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PREFACE

Oscar Wilde’s typescript of his only novel, The Picture of 
Dorian Gray, remained unpublished until 2011, when it appeared 
under the title The Picture of Dorian Gray: An Annotated, Uncensored 
Edition as part of Harvard University Press’s annotated series of 
classic literary works. Like The Picture of Dorian Gray: An Annotated, 
Uncensored Edition, this paperback edition is based on the type-
script submitted by Wilde to Lippincott’s Monthly Magazine in 1890, 
whereupon an alarmed J. M. Stoddart, the magazine’s editor, quickly 
determined the novel, at least in its present form, would offend the 
sensibilities of his readership. Especially troubling to Wilde’s editor 
were instances of graphic sexual—especially, ho mo sex ual—content 
he found in the typescript. In consultation with his publishing as-
sociates, Stoddart struck words, phrases, and whole sentences from 
Wilde’s typescript. The introductory essays that follow explain the 
commercial, social, and legal imperatives that motivated changes to 
both Wilde’s typescript and the subsequent and expanded book edi-
tion of 1891, published by Ward, Lock, and Company. This edition 
restores all of the material excised by Stoddart and his colleagues.
 Literary scholars often speak of publication as a pro cess of col-
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laboration between publishers and authors; however, the reality is 
often far different. The relations between Victorian journal editors 
and their authors presumed a sharp imbalance of power, especially 
where first-time novelists were involved. Thomas Hardy com-
plained in 1890 that “the patrons of literature—no  longer Peers with 
a taste—acting under the censorship of prudery, rigorously exclude 
from the pages they regulate subjects that have been made . . . the 
bases of the finest imaginative compositions since literature rose to 
the dignity of an art.” In the case of Wilde’s novel, the evidence that 
Stoddart censored it is plain from the sexual and po lit i cal nature of 
his deletions, such as his removal of Basil Hallward’s confession: 
“There was love [for Dorian] in ev ery line [of the portrait], and in 
ev ery touch there was passion.”
 Further evidence can be found in Stoddart’s panicked reaction 
upon receipt of Wilde’s typescript. “Rest assured that it will not go 
into the Magazine unless it is proper that it shall,” he told his em-
ployer, Craige Lippincott. “In its present condition there are a num-
ber of things which an innocent woman would make an exception 
to. But I will go beyond this and make it acceptable to the most fas-
tidious taste.” Before committing himself to publication, Stoddart 
assigned Wilde’s typescript to no fewer than five publishing profes-
sionals for comment—one of whom he later charged with “picking 
out any ob jec tionable passages.” Wilde did not see these changes to 
his novel until after it appeared in print.
 American literary critic Elaine Showalter has characterized the 
milieu in which Wilde lived and wrote as one of “sexual anarchy.” 
Stoddart’s edits must be seen within the wider context of the sexual 
paranoia and legal threat apparent in the late 1880s and early 1890s. 
The circumstances under which Dorian Gray was published are a 
far cry from those faced by the majority of Eng lish-language authors 
either before or since. The 1885 Criminal Law Amendment Act out-
lawing “gross indecency” between men, the establishment of the 
National Vigilance Association in 1885 (it successfully brought 
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about a jail sentence for Henry Vizetelly, translator of Emile Zola’s 
works, in 1889), and the Cleveland Street Scandal of 1889–1890 all 
served to bring about a heightened atmosphere of paranoia and in-
tolerance, particularly where upper-class and well-educated Eng-
lish ho mo sex uals were concerned. Indeed, Wilde was the chief vic-
tim of this climate of repression—as was plain from the jubilation 
that greeted his imprisonment for gross indecency in 1895. Whether 
he acknowledged it or not, Stoddart’s hand was directed by the 
courts.
 Literature is an inherently social product, but it  isn’t always com-
mensurate with its public face or accepted manifestations, and the 
pro cesses of publication aren’t always as seamlessly collaborative as 
literary scholars sometimes imagine. Are the sanitized texts of Osip 
Mandelstam presented by Soviet editors to be accepted on the 
grounds that they are collaborative products? Reclaiming works of 
literature from the censorship they were subject to, often for the 
duration of their authors’ lifetimes, is not a Romantic endeavor, but 
rather an effort to reveal the social antagonisms and broader po lit i-
cal forces shaping their accepted social face.
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The remains of Oscar Wilde lie in Père Lachaise Cemetery 
in Paris. His sleek, modern tomb, designed by the British sculp-
tor Jacob Epstein and commissioned by Wilde’s lover and executor, 
Robert Ross, is one of the most frequently visited and recognizable 
graves in a cemetery notable for the many famous writers, artists, 
and musicians buried there (Balzac, Chopin, Proust, Gertrude Stein, 
Jim Morrison). The surface of Epstein’s massive monolith is cov-
ered with hundreds of lipstick kisses, some ancient and faded, oth-
ers new and vibrant. (“The madness of kissing” is what Wilde said 
Lord Alfred Douglas’s “red- roseleaf lips” were made for.) Some ob-
servers decry the presence of these marks on Wilde’s tomb as a form 
of defacement or vandalism, rightly pointing out that the lipstick’s 
high fat content does real and lasting damage to the monolith. But 
to the many men and  women, gay and straight, who journey each 
year to the site, the kisses are a tribute to the famous playwright, 
novelist, and wit—sentenced in 1895 to two years in prison, with 
hard labor, after being convicted of “gross indecency”—whom they 
see as a martyr to Victorian sexual morality.1
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 Five years before his death, Wilde went, almost overnight, from 
being one of Britain’s most colorful and celebrated fig ures to its 
most notorious sexual criminal. When he died from cerebral men-
ingitis, in a seedy Parisian hotel room on November 30, 1900, at the 
age of forty- six, he had been living in exile in France for over three 
years, broken in spirit and body, bankrupt, and ostracized from re-
spectable British society. In 1895, at the time of his arrest, he had 
been Britain’s leading playwright and wit, feted in London’s West 
End and intellectual circles, as well as in the country homes and 
London townhouses of Eng land’s ruling class (much of it unaware 
that Wilde originated from Ireland, since, to use Wilde’s own words, 
“my Irish accent was one of the many things I forgot at Oxford”). 
Even before his fame as a playwright and novelist, he had been the 
principal spokesman for the cult of “Aestheticism,” or art for art’s 
sake, which had swept much of Eng land and America in the wake of 
Wilde’s stunning arrival on the cultural scene in 1881. His death in 
1900, little more than three years after his release from Eng land’s 
Reading prison (the “Reading Gaol” of his celebrated poem “The 
Ballad of Reading Gaol”), coincided with the end of a de cade (“the 
Yellow Nineties,” “the age of Dorian”) more closely associated with 
him than with anyone else, as much for his large personality and life 
as for his considerable accomplishments as a writer and thinker.
 Wilde’s final years make for depressing summary. In exile he took 
the assumed name of “Sebastian Melmoth,” invoking the martyr-
dom of St. Sebastian (a ho mo sex ual icon) and the eponymous pro-
tagonist of Melmoth the Wanderer, a gothic novel by Charles Matu-
rin, Wilde’s great- uncle. His wife, Constance, who had visited him 
just once while he was in jail, in 1896, to break the news of his moth-
er’s death, shunned him in his final years before her own premature 
death in 1898. After his incarceration, Wilde never again saw his 
two sons. Like their mother, they had  adopted the last name of “Hol-
land”; and they were taught by Constance and her relatives “to for-
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get that we had ever borne the name of Wilde and never to mention 
it to anyone.”2 Four months after his release from prison, Wilde re-
turned briefly to his lover Lord Alfred Douglas, who had barely es-
caped prosecution himself in 1895. Wilde was convinced that with 
Douglas he could find the happiness, love, and renewed creativity 
that he craved, but after a two- month sojourn together in Naples, 
Douglas abandoned him, leaving Wilde to face his impecunious, un-
certain future alone. Harsh prison conditions had taken their toll 
on Wilde. Isolated and demoralized, he let himself go in the final 
months of his life: “I will never outlive the century,” Wilde pre-
dicted. “The Eng lish people would not stand for it.”
 Richard Ellmann, Wilde’s biographer, estimates that he was bed-
ridden by the end of September 1900. On his deathbed, Wilde, who 
was unable to speak, assented to be received into the Catholic 
Church by raising his hand and was administered Last Rites. Ac-
cording to Ellmann, Robert Ross, present at Wilde’s deathbed, ad-
mitted later that he only “made up his mind to get [Wilde] a priest 
so there could be formal obsequies and a ceremonial burial.” Other-
wise, Ross feared, the body might be taken to the morgue and an 
autopsy performed.3 “The coffin was cheap, and the hearse was 
shabby,” Ellmann states succinctly (Ellmann, p. 584). According to 
the writer Ernest La Jeunesse, who was present at Wilde’s funeral, 
only thirteen people followed the coffin to its resting place in Bag-
neux Cemetery, where Wilde was buried on December 3, his sim-
ple grave marked with a single stone on which was inscribed “Job 
xxix Verbis meis adere nihil audebant et super illos stillebat elo-
quium meum” (“To my words they durst add nothing, and my 
speech dropped upon them,” from the Book of Job). In 1909 his re-
mains would be moved to Père Lachaise, and three years later the 
Epstein monument erected over them. Ross’s ashes were placed in a 
compartment in the Père Lachaise tomb after his own death in 1918. 
The inscription on the tomb is from “The Ballad of Reading Gaol” 
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(which was published under the pseudonym “C.3.3.,” Wilde’s prison 
iden ti fi ca tion, sig nifying cell block C, landing 3, cell 3):

And alien tears will fill for him
 Pity’s long- broken urn,
For his mourners will be outcast men,
 And outcasts always mourn.

The Picture of Dorian Gray was published simultaneously in Eng-
land and America in 1890 by the J. B. Lippincott Company of Phila-
delphia in the July issue of Lippincott’s Monthly Magazine, five years 
before the series of sensational trials that would lead to Wilde’s in-
carceration. (The British edition of the magazine, copublished with 
Ward, Lock, and Company, appeared with a table of contents slightly 
different from that of the American edition.) Wilde soon set about 
revising and enlarging the novel for a book edition, which was 
 published in 1891 by Ward, Lock, and Company. At the time of the 
novel’s appearance in Lippincott’s Monthly Magazine, Wilde was 
 already well known to the general public—for his quick wit, theatri-
cality, ostentatious dress, and the many poems, stories, lectures, and 
journalistic pieces he had written over the previous de cade. But The 
Picture of Dorian Gray was the work that made him an iconic fig ure, 
in the eyes of both his supporters and his detractors, and that would 
later play a part in his downfall when it was used as evidence against 
him in court. The novel altered the way Victorians saw and under-
stood the world they inhabited, particularly with regard to sexuality 
and masculinity. It heralded the end of a repressive “Victorianism,” 
and, as Ellmann has remarked, after its publication “Victorian liter-
ature had a different look” (Ellmann, p. 314).
 When the novel appeared in Lippincott’s, it was immediately 
controversial. To be sure, appreciative and sensitive reviews ap-
peared in Britain and America, but a sig nifi cant segment of the Brit-
ish press reacted with outright hostility, condemning the novel as 
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“vulgar,” “unclean,” “poisonous,” “discreditable,” and “a sham.” In 
August 1890, Wilde claimed to have received 216 such attacks on his 
novel since its appearance in Lippincott’s two months earlier.4 “Dul-
ness and dirt are the chief features of Lippincott’s this month,” be-
gan the reviewer for the Daily Chronicle:

The element that is unclean, though undeniably amusing, 
is furnished by Mr. Oscar Wilde’s story of The Picture of 
Dorian Gray. It is a tale spawned from the leprous litera-
ture of the French de cadents—a poisonous book, the atmo-
sphere of which is heavy with the mephitic odours of moral 
and spiritual putrefaction—a gloating study of the mental 
and physical corruption of a fresh, fair and golden youth, 
which might be fascinating but for its effeminate frivol-
ity, its studied insincerity, its theatrical cynicism, its tawdry 
mysticism, its flippant philosophizings. . . . Mr. Wilde says 
the book has “a moral.” The “moral,” so far as we can col-
lect it, is that man’s chief end is to develop his nature to the 
fullest by “always searching for new sensations,” that when 
the soul gets sick the way to cure it is to deny the senses 
nothing.5

 One of the most pernicious reviews came from the St. James’s 
Gazette: “Not being curious in ordure, and not wishing to offend the 
nostrils of decent persons, we do not propose to analyze The Pic
ture of Dorian Gray,” writes the anonymous reviewer. “Whether 
the Trea sury or the Vigilance Society will think it worthwhile to 
prosecute Mr. Oscar Wilde or Messrs. Ward, Lock & Co., we do not 
know,” he continues. “The puzzle is that a young man of decent 
parts, who enjoyed (when he was at Oxford) the opportunity of as-
sociating with gentlemen, should put his name (such as it is) to so 
stupid and vulgar a piece of work.”6 Another contemporary notice, 
which appeared in the Scots Observer, a respectable, even presti-



6  GENERAL  I N TRODUCT ION

gious literary magazine edited by the poet and critic (and Wilde’s 
onetime friend) W. E. Henley, merits fuller quotation:

Why go grubbing in muck- heaps? The world is fair, and the 
proportion of healthy- minded men and  women to those 
that are foul, fallen, or unnatural is great. Mr. Oscar Wilde 
has again been writing stuff that were better unwritten; and 
while The Picture of Dorian Gray, which he con trib utes 
to Lippincott’s, is ingenious, interesting, full of cle verness, 
plainly the work of a man of letters, it is false art—for its in-
terest is medico- legal; it is false to human nature—for its 
hero is a devil; it is false to morality—for it is not made suf-
ficiently clear that the writer does not prefer a course of 
unnatural iniquity to a life of cleanliness, health, and san-
ity. The story—which deals with matters only fitted for the 
Criminal Investigation Department or a hearing in camera 
[out of public scrutiny]—is discreditable alike to author and 
editor. Mr. Wilde has brains, and art, and style; but if he can 
write for none but outlawed noblemen and perverted tele-
graph boys, the sooner he takes to tailoring (or some other 
decent trade) the better for his own reputation and the pub-
lic morals.7

 Today we can easily recognize these references to unhealthiness, 
insanity, uncleanliness, and “medico- legal interest” as coded impu-
tations of ho mo sex u al ity. It is worth bearing in mind, however, that 
in the Victorian era, sexual preference was less clearly seen as an 
identity; indeed, the word ho mo sex ual did not enter the Eng lish lan-
guage until 1892, when it was used adjectivally in a translation of 
Richard Krafft- Ebing’s book Psychopathia Sexualis (it was first used 
as a noun in 1912). Wilde and the other men who par tic i pated in 
London’s ho mo sex ual subculture, many of them leading secret dou-
ble lives, would have been viewed by the majority not as ho mo sex-
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uals per se but as men indulging in “unclean” vices. Even so, ho mo-
sex ual acts were generally considered repugnant and deviant—and 
for the first time, with the passage of the Criminal Law Amendment 
Act of 1885, sexual activities of any nature between men were not 
merely sinful but unlawful. (The criminalization of ho mo sex u al-
ity and the example of Wilde’s life and work are widely credited 
with instating ho mo sex u al ity as a distinct sexual and social iden-
tity.) That outraged British reviews of The Picture of Dorian Gray 
share the same coded language (unhealthiness, insanity, unclean-
liness, and so on), while making allusions to criminal prosecution, 
shows very clearly that many early British readers were cognizant 
of the ways in which the novel challenged conventional Victorian 
notions of masculine sexuality, particularly through its preoccupa-
tion with the homoerotic and emotional relations between the three 
main male characters (Dorian, Basil, and Lord Henry) and through 
its complex interest in the potentially corruptive nature of inter-
personal in flu ence. (Britain’s largest bookseller, W. H. Smith & Son, 
took the unusual step of pulling the July number of Lippincott’s 
from its railway bookstalls as a result of the public outcry.) The Pic
ture of Dorian Gray is one of the first novels in the Eng lish language 
to explore the nature of homoerotic and homosocial desire, which 
is to say it is a subversive novel, even if—or perhaps especially be-
cause—it plays a cat- and- mouse game of hiding and revealing the 
fact that homoerotic desire is the force that animates its still grip-
ping, macabre plot.
 Un der stand ing the general atmosphere of hysteria about sexual-
ity that existed in Britain in the years leading up to the publication 
of The Picture of Dorian Gray is im por tant to un der stand ing the hos-
tility that greeted the novel in 1890. The Criminal Law Amendment 
Act of 1885, under which Wilde was eventually prosecuted, origi-
nated in a panic over the corruption of young, innocent girls, fol-
lowing an exposé of London’s white slave trade titled “The Maiden 
Tribute of Modern Babylon,” by the journalist W. T. Stead in the Pall 



8  GENERAL  I N TRODUCT ION

Mall Gazette (for which Wilde also wrote regularly from 1884 until 
1889). Statute 11 of the Act (termed the “Labouchère Amendment” 
after the radical MP Henry Labouchère, who proposed it), crimi-
nalizing “gross indecency” between men, was added only at the 
eleventh hour, shortly before parliamentary debate ended and a 
vote was taken, but it succeeded in driving ho mo sex ual practices 
further underground and only heightened anxieties about ho mo-
sex u al ity in Britain. The key language in the amendment—“gross 
indecency”—was broad enough to encompass any sexual activities 
between men, regardless of age or consent, and it was under this 
statute that Wilde and many other ho mo sex uals were prosecuted 
in Britain until the Act’s repeal in 1956 (under the terms of the 
Labouchère Amendment, ho mo sex ual acts, as well as the procure-
ment or attempted procurement of those acts, were punishable by 
up to two years’ imprisonment with or without hard labor). The 
vagueness of the language in the Labouchère Amendment invited 
prosecution, while the criminalization of private acts between con-
senting adult males encouraged male prostitutes and domestic ser-
vants to extort money from patrons and employers (Wilde was him-
self the victim of several blackmail attempts). The conditions had 
been created for a series of ho mo sex ual scandals that would rock 
London and increase the level of homophobia in British society.
 Prior to Wilde’s own downfall, the most notable such scandal to 
follow in the wake of the Labouchère Amendment was the Cleve-
land Street Affair of 1889–1890. In late 1889, when Wilde began 
writing The Picture of Dorian Gray, rumors emerged in the press 
surrounding a number of aristocratic and military men and an ad-
dress in the Fitzrovia neighborhood in central London. Police in-
vestigating a theft from the Central London Post Of fice had uncov-
ered a ring of male prostitutes or “rent boys” who operated as 
telegraph messengers by day and as male prostitutes, working out 
of a male brothel at 19 Cleveland Street, by night (the “perverted 
telegraph boys” alluded to in the Scots Observer review). One of 
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those most tarnished in the unfolding scandal was Lord Arthur 
Somerset, the Prince of Wales’s equerry, who fled to France in Octo-
ber 1889 for fear of prosecution (hence the reference to “outlawed 
noblemen” in the Scots Observer review). Rumor also linked Prince 
Albert Victor, the eldest son of the Prince of Wales, to the Cleve-
land Street brothel, though the British press did not dare to mention 
Prince Albert Victor’s name, and no evidence exists to suggest he 
ever patronized the brothel. But the circulation of the rumor indi-
cates the general level of anxiety about ho mo sex ual behavior, now 
associated in the public mind with aristocratic vices and the cor-
ruption of lower- class youth. The scandal even reached the floor 
of Parliament in the form of heated debate, after allegations were 
made of a government cover- up to protect the reputations of aris-
tocratic patrons. It was in this heated atmosphere of hysteria and 
paranoia that The Picture of Dorian Gray was greeted by the Brit-
ish press. In the wake of the Cleveland Street Scandal, Wilde’s em-
phasis on Dorian Gray’s youthfulness, or susceptibility to the “cor-
ruption” of an older aristocratic man (Lord Henry), is one of the 
features of the novel that most outraged reviewers. The reception 
of The Picture of Dorian Gray in 1890 was a hint of what was yet 
to come.
 It is not surprising that Wilde’s novel is a highly “coded” text, 
given the necessary secrecy and caution that governed Eng land’s 
ho mo sex ual community following the passage of the Labouchère 
Amendment and the Cleveland Street Scandal. The very name 
Dorian is a veiled reference to “Dorian” or “Greek” love—to the An-
cient Greek tradition (first openly discussed in Karl Müller’s His
tory and Antiquities of the Doric Race [1824; Eng lish translation 
1830]) of an older male “lover” taking a youn ger man in his charge. 
Chapter IX of The Picture of Dorian Gray especially contains nu-
merous coded allusions to ho mo sex uals and criminal sexual activity 
throughout his tory; and such depravity contains a “horrible fasci-
nation” for Dorian Gray, we are told, representing to him not evil 
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but rather a “mode through which he might realize his conception 
of the beautiful.” The painting, which is itself a veiled rec ord of 
Dorian’s secret vices and crimes, is similarly cloaked and locked 
away in an old study so as to be “secure from prying eyes,” though 
Dorian has the key and goes to it repeatedly in order to comprehend 
the nature and depth of his own depravity. Lord Henry and Dorian 
rent a small house in Algiers, a vacation place frequented by British 
ho mo sex uals, though the nature of their relationship is never fully 
revealed. And there is much other “circumstantial evidence” that 
points obliquely to the fact that the three principals are engaged 
in acts of “gross indecency.” Above all, Wilde’s frequent recourse 
to terms like personality, romance of feeling, and even friendship to 
describe the intense attraction felt by the painter Basil Hallward 
for Dorian, is a way of encoding its spe cifi cally homoerotic nature. 
Wilde was cross- examined about his use of such terms when the 
novel was used against him in court.
 To be sure, the Lippincott’s version of the novel—and still more 
the typescript that Wilde originally submitted to Lippincott’s, from 
which some 500 words were excised prior to publication (restored 
in the present edition)—is more explicit in its sexual references and 
allusions than the revised 1891 book version, in which Wilde, in re-
sponse to his critics and at the insistence of his publisher, toned 
down the novel’s ho mo sex ual content. In the Lippincott’s text and 
the original typescript, for instance, Basil Hallward says to Lord 
Henry (speaking about Dorian), “I find a strange plea sure in saying 
things to him I know I shall be sorry for having said. I give myself 
away. As a rule, he is charming to me, and we walk home together 
from the club arm in arm.” Similarly, Wilde’s narrator tells us in 
the 1890 Lippincott’s edition and the typescript that “rugged and 
straightforward as he was,” there was some thing in Hallward’s na-
ture “that was purely feminine in its tenderness.” Most revealing 
of all, perhaps, in the present typescript version Hallward says to 
Dorian: “It is quite true I have worshipped you with far more ro-
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mance of feeling than a man should ever give to a friend. Somehow I 
have never loved a woman. . . . From the moment I met you, your 
personality had the most extraordinary in flu ence over me . . . I 
adored you madly, extravagantly, absurdly. I was jealous of ev ery-
one to whom you spoke. I wanted to have you all to myself. I was 
only happy when I was with you.” This telling confession (altered 
very slightly by the editor of Lippincott’s before publication in the 
magazine) was deleted from the 1891 version, in which the inten-
sity of Hallward’s “worship” is at once lessened and transformed 
into some thing more innocuous: the painter’s quest for a Platonic 
ideal in art.8 Wilde made other, similar deletions when preparing 
the book version of the novel for Ward, Lock, and Company.
 In the wake of the Cleveland Street Scandal, Wilde had particu-
lar reason to be cautious in his published writings. Like Dorian, 
he was harboring his own secrets. Since at least 1886, Wilde had 
been leading a secret double life, designed to conceal his sexual ori-
entation and extramarital affairs from close family members and 
“respectable” society. In that year he had allowed himself to be se-
duced by the boyish Robert Ross, with whom he embarked on a 
two- year love affair, though this did not preclude either man from 
taking other lovers.9 The event has traditionally been viewed by 
Wilde scholars as a critical turning point in Wilde’s life. From this 
time onward, he consciously recognized and acted upon his ho mo-
sex ual predilections and began, in the words of Richard Ellmann, 
“to think of himself as a criminal, moving guiltily among the inno-
cent” (Ellmann, p. 278). As Ellmann observes, the event may even 
be coded into the plot of Dorian Gray, since in late 1886, around the 
time Wilde met Ross, Wilde turned thirty- two, and there is little 
other explanation for why he felt impelled to change the date on 
which Dorian Gray commences a life of unprecedented criminality, 
from “the eve of his own thirty- second birthday,” in the 1890 Lippin
cott’s version, to “the eve of his thirty- eighth birthday” in the 1891 
book version.
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 Recent scholarship has speculated that Wilde’s secret ho mo sex-
ual life dates from an even earlier period than 1886—that Wilde was 
not merely conscious of his ho mo sex ual desires as early as the mid- 
1870s, when he was an undergraduate at Oxford, but that he also 
acted upon them.10 Certainly it was at Oxford that Wilde met and 
befriended one of the most notorious sodomites of his day, the artist 
and connoisseur Lord Ronald Sutherland Gower, eleven years his 
se nior, now generally regarded as an im por tant real- life model for 
the character of Lord Henry Wotton; and it was shortly after leaving 
Oxford that Wilde began a two- year cohabitation, in London, with 
the man who had introduced him to Gower, the onetime society 
portraitist Frank Miles. (Miles died obscurely in 1891 and is some-
times said to be the real- life fig ure on whom the painter Basil Hall-
ward is based.) But the need for deception and concealment was 
undoubtedly heightened by Wilde’s marriage to the beautiful Con-
stance Lloyd, with whom Oscar fathered two sons shortly after their 
wedding in 1884. His marriage to Constance may have been a genu-
ine attempt on Wilde’s part to overcome or deny his existing ho mo-
sex ual proclivities. But there can be little question that, especially 
after his affair with Ross had begun, Wilde was play- acting the roles 
of dutiful husband and father, and increasingly allowing himself to 
be drawn into ho mo sex ual relationships and  modes of behavior that 
he knew threatened to expose his double life. If he had not known it 
before he met Ross, certainly Wilde must have felt afterward that, 
as Lord Henry puts it, “there are certain temperaments that mar-
riage makes more complex” and that “the one charm of marriage 
is that it makes a life of deception necessary for both parties.” Ac-
cording to Constance’s brother, Otho, it was not until 1895 and the 
months leading up to Wilde’s arrest that Constance began to sus-
pect her husband’s real sexual orientation.
 Following the cooling off of his affair with Ross in 1888–1889, 
and possibly even before this, Wilde entered into a number of other 
erotic liaisons with men, two of which possess special importance 
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as far as Dorian Gray is concerned. From 1889 onward, Wilde began 
actively courting a young poet named John Gray, twelve years his 
junior but looking even youn ger than his years, famed among both 
men and  women of his day for his unearthly good looks: “What a 
fascinating man,” one besotted female admirer remarked upon see-
ing Gray at the opera; “I never knew that anybody could be so beau-
tiful.”11 There is no evidence to suggest that Wilde’s desire for Gray 
was consummated or even reciprocated before the completion of 
Dorian Gray. And in February 1890, when Wilde’s composition 
of the novel was at its fiercest, Gray converted to Catholicism in a 
conscious attempt to quash his own “sinfulness.” But by Gray’s own 
account, he thereafter “immediately . . . began a course of sin com-
pared with which my previous life was innocence.”12 As with the 
unspeci fied crimes of Dorian Gray, we can only speculate on the 
 nature of Gray’s “course of sin.” But his intimacy with Wilde lasted 
until late 1892, when, following an intense personal crisis, he re-
nounced Wilde for good in favor of a Catholic religious devotion 
that would eventually lead him to the priesthood. Gray is often said 
to constitute a real- life model for Dorian Gray, and at one point 
he even signed a letter to Wilde, “Yours ever, Dorian.” As Ellmann 
says, for Wilde to call his leading character “Gray” was, as far as the 
real Gray was concerned, almost certainly a form of courtship (Ell-
mann, p. 307).
 The other crucial erotic relationship into which Wilde entered 
was the long, complex affair with Lord Alfred Douglas, which would 
prove to be disastrous for Wilde, as we shall shortly see, though the 
affair did not start until one year after the publication of Dorian 
Gray. Ironically, it was the novel that was, at least in part, responsi-
ble for bringing the two men together: Douglas, who was obsessed 
with The Picture of Dorian Gray, longed to meet its author and, 
 according to Ellmann, read the novel nine times over before the 
friendship began. Flattered by his young admirer’s praise, Wilde 
carefully inscribed a deluxe copy of the book version to Douglas at 
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their second meeting, in July 1891. At any rate, it was Douglas who 
initiated Wilde into London’s ho mo sex ual subculture of procurers 
and “rent boys”: previously Wilde had sought the company, chiefly, 
of male poets, attracted as he was to an ideal of masculinity em-
bodied by the beautiful male protagonist of his own poem “Char-
mides,” named after a character in Plato’s Dialogues. Passionate in 
his pursuit of “rough trade,” Douglas led Wilde down a path of risky, 
dangerous, and even reckless behavior that would eventually in-
criminate him. While serving his prison sentence, Wilde famously 
recalled that he had been “feasting with panthers” and that “the 
danger was half the excitement.”13

