

		
CHAPTER ONE
A Beautiful Portrait
The studio was filled with the rich smell of roses. Lord Henry Wotton was sitting on a sofa, and he was looking at a painting of a young man which stood in the middle of the room. Basil Hallward, the artist, sat nearby. His sudden disappearance some years before stirred public excitement, and it gave rise to many strange conjectures.
The artist looked at his painting and smiled.
“It is your best work, Basil. It’s the best thing you have ever done,” said Lord Henry. “You must definitely send it to the Grosvenor next year. The Grosvenor is the only place to exhibit a painting like this.”
“I don’t think I will send it anywhere,” he answered, shaking his head. “No, I won’t send it anywhere.”
Lord Henry looked at him in surprise.
“Not send it anywhere? My dear friend, why?” he asked. “What strange people you painters are! You would do anything in the world to gain a reputation. As soon as you have one, you seem to want to throw it away. A portrait like this would set you far above all the young men in England, and make the old men quite jealous.”
“I know you will laugh at me,” Hallward replied, “but I really can’t exhibit it. I have put too much of myself into it.”
Lord Henry smiled.
“I knew you’d laugh; but it is quite true,” said Hallward. “Too much of yourself in it!” said Lord Henry. “I can’t see any resemblance between you and this young man. He is truly beautiful. He doesn’t look like you at all.”



	


		
“You don’t understand me, Henry. Of course I do not look like him. I know that perfectly well. In fact, I wouldn’t want to look like him. It is hard to be different from other people. Your rank and wealth, my brains and Dorian Gray’s good looks will bring us sorrow.”
“Dorian Gray? Is that his name?”
“Yes, that’s his name. I didn’t intend to tell you.”
“But why not?”
“Oh, I can’t explain. When I like people so much, I never tell anyone who they are. You know how I love secrecy.
It is the only thing that can make modern life wonderful and mysterious. When I leave the town, I never tell people where I am going. It’s a strange habit, and you probably think that it’s foolish.”
“Not at all, my dear Basil. I understand you.”
After a long pause, Lord Henry pulled out his watch.
“I’m afraid I must be going, Basil,” he said. “But before I go, I would like you to answer a question that I asked you earlier.”
“What is that?” asked Hallward.
“You know quite well.”
“I do not, Henry.”
“I want you to explain 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.”
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“Henry,” said Hallward, looking at him straight in the face, “every portrait that is painted with feeling belongs to the artist and not the sitter. It is not the sitter who is revealed by the painter; but rather, the painter who reveals himself. The reason I will not exhibit this picture is that I am afraid that I have revealed my own soul in it.”
Lord Henry laughed.
“And what is that?” he asked.
“I will tell you,” said Hallward.
“I am listening.”
“Oh, there is really very little to tell, Henry. I am afraid you won’t understand. Perhaps you won’t believe me.”
“I am quite sure I will understand.”
“Well, the story is simply this. Two months ago, I went to a party at Lady Brandon’s. After I had been in the room for about ten minutes, I suddenly realised that someone was looking at me. I turned around and saw Dorian Gray for the first time. When our eyes met, I turned pale. I knew that Dorian would consume my soul and my creativity. I asked Lady Brandon to introduce me to him.”
“What did Lady Brandon say about Dorian Gray?”
“She said that he was a charming boy. Oh, and she added that he played the piano or the violin. Dorian and I laughed, and we became friends at once.”
“Laughter is not a bad beginning for a friendship, and it is the best ending for one.”
“You don’t understand what friendship or enmity is, Henry. You are indifferent to everyone.”
“That is not true,” cried Lord Henry.



	


		
“I look at people differently. I choose my friends for their good looks, my acquaintances for their characters, and my enemies for their intelligence. A man cannot be too careful when choosing his enemies.”
“I don’t agree with you,” said Hallward calmly.
“Well, tell me more about Mr. Dorian Gray. How often do you see him?”
“Every day. I would be sad if I didn’t see him every day.”
“How extraordinary! I thought you only cared about your art.”
“He has captured my heart. I know that the work I have done since I met Dorian Gray is the best work of my life. In some strange way, his personality has shown me a new kind of art. I see things differently and I think of them differently. I can now recreate life in a way that was hidden from me before. Henry, if you only knew what Dorian Gray means to me.”
“This is quite incredible, Basil. I must see Dorian Gray.”
Hallward stood up and walked up and down the room.
“You don’t understand me, Henry,” he said. “Dorian Gray is the reason for my art.”
“Then why don’t you exhibit his portrait?” Lord Henry asked.
“An artist should not put anything of himself into his art. But I put too much of myself in this work, Henry.”
“Tell me, Basil, is Dorian Gray very fond of you?”
“He likes me. We spend hours together and we talk about many things.”



