she acts you will forget everything. These common,
rough people, with their coarse faces and brutal ges-
tures, become quite different when she is on the stage.
They sit silently and watch her. They weep and laugh
as she wills them to do. She makes them as respon-
sive as a violin. She spiritualises them, and one feels
that they are of the same flesh and blood as one’s self.”

“The same flesh and blood as one’s self! Oh, I
hope not!” exclaimed Lord Henry, who was scanning
the occupants of the gallery through his opera-glass.

“Don’t pay any attention to him, Dorian,” said
the painter. “I understand what you mean, and I be-
lieve in this girl. Any one you love must be marvel-
lous, and any girl that has the effect you describe must
be fine and noble. To spiritualise one’s age — that is
something worth doing. If this girl can give a soul to
those who have lived without one, if she can create
the sense of beauty in people whose lives have been
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ness and lend them tears for sorrows that are not their
own, she is worthy of all your adoration, worthy of
the adoration of the world. This marriage is quite
right. I did not think so at first, but I admit it now.
The gods made Sibyl Vane for you. Without her you
would have been incomplete.”

“Thanks, Basil,” answered Dorian Gray, pressing
his hand. “I knew that you would understand me.
Harry is so cynical, he terrifies me. But here is the
orchestra. It is quite dreadful, but it only lasts for about
five minutes. Then the curtain rises, and you will see
the girl to whom I am going to give all my life, to
whom I have given everything that is good in me.”

A quarter of an hour afterwards, amidst an extraor-
dinary turmoil of applause, Sibyl Vane stepped on to
the stage. Yes, she was certainly lovely to look 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 startled eyes. A faint blush, like the
shadow of a rose in a mirror of silver, came to her cheeks
as she glanced at the crowded, enthusiastic house. She
stepped back a few paces, and her lips seemed to trem-
ble. Basil Hallward leaped to his feet and began to ap-
plaud. Motionless, and as one in a dream, sat Dorian
Gray, gazing at her. Lord Henry peered through his
glasses, murmuring, “Charming! Charming!”



141

T
H

E
 P

IC
T

U
R

E
 O

F
 D

O
R

IA
N

 G
R

A
YThe scene was the hall of Capulet’s house, and

Romeo in his pilgrim’s dress had entered with Mer-
cutio and his other friends. The band, such as it was,
struck up a few bars of music, and the dance began.

Through the crowd of ungainly, shabbily dressed
actors, Sibyl Vane moved like a creature from a finer
world. Her body swayed, while she danced, as a plant
sways in the water. The curves of her throat were the
curves of a white lily. Her hands seemed to be made
of cool ivory.

Yet she was curiously listless. She showed no sign
of joy when her eyes rested on Romeo. The few words
she had to speak —

“Good pilgrim, you do wrong your hand too much,
Which mannerly devotion shows in this;
For saints have hands that pilgrim’s hands do touch,
And palm to palm is holy palmers’ kiss …”

with the brief dialogue that follows, were spoken
in a thoroughly artificial manner. The voice was ex-
quisite, but from the point of view of tone it was ab-
solutely false. It was wrong in colour. It took away all
the life from the verse. It made the passion unreal.

Dorian Gray grew pale as he watched her. He was
puzzled and anxious. Neither of his friends dared to
say anything to him. She seemed to them to be abso-
lutely incompetent. They were horribly disappointed.
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balcony scene of 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 moon-
light. That could not be denied. But the staginess of
her acting was unbearable, and grew worse as she went
on. Her gestures became absurdly artificial. She over-
emphasised everything that she had to say. The beauti-
ful passage —

“Thou knowest the mask of night is on my face,
Else would a maiden blush bepaint my cheek
For that which thou hast1 heard me speak to-night …”

was declaimed with the painful precision of a
schoolgirl who has been taught to recite by some sec-
ond-rate professor of elocution. When she leaned over
the balcony and came to those wonderful lines —

“Although I joy in thee,
I have no joy of this contract to-night:
It is too rash, too unadvised, too sudden;
Too like the lightning, which doth2 cease to be
Ere one can say, ‘It lightens.’ Sweet, good-night?
This bud of love by summer’s ripening breath
May prove a beauteous flower when next we meet …”

1 knowest, hast = know, has — óñòàðåâøèå ôîðìû 2 ë.,
åä. ÷. ãëàãîëîâ

2 doth = does — óñòàðåâøàÿ ôîðìà 3 ë., åä. ÷. ãëàãîëà
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meaning to her. It was not nervousness. Indeed, so far
from being nervous, she was absolutely self-contained.
It was simply bad art. She was a complete failure.

Even the common, uneducated audience of the
pit and gallery lost their interest in the play. They got
restless, and began to talk loudly and to whistle. The
Jew manager, who was standing at the back of the
dress-circle, stamped and swore with rage. The only
person unmoved was the girl 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 is quite beautiful, Dorian,” he
said, “but she can’t act. Let us go.”

“I am going to see the play through,” answered the
lad, in a hard, bitter voice. “I am awfully sorry that
I have made you waste an evening, Harry. I apologise
to you both.”

“My dear Dorian, I should think Miss Vane was
ill,” interrupted Hallward. “We will come some other
night.”

“I wish she were ill,” he rejoined. “But she seems
to me to be simply callous and cold. She has entirely
altered. Last night she was a great artist. This evening
she is merely a commonplace, mediocre actress.”

“Don’t talk like that about any one you love, Do-
rian. Love is a more wonderful thing than Art.”
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marked Lord Henry. “But do let us go. Dorian, you
must not stay here any longer. It is not good for one’s
morals to see bad acting. Besides, I don’t suppose you
will want your wife to act. So what does it matter if she
plays Juliet like a wooden doll? She is very lovely, and if
she knows as little about life as she does about acting,
she will be a delightful experience. There are only two
kinds of people who are really fascinating — people
who know absolutely everything, and people who
know absolutely nothing. Good heavens, my dear boy,
don’t look so tragic! The secret of remaining young is
never to have an emotion that is unbecoming. Come
to the club with Basil and myself. We will smoke cig-
arettes and drink to the beauty of Sibyl Vane. She is
beautiful. What more can you want?”

“Go away, Harry,” cried the lad. “I want to be alone.
Basil, you must go. Ah! can’t you see that my heart is
breaking?” The hot tears came to his eyes. His lips trem-
bled, and, rushing to the back of the box, he leaned up
against the wall, hiding his face in his hands.

“Let us go, Basil,” said Lord Henry, with a strange
tenderness in his voice; and the two young men passed
out together.

A few moments afterwards the footlights flared
up, and the curtain rose on the third act. Dorian Gray
went back to his seat. He looked pale, and proud,
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interminable. Half of the audience went out, tramp-
ing in heavy boots, and laughing. The whole thing
was a fiasco. The last act was played to almost empty
benches. The curtain went down on a titter, and some
groans.

As soon as it was over, Dorian Gray rushed be-
hind the scenes into the green-room. The girl was
standing there alone, with a look of triumph on her
face. Her eyes were lit with an exquisite fire. There
was a radiance about her. Her parted lips were smil-
ing over some secret of their own.

When he entered, she looked at him, and an
expression of infinite joy came over her. “How badly
I acted to-night, Dorian!” she cried.

“Horribly!” he answered, gazing at her in amaze-
ment — “horribly! It was dreadful. Are you ill? You
have no idea what it was. You have no idea what I suf-
fered.”

The girl smiled. “Dorian,” she answered, linger-
ing over his name with long-drawn music in her voice,
as though it were sweeter than honey to the red petals
of her mouth — “Dorian, you should have under-
stood. But you understand now, don’t you?”

“Understand what?” he asked, angrily.
“Why I was so bad to-night. Why I shall always

be bad. Why I shall never act well again.”
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When you are ill you shouldn’t act. You make your-
self ridiculous. My friends were bored. I was bored.”

She seemed not to listen to him. She was transfig-
ured with joy. An ecstasy of happiness dominated her.

“Dorian, Dorian,” she cried, “before I knew you,
acting was the one reality of my life. It was only in
the theatre that I lived. I thought that it was all true.
I was Rosalind one night, and Portia the other. The
joy of Beatrice was my joy, and the sorrows of Cord-
elia1 were mine also. I believed in everything. The
common people who acted with me seemed to me to
be godlike. The painted scenes were my world. I knew
nothing but shadows, and I thought them real. You
came — oh, my beautiful love! — and you freed my
soul from prison. You taught me what reality really
is. To-night, for the first time in my life, I saw through
the hollowness, the sham, the silliness of the empty
pageant in which I had always played. To-night, for
the first time, I became conscious that the Romeo
was hideous, and old, and painted, that the moon-
light in the orchard was false, that the scenery was

1 Portia — ãåðîèíÿ ïüåñû Øåêñïèðà «Âåíåöèàíñêèé êó-
ïåö» (The Merchant of Venice), Beatrice — ãåðîèíÿ êî-
ìåäèè Øåêñïèðà «Ìíîãî øóìà èç íè÷åãî» (Much Ado
about Nothing), Cordelia — ãåðîèíÿ òðàãåäèè Øåêñïè-
ðà «Êîðîëü Ëèð» (King Lear)
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were not my words, were not what I wanted to say.
You had brought me something higher, something of
which all art is but a reflection. You had made me
understand what love really is. My love! my love!
Prince Charming! Prince of life! I have grown sick of
shadows. You are more to me than all art can ever be.
What have I to do with the puppets of a play? When
I came on to-night, I could not understand how it
was that everything had gone from me. I thought that
I was going to be wonderful. I found that I could do
nothing. Suddenly it dawned on my soul what it all
meant.1 The knowledge was exquisite to me. I heard
them hissing, and I smiled. What could they know of
love such as ours? Take me away, Dorian — take me
away with you, where we can be quite alone. I hate
the stage. I might mimic a passion that I do not feel,
but I cannot mimic one that burns me like fire. Oh,
Dorian, Dorian, you understand now what it signi-
fies? Even if I could do it, it would be profanation for
me to play at being in love. You have made me see
that.”

He flung himself down on the sofa, and turned
away his face. “You have killed my love,” he muttered.

1 Suddenly it dawned on my soul what it all meant. —
Âíåçàïíî íà ìîþ äóøó ñíèçîøëî îçàðåíèå.
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made no answer. She came across to him, and with
her little fingers stroked his hair. She knelt down and
pressed his hands to her lips. He drew them away,
and a shudder ran through him.

Then he leaped up, and went to the door. “Yes,”
he cried, “you have killed my love. You used to stir
my imagination. Now you don’t even stir my curios-
ity. You simply produce no effect. I loved you because
you were marvellous, because you had genius and
intellect, because you realised the dreams of great poets
and gave shape and substance to the shadows of art.
You have thrown it all away. You are shallow and stu-
pid. My God! how mad I was to love you! What a fool
I have been! You are nothing to me now. I will never
see you again. I will never think of you. I will never
mention your name. You don’t know what you were to
me, once. Why, once ... Oh, I can’t bear to think of it!
I wish I had never laid eyes upon you! You have spoiled
the romance of my life. How little you can know of
love, if you say it mars your art! Without your art you
are nothing. I would have made you famous, splendid,
magnificent. The world would have worshipped you,
and you would have borne my name. What are you
now? A third-rate actress with a pretty face.”

The girl grew white, and trembled. She clenched
her hands together, and her voice seemed to catch in
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mured. “You are acting.”
“Acting! I leave that to you. You do it so well,” he

answered bitterly.
She rose from her knees, and, with a piteous ex-

pression of pain in her face, came across the room to
him. She put her hand upon his arm, and looked into
his eyes. He thrust her back. “Don’t touch me!” he cried.

A low moan broke from her, and she flung herself at
his feet, and lay there like a trampled flower1. “Dorian,
Dorian, don’t leave me!” she whispered. “I am so sorry
I didn’t act well. I was thinking of you all the time. But
I will try — indeed, I will try. It came so suddenly
across me, my love for you. I think I should never have
known it if you had not kissed me — if we had not
kissed each other. Kiss me again, my love. Don’t go
away from me. I couldn’t bear it. Oh! don’t go away
from me. My brother. ... No; never mind. He didn’t
mean it. He was in jest.2 ... But you, oh! can’t you
forgive me for to-night? I will work so hard, and try
to improve. Don’t be cruel to me because I love you
better than anything in the world. After all, it is only
once that I have not pleased you. But you are quite
right, Dorian. I should have shown myself more of an

1 like a trampled flower — êàê ðàñòîïòàííûé öâåòîê
2 He was in jest. — Îí øóòèë.
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Oh, don’t leave me, don’t leave me.” A fit of passionate
sobbing choked her. She crouched on the floor like a
wounded thing, and Dorian Gray, with his beautiful
eyes, looked down at her, and his chiselled lips curled
in exquisite disdain. There is always something ridicu-
lous about the emotions of people whom one has ceased
to love. Sibyl Vane to him seemed to be absurdly mel-
odramatic. Her tears and sobs annoyed him.

“I am going,” he said at last, in his calm, clear
voice. “I don’t wish to be unkind, but I can’t see you
again. You have disappointed me.”

She wept silently, and made no answer, but crept
nearer. Her little hands stretched blindly out, and ap-
peared to be seeking for him. He turned on his heel,
and left the room. In a few moments he was out of
the theatre.

Where he went to he hardly knew. He remem-
bered wandering through dimly-lit streets, past gaunt
black-shadowed archways and evil-looking houses.
Women with hoarse voices and harsh laughter had
called after him. Drunkards had reeled by cursing,
and chattering to themselves like monstrous apes. He
had seen grotesque children huddled upon doorsteps,
and heard shrieks and oaths from gloomy courts.

As the dawn was just breaking he found himself
close to Covent Garden. The darkness lifted, and,
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perfect pearl. Huge carts filled with nodding lilies
rumbled slowly down the polished empty street. The
air was heavy with the perfume of the flowers, and
their beauty seemed to bring him an anodyne for his
pain. He followed into the market, and watched the
men unloading their waggons. A white-smocked cart-
er offered him some cherries. He thanked him, and
wondered why he refused to accept any money for
them, and began to eat them listlessly. They had been
plucked at midnight, and the coldness of the moon
had entered into them. A long line of boys carrying
crates of striped tulips, and of yellow and red roses,
defiled in front of him, threading their way through
the huge jade-green piles of vegetables. Under the
portico, with its grey sun-bleached pillars, loitered a
troop of draggled bare-headed girls, waiting for the
auction to be over. Others crowded round the swing-
ing doors of the coffee-house in the Piazza. The heavy
cart-horses slipped and stamped upon the rough stones,
shaking their bells and trappings. Some of the drivers
were lying asleep on a pile of sacks. Iris-necked, and
pink-footed, the pigeons ran about picking up seeds.

After a little while, he hailed a hansom, and drove
home. For a few moments he loitered upon the door-
step, looking round at the silent Square with its blank,
close-shuttered windows, and its staring blinds. The
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glistened like silver against it. From some chimney
opposite a thin wreath of smoke was rising. It curled,
a violet riband, through the nacre-coloured air.

In the huge gilt Venetian lantern, spoil of some
Doge’s barge, that hung from the ceiling of the great
oak-panelled hall of entrance, lights were still burn-
ing from three flickering jets: thin blue petals of flame
they seemed, rimmed with white fire. He turned them
out, and, having thrown his hat and cape on the ta-
ble, passed through the library towards the door of
his bedroom, a large octagonal chamber on the ground
floor that, in his new-born feeling for luxury, he had
just had decorated for himself, and hung with some
curious Renaissance tapestries that had been discov-
ered stored in a disused attic at Selby Royal. As he
was turning the handle of the door, his eye fell upon
the portrait Basil Hallward had painted of him. He
started back as if in surprise. Then he went on into his
own room, looking somewhat puzzled. After he had
taken the buttonhole out of his coat, he seemed to hes-
itate. Finally he came back, went over to the picture,
and examined it. In the dim arrested light that strug-
gled through the cream-coloured silk blinds, the face
appeared to him to be a little changed. The expression
looked different. One would have said that there was a
touch of cruelty in the mouth. It was certainly strange.
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up the blind1. The bright dawn flooded the room, and
swept the fantastic shadows into dusky corners, where
they lay shuddering. But the strange expression that he
had noticed in the face of the portrait seemed to linger
there, to be more intensified even. The quivering, ar-
dent sunlight showed him the lines of cruelty round
the mouth as clearly as if he had been looking into a
mirror after he had done some dreadful thing.

He winced, and, taking up from the table an oval
glass framed in ivory Cupids, one of Lord Henry’s
many presents to him, glanced hurriedly into its pol-
ished depths. No line like that warped his red lips.
What did it mean?

He rubbed his eyes, and came close to the pic-
ture, and examined it again. There were no signs of
any change when he looked into the actual painting,
and yet there was no doubt, that the whole expres-
sion had altered. It was not a mere fancy of his own.
The thing was horribly apparent.

He threw himself into a chair, and began to think.
Suddenly there flashed across his mind what he had
said in Basil Hallward’s studio the day the picture had
been finished. Yes, he remembered it perfectly. He
had uttered a mad wish that he himself might remain

1 drew up the blind — ðàçäâèíóë øòîðû



154

O
S

C
A

R
 W

IL
D

E young, and the portrait grow old; that his own beauty
might be untarnished, and the face on the canvas bear
the burden of his passions and his sins; that the painted
image might be seared with the lines of suffering and
thought, and that he might keep all the delicate bloom
and loveliness of his then just conscious boyhood.
Surely his wish had not been fulfilled?1 Such things
were impossible. It seemed monstrous even to think
of them. And, yet, there was the picture before him,
with the touch of cruelty in the mouth.

Cruelty! Had he been cruel? It was the girl’s fault,
not his. He had dreamed of her as a great artist, had
given his love to her because he had thought her great.
Then she had disappointed him. She had been shal-
low and unworthy. And, yet, a feeling of infinite re-
gret came over him, as he thought of her lying at his
feet sobbing like a little child. He remembered with
what callousness he had watched her. Why had he
been made like that? Why had such a soul been given
to him? But he had suffered also. During the three
terrible hours that the play had lasted, he had lived
centuries of pain, æon upon æon of torture2. His life
was well worth hers. She had marred him for a mo-
ment, if he had wounded her for an age. Besides,
1 Surely his wish had not been fulfilled? — Íåóæåëè åãî
æåëàíèå îñóùåñòâèëîñü?

2 ���	���	���	��	������ — öåëàÿ âå÷íîñòü ìó÷åíèé
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They lived on their emotions. They only thought of
their emotions. When they took lovers, it was merely
to have some one with whom they could have scenes.
Lord Henry had told him that, and Lord Henry knew
what women were. Why should he trouble about Sibyl
Vane? She was nothing to him now.

But the picture? What was he to say of that? It
held the secret of his life, and told his story. It had
taught him to love his own beauty. Would it teach
him to loathe his own soul? Would he ever look at it
again?

No; it was merely an illusion wrought on the trou-
bled senses. The horrible night that he had passed
had left phantoms behind it. Suddenly there had fall-
en upon his brain that tiny scarlet speck that makes
men mad. The picture had not changed. It was folly
to think so.

Yet it was watching him, with its beautiful marred
face and its cruel smile. Its bright hair gleamed in the
early sunlight. Its blue eyes met his own. A sense of
infinite pity, not for himself, but for the painted im-
age of himself, came over him. It had altered already,
and would alter more. Its gold would wither into grey.
Its red and white roses would die. For every sin that
he committed a stain would fleck and wreck its fair-
ness. But he would not sin. The picture, changed or
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conscience. He would resist temptation. He would
not see Lord Henry any more — would not, at any
rate, listen to those subtle poisonous theories that in
Basil Hallward’s garden had first stirred within him
the passion for impossible things. He would go back
to Sibyl Vane, make her amends1, marry her, try to
love her again. Yes, it was his duty to do so. She must
have suffered more than he had. Poor child! He had
been selfish and cruel to her. The fascination that she
had exercised over him would return. They would be
happy together. His life with her would be beautiful
and pure.

He got up from his chair, and drew a large screen
right in front of the portrait, shuddering as he glanced
at it. “How horrible!” he murmured to himself, and
he walked across to the window and opened it. When
he stepped out on to the grass, he drew a deep breath.
The fresh morning air seemed to drive away all his
sombre passions. He thought only of Sibyl. A faint
echo of his love came back to him. He repeated her
name over and over again. The birds that were sing-
ing in the dew-drenched garden seemed to be telling
the flowers about her.

1 make her amends — (çä.) çàãëàäèò ñâîþ âèíó
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It was long past noon when he awoke. His valet
had crept several times on tiptoe into the room to see
if he was stirring, and had wondered what made his
young master sleep so late. Finally his bell sounded,
and Victor came softly in with a cup of tea, and a pile
of letters, on a small tray of old Sèvres china1, and
drew back the olive-satin curtains, with their shim-
mering blue lining, that hung in front of the three
tall windows.

“Monsieur has slept well this morning,” he said,
smiling.

“What o’clock is it, Victor?” asked Dorian Gray,
drowsily.

“One hour and a quarter, Monsieur.”
How late it was! He sat up, and, having sipped

some tea, turned over his letters. One of them was
from Lord Henry, and had been brought by hand
that morning. He hesitated for a moment, and then

1 ������	����
 — ñåâðñêèé ôàðôîð, ôàðôîð ñî çíàìåíè-
òîãî çàâîäà â ã. Ñåâð âî Ôðàíöèè



158

O
S

C
A

R
 W

IL
D

E put it aside. The others he opened listlessly. They con-
tained the usual collection of cards, invitations to din-
ner, tickets for private views, programmes of charity
concerts, and the like, that are showered on fashion-
able young men every morning during the season.
There was a rather heavy bill, for a chased silver Louis-
Quinze toilet-set1, that he had not yet had the courage
to send on to his guardians, who were extremely old-
fashioned people and did not realise that we live in an
age when unnecessary things are our only necessities;
and there were several very courteously worded com-
munications from Jermyn Street money-lenders offer-
ing to advance any sum of money at a moment’s no-
tice and at the most reasonable rates of interest.

After about ten minutes he got up, and, throwing
on an elaborate dressing-gown of silk-embroidered
cashmere wool, passed into the onyx-paved bathroom.
The cool water refreshed him after his long sleep. He
seemed to have forgotten all that he had gone through.
A dim sense of having taken part in some strange trag-
edy came to him once or twice, but there was the
unreality of a dream about it.

As soon as he was dressed, he went into the li-
brary and sat down to a light French breakfast, that

1 chased silver Louis-Quinze toilet-set — òóàëåòíûé ïðèáîð
÷åêàííîãî ñåðåáðà â ñòèëå ýïîõè Ëþäîâèêà XV
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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 bowl that,
filled with sulphur-yellow roses, stood before him.
He felt perfectly happy.

Suddenly his eye fell on the screen that he had
placed in front of the portrait, and he started.

“Too cold for Monsieur?” asked his valet, putting
an omelette on the table. “I shut the window?”

Dorian shook his head. “I am not cold,” he mur-
mured.

Was it all true? Had the portrait really changed?
Or had it been simply his own imagination that had
made him see a look of evil where there had been a
look of joy? Surely a painted canvas could not alter?
The thing was absurd. It would serve as a tale to tell
Basil some day. It would make him smile.

And, yet, how vivid was his recollection of the
whole thing! First in the dim twilight, and then in
the bright dawn, he had seen the touch of cruelty
round the warped lips. He almost dreaded his valet
leaving the room. He knew that when he was alone
he would have to examine the portrait. He was afraid
of certainty. When the coffee and cigarettes had been
brought and the man turned to go, he felt a wild de-
sire to tell him to remain. As the door was closing



160

O
S

C
A

R
 W

IL
D

E behind him he called him back. The man stood wait-
ing for his orders. Dorian looked at him for a mo-
ment. “I am not at home to anyone, Victor,” he said,
with a sigh. The man bowed and retired.

Then he rose from the table, lit a cigarette, and
flung himself down on a luxuriously-cushioned couch
that stood facing the screen. The screen was an old
one, of gilt Spanish leather, stamped and wrought with
a rather florid Louis-Quatorze pattern. He scanned it
curiously, wondering if ever before it had concealed
the secret of a man’s life.

Should he move it aside, after all? Why not let it
stay there? What was the use of knowing? If the thing
was true, it was terrible. If it was not true, why trou-
ble about it? But what if, by some fate or deadlier
chance, eyes other than his spied behind, and saw the
horrible change? What should he do if Basil Hall-
ward came and asked to look at his own picture? Bas-
il would be sure to do that. No; 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 looked upon the mask of his shame.
Then he drew the screen aside, and saw himself face to
face. It was perfectly true. The portrait had altered.

As he often remembered afterwards, and always
with no small wonder, he found himself at first gazing
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terest. That such a change should have taken place
was incredible to him. And yet it was a fact. Was there
some subtle affinity between the chemical atoms, that
shaped themselves into form and colour on the can-
vas, and the soul that was within him? Could it be
that what that soul thought, they realised? — that
what it dreamed, they made true? Or was there some
other, more terrible reason? He shuddered, and felt
afraid, and, going back to the couch, lay there, gaz-
ing at the picture in sickened horror.

One thing, however, he felt that it had done for
him. It had made him conscious how unjust, how
cruel, he had been to Sibyl Vane. It was not too late
to make reparation for that. She could still be his wife.
His unreal and selfish love would yield to some high-
er influence, would be transformed into some nobler
passion, and the portrait that Basil Hallward had
painted of him would be a guide to him through life,
would be to him what holiness is to some, and con-
science to others, and the fear of God to us all. There
were opiates for remorse, drugs that could lull the
moral sense to sleep. But here was a visible symbol of
the degradation of sin. Here was an ever- present sign
of the ruin men brought upon their souls.

Three o’clock struck, and four, and the half-hour
rang its double chime, but Dorian Gray did not stir.
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and to weave them into a pattern; to find his way
through the sanguine labyrinth of passion through
which he was wandering. He did not know what to
do, or what to think. Finally, he went over to the table,
and wrote a passionate letter to the girl he had loved,
imploring her forgiveness, and accusing himself of
madness. He covered page after page with wild words
of sorrow, and wilder words of pain. There is a luxury in
self-reproach. When we blame ourselves we feel that no
one else has a right to blame us. It is the confession, not
the priest, that gives us absolution. When Dorian had
finished the letter, he felt that he had been forgiven.

Suddenly there came a knock to the door, and he
heard Lord Henry’s voice outside. “My dear boy, I must
see you. Let me in at once. I can’t bear your shutting
yourself up like this.”

He made no answer at first, but remained quite
still. The knocking still continued, and grew louder.
Yes, it was better to let Lord Henry in, and to explain
to him the new life he was going to lead, to quarrel
with him if it became necessary to quarrel, to part if
parting was inevitable. He jumped up, drew the screen
hastily across the picture, and unlocked the door.

“I am so sorry for it all, Dorian,” said Lord Henry,
as he entered. “But you must not think too much
about it.”
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“Yes, of course,” answered Lord Henry, sinking
into a chair, and slowly pulling off his yellow gloves.
“ It is dreadful, from one point of view, but it was not
your fault. Tell me, did you go behind and see her,
after the play was over?”

“Yes.”
“I felt sure you had. Did you make a scene with

her?”
“I was brutal, Harry — perfectly brutal. But it is

all right now. I am not sorry for anything that has
happened. It has taught me to know myself better.”

“Ah, Dorian, I am so glad you take it in that way!
I was afraid I would find you plunged in remorse1,
and tearing that nice curly hair of yours.”

“I have got through all that,” said Dorian, shak-
ing his head, and smiling. “I am perfectly happy now.
I know what conscience is, to begin with. It is not
what you told me it was. It is the divinest thing in us.
Don’t sneer at it, Harry, any more — at least not be-
fore me. I want to be good. I can’t bear the idea of my
soul being hideous.”

“A very charming artistic basis for ethics, Dorian!
I congratulate you on it. But how are you going to
begin?”

1 plunged in remorse — ìó÷èìûé óãðûçåíèÿìè ñîâåñòè
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“Marrying Sibyl Vane!” cried Lord Henry, stand-

ing up, and looking at him in perplexed amazement.
“But, my dear Dorian —”

“Yes, Harry, I know what you are going to say.
Something dreadful about marriage. Don’t say it.
Don’t ever say things of that kind to me again. Two
days ago I asked Sibyl to marry me. I am not going to
break my word to her. She is to be my wife!”

“Your wife! Dorian! ... Didn’t you get my letter?
I wrote to you this morning, and sent the note down,
by my own man.”

“Your letter? Oh, yes, I remember. I have not read
it yet, Harry. I was afraid there might be something
in it that I wouldn’t like. You cut life 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 them tightly. “Dorian,” he said, “my
letter — don’t be frightened — was to tell you that
Sibyl Vane is dead.”

A cry of pain broke from the lad’s lips, and he
leaped to his feet, tearing his hands away from Lord
Henry’s grasp. “Dead! Sibyl dead! It is not true! It is a
horrible lie! How dare you say it?”
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ly. “It is in all the morning papers. I wrote down to
you to ask you not to see anyone till I came. There
will have to be an inquest, of course, and you must
not be mixed up in it1. Things like that make a man
fashionable in Paris. But in London people are so prej-
udiced. Here, one should never make one’s début with
a scandal. One should reserve that to give an interest
to one’s old age. I suppose they don’t know your name
at the theatre? If they don’t, it is all right. Did any one
see you going round to her room? That is an impor-
tant point.”

Dorian did not answer for a few moments. He
was dazed with horror. Finally he stammered in a sti-
fled voice, “Harry, did you say an inquest? What did
you mean by that? Did Sibyl …? Oh, Harry, I can’t
bear it! But be quick. Tell me everything at once.”

“I have no doubt it was not an accident, Dorian,
though it must be put in that way to the public. It
seems that as she was leaving the theatre with her
mother, about half-past twelve or so, she said she had
forgotten something upstairs. They waited some time
for her, but she did not come down again. They ul-
timately found her lying dead on the floor of her

1 you must not be mixed up in it — âû íå äîëæíû áûòü
â ýòîì çàìåøàíû
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take, some dreadful thing they use at theatres. I don’t
know what it was, but it had either prussic acid or
white lead1 in it. I should fancy it was prussic acid, as
she seems to have died instantaneously.”

“Harry, Harry, it is terrible!” cried the lad.
“Yes; it is very tragic, of course, but you must not

get yourself mixed up in it. I see by The Standard2

that she was seventeen. I should have thought she
was almost younger than that.3 She looked such a
child, and seemed to know so little about acting.
Dorian, you mustn’t let this thing get on your nerves.
You must come and dine with me, and afterwards we
will look in at the Opera. It is a Patti4 night, and eve-
rybody will be there. You can come to my sister’s box.
She has got some smart women with her.”

“So I have murdered Sibyl Vane,” said Dorian
Gray, half to himself — “murdered her as surely as if
I had cut her little throat with a knife. Yet the roses
are not less lovely for all that. The birds sing just as

1 prussic acid — ñèíèëüíàÿ êèñëîòà; white lead — ñâèí-
öîâûå áåëèëà

2 The Standard — «Ñòýíäàðä», àíãëèéñêàÿ ãàçåòà
3 I should have thought she was almost younger than that. —
À íà âèä åé ìîæíî áûëî áû äàòü åùå ìåíüøå.

4 Patti — Àäåëèíà Ïàòòè (1843–1919), èçâåñòíàÿ èòàëüÿí-
ñêàÿ îïåðíàÿ ïåâèöà
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you, and then go on to the Opera, and sup some-
where, I suppose, afterwards. How extraordinarily
dramatic life is! If I had read all this in a book, Harry,
I think I would have wept over it. Somehow, now
that it has happened actually, and to me, it seems far
too wonderful for tears. Here is the first passionate
love-letter I have ever written in my life. Strange, that
my first passionate love-letter should have been ad-
dressed to a dead girl. Can they feel, I wonder, those
white silent people we call the dead? Sibyl! Can she
feel, or know, or listen? Oh, Harry, how I loved her
once! It seems years ago to me now. She was every-
thing to me. Then came that dreadful night — was it
really only last night? — when she played so badly,
and my heart almost broke. She explained it all to
me. It was terribly pathetic. But I was not moved a
bit. I thought her shallow. Suddenly something hap-
pened that made me afraid. I can’t tell you what it
was, but it was terrible. I said I would go back to her.
I felt I had done wrong. And now she is dead. My
God! My God! Harry, what shall I do? You don’t know
the danger I am in, and there is nothing to keep me
straight. She would have done that for me. She had
no right to kill herself. It was selfish of her.”

“My dear Dorian,” answered Lord Henry, taking
a cigarette from his case, and producing a gold-latten
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man is by boring him so completely that he loses all
possible interest in life. If you had married this girl
you would have been wretched. Of course, you would
have treated her kindly. One can always be kind to
people about whom one cares nothing. But she would
have soon found out that you were absolutely indif-
ferent to her. And when a woman finds that out about
her husband, she either becomes dreadfully dowdy,
or wears very smart bonnets that some other wom-
an’s husband has to pay for. I say nothing about the
social mistake, which would have been abject, which,
of course, I would not have allowed, but I assure you
that in 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 horribly pale.
“But I thought it was my duty. It is not my fault that
this terrible tragedy has prevented my doing what was
right. I remember your saying once that there is a
fatality about good resolutions — that they are al-
ways made too late. Mine certainly were.”

“Good resolutions1 are useless attempts to in-
terfere with scientific laws. Their origin is pure vani-
ty. Their result is absolutely nil. They give us, now

1 Good resolutions — áëàãèå íàìåðåíèÿ
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that have a certain charm for the weak. That is all
that can be said for them. They are simply cheques
that men draw on a bank where they have no ac-
count.1”

“Harry,” cried Dorian Gray, coming over and sit-
ting down beside him, “why is it that I cannot feel
this tragedy as much as I want to? I don’t think I am
heartless. Do you?”

“You have done too many foolish things during
the last fortnight to be entitled to give yourself that
name, Dorian,” answered Lord Henry, with his sweet,
melancholy smile.

The lad frowned. “I don’t like that explanation,
Harry,” he rejoined, “but I am glad you don’t think
I am heartless. I am nothing of the kind. I know I am
not. And yet I must admit that this thing that has
happened does not affect me as it should. It seems to
me to be simply like a wonderful ending to a won-
derful play. It has all the terrible beauty of a Greek
tragedy, a tragedy in which I took a great part, but by
which I have not been wounded.”