 To identify the continuities between The Picture of Dorian Gray 
and the relationships in Wilde’s own life is not to say that the novel 
must be considered a roman à clef or an allegory of Wilde’s life. Ac-
knowledging that Dorian and Lord Henry contain elements of John 
Gray and Lord Ronald Gower does not begin to account for the com-
plex ity of these characters or for their vibrancy on the page, and it 
is a cliché of criticism that novelists draw upon experiences and re-
lationships that are familiar to them personally. Nonetheless, the 
novel does have numerous autobiographical elements, and Wilde 
on one occasion remarked that it “contains much of me in it. Basil 
Hallward is what I think I am: Lord Henry what the world thinks 
me: Dorian what I would like to be—in other ages, perhaps.” Wilde’s 
comment suggests that the novel is a work of art that embodies 
his own “secret,” just as Hallward’s portrait of Dorian encodes the 
painter’s illicit love for his youn ger subject. Wilde’s phrase “in other 
ages” reminds us—like the name Dorian itself—that love between 
men was tolerated and celebrated openly in Ancient Greece but that 
in Wilde’s own day, by contrast, a “harsh, uncomely Puritanism . . . is 
having . . . its curious revival.” Wilde was conscious that the novel 
re flected the multiple strands of his personality and sexual life. As 
im por tantly, he was acutely aware that, like himself, The Picture of 
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Dorian Gray stood at odds with an age of heightened intolerance 
and repression when it came to sexual matters.
 That intolerance was, tragically, to be made powerfully manifest 
in the spring of 1895, when, at the height of his fame, Wilde was to 
be arrested, convicted, and sentenced to two years’ imprisonment 
with hard labor for the new crime of “gross indecency.” The arrest, 
at least, was partly of his own making. Douglas’s father, the Mar-
quess of Queensberry—the “screaming, scarlet Marquess,” as Wilde 
called him, a pugnacious paranoiac whose deep aversion to Wilde 
and ho mo sex uals was matched only by his passion for the “manly” 
sports of hunting and boxing (he was the originator of the “Queens-
berry Rules” in boxing)—had been bridling at his youngest son’s in-
volvement with Wilde since its inception. In June 1894, Queens-
berry appeared unannounced at Wilde’s house, accompanied by a 
prize- fighter, and had to be forcibly ejected from the prem ises; and 
then on February 14, 1895, on the opening night of The Importance 
of Being Earnest, Wilde had got wind of, and foiled, an attempt by 
Queensberry to enter the theater and publicly denounce Wilde from 
the stage. On February 18, 1895, Queensberry left a calling card at 
Wilde’s club, the Albermarle Club, on which he had scrawled (with 
the word “sodomite” misspelled), “For Oscar Wilde, posing som-
domite.”14 Ten days later the club’s porter handed the card to Wilde, 
who felt that Queensberry, having failed to surprise him at his the-
ater, was now invading his club. Because sodomy (the ancient, bib-
lically derived term for “unnatural” sex) was a criminal offense un-
der both the 1885 Criminal Law Amendment Act and the 1861 
Offences against the Person Act, Queensberry’s scrawl formed the 
legal basis for libel charges.15 Encouraged by Douglas, Wilde de-
cided to prosecute Queensberry for criminal libel in an effort to stop 
Queensberry’s virulent harassment. But Wilde had seriously mis-
judged his opponent; in advance of the libel trial, while Wilde and 
Douglas vacationed in Monte Carlo, Queensberry and his lawyers 
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were employing private detectives to scour London’s ho mo sex ual 
underworld to prove that Wilde was not merely a “posing” but a 
practicing sodomite. Right up to the commencement of the libel 
trial, a number of close friends—Frank Harris, George Bernard 
Shaw, George Alexander—urged Wilde to abandon the prosecution. 
But Wilde’s judgment was seriously impaired by his love for Doug-
las, who wanted vengeance on his father, as well as by the virulence 
of Queensberry’s persecution, and he foolishly allowed the prosecu-
tion to proceed: “My whole life seems ruined by this man,” he con-
fessed to Ross on the night Queensberry had left the offensive card. 
“The tower of ivory is assailed by the foul thing. On the sand is my 
life spilt.”
 The libel trial began on April 3, and as it proceeded the evidence 
against Wilde became overwhelming. Edward Carson, Queensber-
ry’s counsel, began defending his client by using passages from the 
Lippincott’s text of Dorian Gray—Carson was aware that such pas-
sages were considerably muted for the 1891 book edition, and in 
court he referred to the latter as “the purged edition.”16 He also used 
excerpts from the British press’s outraged reactions to Dorian Gray 
to prove that Wilde was “posing as a sodomite,” in his writings at 
least, and that his client’s charge was in fact legally jus ti fied.17 Wilde 
defended himself and his novel vigorously. But a few minutes later, 
Carson had moved onto surer ground, interrogating Wilde about his 
relationships with a series of blackmailers, male prostitutes, and the 
procurer Alfred Taylor, as well as with the bookseller’s clerk Ed-
ward Shelley. This line of interrogation was especially damaging 
to Wilde’s case and would have implications beyond the libel trial. 
Wilde and his attorney were unaware that Carson had secured de-
positions from a number of these fig ures, who were willing to turn 
witness against Wilde; but before Carson had even mounted his 
case for the defense, the trial collapsed with Wilde agreeing to 
his counsel’s advice to abandon the proceedings. Wilde evidently 
hoped that his adversary would be content with a judgment of “not 
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guilty.” In the event, he had to listen in court to the judicial ruling 
that Queensberry’s charge was legally jus ti fied, or “true in fact,” and 
that it had been “published for the public bene fit.”
 It had become increasingly clear in the course of the libel trial 
that, as a result of the evidence arrayed in defense of Queensberry, 
Wilde had opened himself up to criminal prosecution under Statute 
11 of the Criminal Law Amendment Act. Moreover, at one point, 
Wilde’s counsel had quoted from a letter, written from Queensberry 
to his father- in- law, ostensibly about Queensberry’s ex- wife’s 
“ encouragement” of Lord Alfred Douglas, in which the names of 
Lord Rosebery and William Ewart Gladstone—respectively Britain’s 
prime minister and his predecessor—were mentioned. By reading 
from the letter in court, Wilde’s counsel had meant to imply that 
Queensberry was paranoid and vindictive for suspecting the two 
high- ranking politicians of covering up a ho mo sex ual affair be-
tween Rosebery and Queensberry’s oldest son, Francis Douglas, 
Viscount Drumlanrig, who had committed suicide in dubious cir-
cumstances in 1894. But according to Carson’s biographer, once 
Rosebery’s and Gladstone’s names were introduced in court, it was 
inevitable that Wilde would be tried, in order to avoid the appear-
ance that Rosebery and Gladstone were intervening on Wilde’s be-
half to protect themselves.18 Realizing that the inevitable was com-
ing, Wilde’s counsel offered to protract the libel trial by calling 
further defense witnesses, to give his client (who was not legally 
obliged to remain in court) time to flee the country. But Wilde de-
clined, and though some hours intervened between the end of the 
collapsed libel trial and the issuing of an arrest warrant, Wilde was 
arrested at the Cadogan Hotel at 6:20 p.m. on April 5, 1895, a half- 
packed suitcase on his bed and a book with a yellow cover in his 
hand.19

 Wilde was tried twice on the criminal charges against him. The 
first trial opened at the Old Bailey on April 26, 1895. Two days be-
fore the start of the trial, the entire contents of Wilde’s family home 
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were sold off at public auction, by bailiffs sent in by Queensberry 
to collect the court costs awarded him. Around this time Wilde’s 
name was removed from the billboards and programs of the the-
aters where his plays The Importance of Being Earnest and An Ideal 
Husband were running. The Crown made extensive use of the evi-
dence gathered by Queensberry’s detectives and lawyers, and this 
time the witnesses were produced in court. An array of young male 
prostitutes, hotel servants, and others were called to offer evidence 
for the prosecution—some of it quite lurid in its details. “[P]er-
haps never in the nineties was so much unsavory evidence given so 
much publicity,” Ellmann writes (Ellmann, p. 462). Charles Gill, the 
Crown’s attorney, also read aloud to the jury Edward Carson’s cross-
 examination of Wilde about Dorian Gray. The judge, however, took 
a dim view of the prosecution’s use of literary evidence, and later 
enjoined the jury not to base their judgment on the fact that Wilde 
was the author of The Picture of Dorian Gray and not to allow them-
selves “to be in flu enced against [Wilde] by the circumstances that 
he has written a book of which you, in so far as you have read 
 extracts from it, may disapprove.”20 During his cross- examination 
of Wilde, Gill questioned Wilde about another literary work—Lord 
Alfred Douglas’s poem “Two Loves.” He asked Wilde to explain the 
meaning of the phrase “the love that dare not speak its name” (now 
of course little more than a clichéd euphemism for ho mo sex u al ity). 
Wilde’s answer provided what is perhaps the most indelible mo-
ment of the two criminal trials:

“The Love that dare not speak its name” in this century is 
such a great affection of an elder for a youn ger man as there 
was between David and Jonathan, such as Plato made the 
very basis of his philosophy, and such as you find in the son-
nets of Michelangelo and Shakespeare. It is that deep, spiri-
tual affection that is as pure as it is perfect. It dictates and 
pervades great works of art like those of Shakespeare and 
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Michelangelo. . . . It is in this century misunderstood, so 
much misunderstood that it may be described as the “Love 
that dare not speak its name,” and on account of it I am 
placed where I am now. It is beautiful, it is fine, it is the no-
blest form of affection. There is nothing unnatural about it. 
It is intellectual, and it repeatedly exists between an elder 
and a youn ger man, when the elder man has intellect, and 
the youn ger man has all the joy, hope and glamour of life 
before him. That it should be so, the world does not under-
stand. The world mocks at it and sometimes puts one in the 
pillory for it.21

Wilde’s words were met with a spontaneous outburst of applause 
from the public gallery. When a hung jury was declared, on May 1, 
matters might have ended there, with Wilde utterly disgraced in the 
public’s eye. Even Edward Carson is said to have appealed to the 
Crown to let up. But the politics of a highly publicized trial de-
manded the Crown proceed afresh, with Sir Frank Lockwood, the 
solicitor- general, leading Wilde’s prosecution this time. A verdict of 
guilty on all counts was delivered on May 25, four days after the sec-
ond criminal trial had begun. The presiding judge, Justice Wills, 
called it “the worst case I have ever tried” and imposed a sentence 
of two years in prison with hard labor, the maximum sentence al-
lowed under the law. Addressing Wilde directly, Justice Wills said, 
“In my judgment [the sentence] is totally inadequate for a case such 
as this.” Amid the cries of shame heard in the court, Wilde was re-
ported to have said, “And I? May I say nothing, my lord?”—but Wills 
dismissed Wilde, indicating with a wave of his hand that the ward-
ers should remove him from the courtroom.22

 That Dorian Gray was used as evidence in Wilde’s court trials un-
derscores again how incendiary the novel really was and how much 
Wilde risked in bringing it before the public. I have already indi-
cated how, at his publisher’s insistence, Wilde toned down much of 
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its homoerotic and sexually explicit material when he revised and 
enlarged the novel. Some of his other revisions at this time were 
also attempts to deflect criticism—introducing into the 1891 book 
version more pat ent ly melodramatic and sentimental elements of 
plot; expanding Lord Henry’s witty repartee so that the novel might 
be seen as a work of “silver- fork” fiction, not unlike the novels of 
Disraeli and Bulwer- Lytton; incorporating material designed to sug-
gest that Dorian’s “sins” consisted at least partly of fi nan cial malfea-
sance and opium abuse; and bringing the novel to a clearer, more 
conventional moral conclusion.23 The pro cess of purging the novel 
of its most controversial elements, however, had begun even earlier, 
before the novel’s appearance in Lippincott’s. When the typescript 
of the novel, containing over 3,000 words of handwritten emen-
dations by Wilde, arrived at the Lippincott of fices in the spring 
of 1890, it caused immediate alarm. J. M. Stoddart, the editor of 
the magazine, had commissioned Wilde to write a fiction of 35,000 
words, but he could not have anticipated the occasionally graphic 
nature of the novel that fi nally appeared on his desk. After consult-
ing with a handful of advisors to determine whether—and if so 
how—the novel might be published, Stoddart decided to proceed 
cautiously. He now set about making or overseeing numerous 
changes to Wilde’s typescript, including the excision of some 500 
words that he feared would be ob jec tionable—or worse. As the re-
sponse by the British press and W. H. Smith & Son would soon dem-
onstrate, Stoddart’s anxieties were entirely jus ti fied, at least from 
the standpoint of what British readers would tolerate. We can imag-
ine that Stoddart, when he learned of the outcry against the novel in 
Britain, must have felt he  hadn’t removed quite enough of the “ob-
jec tionable passages.” For reasons explained in the Textual Intro-
duction that follows, Wilde almost certainly never saw any of the 
edits to his novel until he opened his personal copy of Lippincott’s 
Monthly Magazine. Had he been given the opportunity to review 
Stoddart’s edits, would he have approved them? Such a question 
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cannot be answered with certainty. It is entirely possible that, as a 
still relatively inexperienced author, he would have been governed 
by his editor’s judgment. On the other hand, Wilde, always the aes-
thete, might have taken the aesthetic high ground, as he was to do 
with critics of the novel soon after its publication, and objected to 
Stoddart’s tampering with his “art.” In his life and writing, Wilde 
was playing a dangerous game of hiding and revealing his sexual 
orientation.
 The version of the novel that appears in this book follows Wilde’s 
emended typescript: it represents the novel as Wilde envisioned 
it in the spring of 1890, before Stoddart began to work his way 
through the typescript with his pencil and before Wilde’s later self- 
censorship of the novel, when he revised and enlarged it for Ward, 
Lock, and Company. The result is a more daring and scandalous 
novel, more explicit in its sexual content, and for that reason less 
content than either of the two subsequent published versions in 
 adhering to Victorian conventions of representation. The Picture of 
Dorian Gray: An Annotated, Uncensored Edition, published in 2011, 
on which this edition is based, marked the first time Wilde’s type-
script has been published, more than 120 years after its author sub-
mitted it to Lippincott’s for publication—a fitting, timely embodi-
ment of what Wilde meant when he confessed that Dorian Gray is 
“what I would like to be—in other ages, perhaps.”
 When defending Dorian Gray against the attacks to which it was 
subjected in the British press, Wilde repeatedly took the aesthetic 
high ground in his exchanges with news paper editors, at least ini-
tially, before his resolve was worn down and he felt at last brow-
beaten into addressing—as openly as he could—charges of the nov-
el’s immorality. But early in these exchanges, we see him insisting 
again and again on the separation of art and ethics (“I am quite inca-
pable of un der stand ing how any work of art can be criticised from a 
moral standpoint. The sphere of art and the sphere of ethics are ab-
solutely distinct and separate . . .”) and asking readers to attend to 
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the artistic merits of his novel.24 His preface to the 1891 edition and 
his essay “The Soul of Man under Socialism” also constitute re-
sponses to critics of the novel, and in these writings Wilde resorted 
to the same kind of exalted pronouncements on art that typify his 
early correspondence with the papers (“They are the elect to whom 
beautiful things mean only Beauty.” “There is no such thing as a 
moral or immoral book. Books are well written, or badly written. 
That is all.” “The true artist is a man who believes absolutely in him-
self.” “The artist is never morbid. He expresses ev ery thing.”).25 On 
one level of course, Wilde was trying to deflect criticism from the 
novel’s more controversial elements (he knew very well what kind of 
book he had written); on the other hand, these pronouncements are 
entirely in concert with the aesthetic principles he had been espous-
ing for years. Art and its proper relationship to life are after all the 
central preoccupation of Wilde’s fictions, plays, essays, and lectures. 
It is worth keeping in mind, too, that Wilde was a lecturer on art and 
aesthetics long before his fame as a fiction writer and playwright. 
An un der stand ing of Wilde’s enduring artistic concerns is as im por-
tant to a larger appreciation of Dorian Gray as some knowledge of his 
biography and the circumstances in which his novel was published.
 No reader perhaps can fail to appreciate that Dorian Gray is a 
novel that abounds in commentary on painting and portraiture 
(Chapter I is an extended conversation between Lord Henry and 
Basil Hallward about the painter’s portrait of Dorian). Wilde was 
greatly in flu enced in his writing of the novel by the cult of aes-
thetic portraiture that then dominated the transatlantic arts scene 
and that stands at the imaginative center of his novel (the novel 
takes its title not from its central character but from a picture or 
portrait of him). Artistic portraiture was undergoing a major renais-
sance in the late Victorian era: it reached its apogee in the early 
1890s in the celebrated portraits of John Singer Sargent, James Mc-
Neill Whistler, and G. F. Watts. These artists were all early members 
of the Society of Portrait Painters (now the Royal Society of Portrait 
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Painters) established in 1891. They were less interested in a strictly 
faithful depiction of their subjects than in a more interpretive ren-
dition, and they often exaggerated their sitters’ beauty or the lavish-
ness of their dress and surroundings. They were greatly in flu enced 
by the poet- painter Dante Gabriel Rossetti, who, in the 1860s and 
1870s, strove to capture a transcendent, unearthly ideal in his por-
traits of his lovers Fanny Cornforth, Alexa Wilding, and Jane Mor-
ris. Rossetti’s paintings—and those of his fellow Pre- Raphaelites—
emphasized an aesthetic of beauty for its own sake, and for that 
reason Rossetti and the Pre- Raphaelites are often said to be precur-
sors to the Aesthetic movement and an im por tant in flu ence on the 
thought and writings of Wilde.
 The Pre- Raphaelites were also interested in the decorative arts. 
In 1861, Rossetti and the painter Edward Burne- Jones joined Wil-
liam Morris’s design firm, Morris, Marshall, Faulkner & Co. (later 
Morris & Co.), renowned for its stained glass, furniture, textiles, 
wallpapers, and jewelry. William Morris, a versatile poet, novelist, 
designer, and printer, was devoted to handcrafted work and a deco-
rative arts ideal that took its inspiration from the workshop prac-
tices of late- medieval Europe. His firm was founded in response 
to what Morris saw as a growing gap between fine and applied arts 
and the shoddy machine- made products then making their way into 
Eng lish homes with the expansion of the Industrial Revolution. He 
also promoted the idea of a completely designed and uni fied living 
environment—which explains in part the wide range of Morris’s in-
terests in the industrial arts. In his emphasis on such an environ-
ment and the need to beautify ev eryday existence, he was enor-
mously in flu en tial on Wilde. “Your work  comes from the sheer 
delight of making beautiful things,” Wilde told Morris: “no alien 
motive ever interests you,” so that “in its singleness of aim, as well 
as in its perfection of result, it is pure art.”26 Wilde’s early lectures 
“Art and the Handicraftsman,” “The House Beautiful,” and “House 
Decoration” owe a clear debt to Morris. Morris’s more indirect in-
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flu ence on Dorian Gray can be felt in the novelist’s careful atten-
tion to domestic interiors and furnishings. Wilde often decorates 
the rooms in his novel according to the principles of the “house 
beautiful.”
 In his letter to the Daily Chronicle of June 30, 1890, when Wilde 
called Dorian Gray “an essay on decorative art,” he was signaling his 
indebtedness to Morris and Rossetti. He was making a claim, too, 
about the novel’s departure from nineteenth- century realism and 
the fact that its real power lay in its language:

Fi nally, let me say this—the aesthetic movement produced 
certain colours, subtle in their loveliness and fascinating in 
their almost mystical tone. They were, and are, our reac-
tions against the crude primaries of a doubtless more re-
spectable but certainly less cultivated age. My story is an 
essay on decorative art. It reacts against the crude brutality 
of plain realism. It is poisonous if you like, but you cannot 
deny that it is also perfect, and perfection is what we artists 
aim at.27

 “A lover of words . . . will avail himself of . . . the elementary par-
ticles of language . . . realized as colour and light and shade,” the 
critic Walter Pater declared in his essay collection Appreciations, 
a book Wilde enthusiastically reviewed for the Speaker in March 
1890. “[O]pposing the constant degradation of language by those 
who use it carelessly,” Pater said, “he will not treat coloured glass as 
if it were clear.”28 Taking his cue from the Pre- Raphaelites and from 
Pater, Wilde sought to lend color and texture to language by accen-
tuating the rhythms and imagery of his own, often decorative prose. 
We can see this most clearly perhaps in Chapter IX, the novel’s most 
intractable and dif fi cult chapter, where Wilde largely abandons dia-
logue and narrative technique in favor of language that approaches 
prose poetry:



 GENERAL  I N TRODUCT ION  25

There was a gem in the brain of the dragon, Philostratus 
told us, and “by the exhibition of golden letters and a scar-
let robe” the monster could be thrown into a magical sleep, 
and slain. According to the great alchemist Pierre de Boni-
face, the Diamond rendered a man invisible, and the Agate 
of India made him eloquent. The Cornelian appeased an-
ger, and the Hyacinth provoked sleep, and the Amethyst 
drove away the fumes of wine. The Garnet cast out demons, 
and the Hydropicus deprived the Moon of her colour. The 
Selenite waxed and waned with the Moon, and the Melo-
ceus, 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 cer-
tain antidote against poison. The bezoar, 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 Democritus, kept the wearer from any 
danger by fire.

Like Le Secret de Raoul, the novel that  comes to exert such an in-
toxicating in flu ence over Dorian, Wilde’s language in Chapter IX 
possesses a “curious jewelled style, vivid and obscure at once, full of 
argot and of archaisms, of technical expressions and of elaborate 
paraphrases.” Foreign and esoteric objects abound in the chapter, 
and it is a well- documented fact that many of Wilde’s de scrip tions 
of textiles, jewels, and musical instruments draw heavily from pub-
lished sources such as William Jones’s His tory and Mystery of Pre
cious Stones (1880). Claims that such passages are instances of pla-
giarism are misplaced, however. Wilde’s creative appropriations 
from nonfiction works are motivated by the imaginative possibili-
ties of the fact—or what Lord Henry would call the “mystery of the 
visible.” Wilde wants to render both the perceptual reality of things 
and their suggestiveness or mystery. For this reason he uppercases 
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words such as “Diamond,” “Cornelian,” “Hydropicus,” and “Sele-
nite,” the unusual cap italization giving them a symbolic value we 
associate more often with poetry than with prose. Unlike the realist 
writer, Wilde does not seek to render a familiar world. He seeks to 
capture the world’s strangeness—to defamiliarize it, as the Russian 
formalist critic Victor Shklovsky would say, since “art exists that 
one may recover the sensation of life: it exists to make one feel 
things, to make the stone stony. The purpose of art is to impart 
the sensation of things as they are perceived and not as they are 
known.”29

 Wilde could hardly have escaped the in flu ence of the classicist, 
historian, and philosopher of art Walter Pater (1839–1894), a fellow 
in Classics at Brasenose College, Oxford, whose controversial repu-
tation as an aesthete was widely known when Wilde enrolled as an 
undergraduate at Magdalen College, Oxford, in 1874. Pater was not, 
as Denis Donoghue observes, an original thinker, but his presence is 
ev erywhere felt in the late Victorian era (the Aesthetic movement, 
Pre- Raphaelitism, De cadence), and he “set modern literature upon 
its antithetical—[Pater] would say its antinomian—course.”30 Pater’s 
insistence on “experience itself” as an end and the “free play” of the 
human imagination, his cultivation of intense receptivity to beauty, 
and his advocacy of a quickened sense of life in the face of mortal-
ity—all expressed in highly eroticized language—had great appeal to 
his devotees (mostly young men), but it put him at odds with both 
the utilitarian values of the industrial era and contemporary moral 
reserve. And his embrace of art for art’s sake was against the grain 
of the Victorian belief, articulated by Matthew Arnold and John 
Ruskin, in art’s social and moral function. Shy and reserved by na-
ture, Pater was appointed to his fellowship at Brasenose College 
in 1864, and for many years he was known only among a small cir-
cle at Oxford for his scholasticism and critical views of Chris tian-
i ty. There is little to suggest in his early career that this retiring 
Casaubon- like scholar would become a countercultural fig ure and 
lightning rod.
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 But in 1873, one year before Wilde’s matriculation at Oxford, Pa-
ter published Studies in the His tory of the Renaissance, a book that 
proved immediately offensive to some of its readers and resulted in 
a controversy that eerily prefig ures that surrounding Wilde and 
Dorian Gray. The essays in Studies do not form a “his tory” in the 
usual sense of the word but rather attempt to de fine a Renaissance 
sensibility, locating in some of the greatest paintings, sculptures, 
and poems of the Ital ian and French Renaissance, as well as in the 
career of the eigh teenth- century German art historian Johann 
Joachim Winckelmann, a secret Hellenistic tradition. That tradi-
tion, both the book’s detractors and admirers understood, embraced 
both an aestheticism and homoeroticism. (The scandal surround-
ing Pater in ten si fied when, in the year following the publication of 
Studies, he was reprimanded by the master of Balliol College for en-
gaging in inappropriate correspondence with William Hardinge, an 
undergraduate student.) It was the “Conclusion” to Pater’s Studies, 
adapted from an earlier review of various poetry by William Morris, 
that caused outrage:

Not the fruit of experience, but experience itself, is the end 
. . . To burn always with this hard, gemlike flame, to main-
tain this ecstasy, is success in life . . . What we have to do is 
to be for ever curiously testing new opinions and courting 
new impressions, never acquiescing in a facile orthodoxy 
. . . For our one chance lies in expanding [this] interval, in 
getting as many pulsations as possible into the given time. 
Great passions may give us this quickened sense of life, ec-
stasy, sorrow of love.31

For Pater, always the aesthete, art was best suited to generating such 
ecstasy and heightened consciousness. But the highly eroticized 
language and the emphasis on courting new impressions created an 
outcry against the book that took him by surprise. Reviewers feared 
the book’s corrosive moral effect on the young. When the second 
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edition of the book was published in 1877, Pater, chastened, silently 
withdrew the “Conclusion,” an act of self- censorship that prefig-
ures Wilde’s own revisions to The Picture of Dorian Gray (Pater’s 
book was retitled, with the second edition, The Renaissance: Studies 
in Art and Poetry). For the third edition, Pater restored the “Conclu-
sion,” and with the fourth he added a short note to his readers that 
explained that the “‘Conclusion’ was omitted in the second edition 
of this book, as I conceived it might possibly mislead some young 
men into whose hands it might fall.” In his novel Marius the Epicu
rean (1885), Pater put it in slightly different terms: “A book, like a 
person, has its fortunes with one; is lucky or unlucky in the precise 
moment of its falling in our way, and often by some happy accident 
counts with us for some thing more than its in de pen dent value.”32 
For Marius, Pater’s adolescent Roman hero, that “golden book” is 
the Metamorphoses of Apuleius. But here, more generally, Pater 
means any book that  comes to exert a powerful in flu ence over the 
lives of its readers—particularly adolescent male readers. He also 
casts a backward glance at the scandal surrounding his own earlier 
book and its alleged corrosive in flu ence on youth.
 Wilde was one of the young men into whose hands the book “had 
fallen” soon after its publication. He never ceased referring to The 
Renaissance as “my golden book” (Ellmann, p. 47). And later, writ-
ing in De Profundis, he called it “that book which has had such a 
strange in flu ence over my life.” He read it for the first time in 1874, 
during his first term at Oxford, though he was not to meet Pater 
personally for another three years. According to Richard Ellmann, 
Wilde knew much of The Renaissance by heart, and under Pater’s 
general in flu ence Wilde became, in the words of one of his fel-
low students, an “extreme aesthete” (Ellmann, p. 84). Wilde would 
spend much of the next fif teen years reacting to Pater’s writings in 
print and in private. The Picture of Dorian Gray can be seen as the 
climax in a long dialogue between Wilde and Pater. The novel dra-
matizes Pater’s ideas, radicalizes them, and in doing so offers it-
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self as a critique of Pater’s aestheticism. Some readers see the novel, 
which is full of allusions to Pater, as a parody of his ideas. Lord 
Henry in particular seems intimately familiar with Pater’s Renais
sance. Ellmann suggests that the unnamed book that “revealed 
much to [Lord Henry] that he had not known before,” when he was 
sixteen, is The Renaissance: “Lord Henry is forever quoting, or mis-
quoting, without acknowledgment, from [The Renaissance]. . . . He 
brazenly takes over the best known passages” (Ellmann, p. 317). 
In Chapter II, for example, when Lord Henry urges Dorian to pur-
sue a life of sensation, he paraphrases from Pater’s infamous “Con-
clusion”:

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 He do nism! 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.