	


		
“Perhaps you will get bored soon. One day, you will look at your friend, and there will be something you won’t like about him.”
“Don’t talk like that, Henry. As long as I live, Dorian Gray will dominate me. You wouldn’t understand. You change your mind too often.”
“My dear friend, this is exactly why I can understand you.”
Lord Henry stopped for a minute and looked out the window. Then, he turned to Hallward.
“I remember now,” he said.
“Remember what, Henry?”
“Where I heard Dorian Gray’s name.”
“Where was it?” asked Hallward with a frown.
“Don’t look so angry, Basil. I heard it from my aunt, Lady Agatha. She told me she had discovered a wonderful young man who was going to help her in the East End, and that his name was Dorian Gray. I wish I had known it was your friend.”
“I’m very glad you didn’t, Henry.”
“Why?”
“I don’t want you to meet him.”
At that moment, the butler came into the room.
“Mr. Dorian Gray is in the studio, sir,” he said.
“You must introduce me now!” said Lord Henry.
Basil Hallward turned to the butler.
“Ask Mr. Gray to wait, Parker. I will see him in a moment.”
The man bowed, and he left the room. Then, Hallward looked at Lord Henry.



	


		
“Dorian Gray is my dearest friend,” he said. “He has a simple and beautiful nature. Don’t spoil this for me. You could be a bad influence on him. It’s a big, wide world, and it has many marvellous people in it. Don’t take away the one thing that gives my art meaning. My life as an artist depends on him.”
“What nonsense you talk!” said Lord Henry, smiling.
Lord Henry took Hallward by the arm, and they left the room together.
As they entered the studio, they saw Dorian Gray. He was seated at the piano and turning over the pages of a volume of Schumann’s “Forest Scenes.”
“You must lend these to me, Basil,” he said. “I want to learn them. They are absolutely charming.”
“That entirely depends on how well you sit today, Dorian,” said Hallward.
There was silence for some time.
“I am tired of sitting, and I don’t want a life-size portrait of myself,” Dorian Gray said, as he turned around.
“Oh, I beg your pardon,” he said. “I didn’t know you had someone with you.”
“This is Lord Henry Wotton, an old friend of mine from Oxford. I told him that you were a great sitter, and now you have spoiled everything.”
“You have not spoiled my pleasure in meeting you, Mr. Gray,” said Lord Henry, shaking his hand. “My aunt speaks of you often. You are one of her favourites.”



	

		
			[image: ]
		

	

		
“I am in Lady Agatha’s black books at present,” answered Dorian Gray with a smile. “I promised to go to her club with her last Tuesday, and I forgot all about it. We were going to play a duet together. I don’t know what she will say to me. I am too frightened to call.”
“Oh, I will make your peace with my aunt,” said Lord Henry. “She likes you a lot. The audience probably didn’t notice your absence. They probably thought it was a duet. When my Aunt Agatha plays the piano, she makes quite enough noise for two people.”
Dorian Gray smiled at his words. Hallward was busy mixing his colours and getting his brushes ready. He looked worried.
“Henry,” he said at last. “I want to finish this portrait today. Would it be rude of me if I asked you to go away?”
Lord Henry smiled and looked at Dorian Gray.
“Do you want me to go, Mr. Gray?” he asked.
“Oh, please don’t, Lord Henry. I see that Basil is in one of his difficult moods, and I hate it when he is difficult.”
“I hope you don’t mind, Basil,” said Lord Henry.
“If this is what Dorian wishes, of course you must stay.”
Lord Henry picked up his hat and gloves.
“No, I’m afraid, I must go. I have promised to meet a friend. Goodbye, Mr. Gray. Come and see me some afternoon in Curzon Street. I am nearly always at home around five o’clock. Write to me when you are coming.”
“Basil,” said Dorian, “if Lord Henry goes, I will go too. You never talk while painting, and it is boring standing on this platform. Please ask him to stay.”



	


		
“Stay, Henry,” said Hallward. “It is quite true that I never talk while I am working. It must be very boring for my sitters. Now, Dorian, get up on the platform, and don’t move too much. Don’t pay any attention to what Lord Henry says. He is a bad influence on his friends. I am the exception.”
“Are you really a bad influence, Lord Henry?” asked Dorian Gray.
“There is no such thing as good influence, Mr. Gray,” said Lord Henry. “Influence is immoral.”
“Why?”
“Because to influence a person is to give him a part of one’s own soul. Thus, his thoughts are not his own. Everyone must have their own personality.”
“Just turn your head a little more to the right, Dorian, like a good boy,” said Hallward. He was not listening to the conversation. He was busy with his work.
“Basil, I’m tired of standing,” said Dorian Gray after some time. “I must go and sit in the garden.”
“My dear friend, I am so sorry. When I paint, I can’t think of anything else. You sat perfectly still today. I have caught the effect I wanted.”
“I will go out to the garden with you, Mr. Gray,” said Lord Henry. “It’s too hot in this room.”
“Don’t keep Dorian too long,” said Hallward. “This is going to be my best work.”
Hallward watched them as they went out to the garden. Why was this stranger having such a strong influence on him like this?