“It is an interesting question,” said Lord Henry,
who found an exquisite pleasure in playing on the
1 They are simply cheques that men draw on a bank where
they have no account. — Ýòî êàê âûïèñûâàòü ÷åêè íà
áàíê, ãäå ó òåáÿ íåò òåêóùåãî ñ÷åòà.
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ing question. I fancy that the true explanation is this.
It often happens that the real tragedies of life occur in
such an inartistic manner that they hurt us by their
crude violence, their absolute incoherence, their ab-
surd want of meaning, their entire lack of style. They
affect us just as vulgarity affects us. They give us an
impression of sheer brute force, and we revolt against
that. Sometimes, however, a tragedy that possesses
artistic elements of beauty crosses our lives. If these
elements of beauty are real, the whole thing simply
appeals to our sense of dramatic effect. Suddenly we
find that we are no longer the actors, but the specta-
tors of the play. Or rather we are both. We watch
ourselves, and the mere wonder of the spectacle en-
thralls us. In the present case, what is it that has really
happened? Someone has killed herself for love of you.
I wish that I had ever had such an experience. It would
have made me in love with love for the rest of my life.
The people who have adored me — there have not
been very many, but there have been some — have
always insisted on living on, long after I had ceased
to care for them, or they to care for me. They have
become stout and tedious, and when I meet them
they go in at once for reminiscences. That awful mem-
ory of woman! What a fearful thing it is. And what
an utter intellectual stagnation it reveals! One should



171

T
H

E
 P

IC
T

U
R

E
 O

F
 D

O
R

IA
N

 G
R

A
Yabsorb the colour of life, but one should never re-

member its details. Details are always vulgar.”
“I must sow poppies1 in my garden,” sighed Do-

rian.
“There is no necessity,” rejoined his companion.

“Life has always poppies in her hands. Of course, now
and then things linger. I once wore nothing but vio-
lets all through one season, as a form of artistic mourn-
ing for a romance that would not die. Ultimately, how-
ever, it did die. I forget what killed it. I think it was her
proposing to sacrifice the whole world for me. That is
always a dreadful moment. It fills one with the terror
of eternity. Well — would you believe it? — a week
ago, at Lady Hampshire’s, I found myself seated at din-
ner next the lady in question2, and she insisted on go-
ing over the whole thing again, and digging up the
past, and raking up the future. I had buried my ro-
mance in a bed of asphodel3. She dragged it out again,
and assured me that I had spoiled her life. I am bound
to state that she ate an enormous dinner, so I did not
feel any anxiety. But what a lack of taste she showed!
The one charm of the past is that it is the past. But
women never know when the curtain has fallen. They

1 poppies — ìàêè, ñèìâîë çàáâåíèÿ, ñíà, ñìåðòè
2 lady in question — äàìà, î êîòîðîé èäåò ðå÷ü
3 asphodel — àñôîäåëü, ðàñòåíèå ñåìåéñòâà ëèëåéíûõ, â
äðåâíåãðå÷åñêîé ìèôîëîãèè öâåòîê ìåðòâûõ
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the play is entirely over they propose to continue it.
If they were allowed their own way, every comedy
would have a tragic ending, and every tragedy would
culminate in a farce. They are charmingly artificial,
but they have no sense of art. You are more fortunate
than I am. I assure you, Dorian, that not one of the
women I have known would have done for me what
Sibyl Vane did for you. Ordinary women always con-
sole themselves. Some of them do it by going in for
sentimental colours. Never trust a woman who wears
mauve, whatever her age may be, or a woman over
thirty-five who is fond of pink ribbons. It always
means that they have a history. Others find a great
consolation in suddenly discovering the good quali-
ties of their husbands. They flaunt their conjugal fe-
licity in one’s face, as if it were the most fascinating of
sins. Religion consoles some. Its mysteries have all
the charm of a flirtation, a woman once told me; and
I can quite understand it. Besides, nothing makes one
so vain as being told that one is a sinner. Conscience
makes egotists of us all. Yes; there is really no end to
the consolations that women find in modern life. In-
deed, I have not mentioned the most important one.”

“What is that, Harry?” said the lad, listlessly.
“Oh, the obvious consolation. Taking some one

else’s admirer when one loses one’s own. In good society
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how different Sibyl Vane must have been from all the
women one meets! There is something to me quite
beautiful about her death. I am glad I am living in a
century when such wonders happen. They make one
believe in the reality of the things we all play with,
such as romance, passion, and love.”

“I was terribly cruel to her. You forget that.”
“I am afraid that woman appreciate cruelty, down-

right cruelty, more than anything else. They have won-
derfully primitive instincts. We have emancipated
them, but they remain slaves looking for their mas-
ters, all the same. They love being dominated. I am
sure you were splendid. I have never seen you really
and absolutely angry, but I can fancy how delightful
you looked. And, after all, you said something to
me the day before yesterday that seemed to me at
the time to be merely fanciful, but that I see now
was absolutely true, and it holds the key to every-
thing.”

“What was that, Harry?”
“You said to me that Sibyl Vane represented to

you all the heroines of romance — that she was Desde-
mona one night, and Ophelia the other; that if she
died as Juliet, she came to life as Imogen.”

“She will never come to life again now,” muttered
the lad, burying his face in his hands.
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last part. But you must think of that lonely death in
the tawdry dressing-room simply as a strange lurid frag-
ment from some Jacobean tragedy1, as a wonderful
scene from Webster, or Ford, or Cyril Tourneur2. The
girl never really lived, and so she has never really died.
To you at least, she was always a dream, a phantom
that flitted through Shakespeare’s plays and left them
lovelier for its presence, a reed through which Shake-
speare’s music sounded richer and more full of joy. The
moment she touched actual life, she marred it, and it
marred her, and so she passed away. Mourn for Ophe-
lia, if you like. Put ashes on your head because Corde-
lia was strangled. Cry out against Heaven because the
daughter of Brabantio3 died. But don’t waste your tears
over Sibyl Vane. She was less real than they are.”

There was a silence. The evening darkened in the
room. Noiselessly, and with silver feet, the shadows
crept in from the garden. The colours faded wearily
out of things.

1 Jacobean tragedy — òðàãåäèè, íàïèñàííûå â ïåðèîä
öàðñòâîâàíèÿ àíãëèéñêîãî êîðîëÿ ßêîâà I (James I,
1603–1625), îò ëàòèíñêîãî íàïèñàíèÿ åãî èìåíè — Jacobus

2 Webster, Ford, Cyril Tourneur — Äæîí Âåáñòåð, Äæîí
Ôîðä, Ñèðèë Òåðíåð, àíãëèéñêèå äðàìàòóðãè, ìëàäøèå
ñîâðåìåííèêè Øåêñïèðà

3 daughter of Brabantio — èìååòñÿ â âèäó Äåçäåìîíà
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have explained me to myself, Harry,” he murmured,
with something of a sigh of relief. “I felt all that you
have said, but somehow I was afraid of it, and I could
not express it to myself. How well you know me! But
we will not talk again of what has happened. It has
been a marvellous experience. That is all. I wonder if
life has still in store for me anything as marvellous.”

“Life has everything in store for you, Dorian.
There is nothing that you, with your extraordinary
good looks, will not be able to do.”

“But suppose, Harry, I became haggard, and old,
and wrinkled? What then?”

“Ah, then,” said Lord Henry, rising to go — “then,
my dear Dorian, you would have to fight for your
victories. As it is, they are brought to you. No, you
must keep your good looks. We live in an age that
reads too much to be wise, and that thinks too much
to be beautiful. We cannot spare you. And now you
had better dress, and drive down to the club. We are
rather late, as it is.”

“I think I shall join you at the Opera, Harry. I feel
too tired to eat anything. What is the number of your
sister’s box?”

“Twenty-seven, I believe. It is on the grand tier.
You will see her name on the door. But I am sorry
you won’t come and dine.”
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I am awfully obliged to you for all that you have said
to me. You are certainly my best friend. No one has
ever understood me as you have.”

“We are only at the beginning of our friendship,
Dorian,” answered Lord Henry, shaking him by the
hand. “Good-bye. I shall see you before nine-thirty,
I hope. Remember, Patti is singing.”

As he closed the door behind him, Dorian Gray
touched the bell, and in a few minutes Victor ap-
peared with the lamps and drew the blinds down.

He waited impatiently for him to go. The man
seemed to take an interminable time over everything.

As soon 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 himself. It was con-
scious of the events of life as they occurred. The vi-
cious cruelty that marred the fine lines of the mouth
had, no doubt, appeared at the very moment that the
girl had drunk the poison, whatever it was. Or was it
indifferent to results? Did it merely take cognizance
of what passed within the soul? He wondered, and
hoped that some day he would see the change taking
place before his very eyes, shuddering as he hoped it.

Poor Sibyl! What a romance it had all been! She
had often mimicked death on the stage. Then Death
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How had she played that dreadful last scene? Had
she cursed him, as she died? No; she had died for love
of him, and love would always be a sacrament to him
now. She had atoned for everything, by the sacrifice
she had made of her life. He would not think any
more of what she had made him go through, on that
horrible night at the theatre. When he thought of
her, it would be as a wonderful tragic figure sent on
to the world’s stage to show the supreme reality of
Love. A wonderful tragic figure? Tears came to his
eyes as he remembered her child-like look, and win-
some fanciful ways, and shy tremulous grace. He
brushed them away hastily, and looked again at the
picture.

He felt that the time had really come for making
his choice. Or had his choice already been made?
Yes, life had decided that for him — life, and his
own infinite curiosity about life. Eternal youth, in-
finite passion, pleasures subtle and secret, wild joys
and wilder sins — he was to have all these things.
The portrait was to bear the burden of his shame:
that was all.

A feeling of pain crept over him, as he thought of
the desecration that 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
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ing he had sat before the portrait, wondering at its
beauty, almost enamoured of it, as it seemed to him
at times. Was it to alter now with every mood to which
he yielded? Was it to become a monstrous and loath-
some thing, to be hidden away in a locked room, to
be shut out from the sunlight that had so often
touched to brighter gold the waving wonder of its
hair? The pity of it! 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 to a
prayer; perhaps in answer to a prayer it might re-
main unchanged. And, yet, who, that knew anything
about Life, would surrender the chance of remain-
ing always young, however fantastic that chance
might be, or with what fateful consequences it might
be fraught?1 Besides, was it really under his control?
Had it indeed been prayer that had produced the

1 And, yet, who, that knew anything about Life, would
surrender the chance of remaining always young, however
fantastic that chance might be, or with what fateful
consequences it might be fraught? — È âñå æå êòî, õîòü
íåìíîãî ïîçíàâøèé Æèçíü, óïóñòèë áû øàíñ îñòà-
âàòüñÿ âå÷íî ìîëîäûì, êàêèì áû ôàíòàñòè÷åñêèì íè
áûë ýòîò øàíñ è êàêèìè áû ïîñëåäñòâèÿìè îí íè
ãðîçèë?
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tific reason for it all? If thought could exercise its
influence upon a living organism, might not thought
exercise an influence upon dead and inorganic
things? Nay1, without thought or conscious desire,
might not things external to ourselves vibrate in
unison with our moods and passions, atom calling
to atom in secret love of strange affinity? But the
reason was of no importance. He would never again
tempt by a prayer any terrible power. If the picture
was to alter, it was to alter. That was all. Why in-
quire too closely into it?

For there would be a real pleasure in watching
it. He would be able to follow his mind into its se-
cret places. This portrait would be to him the most
magical of mirrors. As it had revealed to him his
own body, so it would reveal to him his own soul.
And when winter came upon it, he would still be
standing where spring trembles on the verge of sum-
mer. When the blood crept from its face, and left
behind a pallid mask of chalk with leaden eyes, he
would keep the glamour of boyhood. Not one blos-
som of his loveliness would ever fade. Not one pulse
of his life would ever weaken. Like the gods of the
Greeks, he would be strong, and fleet, and joyous.

1 Nay — áîëåå òîãî
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image on the canvas? He would be safe. That was
everything.

He drew the screen back into its 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 chair.
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As he was sitting at breakfast next morning, Basil
Hallward was shown into the room.

“I am so glad I have found you, Dorian,” he said,
gravely. “I called last night, and they told me you were
at the Opera. Of course I knew that was impossible.
But I wish you had left word where you had really
gone to. I passed a dreadful evening, half afraid that
one tragedy might be followed by another. I think
you might have telegraphed for me when you heard
of it first. I read of it quite by chance in a late edition
of The Globe1 that I picked up at the club. I came
here at once, and was miserable at not finding you.
I can’t tell you how heart-broken I am about the whole
thing. I know what you must suffer. But where were
you? Did you go down and see the girl’s mother? For
a moment I thought of following you there. They
gave the address in the paper. Somewhere in the
Euston Road, isn’t it? But I was afraid of intruding
upon a sorrow that I could not lighten. Poor woman!

1 The Globe — «Ãëîáóñ», àíãëèéñêàÿ âå÷åðíÿÿ ãàçåòà
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What did she say about it all?”

“My dear Basil, how do I know?” murmured
Dorian Gray, sipping some pale-yellow wine from a
delicate gold-beaded bubble of Venetian glass, and
looking dreadfully bored. “I was at the Opera. You
should have come on there. I met Lady Gwendolen,
Harry’s sister, for the first time. We were in her box.
She is perfectly charming; and Patti sang divinely. Don’t
talk about horrid subjects. If one doesn’t talk about a
thing, it has never happened. It is simply expression, as
Harry says, that gives reality to things. I may mention
that she was not the woman’s only child. There is a
son, a charming fellow, I believe. But he is not on the
stage. He is a sailor, or something. And now, tell me
about yourself and what you are painting.”

“You went to the Opera?” said Hallward, speak-
ing very slowly, and with a strained touch of pain in
his voice. “You went to the Opera while Sibyl Vane
was lying dead in some sordid lodging? You can talk
to me of other women being charming, and of Patti
singing divinely, before the girl you loved has even
the quiet of a grave to sleep in? Why, man, there are
horrors in store for that little white body of hers!”

“Stop, Basil! I won’t hear it!” cried Dorian, leap-
ing to his feet. “You must not tell me about things.
What is done is done. What is past is past.”
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“What has the actual lapse of time got to do with
it? It is only shallow people who require years to get
rid of an emotion. A man who is master of himself
can end a sorrow as easily as he can invent a pleas-
ure. I don’t want to be at the mercy of my emotions.
I want to use them, to enjoy them, and to dominate
them.”

“Dorian, this is horrible! Something has changed
you completely. You look exactly the same wonderful
boy who, day after day, used to come down to my
studio to sit for his picture. But you were simple, nat-
ural, and affectionate then. You were the most un-
spoiled creature in the whole world. Now, I don’t know
what has come over you. You talk as if you had no
heart, no pity in you. It is all Harry’s influence. I see
that.”

The lad flushed up, and, going to the window,
looked out for a few moments on the green, flicker-
ing, sun-lashed garden. “I owe a great deal to Harry,
Basil,” he said, at last — “more than I owe to you.
You only taught me to be vain.”

“Well, I am punished for that, Dorian — or shall
be some day.”

“I don’t know what you mean, Basil,” he ex-
claimed, turning round. “I don’t know what you want.
What do you want?”
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the artist, sadly.

“Basil,” said the lad, going over to him, and
putting his hand on his shoulder, “you have come
too late. Yesterday when I heard that Sibyl Vane had
killed herself — ”

“Killed herself! Good heavens! Is there no doubt
about that?” cried Hallward, looking up at him with
an expression of horror.

“My dear Basil! Surely you don’t think it was a
vulgar accident? Of course she killed herself.”

The elder man buried his face in his hands. “How
fearful,” he muttered, and a shudder ran through him.

“No,” said Dorian Gray, “there is nothing fearful
about it. It is one of the great romantic tragedies of the
age. As a rule, people who act lead the most common-
place lives. They are good husbands, or faithful wives,
or something tedious. You know what I mean — mid-
dle-class virtue, and all that kind of thing. How differ-
ent Sibyl was! She lived her finest tragedy. She was al-
ways a heroine. The last night she played — the night
you saw her — she acted badly because she had known
the reality of love. When she knew its unreality, she
died, as Juliet might have died. She passed again into

1 I want the Dorian Gray I used to paint. — Ìíå íóæåí
òîò Äîðèàí Ãðåé, êîòîðîãî ÿ ðèñîâàë.
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about her. Her death has all the pathetic uselessness of
martyrdom, all its wasted beauty. But, as I was saying,
you must not think I have not suffered. If you had
come in yesterday at a particular moment — about
half-past five, perhaps, or a quarter to six — you would
have found me in tears. Even Harry, who was here, who
brought me the news, in fact, had no idea what I was
going through. I suffered immensely. Then it passed
away. I cannot repeat an emotion. No one can, except
sentimentalists. And you are awfully unjust, Basil. You
come down here to console me. That is charming of
you. You find me consoled, and you are furious. How
like a sympathetic person! You remind me of a story
Harry told me about a certain philanthropist who spent
twenty years of his life in trying to get some grievance
redressed, or some unjust law altered — I forget exact-
ly what it was. Finally he succeeded, and nothing could
exceed his disappointment. He had absolutely noth-
ing to do, almost died of ennui, and became a con-
firmed misanthrope. And besides, my dear old Basil, if
you really want to console me, teach me rather to for-
get what has happened, or to see it from the proper
artistic point of view. Was it not Gautier1 who used to

1 Gautier — Òåîôèëü Ãîòüå (1811–1872), ôðàíöóçñêèé ïè-
ñàòåëü-ðîìàíòèê
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ing up a little vellum-covered book in your studio
one day and chancing on that delightful phrase. Well,
I am not like that young man you told me of when
we were down at Marlow together, the young man
who used to say that yellow satin could console one
for all the miseries of life. I love beautiful things that
one can touch and handle. Old brocades, green bronz-
es, lacquer-work, carved ivories, exquisite surround-
ings, luxury, pomp, there is much to be got from all
these. But the artistic temperament that they create,
or at any rate reveal, is still more to me. To become
the spectator of one’s own life, as Harry says, is to
escape the suffering of life. I know you are surprised
at my talking to you like this. You have not realised
how I have developed. I was a schoolboy when you
knew me. I am a man now. I have new passions, new
thoughts, new ideas. I am different, but you must
not like me less. I am changed, but you must always
be my friend. Of course I am very fond of Harry. But
I know that you are better than he is. You are not
stronger — you are too much afraid of life — but
you are better. And how happy we used to be together!
Don’t leave me, Basil, and don’t quarrel with me. I am
what I am. There is nothing more to be said.”

1 la consolation des arts — (ôð.) óòåøåíèå â èñêóññòâå
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finitely dear to him, and his personality had been the
great turning-point in his art. He could not bear the
idea of reproaching him any more. After all, his in-
difference was probably merely a mood that would
pass away. There was so much in him that was good,
so much in him that was noble.

“Well, Dorian,” he said, at length, with a sad
smile, “I won’t speak to you again about this horri-
ble thing, after to-day. I only trust your name won’t
be mentioned in connection with it. The inquest is
to take place this afternoon. Have they summoned
you?”

Dorian shook his head and a look of annoyance
passed over his face at the mention of the word ‘in-
quest.’ There was something so crude and vulgar about
everything of the kind. “They don’t know my name,”
he answered.

“But surely she did?”
“Only my Christian name, and that I am quite

sure she never mentioned to anyone. She told me once
that they were all rather curious to learn who I 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, Basil. I should like to have some-
thing more of her than the memory of a few kisses
and some broken pathetic words.”
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please you. But you must come and sit to me yourself
again. I can’t get on without you.”

“I can never sit to you again, Basil. It is impossi-
ble!” he exclaimed, starting back.

The painter stared at him. “My dear boy, what
nonsense!” he cried. “Do you mean to say you don’t
like what I did of you? Where is it? Why have you
pulled the screen in front of it! Let me look at it. It is
the best thing I have ever done. Do take the screen
away, Dorian. It is simply disgraceful of your servant
hiding my work like that. I felt the room looked dif-
ferent as I came in.”

“My servant has nothing to do with it, Basil. You
don’t imagine I let him arrange my room for me? He
settles my flowers for me sometimes — that is all.
No, I did it myself. The light was too strong on the
portrait.”

“Too strong! Surely not, my dear fellow? It is an
admirable place for it. Let me see it.” And Hallward
walked towards the corner of the room.

A cry of terror broke from Dorian Gray’s lips, and
he rushed between the painter and the screen. “Bas-
il,” he said, looking very pale, “you must not look at
it. I don’t wish you to.1”

1 I don’t wish you to. — ß íå õî÷ó, ÷òîáû âû ýòî äåëàëè.
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Why shouldn’t I look at it?” exclaimed Hallward,
laughing.

“If you try to look at it, Basil, on my word of
honour I will never speak to you again as long as I live.
I am quite serious. I don’t offer any explanation, and
you are not to ask for any. But, remember, if you touch
this screen, everything is over between us.”

Hallward was thunderstruck. He looked at Dori-
an Gray in absolute amazement. He had never seen
him like this before. The lad was actually pallid with
rage. His hands were clenched, and the pupils of his
eyes were like disks of blue fire. He was trembling all
over.

“Dorian!”
“Don’t speak!”
“But what is the matter? Of course I won’t look at

it if you don’t want me to,” he said, rather coldly,
turning on his heel, and going over towards the win-
dow. “But, really, it seems rather absurd that I shouldn’t
see my own work, especially as I am going to exhibit
it in Paris in the autumn. I shall probably have to
give it another coat of varnish before that, so I must
see it some day, and why not to-day?”

“To exhibit it! You want to exhibit it?” exclaimed
Dorian Gray, a strange sense of terror creeping over
him. Was the world going to be shown his secret?



190

O
S

C
A

R
 W

IL
D

E Were people to gape at the mystery of his life? That was
impossible. Something — he did not know what —
had to be done at once.

“Yes; I don’t suppose you will object to that.
George Petit is going to collect all my best pictures
for a special exhibition in the Rue de Sèze, which will
open the first week in October. The portrait will only
be away a month. I should think you could easily
spare it for that time. In fact, you are sure to be out of
town. And if you keep it always behind a screen, you
can’t care much about it.”

Dorian Gray passed his hand over his forehead.
There were beads of perspiration there. He felt that
he was on the brink of a horrible danger1. “You told
me a month ago that you would never exhibit it,” he
cried. “Why have you changed your mind? You peo-
ple who go in for being consistent have just as many
moods as others have. The only difference is that your
moods are rather meaningless. You can’t have forgot-
ten that you assured me most solemnly that nothing
in the world would induce you to send it to any exhi-
bition. You told Harry exactly the same thing.” He
stopped suddenly, and a gleam of light came into his
eyes. He remembered that Lord Henry had said to

1 on the brink of a horrible danger — íà âîëîñîê îò
ãèáåëè
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to have a strange quarter of an hour, get Basil to tell
you why he won’t exhibit your picture. He told me
why he wouldn’t, and it was a revelation to me.” Yes,
perhaps Basil, too, had his secret. He would ask him
and try.

“Basil,” he said, coming over quite close, and look-
ing him straight in the face, “we have each of us a
secret. Let me know yours and I shall tell you mine.
What was your reason for refusing to exhibit my pic-
ture?”

The painter shuddered in spite of himself. “Dori-
an, if I told you, you might like me less than you do,
and you would certainly laugh at me. I could not bear
you doing either of those two things. If you wish
me never to look at your picture again, I am content.
I have always you to look at. If you wish the best
work I have ever done to be hidden from the world.
I am satisfied. Your friendship is dearer to me than
any frame or reputation.”

“No, Basil, you must tell me,” insisted Dorian
Gray. “I think I have a right to know.” His feeling of
terror had passed away, and curiosity had taken its
place. He was determined to find out Basil Hallward’s
mystery.

“Let us sit down, Dorian,” said the painter, look-
ing troubled. “Let us sit down. And just answer me
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thing curious? — something that probably at first
did not strike you, but that revealed itself to you
suddenly?”

“Basil!” cried the lad, clutching the arms of his
chair with trembling hands, and gazing at him with
wild, startled eyes.

“I see you did. Don’t speak. Wait till you hear
what I have to say. Dorian, from the moment I met
you, your personality had the most extraordinary in-
fluence over me. I was dominated, soul, brain, and
power by you. You became to me the visible incarna-
tion of that unseen ideal whose memory haunts us
artists like an exquisite dream. I worshipped you. I
grew jealous of every one to whom you spoke. I want-
ed to have you all to myself. I was only happy when I
was with you. When you were away from me you
were still present in my art. ... Of course I never let
you know anything about this. It would have been
impossible. You would not have understood it. I hardly
understood it myself. I only knew that I had seen
perfection face to face, and that the world had be-
come wonderful to my eyes — too wonderful, per-
haps, for in such mad worships there is peril, the per-
il of losing them, no less than the peril of keeping
them. Weeks and weeks went on, and I grew more
and more absorbed in you. Then came a new devel-
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and as Adonis with huntsman’s cloak and polished
boar-spear. Crowned with heavy lotus-blossoms you
had sat on the prow of Adrian’s barge, gazing across
the green turbid Nile. You had leant over the still pool
of some Greek woodland, and seen in the water’s si-
lent silver the marvel of your own face. And it had all
been what art should be, unconscious, ideal, and re-
mote. One day, a fatal day I sometimes think, I de-
termined to paint a wonderful portrait of you as you
actually are, not in the costume of dead ages, but in
your own dress and in your own time. Whether it
was the Realism of the method, or the mere wonder
of your own personality, thus directly presented to
me without mist or veil, I cannot tell. But I know
that as I worked at it, every flake and film of colour
seemed to me to reveal my secret. I grew afraid that
others would know of my idolatry. I felt, Dorian, that
I had told too much, that I had put too much of
myself into it. Then it was that I resolved never to
allow the picture to be exhibited. You were a little
annoyed; but then you did not realise all that it meant
to me. Harry, to whom I talked about it, laughed at
me. But I did not mind that. When the picture was

1 Paris — Ïàðèñ, ñûí òðîÿíñêîãî öàðÿ Ïðèàìà, îòëè-
÷àâøèéñÿ íåîáûêíîâåííîé êðàñîòîé
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... Well, after a few days the thing left my studio, and
as soon as I had got rid of the intolerable fascination
of its presence it seemed to me that I had been fool-
ish in imagining that I had seen anything in it, more
than that you were extremely good-looking, and that I
could paint. Even now I cannot help feeling that it is
a mistake to think that the passion one feels in crea-
tion is ever really shown in the work one creates. Art
is always more abstract than we fancy. Form and col-
our tell us of form and colour — that is all. It often
seems to me that art conceals the artist far more com-
pletely than it ever reveals him. And so when I got
this offer from Paris I determined to make your por-
trait the principal thing in my exhibition. It never
occurred to me that you would refuse. I see now
that you were right. The picture cannot be shown.
You must not be angry with me, Dorian, for what I
have told you. As I said to Harry, once, you are made
to be worshipped.”

Dorian Gray drew a long breath. The colour came
back to his cheeks, and a smile played about his lips.
The peril was over. He was safe for the time. Yet he
could not help feeling infinite pity for the painter
who had just made this strange confession to him,
and wondered if he himself would ever be so domi-
nated by the personality of a friend. Lord Henry had
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He was too clever and too cynical to be really fond of.
Would there ever be someone who would fill him
with a strange idolatry? Was that one of the things
that life had in store?

“It is extraordinary to me, Dorian,” said Hallward,
“that you should have seen this in the portrait. Did
you really see it?”

“I saw something in it,” he answered, “something
that seemed to me very curious.”

“Well, you don’t mind my looking at the thing
now?”

Dorian shook his head. “You must not ask me
that, Basil. I could not possibly let you stand in front
of that picture.”

“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 I have done
that is good, I owe to you. Ah! you don’t know what
it cost me to tell you all that I have told you.”

“My dear Basil,” said Dorian, “what have you told
me? Simply that you felt 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 I have made it, something seems
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put one’s worship into words.”

“It was a very disappointing confession.”
“Why, what did you expect, Dorian? You didn’t

see anything else in the picture, did you? There was
nothing else to see?”

“No; there was nothing else to see. Why do you ask?
But you mustn’t talk about worship. It is foolish. You
and I are friends, Basil, and we must always remain so.”

“You have got Harry,” said the painter, sadly.
“Oh, Harry!” cried the lad, with a ripple of laugh-

ter. “Harry spends his days in saying what is incredi-
ble, and his evenings in doing what is improbable. Just
the sort of life I would like to lead. But still I don’t
think I would go to Harry if I were in trouble. I would
sooner go to you, Basil.”

“You will sit to me again?”
“Impossible!”
“You spoil my life as an artist by refusing, Dori-

an. No man came across two ideal things. Few come
across one.”

“I can’t explain it to you, Basil, but I must never
sit to you again. There is something fatal about a por-
trait. It has a life of its own. I will come and have tea
with you. That will be just as pleasant.”

“Pleasanter for you, I am afraid,” murmured
Hallward, regretfully. “And now good-bye. I am sorry
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that can’t be helped. I quite understand what you
feel about it.”

As he left the room, Dorian Gray smiled to him-
self. Poor Basil! How little he knew of the true rea-
son! And how strange it was that, instead of having
been forced to reveal his own secret, he had succeed-
ed, almost by chance, in wresting a secret from his
friend! How much that strange confession explained
to him! The painter’s absurd fits of jealousy, his wild
devotion, his extravagant panegyrics, his curious ret-
icences — he understood them all now, and he felt
sorry. There seemed to him to be something tragic in
a friendship so coloured by romance.

He sighed, and touched the bell. The portrait must
be hidden away at all costs. He could not run such a
risk of discovery again. It had been mad of him to
have allowed the thing to remain, even for an hour,
in a room to which any of his friends had access.
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When his servant entered, he looked at him
steadfastly, and wondered if he had thought of peer-
ing behind the screen. The man was quite impas-
sive, and waited for his orders. Dorian lit a ciga-
rette, and walked over to the glass and glanced into
it. He could see the reflection of Victor’s face per-
fectly. It was like a placid mask of servility. There
was nothing to be afraid of, there. Yet he thought it
best to be on his guard.

Speaking very slowly, he told him to tell the house-
keeper that he wanted to see her, and then to go to
the frame-maker and ask him to send two of his men
round at once. It seemed to him that as the man left
the room his eyes wandered in the direction of the
screen. Or was that merely his own fancy?

After a few moments, in her black silk dress, with
old-fashioned thread mittens on her wrinkled hands,
Mrs. Leaf bustled into the library. He asked her for
the key of the schoolroom.

“The old schoolroom, Mr. Dorian?” she ex-
claimed. “Why, it is full of dust. I must get it arranged,
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you to see, sir. It is not, indeed.”
“I don’t want it put straight, Leaf. I only want the

key.”
“Well, sir, you’ll be covered with cobwebs if you

go into it. Why, it hasn’t been opened for nearly five
years, not since his lordship died.”

He winced at the mention of his grandfather. He
had hateful memories of him. “That does not mat-
ter,” he answered. “I simply want to see the place —
that is all. Give me the key.”

“And here is the key, sir,” said the old lady, going
over the contents of her bunch with tremulously un-
certain hands. “Here is the key. I’ll have it off the
bunch in a moment. But you don’t think of living 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 garru-
lous over some detail 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 pock-
et, and looked round the room. His eye fell on a large
purple satin coverlet heavily embroidered with gold,
a splendid piece of late seventeenth-century Venetian
work that his grandfather had found in a convent near
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thing in. It had perhaps served often as a pall for the
dead. Now it was to hide something that had a cor-
ruption of its own, worse than the corruption of death
itself — something that would breed horrors and yet
would never die. What the worm was to the corpse,
his sins would be to the painted image on the canvas.
They would mar its beauty, and eat away its grace.
They would defile it, and make it shameful. And yet
the thing would still live on. It would be always alive.

He shuddered, and for a moment he regretted that
he had not told Basil the true reason why he had
wished to hide the picture away. Basil would have
helped him to resist Lord Henry’s influence, and the
still more poisonous influences that came from his
own temperament. The love that he bore him — for
it was really love — had nothing in it that was not
noble and intellectual. It was not that mere physical
admiration of beauty that is born of the senses, and
that dies when the senses tire. It was such love as
Michael Angelo had known, and Montaigne, and
Winckelmann1, and Shakespeare himself. Yes, Basil
could have saved him. But it was too late now. The

1 Michael Angelo — ñì. ñíîñêó 2 íà ñòð. 65; Montaigne —
Ìèøåëü äå Ìîíòåíü (1533–1592), ôðàíöóçñêèé ôèëîñîô;
Winckelmann — Èîãàíí Èîàõèì Âèíêåëüìàí (1717–1768),
íåìåöêèé àðõåîëîã è èñòîðèê àíòè÷íîãî èñêóññòâà
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forgetfulness could do that. But the future was inev-
itable. There were passions in him that would find
their terrible outlet, dreams that would make the shad-
ow of their evil real.

He took up from the couch the great purple-and-
gold texture that covered it, and, holding it in his
hands, passed behind the screen. Was the face on the
canvas viler than before? It seemed to him that it was
unchanged; and yet his loathing of it was intensified.
Gold hair, blue eyes, and rose-red lips — they all were
there. It was simply the expression that had altered.
That was horrible in its cruelty. Compared to what
he saw in it of censure or rebuke, how shallow Basil’s
reproaches about Sibyl Vane had been! — how shal-
low, and of what little account! His own soul was look-
ing out at him from the canvas and calling him to judg-
ment. A look of pain came across him, and he flung
the rich pall over the picture. As he did so, a knock
came to the door. He passed out as his servant entered.

“The persons are here, Monsieur.”
He felt that the man must be got rid of at once.1

He must not be allowed to know where the picture
was being taken to. There was something sly about
1 He felt that the man must be got rid of at once. — Îí
ïîäóìàë, ÷òî îò ëàêåÿ íàäî èçáàâèòüñÿ êàê ìîæíî
ñêîðåå.
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down at the writing-table he scribbled a note to Lord
Henry, asking him to send him round something to
read, and reminding him that they were to meet at
eight-fifteen that evening.

“Wait for an answer,” he said, handing it to him,
“and show the men in here.”

In two or three minutes there was another knock,
and Mr. Hubbard himself, the celebrated frame-maker
of South Audley Street, came in with a somewhat
rough-looking young assistant. Mr. Hubbard was a
florid, red-whiskered little man, whose admiration for
art was considerably tempered by the inveterate im-
pecuniosity of most of the artists who dealt with him.
As a rule, he never left his shop. 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 I do for you, Mr. Gray?” he said, rub-
bing his fat freckled hands. “I thought I would do
myself the honour of coming round in person. I have
just got a beauty of a frame, sir. Picked it up at a sale.
Old Florentine. Came from Fonthill, I believe. Ad-
mirably suited for a religious subject, Mr. Gray.”

“I am so sorry you have given yourself the trouble
of coming round, Mr. Hubbard. I shall certainly drop
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at present for religious art — but to-day I only want
a picture carried to the top of the house for me. It is
rather heavy, so I thought I would ask you to lend me
a couple of your men.”

“No trouble at all, Mr. Gray. I am delighted to be
of any service to you. Which is the work of art, sir?”

“This,” replied Dorian, moving the screen back.
“Can you move it, covering and all, just as it is? I don’t
want it to get scratched going upstairs.”

“There will be no difficulty, sir,” said the genial
frame-maker, beginning, with the aid of his assistant,
to unhook the picture from the long brass chains by
which it was suspended. “And, now, where shall we
carry it to, Mr. Gray?”