Lord Henry’s call for a philosophy of “new He do nism” also al-
ludes to a chapter in Pater’s Marius the Epicurean called “The New 
Cyrenaicism,” in which Pater describes his young protagonist’s at-
traction to a life of cultivated sensuousness and his determination 
to “fill up the mea sure of that present with vivid sensations, and 
those intellectual apprehensions which . . . are most like sensations” 
(Marius, p. 96). If “ac tual moments as they pass” are to “be made 
to yield their utmost” (Marius, p. 97), Pater’s narrator says, it will 
sometimes be necessary to “break beyond the limits of the ac tual 
moral order, perhaps not without some pleasurable excitement in 
so bold a venture” (Marius, pp. 99–100). By calling Lord Henry’s 
philosophy the “new He do nism,” Wilde offers an explicit rebuke to 
Pater, whom he increasingly saw as far too timid in both his life and 
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his work (after Pater’s death, Wilde is reported to have said to Max 
Beerbohm, “Was he ever alive?” [quoted in Ellmann, p. 52]). Ever 
sensitive to the charge that his ideas about sensation lacked any 
solid ethical basis, Pater had masked them behind such respectable 
Classicist terms as Cyrenaicism and Epicureanism.33 To the point, 
Pater took issue with the application of the term he do nism to his 
thought on the grounds that the “reproachful Greek term” is “too 
large and vague” to be conducive “to any very delicately correct eth-
ical conclusions” (Marius, p. 100). Wilde’s “new He do nism” was a 
slap in the face to his former mentor.
 Pater declined to review the Lippincott’s version of Dorian Gray 
in 1890, fearing that doing so would be too dangerous, and we know 
he expressed reservations to Wilde about the earlier published ver-
sion of the novel. In his 1891 review of the novel, which can justly be 
read as an exercise in damage control, Pater goes out of his way to 
distance himself from the Paterian mouthpiece Lord Henry Wotton, 
who has (according to Pater) “too much of a not very really re fined 
world in and about him” and whom Wilde can “hardly have in-
tended . . . to fig ure the motive and tendency of a true Cyrenaic or 
Epicurean doctrine of life.”34 Wilde himself viewed Lord Henry as 
“an excellent corrective of the tedious ideal shadowed forth in the 
semi- theological novels of our age” and probably clas si fied Marius 
as a semi- theological novel.35 It was a book that greatly disappointed 
him. Essentially a revision of Pater’s Conclusion, it attempts to show 
the moral limitations of Cyrenaicism or Epicureanism, and its con-
clusion brings Marius into contact with a group of Christians: 
“while [Marius] remains a pagan connoisseur and is not formally 
converted, he dies in their arms, as if baptized by desire.”36 Wilde 
later wrote that as a result of his effort to “reconcile the artistic life 
with the life of religion,” Pater had made his central character “little 
more than a spectator.”37

 No such criticism can fairly be made of The Picture of Dorian 
Gray. Dorian remains a vibrant and dynamic character. And Wilde’s 
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novel, at least in the two earlier versions, offers no reconciliations. 
Wilde seems intent on showing up Pater for his timidity and on 
pushing the philosophy of “the new He do nism” to its logical con-
clusion. When preparing the book edition of 1891, Wilde brought 
the novel to a moral conclusion that he thought would silence his 
critics. He did so, in part, by heightening Dorian’s monstrosity to-
ward the novel’s conclusion, making clearer the suggestion that 
Dorian’s destruction of the portrait was only an attempt to destroy 
“the evidence” against him, so that he might continue his hedonis-
tic pursuit of sensation and experience with impunity. As a result 
Dorian is fi nally a less sympathetic and complex fig ure than he is in 
the earlier versions. The earlier Dorian is visited by self- doubts to-
ward the novel’s end, though they come too late to be of much use to 
him. He abandons his plan to seduce the virginal Hetty Merton and 
to keep her as his mistress, despite the fact that he has taken a house 
in the city for her; and he is troubled by the thought that “some-
thing more” than vanity, curiosity, or hypocrisy had prompted his 
renunciation of her. But hints of compunction persist despite 
 Wilde’s efforts at eradicating them from the ending of the 1891 ver-
sion, and they are prefig ured in Dorian’s belated sense of guilt about 
his cruel treatment of Sybil Vane. “Good resolutions are simply a 
useless attempt to interfere with sci en tific laws,” Lord Henry tells 
Dorian. “Their origin is pure vanity.” Perhaps. But such vanity makes 
us human.
 Wilde’s effort to surpass Pater, then, is com pli cated, and perhaps 
even thwarted, by an accompanying and persistent sense of the hu-
man and moral price the aesthete must pay for pursuing his life 
of ecstasy. For this reason Dorian remains a tragic fig ure in both 
published versions. The playwright John Osborne, who adapted the 
novel for the stage in 1973, calls it “a moral entertainment.”38 Rich-
ard Ellmann sees the novel as an indictment of aestheticism, intent 
on “exhibiting its dangers” (Ellmann, p. 315). If one leads a beauti-
ful, shallow life, it will end tragically in an ugly death. A life lived in 
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the untrammeled pursuit of sensation must lead ultimately to anar-
chy and self- destruction. Ellmann, like Osborne, finds a moral les-
son in Wilde’s novel that the vast majority of Wilde’s own con-
temporaries found lacking. In a memorable phrase, he calls Dorian 
“aestheticism’s first martyr” (Ellmann, p. 315).
 Ellmann is right that Dorian Gray is a tragedy but certainly wrong 
in asserting that the novel is a condemnation of aestheticism. Wilde 
never ceased to be an aesthete in his writings and pronouncements. 
His only novel, written in decorative prose that works upon the 
senses, and full of acknowledgments to its aesthetic precursors, is 
the fiction of an aesthete, whatever else it is. From an artistic point 
of view, Wilde felt that emphasizing the human and moral cost of 
pursuing plea sure to its logical conclusion was the novel’s central 
weakness: “far from wishing to emphasise any moral in my story,” 
he writes, “the real trouble I experienced . . . was that of keeping the 
extremely obvious moral subordinate to the artistic and dramatic 
effect. . . . I think the moral too apparent.”39 And according to the 
artistic tenets that Wilde had articulated for a considerable time 
by 1890—and that he was to reiterate in the 1891 Preface—Dorian’s 
(and our own) willingness to be judged by the portrait, to see it 
as the document of his inner corruption, is to misunderstand that 
“the sphere of art and the sphere of ethics are absolutely distinct.” 
Dorian has, in truth, misconstrued the nature of the portrait from 
the start, gazing at it as if it were a mirror of his true being or soul. 
Had he understood the portrait from a more purely “Wildean” per-
spective, seeing it (like any artwork) not as a truth- telling entity so 
much as a purely imaginative one, he would never have come to be 
so haunted or possessed by it, allowing it to dominate his existence 
at the expense of what makes him human. “Art never expresses any-
thing but itself” and is best understood for its absolute indifference 
to life, Wilde maintains in “The Decay of Lying.”40 By confusing the 
relations between life and art—to the degree that he be comes the 
work of art and feels he can act with impunity as a result—Dorian 
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has allowed not merely his humanity to become diminished and 
shrunken but his “aestheticism” as well.41 He has morphed, in ef-
fect, from an aesthete into a mere de cadent. The destruction of art, 
as of civilized culture more broadly, Wilde writes, begins not when 
“Life be comes fascinated with [art’s] new wonder, and asks to be 
admitted into the charmed circle” as a result, but when “Life gets 
the upper hand, and drives Art out into the wilderness.”42

 Dorian is no more an exemplar of Wildean aestheticism than Ca-
mus’s Mersault is a model of existentialism. Aestheticism, at least 
initially, promises to fulfill Dorian’s human potential, not to thwart 
it. A life dedicated to sensation and art needs to be lived fully and 
openly, Wilde suggests; but we should never forget that art “is not 
meant to instruct, or to in flu ence action in any way.”43 The minute 
life mistakes its object and tries to be sensation or art, to act wholly 
according to it or to separate itself from those broader elements that 
de fine humanity as such, a kind of corruption sets in and both life 
and art become inescapably spoiled in consequence.
 Of course, the freedom to live fully and openly, whether dedi-
cated to sensation, art, or anything else, varies enormously accord-
ing to time, place, and politics. Dorian living today in London’s May-
fair district would not need to live a secret double life. His pursuit 
of beauty and sensation would not bring him into con flict with a 
“harsh uncomely Puritanism.” As Harold Bloom has suggested, in a 
different age Wilde himself might have been an “aesthetic super-
star” like Andy Warhol or Truman Capote.44 For all the novel’s aes-
thetic concerns, it is impossible for contemporary readers to see 
The Picture of Dorian Gray apart from Wilde’s life and the circum-
stances in which it was written and brought forth into the world. 
The novel’s potent mixture of high- minded ideas about art and plea-
sure, on the one hand, and sexual transgressiveness, on the other, 
suggests at the very least that we need to look at the novel with a 
kind of double vision. It is a book that admits multiple interpreta-
tions. If Dorian Gray is a lesson about the consequences of con-
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fusing life and art, it is also its embodiment, since the novel would 
become in the hands of Wilde’s contemporaries a way of reading 
and judging its author’s own conduct. Life—cruel, inhospitable, and 
more powerful than Wilde had ever supposed—would gain the up-
per hand. Aestheticism’s first martyr at the hands of life was not 
Dorian Gray. It was Oscar Wilde himself.



T EX TUAL  I N TRODUCT ION

This edition of The Picture of Dorian Gray is based upon the 
typescript, with emendations in Wilde’s own hand, that the author 
submitted for publication to the Philadelphia- based  Lippincott’s 
Monthly Magazine in late March or early April 1890, roughly eleven 
weeks before the novel was first published in the magazine’s July 
number.1 This version differs markedly from the one that Lippincott 
eventually published, as well as from all succeeding published edi-
tions: it represents the novel as Wilde envisioned it in the spring of 
1890, unaltered and uncensored by its first editor, Lippincott’s Jo-
seph Marshall Stoddart, and it gives us a more daring and scandal-
ous version of Wilde’s novel than either of the two subsequent pub-
lished versions.2 Most modern editions of Dorian Gray reprint the 
expanded version of the novel, published in book form by Ward, 
Lock, and Company in April 1891, into which Wilde incorporated 
numerous revisions shortly after the novel’s appearance in Lippin
cott’s. But Wilde’s revisions for the book version were greatly in flu-
enced by the hostile reviews in the British press that had greeted 
the novel the previous year, as well as by his publisher’s and his own 
anxieties about possible obscenity charges. The Picture of Dorian 
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Gray: An Annotated, Uncensored Edition, on which this paperback 
edition is based, marked the first time Wilde’s typescript was pub-
lished, more than 120 years after the author submitted it for publi-
cation.
 Scholars have long recognized the importance of the earlier 
 Lippincott’s version of the novel, which had been commissioned by 
J. M. Stoddart, the magazine’s editor. Joseph Bristow, the novel’s 
most recent editor, maintains that the Lippincott’s version consti-
tutes an entirely separate work from the  longer version of 1891, 
pitched (as it was) toward a different readership and possessing dis-
tinct merits from the later version. Elizabeth Lorang has recently 
argued that Dorian Gray owes its profound cultural impact, in Wil-
de’s own day at least, to the fact that it first appeared in magazine 
form.3 The best of the many recent editions of Wilde’s novel—the 
Norton Critical Edition, first edited by Donald F. Lawler in 1988 (a 
second edition was published in 2007, newly edited by Michael Pat-
rick Gillespie, preserving most of Lawler’s careful textual work), 
and Joseph Bristow’s 2005 Oxford University Press edition for the 
multivolume Complete Works of Oscar Wilde—reprint the shorter, 
thirteen- chapter Lippincott’s version alongside the  longer, twenty- 
chapter book version in recognition of this im por tant difference.
 When Wilde’s novel appeared in Lippincott’s in the summer of 
1890, it was subjected to a torrent of abuse in the British press, 
chiefly on account of its latent or not- so- latent homoeroticism. Brit-
ish reviewers were virtually unanimous in condemning Wilde for 
what one termed “writing stuff that were better unwritten.”4 Two 
leading magazines, the St. James’s Gazette and the Scots Observer, 
hinted in their review pages that Wilde should be prosecuted for 
what he had written. As a consequence, Britain’s largest bookseller, 
W. H. Smith & Son, took the unusual step of pulling the July number 
of Lippincott’s from its railway bookstalls. Although some scholars 
have argued that the twenty- chapter version of 1891 represents the 
greater artistic achievement, most now accept that when Wilde re-
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vised and expanded the novel, many of the changes he made were, 
in the words of one eminent Wilde scholar, “dictated by expediency 
and not by artistic considerations.”5 Wilde—already leading a secret 
double life—had reason to be fearful. Five years later, at the height 
of his fame, he would be imprisoned for two years’ hard labor after 
being convicted of “gross indecency.” During the course of Wilde’s 
disastrous libel suit against Lord Alfred Douglas’s father, the Mar-
quess of Queensberry, it was the more salacious thirteen- chapter 
Lippincott’s version that was used so damagingly against him in the 
courtroom. As Queensberry’s attorney, Edward Carson, brandished 
the pages of Lippincott’s Monthly Magazine, he took “great pains” to 
specify differences between the Lippincott’s version and the subse-
quent twenty- chapter version, referring repeatedly to the latter as 
“the purged edition” because of the greater frankness with which 
the Lippincott’s version treated sexual matters.6

 If Edward Carson had possessed Wilde’s typescript, he undoubt-
edly would have made effective use of it in the courtroom, for it is 
even more explicit in its sexual allusions and references than the 
version published in Lippincott’s Monthly Magazine. Lippincott’s 
had a well- deserved reputation for publishing stories in the so- 
called Erotic School of American fiction.7 But even at the relatively 
liberal magazine, the story immediately raised concerns. Upon re-
ceipt of the typescript in Philadelphia, Stoddart consulted with col-
leagues and a number of close associates to determine whether, 
and if so in what form, the novel could be published, before him-
self making or overseeing a number of sig nifi cant emendations to 
Wilde’s text, including the excision of material he feared was too 
graphic for the magazine’s readership. But not all the changes Stod-
dart oversaw can be fairly described as censorship. First, not sur-
prisingly, Stoddart or his associates altered Wilde’s punctuation, 
cap italization, and spelling to conform to American usage and the 
magazine’s house style. Second, and more sig nifi cant, as Stoddart 
and his associates worked their way through the typescript, they 
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struck nearly 500 words from Wilde’s novel. They deleted a number 
of phrases or sentences, for instance, that make clearer and more 
vivid the homoerotic nature of the painter Basil Hallward’s feelings 
for Dorian Gray. In Chapter VII, Stoddart or one of his associates 
struck Hallward’s de scrip tion of his portrait of Dorian as a kind of 
lovemaking: “There was love in ev ery line, and in ev ery touch there 
was passion.” In the same chapter, he deleted Dorian’s concluding 
re flection on Hallward: there was “some thing infinitely tragic in a 
romance that was at once so passionate and sterile.” Similarly, Stod-
dart or one of his associates removed references to Dorian’s female 
lovers, Sybil Vane and Hetty Merton, as his “mistresses.” A more de-
tailed consideration of the changes overseen by Stoddart will fol-
low; for the moment it is im por tant to recognize that, insofar as 
the more substantial of those changes are concerned at least, the 
pro cess of “purging” had begun even before the novel saw the light 
of day.
 That Stoddart or his associates made alterations to Wilde’s text 
prior to publication has long been evident to the handful of scholars 
who have scrutinized the prepublication typescript. Wilde’s hand is 
distinct from those of at least two others who emended the type-
script upon receipt in Philadelphia (that one of these hands was 
Stoddart’s can be inferred from comparisons with known examples 
of his handwriting, as Joseph Bristow has argued), and at least two 
previous scholars have given detailed consideration to the nature of 
the changes overseen by Stoddart.8 It is a curious fact in the his-
tory of the novel that Wilde’s typescript remained unpublished un-
til 2011, when Harvard University Press first published it, given the 
general recognition among Wilde scholars that the Lippincott’s ver-
sion was bowdlerized. In the Introduction to his 2005 edition of 
the novel for Oxford University Press, for example, Joseph Bristow 
writes that “Stoddart’s emendations make it plain that certain kinds 
of . . . references to sexual passion were unacceptable to Lippin
cott’s Magazine,” and he acknowledges Stoddart’s “unwillingness 
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to permit explicit references to Dorian Gray’s illicit relations with 
 women.”9 Moreover, in a note to his 1988 Norton Critical Edition 
(the first modern edition to reprint, in its entirety, the Lippincott’s 
text for an Eng lish- speaking readership), Donald Lawler describes 
Stoddart’s changes as a “series of bowdlerizations.”10 In the prefa-
tory note to her 1974 Oxford Eng lish Novels edition of the book, Iso-
bel Murray writes that “Stoddart far exceeded his brief in making 
changes for the Lippincott version after Wilde had passed the man-
uscript”; and in their recent fine study of Wilde’s writing practices, 
Oscar Wilde’s Profession, Josephine Guy and Ian Small write that 
“often Stoddart appears to be ‘censoring’ the text, on occasion strik-
ing out Wilde’s later thoughts and corrections.”11

 No evidence survives to suggest that before publication Wilde 
saw, let alone approved, the changes Stoddart and his associates had 
made. As Guy and Small write, “we can be fairly certain that Stod-
dart did not consult Wilde about these revisions.”12 Indeed, it would 
have been highly unusual for Wilde to have been granted such an 
opportunity, since it was not then customary for American maga-
zine editors to provide British authors with proofs. As N. N. Feltes 
argues, late- Victorian magazine editors on both sides of the Atlan-
tic typically assumed a privileged position over authors as far as 
the production of the text itself was concerned; and as John Espey 
speculates, “the American system of editing gave the publisher far 
more authority than in Eng land or on the Continent.”13 Even well- 
established fiction writers were forced to accept what Thomas 
Hardy called “the necessities of magazine publication”: and from 
the editor’s viewpoint, “control of the ac tual production . . . for a 
magazine or weekly news paper did not need to be negotiated; it was 
a given.”14 In the months leading up to the novel’s publication, then, 
Wilde had neither the authority nor the opportunity to challenge 
the alterations made to his novel by its first editor. There exists lit-
tle warrant for Joseph Bristow’s assertion that “all of the editorial 
emendations to the typescript have Wilde’s authority, since no evi-
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dence exists to suggest that Wilde refused to accede to any of 
the changes.”15 The Lippincott’s version represents what one rela-
tively liberal- minded editor and his associates thought was per-
missible in 1890. Those parts of the novel that were expunged or 
 altered from the version that Wilde ac tually submitted provide 
an interesting window onto what was, or was not, acceptable in 
 Eng lish- language fiction in the run- up to the novel’s earliest publi-
cation.
 Some scholars have argued that Wilde’s incorporation of many of 
Stoddart’s alterations into the later, enlarged version of the novel 
amounts to a belated acceptance or endorsement of them. This line 
of argument, however, overlooks two crucial facts. First, it is almost 
certain that after Wilde submitted his typescript to Lippincott’s in 
late March 1890 he never again had possession of the prepubli-
cation materials. The typescript—to which Wilde had added some 
3,000 words of new material in his own hand before sending it to 
Stoddart, and on the top sheet of which Stoddart at some point had 
lightly inscribed, “This is the original copy of Dorian Gray. J. M. 
Stoddart”—remained in Stoddart’s possession until long after 
Wilde’s death: a fact that says a lot about the relations between au-
thors and magazine editors at the time.16 Stoddart or one of his as-
sociates possessed as well the holograph fair- copy manuscript that, 
earlier in 1890, Wilde had submitted to Miss Dickens’s Typewrit-
ing Ser vice, in the Strand, as “copy” for the production of the type-
script.17 We know this because the holograph manuscript—which 
has survived to this day and is now housed at the Morgan Library in 
New York City—is stamped with the seal of Lippincott’s London 
agent. Furthermore, in a letter to his London agent dated June 2, 
1890, just eigh teen days before the novel’s publication, Stoddart 
wrote that he expected the arrival of the holograph manuscript “in 
the next shipment.”18 Perhaps most compellingly, when Stoddart 
was planning in 1906 to issue a new edition of the novel, he intended 



 T EX TUAL  I N TRODUCT ION  41

to base it on this manuscript, which was then in the possession of 
Stoddart’s friend Ferdinand I. Haber (and which Haber referred to, 
in his  correspondence with Stoddart, as “our manuscript”).19 All 
scholars agree, moreover, that far from using a prepublication text 
as a copy- text for the 1891 edition, Wilde relied upon printed sheets 
or “offprints” from the Lippincott’s text, which he revised and sup-
plemented by hand, in one or two cases reversing changes that Stod-
dart or one of his associates had made to the original typescript.
 But there is a second, more im por tant reason that Wilde’s later 
incorporation of Stoddart’s more substantive changes does not sug-
gest that he endorsed them. It has ev ery thing to do with the circum-
stances under which Wilde revised the novel for publication in book 
form in 1891. The furor surrounding the Lippincott’s text upon its 
publication in 1890 meant that, even if Wilde had had recourse to 
the original wording in his typescript, he was in no position when 
it came time to revise the novel to restore Stoddart’s substantive 
changes: to do so would have risked precisely the kind of legal and 
public scrutiny that would prove disastrous in 1895. As already indi-
cated, Britain’s largest bookseller, W. H. Smith & Son, removed all 
copies of the July number of Lippincott’s from its bookstalls days 
after its publication. In a letter to Ward, Lock, and Company (the 
magazine’s British distributor as well as, later, the book publisher 
for Dorian Gray), the retailer explained that it felt compelled to do 
so because the story had “been characterized by the press as a filthy 
one.”20 More sig nifi cantly, Ward, Lock, and Company wrote to Wilde 
on the same day stating that “this is a serious matter to us. If you are 
in the City during the next day or two, we should be glad if you could 
give us a call.”21 If Ward, Lock, and Company already had misgivings 
about the story in its shorter form, it is likely that, in the meeting 
that followed, the company’s of fi cers made painfully clear to Wilde 
that they would publish his novel only if he muted its most sexually 
explicit elements.22 (Ward, Lock, and Company was not the only 
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book publisher to express qualms about Wilde’s novel. Macmillan 
and Company had earlier declined it because it contained offensive 
material.)
 The threat of legal prosecution, hinted at in reviews of the novel, 
was more real than perhaps modern readers appreciate. In 1890, in 
the wake of the Cleveland Street Scandal of 1889–1890, segments of 
the British media, the police, and the po lit i cal establishment were 
already inflamed at what they perceived as the government’s failure 
to prosecute “gross indecency” among the wealthy (male ho mo sex-
u al ity was seen as an aristocratic vice that corrupted lower- class 
youths). Lingering resentments about the ways in which the Cleve-
land Street case was prosecuted would affect Wilde’s own prosecu-
tion and sentencing in 1895. Though barely five years old in 1890, 
the National Vigilance Association, founded “for the enforcement 
and improvement of the laws for the repression of criminal vice and 
public immorality,” had recently succeeded in having Emile Zola’s 
Eng lish publisher Henry Vizetelly prosecuted—twice—for obscen-
ity. As a result, Vizetelly spent three months in jail in 1889 and was 
fined a total of £300, while a number of Zola’s most im por tant works 
remained unpublished in Britain for many years. It is worth recall-
ing as well the fate of such Modernist classics as James Joyce’s Ulys
ses and Radcliffe Hall’s Well of Loneliness, both of which fell foul of 
American courts in the 1920s and which remained essentially un-
publishable in Britain for many years.
 Given, then, the public outrage that greeted the novel when it ap-
peared in Lippincott’s, and given, too, the anxieties of Ward, Lock, 
and Company, it is entirely understandable that Wilde would not 
have felt at liberty, as he revised the novel for book publication, 
to restore controversial material that had already been expunged 
by Stoddart. Indeed, going one step further than his editor, Wilde 
now removed additional ho mo sex ual allusions that had been left 
uncensored. He also heightened Dorian’s monstrosity in the mo-
ments before his fateful, final encounter with the portrait, to bring 
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the story to a more appropriate moral conclusion.23 In an atmo-
sphere of heightened paranoia, Wilde and his publishers were un-
willing to risk prosecution. The potential repercussions were sim-
ply too great.

Stoddart received Wilde’s typescript in Philadelphia on April 7, 
1890, nearly eight months after commissioning it, having been told 
as early as March 20 that it would be sent to him directly.24 Stod-
dart’s determination that the story needed substantial editorial in-
tervention seems to have been immediate. “I am not yet able to re-
port thoroughly on the Oscar Wilde story,” he wrote to his employer 
Craige Lippincott in a recently discovered letter, dated April 10, 
1890. “I read it and consider it a very powerful story, but it has cer-
tain faults which will undoubtedly have to be fixed before we can 
publish it. Mr. Walsh read it last night and is somewhat of the same 
opinion, and I now propose to have Miss Annie Wharton read it 
carefully. You may rest assured that it will not go into the Magazine 
unless it is proper that it shall, although in its present condition 
there are a number of things which an innocent woman would make 
an exception to. But I will go beyond this and make it acceptable to 
the most fastidious taste.”25

 Over the ensuing twelve days, Stoddart consulted a number of 
his closest literary associates about the story in an effort to de-
termine the exact form in which it should, or could, be published. 
Those consulted included J. B. Lippincott—along with Craige Lip-
pincott, a joint- partner in the firm; Anne Wharton, a regular con-
trib u tor to the magazine and later the author of several books on 
American colonial life as well as a glowing, perceptive review of 
Dorian Gray that appeared in the September 1890 number of Lip
pincott’s; Henry Collins Walsh, a regular book reviewer for the mag-
azine who was also the editor of H. F. Cary’s translations of Dante’s 
Purgatorio and Paradiso and, with his liberal- minded brother Wil-
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liam S. Walsh (Stoddart’s predecessor as editor of Lippincott’s), pub-
lisher of American Notes and Queries; and Melville Philips, another 
regular book reviewer for Lippincott’s and sometime literary editor 
of the Philadelphia Press.26 Arguably this circle included some of 
the most liberal fig ures in American publishing. “We have fi nally 
concluded to use the Oscar Wilde story,” Stoddart wrote to Craige 
Lippincott on April 22, “after it having been read and carefully con-
sidered by Mr. H. C. Walsh, Miss Wharton, Mr. J. B. Lippincott, 
Mr. Julian Shoemaker and later by Melville Philips, the latter [of ] 
who[m] is practically to edit it by picking out any ob jec tionable pas-
sages. The universal feeling is, by all who have read it, in favor of its 
publication.”27

 Only on this date did Stoddart inform Wilde that the story was 
acceptable and would be published: “the manuscript of Dorian Gray 
was duly received . . . We will publish it in the July number which 
appears on June 20th. I beg to express my entire satisfaction with 
the story as it is in my judgment, and that of the several readers who 
have gone over it, one of the most powerful works of the time. . . . I 
expect for it a large sale and a most appreciative reading.”28 Stod-
dart’s letter mentions nothing about the concern with which the 
story had been met in Philadelphia, by himself and his circle of ad-
visors; nor does it say anything about his plans to “pick out ob jec-
tionable passages.” His caution may have had some thing to do with 
the fact that Stoddart, apparently, had failed to draw up a formal 
contract for the Lippincott’s story, his agreement with Wilde having 
been a verbal one.29 On the same date, Stoddart prepared a memo-
randum for Wilde’s signature, which assigned to Lippincott & Co. 
“my entire right” in the composition.30 A few days later, Stoddart 
announced to another dilatory author that “we can give you a few 
days more grace” because “we have filled the breach with an Os-
car Wilde story which . . . reveals itself to be a remarkable produc-
tion.”31

 How or whether Melville Philips “picked out ob jec tionable pas-
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sages” from Wilde’s text, as Stoddart had indicated he would, can-
not now be ascertained. The typescript bears both deletions and in-
sertions in at least two hands other than Wilde’s own; and although 
some of the editorial insertions can be at trib uted to Stoddart per-
sonally with a high degree of certainty, others (such as the altera-
tion of “Sybil” to “Sibyl,” of “curtsey” to “courtesy,” and of “leapt” to 
“leaped”) are in a hand that is neither Wilde’s nor Stoddart’s, so it 
remains entirely possible that Philips or some other individual be-
sides Stoddart was responsible for editorial deletions, too.