	


		

CHAPTER TWO
Youth
Let’s go and sit in the shade,” said Lord Henry. “You must not let yourself get sunburnt.”
“Why does it matter?” asked Dorian Gray, as he sat down on the seat at the end of the garden.
“Because you have now naturally youthful skin, and youth is the one thing worth having.”
“I don’t care about that, Lord Henry.”
“No, you don’t care about that now, but when you are old and wrinkled, you will. You will care, a lot. Now, wherever you go, you charm the world. Will it always be so?”
Dorian Gray frowned.
“Don’t frown, Mr. Gray,” said Lord Henry. “You have an extremely beautiful face. Live your life now while you are still young.”
At that moment, Hallward appeared at the door of the studio.
“Please come in,” he said. “The light is perfect. I am waiting.”
Lord Henry and Dorian Gray got up and walked towards the house together.
“Are you glad we have met, Mr. Gray?” said Lord Henry.
“Yes, I am,” said Dorian. “But, I wonder if I will always be glad.”
“Always! That’s a dreadful and a meaningless word.”
Lord Henry sat down and watched Hallward. Fifteen minutes later, Hallward stopped painting.
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“It is finished,” he said.
Lord Henry came over and examined the picture. It was certainly a wonderful work of art.
“My dear fellow, congratulations,” he said to Hallward. “Mr. Gray, come and look at yourself.”
“Is it really finished?” Dorian asked.
“Quite finished,” Hallward replied.
Dorian walked across the room to look at his portrait. When he saw it, he was very satisfied as it was the first time he had recognized his own beauty. Then, he remembered what Lord Henry had said about beauty and youth. His beauty would last for a few more years, and then, he would become old and ugly.
“Don’t you like it, Dorian?” asked Hallward.
“Of course he likes it,” said Lord Henry. “Who wouldn’t like it? It is one of the greatest works of modern art. I must have it, and I can give you anything you like for it.”
“It is not my property, Henry,” said Hallward.
“Whose is it?”
“Dorian’s, of course.”
“He is a very lucky young man.”
“How sad it is!” said Dorian, quietly. His eyes were still fixed on the painting. “How sad it is! One day, I will grow old and wrinkled. But this portrait will always portray youth. It will never age beyond this particular day in June. If only it was the other way around! I wish I could stay young forever, and the picture aged instead. I would give anything for that. Yes, there is nothing in the whole world that I would not give!”
“I don’t think you would like that, Basil,” said Lord Henry.
“I certainly would not, Henry,” said Hallward.
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Dorian turned and looked at Hallward.
“You like your art better than your friends, Basil,” he said. “I am no more than a bronze figure to you.”
Hallward stared in amazement. Dorian would never speak like that. “What has happened?” he thought.
“Lord Henry is quite right,” said Dorian. “Youth is the only thing worth having. When I find that I am growing old, I will kill myself.”
Hallward turned pale.
“Dorian, don’t talk like that!” he said. “I have never had a friend like you, and I never will.”
“I am jealous of everything that has eternal beauty. I am jealous of the portrait you have painted of me. Why should it keep what I must lose? Oh, if it was only the other way around! If the picture could change, and I could stay the same. Why did you paint it?”
“You did this to him, Henry,” said Hallward.
“I didn’t do anything,” said Lord Henry. “It is the real Dorian Gray – that is all!”
“It is not. You should have gone away when I asked you.”
“I stayed when you asked me.”
“Henry, I can’t quarrel with my two best friends at once. You both have made me hate the finest piece of work I have ever done. I will destroy it!”
Dorian looked at Hallward with a pallid face and
tear-stained eyes. Hallward walked over to the table. He was looking for something, and he found it. The long
palette knife with a thin blade of steel. He had found it at last. He was going to rip up the canvas.



	


		
“Don’t, Basil!” cried Dorian. “It would be murder!”
“I am glad you appreciate my work at last, Dorian,” said Hallward. “I never thought you would.”
“Appreciate it? I am in love with it, Basil. I feel that it is a part of myself.”
“Well, as soon as it is dry, it will be framed and sent to your home. Then, you can do what you like with it.”
“This boy doesn’t really want the picture,” said Lord Henry. “Let me have it.”
“If you let anyone else have it, Basil, I will never forgive you!” cried Dorian.
“You know the picture is yours, Dorian. It was yours even before it existed.”
There was silence, for almost two minutes, until the butler came in with a tray and served tea.
“Let’s go to the theatre tonight,” said Lord Henry.
“I’d like to come with you, Lord Henry,” said Dorian.
“And what about you, Basil?” asked Lord Henry.
“I can’t,” said Hallward. “I have a lot of work to do.”
“Well then, you and I will go alone, Mr. Gray.”
Hallward stood up and walked over to the picture.
“I will stay with the real Dorian,” he said.
“Is it the real Dorian?” cried Dorian. “Am I really like that?”
“Yes, you are just like that,” said Hallward.
“Alright, Basil. I am going to the theatre with Lord Henry. Goodbye.”
“Goodbye, Dorian. Goodbye, Henry. Come and see me soon.”