“I will show you the way, Mr. Hubbard, if you
will kindly follow me. Or perhaps you had better go
in front. I am afraid it is right at the top of the house.
We will go up by the front staircase, as it is wider.”

He held the door open for them, and they passed
out into the hall and began the ascent. The elaborate
character of the frame had made the picture extreme-
ly bulky, and now and then, in spite of the obsequi-
ous protests of Mr. Hubbard, who had the true trades-
man’s spirited dislike of seeing a gentleman doing
anything useful, Dorian put his hand to it so to help
them.
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tle man, when they reached the top landing. And he
wiped his shiny forehead.

“I am afraid it is rather heavy,” murmured Dori-
an, as he unlocked the door that opened into the room
that was to keep for him the curious secret of his life
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 he was a child, and then as a study
when he grew somewhat older. It was a large, well-
proportioned room, which had been specially built
by the last Lord Kelso, for the use of the little grand-
son whom, for his strange likeness to his mother, and
also for other reasons, he had always hated and de-
sired to keep at a distance. It appeared to Dorian to
have but little changed. There was the huge Italian
cassone1, with its fantastically-painted panels and its
tarnished gilt mouldings2, in which he had so often
hidden himself as a boy. There was the satinwood
bookcase filled with his dog-eared school-books. On
the wall behind it was hanging the same ragged Flem-
ish tapestry, where a faded king and queen were play-

1 cassone — (èòàë.) áîëüøîé ñóíäóê ñ êðûøêîé íà ïåò-
ëÿõ, îáû÷íî óêðàøåííûé ðîñïèñüþ èëè ðåçüáîé

2 tarnished gilt mouldings — ïîòóñêíåâøèå ïîçîëî÷åííûå
óêðàøåíèÿ
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rode by, carrying hooded birds on their gauntleted
wrists. How well he remembered it all! Every mo-
ment of his lonely childhood came back to him as he
looked round. He recalled the stainless purity of his
boyish life, and it seemed horrible to him that it was
here the fatal portrait was to be hidden away. How
little he had thought, in those dead days, of all that
was in store for him!

But there was no other place in the house so se-
cure from prying eyes as this. He had the key, and no
one else could enter it. Beneath its purple pall, the
face painted on the canvas could grow bestial, sod-
den, and unclean. What did it matter? No one could
see it. He himself would not see it. Why should he
watch the hideous corruption of his soul? He kept
his youth — that was enough. And, besides, might
not his nature grow finer, after all? There was no rea-
son that the future should be so full of shame. Some
love might come across his life, and purify him, and
shield him from those sins that seemed to be already
stirring in spirit and in flesh — those curious unpic-
tured sins whose very mystery lent them their subtle-
ty and their charm. Perhaps, some day, the cruel look
would have passed away from the scarlet sensitive
mouth, and he might show to the world Basil Hall-
ward’s masterpiece.
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by week, the thing upon the canvas was growing old.
It might escape the hideousness of sin, but the hide-
ousness of age was in store for it. The cheeks would
become hollow or flaccid. Yellow crow’s-feet1 would
creep round the fading eyes and make them horrible.
The hair would lose its brightness, the mouth would
gape or droop, would be foolish or gross, as the
mouths of old men are. There would be the wrinkled
throat, the cold, blue-veined hands, the twisted body,
that he remembered in the grandfather who had been
so stern to him in his boyhood. The picture had to be
concealed. There was no help for it.

“Bring it in, Mr. Hubbard, please,” he said, weari-
ly, turning round. “I am sorry I kept you so long. I was
thinking of something else.”

“Always glad to have a rest, Mr. Gray,” answered
the frame-maker, who was still gasping for breath.
“Where shall we put it, sir?”

“Oh, anywhere. Here: this will do. I don’t want
to have it hung up. Just lean it against the wall.
Thanks.”

“Might one look at the work of art, sir?”
Dorian started. “It would not interest you, Mr.

Hubbard,” he said, keeping his eye on the man. He

1 crow’s-feet — «ãóñèíûå ëàïêè», ìîðùèíêè âîêðóã ãëàç
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ground if he dared to lift the gorgeous hanging that
concealed the secret of his life. “I shan’t trouble you
any more now. I am much obliged for your kindness
in coming round.”

“Not at all, not at all, Mr. Gray. Ever ready to do
anything for you, sir.” And Mr. Hubbard tramped
downstairs, followed by the assistant, who glanced back
at Dorian with a look of shy wonder in his rough, un-
comely face. He had never seen any one so marvellous.

When the sound of their footsteps had died away,
Dorian locked the door, and put the key in his pock-
et. He felt safe now. No one would ever look upon
the horrible thing. No eye but his would ever see his
shame.

On reaching the library he found that it was just
after five o’clock, and that the tea had been already
brought up. On a little table of dark perfumed wood
thickly encrusted with nacre1, a present from Lady
Radley, his guardian’s wife, a pretty professional
invalid, who had spent the preceding winter in Cai-
ro, was lying a note from Lord Henry, and beside it
was a book bound in yellow paper, the cover slightly
torn and the edges soiled. A copy of the third edition
1 On a little table of dark perfumed wood thickly encrusted
with nacre — Íà ñòîëèêå òåìíîãî äóøèñòîãî äåðåâà,
áîãàòî èíêðóñòèðîâàííîì ïåðëàìóòðîì
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tea-tray. It was evident that Victor had returned. He
wondered, if he had met the men in the hall as they
were leaving the house, and had wormed out of them
what they had been doing. He would be sure to miss
the picture — had no doubt missed it already, while
he had been laying the tea things. The screen had not
been set back, and a blank space was visible on the
wall. Perhaps some night he might find him creeping
upstairs and trying to force the door of the room. It
was a horrible thing to have a spy in one’s house. He
had heard of rich men who had been blackmailed all
their lives by some servant who had read a letter, or
overheard a conversation, or picked up a card with an
address, or found beneath a pillow a withered flower
or a shred of crumpled lace.

He sighed, and, having poured himself out some
tea, opened Lord Henry’s note. It was simply to say
that he sent him round the evening paper, and a book
that might interest him, and that he would be at the
club at eight-fifteen. He opened The St. James’s lan-
guidly, and looked through it. A red pencil-mark on
the fifth page caught his eye. It drew attention to the
following paragraph: —

“INQUEST ON AN ACTRESS. — An inquest
was held this morning at the Bell Tavern, Hoxton
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body of Sibyl Vane, a young actress recently engaged
at the Royal Theatre, Holborn. A verdict of death by
misadventure was returned.1 Considerable sympathy
was expressed for the mother of the deceased, who
was greatly affected during the giving of her own ev-
idence, and that of Dr. Birrell, who had made the
post-mortem examination2 of the deceased.”

He frowned, and, tearing the paper in two, went
across the room and flung the pieces away. How ugly
it all was! And how horribly real ugliness made things!
He felt a little 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 Eng-
lish for that.

Perhaps he had read it, and had begun to sus-
pect something. And, yet, what did it matter? What
had Dorian Gray to do with Sibyl Vane’s death?
There was nothing to fear. Dorian Gray had not
killed her.

His eye fell on the yellow book that Lord Henry
had sent him. What was it, he wondered. He went
1 A verdict of death by misadventure was returned. —
Óñòàíîâëåíà ñìåðòü îò íåñ÷àñòíîãî ñëó÷àÿ.

2 post-mortem examination — âñêðûòèå, àóòîïñèÿ
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that had always looked to him like the work of some
strange Egyptian bees that wrought in silver, and
taking up the volume, flung himself into an arm-
chair, and began to turn over the leaves. After a
few minutes he became absorbed. It was the strang-
est book that he had ever read. It seemed to him
that in exqusite raiment, and to the delicate sound
of flutes, the sins of the world were passing in dumb
show before him. Things that he had dimly
dreamed of were suddenly made real to him. Things
of which he had never dreamed were gradually re-
vealed.

It was a novel without a plot, and with only one
character, being, indeed, simply a psychological study
of a certain young Parisian, who spent his life trying
to realise in the nineteenth century all the passions
and modes of thought that belonged to every centu-
ry except his own, and to sum up, as it were, in him-
self the various moods through which the world-spirit
had ever passed, loving for their mere artificiality those
renunciations that men have unwisely called virtue,
as much as those natural rebellions that wise men still
call sin. The style in which it was written was that
curious jewelled style, vivid and obscure at once, full
of argot and of archaisms, of technical expressions
and of elaborate paraphrases, that characterises the
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of Symbolistes. There were in it metaphors as mon-
strous as orchids, and as subtle in colour. The life of
the senses was described in the terms of mystical phi-
losophy. One hardly knew at times whether one was
reading the spiritual ecstasies of some mediæval saint
or the morbid confessions of a modern sinner. It was
a poisonous book. The heavy odour of incense seemed
to cling about its pages and to trouble the brain. The
mere cadence of the sentences, the subtle monotony
of their music, so full as it was of complex refrains
and movements elaborately repeated, produced in
the mind of the lad, as he passed from chapter to
chapter, a form of reverie, a malady of dreaming,
that made him unconscious of the falling day and
creeping shadows.

Cloudless, and pierced by one solitary star, a cop-
per-green sky gleamed through the windows. He read
on by its wan light till he could read no more. Then,
after his valet had reminded him several times of the
lateness of the hour, he got up, and, going into the
next room, placed the book on the little Florentine
table that always stood at his bedside, and began to
dress for dinner.

It was almost nine o’clock before he reached the
club, where he found Lord Henry sitting alone, in
the morning-room, looking very much bored.
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entirely your fault. That book you sent me so fasci-
nated me that I forgot how the time was going.”

“Yes: I thought you would like it,” replied his host,
rising from his chair.

“I didn’t say I liked it, Harry. I said it fascinated
me. There is a great difference.”

“Ah, you have discovered that?” murmured Lord
Henry. And they passed into the dining-room.
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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 sought to free him-
self from it. He procured from Paris no less than nine
large paper copies of the first edition, and had them
bound in different colours, so that they might suit
his various moods and the changing fancies of a na-
ture over which he seemed, at times, to have almost
entirely lost control. The hero, the wonderful young
Parisian, in whom the romantic and the scientific tem-
peraments were so strangely blended, became to him
a kind of pre-figuring type of himself. And, indeed,
the whole book seemed to him to contain the story
of his own life, written before he had lived it.

In one point he was more fortunate than the nov-
el’s fantastic hero. He never knew — never, indeed,
had any cause to know — that somewhat grotesque
dread of mirrors, and polished metal surfaces, and
still water, which came upon the young Parisian so
early in his life, and was occasioned by the sudden
decay of a beauty that had once, apparently, been so
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perhaps in nearly every joy, as certainly in every pleas-
ure, cruelty has its place — that he used to read the
latter part of the book, with its really tragic, if some-
what over-emphasised, account of the sorrow and
despair of one who had himself lost what in others,
and in the world, he had most dearly valued.

For the wonderful beauty that had so fascinated
Basil Hallward, and many others besides him, seemed
never to leave him. Even those who had heard the
most evil things against him, and from time to time
strange rumours about his mode of life crept through
London and became the chatter of the clubs, could
not believe anything to his dishonour when they saw
him. He had always the look of one who had kept
himself unspotted from the world. Men who talked
grossly1 became silent when Dorian Gray entered the
room. There was something in the purity of his face
that rebuked them. His mere presence seemed to re-
call to them the memory of the innocence that they
had tarnished. They wondered how one so charming
and graceful as he was could have escaped the stain of
an age that was at once sordid and sensual.

Often, on returning home from one of those mys-
terious and prolonged absences that gave rise to such

1 talked grossly — ãîâîðèëè íåïðèñòîéíîñòè
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or thought that they were so, he himself would creep
upstairs to the locked room, open the door with the
key that never left him now, and stand, with a mirror,
in front of the portrait that Basil Hallward had paint-
ed of him, looking now at the evil and ageing face on
the canvas, and now at the fair young face that laughed
back at him from the polished glass. The very sharp-
ness of the contrast used to quicken his sense of pleas-
ure. He grew more and more enamoured of his own
beauty, more and more interested in the corruption
of his own soul. He would examine with minute care,
and sometimes with a monstrous and terrible delight,
the hideous lines that seared the wrinkling forehead,
or crawled around the heavy sensual mouth, wonder-
ing sometimes which were the more horrible, the signs
of sin or the signs of age. He would place his white
hands beside the coarse bloated hands of the picture,
and smile. He mocked the misshapen body and the
failing limbs.1

There were moments, indeed, at night, when, ly-
ing sleepless in his own delicately-scented chamber,
or in the sordid room of the little ill-famed tavern
near the Docks, which, under an assumed name, and
1 He mocked the misshapen body and the failing limbs. —
Îí èçäåâàëñÿ íàä ýòèì îáåçîáðàæåííûì òåëîì, íàä ýòè-
ìè ñëàáåþùèìè ðóêàìè.
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think of the ruin he had brought upon his soul, with
a pity that was all the more poignant because it was
purely selfish. But moments such as these were rare.
That curiosity about life which Lord Henry had first
stirred in him, as they sat together in the garden of
their friend, seemed to increase with gratification. The
more he knew, the more he desired to know. He had
mad hungers that grew more ravenous as he fed them.

Yet he was not really reckless, at any rate in his
relations to society. Once or twice every month dur-
ing the winter, and on each Wednesday evening while
the season lasted, he would throw open to the world
his beautiful house and have the most celebrated
musicians of the day to charm his guests with the
wonders of their art. His little dinners, in the settling
of which Lord Henry always assisted him, were not-
ed as much for the careful selection and placing of
those invited, as for the exquisite taste shown in the
decoration of the table, with its subtle symphonic ar-
rangements of exotic flowers, and embroidered cloths,
and antique plate of gold and silver. Indeed, there
were many, especially among the very young men,
who saw, or fancied that they saw, in Dorian Gray,

1 under an assumed name, and in disguise — ïîä âû-
ìûøëåííûì èìåíåì è ïåðåîäåòûé
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dreamed in Eton or Oxford days, a type that was to
combine something of the real culture of the scholar
with all the grace and distinction and perfect manner
of a citizen of the world. To them he seemed to be of
the company of those whom Dante describes as hav-
ing sought to ‘make themselves perfect by the wor-
ship of beauty.’ Like Gautier, he was one for whom
‘the visible world existed.’

And, certainly, to him Life itself was the first, the
greatest, of the arts, and for it all the other arts seemed
to be but a preparation. Fashion, by which what is
really fantastic becomes for a moment universal, and
Dandyism, which, in its own way, is an attempt to
assert the absolute modernity of beauty, had, of course,
their fascination for him. His mode of dressing, and
the particular styles that from time to time he affect-
ed, had their marked influence on the young exqui-
sites of the Mayfair balls and Pall Mall1 club win-
dows, who copied him in everything that he did, and
tried to reproduce the accidental charm of his grace-
ful, though to him only half-serious, fopperies.

For, while he was but too ready to accept the po-
sition that was almost immediately offered to him on

1 Pall Mall — Ïýëë-Ìýëë, óëèöà â Ëîíäîíå, ãäå íàõîäè-
ëàñü áîë́üøàÿ ÷àñòü àðèñòîêðàòè÷åñêèõ êëóáîâ
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ure in the thought that he might really become to the
London of his own day what to imperial Neronian
Rome the author of the Satyricon1 once had been, yet
in his inmost heart he desired to be something more
than a mere arbiter elegantiarum, to be consulted on
the wearing of a jewel, or the knotting of a necktie, or
the conduct of a cane. He sought to elaborate some
new scheme of life that would have its reasoned phi-
losophy and its ordered principles, and find in the
spiritualising of the senses its highest realisation.

The worship of the senses has often, and with much
justice, been decried, men feeling a natural instinct of
terror about passions and sensations that seem strong-
er than themselves, and that they are conscious of shar-
ing with the less highly organised forms of existence.
But it appeared to Dorian Gray that the true nature of
the senses had never been understood, and that they
had remained savage and animal merely because the
world had sought to starve them into submission or to
kill them by pain, instead of aiming at making them
elements of a new spirituality, of which a fine instinct

1 Neronian Rome — Ðèì ýïîõè Èìïåðàòîðà Íåðîíà (37–68);
the author of the Satyricon — àâòîðîì «Ñàòèðèêîíà» ñ÷è-
òàåòñÿ Ãàé Ïåòðîíèé (óì. 66), êîòîðîãî ðèìñêèé èñòî-
ðèê Òàöèò íàçûâàë arbiter elegantiarum — «àðáèòð èçÿ-
ùåñòâà»
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looked back upon man moving through History, he
was haunted by a feeling of loss. So much had been
surrendered! And to such little purpose! There had been
mad wilful rejections, monstrous forms of self-torture
and self-denial, whose origin was fear, and whose re-
sult was a degradation infinitely more terrible than that
fancied degradation from which, in their ignorance,
they had sought to escape. Nature, in her wonderful
irony, driving out the anchorite to feed with the wild
animals of the desert and giving to the hermit the beasts
of the field as his companions.

Yes: there was to be, as Lord Henry had prophe-
sied, a new Hedonism that was to recreate life, and to
save it from that harsh, uncomely puritanism that is
having, in our own day, its curious revival. It was to
have its service of the intellect, certainly; yet, it was
never to accept any theory or system that would in-
volve the sacrifice of any mode of passionate experi-
ence. Its aim, indeed, was to be experience itself, and
not the fruits of experience, sweet or bitter as they might
be. Of the asceticism that deadens the senses, as of the
vulgar profligacy that dulls them, it was to know noth-
ing. But it was to teach man to concentrate himself
upon the moments of a life that is itself but a moment.

There are few of us who have not sometimes wak-
ened before dawn, either after one of those dreamless
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one of those nights of horror and misshapen joy, when
through the chambers of the brain sweep phantoms
more terrible than reality itself, and instinct with that
vivid life that lurks in all grotesques, and that lends
to Gothic art its enduring vitality, this art being, one
might fancy, especially the art of those whose minds
have been troubled with the malady of reverie. Grad-
ually white fingers creep through the curtains, and
they appear to tremble. In black fantastic shapes,
dumb shadows crawl into the corners of the room,
and crouch there. Outside, there is the stirring of birds
among the leaves, or the sound of men going forth to
their work, or the sigh and sob of the wind coming
down from the hills, and wandering round the silent
house, as though it feared to wake the sleepers, and
yet must needs call forth sleep from her purple cave.
Veil after veil of thin dusky gauze is lifted, and by
degrees the forms and colours of things are restored
to them, and we watch the dawn remaking the world
in its antique pattern. The wan mirrors get back their
mimic life. The flameless tapers stand where we had
left them, and beside them lies the half- cut book
that we had been studying, or the wired flower that
we had worn at the ball, or the letter that we had
been afraid to read, or that we had read too often.
Nothing seems to us changed. Out of the unreal shad-
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known. We have to resume it where we had left off,
and there steals over us a terrible sense of the necessi-
ty for the continuance of energy in the same weari-
some round of stereotyped habits, or a wild longing,
it may be, that our eyelids might open some morning
upon a world that had been refashioned anew in the
darkness for our pleasure, a world in which things
would have fresh shapes and colours, and be changed,
or have other secrets, a world in which the past would
have little or no place, or survive, at any rate, in no
conscious form of obligation or regret, the remem-
brance even of joy having its bitterness, and the mem-
ories of pleasure their pain.

It was the creation of such worlds as these that
seemed to Dorian Gray to be the true object, or amongst
the true objects, of life; and in his search for sensations
that would be at once new and delightful, and possess
that element of strangeness that is so essential to ro-
mance, he would often adopt certain modes of thought
that he knew to be really alien to his nature, abandon
himself to their subtle influences, and then, having, as
it were, caught their colour and satisfied his intellectu-
al curiosity, leave them with that curious indifference
that is not incompatible with a real ardour of temper-
ament, and that indeed, according to certain modern
psychologists, is often a condition of it.
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to join the Roman Catholic communion; and cer-
tainly the Roman ritual had always a great attraction
for him. The daily sacrifice, more awful really than
all the sacrifices of the antique world, stirred him as
much by its superb rejection of the evidence of the
senses as by the primitive simplicity of its elements
and the eternal pathos of the human tragedy that it
sought to symbolise. He loved to kneel down on the
cold marble pavement, and watch the priest, in his
stiff flowered vestment, slowly and with white hands
moving aside the veil of the tabernacle, or raising aloft
the jewelled lantern-shaped monstrance with that
pallid wafer that at times, one would fain think, is in-
deed the ‘panis cælestis’, the bread of angels, or, robed
in the garments of the Passion of Christ, breaking the
Host into the chalice, and smiting his breast for his sins.1

1 Äîðèàí ëþáèë ïðåêëîíÿòü êîëåíà íà õîëîäíîì ìðà-
ìîðå öåðêîâíûõ ïëèò è ñìîòðåòü, êàê ñâÿùåííèê â
òÿæåëîì ðàñøèòîì îáëà÷åíèè áëåäíûìè ðóêàìè ìåä-
ëåííî ñíèìàåò ïîêðîâ ñ äàðîõðàíèòåëüíèöû èëè âîç-
íîñèò ñâåðêàþùóþ äðàãîöåííûìè êàìíÿìè äàðîíî-
ñèöó, ïîõîæóþ íà ñòåêëÿííûé ôîíàðü ñ áëåäíîé îá-
ëàòêîé âíóòðè, — è òîãäà åìó õîòåëîñü âåðèòü, ÷òî
ýòî è â ñàìîì äåëå “panis caelestis”, ìàííà íåáåñíàÿ,
èëè êàê îáëà÷åííûé â îäåÿíèÿ ñòðàñòåé ãîñïîäíèõ
ñâÿùåííèê ïðåëîìëÿåò ãîñòèþ íàä ÷àøåé è áüåò ñåáÿ
â ãðóäü, ñîêðóøàÿñü î ãðåõàõ ñâîèõ.
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and scarlet, tossed into the air like great gilt flowers,
had their subtle fascination for him. As he passed out,
he used to look with wonder at the black confession-
als, and long to sit in the dim shadow of one of them
and listen to men and women whispering through
the worn grating the true story of their lives.

But he never fell into the error of arresting his
intellectual development by any formal acceptance
of creed or system, or of mistaking, for a house in
which to live, an inn that is but suitable for the so-
journ of a night, or for a few hours of a night in which
there are no stars and the moon is in travail. Mysti-
cism, with its marvellous power of making common
things strange to us, and the subtle antinomianism
that always seems to accompany it, moved him for a
season; and for a season he inclined to the materialis-
tic doctrines of the Darwinismus2 movement in Ger-
many, and found a curious pleasure in tracing the
thoughts and passions of men to some pearly cell in
the brain, or some white nerve in the body, delight-
ing in the conception of the absolute dependence of
the spirit on certain physical conditions, morbid or
healthy, normal or diseased. Yet, as has been said of

1 censer — (öåðê.) êàäèëî
2 Darwinismus (íåì.) = Darwinism
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any importance compared with life itself. He felt keen-
ly conscious of how barren all intellectual specula-
tion is when separated from action and experiment.
He knew that the senses, no less than the soul, have
their spiritual mysteries to reveal.

And so he would now study perfumes, and the
secrets of their manufacture, distilling heavily-scent-
ed oils, and burning odorous gums from the East. He
saw that there was no mood of the mind that had not
its counterpart in the sensuous life, and set himself to
discover their true relation, wondering what there was
in frankincense that made one mystical, and in am-
bergris that stirred one’s passions, and in violets that
woke the memory of dead romances, and in musk
that troubled the brain, and in champak that stained
the imagination; and seeking often to elaborate a real
psychology of perfumes, and to estimate the several
influences of sweet-smelling roots, and scented pollen-
laden flowers, or aromatic balms, and of dark and fra-
grant woods, of spikenard that sickens, of hovenia1

1 frankincense, ambergris, violets, musk, champak, spikenard,
hovenia — íàçâàíèÿ àðîìàòè÷åñêèõ âåùåñòâ è ðàñòå-
íèé, ïðèìåíÿåìûõ â ïàðôþìåðèè: frankincense —
ëàäàí, ambergris — ñåðàÿ àìáðà, violets — ôèàëêè,
musk — ìóñêóñ, champak — ÷àìïàê, spikenard —
íàðä, hovenia — õîâåíèÿ
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able to expel melancholy from the soul.
At another time he devoted himself entirely to

music, and in a long latticed room, with a vermilion-
and-gold ceiling and walls of olive-green lacquer, he
used to give curious concerts, in which mad gypsies
tore wild music from little zithers, or grave yellow-
shawled Tunisians plucked at the strained strings of
monstrous lutes, while grinning negroes beat monot-
onously upon copper drums, and, crouching upon
scarlet mats, slim turbaned Indians blew through long
pipes of reed or brass, and charmed, or feigned to
charm, great hooded snakes and horrible horned
adders. The harsh intervals and shrill discords of bar-
baric music stirred him at times when Schubert’s grace,
and Chopin’s beautiful sorrows, and the mighty har-
monies of Beethoven himself, fell unheeded on his
ear. He collected together from all parts of the world
the strangest instruments that could be found, either
in the tombs of dead nations or among the few sav-
age tribes that have survived contact with Western
civilisations, and loved to touch and try them. He
had the mysterious juruparis of the Rio Negro Indi-
ans, that women are not allowed to look at, and that
even youths may not see till they have been subjected
to fasting and scourging, and the earthen jars of the
Peruvians that have the shrill cries of birds, and flutes
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Chili, and the sonorous green jaspers that are found
near Cuzco2 and give forth a note of singular sweet-
ness. He had painted gourds filled with pebbles that
rattled when they were shaken; the long clarin of the
Mexicans, into which the performer does not blow,
but through which he inhales the air; the harsh ture of
the Amazon tribes, that is sounded by the sentinels who
sit all day long in high trees, and can be heard, it is said,
at a distance of three leagues; the teponazili, that has
two vibrating tongues of wood, and is beaten with sticks
that are smeared with an elastic gum obtained from the
milky juice of plants; the yotl-bells of the Aztecs, that
are hung in clusters like grapes; and a huge cylindri-
cal drum, covered with the skins of great serpents,
like the one that Bernal Diaz3 saw when he went with
Cortes4 into the Mexican temple, and of whose dole-
ful sound he has left us so vivid a description. The

1 Alfonso de Ovalle — Àëüôîíñî äå Îâàëëå (1601–1651),
èñïàíñêèé èñòîðèê-èåçóèò

2 Cuzco — Êóñêî, ãîðîä â Ïåðó, äðåâíÿÿ ñòîëèöà èìïå-
ðèè èíêîâ

3 Bernal Diaz — Áåðíàëü Äèàç Äåëü Êàñòèëëüî (1492–1581),
èñïàíñêèé èñòîðèê, ó÷àñòâîâàâøèé â çàâîåâàíèè Ìåê-
ñèêè, àâòîð òðóäà «Ïîäëèííàÿ èñòîðèÿ çàâîåâàíèÿ
Íîâîé Èñïàíèè» (1532)

4 Cortes — Ôåðíàíäî Êîðòåñ (1485–1547), èñïàíñêèé çàâî-
åâàòåëü Ìåêñèêè
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him, and he felt a curious delight in the thought that
Art, like Nature, has her monsters, things of bestial
shape and with hideous voices. Yet, after some time,
he wearied of them, and would sit in his box at the
Opera, either alone or with Lord Henry, listening in
rapt pleasure to Tannhäuser1, and seeing in the prel-
ude to 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 Joyeuse2,
Admiral of France, in a dress covered with five hun-
dred and sixty pearls. This taste enthralled him for
years, and, indeed, may be said never to have left
him. He would often spend a whole day settling and
resettling in their cases the various stones that he
had collected, such as the olive-green chrysoberyl
that turns red by lamplight, the cymophane with its
wire-like line of silver, the pistachio-coloured peri-
dot, rose-pink and wine-yellow topazes, carbuncles
of fiery scarlet with tremulous four-rayed stars,
flame-red cinnamon-stones3, orange and violet spi-
nels, and amethysts with their alternate layers of ruby

1 �
������� — «Òàíãåéçåð» (1845), îïåðà Ð. Âàãíåðà
2 Anne de Joyeuse — Àíí äå Æóàåç (1561–1587), ôðàíöóç-
ñêèé àäìèðàë, ãåðöîã, ôàâîðèò Ãåíðèõà III

3 cinnamon-stone — ãåññîíèò (ðàçíîâèäíîñòü ãðàíàòà)
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stone, and the moonstone’s pearly whiteness, and
the broken rainbow of the milky opal. He procured
from Amsterdam three emeralds of extraordinary
size and richness of colour, and had a turquoise de
la vieille roche1 that was the envy of all the con-
noisseurs.

He discovered wonderful stories, also, about jew-
els. In Alphonso’s Clericalis Disciplina2 a serpent
was mentioned with eyes of real jacinth, and in the
romantic history of Alexander, the Conqueror of
Emathia3, was said to have found in the vale of Jor-
dan snakes ‘with collars of real emeralds growing in
their backs.’ There was a gem in the brain of the drag-
on, Philostratus4 told us, and ‘by the exhibition of
golden letters and a scarlet robe’ the monster could
1 turquoise de la vieille roche — (ôð.) íàèáîëåå öåííûé
âèä áèðþçû

2 Alphonso’s Clericalis Disciplina — «Íàñòàâëåíèå äëÿ êëè-
ðèêîâ», ñáîðíèê äèäàêòè÷åñêèõ ðàññêàçîâ, íàïèñàí-
íûõ Àëüôîíñî (ðîä. 1062), ïðèäâîðíûì âðà÷îì Àëü-
ôîíñà VI, êîðîëÿ Êàñòèëèè è Ëåîíà

3 Alexander, the Conqueror of Emathia — Àëåêñàíäð Âå-
ëèêèé, èëè Ìàêåäîíñêèé (356–323 äî í.ý.), Ýìàòèÿ —
äðåâíåå íàçâàíèå Ìàêåäîíèè

4 Philostratus — Ôèëîñòðàò, èìÿ ÷åòûðåõ ãðå÷åñêèõ ïè-
ñàòåëåé, ðàáîòàâøèõ â Ðèìå, âåðîÿòíåå âñåãî, çäåñü
èäåò ðå÷ü î Ôëàâèè Ôèëîñòðàòå Ñòàðøåì (îê. 170–
245)
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to the great alchemist, Pierre de Boniface1, the dia-
mond rendered a man invisible, and the agate of In-
dia made him eloquent. The cornelian appeased an-
ger, and the hyacinth provoked sleep, and the ame-
thyst drove away the fumes of wine. The garnet cast
out demons, and the hydropicus2 deprived the moon
of her colour. The selenite waxed and waned with the
moon, and the meloceus3, that discovers thieves, could
be affected only by the blood of kids. Leonardus
Camillus had seen a white stone taken from the brain
of a newly-killed toad, that was a certain antidote
against poison. The bezoar4, that was found in the
heart of the Arabian deer, was a charm that could
cure the plague. In the nests of Arabian birds was the
aspilates, that, according to Democritus5, kept the
wearer from any danger by fire.

The King of Ceilan6 rode through his city with
a large ruby in his hand, at the ceremony of his

1 Pierre de Boniface — ïî-âèäèìîìó, Ïüåð ä’Àïîíî (1257–
1335), èòàëüÿíñêèé âðà÷ è àëõèìèê

2 hydropicus — (ëàò.) ãèäðîôàí èëè îïàë
3 meloceus — (ëàò.) ìåëîöåé
4 bezoar — (ïåðñ.) êàìíè, èçâëåêàåìûå èç âíóòðåííîñ-
òåé æâà÷íûõ æèâîòíûõ, ñ÷èòàâøèåñÿ ïðîòèâîÿäèåì

5 Democritus — Äåìîêðèò (îê. 460–370 äî í.ý.), âåëèêèé
äðåâíåãðå÷åñêèé ôèëîñîô-ìàòåðèàëèñò

6 Ceilan = Ceylon
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were “made of sardius2, with the horn of the horned
snake inwrought, so that no man might bring poison
within.” Over the gable were ‘two golden apples, in
which were two carbuncles,’ so that the gold might
shine by day, and the carbuncles by night. In Lodge3’s
strange romance A Margarite of America it was stated
that in the chamber of the queen one could behold
“all the chaste ladies of the world, inchased out of
silver, looking through fair mirrors of chrysolites, car-
buncles, sapphires, and greene emeraults4.” Marco
Polo5 had seen the inhabitants of Zipangu6 place rose-
coloured pearls in the mouths of the dead. A sea-
monster had been enamoured of the pearl that the
diver brought to King Perozes7, and had slain the thief,
and mourned for seven moons over its loss. When
the Huns lured the king into the great pit, he flung it
1 John the Priest — ïðåñâèòåð Èîàíí, ëåãåíäàðíûé êî-
ðîëü ìîãóùåñòâåííîãî õðèñòèàíñêîãî ãîñóäàðñòâà â Àçèè,
ëåãåíäû î êîòîðîì áûëè î÷åíü ïîïóëÿðíû â ñðåäíåâå-
êîâîé Åâðîïå

2 sardius = sard — ñåðäîëèê
3 Lodge — Òîìàñ Ëîäæ (1558–1628), àíãëèéñêèé äðàìà-
òóðã, ðîìàíèñò è ïîýò

4 greene emeraults = green emeralds
5 Marco Polo — Ìàðêî Ïîëî (1254–1324), èòàëüÿíñêèé
ìîðåïëàâàòåëü è ïèñàòåëü

6 Zipangu = Japan
7 King Perozes — Ïåðîç (457–484), ïåðñèäñêèé öàðü
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found again, though the Emperor Anastasius2 offered
five hundred-weight of gold pieces for it. The King
of Malabar3 had shown to a certain Venetian a rosary
of three hundred and four pearls, one for every god
that he worshipped.

When the Duke de Valentinois, son of Alexan-
der VI4, visited Louis XII of France, his horse was
loaded with gold leaves, according to Brantôme5, and
his cap had double rows of rubies that threw out a
great light. Charles of England6 had ridden in stirrups
hung with four hundred and twenty-one diamonds.
Richard II had a coat, valued at thirty thousand
marks, which was covered with balas rubies. Hall7

described Henry VIII, on his way to the Tower pre-
vious to his coronation, as wearing “a jacket of raised
1 Procopius — Ïðîêîïèé Êåñàðèéñêèé (îê. 490–562), âè-
çàíòèéñêèé èñòîðèê

2 Emperor Anastasius — Àíàñòàñèé I (îê. 430–518), âèçàí-
òèéñêèé èìïåðàòîð

3 Malabar — Ìàëàáàð, ÷àñòü çàïàäíîãî ïîáåðåæüÿ Èíäèè
ê þãó îò Ãîà

4 Alexander VI — Àëåêñàíäð VI Áîðäæèà, ïàïà ðèìñêèé
(1492–1503)

5 ��
�� �� — Ïüåð Áðàíòîì (1540–1614), ôðàíöóçñêèé
ïèñàòåëü

6 Charles of England — ïî-âèäèìîìó, èìååòñÿ â âèäó
Êàðë I (1600–1649)

7 Hall — Ýäóàðä Õîëë (îê. 1498–1542), àíãëèéñêèé èñòîðèê
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other rich stones, and a great bauderike2 about his
neck of large balasses.” The favourites of James I wore
earrings of emeralds set in gold filigrane. Edward II
gave to Piers Gaveston3 a suit of red-gold armour stud-
ded with jacinths, a collar of gold roses set with tur-
quoise-stones, and a skull-cap parsemé4 with pearls.
Henry II5 wore jewelled gloves reaching to the elbow,
and had a hawk-glove sewn with twelve rubies and
fifty-two great orients. The ducal hat of Charles the
Rash6, the last Duke of Burgundy of his race, was
hung with pear-shaped pearls, and studded with sap-
phires.