Readers interested in seeing precisely which parts of Wilde’s text 
were found ob jec tionable by its first editor and his associates should 
consult The Picture of Dorian Gray: An Annotated Uncensored Edi
tion (Harvard University Press, 2011), in which the changes made 
by Lippincott’s editors are clearly laid out and tabulated. But at this 
juncture, a fuller de scrip tion of the editorial changes overseen by 
Stoddart—including those made to Wilde’s spelling, cap italization, 
and punctuation—is in order. I refer to changes that clearly alter 
meaning—that is, changes to entire words, phrases, or larger units 
of text—as “substantive.” “Accidental” changes mean alterations to 
spelling, punctuation, and cap italization, which less clearly affect 
meaning.
 The vast majority of the substantive changes introduced by Lip
pincott’s center on sexual matters. The deletion in Chapter VII of 
passages making more explicit and vivid the homoerotic nature of 
Basil Hallward’s feelings for Dorian Gray has already been men-
tioned. The same anxieties about explicit ho mo sex ual references 
motivate as well a number of alterations in Chapter X, where Basil 
laments the corruption of Dorian. Stoddart or one of his associates 
cuts, for example, the sentence: “It is quite suf fi cient to say of a 
young man that he goes to stay at Selby Royal, for people to sneer 
and titter.” In the same chapter, Stoddart alters the salacious ques-
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tion, “Why is it that ev ery young man that you take up seems to 
come to grief, to go to the bad at once?” to the more ambiguous 
question, “Why is your friendship so fateful to young men?” In 
Chapter V, Stoddart or one of his associates cuts a sentence that 
gives an entirely different caste to Dorian’s night walking: “A man 
with curious eyes had suddenly peered into his face, and then 
dogged him with stealthy footsteps, passing and repassing him 
many times.”
 Some of the most extensive editorial alterations, however, con-
cern not references to ho mo sex u al ity but rather passages related to 
promiscuous or illicit heterosexuality. I have already alluded to the 
elimination of three instances in which Wilde refers to Dorian’s fe-
male lovers, Sybil Vane and Hetty Merton, as his “mistresses.” By 
far the long est editorial deletion in this regard is a still shocking 
passage in Chapter XIII in which Lord Henry speculates on Hetty’s 
“happiness” had she become Dorian’s mistress: “Upon the other 
hand, had she become your mistress, she would have lived in the 
society of charming and cultured men. You would have educated 
her, taught her how to dress, how to talk, how to move. You would 
have made her perfect, and she would have been extremely happy. 
After a time, no doubt, you would have grown tired of her. She 
would have made a scene. You would have made a settlement. Then 
a new career would have begun for her.” That Stoddart or his asso-
ciates deleted a total of nearly 120 words concerning Hetty Merton, 
including Dorian’s confession that “she promised to come with me 
to town. I had taken a house for her, and arranged ev ery thing,” sug-
gests that Stoddart was as worried about reactions to the novel’s de-
pictions of illicit heterosexual behavior as he was about its seeming 
endorsement of ho mo sex u al ity.32 Anxieties about representations 
of illicit heterosexual desire also motivated the decision to delete 
from Chapter XIII Lord Henry’s insouciant comment that his es-
tranged wife Victoria had been “desperately in love with [Dorian] at 
one time,” as well as Stoddart’s decision to eliminate from Chapter 
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IX Wilde’s reference to the death (by suicide?) of those to whom 
Lady Elizabeth Devereux, Dorian’s distant ancestor, “granted her 
favours.” Similarly, Stoddart altered the blunt remark by Lord Henry 
in Chapter I—“I  don’t suppose that ten per cent of the lower orders 
live with their wives”—to the prudishly out- of- character comment, 
“I  don’t suppose that ten per cent of the lower orders live cor-
rectly.”
 Stoddart also oversaw the elimination of anything that smacked 
generally of de cadence. There were a number of changes made to 
Wilde’s de scrip tions in Chapter IX of Dorian’s extreme behavior as 
he pushes to the limit his immersion in a world of sensation and ex-
perience. Stoddart or one of his associates altered the phrase “till 
the people almost drove [Dorian] out in horror and had to be ap-
peased with monstrous bribes” to the less incriminating “until he 
was driven away,” while deleting references to the “strange love that 
he inspired in  women” and to “the sinful creatures who prowl the 
street at night [and who] cursed him as he passed by, seeing in him a 
corruption greater than their own.” Stoddart was especially con-
cerned with taming de scrip tions of the yellow novel that is given by 
Lord Henry Wotton to Dorian and  comes to exert such a powerful 
in flu ence over Dorian’s life. To begin with, he eliminated all refer-
ences to the novel’s title and author, Le Secret de Raoul, par Catulle 
Sarrazin [Raoul’s Secret, by Catulle Sarrazin], rightly sensing that 
these fictional names allude to some of the most scandalous works 
and fig ures of the French De cadent movement. Similarly, Stoddart 
muted a number of passages concerning the novel’s hero, Raoul, 
who serves as “a kind of prefiguring type of [Dorian].” He expunged, 
for example, Raoul’s imagined reincarnation as Caligula, who “had 
drank the love- philter of Caesonia, and worn the habit of Venus 
by night, and by day a false gilded beard.” Raoul’s specially made 
tapestries, “on which were pictured the awful and beautiful forms 
of those whom Vice and Blood and Weariness had made monstrous 
or mad,” came in for harsh treatment. In addition to substituting 
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“Lust” for “Vice,” Stoddart deleted Wilde’s spe cific mention of 
“Manfred, King of Apulia, who dressed always in green, and con-
sorted only with courtezans and buffoons,” as well as the narra-
tor’s explanation that Filippo, Duke of Milan (depicted on one tap-
estry), “slew his wife, and painted her lips with a scarlet poison, that 
her guilty lover might suck swift death from the dead thing that he 
fondled.”
 Although previous editors disagree about whether Wilde or 
Stoddart made the last of these deletions, the pencil line running 
through the phrase is identical to that with which other words and 
phrases in the novel were censored, indicating that it was Stoddart 
or one of his associates who made it. Less certainty, however, sur-
rounds three sentences omitted from the Lippincott’s text that con-
cern Dorian’s discovery of “wonderful stories . . . about jewels.” Two 
of the sentences—“It was a pearl that Julius Caesar had given to 
Servilia, when he loved her. Their child had been Brutus.”—con-
clude a  longer section added to the typescript by Wilde, in his own 
hand, before it was submitted to Lippincott’s. These and the sen-
tence that begins the next paragraph in the typescript—“The young 
priest of the Sun, who while yet a boy had been slain for his sins, 
liked to walk in jeweled shoes on dust of gold and silver.”—were left 
unaltered by Stoddart and his associates in the typescript (as were 
Wilde’s other references to the effeminate Elagabalus, the “young 
priest of the Sun”); however, they do not appear in the Lippincott’s 
text (or in any later published text). Whether this was due to a type-
setting error or because Stoddart or another editor excised them in 
the proofreading stage cannot now be determined. At any rate, these 
changes—if they were changes and not typesetting errors—were not 
alterations that Wilde ever had the opportunity to correct. They are 
restored here.
 Although less dramatic than the edits I have been describing so 
far, some of the changes Stoddart oversaw to Wilde’s punctuation, 
spelling, and cap italization transform the reading experience and 
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alter meaning no less pervasively. Taken individually, such altera-
tions may appear minor or “accidental,” but their cumulative effect, 
on style and mood, can be profound. For instance, Stoddart or one of 
his associates inserted numerous dashes into Wilde’s dialogue, of-
ten where Wilde was content with a comma. The result is speech 
that appears more disjointed and impulsive. These dashes were in-
serted not because Wilde’s punctuation is in any way deficient but 
rather because Lippincott’s wished to make the story’s dialogue 
more sensational. A good example is the re- punctuation of Sybil 
Vane’s whispered remark, in Chapter V, “Take me away, Dorian. 
Take me away with you,” as “Take me away, Dorian—take me away 
with you.” Here the dash changes the tone from wistful to imploring 
and desperate. With similar results, Stoddart or one of his associ-
ates changed Dorian’s estimation of Basil Hallward’s superiority to 
Lord Henry, in Chapter VII, from “‘You are not stron ger. You are too 
much afraid of life. But you are better,’” to “‘You are not stron ger,—
you are too much afraid of life,—but you are better.’” Stoddart’s al-
teration of Dorian’s comment to the frame- maker Ashton, from “I 
will certainly drop in and look at the frame, though I  don’t go in 
much for religious art,” to “I will certainly drop in and look at the 
frame—though I  don’t go in much for religious art,” achieves a simi-
lar effect. In nearly all these instances, Stoddart can hardly be 
faulted as an editor because Wilde himself had punctuated much of 
his dialogue with dashes in order to make his character’s speech 
and interior thought appear more dramatic. Nonetheless, Stod-
dart was at best exaggerating Wilde’s own preferred punctuation 
style and at worst distorting it to make Dorian Gray more consistent 
with the reputation of Lippincott’s for sensational, impulse- driven 
fiction.
 Stoddart or one of his associates made sig nifi cant alterations to 
Wilde’s spelling, too. The replacement of British spellings of com-
mon words such as “colour,” “odour,” “rumour,” “sympathise,” and 
“realise” (but not “theatre”), and so on, with their American equiva-
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lents (“color,” “odor,” “rumor,” “sympathize,” “realize”) is under-
standable given the primary American readership of the magazine 
(and in a few instances, it must be admitted, Wilde was inconsistent 
about British and American spelling). Americanizing British spell-
ings remains a common practice today among American publishers. 
In one or two instances, Stoddart or one of his associates corrected 
obvious spelling errors that were made by Wilde or introduced into 
the typescript by Miss Dickens’s Typewriting Ser vice, the agency 
to whom the production of the typescript had been entrusted in 
London. Less understandable, however, is the twitchiness of Stod-
dart or one of his associates about such words as “ribands,” “curt-
sey,” “reverie,” “spoilt,” “leapt,” and “syphons” (rendered as “rib-
bons,” “courtesy,” “rev ery,” “spoiled,” “leaped,” and “siphons”), all of 
which had precedent in American Eng lish; while the alteration of 
“clenched” to the more antiquated “clinched” (p. 118 and p. 142 be-
low) arguably produces an entirely new set of associations.
 Three of the spelling changes made by the magazine’s of fi cers 
deserve special comment. First, in altering “sphynxes” to “sphinxes,” 
Stoddart or one of his associates changed the spelling that Wilde 
preferred at this point in his career (it was not until much later, in a 
late draft of his poem “The Sphinx,” that he  adopted the more mod-
ern spelling). Second, the alteration of “idyll” to “idyl” must have 
struck Wilde as arbitrary, because he took the trouble to reverse this 
change of spelling when he used offprints or unbound sheets of the 
Lippincott’s text to prepare the novel for book publication. Fi nally, 
the often- noted alteration, by Stoddart or one of his associates, of 
Wilde’s “Sybil” to “Sibyl,” a nod to the name’s derivation from the 
Greek sibylla, connoting “prophetess” or “oracle,” obscures a num-
ber of interesting associations. As John Espey has observed, “Sybil” 
was a common name and spelling in Eng land at this time (Lord 
 Alfred Douglas’s mother was born Sybil Montgomery). In “Lord 
 Arthur Savile’s Crime,” we encounter another of Wilde’s fictional 
Sybils, Sybil Merton, who “was . . . a symbol of all that is good and 
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noble.” It must be noted, too, that “Sybil” is the spelling found in 
Melmoth the Wanderer, the 1820 Gothic novel by Wilde’s great- uncle 
Charles Maturin, which served as an inspiration for Wilde’s novel 
and which features a demonic portrait and a bargain for eternal 
youth.
 In an effort to correct spelling or usage, Stoddart or his colleagues 
sometimes made substitutions that changed meanings and associa-
tions of which they were probably unaware. The alteration of “jes-
samine” to “jasmine,” for instance, effaces a spelling that has a long 
and distinguished tradition in Eng lish literature, from Spenser and 
Milton to Blake to Wilde’s own contemporaries and beyond. Not too 
much should be made of the alteration in Chapter VI of Dorian’s 
memorialization of Sybil (from “a wonderful tragic fig ure to whom 
Love had been a great reality” to “a wonderful tragic fig ure to show 
Love had been a great reality”), since, absent any editorial markings 
on the typescript, the change must be at trib uted to a typesetter’s 
misreading of Wilde’s handwriting. However, the typesetter’s mis-
take has been allowed to stand in all editions of Dorian Gray before 
this one, and its reversal is long overdue.33 Similarly, another type-
setter’s misreading—“I won’t hear it!” rather than “I won’t bear it!” 
(p. 138)—has been reprinted in all previous editions of the novel.
 That Stoddart frequently lower- cased words cap italized by Wilde 
in the typescript (“Club,” “King,” “Queen,” and so on) deserves com-
ment. In a few instances, these changes will strike readers as defen-
sible, and it is certainly true that Wilde was not always consistent in 
this matter (varying occasionally between “theatre” and “Theatre,” 
or “art” and “Art,” for example). But some of the decisions made by 
Stoddart or his associates seem arbitrary. When revising the type-
script, Wilde had changed “genius,” “beauty,” and “nocturne” to the 
upper case: Stoddart leaves the first two intact, but reverses “Noc-
turne” to lower case. This is a debatable case at best. The same 
 cannot be said of the lower- casing of “He do nism,” which, as the an-
notations to the present edition show, is designed through its upper-
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 casing to contrast with the term “Cyrenaicism” in the writings of 
Walter Pater (Wilde uppercased the word once again when pre-
paring the book edition). It is true that there is some thing anti-
quated, even self- conscious, about Wilde’s predilection—common 
among eigh teenth- century writers—to cap italize seemingly com-
mon nouns such as “Hospitals,” “ Bishop,” and “Costume Ball.” But 
this was Wilde’s preference, and readers interested in what is dis-
tinctive about his writing will want to know about it.
 In Chapter IX of the typescript, the unusual cap italization of 
names of various precious stones and ecclesiastical vestments 
(“ Diamond,” “Hyacinth,” “Hydropicus,” “Selenite,” “Morse,” “Cor-
porals,” and “Sudaria”) suggests what Wilde in the same chapter 
calls the “mystic of fices” of these things (see p. 171). That is to say, in 
employing cap italization here, Wilde wishes to transform, at least 
on the page, common or material objects into spiritual, mystic, or 
symbolic entities possessed of a power that belies ev eryday expe-
rience. Put another way: the upper case indicates how such ob-
jects “quickened [Dorian’s] imagination” (p. 171). Except for a small 
handful of cases where Wilde himself was inconsistent, these, as 
well as all of his original cap italizations, have been retained in the 
present edition.
 Decisions about such matters as punctuation, spelling, and cap-
italization are inevitably somewhat subjective, and a number of the 
changes Stoddart or his associates made in these respects may be 
defended as improvements.34 But many of Stoddart’s “accidental” 
changes were arbitrary or driven by commercial considerations, 
while others had unforeseen and unfortunate consequences, as I 
have shown. As im por tantly, Wilde stated categorically to one hos-
tile reviewer that “in prose at any rate, correctness should always 
be subordinate to artistic effect and musical cadence; and any pe-
culiarities of syntax that occur in Dorian Gray are deliberately in-
tended, and are introduced to show the artistic value of the theory 
in question” (Complete Letters, pp. 429–430). For these reasons, this 



 T EX TUAL  I N TRODUCT ION  53

edition presents Dorian Gray as Wilde submitted it to Lippincott’s, 
stripped of all “accidental” changes that can be at trib uted with cer-
tainty to Stoddart or his associates.
 The present restoration of matter excised by Stoddart and col-
leagues gives us a more scandalous and daring novel than either of 
its two subsequent published versions. By presenting the typescript 
Wilde submitted for publication, this edition presents Dorian Gray 
as its author envisioned it in 1890, before commercial, social, and 
legal pressures motivated a number of changes to Wilde’s text, in-
cluding the excision of graphic ho mo sex ual content. Wilde once 
said that Dorian Gray “contains much of me in it”; that Basil Hall-
ward is “what I think I am” but “Dorian what I would like to be—in 
other ages, perhaps.” Wilde’s comment suggests a backward glance 
to a Greek or “Dorian” Age, but also a forward- looking one to a more 
permissive time. The appearance of Wilde’s novel in its uncensored 
form, 120 years after its submission to Lippincott’s, is reason for cel-
ebration.





THE  P I C TURE  OF  DOR I AN  GRAY





1

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 perfume of the pink- flowering thorn.
 From the corner of the divan of Persian saddle- bags on which he 
was lying, smoking, as usual, innumerable cigarettes, Lord Henry 
Wotton could just catch the gleam of the honey- sweet and honey- 
coloured blossoms of the laburnum, whose tremulous branches 
seemed hardly able to bear the burden of a beauty so flame- like as 
theirs; and now and then the fantastic shadows of birds in flight flit-
ted across the long tussore- silk curtains that were stretched in front 
of the huge window, producing a kind of momentary Japanese ef-
fect, and making him think of those pallid jade- faced painters who, 
in an art that is necessarily immobile, 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 with monoto-
nous insistence round the black- crocketed spires of the early June 
hollyhocks, seemed to make the stillness more oppressive, and the 
dim roar of London was like the bourdon note of a distant organ.1
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 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 
himself, Basil Hallward, whose sudden disappearance some years 
ago caused, at the time, such public excitement, and gave rise to so 
many strange conjectures.
 As he looked at the gracious and comely form he had so skilfully 
mirrored in his art, a smile of plea sure passed across his face, and 
seemed about to linger there. But he suddenly started up, and, clos-
ing 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 Grosvenor. The Academy is too large and too vulgar. The Gros-
venor is the only place.”
 “I  don’t think I will send it anywhere,” he answered, 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 amaze-
ment through the thin blue wreaths of smoke that curled up in such 
fanciful whorls 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 repu-
tation. 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 Eng land, 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 ex-
hibit it. I have put too much of myself into it.”
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 Lord Henry stretched his long legs out on the divan and shook 
with laughter.
 “Yes, I knew you would laugh; but it is quite true, all the same.”
 “Too much of yourself in it! Upon my word, Basil, 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 Adonis, who looks as if he was made of ivory and rose- leaves. 
Why, my dear Basil, he is a Narcissus, and you—well, of course you 
have an intellectual expression, and all that. But Beauty, real Beauty, 
ends where an intellectual expression begins. Intellect is in itself an 
exaggeration, and destroys the harmony of any face. The moment 
one sits down to think, one be comes all nose, or all forehead, or 
some thing horrid. Look at the successful men in any of the learned 
professions. How perfectly hideous they are! Except, of course, in 
the Church. But then in the Church they  don’t think. A  Bishop keeps 
on saying at the age of eighty what he was told to say when he was a 
boy of eigh teen, and consequently he always looks absolutely de-
lightful. Your mysterious young friend, whose name you have never 
told me, but whose picture really fascinates me, never thinks. I feel 
quite sure of that. He is a brainless, beautiful thing, who should be 
always here in winter when we have no flowers to look at, and al-
ways here in summer when we want some thing to chill our intelli-
gence.  Don’t flatter yourself, Basil: you are not in the least like him.”
 “You  don’t understand me, Harry. Of course I am not like him. I 
know that perfectly well. Indeed, I should be sorry to look like him. 
You shrug your shoulders? I am telling you the truth. There is a fa-
tality about all physical and intellectual distinction, the sort of fatal-
ity that seems to dog through his tory the faltering steps of kings. It 
is better not to be different from one’s fellows. The ugly and the stu-
pid have the best of it in this world. They can sit quietly and gape 
at the play. If they know nothing of victory, they are at least spared 
the knowledge of defeat. They live as we all should live, undis-
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turbed, indifferent, and without disquiet. They neither bring ruin 
upon others nor ever receive it from alien hands. Your rank and 
wealth, Harry; my brains, such as they are, my fame, whatever it 
may be worth; Dorian Gray’s good looks; we will all suf fer for what 
the gods have given us, suf fer terribly.”
 “Dorian Gray? is that his name?” said Lord Henry, walking across 
the studio towards Basil Hallward.
 “Yes; that is his name. I  didn’t intend to tell it to you.”
 “But why not?”
 “Oh, I can’t explain. When I like people immensely I never tell 
their names to any one. It seems like surrendering a part of them. 
You know how I love secrecy. It is the only thing that can make mod-
ern life wonderful or mysterious to us. The commonest thing is de-
lightful if one only hides it. When I leave town I never tell my people 
where I am going. If I did, I would lose all my plea sure. 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, laying his hand upon his 
shoulder; “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 de-
ception necessary for both parties. I never know where my wife is, 
and my wife never knows what I am doing. When we meet—we do 
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 out, she makes no row at all. I sometimes 
wish she did, but she merely laughs at me.”
 “I hate the way you talk about your married life, Harry,” said Ba-
sil Hallward, shaking his hand off, and strolling towards the door 
that led into the garden. “I believe that you are really a very good 
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husband, but that you are thoroughly ashamed of your own virtues. 
You are an extraordinary 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 irritating pose I 
know,” cried Lord Henry, laughing; and the two young men went 
out into the garden together, and for a time they did not speak.
 After a long pause Lord Henry pulled out his watch. “I am afraid 
I must be going, Basil,” he murmured, “and before I go I insist on 
your answering a question I put to you some time ago.”
 “What is that?” asked Basil Hallward, keeping his eyes fixed on 
the ground.
 “You know quite well.”
 “I do not, Harry.”
 “Well, I will tell you what it is.”
 “Please  don’t.”
 “I must. 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, 
“ev ery 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 ex-
hibit this picture is that I am afraid that I have shown with it the 
secret of my own soul.”
 Lord Harry laughed. “And what is that?” he asked.
 “I will tell you,” said Hallward, and an expression of perplexity 
came over his face.
 “I am all expectation, Basil,” murmured his companion, looking 
at him.
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 “Oh, there is really very little to tell, Harry,” answered the young 
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 un-
derstand it,” he replied, gazing intently at the little golden white- 
feathered disk, “and I can believe anything, provided that it is in-
credible.”
 The wind shook some blossoms from the trees, and the heavy li-
lac blooms, with their clustering stars, moved to and fro in the lan-
guid air. A grasshopper began to chirrup in the grass, and a long thin 
dragon- fly floated by on its brown gauze wings. Lord Henry felt as 
if he could hear Basil Hallward’s heart beating, and he wondered 
what was coming.
 “Well, this is incredible,” repeated Hallward, rather bitterly,—
“incredible to me at times. I  don’t know what it means. The story is 
simply this. Two months ago I went to a crush at Lady Brandon’s. 
You know we poor painters 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 stock- broker, can gain a reputation for being civilized. Well, after 
I had been in the room about ten minutes, talking to huge over-
dressed dowagers and tedious Academicians, I suddenly became 
conscious that someone was looking at me. I turned half- way round, 
and saw Dorian Gray for the first time. When our eyes met, I felt 
that I was growing pale. A curious instinct of terror came over me. I 
knew that I had come face to face with some one whose mere per-
sonality was so fascinating that, if I allowed it to do so, it would ab-
sorb my whole nature, my whole soul, my very art itself. I did not 
want any external in flu ence in my life. You know yourself, Harry, 
how in de pen dent I am by nature. My father destined me for the 
army. I insisted on going to Oxford. Then he made me enter my 
name at the Middle Temple. Before I had eaten half a dozen din-
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ners I gave up the Bar, and announced my intention of becoming a 
painter. 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 explain it 
to you. Some thing seemed to tell me that I was on the verge of a ter-
rible crisis in my life. I had a strange feeling that Fate had in store 
for me exquisite joys and exquisite sorrows. I knew that if I spoke to 
Dorian I would become absolutely devoted to him, and that I ought 
not to speak to him. I grew afraid, and turned to quit the room. It 
was not conscience that made me do so: it was cowardice. I take no 
credit to myself for trying to escape.”
 “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. However, whatever was my motive—
and it may have been pride, for I used to be very proud—I certainly 
struggled to the door. There, of course, I stumbled against Lady 
Brandon. ‘You are not going to run away so soon, Mr. Hallward?’ she 
screamed out. You know her shrill horrid voice?”
 “Yes; she is a peacock in ev ery thing 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 elderly ladies with gigantic ti-
aras and hooked noses. She spoke of me as her dearest friend. I had 
only met her once before, but she took it into her head to lionize 
me. I believe some picture of mine had made a great success at the 
time, at least had been chattered about in the penny news papers, 
which is the nineteenth- century standard of immortality. Suddenly 
I found myself face to face with the young man whose personality 
had so strangely stirred me. We were quite close, almost touching. 
Our eyes met again. It was mad of me, but I asked Lady Brandon to 
introduce me to him. Perhaps it was not so mad, after all. It was sim-
ply inevitable. We would have spoken to each other without any in-
troduction. I am sure of that. Dorian told me so afterwards. He, too, 
felt that we were destined to know each other.”
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 “And how did Lady Brandon describe this wonderful young man? 
I know she goes in for giving a rapid précis of all her guests. I re-
member her bringing me up to a most truculent and red- faced old 
gentleman covered all over with orders and ribands, and hissing 
into my ear, in a tragic whisper which must have been perfectly au-
dible to ev ery body in the room, some thing like ‘Sir Humpty Dumpty 
—you know—Afghan Frontier—Russian intrigues: very successful 
man—wife killed by an elephant—quite inconsolable—wants to 
marry a beautiful American widow—ev ery body does nowadays—
hates Mr. Gladstone—but very much interested in beetles—ask him 
what he thinks of Schouvaloff.’ I simply fled. I like to find out people 
for myself. But poor Lady Brandon treats her guests exactly as an 
auctioneer treats his goods. She either explains them entirely away, 
or tells one ev ery thing about them except what one wants to know. 
But what did she say about Mr. Dorian Gray?”
 “Oh, she murmured, ‘Charming boy—poor dear mother and I 
quite inseparable—engaged to be married to the same man—I mean 
married on the same day—how very silly of me! Quite forget what 
he does—afraid he— doesn’t do anything—Oh, yes, plays the piano—
or is it the violin, dear Mr. Gray?’ We could neither of us help laugh-
ing, and we became friends at once.”
 “Laughter is not a bad beginning for a friendship, and it is the 
best ending for one,” said Lord Henry, plucking another daisy.
 Hallward buried his face in his hands. “You  don’t understand 
what friendship is, Harry,” he murmured, “or what enmity is, for 
that matter. You like ev ery one; that is to say, you are indifferent to 
ev ery one.”
 “How horribly unjust of you!” cried Lord Henry, tilting his hat 
back, and looking up at the little clouds that were drifting across the 
hollowed turquoise of the summer sky, like ravelled skeins of glossy 
white silk. “Yes, horribly unjust of you. I make a great difference be-
tween people. I choose my friends for their good looks, my acquain-
tances for their characters, and my enemies for their brains. A man 
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can’t 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 con-
sequently 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?”
 “Oh, brothers! I  don’t care for brothers. My elder brother won’t 
die, and my youn ger brothers seem never to do anything else.”
 “Harry!”
 “My dear fellow, I am not quite serious. But I can’t help detesting 
my relations. I suppose it  comes from the fact that we can’t stand 
other people having the same faults as ourselves. I quite sympathise 
with the rage of the Eng lish Democracy against what they call the 
vices of the upper classes. They feel that drunkenness, stupidity, 
and immorality should be their own special property, and that if any 
one of us makes an ass of himself we are poaching on their pre-
serves. When poor Southwark got into the Divorce Court, their in-
dignation was quite mag nifi cent. And yet I  don’t suppose that ten 
per cent of the lower orders live with their own wives.”
 “I  don’t agree with a single word that you have said, and, what is 
more, Harry, I  don’t believe you do either.”
 Lord Henry stroked his pointed brown beard, and tapped the toe 
of his patent- leather boot with a tasselled malacca cane. “How Eng-
lish you are, Basil! If one puts forward an idea to a real Eng lishman—
always a rash thing to do—he never dreams of considering whether 
the idea is right or wrong. The only thing he considers of any impor-
tance is whether one believes it oneself. Now, the value of an idea 
has nothing whatsoever to do with the sincerity of the man who ex-
presses 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 prej-
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udices. However, I  don’t propose to discuss politics, sociology, or 
meta phys ics with you. I like persons better than principles. Tell me 
more about Dorian Gray. How often do you see him?”
 “Ev ery day. I  couldn’t be happy if I  didn’t see him ev ery day. Of 
course sometimes it is only for a few minutes. But a few minutes 
with somebody one worships mean a great deal.”
 “But you  don’t really worship him?”
 “I do.”
 “How extraordinary! I thought you would never care for any-
thing but your painting—your art, I should say. Art sounds better, 
 doesn’t it?”
 “He is all my art to me now. I sometimes think, Harry, that there 
are only two eras of any importance in the his tory of the world. The 
first is the appearance of a new medium for art, and the second is 
the appearance of a new personality for art also. What the invention 
of oil- painting was to the Venetians, the face of Antinoüs 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, model 
from him. Of course I have done all that. He has stood as Paris in 
dainty armour, and as Adonis with huntsman’s cloak and polished 
boar- spear. Crowned with heavy lotus- blossoms, he has sat on the 
prow of Adrian’s barge, looking into the green, turbid Nile. He has 
leaned over the still pool of some Greek woodland, and seen in the 
waters’ silent silver the wonder of his own beauty. But he is much 
more to me than that. I won’t tell you that I am dissat is fied with 
what I have done of him, or that his beauty is such that art cannot 
express it. There is nothing that art cannot express, 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 en-
tirely 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 
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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 all that 
that means? Unconsciously he de fines for me the lines of a fresh 
school, a school that is to have in itself all the passion of the roman-
tic spirit, all the perfection of the spirit that is Greek. The harmony 
of soul and body,—how much that is! We in our madness have sepa-
rated the two, and have invented a realism that is bestial, an ideality 
that is void. Harry! Harry! If you only knew what Dorian Gray is to 
me! You remember that landscape of mine, for which Agnew of-
fered 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.”
 “Basil, this is quite wonderful! I must see Dorian Gray.”
 Hallward got up from the seat, and walked up and down the gar-
den. After some time he came back. “You  don’t understand, Harry,” 
he said. “Dorian Gray is merely to me a motive in art. He is never 
more present in my work than when no image of him is there. He is 
simply a suggestion, as I have said, of a new manner. I see him in the 
curves of certain lines, in the loveliness and the subtleties of certain 
colours. That is all.”
 “Then why won’t you exhibit his portrait?”
 “Because I have put into it all the extraordinary romance of 
which, of course, I have never dared to speak to him. He knows 
nothing about it. He will never know anything 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 my-
self!”
 “Poets are not so scrupulous as you are. They know how use-
ful passion is for publication. Nowadays a broken heart will run to 
many editions.”