	


		
One afternoon, a month later, Dorian Gray was sitting in a luxurious armchair, in the little library of Lord Henry’s house. It was a very charming room.
Lord Henry had not come home yet. He was always late. As Dorian was about to leave, he heard a noise outside, and the door opened.
“You are very late Henry!” he said.
“I’m afraid it is not Henry, Mr. Gray,” said a woman’s voice.
“I beg your pardon. I thought…”
“You thought it was my husband. I am Henry’s wife.
I know you from your photographs. Oh, here is Henry.”
“I am sorry, I am late,” Lord Henry said.
“I am afraid I must go,” said Lady Henry. “Goodbye, Mr. Gray. Goodbye, Henry. I think you are eating out tonight. So am I. Perhaps I will see you later.”
“Perhaps my dear,” said Lord Henry, and he closed the door.
“Never marry a woman with fair hair, Dorian,” said Lord Henry.
“Why, Henry?” asked Dorian.
“Because they are sentimental.”
“But I like sentimental people.”
“Never marry at all, Dorian.”
“I don’t think I am likely to marry. I am too much in love.”
“Who are you in love with?”
“With an actress.”
“Who is she?”
“Her name is Sibyl Vane.”
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“Never heard of her.”
“No one has. People will hear about her soon. She is a genius.”
“How long have you known her?”
“About three weeks. Not so long. Actually, it’s two weeks and two days.”
“Where did you meet her?”
“I will tell you, Henry, but you must not laugh. It would never have happened if I had not met you. You told me to learn everything about life. For days after I met you,
I walked around the streets and looked at everyone who passed by me. Some of them fascinated me, and some of them filled me with horror. One evening at seven o’clock,
I went out in search of some adventure. I found a dirty little theatre. The play was Romeo and Juliet. I must admit that I was rather annoyed at the idea of seeing Shakespeare’s play in such a place. Despite this, I went in. Romeo was an elderly man. The play was so bad that I decided to leave. But when Juliet appeared on the stage, I sat down again. She was the loveliest thing I had ever seen in my life.”
“How did you meet her?”
“I went back to the theatre three times. On the third night, I waited for her outside.”
“What was she like?”
“She was gentle and shy. I think we were both rather nervous. She told me that I looked like a prince.”
“Miss Sibyl knows how to pay compliments.”
“She is the only thing I care about.”



	


		
“That is why we never have dinner together, I suppose.”
“My dear Henry, we eat together every day.”
“You always come late.”
“I have to see Sibyl’s plays.”
“Can we have dinner tonight?”
“No, we can’t. Tonight she is Ophelia, and tomorrow night she will be Juliet.”
“When is she Sibyl Vane?”
“Never. You don’t understand, Henry. When you meet her, you will think differently. I want you and Basil to come and watch her tomorrow night. You will see how wonderful she is.”
“All right. Are you going to see Basil before then? Or do you want me to write to him?”
“Oh, dear Basil! I haven’t seen him for a week. He sent me my portrait in the most wonderful frame that he designed himself. Although I am a little jealous of it for being a month younger than I am, I must admit that I like it. You’d better write to him. I don’t want to see him alone. He says things that annoy me. I must go now, Henry. My dear Ophelia is waiting for me. Do not forget about tomorrow night. Goodbye.”
As he left the room, Lord Henry started thinking about him. Only a few people had ever interested him as much as Dorian Gray.
Later that night, when he returned home from dinner, he found a telegram on the table. It was from Dorian Gray. He sent the telegram to inform him of his engagement to Sibyl Vane.



	


		

CHAPTER THREE
Sibyl Vane
I suppose you have heard the news,” said Lord Henry to Basil Hallward while they were dining in a little private room at the Bristol.
“No, Henry,” said Hallward. “What is it?”
“Dorian Gray is engaged to be married,” said Lord Henry.
“Impossible!” cried Hallward.
“It is perfectly true.”
“To whom?”
“To some little actress.”
“I can’t believe it. Dorian is too sensible.”
“Dorian is capable of doing foolish things now and then, Basil.”
“Marriage is hardly a thing that one can do now and then, Henry.”
“I didn’t say he was married. He was engaged to be married. There is a great difference.”
“Think of Dorian’s position and wealth. It would be ridiculous for him to get married to someone beneath him.
I hope this girl is worth it, Henry. I don’t want to see Dorian unhappy.”
“She is, Basil. She is so beautiful. We are going to see her tonight if Dorian doesn’t forget our meeting.”
“Do you approve of this marriage, Henry?”
“I do not approve or disapprove of anything now. It is an absurd attitude to take towards life. We are not sent into this world to air our moral prejudices.”
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“I do not understand you, Henry.”
“Every experience is of value. Marriage is certainly an experience. I hope Dorian marries this girl, and they separate six months later. He would be a great study.”
“You don’t mean that, Henry. If Dorian’s life were spoilt, you would be very sorry. You know that.”
Lord Henry laughed.
“Here comes Dorian,” he said. “He will tell you more about it.”
“My dear friends, you must congratulate me,” Dorian said, as he sat down himself. “I have never been so happy. It seems to me to be the one thing I have been looking for all my life.”
“I hope you will always be happy, Dorian,” said Hallward.
“Thank you my dear friend,” said Dorian.
“Tell us everything,” said Lord Henry.
“There is not much to tell,” said Dorian. “After I left you yesterday evening, Henry, I had dinner at an Italian restaurant. Then, I went to see Sibyl’s play. The play was terrible, but Sibyl was very beautiful as usual. After the play, we met outside, and I told her that I loved her. When I am with her, I forget about all your terrible ideas on life, Henry.”
“But you are never annoyed with me, Dorian, are you?” asked Lord Henry.
“It is difficult to be annoyed with you my dear friend,” Dorian said. “Let us go to the theatre.”
Dorian Gray and Lord Henry got into Lord Henry’s carriage, and Hallward got into another one.