How exquisite life had once been! How gorgeous
in its pomp and decoration! Even to read of the luxu-
ry of the dead was wonderful.

1 placard — (çä.) âèä êîðñàæà
2 bauderike — (óñò.) óêðàøåíèå, êîòîðîå íîñèëè íà øåå
êàê æåíùèíû, òàê è ìóæ÷èíû

3 Piers Gaveston — Ïüåð Ãàâåñòîí (óì. 1312), ôàâîðèò
êîðîëÿ Ýäóàðäà II

4 �
����! — (ôð.) óñûïàííûé
5 Richard II, Henry VIII, James I, Edward II, Henry II —
àíãëèéñêèå êîðîëè: Ðè÷àðä II (1357–1400), Ãåíðèõ VIII
(1491–1547), ßêîâ I (1566–1625), Ýäóàðä II (1284–1327), Ãåí-
ðèõ II (1133–1189)

6 Charles the Rash — Êàðë Ñìåëûé (1433–1477), ãåðöîã
Áóðãóíäñêèé
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to the tapestries that performed the office of frescoes
in the chill rooms of the Northern nations of Europe.
As he investigated the subject — and he always had
an extraordinary faculty of becoming absolutely ab-
sorbed for the moment in whatever he took up — he
was almost saddened by the reflection of the ruin that
Time brought on beautiful and wonderful things. He,
at any rate, had escaped that. Summer followed sum-
mer, and the yellow jonquils bloomed and died many
times, and nights of horror repeated the story of their
shame, but he was unchanged. No winter marred his
face or stained his flower-like bloom. How different
it was with material things! Where had they passed
to? Where was the great crocus-coloured robe, on
which the gods fought against the giants, that had
been worked by brown girls for the pleasure of Athe-
na? Where, the huge velarium1 that Nero2 had
stretched across the Colosseum3 at Rome, that Titan
sail of purple on which was represented the starry sky,
and Apollo driving a chariot drawn by white gilt- reined
steeds? He longed to see the curious table- napkins

1 velarium — âåëàðèóì, îãðîìíûå ïîëîòíà, êîòîðûìè
íàêðûâàëè ñâåðõó àìôèòåàòðû äëÿ çàùèòû çðèòåëåé
îò äîæäÿ

2 Nero — Íåðîí (37–68), ðèìñêèé èìïåðàòîð
3 Colosseum = Coliseum
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displayed all the dainties and viands that could be
wanted for a feast; the mortuary cloth of King Chilp-
eric2, with its three hundred golden bees; the fantas-
tic robes that excited the indignation of the Bishop of
Pontus3, and were figured with “lions, panthers, bears,
dogs, forests, rocks, hunters — all in fact, that a painter
can copy from nature;” and the coat that Charles of
Orleans4 once wore, on the sleeves of which were em-
broidered the verses of a song beginning “Madame,
je suis tout joyeux5,” the musical accompaniment of
the words being wrought in gold thread, and each
note, of square shape in those days, formed with four
pearls. He read of the room that was prepared at the
palace at Rheims for the use of Queen Joan of Bur-
gundy6, and was decorated with “Thirteen hundred
1 Priest of the Sun — Ãåëèîãàáàë (204–222), ñèðèéñêèé
æðåö áîãà ñîëíöà, â 14 ëåò ïðîâîçãëàøåííûé ðèìñêèì
èìïåðàòîðîì

2 King Chilperic — Õèëüïåðèõ, èìÿ äâóõ ôðàíêñêèõ êî-
ðîëåé äèíàñòèè Ìåðîâèíãîâ (561–284 è 715–720)

3 Bishop of Pontus — ïî-âèäèìîìó, èìååòñÿ â âèäó Ïîí-
òþñ äå Òèàð (1521–1605), ôðàíöóçñêèé ïîýò è åïèñêîï

4 Charles of Orleans — ãåðöîã Êàðë Îðëåàíñêèé (1394–
1465), ôðàíöóçñêèé ïîýò

5 Madame, je suis tout joyeux. — (ôð.) Ìàäàì, ÿ â ñîâåð-
øåííîì âîñòîðãå.

6 Joan of Burgundy — Èîàííà Áóðãóíäñêàÿ (óì. 1348),
æåíà ôðàíöóçñêîãî êîðîëÿ Ôèëèïïà VI (1293–1350)
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zoned with the king’s arms, and five hundred and six-
ty-one butterflies, whose wings were similarly orna-
mented with the arms of the queen, the whole worked
in gold.” Catherine de Médicis1 had a mourning-bed
made for her of black velvet powdered with crescents
and suns. Its curtains were of damask, with leafy
wreaths and garlands, figured upon a gold and silver
ground, and fringed along the edges with broideries
of pearls, and it stood in a room hung with rows of
the queen’s devices in cut black velvet upon cloth of
silver. Louis XIV2 had gold embroidered caryatides
fifteen feet high in his apartment. The state bed of
Sobieski, King of Poland3, was made of Smyrna gold
brocade embroidered in turquoises with verses from
the Koran. Its supports were of silver gilt, beautiful-
ly chased, and profusely set with enamelled and jew-
elled medallions. It had been taken from the Turk-
ish camp before Vienna, and the standard of Mo-
hammed had stood beneath the tremulous gilt of its
canopy.

1 "
�������	��	#!����� — Åêàòåðèíà Ìåäè÷è (1519–1589),
æåíà ôðàíöóçñêîãî êîðîëÿ Ãåíðèõà II, ïîñëå åãî ñìåð-
òè — ðåãåíòøà ïðè ñâîåì ìàëîëåòíåì ñûíå Êàðëå

2 Louis XIV — Ëþäîâèê XIV (1638–1715), êîðîëü Ôðàíöèè
3 Sobieski, King of Poland — ßí Ñîáåññêèé (1624–1696),
ïîëüñêèé ïîëêîâîäåö, â 1674 èçáðàí êîðîëåì Ïîëüøè
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the most exquisite specimens that he could find of
textile and embroidered work, getting the dainty Delhi
muslins, finely wrought with gold-thread palmates1,
and stitched over with iridescent beetles’ wings; the
Dacca gauzes, that from their transparency are known
in the East as ‘woven air,’ and ‘running water,’ and
‘evening dew;’ strange figured cloths from Java; elab-
orate yellow Chinese hangings; books bound in taw-
ny satins or fair blue silks, and wrought with fleurs de
lys2, birds, and images; veils of lacis3 worked in Hun-
gary point; Sicilian brocades, and stiff Spanish vel-
vets; Georgian work with its gilt coins, and Japanese
Foukousas4 with their green-toned golds and their
marvellously-plumaged birds.

He had a special passion, also, for ecclesiastical
vestments, as indeed he had for everything connect-
ed with the service of the Church. In the long cedar
chests that lined the west gallery of his house he had
stored away many rare and beautiful specimens of
what is really the raiment of the Bride of Christ5,
1 palmates — îðíàìåíò, âîñïðîèçâîäÿùèé ïÿòèäîëüíûå
ëèñòüÿ, ïîõîæèå íà ðàñêðûòóþ ëàäîíü

2 fleurs de lys — (ôð.) ëèëèÿ, ôðàíöóçñêèé êîðîëåâñêèé
ãåðá

3 lacis — (ôð.) ñåòêà, êðóæåâî
4 Japanese Foukousas — ÿïîíñêàÿ òêàíü, ðàñøèòàÿ øåëêîì
5 Bride of Christ — íåâåñòà Õðèñòîâà, ìîíàõèíÿ
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she may hide the pallid macerated body that is worn
by the suffering that she seeks for, and wounded by
self- inflicted pain. He possessed a gorgeous cope of
crimson silk and gold-thread damask, figured with a
repeating pattern of golden pomegranates set in six-
petalled formal blossoms, beyond which on either side
was the pineapple device wrought in seed-pearls. The
orphreys1 were divided into panels representing scenes
from the life of the Virgin, and the coronation of the
Virgin was figured in coloured silks upon the hood.
This was Italian work of the fifteenth century. An-
other cope was of green velvet, embroidered with
heart-shaped groups of acanthus-leaves, from which
spread long-stemmed white blossoms, the details of
which were picked out with silver thread and coloured
crystals. The morse bore a seraph’s head in gold-
thread raised work. The orphreys were woven in a
diaper of red and gold silk, and were starred with
medallions of many saints and martyrs, among whom
was St. Sebastian2. He had chasubles, also, of amber-
coloured silk, and blue silk and gold brocade, and
yellow silk damask and cloth of gold, figured with
representations of the Passion and Crucifixion of
1 orphreys — òêàíü, ðàñøèòàÿ çîëîòîì
2 St. Sebastian — Ñâ. Ñåáàñòüÿí (III âåê), õðèñòèàíñêèé
ìó÷åíèê
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other emblems; dalmatics of white satin and pink silk
damask, decorated with tulips and dolphins and fleurs
de lys; altar frontals of crimson velvet and blue linen;
and many corporals, chaliceveils, and sudaria1. In the
mystic offices to which such things were put, there
was something that quickened his imagination.

For these treasures, and everything that he col-
lected in his lovely house, were to be to him means of
forgetfulness, modes by which he could escape, for a
season, from the fear that seemed to him at times to
be almost too great to be borne. Upon the walls of
the lonely locked room where he had spent so much
of his boyhood, he had hung with his own hands the
terrible portrait whose changing features showed him
the real degradation of his life, and in front of it had
draped the purple-and-gold pall as a curtain. For weeks
he would not go there, would forget the hideous paint-
ed thing, and get back his light heart, his wonderful
joyousness, his passionate absorption in mere exist-
ence. Then, suddenly, some night he would creep out
of the house, go down to dreadful places near Blue
Gate Fields, and stay there, day after day, until he was
driven away. On his return he would sit in front of

1 sudaria — ìí. ÷. îò sudarium — ñóäàðü, òêàíü ñ èçîáðà-
æåíèåì Èèñóñà Õðèñòà
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filled, at other times, with that pride of individual-
ism that is half the fascination of sin, and smiling
with secret pleasure, at the misshapen shadow that
had to bear the burden that should have been his own.

After a few years he could not endure to be long
out of England, and gave up the villa that he had
shared at Trouville1 with Lord Henry, as well as the
little white walled-in house at Algiers where they had
more than once spent the winter. He hated to be sep-
arated from the picture that was such a part of his
life, and was also afraid that during his 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.

He was quite conscious that this would tell them
nothing. It was true that the portrait still preserved,
under all the foulness and ugliness of the face, its
marked likeness to himself; but what could they learn
from that? He would laugh at any one who tried to
taunt him. He had not painted it. What was it to him
how vile and full of shame it looked? Even if he told
them, would they believe it?

Yet he was afraid. Sometimes when he was down
at his great house in Nottinghamshire, entertaining

1 Trouville — Òðóâèëü, êóðîðòíûé ãîðîä âî Ôðàíöèè
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his chief companions, and astounding the county
by the wanton luxury and gorgeous splendour of
his mode of life, he would suddenly leave his guests
and rush back to town to see that the door had not
been tampered with, and that the picture was still
there. What if it should be stolen? The mere thought
made him cold with horror. Surely the world would
know his secret then. Perhaps the world already sus-
pected it.

For, while he fascinated many, there were not a
few who distrusted him. He was very nearly black-
balled at a West End club of which his birth and so-
cial position fully entitled him to become a member,
and it was said that on one occasion when he was
brought by a friend into the smoking-room of the
Churchill1, the Duke of Berwick and another gentle-
man got up in a marked manner and went out. Curi-
ous stories became current about him after he had
passed his twenty-fifth year. It was rumoured that he
had been seen brawling with foreign sailors in a low
den in the distant parts of Whitechapel, and that he
consorted with thieves and coiners and knew the
mysteries of their trade. His extraordinary absences

1 the Churchill — îäèí èç àðèñòîêðàòè÷åñêèõ êëóáîâ
Ëîíäîíà
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again in society, men would whisper to each other in
corners, or pass him with a sneer, or look at him with
cold searching eyes, as though they were determined
to discover his secret.

Of such insolences and attempted slights he, of
course, took no notice, and in the opinion of most
people his frank debonair manner, his charming boy-
ish smile, and the infinite grace of that wonderful
youth that seemed never to leave him, were in them-
selves a sufficient answer to the calumnies, for so
they termed them, that were circulated about him.
It was remarked, however, that some of those who
had been most intimate with him appeared, after a
time, to shun him. Women who had wildly adored
him, and for his sake had braved all social censure
and set convention at defiance, were seen to grow
pallid with shame or horror if Dorian Gray entered
the room.

Yet these whispered scandals only increased, in the
eyes of many, his strange and dangerous charm. His
great wealth was a certain element of security. Socie-
ty, civilised society at least, is never very ready to be-
lieve anything to the detriment of those who are both
rich and fascinating. It feels instinctively that man-
ners are of more importance than morals, and, in his
opinion, the highest respectability is of much less value
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is a very poor consolation to be told that the man
who has given one a bad dinner, or poor wine, is
irreproachable in his private life. Even the cardinal
virtues cannot atone for half-cold entrées1, as Lord
Henry remarked once, in a discussion on the sub-
ject; and there is possibly a good deal to 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. It should have the dignity of a cere-
mony, as well as its unreality, and should combine
the insincere character of a romantic play with the
wit and beauty that make such plays delightful to
us. Is insincerity such a terrible thing? I think not.
It is merely a method by which we can multiply our
personalities.

Such, at any rate, was Dorian Gray’s opinion.
He used to wonder at the shallow psychology of those
who conceive the Ego in man as a thing simple, per-
manent, reliable, and of one essence2. To him, man
was a being with myriad lives and myriad sensations,
a complex multiform creature that bore within it-
self strange legacies of thought and passion, and
whose very flesh was tainted with the monstrous

1 
����
� — (ôð.) ïåðâûå áëþäà
2 of one essence — îäíîðîäíûå ïî ñâîåé ñóòè
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gaunt cold picture-gallery of his country house and
look at the various portraits of those whose blood
flowed in his veins. Here was Philip Herbert1, de-
scribed by Francis Osborne2, in his Memoires on the
Reigns of Queen Elizabeth and King James, as one
who was ‘caressed by the Court for his handsome
face, which kept him not long company.’ Was it
young Herbert’s life that he sometimes led? Had
some strange poisonous germ crept from body to
body till it had reached his own? Was it some dim
sense of that ruined grace that had made him so sud-
denly, and almost without cause, give utterance, in
Basil Hallward’s studio, to the mad prayer that had
so changed his life? Here, in gold-embroidered red
doublet, jewelled surcoat, and gilt-edged ruff and
wrist-bands3, stood Sir Anthony Sherard, with his

1 Philip Herbert — Ôèëèïï Õåðáåðò, ãðàô Ìîíòãîìåðè è
÷åòâåðòûé ãðàô Ïåìáðîê (1584–1650), îäèí èç ôàâîðè-
òîâ êîðîëÿ ßêîâà I

2 Francis Osborne — Ôðåíñèñ Îñáîðí (1593–1659), àíãëèé-
ñêèé ïèñàòåëü, àâòîð òðàêòàòîâ íà èñòîðèêî-ìîðàëü-
íûå òåìû è ìåìóàðîâ

3 in gold-embroidered red doublet, jewelled surcoat, and
gilt-edged ruff and wrist-bands — â êðàñíîì êàìçîëå
ñ çîëîòûì øèòüåì, â óêðàøåííîé áðèëëèàíòàìè êî-
ðîòêîé ìàíòèè, â áðûæàõ è ìàíæåòàõ ñ çîëîòûì
êàíòîì
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this man’s legacy been? Had the lover of Giovanna
of Naples1 bequeathed him some inheritance of sin
and shame? were his own actions merely the dreams
that the dead man had not dared to realise? Here,
from the fading canvas, smiled Lady Elizabeth De-
vereux, in her gauze hood, pearl stomacher, and
pink slashed sleeves. A flower was in her right hand,
and her left clasped an enamelled collar of white
and damask roses. On a table by her side lay a man-
dolin and an apple. There were large green rosettes
upon her little pointed shoes. He knew her life,
and the strange stories that were told about her
lovers. Had he something of her temperament in
him? These oval heavy-lidded eyes seemed to look
curiously at him. What of George Willoughby, with
his powdered hair and fantastic patches? How evil
he looked! The face was saturnine and swarthy, and
the sensual lips seemed to be twisted with disdain.
Delicate lace ruffles fell over the lean yellow hands
that were so over-laden with rings. He had been a
macaroni2 of the eighteenth century, and the friend,
in his youth, of Lord Ferrars. What of the second
Lord Beckenham, the companion of the Prince Re-
1 Giovanna of Naples — Èîàííà II (1371–1435), íåàïîëè-
òàíñêàÿ êîðîëåâà, èçâåñòíàÿ ñâîèì ðàñïóòñòâîì

2 macaroni — (çä.) ùåãîëü
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at the secret marriage with Mrs. Fitzherbert2? How
proud and handsome he was, with his chestnut curls
and insolent pose! What passions had he be-
queathed? The world had looked upon him as in-
famous. He had led the orgies at Carlton House.
The star of the Garter glittered upon his breast.
Beside him hung the portrait of his wife, a pallid,
thin-lipped woman in black. Her blood, also,
stirred within him. How curious it all seemed! And
his mother with her Lady Hamilton3 face, and her
moist wine-dashed lips — he knew what he had
got from her. He had got from her his beauty, and
his passion for the beauty of others. She laughed at
him in her loose Bacchante dress4. There were vine
leaves in her hair. The purple spilled from the cup

1 Prince Regent — Ïðèíö Ðåãåíò, Ãåîðã IV (1762–1830),
êîðîëü Âåëèêîáðèòàíèè è Èðëàíäèè, ñûí Ãåîðãà III,
ñ 1811 — ðåãåíò ïðè ñâîåì áåçíàäåæíî áîëüíîì îòöå,
ñ 1820 — êîðîëü

2 Mrs. Fitzherbert — Ìýðè Ýíí Ôèöõåðáåðò (1756–1837),
æåíà Ãåîðãà IV, áðàê ñ êîòîðûì âïîñëåäñòâèè áûë
ïðèçíàí íåçàêîííûì

3 Lady Hamilton — Ýììà Ãàìèëüòîí (îê. 1765–1815), æåíà
àíãëèéñêîãî äèïëîìàòà è àðõåîëîãà, ëþáîâíèöà àäìè-
ðàëà Ãîðàöèî Íåëüñîíà; îòëè÷àëàñü íåîáûêíîâåííîé
êðàñîòîé

4 Bacchante dress — ïëàòüå, êàê ó âàêõàíêè
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withered, but the eyes were still wonderful in their
depth and brilliancy of colour. They seemed to fol-
low him wherever he went.

Yet one had ancestors in literature, as well as in
one’s own race, nearer perhaps in type and tempera-
ment, many of them, and certainly with an influence
of which one was more absolutely conscious. There
were times when it appeared to Dorian Gray that the
whole of history was merely the record of his own
life, not as he had lived it in act and circumstance,
but as his imagination had created it for him, as it
had been in his brain and in his passions. He felt that
he had known them all, those strange terrible figures
that had passed across the stage of the world and made
sin so marvellous, and evil so full of subtlety. It seemed
to him that in some mysterious way their lives had
been his own.

The hero of the wonderful novel that had so in-
fluenced his life had himself known this curious fan-
cy. In the seventh chapter he tells how, crowned with
laurel, lest lightning might strike him, he had sat, as
Tiberius2, in a garden at Capri, reading the shameful

1 carnations — (æèâîï.) ÷àñòè êàðòèíû, èçîáðàæàþùèå
íàãîå òåëî

2 Tiberius — Òèáåðèé (42 äî í.ý.–37 í.ý.), ðèìñêèé èìïåðà-
òîð, ïîñëåäíèå ãîäû æèçíè ïðîâåë íà î. Êàïðè
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ted round him, and the flute-player mocked the
swinger of the censer; and, as Caligula2, had caroused
with the green-shirted jockeys in their stables and
supped in an ivory manger with a jewel-frontleted
horse; and, as Domitian3, had wandered through a
corridor lined with marble mirrors, looking round
with haggard eyes for the reflection of the dagger that
was to end his days, and sick with that ennui, that
terrible tædium vitæ4, that comes on those to whom
life denies nothing; and had peered through a clear
emerald at the red shambles of the Circus5, and
then, in a litter of pearl and purple drawn by silver-
shod mules, been carried through the Street of Pome-
granates to a House of Gold6, and heard men cry
on Nero Cæsar as he passed by; and, as Elagabalus7,
1 Elephantis — Ýëåôàíòèäà (I â. äî í.ý.), ãðå÷åñêàÿ ïèñà-
òåëüíèöà-ãåòåðà, àâòîð ïðîèçâåäåíèé íà ýðîòè÷åñêèå
òåìû

2 Caligula — Êàëèãóëà (12–41), ðèìñêèé èìïåðàòîð
3 Domitian — Äîìèöèàí (51–96), ðèìñêèé èìïåðàòîð,
áûë óáèò çàãîâîðùèêàìè

4 �����	���� — (ëàò.) óñòàëîñòü îò æèçíè, ïðåñûùåí-
íîñòü

5 Circus — öèðê, â äðåâíåì Ðèìå êðóãëàÿ àðåíà äëÿ
ïðîâåäåíèÿ èãð è ñîñòÿçàíèé

6 House of Gold — «Çîëîòîé Äîì», äâîðåö Íåðîíà, îáíà-
ðóæåí ïðè ðàñêîïêàõ â Ðèìå â XV â.

7 Elagabalus — Ãåëèîãàáàë, ñì. ñíîñêó 1 íà ñòð. 234
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taff among the women1, and brought the Moon from
Carthage, and given her in mystic marriage to the Sun.

Over and over again Dorian used to read this fan-
tastic chapter, and the two chapters immediately fol-
lowing, in which, as in some curious tapestries or
cunningly-wrought enamels, were pictured the awful
and beautiful forms of those whom Vice and Blood
and Weariness had made monstrous or mad; Filippo,
Duke of Milan2, who slew his wife, and painted her
lips with a scarlet poison that her lover might suck
death from the dead thing he fondled; Pietro Barbi3,
the Venetian, known as Paul the Second, who sought
in his vanity to assume the title of Formosus4, and
whose tiara, valued at two hundred thousand florins,
was bought at the price of a terrible sin; Gian Maria
Visconti5, who used hounds to chase living men, and

1 plied the distaff among the women — ñèäåë çà ïðÿëêîé
âìåñòå ñ æåíùèíàìè

2 Filippo, Duke of Milan — ïî-âèäèìîìó, Ôèëèïïî Ìà-
ðèÿ Âèñêîíòè (óì. 1447), ìèëàíñêèé ãåðöîã, èçâåñòíûé
ñâîèì óðîäñòâîì è æåñòîêîñòüþ

3 Pietro Barbi — Ïèåòðî Áàðáè (1417–1471), ñòàâøèé â 1464 ã.
ïàïîé Ïàâëîì II

4 Formosus — (ëàò.) ïðåêðàñíûé
5 Gian Maria Visconti — ïî-âèäèìîìó, Äæîâàííè Ìàðèÿ
Âèñêîíòè, ìèëàíñêèé ãåðöîã ñ 1402 ã., áûë óáèò çàãîâîð-
ùèêàìè
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harlot who had loved him; the Borgia1 on his white
horse, with Fratricide riding beside him, and his man-
tle stained with the blood of Perotto; Pietro Riario2,
the young Cardinal Archbishop of Florence, child and
minion of Sixtus IV, whose beauty was equalled only
by his debauchery, and who received Leonora of
Aragon3 in a pavilion of white and crimson silk, filled
with nymphs and centaurs, and gilded a boy that he
might serve at the feast as Ganymede or Hylas4; Ezze-
lin5, whose melancholy could be cured only by the spec-
tacle of death, and who had a passion for red blood, as
other men have for red wine — the son of the Fiend,
as was reported, and one who had cheated his father
at dice when gambling with him for his own soul;

1 Borgia — ×åçàðå Áîðäæèÿ (1476–1507), ñûí êàðäèíàëà
Ðîäðèãî Áîðäæèÿ, âïîñëåäñòâèè ïàïû Àëåêñàíäðà VI

2 Pietro Riario — Ïüåòðî Ðèàðèî (1445–1474), ïëåìÿííèê
ïàïû Ñèêñòà IV, ïðè ïîääåðæêå êîòîðîãî ñòàë àðõè-
åïèñêîïîì Ôëîðåíöèè

3 Leonora of Aragon — Ýëåîíîðà Àðàãîíñêàÿ (óì. 1480),
êîðîëåâà Íàâàððñêàÿ

4 Ganymede — Ãàíèìåä, â äðåâíåãðå÷åñêîé ìèôîëîãèè
ïðåêðàñíûé þíîøà, êîòîðîãî Çåâñ âçÿë íà Îëèìï è
ñäåëàë âèíî÷åðïèåì áîãîâ; Hylas — Ãèëàñ, ëþáèìåö è
ïîñòîÿííûé ñïóòíèê Ãåðàêëà

5 Ezzelin — Ýççåëèíî äå Ðîìàíî (1194–1259), îäèí èç ïåð-
âûõ èòàëüÿíñêèõ òèðàíîâ, â èñòîðèþ âîøåë êàê áåñ-
ïîùàäíûé äåñïîò
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of Innocent, and into whose torpid veins the blood of
three lads was infused by a Jewish doctor; Sigismondo
Malatesta2, the lover of Isotta, and the lord of Rimini,
whose effigy was burned at Rome as the enemy of God
and man, who strangled Polyssena with a napkin, and
gave poison to Ginevra d’Este in a cup of emerald, and
in honour of a shameful passion built a pagan church
for Christian worship; Charles VI3, who had so wildly
adored his brother’s wife that a leper had warned him
of the insanity that was coming on him, and who, when
his brain had sickened and grown strange, could only
be soothed by Saracen cards painted with the images
of Love and Death and Madness; and, in his trimmed
jerkin and jewelled cap and acanthus-like curls, Gri-
fonetto Baglioni4, who slew Astorre with his bride,
1 Giambattista Cibo — Äæàìáàòòèñòà ×èáî (1432–1492), ñ
1484 ïàïà Èííîêåíòèé VIII, áåñïðèíöèïíûé ïîëèòèê
è ïîäëûé ÷åëîâåê

2 Sigismondo Malatesta — Ñèäæèçìîíäî Ìàëàòåñòà (1417–
1468), òèðàí Ðèìèíè, óìåðòâèâ äâóõ æåí, æåíèëñÿ íà
Èçîòòå äåëüè Àòòè

3 Charles VI — Êàðë VI Áåçóìíûé (1368–1422), êîðîëü
Ôðàíöèè, åãî áðàò Ëþäîâèê Îðëåàíñêèé áûë æåíàò
íà Âàëåíòèíå Âèñêîíòè, æåíùèíå ðåäêîé êðàñîòû

4 Grifonetto Baglioni — Ãðèôîíåòòî Áàëüîíè, ïðåäñòàâè-
òåëü ñåìåéñòâà, ïðàâèâøåãî Ïåðóäæåé â ê. XV–í. XVI ââ.,
Astorre, Simonetto — ðîäñòâåííèêè Ãðèôîíåòòî, Atlanta —
åãî ìàòü
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was such that, as he lay dying in the yellow piazza of
Perugia, those who had hated him could not choose
but weep, and Atlanta, who had cursed him, blessed
him.

There was a horrible fascination in them all. He
saw them at night, and they troubled his imagination
in the day. The Renaissance knew of strange manners
of poisoning — poisoning by a helmet and a lighted
torch, by an embroidered glove and a jewelled fan, by
a gilded pomander and by an amber chain. Dorian
Gray had been poisoned by a book. There were mo-
ments when he looked on evil simply as a mode
through which he could realise his conception of the
beautiful.
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It was on the ninth of November, the eve of his
own thirty-eighth birthday, as he often remembered
afterwards.

He was walking home about eleven o’clock from
Lord Henry’s, where he had been dining, and was
wrapped in heavy furs, as the night was cold and fog-
gy. At the corner of Grosvenor Square and South
Audley Street a man passed him in the mist, walking
very fast, and with the collar of his grey ulster turned
up. He had a bag in his hand. Dorian recognised him.
It was Basil Hallward. A strange sense of fear, for which
he could not account, came over him. He made no
sign of recognition, and went on quickly in the direc-
tion 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
arm.

“Dorian! What an extraordinary piece of luck!
I have been waiting for you in your library ever since
nine o’clock. Finally I took pity on your tired servant,
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to Paris by the midnight train, and I particularly want-
ed to see you before I left. I thought it was you, or
rather your fur coat, as you passed me. But I wasn’t
quite sure. Didn’t you recognise me?”

“In this fog, my dear Basil? Why, I can’t even rec-
ognise Grosvenor Square. I believe my house is some-
where about here, but I don’t feel at all certain about
it. I am sorry you are going away, as I have not seen
you for ages. But I suppose you will be back soon?”

“No: I am going to be out of England for six
months. I intend to take a studio in Paris, and shut
myself up till I have finished a great picture I have in
my head. However, it wasn’t about myself I wanted
to talk. Here we are at your door. Let me come in for
a moment. I have something to say to you.”

“I shall be charmed. But won’t you miss your
train?” said Dorian Gray, languidly, as he passed up
the steps and opened the door with his latchkey.

The lamp-light struggled out through the fog,
and Hallward looked at his watch. “I have heaps of
time1,” he answered. “The train doesn’t go till twelve-
fifteen, and it is only just eleven. In fact, I was on my
way to the club to look for you, when I met you. You
see, I shan’t have any delay about luggage, as I have

1 I have heaps of time. — (ðàçã.) Ó ìåíÿ óéìà âðåìåíè.
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bag, and I can easily get to Victoria1 in twenty min-
utes.”

Dorian looked at him and smiled. “What a way
for a fashionable painter to travel! A Gladstone bag,
and an ulster! Come in, or the fog will get into the
house. And mind you don’t talk about anything seri-
ous. Nothing is serious nowadays. At least nothing
should be.”

Hallward shook his head as he entered, and fol-
lowed Dorian into the library. There was a bright
wood fire blazing in the large open hearth. The lamps
were lit, and an open Dutch silver spirit-case stood,
with some siphons of soda-water and large cut-glass
tumblers, on a little marqueterie table.

“You see your servant made me quite at home,
Dorian. He gave me everything I wanted, including
your best gold-tipped cigarettes. He is a most hospi-
table creature. I like him much better than the French-
man you used to have. What has become of the
Frenchman, by the by2?”

Dorian shrugged his shoulders. “I believe he mar-
ried Lady Radley’s maid, and has established her in
Paris as an English dressmaker. Anglomanie is very

1 Victoria = Victoria Station
2 by the by — (ðàçã.) êñòàòè, ìåæäó ïðî÷èì
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the French, doesn’t it? But — do you know? — he
was not at all a bad servant. I never liked him, but
I had nothing to complain about. One often imag-
ines things that are quite absurd. He was really very
devoted to me, and seemed quite sorry when he went
away. Have another brandy-and-soda? Or would you
like hock-and-seltzer? I always take hock-and-selt-
zer myself. There is sure to be some in the next
room.”

“Thanks, I won’t have anything more,” said the
painter, taking his cap and coat off, and throwing them
on the bag that he had placed in the corner. “And
now, my dear fellow, I want to speak to you seriously.
Don’t frown like that. You make it so much more
difficult for me.”

“What is it all about?” cried Dorian, in his petu-
lant way, flinging himself down on the sofa. “I hope
it is not about myself. I am tired of myself to-night.
I should like to be somebody else.”

“It is about yourself,” answered Hallward, in his
grave, deep voice, “and I must say it to you. I shall
only keep you half an hour.”

Dorian sighed, and lit a cigarette. “Half an hour!”
he murmured.

“It is not much to ask of you, Dorian, and it is
entirely for your own sake that I am speaking. I think
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things are being said against you in London.”

“I don’t wish to know anything about them. I love
scandals about other people, but scandals about my-
self don’t interest me. They have not got the charm of
novelty.”

“They must interest you, Dorian. Every gentle-
man is interested in his good name. You don’t want
people to talk of you as something vile and degraded.
Of course you have your position, and your wealth,
and all that kind of thing. But position and wealth
are not everything. Mind you, I don’t believe these
rumours at all. At least, I can’t believe them when I see
you. Sin is a thing that writes itself across a man’s
face. It cannot be concealed. People talk sometimes
of secret vices. There are no such things. If a wretch-
ed man has a vice, it shows itself in the lines of his
mouth, the droop of his eyelids, the moulding of his
hands even. Somebody — I won’t mention his name,
but you know him — came to me last year to have
his portrait done. I had never seen him before, and
had never heard anything about him at the time,
though I have heard a good deal since. He offered an
extravagant price. I refused him. There was something
in the shape of his fingers that I hated. I know now
that I was quite right in what I fancied about him.
His life is dreadful. But you, Dorian, with your pure,
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bled youth — I can’t believe anything against you.
And yet I see you very seldom, and you never come
down to the studio now, and when I am away from
you, and I hear all these hideous things that people
are whispering about you, I don’t know what to say.
Why is it, Dorian, that a man like the Duke of Ber-
wick leaves the room of a club when you enter it?
Why is it that so many gentlemen in London will
neither go to your house nor invite you to theirs? You
used to be a friend of Lord Staveley. I met him at
dinner last week. Your name happened to come up in
conversation, in connection with the miniatures you
have lent to the exhibition at the Dudley1. Staveley
curled his lip, and said that you might have the most
artistic tastes, but that you were a man whom no pure-
minded girl should be allowed to know, and whom
no chaste woman should sit in the same room with.
I reminded him that I was a friend of yours, and asked
him what he meant. He told me. He told me right
out before everybody. It was horrible! Why is your
friendship so fatal to young men? There was that
wretched boy in the Guards who committed suicide.
You were his great friend. There was Sir Henry Ashton,

1 the Dudley — ÷àñòíàÿ õóäîæåñòâåííàÿ ãàëåðåÿ, ïðè-
íàäëåæàùàÿ ëîðäó Äàäëè
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You and he were inseparable. What about Adrian Sin-
gleton, and his dreadful end? What about Lord Kent’s
only son, and his career? I met his father yesterday in
St. James’s Street. He seemed broken with shame and
sorrow. What about the young Duke of Perth? What
sort of life has he got now? What gentleman would
associate with him?”