68  THE  P I C TURE  OF  DOR I AN  GRAY

 “I hate them for it. An artist should create beautiful things, but 
should put nothing 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 autobiography. We 
have lost the abstract sense of beauty. If I live, 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?”
 Hallward considered for a few moments. “He likes me,” he an-
swered, after a pause; “I know he likes me. Of course I flatter him 
dreadfully. I find a strange plea sure in saying things to him that I 
know I shall be sorry for having said. I give myself away. As a rule he 
is charming to me, and we walk home together from the club arm in 
arm, or 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 giving 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 decoration to charm his vanity, an ornament for a 
summer’s day.”
 “Days in summer, Basil, are apt to linger. 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 accounts for the fact that 
we all take such pains to overeducate ourselves. In the wild struggle 
for existence, we want to have some thing 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 dread-
ful thing. It is like a bric- à- brac shop, all monsters and dust, and ev-
ery thing priced above its proper value. I think you will tire first, all 
the same. Some day you will look at him, and he will seem to you 
to be a little out of drawing, or you won’t like his tone of colour, or 
some thing. You will bitterly reproach him in your own heart, and 
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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. The worst of having a romance 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 plea sures 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 self- sat is fied air, as if he had summed up life in a phrase. There 
was a rustle of chirruping sparrows in the ivy, and the blue cloud- 
shadows chased themselves across the grass like swallows. 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—those were 
the fascinating things in life. He thought with plea sure of the te-
dious luncheon that he had missed by staying so long with Basil 
Hallward. Had he gone to his aunt’s, he would have been sure to 
meet Lord Goodbody there, and the whole conversation would have 
been about the housing of the poor, and the necessity for model 
lodging- houses. It was charming to have escaped all that! As he 
thought of his aunt, an idea seemed to strike him. He turned to Hall-
ward, and said, “My dear fellow, I have just remembered.”
 “Remembered what, Harry?”
 “Where I heard the name of Dorian Gray.”
 “Where was it?” asked Hallward, with a slight frown.
 “ Don’t look so angry, Basil. It was at my aunt’s, Lady Agatha’s. 
She told me 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 am bound to state that she never told me he was good- 
looking.  Women have no appreciation of good looks. At least, good 
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 women have not. She said that he was very earnest, and had a beau-
tiful nature. I at once pictured to myself a creature with spectacles 
and lank hair, horridly 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.”
 “Mr. Dorian Gray is in the studio, Sir,” said the butler, coming into 
the garden.
 “You must introduce me now,” cried Lord Henry, laughing.
 Basil Hallward turned to the servant, who stood blinking in the 
sunlight. “Ask Mr. Gray to wait, Parker: I will be in in a few mo-
ments.” 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 for me. 
 Don’t try to in flu ence him. Your in flu ence would be bad. The world 
is wide, and has many marvellous people in it.  Don’t take away from 
me the one person that makes life absolutely lovely to me and that 
gives to my art whatever wonder or charm it possesses. 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, smiling, 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.” “You must lend me these, Basil,” he 
cried. “I want to learn them. They are perfectly charming.”
 “That entirely depends on how you sit to- day, Dorian.”
 “Oh, I am 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 manner. When he caught sight of Lord Henry, 
a faint blush coloured his cheeks for a moment, and he started 
up. “I beg your pardon, Basil, but I  didn’t know you had any one 
with you.”
 “This is Lord Henry Wotton, Dorian, an old Oxford friend of 
mine. I have just been telling him what a cap ital sitter you were, and 
now you have spoiled ev ery thing.”
 “You have not spoiled my plea sure in meeting you, Mr. Gray,” said 
Lord Henry, stepping forward and shaking him by the hand. “My 
aunt has often spoken to me about you. You are one of her fa vour ites 
and, I am afraid, one of her victims also.”
 “I am in Lady Agatha’s black books at present,” answered Dorian, 
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with a funny look of penitence. “I promised to go to her club in 
Whitechapel 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 matters about your not being 
there. The audience probably thought it was a duet. When Aunt Ag-
atha 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 scarlet lips, his frank blue eyes, 
his crisp gold hair. There was some thing in his face that made one 
trust him at once. All the candour of youth was there, as well as all 
youth’s passionate purity. One felt that he had kept himself unspot-
ted from the world. No wonder Basil Hallward worshipped him. He 
was made to be worshipped.
 “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.
 Hallward 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 fin ish 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?” he 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. But I certainly 
will not run away, now that you have asked me to stop. You  don’t re-
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ally mind, Basil, do you? You have often told me that you liked your 
sitters to have someone to chat to.”
 Hallward bit his lip. “If Dorian wishes it, of course you must stay. 
Dorian’s whims are laws to ev ery body, 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 Orleans. Good- bye, Mr. Gray. Come and see me some afternoon 
in Curzon Street. I am nearly always at home at five o’clock. Write 
to me when you are coming. I should be sorry to miss you.”
 “Basil,” cried Dorian Gray. “If Lord Henry 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 te-
dious for my unfortunate sitters. I beg you to stay.”
 “But what about my man at the Orleans?”
 Hallward laughed. “I  don’t think there will be any dif fi culty about 
that. Sit down again, Harry. And now, Dorian, get up on the platform 
and  don’t move about too much, or pay any attention to what Lord 
Henry says. He has a very bad in flu ence over all his friends, with the 
exception of myself.”
 Dorian stepped up on the dais, with the air of a young Greek mar-
tyr, and made a little moue of discontent to Lord Henry, to whom he 
had rather taken a fancy. He was so unlike Hallward. They made a 
delightful contrast. And he had such a beautiful voice. After a few 
moments he said to him, “Have you really a very bad in flu ence, Lord 
Henry? As bad as Basil says?”
 “There is no such thing as a good in flu ence, Mr. Gray. All in flu-
ence is immoral—immoral from the sci en tific point of view.”
 “Why?”
 “Because to in flu ence a person is to give him one’s own soul. He 
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does not think his natural thoughts, or burn with his natural pas-
sions. His virtues are not real to him. His sins, if there are such 
things as sins, are borrowed. He be comes 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, nowa-
days. They have forgotten the highest of all duties, the duty that 
one owes to oneself. Of course they are charitable. They feed the 
hungry, and clothe the beggar. But their own souls starve, and are 
naked. Courage has gone out of our race. Perhaps we never really 
had it. The terror of society, which is the basis of morals, the ter-
ror 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 Hallward, deep in his work, and conscious only that a look 
had come into the lad’s face that he had never seen there before.
 “And yet,” continued Lord Henry, in his low, musical voice, and 
with that graceful wave of the hand that was always so characteris-
tic of him, and that he had even in his Eton days, “I believe that if 
one man were to live his life out fully and completely, were to give 
form to ev ery feeling, expression to ev ery thought, reality to ev ery 
dream—I believe that the world would gain such a fresh impulse of 
joy that we would forget all the maladies of mediaevalism, and re-
turn to the Hellenic ideal, to some thing finer, richer, than the Hel-
lenic ideal, it may be. But the bravest man among 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. Ev-
ery impulse that we strive to strangle broods in the mind, and poi-
sons us. The body sins once, and has done with its sin, for action is a 
mode of purification. Nothing remains then but the recollection of a 
plea sure, or the luxury of a regret. The only way to get rid of a temp-
tation is to yield to it. Resist it—and your soul grows sick with long-
ing for the things it has forbidden to itself, with desire for what its 
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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 rose- 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 memory might stain your cheek 
with shame . . .”
 “Stop!” murmured 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 motionless, with parted 
lips, and eyes strangely bright. He was dimly conscious that entirely 
fresh impulses were at work within him, and 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, no doubt, and with wil-
ful paradox in them—had yet 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 troubled him many 
times. But music was not articulate. It was not a new world, but 
rather a new chaos, that it created in us. Words! Mere words! How 
terrible 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 un-
derstood. 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?
 Lord Henry watched him, with his sad smile. He knew the pre-
cise psychological moment when to say nothing. He felt intensely 
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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, which had revealed to him much that he had not 
known before, he wondered whether Dorian Gray was passing 
through the same experience. He had merely shot an arrow into 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 re finement and perfect delicacy that come 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 painting, 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 expres-
sion. I suppose he has been paying you compliments. You  mustn’t 
believe a word that he says.”
 “He has certainly not been paying me compliments. Perhaps that 
is the reason I  don’t think I believe anything he has told me.”
 “You know you believe it all,” said Lord Henry, looking at him, 
with his dreamy, heavy- lidded eyes. “I will go out to the garden with 
you. It is horridly hot in the studio. Basil, let us have some thing iced 
to drink, some thing with strawberries in it.”
 “Certainly, Harry. Just touch the bell, and when 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 better 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 bury-
ing 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 mur-
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mured. “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- headed, 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- chiselled nostrils 
quivered, 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 creature. You know more 
than you think you know, just as you know less than you want to 
know.”
 Dorian Gray frowned and turned his head away. He could not 
help liking the tall, graceful young man who was standing by him. 
His romantic olive- coloured face and worn expression interested 
him. There was some thing in his low, languid voice that was abso-
lutely fascinating. His cool, white, flower- like hands, even, had a cu-
rious 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 friend-
ship between them had never altered him. Suddenly there had come 
some one 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 
schoolboy, 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 let yourself become sunburnt. It would be very unbecom-
ing to you.”
 “What does it matter?” cried Dorian, laughing, as he sat down on 
the seat at the end of the garden.
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 “It should matter ev ery thing to you, Mr. Gray.”
 “Why?”
 “Because you have now 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. Someday, when you are old and wrin-
kled and ugly, when thought has seared your forehead with its lines, 
and passion branded your lips with its hideous fires, you will feel it, 
you will feel it terribly. Now, wherever you go, you charm the world. 
Will it always be so?
 “You have a wonderfully beautiful face, Mr. Gray.  Don’t frown. 
You have. And Beauty is a form of Genius, is higher indeed than Ge-
nius, as it needs no explanation. It is one of the great facts of the 
world, like sunlight, or spring- time, or the re flection 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. 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, the gods have been good to you. But what the gods 
give they quickly take away. You have only a few years in which 
to really live. 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. Ev ery 
month as it wanes brings you nearer to some thing dreadful. Time is 
jealous of you, and wars against your lilies and your roses. You will 
become sallow, and hollow- cheeked, and dull- eyed. You will suf fer 
horribly.
 “Realise your youth while you have it.  Don’t squander the gold of 
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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, which are the 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 He do nism! 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 I met you I saw that you were quite unconscious of 
what you really are, what you really might be. There was so much 
about you that charmed me that I felt I must tell you some thing 
about yourself. I thought how tragic it would be if you were wasted. 
For there is such a little time that your youth will last, such a lit-
tle time.
 “The common hill- flowers wither, but they blossom again. The 
laburnum will be as golden 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 have its purple stars. But we never get back 
our youth. The pulse of joy that beats in us at twenty be comes slug-
gish. 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 did not dare 
to yield to. Youth! Youth! There is absolutely nothing in the world 
but youth!”
 Dorian Gray listened, open- eyed and wondering. The spray of li-
lac 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 fretted 
purple of the tiny blossoms. He watched it with that strange interest 
in trivial things that we try to develop 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 that terri-
fies us lays sudden siege to the brain and calls on us to yield. After a 
time it flew away. He saw it creeping into the stained trumpet of a 
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Tyrian convolvulus. The flower seemed to quiver, and then swayed 
 gently to and fro.
 Suddenly Hallward appeared at the door of the studio, and made 
frantic signs for them to come in. They turned to each other and 
smiled.
 “I am waiting,” cried Hallward. “Do come in. The light is quite 
perfect, and you can bring your drinks.”
 They rose up, and sauntered down the walk together. Two green-
 and- white butterflies fluttered past them, and in the pear- tree at the 
end of the garden a thrush began to sing.
 “You are glad you have met me, Mr. Gray,” said Lord Henry, look-
ing 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 ev ery romance by 
trying to make it last for ever. It is a meaningless word, too. The only 
difference between a caprice, and a life- long passion, is that the ca-
price lasts a little  longer.”
 As they entered the studio, Dorian Gray put his hand upon Lord 
Henry’s arm. “In that case, let our friendship be a caprice,” he mur-
mured, flushing at his own boldness, then stepped upon the plat-
form and resumed his pose.
 Lord Henry flung himself into a large wicker arm- chair, and 
watched him. The sweep and dash of the brush on the canvas made 
the only sound that broke the stillness, except when Hallward 
stepped back now and then, to look at his work from a distance. 
In the silent, slanting beams that streamed through the open door- 
way, the dust danced and was golden. The heavy scent of the roses 
seemed to brood over ev ery thing.
 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 smiling. “It 
is quite fin ished,” he cried, at last, and stooping down he wrote 
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his name in thin 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 wonderful likeness as well.
 “My dear fellow, I congratulate you most warmly,” he said. “Mr. 
Gray, come and look at yourself.”
 The lad started, as if awakened from some dream. “Is it really fin-
ished?” he murmured, stepping down from the platform.
 “Quite fin ished,” said Hallward. “And you have sat splendidly to- 
day. I am awfully obliged to you.”
 “That is entirely due to me,” broke in Lord Henry. “ Isn’t it, Mr. 
Gray?”
 Dorian made no answer, but passed listlessly in front of his pic-
ture and turned towards it. When he saw it he drew back, and his 
cheeks flushed for a moment with plea sure. A look of joy came into 
his eyes, as if he had recognized himself for the first time. He stood 
there motionless, and in wonder, dimly conscious 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 exaggerations of friendship. He had 
listened to them, laughed at them, forgotten them. They had not in-
flu enced his nature. Then had come Lord Henry, 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 de scrip tion flashed across 
him. Yes: there would be a day when his face would be wrinkled and 
wizen, his eyes dim and colourless, the grace of his fig ure broken 
and deformed. 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 ignoble, hideous, and uncouth.
 As he thought of it, a sharp pang of pain struck like a knife across 
him, and made each delicate fibre of his nature quiver. His eyes 
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deepened into amethyst, and a mist of tears came across them. 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, and not un der stand ing 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.”
 “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 hor-
rid, and dreadful. But this picture will remain always young. It will 
never be older than this particular day of June. . . . If it was only the 
other way! If it was I who were to be always young, and the picture 
that were to grow old! For this—for this—I would give ev ery thing! 
Yes: there is nothing in the whole world I would not give!”
 “You would hardly care for that arrangement, Basil,” cried Lord 
Henry laughing. “It would be rather hard lines on you.”
 “I should object very strongly, Harry.”
 Dorian Gray turned and looked at him. “I believe you would, Ba-
sil. You like your art better than your friends. I am no more to you 
than a green bronze fig ure. Hardly as much, I dare say.”
 Hallward stared in amazement. It was so unlike Dorian to speak 
like that. What had happened? He seemed almost angry. His face 
was flushed and his cheeks burning.
 “Yes,” he continued, “I am less to you than your ivory Hermes, or 
your silver Faun. 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 loses ev ery-
thing. Your picture has taught me that. Lord Henry is perfectly 



 T HE  P I C TURE  OF  DOR I AN  GRAY  83

right. Youth is the only thing worth having. When I find that I am 
growing old, I will kill myself.”
 Hallward turned pale, and caught his hand. “Dorian! 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?”
 “I am jealous of ev ery thing whose beauty does not die. I am jeal-
ous of the portrait you have painted of me. Why should it keep what 
I must lose? Ev ery moment that passes takes some thing from me, 
and gives some thing to it. Oh, if it was only the other way! If the pic-
ture could change, and I could be always 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 if he was 
praying.
 “This is your doing, Harry,” said Hallward, bitterly.
 “My doing?”
 “Yes, yours, and you know it.”
 Lord Henry shrugged his shoulders. “It is the real Dorian Gray, 
that is all,” he answered.
 “It is not.”
 “If it is not, what have I to do with it?”
 “You should have gone away, when I asked you.”
 “I stayed when you asked me.”
 “Harry, I can’t quarrel with my two best friends at once, but be-
tween 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 pillow, and looked 
at him with pallid face and tear- stained eyes, as he walked over 
to the deal painting- table that was set beneath the large curtained 
window. What was he doing there? His fingers were straying about, 
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among the litter of tin tubes and dry brushes, seeking for some thing. 
Yes, it was 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 sob he leapt 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, Dorian,” said Hall-
ward, coldly, when he had recovered from his surprise. “I never 
thought you would.”
 “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 varnished, 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? Tea is the only sim-
ple plea sure left to us.”
 “I  don’t like simple plea sures,” said Lord Henry. “And I  don’t like 
scenes, except on the stage. What absurd fellows you are, both of 
you! I wonder who it was de fined man as a rational animal. It was 
the most premature defi ni tion 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 squabble over the picture. You had much better let 
me have it, Basil. This silly boy  doesn’t really want it, and I do.”
 “If you let anyone have it but me, Basil, I will 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 mind being called a boy.”
 “I should have minded very much this morning, Lord Henry.”
 “Ah! this morning! You have lived since then.”
 There came a knock to the door, and the butler entered with the 



 T HE  P I C TURE  OF  DOR I AN  GRAY  85

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 the tea out. The two men sauntered lan-
guidly to the table, and examined what was under the covers.
 “Let us go to the theatre to- night,” said Lord Henry. “There is 
sure to be some thing on, somewhere. I have promised to dine at 
White’s, but it is only with an old friend, so I can send him a wire 
and say that I am ill, or that I am prevented from coming in conse-
quence of a subsequent engagement. I think that would be a rather 
nice excuse—it would have the surprise of candour.”
 “It is such a bore put ting on one’s dress- clothes,” muttered Hall-
ward. “And, when one has them on, they are so horrid.”
 “Yes,” answered Lord Henry, dreamily, “the costume of our day 
is detestable. It is so sombre, so depressing. Sin is the only colour- 
element 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. I have a lot of work to do.”
 “Well, then, you and I will go alone, Mr. Gray.”
 “I should like that awfully.”
 Basil Hallward bit his lip and walked over, cup in hand, to the 
picture. “I will stay with the real Dorian,” he said, sadly.
 “Is it the real Dorian?” cried the original of the portrait, running 
across to him. “Am I really like that?”
 “Yes; you are just like that.”
 “How wonderful, Basil!”
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 “At least you are like it in appearance. But it will never alter,” said 
Hallward. “That is some thing.”
 “What a fuss people make about fidelity,” murmured Lord Henry. 
“And after all, it is purely a question for physiology. It has nothing 
to do with our own will. It is either an unfortunate accident, or an 
unpleasant result of temperament. 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 really.”
 “Why?”
 “Because I have promised Lord Henry to go with him.”
 “He won’t like you 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 Henry, who was 
watching them from the tea- table with an amused smile.
 “I must go, Basil,” he answered.
 “Very well,” said Hallward; and he walked over and laid his cup 
down 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.”
 “You won’t forget?”
 “No, of course not.”
 “And . . . Harry!”
 “Yes, Basil?”
 “Remember what I asked you, when we were in the garden this 
morning.”
 “I have forgotten it.”
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 “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, Hallward flung himself down on 
a sofa, and a look of pain came into his face.
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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 Curzon Street. It was, in its way, a very charming room with its 
high panelled wainscoting of olive- stained oak, its cream- coloured 
frieze and ceiling of raised plaster- work, and its brick- dust felt car-
pet strewn with long- fringed silk Persian rugs. On a tiny satinwood 
table stood a statuette by Clodion, and beside it lay a copy of “Les 
Cent Nouvelles,” bound for Margaret of Valois by Clovis Eve, and 
powdered with the gilt daisies that the Queen had selected for her 
device. Some large blue china jars, filled with parrot- tulips, were 
ranged on the mantel- shelf, and through the small leaded panes of 
the window streamed the apricot- coloured light of a summer’s day 
in London.
 Lord Henry had not come in yet. 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 Lescaut” that 
he had found in one of the bookcases. The formal monotonous tick-
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ing of the Louis Quatorze clock annoyed him. Once or twice he 
thought of going away.
 At last he heard a light step outside, and the door opened. “How 
late you are, Harry!” he murmured.
 “I am afraid it is not Harry, Mr. Gray,” said a woman’s voice.
 He glanced quickly round, and rose to his feet. “I beg your par-
don. 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 twenty- seven of them.”
 “Not twenty- seven, Lady Henry?”
 “Well, twenty- six 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 eyes. 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 always in love with somebody, and, 
as her passion was never returned, she had kept all her illusions. 
She tried to look picturesque, but only succeeded in being untidy. 
Her name was Victoria, and she had a perfect mania for going to 
Church.
 “That was at ‘Lohengrin,’ Lady Henry, I think?”
 “Yes: it was at dear ‘Lohengrin.’ I like Wagner’s music better than 
any music. It is so loud that one can talk the whole time, without 
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 paper- knife.
 Dorian smiled, and shook his head. “I am afraid I  don’t think so, 
Lady Henry. I never talk during music,—at least during good music. 
If one hears bad music, it is one’s duty to drown it by conversation.”
 “Ah! that is one of Harry’s views,  isn’t it, Mr. Gray? But you must 
not think I  don’t like good music. I adore it, but I am afraid of it. It 
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makes me too romantic. I have simply worshipped pianists,—two at 
a time, sometimes. I  don’t know what it is about them. Perhaps it is 
that they are foreigners. They all are, aren’t they? Even those that 
are born in Eng land become foreigners after a time,  don’t they? It 
is so cle ver 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 foreigners. They make one’s rooms look so pic-
turesque. But here is Harry! Harry, I came in to look for you, to ask 
you some thing, I forget what it was. And I found Mr. Gray here. We 
have had such a pleasant chat about music. We have quite the same 
views. No: I think our views 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, elevat-
ing his dark crescent- shaped eyebrows and looking at them both 
with an amused smile.—“So sorry I am late, Dorian. I went to look 
after a piece of old brocade in Wardour Street, and had to bargain 
for hours for it. Nowadays people know the price of ev ery thing, and 
the value of nothing.”
 “I am afraid I must be going,” exclaimed Lady Henry, after 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 she flitted out of the room, looking like a bird- of- paradise 
that had been out in the rain, and leaving a faint odour of patchouli 
behind her. Then he shook hands with Dorian Gray, 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.”
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 “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, Harry. I am too much in love. 
That is one of your aphorisms. I am put ting it into practice, as I do 
ev ery thing you say.”
 “Who are you in love with?” said Lord Henry, looking at him with 
a curious smile.
 “With an actress,” said Dorian Gray, blushing.
 Lord Henry shrugged his shoulders. “That is a rather common- 
place début,” he murmured.
 “You would not say so if you saw her, Harry.”
 “Who is she?”
 “Her name is Sybil 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. They 
represent the triumph of matter over mind, just as we men repre-
sent the triumph of mind over morals. 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 respectability, 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 try and 
talk brilliantly. Rouge and esprit used to go together. That has all 
gone out now. As long as a woman can look ten years youn ger than 
her own daughter, she is perfectly sat is fied. 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?”
 “About three weeks. Not so much. About two weeks and two 
days.”
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 “How did you come across her?”
 “I will tell you, Harry; but you  mustn’t be unsympathetic about 
it. After all, it never would have happened if I had not met you. 
You filled me with a wild desire to know ev ery thing about life. For 
days after I met you, some thing seemed to throb in my veins. As I 
lounged in the Park, or strolled down Piccadilly, I used to look at ev-
ery 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.
 “One evening about seven o’clock I determined to go out in 
search of some adventure. I felt that this grey, monstrous London of 
ours, with its myriads of people, its splendid sinners, and its sordid 
sins, as you once said, must have some thing in store for me. I fan-
cied a thousand things. The mere danger gave me a sense of delight. 
I remembered what you had said to me on that wonderful night 
when we first dined together, about the search for beauty being the 
poisonous secret of life. I  don’t know what I expected, but I went 
out, and wandered East- ward, soon losing my way in a labyrinth of 
grimy streets and black grassless squares. About half- past eight I 
passed by a little third- rate theatre, with great flaring gas- jets and 
gaudy play- bills. A hideous 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. ‘Ave a box, my lord,’ he said, when he saw 
me, and he took off his hat with an act of gorgeous servility. There 
was some thing 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- box. 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 would 
have missed the greatest romance of my life. I see you are laughing. 
It is horrid of you!”
 “I am not laughing, Dorian; at least I am not laughing at you. But 
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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. There are exquisite things in store for 
you. This is merely the beginning.”
 “Do you think my nature so shallow?” cried Dorian Gray, angrily.
 “No: I think your nature so deep.”
 “How do you mean?”
 “My dear boy, people who only love once in their lives are really 
shallow people. What they call their loyalty, and their fidelity, I call 
either the lethargy of custom or the lack of imagination. Faithless-
ness is to the emotional life what consistency is to the intellectual 
life, simply a confession of failure. But I  don’t want to interrupt you. 
Go on with your story.”
 “Well, I found myself seated in a horrid little private box, with a 
vulgar drop- scene staring me in the face. I looked out behind the 
curtain, and surveyed 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 
Drama.”
 “Just like, I should fancy, and very horrid. 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 fa-
thers 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 tort.”1