	


		
The theatre was very crowded that night. The manager welcomed them at the door and accompanied them to their box. He was talking at the top of his voice, which was disturbing. Dorian Gray loathed him more than ever.
“What a place to find the love of one’s life!” said Lord Henry.
“Yes,” said Dorian, “I found her here. When she starts acting, you will forget everything. These common people are quite different when she is on the stage. She has an influence on them.”
“Oh, I hope not,” said Lord Henry.
“Don’t pay attention to what he says, Dorian,” said Hallward. “I understand what you mean. I believe in this girl because anyone you love must be marvellous. I didn’t like the idea at first, but I think this marriage is a good thing. You would be incomplete without her.”
“Thank you, Basil,” said Dorian. “I knew that you would understand. Henry is so cynical, and he sometimes terrifies me. Oh, here is the orchestra. The play will start in five minutes.”
After the orchestra stopped playing, Sibyl Vane came onto the stage. Dorian was looking at her like he was in a dream.
“She is lovely, but she is a terrible actress,” Lord Henry whispered to Basil Hallward.
Dorian Gray grew pale as he watched her. Neither of his friends dared to say anything. The audience was also disappointed. They began to talk as they were bored.



	


		
When the second act was over, Lord Henry got up from
his chair.
“She is quite beautiful, Dorian,” he said. “But she cannot act. Let us go.”
“I am going to wait for the play to end,” Dorian said.
“I am so sorry that you had a wasted evening.”
“My dear Dorian,” said Hallward. “Maybe she does not feel well tonight. We can come some other night.”
“She has completely changed,” said Dorian. “She was a great artist last night. Tonight she is just a mediocre actress.”
As soon as the play was over, Dorian rushed to see Sibyl Vane. When he entered the dressing room, Sibyl Vane looked at him in surprise.
“I acted badly tonight, Dorian!” she said.
“Horribly,” Dorian Gray said. “It was dreadful. Are you ill?”
“No, I just don’t want to act anymore,” said Sibyl Vane.
“I used to think that theatre was my only love, but now
I know that you are my real love.”
“You have killed my love,” said Dorian Gray. “You are nothing to me now. I will never see you again.”
“You are not serious, are you?” the woman asked.
Dorian Gray didn’t say anything, and he left the room. As soon as he got home, he threw himself into an armchair and began to think. Suddenly, he remembered what he had said in Basil Hallward’s studio. He remembered it perfectly. He had wished that he would remain young, and the portrait grew old.
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He also wondered if he was being hard on himself. It was the girl’s fault, not his. He had dreamed of her as a great artist. He loved her because he had thought she was great, but she disappointed him. She wasn’t worthy of his love. He decided not to think of Sibyl Vane again. She was nothing to him now.
But the portrait? It held the secret of his life. It had taught him to appreciate his own beauty, but would it teach him to hate his own soul? Would he ever look at it again?
The portrait was watching him. It had a beautiful face but a cruel smile. He would save himself. He would not see Lord Henry again or listen to his poisonous theories. He would go back to Sibyl and ask her to marry him. He would try to love her again. She must have suffered more than he had. They would be happy together.
He got up from his armchair. He went to the portrait and covered it. “How horrible!” he thought to himself. He walked across to the window, opened it and took a deep breath. He thought only of Sibyl Vane.
…
It was long past noon when he woke up the next day. He did not know what to do. Finally, he got up and went to the library. He locked the door and started writing a letter to Sibyl Vane. Then, he pulled the cover off the painting and saw himself, face to face. The portrait had altered. Was he dreaming?
At that moment, he heard a knock at the door, and then he heard Lord Henry’s voice.
“My dear Dorian, I must see you. Let me in!”



	


		
Dorian Gray remained quiet for some time. The knocking grew louder. It was better to let Lord Henry in, to explain to him the new life that he was going to lead from then on, and to quarrel with him if necessary. He decided to open the door.
“I am so sorry for everything,” Lord Henry said, as he came in.
“Do you mean Sibyl Vane?” asked Dorian.
“Yes, of course,” said Lord Henry. “Tell me the truth. Did you go backstage and see her after the play?”
“Yes, I did.”
“I knew it. Did you quarrel?”
“It was horrible, Henry. But it is all right now. I am perfectly happy. I am going to marry Sibyl Vane.”
“Marry her?”
“Yes, Henry. I know you are going to say terrible things about marriage. Don’t say anything.”
“Didn’t you get my letter that I wrote to you this morning?”
“Your letter? Oh, yes. I saw it on the table, but I haven’t read it yet.”
“Dorian, I wrote to tell you that Sibyl Vane is dead.”
“Dead!” cried Dorian. “Sibyl Vane? It is not true!”
“It is quite true,” said Lord Henry. “It is in the morning papers. Did anyone see you going into her room? That is an important point.”
Dorian Gray did not answer for a few minutes. He was filled with horror.
“Henry, please tell me everything,” he murmured at last.
“I have no doubt it was an accident, Dorian.