“Stop, Basil. You are talking about things of which
you know nothing,” said Dorian Gray, biting his lip,
and with a note of infinite contempt in his voice.
“You ask me why Berwick leaves a room when I enter
it. It is because I know everything about his life, not
because he knows anything about mine. With such
blood as he has in his veins, how could his record be
clean? You ask me about Henry Ashton and young
Perth. Did I teach the one his vices, and the other his
debauchery? If Kent’s silly son takes his wife from the
streets what is that to me? If Adrian Singleton writes
his friend’s name across a bill, am I his keeper? I know
how people chatter in England. The middle classes
air their moral prejudices over their gross dinner-ta-
bles, and whisper about what they call the profliga-
cies of their betters in order to try and pretend that
they are in smart society, and on intimate terms with
the people they slander. In this country it is enough
for a man to have distinction and brains for every
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of lives do these people, who pose as being moral,
lead themselves? My dear fellow, you forget that we
are in the native land of the hypocrite.”

“Dorian,” cried Hallward, “that is not the ques-
tion. England is bad enough, I know, and English
society is all wrong. That is the reason why I want
you to be fine. You have not been fine. One had a
right to judge of a man by the effect he has over his
friends. Yours seem to lose all sense of honour, of
goodness, of purity. You have filled 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. I 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.1”

“Take care, Basil. You go too far.”
“I must speak, and you must listen. You shall lis-

ten. When you met Lady Gwendolen, not a breath of
scandal had ever touched her. Is there a single decent
woman in London now who would drive with her in

1 Surely for that reason, if for none other, you should not
have made his sister’s name a by-word. — È õîòÿ áû ïî
ýòîé ïðè÷èíå âàì íå ñëåäîâàëî áû ïîðî÷èòü èìÿ åãî
ñåñòðû.
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live with her. Then there are other stories — stories
that you have been seen creeping at dawn out of dread-
ful houses and slinking in disguise into the foulest
dens in London. Are they true? Can they be true?
When I first heard them I laughed. I hear them now,
and they make me shudder. What about your coun-
try house, and the life that is led there? Dorian, you
don’t know what is said about you. I won’t tell you
that I don’t want to preach to you. I remember Harry
saying once that every man who turned himself into
an amateur curate1 for the moment always began by
saying that, and then proceeded to break his word.
I do want to preach to you. I want you to lead such a
life as will make the world respect you. I want you to
have a clean name and a fair record. I want you to get
rid of the dreadful people you associate with. Don’t
shrug your shoulders like that. Don’t be so indiffer-
ent. You have a wonderful influence. Let it be for good,
not for evil. They say that you corrupt every one with
whom you become intimate, and that it is quite suf-
ficient for you to enter a house, for shame of some
kind to follow after. I don’t know whether it is so or
not. How should I know? But it is said of you. I am
told things that it seems impossible to doubt. Lord

1 amateur curate — ñâÿùåííèê-ëþáèòåëü
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He showed me a letter that his wife had written to
him when she was dying alone in her villa at Men-
tone1. Your name was implicated in the most terri-
ble confession I ever read. I told him that it was
absurd — that I knew you thoroughly, and that you
were incapable of anything of the kind. Know you?
I wonder do I know you? Before I could answer that,
I should have to see your soul.”

“To see my soul!” muttered Dorian Gray, starting
up from the sofa and turning almost white from fear.

“Yes,” answered Hallward, gravely, and with deep-
toned sorrow in his voice — “to see your soul. But
only God can do that.”

A bitter laugh of mockery broke from the lips of
the younger man. “You shall see it yourself, to-night!”
he cried, seizing a lamp from the table. “Come: it is
your own handiwork. Why shouldn’t you look at it?
You can tell the world all about it afterwards, if you
choose. Nobody would believe you. If they did believe
you, they would like me all the better for it. I know the
age better than you do, though you will prate about
it so tediously. Come, I tell you. You have chattered
enough about corruption. Now you shall look on it
face to face.”

1 Mentone — Ìåíòîíà, êóðîðòíûé ãîðîä âî Ôðàíöèè
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uttered. He stamped his foot upon the ground in his
boyish insolent manner. He felt a terrible joy at the
thought that someone else was to share his secret, and
that the man who had painted the portrait that was
the origin of all his shame was to be burdened for the
rest of his life with the hideous memory of what he
had done.

“Yes,” he continued, coming closer to him, and
looking steadfastly into his stern eyes, “I shall show
you my soul. You shall see the thing that you fancy
only God can see.”

Hallward started back. “This is blasphemy, Do-
rian!” he cried. “You must not say things like that.
They are horrible, and they don’t mean anything.”

“You think so?” He laughed again.
“I know so. As for what I said to you to-night,

I said it for your good. You know I have been always
a staunch friend to you.”

“Don’t touch me. Finish what you have to say.”
A twisted flash of pain shot across the painter’s

face. He paused for a moment, and a wild feeling of
pity came over him. After all, what right had he to
pry into the life of Dorian Gray? If he had done a
tithe of what was rumoured about him, how much
he must have suffered! Then he straightened himself
up, and walked over to the fireplace, and stood there,
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and their throbbing cores of flame.
“I am waiting, Basil,” said the young man, in a

hard, clear voice.
He turned round. “What I have to say is this,” he

cried. “You must give me some answer to these horri-
ble charges that are made against you. If you tell me
that they are absolutely untrue from beginning to end,
I shall believe you. Deny them, Dorian, deny them!
Can’t you see what I am going through? My God!
Don’t tell me that you are bad, and corrupt, and
shameful.”

Dorian Gray smiled. There was a curl of contempt
in his lips. “Come upstairs, Basil,” he said, quietly.
“I keep a diary of my life from day to day, and it
never leaves the room in which it is written. I shall
show it to you if you come with me.”

“I shall come with you, Dorian, if you wish it.
I see I have missed my train. That makes no matter.
I can go to-morrow. But don’t ask me to read any-
thing to-night. All I want is a plain answer to my
question.”

“That shall be given to you upstairs. I could not
give it here. You will not have to read long.”
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He passed out of the room, and began the ascent,
Basil Hallward following close behind. They walked
softly, as men do instinctively at night. The lamp cast
fantastic shadows on the wall and staircase. A rising
wind made some of the windows rattle.

When they reached the top landing, Dorian set
the lamp down on the floor, and taking out the key
turned it in the lock. “You insist on knowing, Basil?”
he asked, in a low voice.

“Yes.”
“I am delighted,” he answered, smiling. Then he

added, somewhat harshly, “You are the one man in
the world who is entitled to know everything about
me. You have had more to do with my life than you
think:” and, taking up the lamp, he opened the door
and went in. A cold current of air passed them, and
the light shot up for a moment in a flame of murky
orange. He shuddered. “Shut the door behind you,”
he whispered, as he placed the lamp on the table.

Hallward glanced round him, with a puzzled ex-
pression. The room looked as if it had not been lived
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ture, an old Italian cassone, and an almost empty
bookcase — that was all that it seemed to contain,
besides a chair and a table. As Dorian Gray was light-
ing a half-burned candle that was standing on the
mantelshelf, he saw that the whole place was covered
with dust, and that the carpet was in holes. A mouse
ran scuffling behind the wainscoting. There was a
damp odour of mildew.

“So you think that it is only God who sees the
soul, Basil? Draw that curtain back, and you will see
mine.”

The voice that spoke was cold and cruel. “You are
mad, Dorian, or playing a part,” muttered Hallward,
frowning.

“You won’t? Then I must do it myself,” said the
young man; and he tore the curtain from its rod and
flung it on the ground.

An exclamation of horror broke from the paint-
er’s lips as he saw in the dim light the hideous face on
the canvas grinning at him. There was something in
its expression that filled him with disgust and loath-
ing. Good heavens! It was Dorian Gray’s own face
that he was looking at! The horror, whatever it was,
had not yet entirely spoiled that marvellous beauty.
There was still some gold in the thinning hair and
some scarlet on the sensual mouth. The sodden eyes
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the noble curves had not yet completely passed away
from chiselled nostrils and from plastic throat. Yes, it
was Dorian himself. But who had done it? He seemed
to recognise his own brushwork, and the frame was
his own design. The idea was monstrous, yet he felt
afraid. He seized the lighted candle, and held it to the
picture. In the left-hand corner was his own name,
traced in long letters of bright vermilion.

It was some foul parody, some infamous, ignoble
satire. He had never done that. Still, it was his own
picture! He knew it, and he felt as if his blood had
changed in a moment from fire to sluggish ice. His
own picture! What did it mean? Why had it altered?
He turned, and looked at Dorian Gray, with the eyes
of a sick man. His mouth twitched, and his parched
tongue seemed unable to articulate. He passed his
hand across his forehead. It was dank with clammy
sweat.

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 artist is acting. There was neither real
sorrow in it nor real joy. There was simply the passion
of the spectator, with perhaps a flicker of triumph in
his eyes. He had taken the flower out of his coat, and
was smelling it, or pretending to do so.
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His own voice sounded shrill and curious in his
ears.

“Years ago, when I was a boy,” said Dorian Gray,
crushing the flower in his hand, “you met me, flattered
me, and taught me to be vain of my good looks. One
day you introduced me to a friend of yours, who ex-
plained to me the wonder of youth, and you finished
the portrait of me that revealed to me the wonder of
beauty. In a mad moment, that, even now, I don’t know
whether I regret or not, I made a wish, perhaps you
would call it a prayer ...”

“I remember it! Oh, how well I remember it! No,
the thing is impossible! The room is damp. Mildew
has got into the canvas. The paints I used had some
wretched mineral poison in them. I tell you the thing
is impossible.”

“Ah, what is impossible?” murmured the young
man, going over to the window, and leaning his fore-
head against the cold, mist-stained glass.

“You told me you had destroyed it.”
“I was wrong. It has destroyed me.”
“I don’t believe it is my picture.”
“Can’t you see your ideal in it?” said Dorian, bit-

terly.
“My ideal, as you call it ...”
“As you called it.”
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You were to me such an ideal as I shall never meet
again. This is the face of a satyr.”

“It is the face of my soul.”
“Christ! What a thing I must have worshipped! It

has the eyes of a devil.”
“Each of us has Heaven and Hell in him, Basil,”

cried Dorian, with a wild gesture of despair.
Hallward turned again to the portrait, and gazed

at it. “My God! If it is true,” he exclaimed, “and this
is what you have done with your life, why, you must
be worse even than those who talk against you fancy
you to be!” He held the light up again to the canvas,
and examined it. The surface seemed to be quite un-
disturbed, and as he had left it. It was from within,
apparently, that the foulness and horror had come.
Through some strange quickening of inner life the
leprosies of sin were slowly eating the thing away. The
rotting of a corpse in a watery grave was not so fear-
ful.

His hand shook, and the candle fell from its socket
on the floor, and lay there sputtering. He placed his
foot on it and put it out. Then he flung himself into
the rickety chair that was standing by the table and
buried his face in his hands.

“Good God, Dorian, what a lesson! What an aw-
ful lesson!” There was no answer, but he could hear



269

T
H

E
 P

IC
T

U
R

E
 O

F
 D

O
R

IA
N

 G
R

A
Ythe young man sobbing at the window. “Pray, Dori-

an, pray,” he murmured. “What is it that one was
taught to say in one’s boyhood? ‘Lead us not into
temptation. Forgive us our sins. Wash away our iniq-
uities.1’ Let us say that together. The prayer of your
pride has been answered. The prayer of your repent-
ance will be answered also. I worshipped you too
much. We are both punished.”

Dorian Gray turned slowly around, and looked
at him with tear-dimmed eyes. “It is too late, Basil,”
he faltered.

“It is never too late, Dorian. Let us kneel down
and try if we cannot remember a prayer. Isn’t there a
verse somewhere, ‘Though your sins be as scarlet, yet
I will make them as white as snow?2’”

“Those words mean nothing to me now.”
“Hush! Don’t say that. You have done enough evil

in your life. My God! Don’t you see that accursed
thing leering at us?”

Dorian Gray glanced at the picture, and sudden-
ly an uncontrollable feeling of hatred for Basil Hall-
ward came over him, as though it had been suggested
to him by the image on the canvas, whispered into

1 Lead us not into temptation. Forgive us our sins. Wash
away our iniquities. — Åâàíãåëèå îò Ëóêè, II, 4

2 Though your sins be as scarlet, yet I will make them as
white as snow? — Âåòõèé çàâåò, Èñàéà, I, 18
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hunted animal stirred within him, and he loathed the
man who was seated at the table, more than in his
whole life he had ever loathed anything. He glanced
wildly around. Something glimmered on the top of
the painted chest that faced him. His eye fell on it.
He knew what it was. It was a knife that he had
brought up, some days before, to cut a piece of cord,
and had forgotten to take away with him. He moved
slowly towards it, passing Hallward as he did so. As
soon as he got behind him, he seized it, and turned
round. Hallward stirred in his chair as if he was go-
ing to rise. He rushed at him, and dug the knife
into the great vein that is behind the ear, crushing
the man’s head down on the table, and stabbing again
and again.

There was a stifled groan, and the horrible sound
of someone choking with blood. Three times the out-
stretched arms shot up convulsively, waving grotesque
stiff-fingered hands in the air. He stabbed him twice
more, but the man did not move. Something began
to trickle on the floor. He waited for a moment, still
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 carpet. He opened the door and went out
on the landing. The house was absolutely quiet. No
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over the balustrade, and peering down into the black
seething well of darkness. Then he took out the key
and returned to the room, locking himself in as he
did so.

The thing was still seated in the chair, straining
over the table with bowed head, and humped back,
and long fantastic arms. Had it not been for the red
jagged tear1 in the neck, and the clotted black pool
that was slowly widening on the table, one would have
said that the man was simply asleep.

How quickly it had all been done! He felt strange-
ly calm, and, walking over to the window, opened
it, and stepped out on the balcony. The wind had
blown the fog away, and the sky was like a mon-
strous peacock’s tail, starred with myriads of golden
eyes. He looked down, and saw the policeman go-
ing his rounds and flashing the long beam of his
lantern on the doors of the silent houses. The crim-
son spot of a prowling hansom gleamed at the cor-
ner, and then vanished. A woman in a fluttering
shawl was creeping slowly by the railings, staggering
as she went. Now and then she stopped, and peered
back. Once, she began to sing in a hoarse voice. The
policeman strolled over and said something to her.

1 jagged tear — ðâàíàÿ ðàíà
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across the Square. The gas-lamps flickered, and be-
came blue, and the leafless trees shook their black
iron branches to and fro. He shivered, and went back,
closing the window behind him.

Having reached the door, he turned the key,
and opened it. He did not even glance at the mur-
dered man. He felt that the secret of the whole thing
was not to realise the situation. The friend who
had painted the fatal portrait to which all his mis-
ery had been due had gone out of his life. That was
enough.

Then he remembered the lamp. It was a rather
curious one of Moorish workmanship1, made of dull
silver inlaid with arabesques of burnished steel, and
studded with coarse turquoises. Perhaps it might be
missed by his servant, and questions would be asked.
He hesitated for a moment, then he turned back
and took it from the table. He could not help seeing
the dead thing. How still it was! How horribly white
the long hands looked! It was like a dreadful wax
image.

Having locked the door behind him, he crept
quietly downstairs. The woodwork creaked, and
seemed to cry out as if in pain. He stopped several

1 Moorish workmanship — ìàâðèòàíñêîé ðàáîòû



273

T
H

E
 P

IC
T

U
R

E
 O

F
 D

O
R

IA
N

 G
R

A
Ytimes, and waited. No: everything was still. It was

merely the sound of his own footsteps.
When he reached the library, he saw the bag and

coat in the corner. They must be hidden away some-
where. He unlocked a secret press1 that was in the
wainscoting, a press in which he kept his own curi-
ous disguises, and put them into it. He could easily
burn them afterwards. Then he pulled out his watch.
It was twenty minutes to two.

He sat down, and began to think. Every year —
every month, almost — men were strangled in Eng-
land for what he had done. There had been a mad-
ness of murder in the air. Some red star had come too
close to the earth. ... And yet what evidence was there
against him? Basil Hallward had left the house at
eleven. No one had seen him come in again. Most
of the servants were at Selby Royal. His valet had
gone to bed. ... Paris! Yes. It was to Paris that Basil
had gone, and by the midnight train, as he had in-
tended. With his curious reserved habits, it would
be months before any suspicions would be aroused.
Months! Everything could be destroyed long before
then.

A sudden thought struck him. He put on his fur
coat and hat, and went out into the hall. There he

1 secret press — ïîòàéíîé øêàô, òàéíèê
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man on the pavement outside, and seeing the flash of
the bull’s-eye reflected in the window. He waited, and
held his breath.

After a few moments he drew back the latch, and
slipped out, shutting the door very gently behind him.
Then he began ringing the bell. In about five min-
utes his valet appeared half dressed, and looking very
drowsy.

“I am sorry to have had to wake you up, Francis,”
he said, stepping in; “but I had forgotten my latch-
key. What time is it?”

“Ten minutes past two, sir,” answered the man,
looking at the clock and blinking.

“Ten minutes past two? How horribly late! You
must wake me at nine to-morrow. I have some work
to do.”

“All right, sir.”
“Did any one call this evening?”
“Mr. Hallward, sir. He stayed here till eleven, and

then he went away to catch his train.”
“Oh! I am sorry I didn’t see him. Did he leave any

message?”
“No, sir, except that he would write to you from

Paris, if he did not find you at the club.”
“That will do, Francis. Don’t forget to call me at

nine to-morrow.”
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The man shambled down the passage in his slip-
pers.

Dorian Gray threw his hat and coat upon the ta-
ble, and passed into the library. For a quarter of an
hour he walked up and down the room biting his lip,
and thinking. Then he took down the Blue Book from
one of the shelves, and began to turn over the leaves.
‘Alan Campbell, 152, Hertford Street, Mayfair.’ Yes:
that was the man he wanted.
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At nine o’clock the next morning his servant came
in with a cup of 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 awoke, and as he opened his eyes a faint
smile passed across his lips, as though he 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. It is one of its chiefest charms.

He turned round, and, leaning upon his elbow,
began to sip his chocolate. The mellow November
sun came streaming into the room. The sky was bright,
and there was a genial warmth in the air. It was al-
most like a morning in May.

Gradually the events of the preceding night crept
with silent bloodstained feet into his brain, and re-
constructed themselves there with terrible distinctness.
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and for a moment the same curious feeling of loath-
ing for Basil Hallward that had made him kill him as
he sat in the chair, came back to him, and he grew
cold with passion. The dead man was still sitting there,
too, and in the sunlight now. How horrible that was!
Such hideous things were for the darkness, not for
the day.

He felt that if he brooded on what he had gone
through he would sicken or grow mad. There were
sins whose fascination was more in the memory than
in the doing of them; strange triumphs that grati-
fied the pride more than the passions, and gave to
the intellect a quickened sense of joy, greater than
any joy they brought, 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, to be drugged with
poppies, to be strangled lest it might strangle one
itself.

When the half-hour struck, he passed his hand
across his forehead, and then got up hastily, and
dressed himself with even more than his usual care,
giving a good deal of attention to the choice of his
necktie 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 about
some new liveries that he was thinking of getting made
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spondence. At some of the letters he smiled. Three of
them bored him. One he read several times over, and
then tore up with a slight look of annoyance in 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 lips slowly with a napkin, motioned to his
servant to wait, and going over to the table sat down
and wrote two letters. One he put in his pocket, the
other he handed to the valet.

“Take this round to 152, Hertford Street, Francis,
and if Mr. Campbell is out of town, get his address.”

As soon as he was alone, he lit a cigarette, and
began sketching upon a piece of paper, drawing first
flowers, and bits of architecture, and then human fac-
es. Suddenly he remarked that every face that he drew
seemed to have a fantastic likeness to Basil Hallward.
He frowned, and, getting up, went over to the book-
case and took out a volume at hazard1. He was deter-
mined that he would not think about what had hap-
pened until it became absolutely necessary that he
should do so.

When he had stretched himself on the sofa, he
looked at the title-page of the book. It was Gautier’s

1 at hazard — íàóãàä
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edition, with the Jacquemart3 etching. The binding
was of citron-green leather, with a design of gilt trel-
lis-work and dotted pomegranates. It had been giv-
en to him by Adrian Singleton. As he turned over
the pages his eye fell on the poem about the hand of
Lacenaire4, the cold yellow hand ‘du supplice encore
mal lavée5,’ with its downy red hairs and its ‘doigts
de faune’6. He glanced at his own white taper fin-
gers, shuddering slightly in spite of himself, and
passed on, till he came to those lovely stanzas upon
Venice: —

“Sur une gamme chromatique,
Le sein de perles ruisselant,
La Vénus de l’Adriatique
Sort de l’eau son corps rose et blanc.

1 $
����%�	�����
�����
� — «Ýìàëè è êàìåè», ñáîðíèê
ñòèõîâ Òåîôèëÿ Ãîòüå (ñì. ñíîñêó íà ñòð. 185)

2 Charpentier — Æåðâå Øàðïàíòüå (1805–1871), ôðàíöóç-
ñêèé èçäàòåëü è êíèãîòîðãîâåö

3 Jacquemart — Æþëü Ôåðäèíàíä Æàêìàð (1837–1880),
ôðàíöóçñêèé ãðàâåð

4 Lacenaire — Ïüåð-Ôðàíñóà Ëàñåíåð (1800–1836), ôðàí-
öóçñêèé ïðåñòóïíèê, âîð è óáèéöà, êàçíåííûé ïî
ïðèãîâîðó ñóäà

5 ����������
�
����
���� ����
	— (ôð.) ñ êîòîðîé åùå íå
ñìûòû ñëåäû ñòðàäàíèé

6 doigts de faune — (ôð.) ïàëüöû ôàâíà
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Suivant la phrase au pur contour,
S’enflent comme des gorges rondes
Que soulève un soupir d’amour.

L’esquif aborde et me dépose,
Jetant son amarre au pilier,
Devant une façade rose,
Sur le marbre d’un escalier.”1

How exquisite they were! As one read them, one
seemed to be floating down the green waterways of
the pink and pearl city, seated in a black gondola with
silver prow and trailing curtains. The mere lines looked
to him like those straight lines of turquoise-blue that
follow one as one pushes out to the Lido2. The sud-
den flashes of colour reminded him of the gleam of

1 Â âîëíåíüå ëåãêîãî ðàçìåðà
Ëàãóí ÿ âèæó çåðêàëà,
Ãäå Àäðèàòèêè Âåíåðà
Ñìååòñÿ, ðîçîâîáåëà.
Ñîáîðû ñðåäü ìîðñêèõ áåçëþäèé
Â òå÷åíüå ìóçûêàëüíûõ ôðàç
Ïîäíÿëèñü, êàê äåâè÷üè ãðóäè,
Êîãäà âîëíóåò èõ ýêñòàç.
×åëíîê ïðèñòàë ñ êîëîííîé ðÿäîì,
Çàêèíóâ çà íåå êàíàò.
Ïðåä ðîçîâåþùèì ôàñàäîì
ß ïðîõîæó ñòóïåíåé ðÿä. (Ïåðåâîä Í. Ãóìèëåâà.)

2 the Lido — Ëèäî, çíàìåíèòûé ïëÿæ â Âåíåöèè
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tall, honey-combed Campanile1, or stalk, with such
stately grace, through the dim, dust-stained arcades.
Leaning back with half-closed eyes, he kept saying
over and over to himself: —

“Devant une façade rose,
Sur le marbre d’un escalier.”

The whole of Venice was in those two lines. He
remembered the autumn that he had passed there, and
a wonderful love that had stirred him to mad, delight-
ful follies. There was romance in every place. But Ven-
ice, like Oxford, had kept the background for romance,
and, to the true romantic, background was everything,
or almost everything. Basil had been with him part of
the time, and had gone wild over Tintoret2. Poor Basil!
what a horrible way for a man to die!

He sighed, and took up the volume again, and
tried to forget. He read of the swallows that fly in and
out of the little café at Smyrna where the Jadjis sit
counting their amber beads and the turbaned mer-
chants smoke their long tasselled pipes and talk gravely
to each other; he read of the Obelisk in the Place de
la Concorde that weeps tears of granite in its lonely
1 Campanile — êîëîêîëüíÿ (îòäåëüíî ñòîÿùàÿ)
2 Tintoret — ßêîïî Òèíòîðåòòî (1518–1594), âûäàþùèéñÿ
èòàëüÿíñêèé õóäîæíèê
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covered Nile, where there are Sphinxes, and rose-red
ibises, and white vultures with gilded claws, and croc-
odiles, with small beryl eyes, that crawl over the green
steaming mud; he began to brood over those verses
which, drawing music from kiss-stained marble, tell
of that curious statue that Gautier compares to a con-
tralto voice, the ‘monstre charmant’1 that couches in
the porphyry-room of the Louvre. But after a time
the book fell from his hand. He grew nervous, and a
horrible fit of terror came over him. What if Alan
Campbell should be out of England? Days would
elapse before he could come back. Perhaps he might
refuse to come. What could he do then? Every mo-
ment was of vital importance. They had been great
friends once, five years before — almost inseparable,
indeed. Then the intimacy had come suddenly to an
end. When they met in society now, it was only Do-
rian Gray who smiled; Alan Campbell never did.

He was an extremely clever young man, though
he had no real appreciation of the visible arts, and
whatever little sense of the beauty of poetry he pos-
sessed he had gained entirely from Dorian. His dom-
inant intellectual passion was for science. At Cam-
bridge he had spent a great deal of his time working

1 monstre charmant — (ôð.) î÷àðîâàòåëüíîå ÷óäîâèùå
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Natural Science Tripos1 of his year. Indeed, he was
still devoted to the study of chemistry, and had a labo-
ratory of his own, in which he used to shut himself up
all day long, greatly to the annoyance of his mother,
who had set her heart on his standing for Parliament,
and had a vague idea that a chemist was a person who
made up prescriptions. He was an excellent musician,
however, as well, and played both the violin and the
piano better than most amateur. In fact, it was mu-
sic that had first brought him and Dorian Gray to-
gether — music and that indefinable attraction that
Dorian seemed to be able to exercise whenever he
wished, and indeed exercised often without being
conscious of it. They had met at Lady Berkshire’s the
night that Rubenstein2 played there, and after that
used to be always seen together at the Opera, and
wherever good music was going on. For eighteen
months their intimacy lasted. Campbell was always
either at Selby Royal or in Grosvenor Square. To him,
as to many others, Dorian Gray was the type of eve-
rything that is wonderful and fascinating in life.
Whether or not a quarrel had taken place between

1 Tripos — îñîáûé ýêçàìåí â Êåìáðèäæå äëÿ ïîëó÷åíèÿ
äèïëîìà ñ îòëè÷èåì

2 Rubenstein — Àíòîí Ðóáèíøòåéí (1829–1894), ðóññêèé
ïèàíèñò, äèðèæåð è êîìïîçèòîð
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marked that they scarcely spoke when they met, and
that Campbell seemed always to go away early from
any party at which Dorian Gray was present. He had
changed, too — was strangely melancholy at times,
appeared almost to dislike hearing music, and would
never himself play, giving as his excuse, when he was
called upon, that he was so absorbed in science that
he had no time left in which to practise. And this was
certainly true. Every day he seemed to become more
interested in biology, and his name appeared once or
twice in some of the scientific reviews, in connection
with certain curious experiments.

This was the man Dorian Gray was waiting for.
Every second he kept glancing at the clock. As the
minutes went by he became horribly agitated. At
last he got up, and began to pace up and down the
room, looking like a beautiful caged thing. He took
long stealthy strides.1 His hands were curiously
cold.

The suspense became unbearable. Time seemed
to him to be crawling with feet of lead, while he by
monstrous winds was being swept towards the jag-
ged edge of some black cleft of precipice. He knew

1 He took long stealthy strides. — Îí õîäèë áîëüøèìè
áåñøóìíûìè øàãàìè.
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shuddering, crushed with dank hands his burning
lids as though he would have robbed the very brain
of sight, and driven the eyeballs back into their cave.
It was useless. The brain had its own food on which
it battened, and the imagination, made grotesque
by terror, twisted and distorted as a living thing by
pain, danced like some foul puppet on a stand, and
grinned through moving masks. Then, suddenly,
Time stopped for him. Yes: that blind, slow-breath-
ing thing crawled no more, and horrible thoughts,
Time being dead, raced nimbly on in front, and
dragged a hideous future from its grave, and showed
it to him. He stared at it. Its very horror made him
stone.

At last the door opened, and his servant entered.
He turned glazed eyes upon him.

“Mr. Campbell, sir,” said the man.
A sigh of relief broke from his parched lips, and

the colour came back to his cheeks.
“Ask him to come in at once, Francis.” He felt

that he was himself again. His mood of cowardice
had passed away.

The man bowed, and retired. In a few moments
Alan Campbell walked in, looking very stern and
rather pale, his pallor being intensified by his coal-
black hair and dark eyebrows.
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ing.”

“I had intended never to enter your house again,
Gray. But you said it was a matter of life and death.”
His voice was hard and cold. He spoke with slow de-
liberation. There was a look of contempt in the steady
searching gaze that he turned on Dorian. He kept his
hands in the pockets of his astrakhan coat1, and
seemed not to have noticed the gesture with which
he had been greeted.

“Yes: it is a matter of life and death, Alan, and to
more than one person. Sit down.”

Campbell took a chair by the table, and Dorian
sat opposite to him. The two men’s eyes met. In Do-
rian’s there was infinite pity. He knew that what he
was going to do was dreadful.

After a strained moment of silence, he leaned
across and said, very quietly, but watching the effect
of each word upon the face of him he had sent for,
“Alan, in a locked room at the top of this house, a room
to which nobody but myself has access, a dead man is
seated at a table. He has been dead ten hours now.
Don’t stir, and don’t look at me like that. Who the
man is, why he died, how he died, are matters that do
not concern you. What you have to do is this —”

1 astrakhan coat — êàðàêóëåâîå ïàëüòî
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ther. Whether what you have told me is true or not
true, doesn’t concern me. I entirely decline to be mixed
up in your life. Keep your horrible secrets to yourself.
They don’t interest me any more.”

“Alan, they will have to interest you. This one will
have to interest you. I am awfully sorry for you, Alan.
But I can’t help myself. You are the one man who is
able to save me. I am forced to bring you into the
matter. I have no option. Alan, you are scientific. You
know about chemistry, and things of that kind. You
have made experiments. What you have got to do is
to destroy the thing that is upstairs — to destroy it
so that not a vestige of it will be left. Nobody saw
this person come into the house. Indeed, at the
present moment he is supposed to be in Paris. He
will not 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
to him, into a handful of ashes that I may scatter in
the air.”

“You are mad, Dorian.”
“Ah! I was waiting for you to call me Dorian.”
“You are mad, I tell you — mad to imagine that

I would raise a finger to help you, mad to make this
monstrous confession. I will have nothing to do with
this matter, whatever it is. Do you think I am going
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devil’s work you are up to? “

“It was suicide, Alan.”
“I am glad of that. But who drove him to it? You,

I should fancy.”
“Do you still refuse to do this for me?”
“Of course I refuse. I will have absolutely noth-

ing to do with it. I don’t care what shame comes on
you. You deserve it all. I should not be sorry to see
you disgraced, publicly disgraced. How dare you ask
me, of all men in the world, to mix myself up in this
horror? I should have thought you knew more about
people’s characters. Your friend Lord Henry Wotton
can’t have taught you much about psychology, what-
ever else he has taught you. Nothing will induce me
to stir a step to help you. You have come to the wrong
man. Go to some of your friends. Don’t come to me.”

“Alan, it was murder. I killed him. You don’t know
what he had made me suffer. Whatever my life is, he
had more to do with the making or the marring of it
than poor Harry has had. He may not have intended
it, the result was the same.”

“Murder! Good God, Dorian, is that what you
have come to? I shall not inform upon you.1 It is
not my business. Besides, without my stirring in the

1 I shall not inform upon you. — ß íå äîíåñó íà âàñ.
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commits a crime without doing something stupid.
But I will have nothing to do with it.”

“You must have something to do with it. Wait,
wait a moment; listen to me. Only listen, Alan. All
I ask of you is to perform a certain scientific experi-
ment. You go to hospitals and dead-houses, and the
horrors that you do there don’t affect you. If in some
hideous dissecting-room or fetid laboratory you found
this man lying on a leaden table with red gutters
scooped out in it for the blood to flow through, you
would simply look upon him as an admirable sub-
ject. You would not turn a hair. You would not be-
lieve that you were doing anything wrong. On the
contrary, you would probably feel that you were ben-
efiting the human race, or increasing the sum of
knowledge in the world, or gratifying intellectual cu-
riosity, or something of that kind. What I want you
to do is merely what you have often done before. In-
deed, to destroy a body must be far less horrible than
what you are accustomed to work at. And, remem-
ber, it is the only piece of evidence against me. If it is
discovered, I am lost; and it is sure to be discovered
unless you help me.”

“I have no desire to help you. You forget that. I am
simply indifferent to the whole thing. It has nothing
to do with me.”
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in. Just before you came I almost fainted with ter-
ror. You may know terror yourself some day. No!
don’t think of that. Look at the matter purely from
the scientific point of view. You don’t inquire where
the dead things on which you experiment come
from. Don’t inquire now. I have told you too much
as it is. But I beg of you to do this. We were friends
once, Alan.”

“Don’t speak about those days, Dorian: they are
dead.”

“The dead linger sometimes. The man upstairs
will not go away. He is sitting at the table with bowed
head and outstretched arms. Alan! Alan! if you don’t
come to my assistance I am ruined. Why, they will
hang me, Alan! Don’t you understand? They will hang
me for what I have done.”

“There is no good in prolonging this scene. I ab-
solutely refuse to do anything in the matter. It is in-
sane of you to ask me.”

“You refuse?”
“Yes.”
“I entreat you, Alan.”
“It is useless.”
The same look of pity came into Dorian Gray’s

eyes. Then he stretched out his hand, took a piece of
paper, and wrote something on it. He read it over



291

T
H

E
 P

IC
T

U
R

E
 O

F
 D

O
R

IA
N

 G
R

A
Ytwice, folded it carefully, and pushed it across the ta-

ble. Having done this, he got up, and went over to
the window.

Campbell looked at him in surprise, and then
took up the paper, and opened it. As he read it, his
face became ghastly pale, and he fell back in his chair.
A horrible sense of sickness came over him. He felt
as if his heart was beating itself to death in some
empty hollow.

After two or three minutes of terrible silence,
Dorian turned round, and came and stood behind
him, putting his hand upon his shoulder.