 “This play was good enough for us, Harry. It was ‘Romeo and Ju-
liet.’ I must admit I was rather annoyed at the idea of seeing Shake-
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speare 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 Jew 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 eyebrows, a husky tragedy voice, 
and a fig ure like a beer- barrel. Mercutio was almost as bad. He was 
played by the low comedian, who had introduced gags of his own, 
and was on most familiar terms with the pit. They were as grotesque 
as the scenery, and that looked as if it had come out of a pantomime 
of fifty years ago. 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 pas-
sion, 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 mist 
of tears that came across me. And her voice—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 moments, later on, when it had 
the wild passion of violins. You know how a voice can stir one. Your 
voice and the voice of Sybil Vane are two things that I shall never 
forget. When I close my eyes, I hear them, and each of them says 
some thing different. I  don’t know which to follow. Why should I 
not love her? Harry, I do love her. She is ev ery thing to me in life. 
Night after night I go to see her play. One evening she is Rosalind, 
and the next evening she is Imogen. I have seen her die in the gloom 
of an Ital ian 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 cap. She has been mad, 
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and has come into the presence of a guilty King, and given him rue 
to wear, and bitter herbs to taste of. She has been innocent, and the 
black hands of jealousy have crushed her reed- like throat. I have 
seen her in ev ery age and in ev ery costume. Ordinary  women never 
appeal to one’s imagination. They are limited to their century. No 
glamour ever transfig ures them. One knows their minds as easily as 
one knows their bonnets. One can always find them. There is no 
mystery in one of them. They ride in the Park in the morning, and 
chatter at tea- parties in the afternoon. They have their stereotyped 
smile, and their fashionable manner. They are quite obvious. But an 
actress! How different an actress is! Why  didn’t you tell me, Harry, 
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 extra-
ordinary charm in them, sometimes.”
 “I wish now I had not told you about Sybil Vane.”
 “You could not have helped telling me, Dorian. All through your 
life you will tell me ev ery thing you do.”
 “Yes, Harry, I believe that is true. I cannot help telling you things. 
You have a curious in flu ence over me. If I ever did a crime, I would 
come and confide 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—tell me, is Sybil Vane your mistress?”
 Dorian Gray leapt to his feet, with flushed cheeks and burning 
eyes. “How dare you suggest such a thing, Harry? It is horrible. Sybil 
Vane is sacred!”
 “It is only the sacred things that are worth touching, Dorian,” 
said Lord Henry, with a strange touch of pathos in his voice. “But 
why should you be annoyed? I suppose she will be your mistress 
some day. When one is in love, one always begins by deceiving one-
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self, and one always ends by deceiving others. That is what the 
world calls 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 bring 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 
thought I had taken too much champagne, or some thing.”
 “I am not surprised.”
 “I was not surprised either. 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 dra-
matic critics were in a conspiracy against him, and that they were 
all to be bought.”
 “I believe he was quite right there. But, on the other hand, most 
of them are not at all expensive.”
 “Well, he seemed to think they were beyond his means. By this 
time, the lights were being put out in the theatre, and I had to go. He 
wanted me to try some cigars which he strongly recommended. I 
declined. The next night, of course, I arrived at the Theatre again. 
When he saw me he made me a low bow, and assured me that I was 
a patron of art. He was a most offensive brute, though he had an ex-
traordinary passion for Shakespeare. He told me once with an air 
of pride that his three bankruptcies were entirely due to the poet, 
whom he insisted on calling ‘The Bard.’ He seemed to think it a dis-
tinction.”
 “It was a distinction, my dear Dorian—a great distinction. But 
when did you first speak to Miss Sybil Vane?”
 “The third night. She had been playing Rosalind. 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 
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seemed determined to bring me behind, so I consented. It was curi-
ous 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.”
 “Sybil? Oh, she was so shy, and so gentle. There is some thing 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 rather nervous. The 
old Jew stood grinning at the doorway 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 Sybil that I was not anything of the kind. She said 
quite simply to me, ‘You look more like a Prince.’”
 “Upon my word, Dorian, Miss Sybil knows how to pay compli-
ments.”
 “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 woman who played Lady Capulet in a sort of 
magenta dressing- wrapper on the first night, and who looks as if she 
had seen better days.”
 “I know that look. It always depresses me.”
 “The Jew wanted to tell me her his tory, but I said it did not inter-
est me.”
 “You were quite right. There is always some thing infinitely mean 
about other people’s tragedies.”
 “Sybil 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. I go to see her act ev ery night of my life, and ev-
ery night she is more marvellous.”
 “That is the reason, I suppose, that you will never dine with me 
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now. I thought you must have some curious romance on hand. You 
have; but it is not quite what I expected.”
 “My dear Harry, we either lunch or sup together ev ery day, and I 
have been to the Opera with you several times.”
 “You always come dreadfully late.”
 “Well, I can’t help going to see Sybil play, even if it is only for 
an act. I get hungry for her presence; and when I think of the won-
derful 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 Sybil 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 Sybil 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 dust into consciousness, to wake their ashes into pain. My 
God! Harry, how I worship her!” He was walking up and down the 
room as he spoke. Hectic spots of red burned on his cheeks. He was 
terribly excited.
 Lord Henry watched him with a subtle sense of plea sure. 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 won’t be able to 
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refuse to recognise 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 will have to pay 
him some thing, of course. When all that is settled, I will take a West-
 End Theatre and bring her out properly. She will make the world as 
mad as she has made me.”
 “Impossible, my dear boy!”
 “Yes, she will. She has not merely art, consummate art- instinct, 
in her, but she has personality also; and you have often told me that 
it is personalities, not principles, that move the age.”
 “Well, what night shall we go?”
 “Let me see. To- day is Tuesday. Let us fix to- morrow. She plays 
Juliet to- morrow.”
 “All right. The Bristol 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 having a meat- tea. 
However, just as you wish. 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. It is rather 
horrid of me, as he has sent me my portrait in the most wonderful 
frame, designed by himself, and, though I am a little jealous of it for 
being a whole month youn ger 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.”
 Lord Henry smiled. “He gives you good advice, I suppose. People 
are very fond of giving away what they need most themselves.”
 “You  don’t mean to say that Basil has got any passion or any ro-
mance in him?”
 “I  don’t know whether he has any passion, but he certainly has 
romance,” said Lord Henry, with an amused look in his eyes. “Has 
he never let you know that?”
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 “Never. I must ask him about it. I am rather surprised to hear it. 
He is the best of fellows, but he seems to me to be just a bit of a Phi-
listine. Since I have known you, Harry, I have discovered that.”
 “Basil, my dear boy, puts ev ery thing that is charming in him into 
his work. The consequence is that he has nothing left for life but his 
prejudices, his principles, and his common sense. The only artists I 
have ever known who are personally delightful are bad artists. Good 
artists give ev ery thing to their art, and consequently are perfectly 
uninteresting in themselves. A great poet, a really great poet, is the 
most unpoetical of all creatures. But inferior poets are absolutely 
fascinating. The worse their rhymes are, the more picturesque they 
look. The mere fact of having published a book of second- rate son-
nets makes a man quite irresistible. He lives the poetry that he can-
not write. The others write the poetry that they dare not realize.”
 “I wonder is that really so, Harry?” said Dorian Gray, put ting 
some perfume on his handkerchief out of a large gold- topped bottle 
that stood on the table. “It must be, if you say so. And now I must 
be off. Imogen is waiting for me.  Don’t forget about to- morrow. 
Good- bye!”
 As he left the room, Lord Henry’s heavy eyelids drooped, and he 
began to think. Certainly few people had ever interested him so 
much as Dorian Gray, and yet the lad’s mad adoration of some one 
else caused him not the slightest pang of annoyance or jealousy. He 
was pleased by it. It made him a more interesting study. He had been 
always enthralled by the methods of Science, but the ordinary 
subject- matter of Science had seemed to him trivial and of no im-
port. And so he had begun by vivisecting himself, as he had ended 
by vivisecting others. Human life—that appeared to him the one 
thing worth investigating. There was nothing else of any value, com-
pared to it. It was true that as one watched life in its curious crucible 
of pain and plea sure, one could not wear over one’s face a mask of 
glass, or keep the sulphurous fumes from troubling the brain and 
making the imagination turbid with monstrous fancies and mis-
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shapen 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 under-
stand their nature. And yet what a great reward one received! How 
wonderful the whole world became to one! To note the curious hard 
logic of passion, and the emotional coloured life of the intellect: to 
observe where they met, and where they separated, at what point 
they became one, 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 plea sure 
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 before her. To a 
large extent, the lad was his own creation. He had made him prema-
ture. That was some thing. Ordinary people waited till life disclosed 
to them its secrets, but to the few, to the elect, the mysteries of life 
were revealed before the veil was drawn away. Sometimes this was 
the effect of Art, and chiefly of the art of literature, which dealt im-
mediately with the passions and the intellect. But now and then a 
complex personality took the place and assumed the of fice of art, 
was indeed, in its way, a real work of art, Life having its elaborate 
masterpieces, just as poetry has, or sculpture, or painting.
 Yes, the lad was premature. He was gathering his harvest, while 
it was yet spring. The pulse and passion of youth were in him, but he 
was becoming self- conscious. It was delightful to watch him. With 
his beautiful 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 fig ures 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 spiritu-
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ality. The senses could re fine, and the intellect could degrade. Who 
could say where the fleshly impulse ceased, or the psychical im-
pulse began? How shallow were the arbitrary defi ni tions of ordi-
nary psychologists! And yet how dif fi 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 Bruno 
thought? The separation of spirit from matter was a mystery, and 
the  union of spirit with matter was a mystery also.
 He began to wonder whether we should ever make psychology 
so absolute a science that each little spring of life would be revealed 
to us. As it was, we always misunderstood ourselves, and rarely un-
derstood others. Experience was of no ethical value. It was merely 
the name we gave to our mistakes. Men had, as a rule, regarded it as 
a mode of warning, had claimed for it a certain moral efficacy in the 
formation of character, had praised it as some thing that taught us 
what to follow and showed us what to avoid. But there was no mo-
tive power in experience. It was as little of an active cause as con-
science 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 sci en tific analysis of the 
passions; and certainly Dorian Gray was a subject made to his hand, 
and seemed to promise rich and fruitful results. His sudden mad 
love for Sybil Vane was a psychological phenomenon of no small in-
terest. There was no doubt that curiosity had much to do with it, 
curiosity and the desire for new experiences, yet it was not a sim-
ple but rather a very complex passion. What there was in it of the 
purely sensuous instinct of boyhood had been transformed by the 
workings of the imagination, changed into some thing that seemed 
to the boy himself to be remote from sense, and was for that very 
reason all the more dangerous. It was the passions about whose ori-
gin we deceived ourselves that tyrannised most strongly over us. 
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Our weakest motives were those of whose nature we were con-
scious. It often happened that when we thought we were experi-
menting on others we were really experimenting on ourselves.
 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 sun-
set had smitten into scarlet gold the upper windows of the houses 
opposite. The panes glowed like plates of heated metal. The sky 
above was like a faded rose. He thought of Dorian Gray’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. It was to tell him that he was engaged to be married to 
Sybil Vane.
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“I suppose you have heard the news, Basil?” said Lord Henry 
on the following evening, as Hallward was shown into a little pri-
vate room at the Bristol where dinner had been laid for three.
 “No, Harry,” answered Hallward, 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 bet-
ter for a little whitewashing.”
 “Dorian Gray is engaged to be married,” said Lord Henry, watch-
ing him as he spoke.
 Hallward turned perfectly pale, and a curious look flashed for 
a moment into his eyes, and then passed away, leaving them dull. 
“Dorian engaged 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.”
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 “Marriage is hardly a thing that one can do now and then, Harry,” 
said Hallward, smiling.
 “Except in America. But I  didn’t say he was married. I said he 
was engaged to be married. There is a great difference. I have a dis-
tinct remembrance of being married, but I have no recollection at 
all of being engaged. I am inclined to think that I never was en-
gaged.”
 “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 him to 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 more than good, she is beautiful,” murmured Lord 
Henry, sipping a glass of vermouth and orange- bitters. “Dorian says 
she is beautiful; and he is not often wrong about things of that kind. 
Your portrait of him has quickened his appreciation 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 ap-
pointment.”
 “But do you approve of it, Harry?” asked Hallward, walking up 
and down the room, and biting his lip. “You can’t approve of it really. 
It is some silly infatuation.”
 “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 peo-
ple say, and I never interfere with what charming people do. If a 
personality fascinates me, whatever the personality chooses to do is 
absolutely delightful to me. Dorian Gray falls in love with a beauti-
ful girl who acts Shakespeare, and proposes to marry her. Why not? 
If he wedded Messalina he would be none the less interesting. You 
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know I am not a champion of marriage. The real drawback to mar-
riage is that it makes one unselfish. And unselfish people are colour-
less. They lack individuality. Still, there are certain temperaments 
that marriage makes more complex. They retain their egotism, and 
add to it many other egos. They are forced to have more than one 
life. They become more highly or ga nized. Besides, ev ery experience 
is of value, and whatever one may say against marriage, it is cer-
tainly an experience. I hope that Dorian Gray will make this girl his 
wife, passionately adore her for six months, and then suddenly be-
come fascinated by some one else. He would be a wonderful study.”
 “You  don’t mean 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 those virtues that are likely to bene fit ourselves. 
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 ev ery thing that I have said. I have the greatest con-
tempt for optimism. And as for a spoilt life, no life is spoiled but one 
whose growth is arrested. If you want to mar a nature, you have 
merely to reform it. 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 boy, throwing off his evening cape with its satin- lined 
wings, and shaking each of his friends by the hand in turn. “I have 
never been so happy. Of course it is sudden. All really delightful 
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 plea-
sure, and looked extraordinarily handsome.
 “I hope you will always be very happy, Dorian,” said Hallward, 
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“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 dinner,” broke in Lord 
Henry, put ting 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 happened was simply this. 
 After I left you yesterday evening, Harry, I had some dinner at that 
curious little Ital ian Restaurant in Rupert Street, you introduced me 
to, and went down afterwards to the Theatre. Sybil was playing Ro-
salind. Of course the scenery was dreadful, and the Orlando absurd. 
But Sybil! You should have seen her! When she came on in her boy’s 
dress she was perfectly wonderful. She wore a moss- coloured vel-
vet 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. She had never seemed to me more 
exquisite. She had all the delicate grace of that Tanagra figurine 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 will see 
her to- night. She is simply a born artist. I sat in the dingy box ab-
solutely enthralled. I forgot that I was in London and in the nine-
teenth 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 a look into 
her eyes 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 narcissus. 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 
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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 age 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 
secret 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 Hallward, slowly.
 “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 meditative manner. “At 
what particular point did you mention 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 to her.”
 “ Women are wonderfully practical,” murmured Lord Henry,—
“much more practical than we are. In situations of that kind we 
 often forget to say anything about marriage, and they always re-
mind us.”
 Hallward laid his hand upon his arm. “ Don’t, Harry. You have an-
noyed Dorian. He is not like other men. He would never bring mis-
ery 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 reason, indeed, that excuses one for asking 
any question, simple curiosity. I have a theory that it is always the 
 women who propose to us, and not we who propose to the  women, 
except, of course, in middle- class life. But then the middle classes 
are not modern.”
 Dorian Gray laughed, and tossed his head. “You are quite incor-
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rigible, Harry; but I  don’t mind. It is impossible to be angry with 
you. When you see Sybil Vane you will feel that the man who could 
wrong her would be a beast without a heart. I cannot understand 
how anyone can wish to shame what he loves. I love Sybil Vane. I 
wish to place her on a pedestal of gold, and to see the world worship 
the woman who is mine. What is marriage? An irrevocable vow. And 
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 become different from what you have 
known me to be. I am changed, and the mere touch of Sybil Vane’s 
hand makes me forget you and all your wrong, fascinating, poison-
ous, delightful theories.”
 “You will always like me, Dorian,” said Lord Henry. “Will you 
have some coffee, you fellows? Waiter, bring coffee, and fine 
champagne, and some cigarettes. No:  don’t mind the cigarettes; I 
have got some. Basil, I can’t allow you to smoke cigars. You must 
have a cigarette. A cigarette is the perfect type of a perfect plea sure. 
It is exquisite, and it leaves one unsat is fied. What more can you 
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 Dorian Gray, lighting his 
cigarette from a fire- breathing silver dragon that the waiter had 
placed on the table. “Let us go down to the theatre. When you see 
Sybil you will have a new ideal of life. She will represent some thing 
to you that you have never known.”
 “I have known ev ery thing,” said Lord Henry, with a sad look in 
his eyes, “but I am always ready for a new emotion. I am afraid that 
there is no such thing, for me at any rate. 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 
 hansom.”
 They got up and put on their coats, sipping their coffee standing. 
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Hallward was silent and preoccupied. There was a gloom over him. 
He could not bear this marriage, and yet it seemed to him to be bet-
ter than many other things that might have happened. After a few 
moments, they all passed down- stairs. 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. His eyes darkened, and the crowded flaring streets 
became blurred to him. When the cab drew up at the doors of 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 Miranda and 
had been met by Caliban. Lord Henry, upon the other hand, rather 
liked him. At least he declared he did, and insisted on shaking him 
by the hand, and assured him that he was proud to meet a man who 
had discovered a real genius, and gone bankrupt over Shakespeare. 
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 fire. The youths in the gallery had 
taken off their coats and waistcoats and hung them over the side. 
They talked to each other across the Theatre, and shared their or-
anges with the tawdry painted girls who sat by them. Some  women 
were laughing in the pit; their voices were horribly shrill and dis-
cordant. The sound of the popping of corks came from the bar.
 “What a place to find one’s divinity in!” said Lord Henry.
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 “Yes!” answered Dorian Gray. “It was here I found her, and she is 
divine beyond all living things. When she acts you will forget ev ery-
thing. These common people here, with their coarse faces and bru-
tal gestures, 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 responsive as a violin. She spiritualises them, 
and one feels that they are of the same flesh and blood as oneself.”
 “Oh, I hope not!” murmured Lord Henry, who was scanning the 
occupants of the gallery through his opera- glass.
 “ Don’t pay any attention to him, Dorian,” said Hallward. “I un-
derstand what you mean, and I believe in this girl. Any one you love 
must be marvellous, and any girl that has the effect you describe 
must be fine and noble. To spiritualise one’s age,—that is some thing 
worth doing. If this girl can give a soul to those who have lived with-
out one, if she can create the sense of beauty in people whose lives 
have been sordid and ugly, if she can strip them of their selfish ness 
and lend them tears for sorrows that are not their own, she is wor-
thy 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. 
God made Sybil Vane for you. Without her you would have been in-
complete.”
 “Thanks, Basil,” answered Dorian Gray, pressing his hand. “I 
knew that you would understand me. Harry is so cynical, he terri-
fies 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 
ev ery thing that is good in me.”
 A quarter of an hour afterwards, amidst an extraordinary turmoil 
of applause, Sybil Vane stepped on to the stage. Yes, she was cer-
tainly lovely to look at, one of the loveliest creatures, Lord Henry 
thought, that he had ever seen. There was some thing 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 
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crowded, enthusiastic house. She stepped back a few paces, and her 
lips seemed to tremble. Basil Hallward leapt to his feet and began to 
applaud. Dorian Gray sat motionless, gazing on her, like a man in 
a dream. Lord Henry peered through his opera- glass, murmuring, 
“Charming, charming!”
 The scene was the hall of Capulet’s house, and Romeo in his pil-
grim’s dress had entered with Mercutio and his 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, Sybil Vane 
moved like a creature from a finer world. Her body swayed, as she 
danced, as a plant sways in the water. The curves of her throat were 
like 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 lines she had to speak,—

Good pilgrim, you do wrong your hand too much,
Which mannerly devotion shows in this;
For Saints have hands that pilgrims’ hands do touch,
And palm to palm is holy palmers’ kiss,—

with the brief dialogue that follows, were spoken in a thoroughly 
ar ti fi cial manner. The voice was exquisite, but from the point of 
view of tone it was absolutely 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. Neither of his friends 
dared to say anything to him. She seemed to them to be absolutely 
incompetent. They were horribly disappointed. Yet they felt that 
the true test of any Juliet is the 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 moonlight. That 
could not be denied. But the staginess of her acting was unbearable, 
and grew worse as she went on. Her gestures became absurdly ar-
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tifi cial. She over- emphasised ev ery thing that she had to say. The 
beautiful passage,—

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

was declaimed with the painful precision of a school- girl who has 
been taught to recite by some second- 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 doth 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,—

she spoke the words as if they conveyed no meaning to her. It was 
not nervousness. Indeed, so far from being nervous, she seemed ab-
solutely 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, 
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bitter voice. “I am awfully sorry that I have made you waste an eve-
ning, Harry. I apologise to both of you.”
 “My dear Dorian, I should think Miss Vane was ill,” interrupted 
Hallward. “We will come some other night.”
 “I wish she was ill,” he rejoined. “But she seems to me to be sim-
ply callous and cold. She has entirely altered. Last night she was 
a great artist. To- night she is merely a commonplace, mediocre 
 actress.”
 “ Don’t talk like that about any one you love, Dorian. Love is a 
more wonderful thing than art.”
 “They are both simply forms of imitation,” murmured 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 sup-
pose 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 delight-
ful experience. There are only two kinds of people who are really 
fascinating,—people who know absolutely ev ery thing, 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 my-
self. We will smoke cigarettes and drink to the beauty of Sybil Vane. 
She is beautiful. What more can you want?”
 “Please go away, Harry,” cried the lad. “I really want to be alone. 
Basil, you  don’t mind my asking you to go? Ah! can’t you see that my 
heart is breaking?” The hot tears came to his eyes. His lips trembled, 
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 cur-
tain rose on the third act. Dorian Gray went back to his seat. He 
looked pale, and proud, and indifferent. The play dragged on, and 
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seemed interminable. Half of the audience went out, tramping in 
heavy boots, and laughing. The whole thing was a fiasco. The last act 
was played to almost empty benches.
 As soon as it was over, Dorian Gray rushed behind the scenes into 
the green- room. The girl was standing alone there, 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 smiling over some 
secret of their own.
 When he entered, she looked at him, and an expression of infi-
nite joy came over her. “How badly I acted to- night, Dorian!” she 
cried.
 “Horribly!” he answered, gazing at her in amazement, “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, lingering over his name 
with long- drawn music in her voice, as though it were sweeter than 
honey to the red petals of her lips, “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.”
 He shrugged his shoulders. “You are ill, I suppose. When you are 
ill you  shouldn’t act. You make yourself 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 Cordelia were 
mine also. I believed in ev ery thing. 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 
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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 moonlight in the orchard was false, that the scen-
ery was vulgar, and that the words I had to speak were unreal, were 
not my words, not what I wanted to say. You had brought me some-
thing higher, some thing of which all art is but a re flection. You have 
made me understand what love really is. My love! my love! I am 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 ev ery thing had gone from me. Sud-
denly it dawned on my soul what it all meant. The knowledge was 
exquisite to me. I heard them hissing, and I smiled. What should 
they know of love? Take me away, Dorian. Take me away with you, 
where we can be quite alone. I hate the stage. I might mimic a pas-
sion that I do not feel, but I cannot mimic one that burns me like 
fire. Oh, Dorian, Dorian, you understand now what it all means? 
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.
 She looked at him in wonder, and laughed. He made no answer. 
She came across to him, and stroked his hair with her little fingers. 
She knelt down and pressed his hands to her lips. He drew them 
away, and a shudder ran through him.
 Then he leapt 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 curiosity. You simply produce no effect. I loved you because 
you were wonderful, because you had genius and intellect, because 
you realised the dreams of great poets, and gave shape and sub-
stance to the shadows of art. You have thrown it all away. You are 
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shallow and stupid. 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! What are you without your art? Nothing. 
I would have made you famous, splendid, mag nifi cent. The world 
would have worshipped you, and you would have belonged to me. 
What are you now? A third- rate actress with a pretty face.”
 The girl grew white, and trembled. She clenched her hands to-
gether, and her voice seemed to catch in her throat. “You are not se-
rious, Dorian?” she murmured. “You are acting.”
 “Acting! I leave that to you. You do it so well,” he answered, bit-
terly.
 She rose from her knees, and, with a piteous expression of pain 
in her face, came across the room to him. She put her hand upon his 
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 flower. “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. 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 art-
ist. It was foolish of me; and yet I  couldn’t help it. 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 
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his beautiful eyes, looked down at her, and his chiselled lips curled 
in exquisite disdain. There is always some thing ridiculous about 
the passions of people whom one has ceased to love. Sybil Vane 
seemed to him to be absurdly melodramatic. Her tears and sobs an-
noyed 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 to him. 
Her little hands stretched blindly out, and appeared 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 remembered wandering 
through dimly- lit streets with 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 chatter-
ing to themselves like monstrous apes. A man with curious eyes had 
suddenly peered into his face, and then dogged him with stealthy 
footsteps, passing and repassing him many times. He had seen gro-
tesque children huddled upon door- steps, and had heard shrieks 
and oaths from gloomy courts.
 When the dawn was just breaking he found himself at Covent 
Garden. 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 un-
loading their waggons. A white- smocked carter offered him some 
cherries. He thanked him, 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- 
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headed girls, waiting for the auction to be over. After some time he 
hailed a hansom and drove home. The sky was pure opal now, and 
the roofs of the houses glistened like silver against it.
 As he was passing through the library towards the door of his 
bedroom, his eye fell upon the portrait Basil Hallward had painted 
of him. He started back in surprise, and then went over to it and 
 examined it. In the dim arrested light that struggled through the 
cream- coloured silk blinds, the face seemed 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 curious.
 He turned round, and, walking to the window, drew the blinds 
up. The bright dawn flooded the room, and swept the fantastic shad-
ows 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 in ten si fied even. The quivering, ardent sun-
light 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 dread-
ful thing.
 He winced, and, taking up from the table an oval glass framed in 
ivory Cupids, that Lord Henry had given him, he glanced hurriedly 
into it. No line like that warped his red lips. What did it mean?
 He rubbed his eyes, and came close to the picture, and examined 
it again. There were no signs of any change when he looked into the 
ac tual 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 fin ished. Yes, he remembered it per-
fectly. He had uttered a mad wish that he himself might remain 
young, and the portrait grow old; that his own beauty might be un-
tarnished, and the face on the canvas bear the burden of his pas-
sions and his sins; that the painted image might be seared with the 
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lines of suf fering and thought, and that he might keep all the deli-
cate bloom and loveliness of his then just conscious boyhood. Surely 
his prayer had not been answered? 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 shallow and unworthy. And, yet, a feeling of infinite regret 
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 suf fered also. During the three terri-
ble hours that the play had lasted, he had lived centuries of pain, 
æon upon æon of torture. His life was well worth hers. She had 
marred him for a moment, if he had wounded her for an age. Be-
sides,  women were better suited to bear sorrow than men. 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 Sybil 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 troubled senses. 
The horrible night that he had passed had left phantoms behind 
it. Suddenly there had fallen 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 
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eyes met his own. A sense of infinite pity, not for himself, but for the 
painted image 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 ev ery sin that he committed, a stain would fleck 
and wreck its fairness.
 But he would not sin. The picture, changed or unchanged, would 
be to him the visible emblem of conscience. He would resist temp-
tation. He would not see Lord Henry any more, would not, at any 
rate, listen to those subtle poisonous theories that in Basil Hall-
ward’s garden had first stirred within him the passion for impossi-
ble things. He would go back to Sybil Vane, make her amends, marry 
her, try to love her again. Yes, it was his duty to do so. She must have 
suf fered more than he had. Poor child! He had been selfish and cruel 
to her. The fascination that she had exercised over him would re-
turn. 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 mur-
mured to himself, and he walked across to the window and opened 
it. When he stepped out on the grass, he drew a deep breath. The 
fresh morning air seemed to drive away all his sombre passions. He 
thought only of Sybil Vane. A faint echo of his love came back to 
him. He repeated her name over and over again. The birds that were 
singing in the dew- drenched garden seemed to be telling the flow-
ers about her.