	


		
As she was leaving the theatre with her mother, she said that she had forgotten something upstairs. Her mother waited for her for some time, but she did not come back. They found her lying dead on the floor. She had swallowed something by mistake. It is very tragic, of course, but you must not get involved.”
“Oh, poor Sibyl! I murdered her. How extraordinary life is! I wrote a letter to a dead girl. Oh, how I loved her once! She was everything to me. She had no right to kill herself. It is dreadful. Yet, I don’t feel as upset as I should be. Am I heartless, Henry?”
“My dear Dorian, you are too good to be heartless.”
There was silence for some time. The evening darkened the room.
“You should dine with me tonight, Dorian,” said Lord Henry. “Then, we will go to the theatre. We will sit in my sister’s box.”
“I think I will join you at the theatre, Henry. I feel too tired to eat anything. What is the number of your sister’s box?”
“Twenty-seven, I think. You will see her name on the door. Goodbye. I will see you around nine thirty.”
As soon as Lord Henry left, Dorian rushed to the painting. It hadn’t changed. It had received the news of Sibyl Vane’s death before he had known of it himself.
He covered the portrait again, smiling as he did so, and he went into his bedroom to get ready to go to the theatre.



	


		
CHAPTER FOUR
Hiding the Picture
As Dorian Gray sat down to have breakfast the next morning, Basil Hallward came into the room.
“My dear Dorian,” Hallward said, “I am so glad that
I have found you. I called you last night, but I was told that you had gone to the theatre. I knew that it was impossible.
I can’t express how heartbroken I am about the whole thing. You must be suffering now. Did you go to see the girl’s mother? Poor woman! What a state she must be in! What did she say?”
“My dear Basil, how do I know?” asked Dorian. “I was at the theatre. I met Lady Gwendolen, Henry’s sister, for the first time. We sat in her box. How are you? What are you painting at the moment?”
“You went to the theatre?” exclaimed Hallward.
“How could you go there? Poor Sibyl’s dead body…”
“Stop Basil! I don’t want to hear it! What is done is done. It’s in the past.”
“You call yesterday the past?”
“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, that’s awful! You have completely changed. You talk as if you had no heart, no pity in you. It’s all Henry’s influence.”
“Basil, yesterday when I heard that Sibyl Vane had killed herself…”
“Killed herself! Are you sure about that?”
“My dear Basil! Of course she killed herself!



	


		
It is one of the greatest romantic tragedies of all time. Basil, you came down here to console me, and that is very kind of you. If you really want to console me, allow me to forget what has happened, and see it from an artistic point of view. Please do not quarrel with me. There is nothing more to be said.”
“Well, Dorian, I am not going to speak to you about this horrible event again. I only hope your name won’t be mentioned in connection with it. The inquest is going to take place today. Have the police asked to see you?”
Dorian Gray shook his head.
“No, they don’t know me by name,” he said. “Sibyl always called me Prince Charming. You must draw her portrait for me, Basil.”
“I will try and do something if it will please you. But you must come and sit for me again.”
“It’s impossible! I can never sit for you again.”
Hallward looked at the covered portrait.
“What is this foolishness, Dorian? Are you saying that you don’t like the portrait? Let me look at it. I am sure your servant hid it.”
“My servant has nothing to do with it, Basil. I did it myself. The light was too bright for the portrait.”
“Too bright! Impossible! Let me see it!”
A cry of terror broke from Dorian’s lips, and he immediately stood in front of the picture.
“You mustn’t look at it!” he said.
“Not look at my own work? Are you serious?”
“If you try to look at it, I will never speak to you again!”
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Hallward looked at Dorian Gray in surprise. He had never seen him like this before.
“Dorian!”
“Don’t speak!”
“But what is the matter? I won’t look at it if you don’t want me to. I am going to exhibit it in Paris this autumn, so I will see it sooner or later.”
“You want to exhibit it?”
“Yes, I hope you won’t object to it.”
“You told me a month ago that you would never exhibit it. Why did you change your mind?”
“Dorian, did you see something that you did not like in the portrait?”
“Basil!”
“I see you did. Well, from the moment I met you, your personality had the most extraordinary influence over me. I was jealous of everyone you spoke to. It was and is still wrong and foolish. I decided to exhibit it, but I realise now that the picture cannot be shown.”
“I saw something very strange in the picture. It has life of its own. Therefore, I will never sit for you again.”
“I understand how you feel. I must be going now. Please come and have tea with me some day.”
As he left the room, Dorian Gray smiled to himself. Poor Basil! He did not know the real reason. He rang the bell to call his servant. He wanted him to hide the picture in the schoolroom which he hadn’t entered since he was a child. It was a room full of memories. He had the key, and no one could enter it.



	


		
After his servant had put the picture in the schoolroom, Dorian Gray locked the door and put the key in his pocket. He felt safe now.
He went back to the library and found a note from Lord Henry. There was a report about Sibyl Vane’s death in it, and it clearly stated that her death was an accident.
…
Many years passed. Some nights Dorian Gray secretly entered the locked room and looked at the picture. He would look at the horrible, old face in the picture. Then, he would look at himself in the mirror and admire his own beauty.
On the seventh of November, the day before his
thirty-second birthday, he saw Basil Hallward. He invited him to his house.
“I’d like to show you the portrait tonight,” said Dorian, and he took Hallward to the locked room.
“Please, Basil,” he said, “take the cover off the portrait, and you will see my soul.”
“You are mad, Dorian,” Hallward said.
“You won’t take the cover off? Then, I will do it myself,” said Dorian Gray, throwing the old curtain on the floor.
Hallward was shocked when he saw the picture as there were terrible signs of deterioration.
“Did you destroy it?” asked Hallward.
“No, it has destroyed me,” replied Dorian.
Dorian Gray looked at the picture. Suddenly, he was filled with hatred towards Basil Hallward. He took a knife, rushed at Hallward and stabbed the knife into his neck again and again.