“I am so sorry for you, Alan,” he murmured, “but
you leave me no alternative. I have a letter written
already. Here it is. You see the address. If you don’t
help me, I must send it. If you don’t help me, I will
send it. You know what the result will be. But you are
going to help me. It is impossible for you to refuse
now. I tried to spare you. You will do me the justice
to admit that. You were stern, harsh, offensive. You
treated me as no man has ever dared to treat me —
no living man, at any rate. I bore it all. Now it is for
me to dictate terms.”

Campbell buried his face in his hands, and a shud-
der passed through him.

“Yes, it is my turn to dictate terms, Alan. You know
what they are. The thing is quite simple. Come, don’t
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Face it, and do it.”

A groan broke from Campbell’s lips, and he shiv-
ered all over. The ticking of the clock on the man-
telpiece seemed to him to be dividing Time into sep-
arate atoms of agony, each of which was too terrible
to be borne. He felt as if an iron ring was being
slowly tightened round his forehead, as if the dis-
grace with which he was threatened had already come
upon him. The hand upon his shoulder weighed like
a hand of lead. It was intolerable. It seemed to crush
him.

“Come, Alan, you must decide at once.”
“I cannot do it,” he said mechanically, as though

words could alter things.
“You must. You have no choice. Don’t delay.”
He hesitated a moment. “Is there a fire in the room

upstairs?”
“Yes, there is a gas-fire with asbestos.”
“I shall have to go home and get some things from

the laboratory.”
“No, Alan, you must not leave the house. Write

out on a sheet of notepaper what you want, and my
servant will take a cab and bring the things back to
you.”

Campbell scrawled a few lines, blotted them, and
addressed an envelope to his assistant. Dorian took
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bell and gave it to his valet, with orders to return as
soon as possible, and to bring the things with him.

As the hall door shut, Campbell started nervous-
ly, and, having got up from the chair, went over to
the chimney-piece. He 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 ham-
mer.

As the chime struck one, Campbell turned round,
and, looking at Dorian Gray, saw that his eyes were
filled with tears. There was something in the purity
and refinement of that sad face that seemed to enrage
him. “You are infamous, absolutely infamous!” he
muttered.

“Hush, Alan: you have saved my life,” said Do-
rian.

“Your life? Good heavens! What a life that is! You
have gone from corruption to corruption, and now
you have culminated in crime. In doing what I am
going to do, what you force me to do, it is not of
your life that I am thinking.”

“Ah, Alan,” murmured Dorian, with a sigh, “I wish
you had a thousandth part of the pity for me that I have
for you.” He turned away as he spoke, and stood look-
ing out at the garden. Campbell made no answer.
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and the servant entered, carrying a large mahogany
chest of chemicals, with a long coil of steel and plat-
inum wire and two rather curiously-shaped iron
clamps.

“Shall I leave the things here, sir?” he asked Camp-
bell.

“Yes,” said Dorian. “And I am afraid, Francis, that
I have another errand for you. What is the name of the
man at Richmond who supplies Selby with orchids?”

“Harden, sir.”
“Yes — Harden. You must go down to Richmond

at once, see Harden personally, and tell him to send
twice as many orchids as I ordered, and to have as
few white ones as possible. In fact, I don’t want any
white ones. It is a lovely day, Francis, and Richmond
is a very pretty place, otherwise I wouldn’t bother you
about it.”

“No trouble, sir. At what time shall I be back?”
Dorian looked at Campbell. “How long will your

experiment take, Alan?” he said in a calm, indifferent
voice. The presence of a third person in the room
seemed to give him extraordinary courage.

Campbell frowned, and bit his lip. “It will take
about five hours,” he answered.

“It will be time enough, then, if you are back at
half past seven, Francis. Or stay: just leave my things
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self. I am not dining at home, so I shall not want
you.”

“Thank you, sir,” said the man, leaving the room.
“Now, Alan, there is not a moment to be lost.

How heavy this chest is! I’ll take it for you. You bring
the other things.” He spoke rapidly, and in an au-
thoritative manner. Campbell felt dominated by him.
They left the room together.

When they reached the top landing, Dorian took
out the key and turned it in the lock. Then he stopped,
and a troubled look came into his eyes. He shuddered.
“I don’t think I can go in, Alan,” he murmured.

“It is nothing to me. I don’t require you,” said
Campbell, coldly.

Dorian half opened the door. As he did so, he saw
the face of his portrait leering in the sunlight. On the
floor in front of it the torn curtain was lying. He re-
membered that the night before he had forgotten, for
the first time in his life, to hide the fatal canvas, and
was about to 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 it was! —
more horrible, it seemed to him for the moment, than
the silent thing that he knew was stretched across the
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on the spotted carpet showed him that it had not stirred,
but was still there, as he had left it.

He heaved a deep breath1, opened the door a little
wider, and with half-closed eyes and averted head
walked quickly in, determined that he would not look
even once upon the dead man. Then, stooping down,
and taking up the gold and purple hanging, he flung
it right over the picture.

There he stopped, feeling afraid to turn round,
and his eyes fixed themselves on the intricacies of
the pattern before him. He heard Campbell bring-
ing in the heavy chest, and the irons, and the other
things that he had required for his dreadful work.
He began to wonder if he and Basil Hallward had
ever met, and, if so, what they had thought of each
other.

“Leave me now,” said a stern voice behind him.
He turned and hurried out, just conscious that

the dead man had been thrust back into the chair,
and that Campbell was gazing into a glistening yel-
low face. As he was going downstairs he heard the
key being turned in the lock.

It was long after seven when Campbell came back
into the library. He was pale, but absolutely calm.

1 He heaved a deep breath — Îí ñäåëàë ãëóáîêèé âäîõ
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tered. “And now, good-bye. Let us never see each
other again.”

“You have saved me from ruin, Alan. I cannot
forget that,” said Dorian, simply.

As soon as Campbell had left, he went upstairs.
There was a horrible smell of nitric acid1 in the room.
But the thing that had been sitting at the table was
gone.

1 nitric acid — àçîòíàÿ êèñëîòà



298


�

That evening, at eight-thirty, exquisitely dressed
and wearing a large buttonhole of Parma violets,
Dorian Gray was ushered into Lady Narborough’s
drawing-room by bowing servants. His forehead was
throbbing with maddened nerves, and he felt wildly
excited, but his manner as he bent over his hostess’s
hand was as easy and graceful as ever. Perhaps one
never seems so much at one’s ease as when one has to
play a part. Certainly no one looking at Dorian Gray
that night could have believed that he had passed
through a tragedy as horrible as any tragedy of our
age. Those finely-shaped fingers could never have
clutched a knife for sin, nor those smiling lips have
cried out on God and goodness. He himself could
not help wondering at the calm of his demeanour,
and for a moment felt keenly the terrible pleasure of
a double life.

It was a small party, got up rather in a hurry by Lady
Narborough, who was a very clever woman, with what
Lord Henry used to describe as the remains of really
remarkable ugliness. She had proved an excellent wife to
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ied her husband properly in a marble mausoleum,
which she had herself designed, and married off her
daughters to some rich, rather elderly men, she devot-
ed herself now to the pleasures of French fiction, French
cookery, and French esprit2 when she could get it.

Dorian was one of her special favourites, and she
always told him that she was extremely glad she had
not met him in early life. “I know, my dear, I should
have fallen madly in love with you,” she used to say,
“and thrown my bonnet right over the mills for your
sake3. It is most fortunate that you were not thought
of at the time. As it was, our bonnets were so unbe-
coming, and the mills were so occupied in trying to
raise the wind, that I never had even a flirtation with
anybody. However, that was all Narborough’s fault.
He was dreadfully short-sighted, and there is no pleas-
ure in taking in a husband who never sees anything4.”
1 She had proved an excellent wife to one of our most
tedious ambassadors — Îíà áûëà îáðàçöîâîé æåíîé
îäíîãî èç ñàìûõ ñêó÷íûõ ïîñëîâ

2 esprit — (ôð.) äóõ, óì
3 and thrown my bonnet right over the mills for your sake —
îáûãðûâàåòñÿ óñòîé÷èâîå âûðàæåíèå “to throw one’s
bonnet over the mill” — ïîñòóïàòü áåçðàññóäíî, ïåðåõî-
äèòü ãðàíèöû

4 there is no pleasure in taking in a husband who never
sees anything — íåèíòåðåñíî îáìàíûâàòü ìóæà, êîòî-
ðûé íè÷åãî íå âèäèò
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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
matters worse, had actually brought her husband with
her. “I think it is most unkind of her, my dear,” she
whispered. “Of course I go and stay with them every
summer after I come from Homburg, but then an
old woman like me must have fresh air sometimes,
and besides, I really wake them up. You don’t know
what an existence they lead down there. It is pure
unadulterated country life. They get up early, because
they have so much to do, and go to bed early because
they have so little to think about. There has not been
a scandal in the neighbourhood since the time of
Queen Elizabeth, and consequently they all fall asleep
after dinner. You shan’t sit next either of them. You
shall sit by me, and amuse me.”

Dorian murmured a graceful compliment, and
looked round the room. Yes; it was certainly a tedi-
ous party. Two of the people he had never seen be-
fore, and the others consisted of Ernest Harrowden,
one of those middle-aged mediocrities so common
in London clubs who have no enemies, but are thor-
oughly disliked by their friends; Lady Ruxton, an over-
dressed woman of forty-seven, with a hooked nose,
who was always trying to get herself compromised,
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pointment no one would ever believe anything against
her; Mrs. Erlynne, a pushing nobody, with a delight-
ful lisp, and Venetian-red hair1; Lady Alice Chapman,
his hostess’s daughter, a dowdy dull girl, with one of
those characteristic British faces, that, once seen, are
never remembered; and her husband, a red-cheeked,
white-whiskered creature who, like so many of his
class, was under the impression that inordinate jovi-
ality can atone for an entire lack of ideas.

He was rather sorry he had come, till Lady Nar-
borough, looking at the great ormolu gilt clock that
sprawled in gaudy curves on the mauve-draped man-
telshelf2, exclaimed: “How horrid of Henry Wotton
to be so late! I sent round to him this morning on
chance, and he promised faithfully not to disappoint
me.”

It was some consolation that Harry was to be there,
and when the door opened and he heard his slow
musical voice lending charm to some insincere apol-
ogy, he ceased to feel bored.

1 Venetian-red hair — êàøòàíîâî-ðûæèå âîëîñû
2 the great ormolu gilt clock that sprawled in gaudy curves
on the mauve-draped mantelshelf — áîëüøèå ïîçîëî-
÷åííûå áðîíçîâûå ÷àñû ñ àëÿïîâàòûìè çàâèòóøêà-
ìè, ñòîÿùèå íà ïîêðûòîé ëèëîâîé òêàíüþ êàìèí-
íîé ïîëêå
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after plate went away untasted. Lady Narborough kept
scolding him for what she called “an insult to poor
Adolphe, who invented the menu specially for you,”
and now and then Lord Henry looked across at him,
wondering at his silence and abstracted manner. From
time to time the butler filled his glass with cham-
pagne. He drank eagerly, and his thirst seemed to in-
crease.

“Dorian,” said Lord Henry at last, as the chaud-
froid1 was being handed round, “what is the matter
with you to-night? You are quite out of sorts.2”

“I believe he is in love,” cried Lady Narborough,
“and that he is afraid to tell me for fear I should be
jealous. He is quite right. I certainly should.”

“Dear Lady Narborough,” murmured Dorian,
smiling, “I have not been in love for a whole week —
not, in fact, since Madame de Ferrol left town.”

“How you men can fall in love with that wom-
an!” exclaimed the old lady. “I really cannot under-
stand it.”

“It is simply because she remembers you when you
were a little girl, Lady Narborough,” said Lord Henry.
“She is the one link between us and your short frocks.”
1 chaudfroid — (ôð.) æàðåíàÿ äè÷ü ïîä ñîóñîì, çàëèâíîå
èç äè÷è

2 You are quite out of sorts. — ×òî-òî âû íå â äóõå.
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Lord Henry. But I remember her very well at Vienna
thirty years ago, and how décolletée she was then.”

“She is still décolletée,” he answered, taking an
olive in his long fingers; “and when she is in a very
smart gown she looks like an édition de luxe1 of a bad
French novel. She is really wonderful, and full of sur-
prises. Her capacity for family affection is extraordi-
nary. When her third husband died, her hair turned
quite gold from grief.”

“How can you, Harry!” cried Dorian.
“It is a most romantic explanation,” laughed the

hostess. “But her third husband, Lord Henry! You
don’t mean to say Ferrol is the fourth.”

“Certainly, Lady Narborough.”
“I don’t believe a word of it.”
“Well, ask Mr. Gray. He is one of her most inti-

mate friends.”
“Is it true, Mr. Gray?”
“She assures me so, Lady Narborough,” said Dori-

an. “I asked her whether, like Marguerite de Navarre2,

1 ���������
����
 — (ôð.) ðîñêîøíîå (ïîäàðî÷íîå) èçäàíèå
2 Marguerite de Navarre — Ìàðãàðèòà Âàëóà, äî÷ü ôðàí-
öóçñêîãî êîðîëÿ Ãåíðèõà II è æåíà êîðîëÿ Íàâàððñêîãî,
êîòîðûé ïîçæå çàíÿë ôðàíöóçñêèé ïðåñòîë ïîä èìåíåì
Ãåíðèõà IV; áûëà èçâåñòíà ñâîåé êðàñîòîé è ëþáîâíû-
ìè ïîõîæäåíèÿìè
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dle. She told me she didn’t, because none of them
had any hearts at all.”

“Four husbands! Upon my word that is trop de
zèle1.”

“Trop d’audace2, I tell her,” said Dorian.
“Oh! she is audacious enough for anything, my

dear. And what is Ferrol like? I don’t know him.”
“The husbands of very beautiful women belong

to the criminal classes,” said Lord Henry, sipping his
wine.

Lady Narborough hit him with her fan. “Lord
Henry, I am not at all surprised that the world says
that you are extremely wicked.”

“But what world says that?” asked Lord Henry,
elevating his eyebrows. “It can only be the next world.
This world and I are on excellent terms.”

“Everybody I know says you are very wicked,”
cried the old lady, shaking her head.

Lord Henry looked serious for some moments.
“It is perfectly monstrous,” he said at last, “the way
people go about nowadays saying things against one
behind one’s back that are absolutely and entirely
true.”

1 ������
����
 — (ôð.) ñëèøêîì ìíîãî ðâåíèÿ
2 ������������
 — (ôð.) ñëèøêîì ìíîãî ñìåëîñòè
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ward in his chair.
“I hope so,” said his hostess, laughing. “But really

if you all worship Madame de Ferrol in this ridicu-
lous way, I shall have to marry again so as to be in the
fashion.”

“You will never marry again, Lady Narborough,”
broke in Lord Henry. “You were far too happy. When
a woman marries again it is because she detested her
first husband. When a man marries again, it is be-
cause he adored his first wife. Women try their luck;
men risk theirs.”

“Narborough wasn’t perfect,” cried the old lady.
“If he had been, you would not have loved him,

my dear lady,” was the rejoinder. “Women love us for
our defects. If we have enough of them they will for-
give us everything, even our intellects. You will never
ask me to dinner again, after saying this, I am afraid,
Lady Narborough; but it is quite true.”

“Of course it is true, Lord Henry. If we women did
not love you for your defects, where would you all be?
Not one of you would ever be married. You would be a
set of unfortunate bachelors. Not, however, that that
would alter you much. Nowadays all the married men
live like bachelors, and all the bachelors like married
men.”
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“Fin du globe2,” answered his hostess.
“I wish it were fin du globe,” said Dorian with a

sigh. “Life is a great disappointment.”
“Ah, my dear,” cried Lady Narborough, putting

on her gloves, “don’t tell me that you have exhausted
Life. When a man says that one knows that life has
exhausted him. Lord Henry is very wicked, and I some-
times wish that I had been; but you are made to be
good — you look so good. I must find you a nice
wife. Lord Henry, don’t you think that Mr. Gray
should get married?”

“I am always telling him so, Lady Narborough,”
said Lord Henry, with a bow.

“Well, we must look out for a suitable match
for him. I shall go through Debrett3 carefully to-
night, and draw out a list of all the eligible young
ladies.”

“With their ages, Lady Narborough?” asked Do-
rian.

“Of course, with their ages, slightly edited. But
nothing must be done in a hurry. I want it to be what

1 �����
������
 — (ôð.) êîíåö âåêà
2 �������	���
 — (ôð.) êîíåö ñâåòà
4 Debrett — Äæîí Äåáðåò (óì. 1822), ëîíäîíñêèé èçäà-
òåëü, ïóáëèêîâàâøèé ñïðàâî÷íûå èçäàíèÿ îá àíãëèé-
ñêèõ àðèñòîêðàòè÷åñêèõ ñåìüÿõ
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you both to be happy.”
“What nonsense people talk about happy mar-

riages!” exclaimed Lord Henry. “A man can be happy
with any woman, as long as he does not love her.”

“Ah! what a cynic you are!” cried the old lady,
pushing back her chair, and nodding to Lady Rux-
ton. “You must come and dine with me soon again.
You are really an admirable tonic, much better than
what Sir Andrew prescribes for me. You must tell me
what people you would like to meet, though. I want
it to be a delightful gathering.”

“I like men who have a future, and women who
have a past,” he answered. “Or do you think that
would make it a petticoat party2?”

“I fear so,” she said, laughing, as she stood up.
“A thousand pardons, my dear Lady Ruxton,” she add-
ed. “I didn’t see you hadn’t finished your cigarette.”

“Never mind, Lady Narborough. I smoke a great
deal too much. I am going to limit myself for the
future.”

“Pray don’t, Lady Ruxton,” said Lord Henry.
“Moderation is a fatal thing. Enough is as bad as a
meal. More than enough is as good as a feast.”
1 The Morning Post — ëîíäîíñêàÿ ãàçåòà
2 a petticoat party — èñêëþ÷èòåëüíî æåíñêîå îáùå-
ñòâî
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come and explain that to me some afternoon, Lord
Henry. It sounds a fascinating theory,” she murmured,
as she swept out of the room.

“Now, mind you don’t stay too long over your
politics and scandal,” cried Lady Narborough from
the door. “If you do, we are sure to squabble up-
stairs.”

The men laughed, and Mr. Chapman got up sol-
emnly from the foot of the table and came up to the
top. Dorian Gray changed his seat, and went and
sat by Lord Henry. Mr. Chapman began to talk in
a loud voice about the situation in the House of
Commons. He guffawed at his adversaries. The
word doctrinaire — word full of terror to the Brit-
ish mind — reappeared from time to time between
his explosions. An alliterative prefix served as an or-
nament of oratory. He hoisted the Union Jack on
the pinnacles of Thought. The inherited stupidity
of the race — sound English common sense he jovi-
ally termed it — was shown to be the proper bul-
wark for Society.

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 sorts at dinner.”

“I am quite well, Harry. I am tired. That is all.”
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ess is quite devoted to you. She tells me she is going
down to Selby.”

“She has promised to come on the twentieth.”
“Is Monmouth to be there too?”
“Oh, yes, Harry.”
“He bores me dreadfully, almost as much as he

bores her. She is very clever, too clever for a woman.
She lacks the indefinable charm of weakness. It is the
feet of clay that makes the gold of the image pre-
cious. Her feet are very pretty, but they are not feet of
clay. White porcelain feet, if you like. They have been
through the fire and what fire does not destroy, it
hardens. She has had experiences.”

“How long has she been married?” asked Dorian.
“An eternity, she tells me. I believe, according to

the peerage, it is ten years, but ten years with Mon-
mouth must have been like eternity, with time thrown
in. Who else is coming?”

“Oh, the Willoughbys, Lord Rugby and his wife,
our hostess, Geoffrey Clouston, the usual set. I have
asked Lord Grotrian.”

“I like him,” said Lord Henry. “A great many peo-
ple don’t, but I find him charming. He atones for
being occasionally somewhat over-dressed, by being
always absolutely over-educated. He is a very modern
type.”
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He may have to go to Monte Carlo with his father.”

“Ah! what a nuisance people’s people are! Try and
make him come. By the way, Dorian, you ran off very
early last night. You left before eleven. What did you
do afterwards? Did you go straight home?”

Dorian glanced at him hurriedly, and frowned.
“No, Harry,” he said at last. “I did not get home till
nearly three.”

“Did you go to the club?”
“Yes,” he answered. Then he bit his lip. “No, I don’t

mean that. I didn’t go to the club. I walked about.
I forget what I did. ... How inquisitive you are, Harry!
You always want to know what one has been doing.
I always want to forget what I have been doing. I came
in at half-past two, if you wish to know the exact time.
I 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 fel-
low, as if I cared! Let us go up to the drawing-room.
No sherry, thank you, Mr. Chapman. Something has
happened to you, Dorian. Tell me what it is. You are
not yourself to-night.”

“Don’t mind me, Harry. I am irritable and out
of temper. I shall come round and see you to-mor-
row or next day. Make my excuses to Lady Nar-
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go home.”
“All right, Dorian. I daresay I shall see you to-

morrow at tea-time. The Duchess is coming.”
“I will try to be there, Harry,” he said, leaving the

room. As he drove back to his own house he was con-
scious that the sense of terror he thought he had stran-
gled had come back to him. Lord Henry’s casual ques-
tioning had made him lose his nerves for the mo-
ment, and he wanted his nerve still. Things that were
dangerous had to be destroyed. He winced. He hated
the idea of even touching them.

Yet it had to be done. He realised that, and when
he had locked the door of his library, he opened the
secret press into which he had thrust Basil Hallward’s
coat and bag. A huge fire was blazing. He piled an-
other log on it. The smell of the singeing clothes and
burning leather was horrible. It took him three-quar-
ters of an hour to consume everything. At the end he
felt faint and sick, and having lit some Algerian pas-
tilles in a pierced copper brazier, he bathed his hands
and forehead with a cool musk-scented vinegar.

Suddenly he started. His eyes grew strangely
bright, and he gnawed nervously at his under-lip.
Between two of the windows stood a large Florentine
cabinet, made out of ebony, and inlaid with ivory and
blue lapis. He watched it as though it were a thing
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something that he longed for and yet almost loathed.
His breath quickened. A mad craving came over him.
He lit a cigarette and then threw it away. His eyelids
drooped till the long fringed lashes almost touched
his cheek. But he still watched the cabinet. At last he
got up from the sofa on which he had been lying,
went over to it, and, having unlocked it, touched some
hidden spring, A triangular drawer passed slowly out.
His fingers moved instinctively towards it, dipped in,
and closed on something. It was a small Chinese box
of black and gold-dust lacquer, elaborately wrought,
the sides patterned with curved waves, and the silken
cords hung with round crystals and tasselled in plait-
ed metal threads. He opened it. Inside was a green
paste, waxy in lustre, the odour curiously heavy and
persistent.

He hesitated for some moments, with a strangely
immobile smile upon his face. Then shivering, though
the atmosphere of the room was terribly hot, he drew
himself up, and glanced at the clock. It was twenty
minutes to twelve. He put the box back, shutting the
cabinet doors as he did so, and went into his bed-
room.

As midnight was striking bronze blows upon the
dusky air, Dorian Gray dressed commonly, and with
a muffler wrapped round his throat, crept quietly out
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a good horse. He hailed it, and in a low voice gave
the driver an address.

The man shook his head. “It is too far for me,” he
muttered.

“Here is a sovereign for you,” said Dorian. “You
shall have another if you drive fast.”

“All right, sir,” answered the man, “you will be
there in an hour,” and after his fare had got in he
turned his horse round, and drove rapidly towards
the river.
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A cold rain began to fall, and the blurred street-
lamps looked ghastly in the dipping mist. The pub-
lic-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
laughter. In others, drunkards brawled and screamed.

Lying back in the hansom, with his hat pulled
over his forehead, Dorian Gray watched with list-
less eyes the sordid shame of the great city, and now
and then he repeated to himself the words that Lord
Henry had said to 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 tried it, and would try it again
now. There were opium-dens, where one could buy
oblivion, dens of horror where the memory of old
sins could be destroyed by the madness of sins that
were new.

The moon hung low in the sky like a yellow skull.
From time to time a huge misshapen cloud stretched
a long arm across and hid it. The gas-lamps grew fewer,
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man lost his way, and had to drive back half a mile.
A steam rose from the horse as it splashed up the pud-
dles. The side-windows of the 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 sick to death. Was it
true that the senses could cure it? Innocent blood had
been spilt. What could atone for that? Ah! for that
there was no atonement; but though forgiveness was
impossible, forgetfulness was possible still, and he was
determined to forget, to stamp the thing out, to crush
it as one would crush the adder that had stung one1.
Indeed, what right had Basil to have spoken to him
as he had done? Who had made him a judge over
others? He had said things that were dreadful, horri-
ble, not to be endured.

On and on plodded the hansom, going slower, it
seemed to him, 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 his delicate hands twitched nervously
together. He struck at the horse madly with his stick.

1 as one would crush the adder that had stung one — êàê
óáèâàþò óæàëèâøóþ ÷åëîâåêà ãàäþêó
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answer, and the man was silent.

The way seemed interminable, and the streets like
the black web of some sprawling spider. The monot-
ony became unbearable, and, as the mist thickened,
he felt afraid.

Then they passed by lonely brickfields. The fog
was lighter here, and he could see the strange bottle
shaped kilns with their orange fan-like tongues of fire.
A dog barked as they went by, and far away in the
darkness some wandering sea-gull screamed. The horse
stumbled in a rut, then swerved aside, and broke into
a gallop.

After some time they left the clay road, and rat-
tled again over rough-paven streets. Most of the win-
dows were dark, but now and then fantastic shadows
were silhouetted against some lamp-lit blind. He
watched them curiously. They moved like monstrous
marionettes, and made gestures like live things. He
hated them. A dull rage was in his heart. As they
turned a corner a woman yelled something at them
from an open door, and two men ran after the han-
som for about a hundred yards. The driver beat at
them with his whip.

It is said that passion makes one think in a circle.
Certainly with hideous iteration the bitten lips of
Dorian Gray shaped and reshaped those subtle words
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them the full expression, as it were, of his mood, and
justified, by intellectual approval, passions that with-
out such justification would still have dominated his
temper. From cell to cell of his brain crept the one
thought; and the wild desire to live, most terrible of
all man’s appetites, quickened into force each trem-
bling nerve and fibre. Ugliness that had once been
hateful to him because it made things real, became
dear to him now for that very reason. Ugliness was
the one reality. The coarse brawl, the loathsome den,
the crude violence of disordered life, the very vileness
of thief and outcast, were more vivid, in their intense
actuality of impression, than all the gracious shapes
of Art, the dreamy shadows of Song. They were what
he needed for forgetfulness. In three days he would
be free.

Suddenly the man drew up with a jerk at the top
of a dark lane. Over the low roofs and jagged chim-
ney stacks of the houses rose the black masts of ships.
Wreaths of white mist clung like ghostly sails to the
yards.

“Somewhere about here, sir, ain’t it?” he asked
huskily through the trap.

Dorian started, and peered round. “This will do,”
he answered, and, having got out hastily, and given
the driver the extra fare he had promised him, he
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there a lantern gleamed at the stern of some huge
merchantman. The light shook and splintered in the
puddles. A red glare came from an outward-bound
steamer that was coaling. The slimy pavement looked
like a wet mackintosh.

He hurried on towards the left, glancing back now
and then to see if he was being followed. In about
seven or eight minutes he reached a small shabby
house, that was wedged in between two gaunt facto-
ries. In one of the top windows stood a lamp. He
stopped, and gave a peculiar knock.

After a little time he heard steps in the passage, and
the chain being unhooked. The door opened quietly,
and he went in without saying a word to the squat
misshapen figure that flattened itself into the shadow
as he passed. At 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 as
if it had once been a third-rate dancing- saloon. Shrill
flaring gas jets, dulled and distorted in the fly-blown
mirrors that faced them, were ranged round the walls.
Greasy reflectors of ribbed tin backed them, making
quivering discs of light. The floor was covered with
ochre-coloured sawdust, trampled here and there into
mud, and stained with dark rings of spilt liquor. Some
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ing with bone counters and showing their white teeth
as they chattered. In one corner, with his head buried
in his arms, a sailor sprawled over a table, and by the
tawdrily-painted bar that ran across one complete side
stood two haggard women mocking an old man who
was brushing the sleeves of his coat with an expression
of disgust. “He thinks he’s got red ants on him,” laughed
one of them, as Dorian passed by. The man looked at
her in terror and began to whimper.

At the end of the room there was a little staircase,
leading to a darkened chamber. As Dorian hurried
up its three rickety steps, the heavy odour of opium
met him. He heaved a deep breath, and his nostrils
quivered with pleasure. When he entered, a young
man with smooth yellow hair, who was bending over
a lamp, lighting a long thin pipe, looked up at him,
and nodded in a hesitating manner.

“You here, Adrian?” muttered Dorian.
“Where else should I be?” he answered, listlessly.

“None of the chaps will speak to me now.”
“I thought you had left England.”
“Darlington is not going to do anything. My

brother paid the bill at last. George doesn’t speak to me
either. ... I don’t care,” he added, with a sigh. “As long
as one has this stuff, one doesn’t want friends. I think
I have had too many friends.”
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things that lay in such fantastic postures on the rag-
ged mattresses. The twisted limbs, the gaping mouths,
the staring lustreless eyes, fascinated him. He knew
in what strange heavens they were suffering, and what
dull hells were teaching them the secret of some new
joy. They were better off than he was. He was pris-
oned in thought. Memory, like a horrible malady, was
eating his soul away. From time to time he seemed to
see the eyes of Basil Hallward looking at him. Yet he
felt he could not stay. The presence of Adrian Single-
ton troubled him. He wanted to be where no man
would know who he was. He wanted to escape from
himself.

“I am going on to the other place,” he said, after a
pause.

“On the wharf?”
“Yes.”
“That mad-cat is sure to be there. They won’t have

her in this place now.”
Dorian shrugged his shoulders. “I am sick of wom-

en who love one. Women who hate one are much
more interesting. Besides, the stuff is better.”

“Much the same.”
“I like it better. Come and have something to

drink. I must have something.”
“I don’t want anything,” murmured the young man.
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Adrian Singleton rose up wearily, and followed
Dorian to the bar. A half-caste1, in a ragged turban
and a shabby ulster, grinned a hideous greeting as he
thrust a bottle of brandy and two tumblers in front
of them. The women sidled up, and began to chatter.
Dorian turned his back on them, and said something
in a low voice to Adrian Singleton.

A crooked smile, like a Malay crease, writhed
across the face of one of the women.

“We are very proud to-night,” she sneered.
“For God’s sake don’t talk to me,” cried Dorian,

stamping his foot on the ground. “What do you want?
Money? Here it is. Don’t ever talk to me again.”

Two red sparks flashed for a moment in the wom-
an’s sodden eyes, then flickered out, and left them
dull and glazed. She tossed her head, and raked the
coins off the counter with greedy fingers. Her com-
panion watched her enviously.

“It’s no use,” sighed Adrian Singleton. “I don’t
care to go back. What does it matter? I am quite hap-
py here.”

“You will write to me if you want anything, won’t
you?” said Dorian, after a pause.

“Perhaps.”

1 A half-caste — ïîëóêðîâêà, ÷åëîâåê ñìåøàííîé ðàñû



322

O
S

C
A

R
 W

IL
D

E “Good-night, then.”
“Good-night,” answered the young man, passing

up the steps, and wiping his 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 the woman who had
taken his money. “There goes the devil’s bargain!” she
hiccoughed, in a hoarse voice.

“Curse you!” he answered, “don’t call me that.”
She snapped her fingers. “Prince Charming is what

you like to be called, ain’t it?” she yelled after him.
The drowsy sailor leapt to his feet as she spoke,

and looked wildly round. The sound of the shutting
of the hall door fell on his ear. He rushed out as if in
pursuit.

Dorian Gray hurried along the quay through the
drizzling rain. His meeting with Adrian Singleton had
strangely moved him, and he wondered if the ruin of
that young life was really to be laid at his door1, as
Basil Hallward 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 it matter to him?
One’s days were too brief to take the burden of an-
other’s errors on one’s shoulders. Each man lived his

1 to be laid at his door — íà åãî ñîâåñòè
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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 ac-
counts.

There are moments, psychologists tell us, when
the passion for sin, or for what the world calls sin, so
dominates a nature, that every fibre of the body, as
every cell of the brain, seems to be instinct with fear-
ful impulses. Men and women at such moments lose
the freedom of their will. They move to their terrible
end as automatons move. Choice is taken from them,
and conscience is either killed, or, if it lives at all, lives
but to give rebellion its fascination, and disobedience
its charm. For all sins, as theologians weary not of
reminding us, are sins of disobedience. When that
high spirit, that morning-star of evil, fell from heav-
en, it was as a rebel that he fell.

Callous, concentrated on evil, with stained mien,
and soul hungry for rebellion, Dorian Gray hastened
on, quickening his step as he went, but as he darted
aside into a dim archway, that had served him often
as a short cut to the ill-famed place where he was
going, he felt himself suddenly seized from behind,
and before he had time to defend himself he was thrust
back against the wall, with a brutal hand round his
throat.
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fort wrenched the tightening fingers away. In a sec-
ond he heard the click of a revolver, and saw the gleam
of a polished barrel pointing straight at his head, and
the dusky form of a short thick-set man facing him.

“What do you want?” he gasped.
“Keep quiet,” said the man. “If you stir, I shoot

you.”
“You are mad. What have I done to you?”
“You wrecked the life of Sibyl Vane,” was the an-

swer, “and Sibyl Vane was my sister. She killed herself.
I know it. Her death is at your door. I swore I would
kill you in return. For years I have sought you. I had
no clue, no trace. The two people who could have de-
scribed you were dead. I knew nothing of you but the
pet name she used to call you. I 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 I am
James Vane, you are going to die.” There was a horri-
ble 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. I go on
board to-night for India, and I must do my job first.
One minute. That’s all.”
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ror, he did not know what to do. Suddenly a wild
hope flashed across his brain. “Stop,” he cried. “How
long ago is it since your sister died? Quick, tell me!”

“Eighteen years,” said the man. “Why do you ask
me? What do years matter?”

“Eighteen years,” laughed Dorian Gray, with a
touch of triumph in his voice. “Eighteen years! Set
me under the lamp and look at my face!”

James Vane hesitated for a moment, not under-
standing 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, into which he had fallen, for the face of the
man he had sought to kill had all the bloom of boy-
hood, all the unstained purity of youth. He seemed
little older than a lad of twenty summers, hardly old-
er, if older indeed at all, than his sister had been when
they had parted so many years ago. It was obvious
that this was not the man who had destroyed her life.

He loosened his hold and reeled back. “My God!
my God!” he cried, “and I would have murdered you!”

Dorian Gray drew a long breath. “You have been
on the brink of committing a terrible crime, my man,”
he said, looking at him sternly. “Let this be a warning
to you not to take vengeance into your own hands.”
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deceived. A chance word I heard in that damned den
set me on the wrong track.”