6

It was long past noon when he awoke. His valet had crept sev-
eral times into the room on tiptoe to see if he was stirring, and had 
wondered what made his young master sleep so late. Fi nally his bell 
sounded, and Victor came in softly with a cup of tea, and a pile of 
letters, on a small tray of old Sèvres china, and drew back the olive- 
satin curtains, with their shimmering blue lining, that hung in front 
of the three tall windows.
 “Monsieur has well slept this morning,” he said, smiling.
 “What o’clock is it, Victor?” asked Dorian Gray, sleepily.
 “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 
put it aside. The others he opened listlessly. They contained the 
usual collection of cards, invitations to dinner, tickets for private 
views, programmes of Charity Concerts and the like, that are show-
ered on fashionable young men ev ery morning during the sea-
son. There was a rather heavy bill, for a chased silver Louis- Quinze 
toilet- set, that he had not yet had the courage to send on to his 
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guardians, who were extremely old- fashioned people and did not 
realise that we live in an age when only unnecessary things are ab-
solutely necessary to us; and there were several very courteously 
worded communications from Jermyn Street money- lenders offer-
ing to advance any sum of money at a moment’s notice, and at the 
most reasonable rates of interest.
 After about ten minutes he got up, and, throwing on an elaborate 
dressing- gown, passed into the onyx- paved bath- room. The cool 
water refreshed him after his long sleep. He seemed to have forgot-
ten all that he had gone through. A dim sense of having taken part in 
some strange tragedy 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 library and sat down 
to a light French breakfast, that had been laid out for him on a small 
round table close to an 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, filled with sulphur- yellow roses, that stood 
in front of 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, put ting an omelette on 
the table. “I shut the window?”
 Dorian shook his head. “I am not cold,” he murmured.
 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 in 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 
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and cigarettes had been brought and the man turned to go, he felt 
a mad desire to tell him to remain. As the door closed behind him 
he called him back. The man stood waiting for his orders. Dorian 
looked at him for a moment. “I am not at home to anyone, Victor,” 
he said with a sigh. The man bowed and retired.
 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 curi-
ously, wondering if it had ever before 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 trouble about it? But what if, by some fate or 
deadlier chance, other eyes than his spied behind, and saw the hor-
rible change? What should he do if Basil Hallward came and asked 
to look at his own picture? He 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 at the portrait with a feel-
ing of almost sci en tific interest. 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 them-
selves into form and colour on the canvas, 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, gazing at the picture in sickened horror.
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 One thing, however, he felt that it had done for him. It had made 
him conscious how unjust, how cruel, he had been to Sybil 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 higher in flu-
ence, would be transformed into some nobler passion, and the por-
trait that Basil Hallward had painted of him would be a guide to him 
through life, would be to him what holiness was 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 half- past four, but he did not 
stir. He was trying to gather up the scarlet threads of life, 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. Fi nally, 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 af-
ter 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 Gray had fin ished 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 Dorian, 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 knock-
ing 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 part-
ing was inevitable. He jumped up, drew the screen hastily across the 
picture, and unlocked the door.
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 “I am so sorry for it all, my dear boy,” said Lord Henry, coming in. 
“But you must not think about it too much.”
 “Do you mean about Sybil Vane?” asked Dorian.
 “Yes, of course,” answered Lord Henry, sinking into a chair, and 
slowly pulling his gloves off. “It is dreadful, from one point of view, 
but it was not your fault. Tell me, did you go behind and see her af-
ter 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 remorse, and tearing your nice hair.”
 “I have got through all that,” said Dorian, shaking 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 before 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?”
 “By marrying Sybil Vane.”
 “Marrying Sybil Vane!” cried Lord Henry, standing up, and look-
ing at him in perplexed amazement. “But, my dear Dorian . . .”
 “Yes, Harry, I know what you are going to say. Some thing dread-
ful about marriage.  Don’t say it.  Don’t ever say things of that kind to 
me again. Two days ago I asked Sybil 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 some thing in it that I  wouldn’t like.”
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 Lord Henry walked across the room, and, sitting down by Dorian 
Gray, took both his hands in his, and held them tightly. “Dorian,” he 
said, “my letter— don’t be frightened—was to tell you that Sybil Vane 
is dead.”
 A cry of pain rose from the lad’s lips, and he leapt to his feet, tear-
ing his hands away from Lord Henry’s grasp. “Dead! Sybil dead! It is 
not true. It is a horrible lie.”
 “It is quite true, Dorian,” said Lord Henry, gravely. “It is in all the 
morning papers. I wrote down to you to ask you not to see any one 
till I came. There will have to be an inquest, of course, and you must 
not be mixed up in it. Things like that make a man fashionable in 
Paris. But in London people are so prejudiced. 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  don’t suppose they know your 
name at the Theatre. If they  don’t, it is all right. Did anyone see you 
going round to her room? That is an im por tant point.”
 Dorian did not answer for a few moments. He was dazed with 
horror. Fi nally he murmured, in a stifled voice, “Harry, did you say 
an inquest? What did you mean by that? Did Sybil . . . Oh, Harry, I 
can’t bear it. But be quick. Tell me ev ery thing at once.”
 “I have no doubt it was not an accident, Dorian, though it must 
be put in that way to the public. As she was leaving the Theatre with 
her mother, about half- past twelve or so, she said she had forgotten 
some thing upstairs. They waited some time for her, but she did not 
come down again. They ultimately found her lying dead on the floor 
of her dressing- room. She had swallowed some thing by mistake, 
some dreadful thing they use at theatres. I  don’t know what it was, 
but it had either prussic acid or white lead in it. I should fancy it 
was prussic acid, as she seems to have died instantaneously. It is 
very tragic, of course, but you must not get yourself mixed up in it. I 
see by the Standard that she was seventeen. I should have thought 
she was almost youn ger than that. She looked such a child, and 
seemed to know so little about acting. Dorian, you  mustn’t let this 
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thing get on your nerves. You must come and dine with me, and af-
terwards we will look in at the Opera. It is a Patti night, and ev ery-
body will be there. You can come to my sister’s box. She has got 
some smart  women with her.”
 “So I have murdered Sybil Vane,” said Dorian Gray, half to him-
self, “murdered her as certainly as if I had cut her little throat with a 
knife. And the roses are not less lovely for all that. The birds sing 
just as happily in my garden. And to- night I am to dine with you, 
and then go on to the Opera, and sup somewhere, I suppose, after-
wards. 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 ac tually, 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 addressed to a dead girl. Can they feel, I wonder, those white 
silent people we call the dead? Sybil! Can she feel, or know, or lis-
ten? Oh, Harry, how I loved her once! It seems years ago to me now. 
She was ev ery thing to me. Then came that dreadful night—was it 
really only last night?—when she played so badly, and my heart al-
most broke. She explained it all to me. It was terribly pathetic. But I 
was not moved a bit. I thought her shallow. Then some thing hap-
pened that made me afraid. I can’t tell you what it was, but it was 
awful. 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, the only way a woman can ever reform a 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 indifferent to her. And when a 
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woman finds that out about her husband, she either be comes dread-
fully dowdy, or wears very smart bonnets that some other woman’s 
husband has to pay for. I say nothing about the social mistake, but I 
assure you that in any case the whole thing would have been an ab-
solute 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 always made too late. Mine certainly 
were.”
 “Good resolutions are simply a useless attempt to interfere with 
sci en tific laws. Their origin is pure vanity. Their result is absolutely 
nil. They give us, now and then, some of those luxurious sterile emo-
tions that have a certain charm for us. That is all that can be said for 
them.”
 “Harry,” cried Dorian Gray, coming over and sitting 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 in your life to be en ti tled 
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 re-
joined, “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 wonderful play. It has all the 
terrible beauty of a great tragedy, a tragedy in which I took part, but 
by which I have not been wounded.”
 “It is an interesting question,” said Lord Henry, who found an ex-
quisite plea sure in playing on the lad’s unconscious egotism, “an ex-
tremely interesting question. I fancy that the explanation is this. It 
often happens that the real tragedies of life occur in such an inartis-
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tic manner that they hurt us by their crude violence, their absolute 
incoherence, their absurd want of meaning, their entire lack of style. 
They affect us, just as vulgarity affects us. They give us an impres-
sion of sheer brute force, and we revolt against that. Sometimes, 
however, a tragedy that has 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 spectators of the play. Or rather we 
are both. We watch ourselves, and the mere wonder of the spectacle 
enthralls us. In the present case, what is it that has really happened? 
Some one has killed herself for love of you. I wish 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 memory of woman! 
What a fearful thing it is! And what an utter intellectual stagnation 
it reveals! One should absorb the colour of life, but one should never 
remember its details. Details are always vulgar.
 “Of course, now and then things linger. I once wore nothing but 
violets all through one season, as mourning for a romance that 
would not die. Ultimately, however, it did die. I forget what killed it. 
I think it was her proposing to sac ri fice the whole world for me. 
That is always a dreadful moment. It fills one with the terror of eter-
nity. Well, would you believe it? A week ago, at Lady Hampshire’s, I 
found myself seated at dinner next the lady in question, and she in-
sisted on going over the whole thing again, and digging up the past, 
and raking up the future. I had buried my romance in a bed of pop-
pies. She dragged it out again, and assured me that I had spoilt 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 
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the curtain has fallen. They always want a sixth act, and as soon as 
the interest of the play is entirely over they propose to continue it. 
If they were allowed to have their way, ev ery comedy would have a 
tragic ending, and ev ery tragedy would culminate in a farce. They 
are charmingly ar ti fi cial, 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 Sybil Vane did for you. 
Ordinary  women always console 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 ribands. It always means that they have a his tory. 
Others find a great consolation in suddenly discovering the good 
qualities of their husbands. They flaunt their conjugal felicity in 
one’s face, as if it was 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. There is really no end to the 
consolations that  women find in modern life. Indeed, I have not 
mentioned the most im por tant one of all.”
 “What is that, Harry?” said Dorian Gray listlessly.
 “Oh, the obvious one. Taking some one else’s admirer when one 
loses one’s own. In good society that always whitewashes a woman. 
But really, Dorian, how different Sybil Vane must have been from all 
the  women one meets! There is some thing to me quite beautiful 
about her death. I am glad I am living in a century when such won-
ders happen. They make one believe in the reality of the things that 
shallow, fashionable people play with, such as romance, passion, 
and love.”
 “I was terribly cruel to her. You forget that.”
 “I believe that  women appreciate cruelty more than anything 
else. They have wonderfully primitive instincts. We have emanci-
pated them, but they remain slaves looking for their masters, all the 
same. They love being dominated. I am sure you were splendid. 
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I have never seen you angry, but I can fancy how delightful you 
looked. And, after all, you said some thing to me the day before yes-
terday that seemed to me at the time to be merely fanciful, but that I 
see now was absolutely true, and it explains ev ery thing.”
 “What was that, Harry?”
 “You said to me that Sybil Vane represented to you all the hero-
ines of romance. That she was Desdemona 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,” murmured the lad, bury-
ing his face in his hands.
 “No, she will never come to life. She has played her last part. But 
you must think of that lonely death in the tawdry dressing- room 
simply as a strange lurid fragment from some Jacobean tragedy, as 
a wonderful scene from Webster, or Ford, or Cyril Tourneur. 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 Shake-
speare’s plays, and left them lovelier for its presence, a reed through 
which Shakespeare’s music sounded richer and more full of joy. The 
moment she touched ac tual life, she marred it, and it marred her, 
and so she passed away. Mourn for Ophelia, if you like. Put ashes on 
your head because Cordelia was strangled. Cry out against Heaven 
because the daughter of Brabantio died. But  don’t waste your tears 
over Sybil Vane. She was less real than they are.”
 There was a silence. The evening darkened in the room. Noise-
lessly, and with silver feet, the shadows crept in from the garden. 
The colours faded wearily out of things.
 After some time Dorian Gray looked up. “You have explained me 
to myself, Harry,” he murmured, with some thing 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 expe-
rience. That is all. I wonder if life has still in store for me anything 
as marvellous.”
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 “Life has ev ery thing 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 grey, 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 beauti-
ful. 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.”
 “I  don’t feel up to it,” said Dorian wearily. “But 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,” an-
swered 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 appeared with the lamps and drew the 
blinds down. He waited impatiently for him to go. The man seemed 
to take an interminable time about ev ery thing.
 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 Sybil Vane’s death before he had known of it himself. It was 
conscious of the events of life as they occurred. The vicious 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 
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day he would see the change taking place before his very eyes, shud-
dering as he hoped it.
 Poor Sybil! What a romance it had all been! She had often mim-
icked death on the stage, and at last Death himself had touched her, 
and brought her with him. How had she played that dreadful 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 ev ery thing, by the sac ri fice she had made of her life. He would 
not think any more of what she had made him go through, that hor-
rible night at the theatre. When he thought of her, it would be as 
a wonderful tragic fig ure to whom Love had been a great reality. A 
wonderful tragic fig ure? Tears came to his eyes as he remembered 
her child- like look, and winsome fanciful ways, and shy tremulous 
grace. He wiped 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, plea sures subtle and secret, wild joys and wilder sins 
—he was to have all these things. The portrait was to bear the bur-
den of his shame: that was all.
 A feeling of pain came 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 now smiled so cruelly at him. Morning after morning he 
had sat before the portrait wondering at its beauty, almost enam-
oured of it, as it seemed to him at times. Was it to alter now with 
ev ery mood to which he yielded? Was it to become a hideous and 
loathsome 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 the hair? The pity of it! the pity of it!
 For a moment he thought of praying that the horrible sympa-
thy that existed between him and the picture might cease. It had 
changed in answer to a prayer. Perhaps in answer to a prayer it 
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might remain unchanged. And, yet, who, that knew anything about 
Life, would surrender the chance of remaining always young, how-
ever fantastic that chance might be, or with what fateful conse-
quences it might be fraught? Besides, was it really under his con-
trol? Had it indeed been prayer that had produced the substitution? 
Might there not be some curious sci en tific reason for it all? If 
thought could exercise its in flu ence upon a living organism, might 
not thought exercise an in flu ence upon dead and inorganic things? 
Nay, 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 or strange affinity? But the reason was 
of no importance. He would never again tempt by a prayer any ter-
rible power. If the picture was to alter, it was to alter. That was all. 
Why inquire too closely into it?
 For there would be a real plea sure in watching it. He would be 
able to follow his mind into its secret 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 summer. 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 blossom 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. What did it 
matter what happened to the coloured image on the canvas? He 
would be safe. That was ev ery thing.
 He drew the screen back into its former place in front of the pic-
ture, 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 Op-
era, 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 re-
ally 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 Globe, that I picked up at the club. I came here at once 
and was miserable at not find ing you. I can’t tell you how heart- 
broken I am about the whole thing. I know what you must suf fer. 
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 ad-
dress 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! What a state she must be in! And her only child too! What 
did she say about it all?”
 “My dear Basil, how do I know?” murmured Dorian, sipping 
some pale- yellow wine from a delicate gold- beaded bubble of Vene-
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tian 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. Tell me about yourself and 
what you are painting.”
 “You went to the Opera?” said Hallward, speaking very slowly, 
and with a strained touch of pain in his voice. “You went to the 
 Opera while Sybil 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 bear it!” cried Dorian, leaping to his feet. 
“You must not tell me about things. What is done is done. What is 
past is past.”
 “You call yesterday the past?”
 “What has the ac tual 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 plea sure. 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! Some thing has changed you completely. 
You look exactly the same wonderful boy who used to come down 
to my studio, day after day, to sit for his picture. But you were sim-
ple, natural, and affectionate then. You were the most unspoiled 
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 
in flu ence. I see that.”
 The lad flushed up, and, going to the window, looked out on the 
green flickering garden for a few moments. “I owe a great deal to 
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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 exclaimed, turning 
round. “I  don’t know what you want. What do you want?”
 “I want the Dorian Gray I used to know.”
 “Basil,” said the lad, going over to him, and put ting his hand on 
his shoulder, “you have come too late. Yesterday when I heard that 
Sybil 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 It is one of the great romantic trage-
dies of the age. As a rule, people who act lead the most common-
place lives. They are good husbands, or faithful wives, or some thing 
tedious. You know what I mean—middle- class virtue and all that 
kind of thing. How different Sybil was! She lived her finest tragedy. 
She was always 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 the sphere of art. There is some thing of the 
martyr about her. Her death has all the pathetic uselessness of mar-
tyrdom, all its wasted beauty. But, as I was saying, you must not 
think I have not suf fered. If you had come in yesterday at a particu-
lar 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 suf fered immensely, then it passed away. I cannot repeat an emo-
tion. No one can, except sentimentalists. And you are awfully un-
just, Basil. You come down here to console me. That is charming of 
you. You find me consoled, and you are furious. How like a sympa-
thetic person! You remind me of a story Harry told me about a cer-
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tain philanthropist who spent twenty years of his life in trying to get 
some grievance redressed, or some unjust law altered,—I forget ex-
actly what it was. Fi nally he succeeded, and nothing could exceed 
his disappointment. He had absolutely nothing 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 forget 
what has happened, or to see it from a proper artistic point of view. 
Was it not Gautier who used to write about la consolation des arts?1 
I remember picking 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 Marlowe to-
gether, the young man who used to say that yellow satin could con-
sole one for all the miseries of life. I love beautiful things that one 
can touch and handle. Old brocades, green bronzes, lacquer- work, 
carved ivories, exquisite surroundings, luxury, pomp,—there is 
much to be got from all these. But the artistic temperament that 
they create, or at any rate reveal, is still more to me. To become 
the spectator of one’s own life, as Harry says, is to escape the suf-
fering 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 school- boy 
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 
stron ger. 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.”
 Hallward felt strangely moved. Rugged and straightforward as 
he was, there was some thing in his nature that was purely feminine 
in its tenderness. The lad was infinitely dear to him, and his person-
ality had been the great turning- point in his art. He could not bear 
the idea of reproaching him any more. After all, his indifference was 
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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 horrible 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 “inquest.” There was some thing so 
crude and vulgar about ev ery thing 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 cu-
rious 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 draw-
ing of her, Basil. I should like to have some thing more of her than 
the memory of a few kisses and some broken pathetic words.”
 “I will try and do some thing, Dorian, if it would please you. But 
you must come and sit to me yourself again. I can’t get on with-
out you.”
 “I will never sit to you again, Basil. It is impossible!” he ex-
claimed, starting back.
 Hallward 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 painted. Do take that screen away, Dorian. 
It is simply horrid of your servant hiding my work like that. I felt 
the room looked different 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.”
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 “Too strong! Impossible, 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 be-
tween Hallward and the screen. “Basil,” he said, looking very pale, 
“you must not look at it. I  don’t wish you to.”
 “Not look at my own work! you are not serious. 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, ev ery thing is over between us.”
 Hallward was thunderstruck. He looked at Dorian Gray in abso-
lute amazement. He had never seen him like this before. The lad 
was absolutely 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 window. “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? Were people to gape at the mystery of his life? 
That was impossible. Some thing, he did not know what, had to be 
done at once.
 “Yes, I  don’t suppose you will object to that. Georges Petit is go-
ing to collect all my best pictures for a special exhibition in the Rue 
de Sêze, which will open the first week in October. The portrait will 
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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 hide 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 
danger. “You told me a month ago that you would never exhibit it,” 
he said. “Why have you changed your mind? You people who go in 
for being consistent have just as many moods as others. The only 
difference is that your moods are rather meaningless. You can’t have 
forgotten that you assured me most solemnly that nothing in the 
world would induce you to send it to any exhibition. 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 
him once, half seriously and half in jest, “If you want to have an in-
teresting quarter of an hour, get Basil to tell you why he won’t ex-
hibit your picture. He told me why he  wouldn’t, and it was a revela-
tion to me.” Yes; perhaps Basil, too, had his secret. He would ask him 
and try.
 “Basil,” he said, coming over quite close, and looking him straight 
in the face, “we have each of us a secret. Let me know yours, and I 
will tell you mine. What was your reason for refusing to exhibit my 
picture?”
 Hallward shuddered in spite of himself. “Dorian, if I told you, 
you might like me less than you do, and you would certainly laugh at 
me. I could not bear your doing either of those two things. If you 
wish me never to look at your picture again, I am content. I have al-
ways you to look at. If you wish the best work I have ever done to be 
hidden from the world, I am sat is fied. Your friendship is dearer to 
me than any fame or reputation.”
 “No, Basil, you must tell me,” murmured Dorian Gray. “I think I 
have a right to know.” His feeling of terror had passed away. Curios-
ity had taken its place. He was determined to find out Basil Hall-
ward’s mystery.
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 “Let us sit down, Dorian,” said Hallward, looking pale and pained. 
“Let us sit down. I will sit in the shadow, and you shall sit in the sun-
light. Our lives are like that. Just answer me one question. Have you 
noticed in the picture some thing that you did not like? Some thing 
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 trem-
bling 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. 
It is quite true that I have worshipped you with far more romance 
of feeling than a man should ever give to a friend. Somehow, I had 
never loved a woman. I suppose I never had time. Perhaps, as Harry 
says, a really ‘grande passion’ is the privilege of those who have noth-
ing to do, and that is the use of the idle classes in a country. Well, 
from the moment I met you, your personality had the most extraor-
dinary in flu ence over me. I quite admit that I adored you madly, ex-
travagantly, absurdly. I was jealous of ev ery one to whom you spoke. 
I wanted to have you all to myself. I was only happy when I was 
with you. When I was away from you, you were still present in my 
art. It was all wrong and foolish. It is all wrong and foolish still. Of 
course I never let you know anything about this. It would have been 
impossible. You would not have understood it; I did not understand 
it myself. One day I determined to paint a wonderful portrait of you. 
It was to have been my masterpiece. It is my masterpiece. But, as I 
worked at it, ev ery flake and film of colour seemed to me to reveal 
my secret. There was love in ev ery line, and in ev ery touch there 
was passion. I grew afraid that the world would know of my idola-
try. I felt, Dorian, that I had told too much. Then it was that I re-
solved never to allow the picture to be exhibited. You were a little 
annoyed; but then you did not realize 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 fin ished, and I sat alone with it, I felt that I 
was right. Well, after a few days, the portrait left my studio, and as 
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soon as I had got rid of the intolerable fascination of its presence, it 
seemed to me that I had been foolish in imagining that I had said 
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 creation is ever really shown in 
the work one creates. Art is more abstract than we fancy. Form and 
colour tell us of form and colour, that is all. It often seems to me that 
art conceals the artist far more completely than it ever reveals him. 
And so when I got this offer from Paris I determined to make your 
portrait the principal thing in my exhibition. It never occurred to 
me that you would refuse. I see now that you were right. The pic-
ture must not 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 
young man who had just made this strange confession to him. He 
wondered if he would ever be so dominated by the personality of a 
friend. Lord Harry had the charm of being very dangerous. But that 
was all. He was too cle ver 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 picture. Did you really see it?”
 “Of course I did.”
 “Well, you  don’t mind my looking at it 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 of whom I have been really fond. 
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I  don’t suppose I shall often see you again. You  don’t know what it 
cost me to tell you all that I have told you.”
 “My dear Basil,” cried Dorian, “what have you told me? Simply 
that you felt that you liked me too much. That is not even a com-
pliment.”
 “It was not intended as a compliment. It was a confession.”
 “A very disappointing one.”
 “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 not meeting me again, or anything of that kind. 
You and I are friends, Basil, and we must always remain so.”
 “You have got Harry,” said Hallward sadly.
 “Oh, Harry!” cried the lad with a ripple of laughter. “Harry 
spends his days in saying what is incredible, and his evenings in do-
ing 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 was in trouble. I would 
sooner go to you, Basil.”
 “But you won’t sit to me again?”
 “Impossible!”
 “You spoil my life as an artist by refusing, Dorian. No man  comes 
across two ideal things. Few come across one.”
 “I can’t explain it to you, Basil, but I must never sit to you again. I 
will come and have tea with you. That will be just as pleasant.”
 “Pleasanter for you, I am afraid,” murmured Hallward, regret-
fully. “And now, good- bye. I am sorry you won’t let me look at the 
picture once again. But that can’t be helped. I quite understand 
what you feel about it.”
 As he left the room Dorian Gray smiled to himself. Poor Basil, 
how little he knew of the true reason! And how strange it was that 
instead of having been forced to reveal his own secret, he had suc-
ceeded, almost by chance, in wresting a secret from his friend. How 
much that strange confession explained to him! Basil’s absurd fits of 
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jealousy, his wild devotion, his extravagant panegyrics, his curious 
reticences,—he understood them all now, and he felt sorry. There 
was some thing tragic in a friendship so coloured by romance, some-
thing infinitely tragic in a romance that was at once so passionate 
and so sterile.
 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 the thing 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 peering behind the screen. The man 
was quite impassive, and waited for his orders. Dorian lit a cigarette, 
and walked over to the glass, and glanced into it. He could see the 
re flection of Victor’s face perfectly. It was like a placid mask of ser-
vility. 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 housekeeper that he 
wanted to see her, and then to go to the frame- maker’s and ask him 
to send two of his men round at once. It seemed to him that as the 
man left the room he peered in the direction of the screen. Or was 
that only his fancy?
 After a few moments, Mrs. Leaf, a dear old lady in a black silk 
dress, with a photograph of the late Mr. Leaf framed in a large gold 
brooch at her neck, and old- fashioned thread mittens on her wrin-
kled hands, bustled into the room.
 “Well, Master Dorian,” she said, “what can I do for you? I beg 
your pardon, Sir,”—here came a curtsey,—“I  shouldn’t call you Mas-
ter Dorian any more. But, Lord bless you, Sir, I have known you 
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since you were a baby, and many’s the trick you’ve played on poor 
old Leaf. Not that you were not always a good boy, Sir, but boys will 
be boys, Master Dorian, and jam is a temptation to the young,  isn’t 
it, Sir?”
 He laughed. “You must always call me Master Dorian, Leaf. I will 
be very angry with you if you  don’t. And I assure you I am quite as 
fond of jam now as I used to be. Only when I am asked out to tea I 
am never offered any. I want you to give me the key of the room at 
the top of the house.”
 “The old school- room, Master Dorian? Why, it’s full of dust. I 
must get it arranged and put straight before you go into it. It’s not fit 
for you to see, Master Dorian. It is not, indeed.”
 “I  don’t want it put straight, Leaf. I only want the key.”
 “Well, Master Dorian, you’ll be covered with cobwebs if you goes 
into it. Why, it  hasn’t been opened for nearly five years. Not since 
his Lordship died.”
 He winced at the mention of his dead uncle’s name. He had hate-
ful memories of him. “That does not matter, Leaf,” he replied. “All I 
want is the key.”
 “And here is the key, Master Dorian,” said the old lady, after going 
over the contents of her bunch with tremulously uncertain hands. 
“Here is the key. I’ll have it off the ring in a moment. But you  don’t 
think of living up there, Master Dorian, and you so comfortable 
here?”
 “No, Leaf, I  don’t. I merely want to see the place, and perhaps 
store some thing in it. That is all. Thank you, Leaf. I hope your rheu-
matism is better; and mind you send me up jam for breakfast.”
 Mrs. Leaf shook her head. “Them foreigners  doesn’t understand 
jam, Master Dorian. They calls it ‘compot.’ But I’ll bring it to you 
myself some morning, if you lets me.”
 “That will be very kind of you, Leaf,” he answered, looking at the 
key; and, having made him an elaborate curtsey, the old lady left the 
room, her face wreathed in smiles. She had a strong ob jec tion to the 
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French valet. It was a poor thing, she felt, for anyone to be born a 
foreigner.
 As the door closed, Dorian put the key in his pocket, and looked 
round the room. His eye fell on a large purple satin coverlid heav-
ily embroidered with gold, a splendid piece of late seventeenth- 
century Venetian work that his uncle had found in a convent near 
Bologna. Yes, that would serve to wrap the dreadful thing in. It had 
perhaps served often as a pall for the dead. Now it was to hide some-
thing that had a corruption of its own, worse than the corruption 
of death itself, some thing 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 in flu ence, 
and the still more poisonous in flu ences that came from his own 
temperament. The love that he bore him, for it was really love, had 
some thing noble and intellectual in it. 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 Winckelmann, and Shakespeare himself. Yes, Basil 
could have saved him. But it was too late now. The past could always 
be annihilated. Regret, denial, or forgetfulness could do that. But 
the future was inevitable. There were passions in him that would 
find their terrible outlet, dreams that would make the shadow 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 in ten si fied. 
Gold hair, blue eyes, and rose- red lips—they all were there. It was 
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simply the expression that had altered. That was horrible in its cru-
elty. Compared to what he saw in it of censure or rebuke, how shal-
low Basil’s reproaches about Sybil Vane had been! How shallow, and 
of what little account! His own soul was looking out at him from the 
canvas and calling him to judgment. 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. He must not be 
allowed to know where the picture was being taken to. There was 
some thing sly about him, and he had thoughtful, treacherous eyes. 
Sitting down at the writing- table, he scribbled a note to Lord Henry, 
asking him to send him round some thing to read, and reminding 
him that they were to meet at eight- fif teen 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. Ashton 
himself, the celebrated frame- maker of South Audley Street, came 
in with a somewhat rough- looking young assistant. Mr. Ashton was 
a florid, red- whiskered little man, whose admiration for art was 
considerably tempered by the inveterate impecuniosity 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 some thing about Dorian that 
charmed ev ery body. It was a plea sure even to see him.
 “What can I do for you, Mr. Gray?” he said, rubbing his fat freck-
led 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. Admirably suited 
for a religious picture, Mr. Gray.”
 “I am so sorry you have given yourself the trouble of coming 
round, Mr. Ashton. I will certainly drop in and look at the frame, 
though I  don’t go in much for religious art; but to- day I only want a 
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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 ser vice 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 
up- stairs.”
 “There will be no dif fi culty, Sir,” said the genial frame- maker, be-
ginning, 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. Ashton, 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 extremely bulky, and now and then, in spite of the 
obsequious protests of Mr. Ashton, who had a true tradesman’s dis-
like of seeing a gentleman doing anything useful, Dorian put his 
hand to it so as to help them.
 “Some thing of a load to carry, sir,” gasped the little man, when 
they reached the top landing. And he wiped his shiny forehead.
 “A terrible load to carry,” murmured Dorian, 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 in-
deed since he had used it, first as a playroom 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 Sherard for the use of the little nephew whom, being him-
self childless, and perhaps for other reasons, he had always hated 
and desired to keep at a distance. It did not appear to Dorian to 
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have much changed. There was the huge Ital ian cassone,1 with its 
fantastically- painted panels and its tarnished gilt mouldings, in 
which he had so often hidden himself as a boy. There was the satin-
wood bookcase filled with his dog- eared schoolbooks. On the wall 
behind it was hanging the same ragged Flemish tapestry where a 
faded King and Queen were playing chess in a garden, while a com-
pany of hawkers rode by, carrying hooded birds on their gauntleted 
wrists. How well he recalled it all! Ev ery moment of his lonely child-
hood came back to him, as he looked round. He remembered the 
stainless purity of his boyish life, and it seemed horrible to him that 
it was here that 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 secure 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, 
sodden, and unclean. What did it matter? No one could see it. He 
himself would not see it. Why should he watch the hideous corrup-
tion of his soul? He kept his youth,—that was enough. And, besides, 
might not his nature grow finer, after all? There was no reason 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 unpictured 
sins whose very mystery lent them their subtlety 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.
 No; that was impossible. The thing upon the canvas was growing 
old, hour by hour, and week by week. Even if it escaped the hideous-
ness of sin, the hideousness of age was in store for it. The cheeks 
would become hollow or flaccid. Yellow crow’s- feet 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 
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throat, the cold blue- veined hands, the twisted body, that he re-
membered in the uncle who had been so stern to him in his boy-
hood. The picture had to be concealed. There was no help for it.
 “Bring it in, Mr. Ashton, please,” he said wearily, turning round. 
“I am sorry I kept you so long. I was thinking of some thing 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. Ashton,” he said, 
keeping his eye on the man. He felt ready to leap upon him and fling 
him to the ground if he dared to lift the gorgeous hanging that con-
cealed the secret of his life. “I won’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. Ashton tramped down- stairs, followed by the assistant, 
who glanced back at Dorian with a look of shy wonder in his rough, 
uncomely 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 pocket. He felt safe now. No one 
would ever look on 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 incrusted with nacre,2 a present from 
his guardian’s wife, Lady Radley, who had spent the preceding win-
ter in Cairo, 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 of the St. James’s Gazette had been 
placed on the 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 
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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 
replaced, and the blank space on the wall was visible. 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 bit 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 eve-
ning paper, and a book that might interest him, and that he would 
be at the Club at eight- fif teen. He opened the St. James’s languidly, 
and looked through it. A red pencil- mark on the fifth page caught 
his eye. He read the following paragraph:

inquest on an actress
An inquest was held this morning at the Bell Tavern, Hox-
ton Road, by Mr. Danby, the District Coroner, on the body 
of Sybil Vane, a young actress recently engaged at the Royal 
Theatre, Holborn. A verdict of death by misadventure was 
returned. Considerable sympathy was expressed for the 
Mother of the deceased, who was greatly affected during 
the giving of her own evidence, and that of Dr. Birrell, who 
had made the post- mortem examination of the deceased.