	


		
CHAPTER FIVE
The End
It was all over so quickly. He felt strangely calm. He looked around and saw Hallward’s coat and bag. He unlocked a cupboard and put them inside. He would burn them later.
After having rested for some time, he went into his servant’s room.
“I am sorry to wake you up, Francis. Did anybody come to see me today?”
“Yes, sir,” said Francis. “Basil Hallward came around eleven, and then he left to catch his train to Paris.”
“Oh! I am sorry I didn’t see him. Did he leave any message?”
“No, sir. He said that he would write to you.”
“Thank you, Francis. Have a good night.”
As Hallward was supposed to go to Paris that night, it would be months before anyone suspected anything. Suddenly, Dorian Gray had an idea. He took a book down from one of the cupboards and turned the pages. ‘Alan Campbell, 152 Hertford Street, Mayfair.’ That was the man he wanted.
…
The next morning, after he had his breakfast, he wrote two letters, one of which he put in his pocket. He gave the other one to his servant and gave him Alan Campbell’s address.
After an hour or two, his servant came back and said that Alan Campbell was at the door.
“Ask him to come in at once,” said Dorian.



	


		
A few moments later, Alan Campbell walked in, looking very stern and rather pale.
“Thank you for coming, Alan,” said Dorian.
“I hadn’t intended to come to your house again, Gray,” said Alan Campbell. “But you said it was a matter of life and death.”
“It is, indeed. Alan, in a locked room at the top of this house, there is a dead man seated at a table. 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 I am asking you to do is…”
“Stop, Gray! I don’t want to know anything else.
I absolutely refuse to be involved in this matter. Keep your terrible secrets to yourself. They don’t interest me at all.”
“Alan, they will have to interest you. You are the only man who can save me. As you are a scientist, you know about chemistry and matters of that kind. You must destroy the body upstairs. Nobody saw this person come into the house. He is supposed to be in Paris right now. When people start looking for him, there must be no trace of him found here. You, Alan, must change him into a handful of ashes that I can scatter in the wind.”
“You are mad, Dorian. How can you imagine that I would raise a finger to help you? Do you think I’m going to put my reputation in peril for you?”
“It was a suicide, Alan. Please help me.”
“No, I won’t.”
“Alan, I will tell you the truth. I murdered the man. You can’t believe how he made me suffer.”
“Murdered him! Dorian, I will have nothing to do with it.”
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Dorian Gray stood up, got a piece of paper and started to write something on it. When he finished writing, he showed it to Alan Campbell whose face turned white after seeing it. After two or three minutes of terrible silence, Dorian Gray turned around and he stood behind him, putting a hand upon his shoulder.
“I am sorry, Alan,” he said. “I have written this letter as you have left me with no choice. If you don’t help me, I will send it. It is impossible for you to refuse now.”
Alan hesitated for a moment.
“Is there a fire in the room upstairs?” he asked at last.
“Yes, there is a gas fire,” said Dorian.
“I will go home and get some things from the laboratory.”
“No, Alan, you can’t leave this house. Write what you need on a piece of paper. My servant will take a cab and collect the things that you need.”
Campbell wrote a short note, and Dorian gave it to his servant.
“You are infamous, Dorian,” he said.
“Hush, Alan, you have saved my life.”
One hour later, the servant came back with a box and gave it to Campbell. When the servant left, the two men carried the box to the room upstairs.
“I don’t think I can go in,” said Dorian. There were tears in his eyes.
“I don’t need you,” said Campbell in a cold voice.
Dorian Gray took a quick look inside. He remembered that he had forgotten to cover the picture the night before. He was bewildered when he saw that the sitter in the portrait had blood on his hands.



	


		
He rushed into the room to cover the picture. He was careful not to look at the dead man. As soon as he covered it, he left the room in a hurry and ran downstairs.
Alan Campbell came downstairs a few hours later.
“I have done what you asked me to. Now, goodbye. Let us never see each other again.”
…
One month later, Dorian Gray learned from Lord Henry that Alan Campbell had killed himself. Lord Henry also talked about the disappearance of Basil Hallward and how his wife had left him. Dorian Gray pretended that he wasn’t interested in Hallward’s disappearance.
…
Dorian Gray looked in the mirror that Lord Henry had given him. It was his beauty that had destroyed him. All these terrible things happened because of his passion to stay young. Something he had wished for without thinking it through. He threw the mirror on the floor, and he broke the glass into little pieces.
It was better to forget the past. What worried him was the death of his own soul. Basil Hallward had painted the portrait that ruined his life. He would never forgive him for that.
All he wanted was a new life. He decided to destroy the picture. Why had he kept it for so long? It stirred his conscience. He would definitely destroy it.
He went into the schoolroom where he kept the picture. He looked around and found the knife that he had stabbed Basil Hallward with.