“You had better go home, and put that pistol away,
or you may get into trouble,” said Dorian, turning
on his heel, and going slowly down the street.

James Vane stood on the pavement in horror. He
was trembling from head to foot. After a little while a
black shadow that had been creeping along the drip-
ping wall moved out into the light and came close to
him with stealthy footsteps. He felt a hand laid on
his arm and looked round with a start. It was one of
the women who had been drinking at the bar.

“Why didn’t you kill him?” she hissed out, putting
her haggard face quite close to his. “I knew you were
following him when you rushed out from Daly’s. You
fool! You should have killed him. He has lots of mon-
ey, and he’s as bad as bad.”

“He is not the man I am looking for,” he answered,
“and I want no man’s money. I want a man’s life. The
man whose life I want must be nearly forty now. This
one is little more than a boy. Thank God, I have not
got his blood upon my hands.”

The woman gave a bitter laugh. “Little more than
a boy!” she sneered. “Why, man, it’s nigh on eighteen
years since Prince Charming made me what I am.”

“You lie!” cried James Vane.
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am telling the truth,” she cried.
“Before God?”
“Strike me dumb if it ain’t so. He is the worst one

that comes here. They say he has sold himself to the
devil for a pretty face. It’s nigh on eighteen years since
I 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;
“I am afraid of him. Let me have some money for my
night’s lodging.”

He broke from her with an oath1, and rushed to
the corner of the street, but Dorian Gray had disap-
peared. When he looked back, the woman had van-
ished also.

1 He broke from her with an oath — Îí áðîñèëñÿ áåæàòü
ñ ïðîêëÿòüÿìè
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A week later Dorian Gray was sitting in the con-
servatory at Selby Royal talking to the pretty Duch-
ess of Monmouth, who with her husband, a jaded-
looking man of sixty, was amongst his guests. It was
tea-time, and the mellow light of the huge lace-cov-
ered lamp that stood on the table lit up the delicate
china and hammered silver of the service at which
the Duchess was presiding. Her white hands were
moving daintily among the cups, and her full red lips
were smiling at something that Dorian had whispered
to her. Lord Henry was lying back in a silk-draped
wicker chair looking at them. On a peach-coloured
divan sat Lady Narborough pretending to listen to
the Duke’s description of the last Brazilian beetle that
he had added to his collection. Three young men in
elaborate smoking-suits were handing tea-cakes to
some of the women. The house-party consisted of
twelve people, and there were more expected to ar-
rive on the next day.

“What are you two talking about?” said Lord
Henry, strolling over to the table, and putting his cup
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for rechristening everything, Gladys. It is a delightful
idea.”

“But I don’t want to be rechristened, Harry,” re-
joined the Duchess, looking up at him with her won-
derful eyes. “I am quite satisfied with my own name,
and I am sure Mr. Gray should be satisfied with his.”

“My dear Gladys, I would not alter either name
for the world. They are both perfect. I was thinking
chiefly of flowers. Yesterday I cut an orchid, for my
buttonhole. It was a marvellous spotted thing, as ef-
fective as the seven deadly sins1. In a thoughtless
moment I asked one of the gardeners what it was
called. He told me it was a fine specimen of Robinso-
niana, or something dreadful of that kind. It is a sad
truth, but we have lost the faculty of giving lovely
names to things. Names are everything. I never quar-
rel with actions. My one quarrel is with words. That
is the reason I hate vulgar realism in literature. The
man who could call a spade a spade should be com-
pelled to use one. It is the only thing he is fit for.”

“Then what should we call you, Harry?” she asked.
“His name is Prince Paradox,” said Dorian.
“I recognise him in a flash,” exclaimed the Duch-

ess.

1 seven deadly sins — ñåìü ñìåðòíûõ ãðåõîâ
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into a chair.

“From a label there is no escape! I refuse the title.”
“Royalties may not abdicate,” fell as a warning

from pretty lips.
“You wish me to defend my throne, then?”
“Yes.”
“I give the truths of to-morrow.”
“I prefer the mistakes of to-day,” she answered.
“You disarm me, Gladys,” he cried, catching the

wilfulness of her mood.
“Of your shield, Harry: not of your spear.”
“I never tilt against beauty1,” he said, with a wave

of his hand.
“That is your error, Harry, believe me. You value

beauty far too much.”
“How can you say that? I admit that I think that

it is better to be beautiful than to be good. But on
the other hand no one is more ready than I am 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. “What becomes of your simile
about the orchid?”

1 I never tilt against beauty. — ß íèêîãäà íå ñðàæàþñü
ïðîòèâ êðàñîòû.
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dys. You, as a good Tory, must not underrate them.
Beer, the Bible, and the seven deadly virtues have made
our England what she is.”

“You don’t like your country, then?” she asked.
“I live in it.”
“That you may censure it the better.”
“Would you have me take the verdict of Europe

on it?” he inquired.
“What do they say of us?”
“That Tartuffe1 has emigrated to England and

opened a shop.”
“Is that yours, Harry?”
“I give it to you.”
“I could not use it. It is too true.”
“You need not be afraid. Our countrymen never

recognise a description.”
“They are practical.”
“They are more cunning than practical. When

they make up their ledger, they balance stupidity by
wealth, and vice by hypocrisy.”

“Still, we have done great things.”
“Great things have been thrust on us, Gladys.”
“We have carried their burden.”

1 Tartuffe — Òàðòþô, ïåðñîíàæ îäíîèìåííîé êîìåäèè
Ìîëüåðà, ñòàâøèé ñèìâîëîì ëèöåìåðèÿ è ðåëèãèîç-
íîãî õàíæåñòâà
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She shook her head. “I believe in the race,” she cried.
“It represents the survival of the pushing.”
“It has development.”
“Decay fascinates me more.”
“What of Art?” she asked.
“It is a malady.”
“Love?”
“An illusion.”
“Religion?”
“The fashionable substitute for Belief.”
“You are a sceptic.”
“Never! Scepticism is the beginning of Faith.”
“What are you?”
“To define is to limit.”
“Give me a clue.”
“Threads snap. You would lose your way in the

labyrinth.”
“You bewilder me. Let us talk of some one else.”
“Our host is a delightful topic. Years ago he was

christened Prince Charming.”
“Ah! don’t remind me of that,” cried Dorian Gray.
“Our host is rather horrid this evening,” answered

the Duchess, colouring. “I believe he thinks that Mon-
mouth married me on purely scientific principles as
the best specimen he could find of a modern butter-
fly.”
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ess,” laughed Dorian.
“Oh, my maid does that already, Mr. Gray, when

she is annoyed with me.”
“And what does she get annoyed with you about,

Duchess?”
“For the most trivial things, Mr. Gray, I assure

you. Usually because I come in at ten minutes to
nine and tell her that I must be dressed by half-past
eight.”

“How unreasonable of her! You should give her
warning.”

“I daren’t, Mr. Gray. Why, she invents hats for
me. You remember the one I wore at Lady Hilstone’s
garden-party? You don’t, but it is nice of you to pre-
tend that you do. Well, she made it out of nothing.
All good hats are made out of nothing.”

“Like all good reputations, Gladys,” interrupted
Lord Henry. “Every effect that one produces gives one
an enemy. To be popular one must be a mediocrity.”

“Not with women,” said the Duchess, shaking her
head; “and women rule the world. I assure you we
can’t bear mediocrities. We women, as some one says,
love with our ears, just as you men love with your
eyes, if you ever love at all.”

“It seems to me that we never do anything else,”
murmured Dorian.
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swered the Duchess, with mock sadness.

“My dear Gladys!” cried Lord Henry. “How can
you say that? Romance lives by repetition, and repe-
tition converts an appetite 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 pas-
sion. It merely intensifies it. We can have in life but
one great experience at best, and the secret of life is to
reproduce that experience as often as possible.”

“Even when one has been wounded by it, Har-
ry?” asked the Duchess, after a pause.

“Especially when one has been wounded by it,”
answered Lord Henry.

The Duchess turned and looked at Dorian Gray
with a curious expression in her eyes. “What do you
say to that, Mr. Gray?” she inquired.

Dorian hesitated for a moment. Then he threw
his head back and laughed. “I always agree with Har-
ry, 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? I have searched for pleasure.”
“And found it, Mr. Gray?”
“Often. Too often.”
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she said, “and if I don’t go and dress, I shall have none
this evening.”

“Let me get you some orchids, Duchess,” cried
Dorian, starting to his feet, and walking down the
conservatory.

“You are flirting disgracefully with him,” said Lord
Henry to his cousin. “You had better take care. He is
very fascinating.”

“If he were not, there would be no battle.”
“Greek meets Greek, then?”
“I am on the side of the Trojans. They fought for

a woman.”
“They were defeated.”
“There are worse things than capture,” she answered.
“You gallop with a loose rein.1”
“Pace gives life,” was the riposte.
“I shall write it in my diary to-night.”
“What?”
“That a burnt child loves the fire.”
“I am not even singed. My wings are untouched.”
“You can use them for everything except flight.”
“Courage has passed from men to women. It is a

new experience for us.”

1 You gallop with a loose rein. — Âû ñêà÷åòå, îòïóñòèâ
ïîâîäüÿ.
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“Who?”
He laughed. “Lady Narborough,” he whispered.

“She perfectly adores him.”
“You fill me with apprehension. The appeal to

Antiquity is fatal to us who are romanticists.”
“Romanticists! You have all the methods of sci-

ence.”
“Men have educated us.”
“But not explained you.”
“Describe us as a sex,” was her challenge.
“Sphynxes without secrets.”
She looked at him, smiling. “How long Mr. Gray

is!” she said. “Let us go and help him. I have not yet
told him the colour of my frock.”

“Ah! you must suit your frock to his flowers, Gla-
dys.”

“That would be a premature surrender.”
“Romantic Art begins with its climax.”
“I must keep an opportunity for retreat.”
“In the Parthian manner?1”
“They found safety in the desert. I could not do

that.”

1 In the Parthian manner? — Êàê ïàðôÿíåö? (ïî ïðåäà-
íèþ, ïàðôÿíå ïðèáåãàëè â ñðàæåíèÿõ ê ñëåäóþùåé
õèòðîñòè: èçîáðàæàëè áåãñòâî, à ïîòîì ïîðàæàëè ïðå-
ñëåäîâàâøèõ èõ âðàãîâ).
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swered, but hardly had he finished the sentence before
from the far end of the conservatory came a stifled
groan, followed by the dull sound of a heavy fall. Eve-
rybody started up. The Duchess stood motionless in
horror. And with fear in his eyes Lord Henry rushed
through the flapping palms to find Dorian Gray lying
face downwards on the tiled floor in a death-like swoon.

He was carried at once into the blue drawing-
room, and laid upon one of the sofas. After a short
time he came to himself, and looked round with a
dazed expression.

“What has happened?” he asked. “Oh! I remem-
ber. Am I safe here. Harry?” He began to tremble.

“My dear Dorian,” answered Lord Henry, “you
merely fainted. That was all. You must have overtired
yourself. You had better not come down to dinner.
I will take your place.”

“No, I will come down,” he said, struggling to his
feet. “I would rather come down. I must not be alone.”

He went to his room and dressed. There was a
wild recklessness of gaiety in his manner as he sat at
table, but now and then a thrill of terror ran through
him when he remembered that, pressed against the
window of the conservatory, like a white handker-
chief, he had seen the face of James Vane watching
him.
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The next day he did not leave the house, and in-
deed, spent most of the time in his own room, sick
with a wild terror of dying, and yet indifferent to life
itself. The consciousness of being hunted, snared,
tracked down, had begun to dominate him. If the
tapestry did but tremble in the wind, he shook.1 The
dead leaves that were blown against the leaded panes
seemed to him like his own wasted resolutions and
wild regrets. When he closed his eyes, he saw again
the sailor’s face peering through the mist-stained glass,
and horror seemed once more to lay its hand upon
his heart.

But perhaps it had been only his fancy that had
called vengeance out of the night, and set the hide-
ous shapes of punishment before him. 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

1 If the tapestry did but tremble in the wind, he shook. —
Ñòîèëî ïîðòüåðå ÷óòü ïîøåâåëèòüñÿ íà âåòðó, îí âçäðà-
ãèâàë.
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common world of fact the wicked were not punished,
nor the good rewarded. Success was given to the
strong, failure thrust upon the weak. That was all.
Besides, had any stranger been prowling round the
house he would have been seen by the servants or the
keepers. Had any footmarks been found on the flow-
er-beds, the gardeners would have reported it. Yes: it
had been merely fancy. Sibyl Vane’s brother had not
come back to kill him. 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 yet if it had been merely an illusion, how
terrible 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 life
would his be, if day and night, shadows of his crime
were to peer at him from silent corners, to mock
him from secret places, to whisper in his ear as he
sat at the feast, to wake him with icy fingers as he
lay asleep! As the thought crept through his brain,
he grew pale with terror, and the air seemed to him
to have become suddenly colder. Oh! in what a wild
hour of madness he had killed his friend! How ghast-
ly the mere memory of the scene! He saw it all again.
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horror. Out of the black cave of Time, terrible and
swathed in scarlet, rose the image of his sin. When
Lord Henry came in at six o’clock, he found him
crying as one whose heart will break.

It was not till the third day that he ventured to
go out. There was something in the clear, pine-scent-
ed air of that winter morning that seemed to bring
him back his joyousness and his ardour for life. But
it was not merely the physical conditions of envi-
ronment that had caused the change. His own na-
ture had revolted against the excess of anguish that
had sought to maim and mar the perfection of its
calm. With subtle and finely-wrought temperaments
it is always so. Their strong passions must either
bruise or bend. They either slay the man, or them-
selves die. Shallow sorrows and shallow loves live
on. The loves and sorrows that are great are de-
stroyed by their own plenitude. Besides, he had
convinced himself that he had been the victim of a
terror-stricken imagination, and looked back now
on his fears with something of pity and not a little
of contempt.

After breakfast he walked with the Duchess for
an hour in the garden, and then drove across the
park to join the shooting-party. The crisp frost lay
like salt upon the grass. The sky was an inverted cup
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reed-grown lake1.
At the corner of the pine-wood he caught sight of

Sir Geoffrey Clouston, the Duchess’s brother, jerking
two spent cartridges out of his gun. He jumped from
the cart, and having told the groom to take the mare
home, made his way towards his guest through the
withered bracken and rough undergrowth.

“Have you had good sport, Geoffrey?” he asked.
“Not very good, Dorian. I think most of the birds

have gone to the open. I dare say it will be better after
lunch, when we get to new ground.”

Dorian strolled along by his side. The keen aro-
matic air, the brown and red lights that glimmered in
the wood, the hoarse cries of the beaters ringing out
from time to time, and the sharp snaps of the guns
that followed, fascinated him, and filled him with a
sense of delightful freedom. He was dominated by
the carelessness of happiness, by the high indifference
of joy.

Suddenly from a lumpy tussock of old grass, some
twenty yards in front of them, with black-tipped ears
erect, and long hinder limbs throwing it forward,
started a hare. It bolted for a thicket of alders. Sir
Geoffrey put his gun to his shoulder, but there was

1 reed-grown lake — ïîðîñøåå êàìûøîì îçåðî
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strangely charmed Dorian Gray, and he cried out at
once, “Don’t shoot it, Geoffrey. Let it live.”

“What nonsense, Dorian!” laughed his compan-
ion, and as the hare bounded into the thicket he fired.
There were two cries heard, the cry of a hare in pain,
which is dreadful, the cry of a man in agony, which is
worse.

“Good heavens! I have hit a beater!” exclaimed
Sir Geoffrey. “What an ass the man was to get in front
of the guns! Stop shooting there!” he called out at the
top of his voice. “A man is hurt.”

The head-keeper came running up with a stick in
his hand.

“Where, sir? Where is he?” he shouted. At the same
time the firing ceased along the line.

“Here,” answered Sir Geoffrey, angrily, hurry-
ing towards the thicket. “Why on earth don’t you
keep your men back? Spoiled my shooting for the
day.”

Dorian watched them as they plunged into the
alder-clump, brushing the lithe, swinging branches
aside.1 In a few moments they emerged, dragging a

1 Dorian watched them as they plunged into the alder-
clump, brushing the lithe, swinging branches aside. —
Äîðèàí íàáëþäàë, êàê îíè ïðîáèðàëèñü â çàðîñëÿõ
îëüõè, ðàçäâèãàÿ â ñòîðîíû ãèáêèå, êà÷àþùèåñÿ âåòâè.
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horror. It seemed to him that misfortune followed
wherever he went. He heard Sir Geoffrey ask if the
man was really dead, and the affirmative answer of
the keeper. The wood seemed to him to have become
suddenly alive with faces. There was the trampling of
myriad feet, and the low buzz of voices. A great cop-
per-breasted pheasant came beating through the
boughs overhead.

After a few moments, that were to 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 tell them
that the shooting is stopped for to-day. It would not
look well to go on.”

“I wish it were stopped forever, Harry,” he an-
swered bitterly. “The whole thing is hideous and cru-
el. Is the man ...?”

He could not finish the sentence.
“I am afraid so,” rejoined Lord Henry. “He got

the whole charge of shot in his chest. He must have
died almost instantaneously. Come; let us go home.”

They walked side by side in the direction of the
avenue for nearly fifty yards without speaking. Then
Dorian looked at Lord Henry, and said, with a heavy
sigh, “It is a bad omen, Harry, a very bad omen.”
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I suppose. My dear fellow, it can’t be helped. It was
the man’s own fault. Why did he get in front of the
guns? Besides, it’s nothing to us. It is rather awkward
for Geoffrey, of course. It does not do to pepper beat-
ers.1 It makes people think that one is a wild shot.
And Geoffrey is not; he shoots very straight. But there
is no use talking about the matter.”

Dorian shook his head. “It is a bad omen, Harry.
I feel as if something horrible were going to happen
to some of us. To myself, perhaps,” he added, passing
his hand over his eyes, with a gesture of pain.

The elder man laughed. “The only horrible thing
in the world is ennui, Dorian. That is the one sin for
which there is no forgiveness. But we are not likely to
suffer from it, unless these fellows keep chattering
about this thing at dinner. I must tell them that the
subject is to be tabooed. As for omens, there is no
such thing as an omen. Destiny does not send us her-
alds. She is too wise or too cruel for that. Besides,
what on earth could happen to you, Dorian? You have
everything in the world that a man can want. There
is no one who would not be delighted to change places
with you.”

1 It does not do to pepper beaters. — Íå ñëåäóåò äûðÿâèòü
çàãîíùèêîâ.
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places, Harry. Don’t laugh like that. I am telling you
the truth. The wretched peasant who has just died is
better off than I am. I have no terror of Death. It is
the coming of Death that terrifies me. Its monstrous
wings seem to wheel in the leaden air around me.
Good heavens! don’t you see a man moving behind
the trees there, watching me, waiting for me?”

Lord Henry looked in the direction in which the
trembling gloved hand was pointing. “Yes,” he said,
smiling, “I see the gardener waiting for you. I sup-
pose he wants to ask you what flowers you wish to
have on the table to-night. How absurdly nervous you
are, my dear fellow! You must come and see my doc-
tor, when we get back to town.”

Dorian heaved a sigh of relief as he saw the gar-
dener approaching. The man touched his hat, glanced
for a moment at Lord Henry in a hesitating manner,
and then produced a letter, which he handed to his
master. “Her Grace told me to wait for an answer,”
he murmured.

Dorian put the letter into his pocket. “Tell her
Grace that I am coming in,” he said, coldly. The man
turned round, and went rapidly in the direction of
the house.

“How fond women are of doing dangerous
things!” laughed Lord Henry. “It is one of the quali-
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with anybody in the world as long as other people are
looking on.”

“How fond you are of saying dangerous things,
Harry! In the present instance you are quite astray. I like
the Duchess very much, but I don’t love her.”

“And the Duchess loves you very much, but she
likes you less, so you are excellently matched.”

“You are talking scandal, Harry, and there is nev-
er any basis for scandal.”

“The basis for every scandal is an immoral cer-
tainty,” said Lord Henry, lighting a cigarette.

“You would sacrifice anybody, Harry, for the sake
of an epigram.”

“The world goes to the altar of its own accord1,”
was the answer.

“I wish I could love,” cried Dorian Gray, with
a deep note of pathos in his voice. “But I seem to
have lost the passion, and forgotten the desire. I am
too much concentrated on myself. My own per-
sonality has become a burden to me. I want to es-
cape, to go away, to forget. It was silly of me to
come down here at all. I think I shall send a wire
to Harvey to have the yacht got ready. On a yacht
one is safe.”

1 of its own accord — äîáðîâîëüíî
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ble. Why not tell me what it is? You know I would
help you.”

“I can’t tell you, Harry,” he answered, sadly. “And
I dare say it is only a fancy of mine. This unfortu-
nate accident has upset me. I have a horrible pre-
sentiment that something of the kind may happen
to me.”

“What nonsense!”
“I hope it is, but I can’t help feeling it. Ah! here is

the Duchess, looking like Artemis1 in a tailor-made
gown. You see we have come back, Duchess.”

“I have heard all about it, Mr. Gray,” she answered.
“Poor Geoffrey is terribly upset. And it seems that
you asked him not to shoot the hare. How curious!”

“Yes, it was very curious. I don’t know what made
me say it. Some whim, I suppose. It looked the love-
liest of little live things. But I am sorry they told you
about the man. It is a hideous subject.”

“It is an annoying subject,” broke in Lord Henry.
“It has no psychological value at all. Now if Geoffrey
had done the thing on purpose, how interesting he
would be! I should like to know someone who had
committed a real murder.”

1 Artemis — Àðòåìèäà, â äðåâíåãðå÷åñêîé ìèôîëîãèè
áîãèíÿ îõîòû
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“Isn’t it, Mr. Gray? Harry, Mr. Gray is ill again. He is
going to faint.”

Dorian drew himself up with an effort, and smiled.
“It is nothing, Duchess,” he murmured; “my nerves
are dreadfully out of order. That is all. I am afraid
I walked too far this morning. I didn’t hear what Harry
said. Was it very bad? You must tell me some other
time. I think I must go and lie down. You will excuse
me, won’t you?”

They had reached the great flight of steps1 that
led from the conservatory on to the terrace. As the
glass door closed behind Dorian, Lord Henry turned
and looked at the Duchess with his slumberous eyes.
“Are you very much in love with him?” he asked.

She did not answer for some time, but stood gaz-
ing at the landscape. “I wish I knew,” she said at last.

He shook his head. “Knowledge would be fatal.
It is the uncertainty that charms one. A mist makes
things wonderful.”

“One may lose one’s way.”
“All ways end at the same point, my dear Gla-

dys.”
“What is that?”
“Disillusion.”

1 flight of steps — ïðîëåò ëåñòíèöû
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“It came to you crowned.”
“I am tired of strawberry leaves1.”
“They become you.”
“Only in public.”
“You would miss them,” said Lord Henry.
“I will not part with a petal.”
“Monmouth has ears.”
“Old age is dull of hearing.”
“Has he never been jealous?”
“I wish he had been.”
He glanced about as if in search of something.

“What are you looking for?” she inquired.
“The button from your foil2,” he answered. “You

have dropped it.”
She laughed. “I have still the mask.”
“It makes your eyes lovelier,” was the reply.
She laughed again. Her teeth showed like white

seeds in a scarlet fruit.
Upstairs, in his own room, Dorian Gray was ly-

ing on a sofa, with terror in every tingling fibre of his

1 strawberry leaves — ëèñòüÿ çåìëÿíèêè, ôðàãìåíò óê-
ðàøåíèÿ ãåðöîãñêîé êîðîíû

2 The button from your foil: the button — øàðèê íà
êîíöå ðàïèðû, äåëàþùèé åå áåçîïàñíîé, “to take the
button off the foil” — îáíàæèòü êëèíêè, ïðèãîòîâèòü-
ñÿ ê ñåðüåçíîìó áîþ
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den for him to bear. The dreadful death of the un-
lucky beater, shot in the thicket like a wild animal,
had seemed to him to prefigure death for himself also.
He had nearly swooned at what Lord Henry had said
in a chance mood of cynical jesting.

At five o’clock he rang his bell for his servant and
gave him orders to pack his things for the night-ex-
press to town, and to have the brougham at the door
by eight-thirty. He was determined not to sleep an-
other night at Selby Royal. It was an ill-omened place,
Death walked there in the sunlight. The grass of the
forest had been spotted with blood.

Then he wrote a note to Lord Henry, telling him
that he was going up to town to consult his doctor,
and asking him to entertain his guests in his absence.
As he was putting it into the envelope, a knock came
to the door, and his valet informed him that the head-
keeper wished to see him. He frowned, and bit his
lip. “Send him in,” he muttered after some moments’
hesitation.

As soon as the man entered Dorian pulled his
cheque-book out of a drawer, and spread it out be-
fore him.

“I suppose you have come about the unfortunate
accident of this morning, Thornton?” he said, taking
up a pen.
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“Was the poor fellow married? Had he any peo-
ple dependent on him?” asked Dorian, looking bored.
“If so, I should not like them to be left in want, and
will send them any sum of money you may think
necessary.”

“We don’t know who he is, sir. That is what I
took the liberty of coming to you about.”

“Don’t know who he is?” said Dorian, listlessly.
“What do you mean? Wasn’t he one of your men?”

“No, sir. Never saw him before. Seems like a sail-
or, sir.”

The pen dropped from Dorian Gray’s hand, and
he felt as if his heart had suddenly stopped beating.
“A sailor?” he cried out. “Did you say a sailor?”

“Yes, sir. He looks as if he had been a sort of sail-
or; tattooed on both arms, and that kind of thing.”

“Was there anything found on him?” said Dori-
an, leaning forward and looking at the man with star-
tled eyes. “Anything that would tell his name?”

“Some money, sir — not much, and a six-shoot-
er. There was no name of any kind. A decent-looking
man, sir, but rough-like. A sort of sailor, we think.”

Dorian started to his feet. A terrible hope flut-
tered past him. He clutched at it madly. “Where is
the body?” he exclaimed. “Quick! I must see it at
once.”
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The folk don’t like to have that sort of thing in their
houses. They say a corpse brings bad luck.”

“The Home Farm! Go there at once and meet
me. Tell one of the grooms to bring my horse round.
No. Never mind. I’ll go to the stables myself. It will
save time.”

In less than a quarter of an hour Dorian Gray was
galloping down the long avenue as hard as he could
go. The trees seemed to sweep past him in spectral
procession, and wild shadows to fling themselves
across his path. Once the mare swerved at a white
gate-post and nearly threw him. He lashed her across
the neck with his crop. She cleft the dusky air like an
arrow. The stones flew from her hoofs.

At last he reached the Home Farm. Two men were
loitering in the yard. He leapt from the saddle and
threw the reins to one of them. In the farthest stable
a light was glimmering. Something seemed to tell him
that the body was there, and he hurried to the door,
and put his hand upon the latch.

There he paused for a moment, feeling that he
was on the brink of a discovery that would either make
or mar his life. Then he thrust the door open, and
entered.

On a heap of sacking in the far corner was lying
the dead body of a man dressed in a coarse shirt and
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been placed over the face. A coarse candle, stuck in a
bottle, spluttered beside it.

Dorian Gray shuddered. He felt that his could
not be the hand to take the handkerchief away1, and
called out to one of the farm-servants to come to him.

“Take that thing off the face. I wish to see it,” he
said, clutching at the doorpost for support.

When the farm-servant had done so, he stepped
forward. A cry of joy broke from his lips. The man
who had been shot in the thicket was James Vane.

He stood there for some minutes looking at the
dead body. As he rode home, his eyes were full of
tears, for he knew he was safe.

1 He felt that his could not be the hand to take the handkerchief
away — Îí ÷óâñòâîâàë, ÷òî íå ñìîæåò ñâîåé ðóêîé
ñíÿòü ïëàòîê.
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“There is no use your telling me that you are go-
ing to be good,” cried Lord Henry, dipping his white
fingers into a red copper bowl filled with rose-water.
“You’re quite perfect. Pray, don’t change.”

Dorian Gray shook his head. “No, Harry, I have
done too many dreadful things in my life. I am not
going to do any more. I began my good actions yes-
terday.”

“Where were you yesterday?”
“In the country, Harry. I was staying at a little inn

by myself.”
“My dear boy,” said Lord Henry, smiling, “any-

body can be good in the country. There are no tempta-
tions there. That is the reason why people who live out
of town are so absolutely uncivilised. Civilisation is not
by any means an easy thing to attain to. There are only
two ways by which man can reach it. One is by being
cultured, the other by being corrupt. Country people
have no opportunity of being either, so they stagnate.”

“Culture and corruption,” echoed Dorian. “I have
known something of both. It seems terrible to me
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a new ideal, Harry. I am going to alter. I think I have
altered.”

“You have not yet told me what your good action
was. Or did you say you had done more than one?”
asked his companion, as he spilt into his plate a little
crimson pyramid of seeded strawberries, and through
a perforated shell-shaped spoon snowed white sugar
upon them.

“I can tell you, Harry. It is not a story I could tell
to anyone else. I spared somebody. It sounds vain,
but you understand what I mean. She was quite beau-
tiful, and wonderfully like Sibyl Vane. I think it was
that which first attracted me to her. You remember
Sibyl, don’t you? How long ago that seems! Well, Hetty
was not one of our own class, of course. She was sim-
ply a girl in a village. But I really loved her. I am quite
sure that I loved her. All during this wonderful May
that we have been having, I used to run down and see
her two or three times a week. Yesterday she met me
in a little orchard. The apple-blossoms kept tumbling
down on her hair, and she was laughing. We were to
have gone away together this morning at dawn. Sud-
denly I determined to leave her as flower-like as I had
found her.”

“I should think the novelty of the emotion must
have given you a thrill of real pleasure, Dorian,”
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for you. You gave her good advice, and broke her heart.
That was the beginning of your reformation.”

“Harry, you are horrible! You mustn’t say these
dreadful things. Hetty’s heart is not broken. Of course
she cried, and all 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 Florizel1,” said Lord
Henry, laughing, as he leant back in his chair. “My
dear Dorian, you have the most curiously boyish
moods. Do you think this girl will ever be really con-
tented now with anyone of her own rank? I suppose
she will be married some day to a rough carter or a
grinning ploughman. Well, the fact of having met
you, and loved you, will teach her to despise her hus-
band, and she will be wretched. From a moral point
of view, I cannot say that I think much of your great
renunciation. Even as a beginning, it is poor. Besides,
how do you know that Hetty isn’t floating at the
present moment in some star-lit millpond, with love-
ly water-lilies round her, like Ophelia?”

“I can’t bear this, Harry! You mock at everything,
and then suggest the most serious tragedies. I am

1 Perdita, Florizel — Ïåðäèòà, Ôëîðèçåëü, ãåðîè ïüåñû
Øåêñïèðà «Çèìíÿÿ ñêàçêà»
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me. I know I was right in acting as I did. Poor Hetty!
As I rode past the farm this morning, I saw her white
face at the window, like a spray of jasmine. Don’t let
us talk about it any more, and don’t try to persuade
me that the first good action I have done for years,
the first little bit of self-sacrifice I have ever known, is
really a sort of sin. I want to be better. I am going to
be better. Tell me something about yourself. What is
going on in town? I have not been to the club for
days.”

“The people are still discussing poor Basil’s disap-
pearance.”

“I should have thought they had got tired of that
by this time,” said Dorian, pouring himself out some
wine, and frowning slightly.

“My dear boy, they have only been talking about
it for six weeks, and the British public are really not
equal to the mental strain of having more than one
topic every three months. They have been very fortu-
nate lately, however. They have had my own divorce
case, and Alan Campbell’s suicide. Now they have got
the mysterious disappearance of an artist. Scotland
Yard still insists that the man in the grey ulster who
left for Paris by the midnight train on the ninth of
November was poor Basil, and the French police de-
clare that Basil never arrived in Paris at all. I suppose
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seen in San Francisco. It is an odd thing, but every-
one who disappears is said to be seen at San Francis-
co. It must be a delightful city, and possess all the
attractions of the next world.”

“What do you think has happened to Basil?” asked
Dorian, holding up his Burgundy against the light,
and wondering how it was that he could discuss the
matter so calmly.

“I have not the slightest idea. If Basil chooses to
hide himself, it is no business of mine. If he is dead,
I don’t want to think about him. Death is the only
thing that ever terrifies me. I hate it.”

“Why?” said the younger man, wearily.
“Because,” said Lord Henry, passing beneath his

nostrils the gilt trellis of an open vinaigrette box, “one
can survive everything nowadays except that. Death
and vulgarity are the only two facts in the nineteenth
century that one cannot explain away. Let us have
our coffee in the music-room, Dorian. You must play
Chopin to me. The man with whom my wife ran
away played Chopin exquisitely. Poor Victoria! I was
very fond of her. The house is rather lonely without
her. Of course married life is merely a habit, a bad
habit. But then one regrets the loss even of one’s worst
habits. Perhaps one regrets them the most. They are
such an essential part of one’s personality.”
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passing into the next room, sat down to the piano
and let his fingers stray across the white and black
ivory of the keys. After the coffee had been brought
in, he stopped, and, looking over at Lord Henry, said,
“Harry, did it ever occur to you that Basil was mur-
dered?”

Lord Henry yawned. “Basil was very popular, and
always wore a Waterbury watch1. 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 like Velasquez2

and yet be as dull as possible. Basil was really rather
dull. He only interested me once, and that was when
he told me, years ago, that he had a wild adoration
for you, and that you were the dominant motive of
his art.”

“I was very fond of Basil,” said Dorian, with a
note of sadness in his 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 all probable. I know there are dreadful
places in Paris, but Basil was not the sort of man to

1 Waterbury watch — äåøåâûå ÷àñû, ïðîèçâîäèëèñü â
àìåðèêàíñêîì ãîðîäå Óîòåðáåðè

2 Velasquez — Äèåãî Âåëàñêåñ (1599–1660), âûäàþùèéñÿ
èñïàíñêèé æèâîïèñåö
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chief defect.”

“What would you say, Harry, if I told you that I had
murdered Basil?” said the younger man. He watched
him intently after he had spoken.

“I would say, my dear fellow, that you were pos-
ing for a character that doesn’t suit you. All crime is
vulgar, just as all vulgarity is crime. It is not in you,
Dorian, to commit a murder. I am sorry if I hurt your
vanity by saying so, but I assure you it is true. Crime
belongs exclusively to the lower orders. I don’t blame
them in the smallest degree. I should fancy that crime
was to them what art is to us, simply a method of
procuring extraordinary sensations.”

“A method of procuring sensations? Do you think,
then, that a man who has once committed a murder
could possibly do the same crime again? Don’t tell
me that.”