	


		
He had cleaned it many times until there were no stains left on it. As it had killed the painter, it would kill his work. It would kill the past, and Dorian Gray would be free. He seized the knife and stabbed the canvas with it, ripping it up from top to bottom.
A cry was heard, and then a crash. It was a piercing cry and it woke the servants up. Two gentlemen, who were passing in the square below, stopped and looked up at the great house. They walked on until they saw a policeman and brought him back to the house. They rang the bell several times, but there was no answer.
“Whose house is it?” asked one of the gentlemen.
“Dorian Gray’s, sir,” answered the policeman.
Inside, the servants were talking to each other quietly. Mrs. Leaf was crying, and Francis was as pale as death.
Ten minutes later, Francis and some men went upstairs. They knocked on the door, but there was no reply. They tried to force the door, but they couldn’t open it. They climbed onto the roof and jumped onto the balcony. The windows opened easily as the bolts were old.
When they entered the room, they found a splendid portrait of their master hanging upon the wall. It was a reflection of their master’s exquisite youth and beauty. There was a dead man, with a knife through his heart, lying on the floor. He was withered and wrinkled. It was not until they saw the rings that they realised who it was.
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    fold.style.transformOrigin = (L + W / 2) + 'px ' + (Tp + H / 2) + 'px';
    for (j = 0; j < more.length; j++)
      more[j].style.transformOrigin = (lead.left - at[j].left + L + W / 2) + 'px ' + (lead.top - at[j].top + Tp + H / 2) + 'px';
    var folds = [fold].concat(more);
    function each(fn) { for (var q = 0; q < folds.length; q++) fn(folds[q]); }
    var flap = el('span', 'pt-flap');  // the folded-over corner: paper underside, a little darker
    flap.setAttribute('aria-hidden', 'true');
    flap.style.width = flap.style.height = S + 'px';
    flap.style.left = (L + W - S) + 'px';
    flap.style.top = (Tp + H - S) + 'px';
    flap.style.background = 'linear-gradient(to bottom right, rgba(255,255,255,.95) 0%, var(--pt-fill) 30%, ' +
      'color-mix(in srgb, var(--pt-fill) 82%, #6b5a45) 49.5%, transparent 50%)';
    panel.parentNode.insertBefore(flap, panel.nextSibling);
    var hit = control('pt-hit', 'Hide text');
    var tab = control('pt-tab', 'Show text');
    for (var k = 0; k < 3; k++) tab.appendChild(el('i'));
    hit.style.left = (L + W - S / 2 - HIT / 2) + 'px';
    hit.style.top = (Tp + H - S / 2 - HIT / 2) + 'px';
    tab.style.left = (L + W / 2 - TW / 2) + 'px';
    tab.style.top = (Tp + H / 2 - TH / 2) + 'px';
    box.appendChild(hit);
    box.appendChild(tab);
    var busy = false;
    function collapse() {
      if (busy || fold.classList.contains('pt-collapsed')) return;
      busy = true;
      hit.style.visibility = 'hidden';
      each(function (f) { f.classList.add('pt-closing'); });
      setTimeout(function () { tab.classList.add('pt-on'); }, T * 0.7);
      each(function (f) { after(f, 'pt-closing', function () { f.classList.add('pt-collapsed'); }); });
      setTimeout(function () { busy = false; }, T + 130);
    }
    function expand() {
      if (busy || !fold.classList.contains('pt-collapsed')) return;
      busy = true;
      tab.classList.remove('pt-on');
      tab.classList.add('pt-off');
      setTimeout(function () { tab.classList.remove('pt-off'); }, 160);
      each(function (f) { f.classList.remove('pt-collapsed'); f.classList.add('pt-opening'); after(f, 'pt-opening'); });
      setTimeout(function () { busy = false; hit.style.visibility = ''; }, T + 130);
    }
    hit.addEventListener('click', function (ev) { ev.preventDefault(); ev.stopPropagation(); collapse(); });
    tab.addEventListener('click', function (ev) { ev.preventDefault(); ev.stopPropagation(); expand(); });
    // read-aloud: a box collapsed before the reading reached it opens when its first word is read;
    // a box the reader closes while it is being read stays closed (they chose to look at the picture)
    var reading = false, keepClosed = false;
    hit.addEventListener('click', function () { if (reading) keepClosed = true; });
    tab.addEventListener('click', function () { keepClosed = false; });
    if (window.MutationObserver) {
      var mo = new MutationObserver(function () {
        var now = false;
        each(function (f) { if (f.getElementsByClassName(ACTIVE).length) now = true; });
        if (now && !reading && !keepClosed && fold.classList.contains('pt-collapsed')) expand();
        if (!now && reading) keepClosed = false;
        reading = now;
      });
      each(function (f) { mo.observe(f, { subtree: true, attributes: true, attributeFilter: ['class'] }); });
    }
  }
  function run() {
    var panels = document.querySelectorAll('.pt-panel:not(.pt-extra)');
    if (!panels.length || document.querySelector('.pt-hit')) return;
    css();
    for (var i = 0; i < panels.length; i++) setup(panels[i].parentNode, panels[i]);
  }
  if (document.readyState === 'loading') document.addEventListener('DOMContentLoaded', run); else run();
})();
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