“Oh! anything becomes a pleasure if one does it
too often,” cried Lord Henry, laughing. “That is one
of the most important secrets of life. I should fancy,
however, that murder is always a mistake. One should
never do anything that one cannot talk about after din-
ner. But let us pass from poor Basil.1 I wish I could

1 But let us pass from poor Basil. — Íî äàâàéòå îñòàâèì
â ïîêîå áåäíîãî Áåéçèëà.
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end as you suggest; but I can’t. I dare say he fell into
the Seine off an omnibus, and that the conductor
hushed up the scandal. Yes: I should fancy that was
his end. I see him lying now on his back under those
dull-green waters with the heavy barges floating over
him, and long weeds catching in his hair. Do you
know, I don’t think he would have done much more
good work. During the last ten years his painting had
gone off very much.”

Dorian heaved a sigh, and Lord Henry strolled
across the room and began to stroke the head of a
curious Java parrot, a large grey-plumaged bird, with
pink crest and tail, that was balancing itself upon a
bamboo perch. As his pointed fingers touched it, it
dropped the white scurf of crinkled lids over black
glass-like eyes, and began to sway backwards and for-
wards.

“Yes,” he continued, turning round, and taking
his handkerchief out of his pocket; “his painting had
quite gone off. It seemed to me to have lost some-
thing. It had lost an ideal. When you and he ceased
to be great friends, he ceased to be a great artist. What
was it separated you? I suppose he bored you. If so,
he never forgave you. It’s a habit bores have. By the
way, what has become of that wonderful portrait he
did of you? I don’t think I have ever seen it since he
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that you had sent it down to Selby, and that it had
got mislaid or stolen on the way. You never got it
back? What a pity! It was really a masterpiece. I re-
member I wanted to buy it. I wish I had now. It be-
longed to Basil’s best period. Since then, his work was
that curious mixture of bad painting and good inten-
tions that always entitles a man to be called a repre-
sentative British artist. Did you advertise for it? You
should.”

“I forget,” said Dorian. “I suppose I did. But I never
really liked it. I am sorry I sat for it. The memory of the
thing is hateful to me. Why do you talk of it? It used
to remind me of those curious lines in some play —
Hamlet I think — how do they run?” —

“Like the painting of a sorrow,
A face without a heart.”

“Yes: that is what it was like.”
Lord Henry laughed. “If a man treats life artisti-

cally, his brain is his heart,” he answered, sinking into
an arm-chair.

Dorian Gray shook his head, and struck some soft
chords on the piano. “‘Like the painting of a sorrow,’”
he repeated, “‘a face without a heart.’”

The elder man lay back and looked at him with
half-closed eyes. “By the way, Dorian,” he said, after
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world and lose — how does the quotation run? —
‘his own soul’?”

The music jarred and Dorian Gray started, and
stared at his friend.

“Why do you ask me that, Harry?”
“My dear fellow,” said Lord Henry, elevating his

eyebrows in surprise, “I asked you because I thought
you might be able to give me an answer. That is all.
I was going through the Park last Sunday, and close
by the Marble Arch there stood a little crowd of shabby
looking people listening to some vulgar street-preacher.
As I passed by, I heard the man yelling out that ques-
tion to his audience. It struck me as being rather dra-
matic. London is very rich in curious effects of that
kind. A wet Sunday, an uncouth Christian in a mack-
intosh, a ring of sickly white faces under a broken
roof of dripping umbrellas, and a wonderful phrase
flung into the air by shrill, hysterical lips — it was
really very good in its way, quite a suggestion. I thought
of telling the prophet that Art had a soul, but that
man had not. I am afraid, however, he would not
have understood me.”

“Don’t, Harry. The soul is a terrible reality. It can
be bought, and sold, and bartered away. It can be
poisoned, or made perfect. There is a soul in each
one of us. I know it.”



364

O
S

C
A

R
 W

IL
D

E “Do you feel quite sure of that, Dorian?”
“Quite sure.”
“Ah! then it must be an illusion. The things one

feels absolutely certain about are never true. That is
the fatality of Faith, and the lesson of Romance. How
grave you are! Don’t be so serious. What have you or
I to do with the superstitions of our age? No: we have
given up our belief in the soul. Play me something.
Play me a nocturne, Dorian, and, as you play, tell
me, in a low voice, how you have kept your youth.
You must have some secret. I am only ten years older
than you are, and I am wrinkled, and worn, and yel-
low. You are really wonderful, Dorian. You have nev-
er looked more charming than you do to-night. You
remind me of the day I saw you first. You were rather
cheeky, very shy, and absolutely extraordinary. You
have changed, of course, but not in appearance. I wish
you would tell me your secret. To get back my youth
I would do anything in the world, except take exer-
cise, get up early, or be respectable. Youth! There is
nothing like it. It’s absurd to talk of the ignorance of
youth. The only people to whose opinions I listen
now with any respect are people much younger than
myself. They seem in front of me. Life has revealed to
them her latest wonder. As for the aged, I always con-
tradict the aged. I do it on principle. If you ask them
their opinion on something that happened yesterday,
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when people wore high stocks, believed in everything,
and knew absolutely nothing. How lovely that thing
you are playing is! I wonder did Chopin write it at
Majorca, with the sea weeping round the villa, and
the salt spray dashing against the panes? It is marvel-
lously romantic. What a blessing it is that there is
one art left to us that is not imitative! Don’t stop. I
want music to-night. It seems to me that you are the
young Apollo, and that I am Marsyas1 listening to you.
I 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. I am amazed some-
times at my own sincerity. Ah, Dorian, how happy
you are! What an exquisite life you have had! You
have drunk deeply of everything. You have crushed
the grapes against your palate. Nothing has been hid-
den from you. And it has all been to you no more
than the sound of music. It has not marred you. You
are still the same.”

“I am not the same, Harry.”
“Yes: you are the same. I wonder what the rest of

your life will be. Don’t spoil it by renunciations. At
present you are a perfect type. Don’t make yourself
1 Marsyas — Ìàðñèé, â äðåâíåãðå÷åñêîé ìèôîëîãèè ôàâí,
ïîñìåâøèé âñòóïèòü â ìóçûêàëüíîå ñîñòÿçàíèå ñ Àïîë-
ëîíîì
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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
slowly built-up cells in which thought hides itself and
passion has its dreams. You may fancy yourself safe,
and think yourself strong. But a chance tone of col-
our in a room or a morning sky, a particular perfume
that you had once loved and that brings subtle mem-
ories with it, a line from a forgotten poem that you
had come across again, a cadence from a piece of music
that you had ceased to play — I tell you, Dorian, that
it is on things like these that our lives depend. Brown-
ing1 writes about that somewhere; but our own sens-
es will imagine them for us. There are moments when
the odour of lilas blanc2 passes suddenly across me,
and I have to live the strangest month of my life over
again. I wish I could change places with you, Dorian.
The world has cried out against us both, but it has
always worshipped you. It always will worship you.
You are the type of what the age is searching for, and
what it is afraid it has found. I am so glad that you
have never done anything, never carved a statue, or
painted a picture, or produced anything outside of
1 Browning — Ðîáåðò Áðàóíèíã (1812–1889), àíãëèéñêèé
ïîýò

2 lilas blanc — (ôð.) áåëàÿ ñèðåíü
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to music. Your days are your sonnets.”
Dorian rose up from the piano, and passed his

hand through his hair. “Yes, life has been exquisite,”
he murmured, “but I am not going to have the same
life, Harry. And you must not say these extravagant
things to me. You don’t know everything about me.
I think that if you did, even you would turn from
me. You laugh. Don’t laugh.”

“Why have you stopped playing, Dorian? Go back
and give me the nocturne over again. Look at that
great honey-coloured moon that hangs in the dusky
air. She is waiting for you to charm her, and if you
play she will come closer to the earth. You won’t? Let
us go to the club, then. It has been a charming evening,
and we must end it charmingly. There is some one at
White’s who wants immensely to know you — young
Lord Poole, Bournemouth’s eldest son. He has already
copied your neckties, and has begged me to intro-
duce him to you. He is quite delightful, and rather
reminds me of you.”

“I hope not,” said Dorian, with a sad look in his
eyes. “But I am tired to-night, Harry. I shan’t go to
the club. It is nearly eleven, and I want to go to bed
early.”

“Do stay. You have never played so well as to-night.
There was something in your touch that was won-
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from it before.”

“It is because I am going to be good,” he answered,
smiling. “I am a little changed already.”

“You cannot change to me, Dorian,” said Lord
Henry. “You and I will always be friends.”

“Yet you poisoned me with a book once. I should
not forgive that. Harry, promise me that you will never
lend that book to anyone. It does harm.”

“My dear boy, you are really beginning to moral-
ise. You will soon be going about the converted, and
the revivalist, warning people against all the sins of
which you have grown tired. You are much too de-
lightful to do that. Besides, it is no use. You and I are
what we are, and will be what we will be. As for being
poisoned by a book, there is no such thing as that.
Art has no influence upon action. It annihilates the
desire to act. It is superbly sterile. The books that the
world calls immoral are books that show the world
its own shame. That is all. But we won’t discuss liter-
ature. Come round to-morrow. I am going to ride at
eleven. We might go together, and I will take you to
lunch afterwards with Lady Branksome. She is a
charming woman, and wants to consult you about
some tapestries she is thinking of buying. Mind you
come. Or shall we lunch with our little Duchess?
She says she never sees you now. Perhaps you are
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tongue gets on one’s nerves. Well, in any case, be
here at eleven.”

“Must I really come, Harry?”
“Certainly. The Park is quite lovely now. I don’t

think there have been such lilacs since the year I met
you.”

“Very well. I shall be here at eleven,” said Dorian,
“Goodnight, Harry.” As he reached the door he hes-
itated for a moment, as if he had something more to
say. Then he sighed and went out.
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It was a lovely night, so warm that he threw his
coat over his arm, and did not even put his silk scarf
round his throat. As he strolled home, smoking his
cigarette, two young men in evening dress passed
him. He heard one of them whisper to the other,
“That is Dorian Gray.” He remembered how pleased
he used to be when he was pointed out, or stared at,
or talked about. He was tired of hearing his own
name now. Half the charm of the little village where
he had been so often lately 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
believed him. He had told her once that he was wick-
ed, and she had laughed at him, and answered that
wicked people were always very old and very ugly.
What a laugh she had! — just like a thrush singing.
And how pretty she had been in her cotton dress
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
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think over some of the things that Lord Henry had
said to him.

Was it really true that one could never change?
He felt a wild longing for the unstained purity of his
boyhood — his rose-white boyhood, as Lord Henry
had once called it. He knew that he had tarnished
himself, filled his mind with corruption, and given
horror to his fancy; that he had been an evil influence
to others, and had experienced a terrible joy in being
so; and that, of the lives that had crossed his own, it
had been the fairest and the most full of promise that
he had brought to shame. But was it all irretrievable?
Was there no hope for him?

Ah! in what a monstrous moment of pride and
passion he had prayed that the portrait should bear
the burden of his days, and he keep the unsullied
splendour of eternal youth! All his failure had been
due to that. Better for him that each sin of his life
had brought its sure, swift penalty along with it. There
was purification in punishment. Not ‘Forgive us our
sins,’ but ‘Smite us for our iniquities,’ should be the
prayer of a man to a most just God.

The curiously carved mirror that Lord Henry had
given to him, so many years ago now, was standing
on the table, and the white-limbed Cupids laughed
round it as of old. He took it up, as he had done on
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change in the fatal picture, and with wild, tear-
dimmed eyes looked into its polished shield. Once,
someone who had terribly loved him had written to
him a mad letter, ending with these idolatrous words:
“The world is changed because you are made of ivory
and gold. The curves of your lips rewrite history.”
The phrases came back to his memory, and he re-
peated them over and over to himself. Then he loathed
his own beauty, and, flinging the mirror on the floor,
crushed it into silver splinters beneath his heel. It was
his beauty that had ruined him, his beauty and the
youth that he had prayed for. But for those two things,
his life might have been free from stain. His beauty
had been to him but a mask, his youth but a mock-
ery. What was youth at best? A green, an unripe time,
a time of shallow moods and sickly thoughts. Why
had he worn its livery? Youth had spoiled him.

It was better not to think of the past. Nothing
could alter that. It was of himself, and of his own
future, that he had to think. James Vane was hidden
in a nameless grave in Selby Churchyard. Alan Camp-
bell had shot himself one night in his laboratory, but
had not revealed the secret that he had been forced to
know. The excitement, such as it was, over Basil Hall-
ward’s disappearance would soon pass away. It was
already waning. He was perfectly safe there. Nor,
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most upon his mind. It was the living death of his
own soul that troubled him. Basil had painted the
portrait that had marred his life. He could not for-
give him that. It was the portrait that had done eve-
rything. Basil had said things to him that were un-
bearable, and that he had yet borne with patience.
The murder had been simply the madness of a mo-
ment. As for Alan Campbell, his suicide had been his
own act. He had chosen to do it. It was nothing to
him.

A new life! That was what he wanted. That was
what he was waiting for. Surely he had begun it al-
ready. He had spared one innocent thing, at any rate.
He would never again tempt innocence. He would
be good.

As he thought of Hetty Merton, he began to won-
der if the portrait in the locked room had changed.
Surely it was not still so horrible as it had been? Per-
haps if his life became pure, he would be able to expel
every sign of evil passion from the face. Perhaps the
signs of evil had already gone away. He would go and
look.

He took the lamp from the table and crept up-
stairs. As he unbarred the door a smile of joy flitted
across his strangely young-looking face and lingered
for a moment about his lips. Yes, he would be good,
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no longer be a terror to him. He felt as if the load had
been lifted from him already.

He went in quietly, locking the door behind him,
as was his custom, and dragged the purple hanging
from the portrait. A cry of pain and indignation broke
from him. He could see no change save1 that in the
eyes there was a look of cunning, and in the mouth
the curved wrinkle of the hypocrite. The thing was
still loathsome — more loathsome, if possible, than
before — and the scarlet dew that spotted the hand
seemed brighter, and more like blood newly spilt.
Then he trembled. Had it been merely vanity that
had made him do his one good deed? Or the desire
for a new sensation, as Lord Henry had hinted, with
his mocking laugh? Or that passion to act a part that
sometimes makes us do things finer than we are our-
selves? Or, perhaps, all these? And why was the red
stain larger than it had been? It seemed to have crept
like a horrible disease over the wrinkled fingers. There
was blood 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 that the idea was monstrous. Besides,

1 save — çà èñêëþ÷åíèåì, êðîìå
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was no trace of the murdered man anywhere. Every-
thing belonging to him had been destroyed. He him-
self had burned what had been below-stairs. The world
would simply say that he was mad. They would shut
him up1 if he persisted in his story. ... Yet it was his
duty to confess, to suffer public shame, and to make
public atonement. There was a God who called upon
men to tell their sins to earth as well as to heaven.
Nothing that he could do would cleanse him till he
had told his own sin. His sin? He shrugged his shoul-
ders. The death of Basil Hallward seemed very little
to him. He was thinking of Hetty Merlon. For it was
an unjust mirror, 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. At least he thought
so. But who could tell? ... No. There had been noth-
ing more. Through vanity he had spared her. In hy-
pocrisy he had worn the mask of goodness. For curi-
osity’s sake he had tried the denial of self. He recog-
nised that now.

But this murder — was it to dog him all his life?
Was he always to be burdened by his past? Was he
really to confess? Never. There was only one bit of

1 shut him up — (çä.) îòïðàâÿò åãî â ñóìàñøåäøèé äîì
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was evidence. He would destroy it. Why had he kept
it so long? Once it had given him pleasure to watch it
changing and growing old. Of late he had felt no such
pleasure. It had kept him awake at night. When he
had been away, he had been filled with terror lest other
eyes should look upon it. It had brought melancholy
across his passions. Its mere memory had marred many
moments of joy. It had been like conscience to him.
Yes, it had been conscience. He would destroy it.

He looked round, and saw the knife that had
stabbed Basil Hallward. He had cleaned it many times,
till there was no stain left upon it. It was bright, and
glistened. As it had killed the painter, so it would kill
the painter’s work, and all that that meant. It would
kill the past and when that was dead he would be
free. It would kill this monstrous soul-life, and, with-
out its hideous warnings, he would be at peace. He
seized the thing, and stabbed the picture with it.

There was a cry heard, and a crash. The cry was
so horrible in its agony that the frightened servants
woke, and crept out of their rooms. Two gentlemen,
who were passing in the Square below, stopped, and
looked up at the great house. They walked on till they
met a policeman, and brought him back. The man
rang the bell several times, but there was no answer.
Except for a light in one of the top windows, the house
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1 half-clad domestics — ïîëóîäåòûå ñëóãè

was all dark. After a time, he went away and stood in
an adjoining portico and watched.

“Whose house is that, constable?” asked the elder
of the two gentlemen.

“Mr. Dorian Gray’s, sir,” answered the policeman.
They looked at each other, as they walked away, and

sneered. One of them was Sir Henry Ashton’s uncle.
Inside, in the servants’ part of the house, the half-

clad domestics1 were talking in low whispers to each
other. Old Mrs. Leaf was crying and wringing her
hands. Francis was as pale as death.

After about quarter of an hour, he got the coach-
man and one of the footmen and crept upstairs. They
knocked, but there was no reply. They called out. Eve-
rything was still. Finally, after vainly trying to force
the door, they got on the roof, and dropped down on
to the balcony. The windows yielded easily; their bolts
were old.

When they entered they found, hanging upon the
wall, a splendid portrait of their master as they had last
seen him, in all the wonder of his exquisite youth and
beauty. Lying on the floor was a dead man, in evening
dress, with a knife in his heart. He was withered, wrin-
kled, and loathsome of visage. It was not till they had
examined the rings that they recognised who it was.
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absolution n прощение; отпущение грехов; оправ-
дание

abstruse adj глубокомысленый, серьезный
ample adj богатый, широкий
anguish n боль, страдание
annihilate v избавляться, уничтожать
anodyne n болеутоляющее средство
ape v подражать, копировать, передразнивать
apprehension n опасение; мрачное предчувствие
ardour n пыл, рвение
astound v изумлять, поражать
astray: to be astray сбиваться с пути; заблуждаться
atone v заглаживать, искупать (грех, вину); ком-

пенсировать, возмещать
audacious adj бесстрашный, дерзкий, отважный
balm n бальзам
batten v жиреть, откармливаться
beater n охот. загонщик
becoming adj идущий к лицу, подходящий
bequeath v заявлять; завещать
bewilder v ставить в тупик; сбивать с толку, при-

водить в замешательство
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вании; v голосовать против
blasphemy n богохульство
blink v мигать, щуриться
bloated adj жирный, обрюзгший
blur v испачкать, поставить кляксу; сделать неяс-

ным, затуманить
blush n румянец, краска стыда, смущения; v крас-

неть, заливаться румянцем от смущения, стыда
bonnet n (дамская) шляпа
bourdon n муз. басовый регистр органа
box n ложа
brawl v ссориться, пререкаться, скандалить
brickfield n кирпичный завод
brocade n парча
brood v нависать (об облаке и т.п.); размышлять,

вынашивать мысль
brougham n одноконный двух- или четырехко-

лесный экипаж для двух или четырех человек
brute n животное; перен. грубый, тупой человек
bull’s-eye n фонарь
bulwark n бастион, оплот
butler n дворецкий
buttonhole n бутоньерка
callous adj загрубевший, жесткий
calumny n клевета
cane n трость
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canvas n холст, полотно
carnal adj плотский, чувственный
carter n возчик
carve v вырезать, гравировать
censure n неодобрение, осуждение, порицание
chap n парень
charm n шарм, обаяние; амулет, талисман
chaste adj целомудренный, непорочный
chatter v щебетать; болтать
cheroot n сорт сигар с обрезанными концами
choke v душить; давиться, задыхаться
cirrup n щебет, чирикание, стрекотание (птиц, на-

секомых); болтовня (о человеке)
clammy adj клейкий, липкий, вязкий
clamp v зажимать, прикреплять;  n pl зажим, тиски
cleft n расщелина
clematis n бот. ломонос
clotted adj запекшийся, свернувшийся
cluster n гроздь, кисть, пучок; v расти вместе

(гроздью, пучком)
coil n виток, кольцо; катушка
coiner n фальшивомонетчик
colliery n угольная шахта
compel v заставлять, вынуждать, принуждать
conjecture n гипотеза, предположение
consent v соглашаться
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console v успокаивать, утешать
consort v общаться; составлять компанию
contemplation n созерцание, медитация
cord n струна, связка
coverlet n покрывало; одеяло
cowardice n трусость
crescent n полумесяц
crescent-shaped adj серповидный, изогнутый
crawl v ползать, медленно передвигаться
crop n кнут, хлыст
crouch v склоняться, сгибаться
crucible n тигель; суровое испытание
dahlia n георгин
daintily adv элегантно, со вкусом
dais n помост, возвышение
daisy n ромашка, маргаритка
dalmatic n далматик (облачение католических

священнослужителей)
daub v мазать, штукатурить; малевать, калякать
debauchery n распутство
debonair adj обходительный, вежливый
deception  n обман; ложь; хитрость
decay n разложение, разрушение
decry v осуждать, порицать
defiance n вызов (на поединок, спор);  вызываю-

щее поведение



382

V
O

C
A

B
U

L
A

R
Y delicacy n изысканность, утонченность; деликат-

ность
delightful adj восхитительный, очаровательный
demeanor n поведение, манера вести себя
den n притон
desecration n осквернение; надругательство над

святыней; профанация, опошление
despatch n депеша
detest v ненавидеть, питать отвращение
detriment n ущерб, вред
dingy adj выцветший, тусклый (о цвете)
discord n разногласие, несовпадение
dissecting-room n секционный зал, прозекторс-

кая
divan  n тахта, оттоманка
divine adj божественный; святой, священный
doctrinaire n доктринер
doggedly adv упрямо
dowager n вдова (титулованного лица, после смер-

ти которого она сохраняет прежний титул)
dowdy adj безвкусно одетый
dreadful adj страшный, ужасный; отвратитель-

ный, противный
dress-circle n бельэтаж
dressing-wrapper n халат, капот
drip v капать, падать каплями; n звук падающих

капель



383

V
O

C
A

B
U

L
A

R
Ydrop-scene n падающий занавес (в театре)

drowsily adv сонно, вяло
easel  n мольберт
effigy n изображение, картина, портрет
egad int уст. ей-богу!
egotism n эготизм, самовлюбленность
eligible adj подходящий, приемлемый
eloquent adj красноречивый
embalm v бальзамировать
enamoured adj влюбленный, увлеченный
ennui n скука, тоска; апатия
enthrall v покорять; очаровывать, увлекать
entreat v умолять, упрашивать
espial n тайное наблюдение, слежка
exaggeration  n гиперболизация, преувеличение
expound v детально излагать, объяснять
exquisite adj изысканный, изящный, тонкий
facile adj легкий; поверхностный; поспешный
faculty n дар, способность
fad n причуда, прихоть
falter v спотыкаться, запинаться
fanciful adj причудливый, прихотливый; фантас-

тический, невообразимый, странный
feign v притворяться, симулировать
fidelity n верность
flaccid adj дряблый
flare up v вспыхивать, загораться
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flatter v льстить
flicker v мерцать, мигать; мелькать
fling (flung, flung) v кидать(ся), бросать(ся)
flit v порхать
folly n глупый или безрассудный поступок; нео-

смотрительность
footlight n рампа
footman n (ливрейный) лакей
foul adj грязный; омерзительный
foulness n грязь, загрязнение; испорченность, без-

нравственность
fragile adj ломкий, хрупкий
frangipani n общее название нескольких тропи-

ческих цветов, в том числе красного жасмина
freckled adj веснушчатый
frieze n фриз, бордюр
frock n женское или детское платье
fuss n суета, беспокойство, шум
gas-jet n газовый рожок, горелка
gas-fire n газовая плита
gape v зевать; глазеть
gaudy adj безвкусный, кричащий
gaunt adj мрачный; пустынный, заброшенный
genial adj веселый, общительный
ghastly adj наводящий ужас, жуткий; adv весьма,

очень, чрезвычайно
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gnaw v грызть
glisten v сиять, блестеть
goodness n доброта; великодушие; добродетель
gratification n вознаграждение; удовольствие,

удовлетворение
gravely adv серьезно, рассудительно
green-room n артистическое фойе
guardian n опекун
guffaw v грубо хохотать; гоготать
haggard adj изможденный, измученный; осунув-

шийся
hail v окликать
hansom n двухколесный экипаж
haunt v мучить, не давать покоя (о мыслях, вос-

поминаниях и т.п.)
hautbois n гобой
hearth n домашний очаг, камин
Hellenic adj греческий, эллинский (относящийся

к Древней Греции)
hideous adj отвратительный, омерзительный
highwayman n разбойник (с большой дороги)
hiss v шипеть, свистеть
hoist v поднимать
horrid adj страшный, ужасный; отталкивающий,

противный
huddle v толпиться, собираться в кучу
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humility n повиновение, покорность
hypocrite n лицемер, ханжа
idolatry n идолопоклонство
ignoble adj низкий, подлый; постыдный
impecuniosity n бедность, нищета
implore v умолять, просить, упрашивать
incorrigible adj неисправимый, безнадежный
indolence n лень, праздность
infamous adj бесстыдный, позорный
infatuation n страстное увлечение, влюбленность,

одержимость
iniquity n зло; несправедливость; злой поступок
inquest n следствие, дознание
insincerity n лицемерие, неискренность, фальшь
insolent adj высокомерный, надменный
intrude upon v вторгаться
inveterate adj долгий, продолжительный; закоре-

нелый, застарелый
iridescent adj радужный, переливающийся
irreproachable adj безукоризненный, безупречный
irretrievable adj необратимый, непоправимый
iteration n повторение, повтор
ivory n слоновая кость; adj цвета слоновой кости
ivy n плющ
jaded adj измученный, изнуренный
jar v издавать неприятный, резкий звук; дребезжать
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jerk v резко толкать, бросать
jest v шутить
jonquil n бот. жонкилия, вид нарцисса с бело-

желтыми цветами
joviality n веселость; праздничность; общительность
kiln n печь для обжига и сушки
laburnum n бот. ракитник
lad n парень
languorous adj вялый, апатичный; томный
lank adj прилизанный (о волосах)
laurel n бот. лавр
leer v смотреть искоса; смотреть хитро, злобно или

с вожделением; n косой, хитрый или злобный
взгляд

leper n прокаженный
limb n конечность
linger v задерживаться, сохраняться
lionise v поднимать шум вокруг кого-л., носить-

ся с кем-л. как со знаменитостью
lisp n шепелявость
listless adj апатичный, вялый
loathe v чувствовать отвращение; ненавидеть
loathsome adj вызывающий тошноту; противный,

омерзительный
loather n бездельник; бродяга
loiter v медлить, мешкать; слоняться без дела
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lucrative adj прибыльный, выгодный
lull v успокаивать, убаюкивать
lure v завлекать, соблазнять
lustre n глянец, блеск
lute n лютня (музыкальный инструмент)
macerated adj изнуренный, истощенный (особен-

но постом)
magenta adj ярко-красный
maim v калечить, уродовать
malady n болезнь, заболевание, расстройство
mantelshelf n каминная полка
mar v повреждать, ранить; искажать
mare n кобыла
marigold n бот. бархатцы; ноготки
martyr n мученик, страдалец
mauve adj розовато-лиловый
meagre adj худой, тощий; скудный
mediocrity n посредственность, бездарность
mellow adj мягкий, сочный, густой
mien n мина, выражение лица
mildew n плесень
minion n любимец, фаворит
misery n страдание; бедность
mock v насмехаться, высмеивать, издеваться
morose adj замкнутый, сердитый
muffles n pl рукавицы
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munificent adj необычайно щедрый
mutter v бормотать
nigh adv почти, приблизительно
nuisance n досада, неприятность; невыносимое

состояние; помеха
oblige n делать одолжение, угождать
oblivion n забвение
obsequious adj подобострастный, раболепный
odour n запах, аромат
omen n знамение, предзнаменование
orris-root n порошок из фиалкового корня (ис-

пользуется в парфюмерии)
page n паж
pageant n шествие, шоу, спектакль
paint n причинять боль, мучить, огорчать
pall n покров (на гробе, могиле)
pallid adj бледный; скучный, неинтересный
pace v шагать
pang n внезапная острая боль
parasol v небольшой зонтик (от солнца)
parched adj сухой, высохший
patch v латать, ставить заплаты
peril n опасность, риск, угроза
perplexity n недоумение; растерянность
petulant adj нетерпеливый, обидчивый, раздра-

жительный
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philanthropy n благотворительность
pinnacle n вершина, пик
pit n партер; оркестровая яма
plod v перемещаться с трудом
ploughman n пахарь
placid adj безмятежный, мирный
playbill n театральная афиша, театральная про-

грамма
pluck v собирать, срывать
poignant adj едкий, острый; горький, мучительный
pout v надуть губы
prattle v лепетать
prate v болтать, трепаться
preach v проповедовать
precipice n обрыв, пропасть
presentiment n предчувствие (особенно дурное)
prig n педант; щеголь, франт
procure v доставать, добывать, обеспечивать
prophesy v предсказывать, пророчить
profligacy n разврат, распутство; расточительство
prudence n благоразумие, предусмотрительность
quail n перепел, перепелка
quiver v дрожать
raiment n поэт. наряд, одеяние
rapt adj восхищенный; сосредоточенный, погло-

щенный
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reel v трястись, дрожать, шататься, качаться
redress v исправлять, устранять
refinement n утонченность, изысканность
refuge n прибежище, убежище
rejoinder n возражение, ответ
remorse n угрызения совести; раскаяние; сожаление
renunciation n отречение, отказ
repentance n покаяние; сожаление, раскаяние
reproach v укорять, упрекать
reticence n молчаливость, сдержанность; умалчи-

вание
reverie n задумчивость, мечтательность
riposte n парирование, находчивый ответ
rugged adj грубый, жесткий
sacrament n таинство, тайна
sallow adj желтоватый, землистый (о цвете лица)
satinwood n бот. атласное дерево
saunter v гулять, прогуливаться
savage adj дикий; n дикарь
scold v бранить(ся), ругать(ся)
scoundrel n негодяй, мерзавец, подлец
self-reproach n самобичевание
sensual adj чувственный
shabby adj потрепанный, поношенный
shallow adj мелкий, перен. поверхностный, пустой
shriek n громкий пронзительный звук, крик или смех
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shudder v вздрагивать, содрогаться
shun v беречься, избегать, остерегаться
siege n осада; v осаждать
sincerity n искренность, откровенность
singe v опалять(ся)
sitter n модель, натурщик, натурщица
six-shooter n шестизарядный револьвер
slander v клеветать, порочить репутацию
sly adj ловкий, хитрый; пронырливый
sluggish adj пассивный, вялый, медлительный
slumberous adj усыпляющий, убаюкивающий
snap n треск, щелчок
snare v поймать в ловушку, силки
sneer n насмешка, колкость; v усмехаться; надсме-

хаться
sodden adj отупевший (от усталости, пьянства)
solicitor n солиситор, адвокат
sombre adj мрачный, темный; унылый, безрадо-

стный
sordid adj грязный, запачканный; нищенский, убо-

гий
sore n больное место, рана
spade n лопата
spit v пронзить, проткнуть (шпагой и т.п.)
splinter n осколок, обломок
squabble v ссориться
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stagger v шататься; идти шатаясь
stalls n партер
start v начинать(ся); вздрагивать
stately adj величавый, величественный
staunch adj верный, преданный
stern adj суровый, мрачный
stifling adj душный
stirrup n стремя
stomacher n суживающийся книзу перед корсажа;

украшенный корсаж
strew (strewed, strewn/strewed) v разбрасывать,

посыпать
stroke v гладить, ласкать (рукой)
stroll v прогуливаться, бродить, гулять
stumble v запинаться
subtle adj тонкий, изысканный, неуловимый, едва

различимый
sulk v дуться; быть сердитым, мрачным, угрюмым
sulky adj мрачный, угрюмый
sullen adj замкнутый, сердитый; печальный, мрач-

ный
sunbeam n солнечный луч
supercilious adj высокомерный, надменный
surpass v превосходить, опережать
surrender v сдавать(ся), уступать
swerve v отклоняться от прямого пути, сворачивать
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swoon n обморок; v падать в обморок
taint v окрашивать, влиять; заражать(ся); пор-

тить(ся)
tamper v вмешиваться; портить, наносить ущерб
tarnish v тускнеть; порочить, пятнать
tarry v медлить, задерживаться; пребывать, жить
tatter n лохмотья; v превращаться в лохмотья
taunt v насмехаться, говорить колкости
tawdry n мишура; adj кричащий, безвкусный
tedious adj нудный, скучный, утомительный
thrift n бережливость, экономия
throb v биться, пульсировать
tier n ряд, ярус
tingle v дрожать, трепетать
tithe n десятая часть; разг. капелька, крошечка
titter v хихикать
toss v бросать, кидать, метать; отбрасывать, швы-

рять
treacherous adj вероломный, изменнический,

предательский
tread (trod, trodden) v ступать, шагать; топтать
trellis n решетка, сетка
tremble v дрожать, трястись
trickle v течь тонкой струйкой, сочиться
thrush n дрозд
turbid adj мутный (о жидкости); густой (о тумане)
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ulster n длинное свободное пальто
uncouth adj странный; неуклюжий; грубый
unadulterated adj настоящий; чистый
unsullied adj незапятнанный, незапачканный
usher v провожать, сопровождать
vain adj напрасный, тщетный; поверхностный,

показной; тщеславный, самовлюбленный
valet n камердинер, лакей, слуга
varnish n лак; v покрывать лаком
vat n бочка, кадка
vengeance v месть, мщение
venture v рисковать; отважиться, решиться
vermilion adj ярко-красный
vestige n след, остаток
vestment n одеяние, облачение
vex v досаждать, раздражать
vice n порок, недостаток
vile adj низкий, подлый
vinaigrette n флакон с нюхательной солью
viol n виола (старинный струнный скрипичный

музыкальный инструмент)
virtue n добродетель
vivid adj яркий, живой
vivisect v подвергать вивисекции (подробному

изучению)
vow n клятва, обет



vulture n гриф (птица)
wainscoting n деревянная панель
wane v убывать, идти на убыль; уменьшаться
wanton adj распутный, развратный
wharf n пристань; причал
wearisome adj изнурительный; скучный, наводя-

щий тоску
whim n каприз, причуда
whine v скулить, хныкать
wicked adj безнравственный; нечестный
wicker n ивовый прут, лоза
wilful adj упрямый, своевольный, своенравный
wince v вздрагивать; морщиться
winsome adj приятный, миловидный; обаятель-

ный, располагающий к себе
wither v вянуть, сохнуть
withered adj сморщенный, морщинистый
woodbine n жимолость
wretched adj бедный, несчастный; плохой, нику-

дышный
wring (wrung, wrung) v крутить, жать; wring out

выжимать
wry adj кривой, перекошенный
yield v уступать, соглашаться (на что-л.), сдаваться
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