 He frowned slightly, and, tearing the paper in two, went across 
the room and flung the pieces into a gilt basket. 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 account. And it was cer-
tainly 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 suspect some thing. 
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And yet what did it matter? What had Dorian Gray to do with 
Sybil 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 towards the little pearl- coloured 
octagonal stand, that had always looked to him like the work of 
some strange Egyptian bees who wrought in silver, and took the vol-
ume up. “Le Secret de Raoul, par Catulle Sarrazin.”3 What a curi-
ous title! He flung himself into an armchair, and began to turn over 
the leaves. After a few minutes, he became absorbed. It was the 
strangest book he had ever read. It seemed to him that in exquisite 
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 revealed.
 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 ev ery century ex-
cept his own, and to sum up, as it were, in himself the various moods 
through which the world- spirit had ever passed, loving for their 
mere ar ti fi ciality 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 character-
ises the work of some of the finest artists of the French school of 
Décadents. There were in it metaphors as monstrous as orchids, and 
as evil in colour. The life of the senses was described in the terms 
of mystical philosophy. 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 
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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 dream-
ing, that made him unconscious of the falling day and the creeping 
shadows.
 Cloudless, and pierced by one solitary star, a copper- 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 sev-
eral 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 al-
ways stood at his bedside, and began to dress for dinner. It was al-
most nine o’clock before he reached the Club, where he found Lord 
Henry sitting alone, in the morning- room, looking very bored.
 “I am so sorry, Harry,” he cried, “but really it is entirely your 
fault. That book you sent me so fascinated me that I forgot what the 
time was.”
 “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, if you have discovered that, you have discovered a great 
deal,” murmured Lord Henry, with his curious smile. “Come, let us 
go in to dinner. It is dreadfully late, and I am afraid the champagne 
will be too much iced.”



9

For years, Dorian Gray could not free himself from the 
memory of this book. Or perhaps it would be more accurate to say 
that he never sought to free himself from it. He procured from Paris 
no less than five 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 nature over which he seemed, at times, 
to have almost entirely lost control. Raoul, the wonderful young Pa-
risian, in whom the romantic temperament and the sci en tific tem-
perament 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 Catulle Sarrazin’s fan-
tastic hero. He never knew, never indeed had any cause to know, 
that somewhat grotesque dread of mirrors, and polished metal sur-
faces, and still water, which came upon Raoul so early in his life, and 
was occasioned by the sudden decay of a beauty that had once, ap-
parently, been so remarkable. It was with an almost cruel joy—and 
perhaps in nearly ev ery joy, as certainly in ev ery plea sure, cruelty 
has its place—that he used to read the latter part of the book, with 
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its really tragic, if somewhat over- emphasised, account of the sor-
row and despair of one who had himself lost what in others, and in 
the world, he had most valued.
 He, at any rate, had no cause to fear that. The boyish 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 grossly became silent 
when Dorian Gray entered the room. There was some thing in the 
purity of his face that rebuked them. His mere presence seemed to 
recall to them the innocence that they had tarnished. They won-
dered how one so charming and graceful as he was could have es-
caped the stain of an age that was at once sordid and sensuous.
 He himself, on returning home from one of those mysterious and 
prolonged absences that gave rise to such strange conjecture among 
those who were his friends, or thought that they were so, would 
creep upstairs to the locked room, open the door with the key that 
never left him, and stand, with a mirror, in front of the portrait that 
Basil Hallward had painted of him, looking now at the evil and ag-
ing face on the canvas, and now at the fair young face that laughed 
back at him from the polished glass. The very sharpness of the con-
trast used to quicken his sense of plea sure. He grew more and more 
enamoured of his own beauty, more and more interested in the cor-
ruption of his own soul. He would examine with minute care, and 
often with a monstrous and terrible delight, the hideous lines that 
seared the wrinkling forehead or crawled around the heavy sensual 
mouth, wondering sometimes which were the more horrible, the 
signs of sin or the signs of age. He would place his white hands be-
side the coarse bloated hands of the picture, and smile. He mocked 
the misshapen body and the failing limbs.
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 There were moments, indeed, at night, when, lying 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 in disguise, it was his habit to frequent, he would think of 
the ruin he had brought upon his soul, with a pity that was all the 
more poi gnant because it was purely selfish. But moments such as 
these were rare. That curiosity about life that, many years before, 
Lord Henry had first stirred in him, as they sat together in the gar-
den of their friend, seemed to increase with grati fi ca tion. 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 so-
ciety. Once or twice ev ery month during 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 musi-
cians of the day to charm his guests with the wonders of their art. 
His little dinners, in the settling of which Lord Henry always as-
sisted him, were noted as much for the careful selection and placing 
of those invited, as for the exquisite taste shown in the decoration of 
the table, with its subtle symphonic arrangements of exotic flowers, 
and embroidered cloths, and antique plate of gold and silver. In-
deed, there were many, especially among the very young men, who 
saw, or fancied that they saw, in Dorian Gray the true realisation 
of a type of which they had often dreamed in Eton or Oxford days, 
a type that was to combine some thing 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 belong to those whom 
Dante describes as having sought to “make themselves perfect by 
the worship of beauty.” Like Gautier, he was one for whom “the vis-
ible 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 be comes for a moment 
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universal, and Dandyism, which, in its own way, is an attempt to as-
sert the absolute modernity of beauty, had, of course, their fascina-
tion for him. His mode of dressing, and the particular styles that he 
affected from time to time, had their marked in flu ence on the young 
exquisites of the Mayfair balls and Pall Mall Club windows, who 
copied him in ev ery thing that he did, and tried to reproduce the ac-
cidental charm of his graceful, though to him only half- serious, fop-
peries.
 For, while he was but too ready to accept the position that was 
almost immediately offered to him on his coming of age, and found, 
indeed, a subtle plea sure in the thought that he might really become 
to the London of his own day what to imperial Neronian Rome the 
author of the “Satyricon” had once been, yet in his inmost heart he 
desired to be some thing more than a mere arbiter elegantiarum, to 
be consulted on the wearing of a jewel, or the knotting of a neck- tie, 
or the conduct of a cane. He sought to elaborate some new scheme 
of life that would have its reasoned philosophy and its ordered prin-
ciples and find in the spiritualizing of the senses its highest reali-
sation.
 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 stron ger than ourselves, and that we are con-
scious of sharing with the less highly or ga nized 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 for beauty 
was to be the dominant characteristic. As he looked back upon Man 
moving through His tory, 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 result was a degra-
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dation infinitely more terrible than that fancied degradation from 
which, in their ignorance, they had sought to escape, Nature in her 
wonderful irony driving the anchorite out to herd with the wild ani-
mals 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 prophesied, a new He do-
nism that was to recreate life, and to save it from that harsh, un-
comely puritanism that is having, in our own day, its curious revival. 
It was to have its ser vice of the intellect, certainly; yet it was never 
to accept any theory or system that would involve the sac ri fice of 
any mode of passionate experience. Its aim, indeed, was to be expe-
rience itself, and not the fruits of experience, sweet or bitter as they 
might be. Of the asceticism that deadens the senses, as of the vul-
gar profligacy that dulls them, it was to know nothing. 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 wakened before 
dawn, either after one of those dreamless nights that make one al-
most enamoured of death, or one of those nights of horror and mis-
shapen joy, when through the chambers of the brain sweep phan-
toms, more terrible than reality itself and instinct1 with that vivid 
life that lurks in all grotesques and that lends to Gothic art its en-
during vitality, this art being, one might fancy, especially the art of 
those whose minds have been troubled with the malady of reverie. 
Gradually white fingers creep through the curtains, and they appear 
to tremble. Black fantastic 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. 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 re-
making the world in its antique pattern. The wan mirrors get back 
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their mimic life. The flameless tapers stand where we have left 
them, and beside them lies the half- read 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 shadows of the 
night  comes back the real life that we had known. We have to re-
sume it where we had left off, and there steals over us a terrible 
sense of the necessity for the continuance of energy in the same 
wearisome round of stereotyped habits, or a wild longing, it may be, 
that our eyelids might open some morning upon a world that had 
been re- fashioned anew for our plea sure in the darkness, 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 remembrance even of joy having its bitterness, and the 
memories of plea sure 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 in flu-
ences, and then, having, as it were, caught their colour and sat is fied 
his intellectual curiosity, leave them with that curious indifference 
that is not incompatible with a real ardour of temperament, and that 
indeed, according to certain modern psychologists, is often a condi-
tion of it.
 It was rumoured of him once that he was about to join the Ro-
man Catholic Com mu nion; and certainly the Roman ritual had al-
ways a great attraction for him. The daily sac ri fice, more awful re-
ally than all the sac ri fices of the antique world, stirred him as much 
by its superb rejection of the evidence of the senses as by the primi-
tive simplicity of its elements, and the eternal pathos of the human 
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tragedy that it sought to symbolise. He loved to kneel down on the 
cold marble pavement, and with the priest, in his stiff flowered cope, 
slowly and with white hands moving aside the veil of the tabernacle, 
and raising aloft the jewelled lantern- shaped monstrance with that 
pallid wafer that at times, one would feign think, is indeed the “pa-
nis celestis,” 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. The fuming censers, that the grave boys, in 
their lace 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 confessionals, and long to sit in the dim 
shadow of one of them and listen to men and  women whispering 
through the tarnished grating the true story of their lives.
 But he never fell into the error of arresting his intellectual devel-
opment by any formal acceptance of creed or system, or of mistak-
ing, for a house in which to live, an inn that is but suitable for the 
sojourn of a night, or for a few hours of a night in which there are 
no stars and the moon is in travail. Mysticism, with its marvellous 
power of making common things strange to us, and the subtle anti-
nomianism that always seems to accompany it, moved him for a sea-
son; and for a season he inclined to the materialistic doctrines of the 
Darwinismus movement in Germany, and found a curious plea sure 
in tracing the thoughts and passions of men to some ivory cell in the 
brain, or some scarlet nerve in the body, delighting in the concep-
tion of the absolute de pen dence of the spirit on certain physical 
conditions, morbid or healthy, normal or diseased. Yet, as has been 
said of him before, no theory of life seemed to him to be of any im-
portance compared with life itself. He felt keenly conscious of how 
barren all intellectual speculation is when separated from action 
and experiment. He knew that the senses, no less than the soul, have 
their mysteries to reveal.
 And so he would now study perfumes, and the secrets of their 
manufacture, distilling heavily- scented oils, and burning odorous 
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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 relations, wondering what there was in frank-
incense that made one mystical, and in ambergris 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 in flu ences of sweet- smelling 
roots, and scented pollen- laden flowers, of aromatic balms, and of 
dark and fragrant woods, of spikenard that sickens, of hovenia that 
makes men mad, and of aloes that are said to be able to expel melan-
choly 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 monotonously upon copper drums, or tur-
baned Indians, crouching upon scarlet mats, 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 barbaric music stirred him at times when Schu-
bert’s grace, and Chopin’s beautiful sorrows, and the mighty harmo-
nies 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 savage tribes that have survived contact with Western civiliza-
tions, and loved to touch and try them. He had the mysterious juru
paris of the Rio Negro Indians, 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 of human bones such as Al-
fonso de Ovalle heard in Chili, and the sonorous green stones that 
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are found near Cuzco and give forth a note of singular sweetness. 
He had painted gourds filled with pebbles that rattled when they 
were shaken; the long clarin of the Mexicans, into which the per-
former does not blow, but through which he inhales the air; the 
harsh turé of the Amazon tribes, that is sounded by the sentinels 
who sit all day long in trees, and that can be heard, it is said, at a dis-
tance of three leagues; the teponaztli, 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 cylindrical 
drum, covered with the skins of great serpents, like the one that 
Bernal Diaz saw when he went with Cortes into the Mexican tem-
ple, and of whose doleful sound he has left us so vivid a de scrip tion. 
The fantastic character of these instruments fascinated him, and he 
felt a curious delight in the thought that Art, like Nature, has her 
monsters, things of bestial shape and with hideous voices. Yet, after 
some time, he wearied of them, and would sit in his box at the Op-
era, either alone, or with Lord Henry, listening in rapt plea sure to 
“Tannhäuser,” and seeing in that great work of art a presentation of 
the Tragedy of his own soul.
 On another occasion he took up the study of jewels, and appeared 
at a Costume Ball as Anne de Joyeuse, Admiral of France, in a dress 
covered with five hundred and sixty pearls. 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 peridot, rose- pink and wine- yellow topazes, 
carbuncles of fiery scarlet with tremulous four- rayed stars, flame- 
red cinnamon- stones, orange and violet spinels, and amethysts with 
their alternate layers of ruby and sapphire. He loved the red gold of 
the sunstone, and the moonstone’s pearly whiteness, and the bro-
ken rainbow of the milky opal. He procured from Amsterdam three 
emeralds of extraordinary size and richness of colour, and had a 
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turquoise de la vieille roche that was the envy of all the connois-
seurs.
 He discovered wonderful stories, also, about jewels. In Alphon-
so’s “Clericalis Disciplina” a serpent was mentioned with eyes of 
real jacinth, and in the romantic his tory of Alexander he was said to 
have found snakes in the vale of Jordan “with collars of real emer-
alds growing on their backs.” There was a gem in the brain of the 
dragon, Philostratus told us, and “by the exhibition of golden let-
ters and a scarlet robe” the monster could be thrown into a magical 
sleep, and slain. According to the great alchemist Pierre de Boni-
face, the Diamond rendered a man invisible, and the Agate of India 
made him eloquent. The Cornelian appeased anger, and the Hya-
cinth provoked sleep, and the Amethyst drove away the fumes of 
wine. The Garnet cast out demons, and the Hydropicus deprived 
the Moon of her colour. The Selenite waxed and waned with the 
Moon, and the Meloceus, 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 bezoar, 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 Dem-
ocritus, kept the wearer from any danger by fire.
 The King of Ceilan rode through his city with a large ruby in his 
hand, as the ceremony of his coronation. The gates of the Palace of 
John the Priest were “made of sardius, 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 
Lodge’s strange romance “A Margarite of America” it was stated 
that in the chamber of Margarite were seen “all the chaste ladies of 
the world, inchased out of silver, looking through fair mirrours 
of chrysolites, carbuncles, sapphires, and greene emeraults.” Marco 
Polo had watched the in hab i tants of Zipangu place a rose- coloured 
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pearl in the mouth of the dead. A sea- monster had been enamoured 
of the pearl that the diver brought to King Perozes, and had slain 
the thief, and mourned for seven moons over his loss. When the 
Huns lured the king into the great pit, he flung it away,—Procopius 
tells the story—nor was it ever found again, though the Emperor 
Anastasius offered five hundred weight of gold pieces for it. The 
King of Malabar had shown a Venetian a rosary of one hundred and 
four pearls, one for ev ery god that he worshipped. It was a pearl that 
Julius Caesar had given to Servilia, when he loved her. Their child 
had been Brutus.
 The young priest of the Sun, who while yet a boy had been slain 
for his sins, used to walk in jewelled shoes on dust of gold and silver. 
When the Duke de Valentinois, son of Alexander VI., visited Louis 
XII. of France, his horse was loaded with gold leaves, according to 
Brantôme, and his cap had double rows of rubies that threw out a 
great light. Charles of Eng land had ridden in stirrups hung with 
three hundred and twenty- one diamonds. Richard II. had a coat, 
valued at 30.000 marks, which was covered with balas rubies. Hall 
described Henry VIII., on his way to the Tower previous to his 
 coronation, as wearing “a jacket of raised gold, the placard embroi-
dered with diamonds and other rich stones, and a great bauderike 
about his neck of large balasses.” The fa vour ites of James I. wore 
ear- rings of emeralds set in gold filigrane. Edward II. gave to Piers 
Gaveston a suit of red- gold armour studded with jacinths, and a col-
lar of gold roses set with turquoise- stones, and a skull- cap parsemé 
with pearls. Henry II. wore jewelled gloves reaching to the elbow, 
and had a hawk- glove set with twelve rubies and fifty- two great 
pearls. The ducal hat of Charles the Rash, the last Duke of Burgundy 
of his race, was studded with sapphires and hung with pear- shaped 
pearls. How exquisite life had once been! How gorgeous in its pomp 
and decoration! Even to read of the luxury of the dead was won-
derful.
 Then he turned his attention to embroideries, and to the tapes-
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tries that performed the of fice of frescos 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 sad-
dened by the re flection of the ruin that time brought on beautiful 
and wonderful things. He, at any rate, had escaped that. Summer 
followed summer, 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 flowerlike 
bloom. How different it was with material things! Where had they 
gone to? Where was the great crocus- coloured robe, on which the 
Gods fought against the Giants, that had been worked for Athena? 
Where the huge velarium that Nero had stretched across the Colos-
seum at Rome, 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 wrought for Elagabalus, on which 
were displayed all the dainties and viands that could be wanted for 
a feast; the mortuary cloth of King Chilperic, with its three hun-
dred golden bees; the fantastic robes that excited the indignation of 
the  Bishop of Pontus, and were fig ured with “lions, panthers, bears, 
dogs, forests, rocks, hunters,—all, in fact, that a painter can copy 
from nature;” and the coat that Charles of Orleans once wore, on 
the sleeves of which were embroidered the verses of a song begin-
ning “Madame, je suis tout joyeux,” the musical accompaniment of 
the words being wrought in gold thread, and each note, a 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 Burgundy, and was decorated with “thirteen hundred and twenty-
 one parrots, made in broidery, and blazoned with the King’s arms, 
and five hundred and sixty- one butterflies, whose wings were simi-
larly ornamented with the arms of the Queen, the whole worked in 
gold.” Catherine de Médicis had a mourning- bed made for her of 
black velvet powdered with crescents and suns. Its curtains were of 
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damask, with leafy wreaths and garlands, fig ured 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 XIV. had gold- embroidered 
caryatides fif teen feet high in his apartment. The state bed of So-
bieski, King of Poland, was made of Smyrna gold brocade embroi-
dered in turquoises with verses from the Koran. Its supports were 
of silver gilt, beautifully chased, and profusely set with enamelled 
and jewelled medallions. It had been taken from the Turkish camp 
before Vienna, and the standard of Mahomet had stood under it.
 And so, for a whole year, he sought to accumulate the most ex-
quisite specimens that he could find of textile and embroidered 
work, getting the dainty Delhi muslins, finely wrought, with gold 
thread palmates, and stitched over with iridescent beetles’ wings; 
the Agra gauzes, that from their transparency are known in the East 
as “woven air,” and “running water,” and “evening dew;” strange fig-
ured cloths from Java; elaborate yellow Chinese hangings; books 
bound in tawny satins, or fair blue silks, and wrought with fleurs 
de lys, birds, and images; veils of lacis worked in Hungary point; Si-
cilian brocades, and stiff Spanish velvets; Georgian work with its 
gilt coins, and Japanese Foukousas with their green- toned golds and 
their marvellously- plumaged birds.
 He had a special passion, also, for Ecclesiastical vestments, as in-
deed he had for ev ery thing connected with the ser vice 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 Christ, who must wear 
purple and jewels and fine linen that she may hide the pallid mac-
erated body that is worn by the suf fering that she seeks for, and 
wounded by self- in flicted pain. He had a gorgeous cope of crimson 
silk and gold- thread damask, fig ured with a repeating pattern of 
golden pomegranates set in six- petalled formal blossoms, beyond 
which on either side was the pine- apple device wrought in seed- 



 T HE  P I C TURE  OF  DOR I AN  GRAY  171

pearls. The orphreys were divided into panels representing scenes 
from the life of the Virgin, and the Coronation of the Virgin was fig-
ured in coloured silks upon the Hood. This was Ital ian work of the 
fif teenth century. Another 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 dia-
per of red and gold silk, and were starred with medallions of many 
saints and martyrs, among whom was St. Sebastian. He had Chasu-
bles, also, of amber- coloured silk, and blue silk and gold brocade, 
and yellow silk damask and cloth of gold, fig ured with represen-
tations of the Passion and Crucifixion of Christ, and embroidered 
with lions and peacocks and 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, Chalice- veils, and Sudaria. In the mystic of fices to 
which these things were put there was some thing that quickened 
his imagination.
 For these things, and ev ery thing that he collected 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 fea-
tures showed him the real degradation of his life, and had draped 
the purple- and- gold pall in front of it as a curtain. For weeks he 
would not go there, would forget the hideous painted thing, and get 
back his light heart, his wonderful joyousness, his passionate plea-
sure in mere existence. Then, suddenly, one night he would creep 
out of the house, go down to dreadful places near Blue Gate Fields, 
and stay there, day after day, till the people almost drove him out in 
horror, and had to be appeased by monstrous bribes. On his return 
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he would sit in front of the picture, sometimes loathing it and him-
self, but filled, at other times, with that pride of rebellion that is half 
the fascination of sin, and smiling, with secret plea sure, at the mis-
shapen 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 Eng-
land, and gave up the villa that he had shared at Trouville with Lord 
Henry, as well as the little white walled- in house at Algiers where 
he had more than once spent his winter. He hated to be separated 
from the picture that was such a part of his life, and he was also 
afraid that during his absence some one might gain access to the 
room, in spite of the elaborate bolts and 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 ugli-
ness 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 the fashionable young men 
of his own rank who were 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. Per-
haps the world already suspected it.
 For while he fascinated many, there were not a few who dis-
trusted him. He was blackballed at a West End Club of which his 
birth and social position fully en ti tled him to become a member, and 
on one occasion when he was brought by a friend into the smoking- 
room of the Carlton, the Duke of Berwick and another gentleman 
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got up in a marked manner and went out. Curious stories became 
current about him after he had passed his twenty- fifth year. It was 
said 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 ex-
traordinary absences became notorious, and, when he used to reap-
pear again in society, men, who were jealous of the strange love that 
he inspired in  women, would whisper to each other in corners, or 
pass him with a sneer, or look at him with cold searching eyes, as if 
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 man-
ner, his charming boyish smile, and the infinite grace of that won-
derful youth that seemed never to leave him, were in themselves 
a suf fi cient answer to the calumnies, for so they called them, that 
were circulated about him. It was remarked, however, that those 
who had been most intimate with him appeared, after a time, to 
shun him. Of all his friends, or so- called friends, Lord Henry Wot-
ton was the only one who remained loyal to him.  Women who had 
wildly adored him, and for his sake had braved all social censure 
and set convention at de fi ance, were seen to grow pallid with shame 
or horror if Dorian Gray entered the room. It was said that even the 
sinful creatures who prowl the streets at night had cursed him as he 
passed by, seeing in him a corruption greater than their own, and 
knowing but too well the horror of his real life.
 Yet these whispered scandals only lent him, in the eyes of many, 
his strange and dangerous charm. His great wealth was a certain el-
ement of security. Society, civilized society at least, is never very 
ready to believe anything to the detriment of those who are both 
rich and charming. It feels instinctively that manners are of more 
importance than morals, and the highest respectability is of less 
value in its opinion than the possession of a good chef. And after all, 
it is a very poor consolation to be told that the man who has given 
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one a bad dinner, or poor wine, is irreproachable in his private life. 
Even the cardinal virtues cannot atone for cold entrées, as Lord 
Henry remarked once, in a discussion on the subject; 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 ab-
solutely essential to it. It should have the dignity of a ceremony, 
as well as its unreality, and should combine the insincere charac-
ter of a romantic play with the wit and beauty that make such plays 
charming. 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, permanent, reliable, and of one essence. To him, 
man was a being with myriad lives and myriad sensations, a com-
plex multiform creature that bore within itself strange legacies 
of thought and passion, and whose very flesh was tainted with the 
monstrous maladies of the dead. He loved to stroll through the 
gaunt cold picture- gallery of his country- house and look at the vari-
ous portraits of those whose blood flowed in his veins. Here was 
Philip Herbert, described by Francis Osborne, 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 suddenly, and almost without cause, give ut-
terance, in Basil Hallward’s studio, to that mad prayer that had so 
changed his life? Here, in gold- embroidered red doublet, jewelled 
surcoat, and gilt- edged ruff and wristbands, stood Sir Anthony She-
rard, with his silver- and- black armour piled at his feet. What had 
this man’s legacy been? Had the lover of Giovanna of Naples be-
queathed him some inheritance of sin and shame? Were his own ac-
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tions merely the dreams that the dead man had not dared to realise? 
Here, from the fading canvas, smiled Lady Elizabeth Devereux 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 mandolin 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 
the death of those to whom she granted her favours. Had he some-
thing of her temperament in him? Those 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 overladen with rings. He had been a macaroni of 
the eigh teenth century, and the friend, in his youth, of Lord Ferrars. 
What of the second Lord Sherard, the companion of the Prince Re-
gent in his wildest days, and one of the witnesses at the secret mar-
riage with Mrs. Fitzherbert? 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 infamous. 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 cu-
rious it all seemed!
 Yet one had ancestors in literature, as well as in one’s own race, 
nearer perhaps in type and temperament, many of them, and cer-
tainly with an in flu ence of which one was more absolutely con-
scious. There were times when it seemed to Dorian Gray that the 
whole of his tory was merely the rec ord of his own life, not as he 
had lived it in act and circumstance, but as his imagination had cre-
ated 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 fig ures that had 
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passed across the stage of the world, and made sin so marvellous, 
and evil so full of wonder. It seemed to him that in some mysterious 
way their lives had been his own.
 Raoul, the hero of the dangerous novel that had so in flu enced his 
life, had himself had this curious fancy. In the fourth chapter of the 
book he tells us how, crowned with laurel, lest lightning might strike 
him, he had sat, as Tiberius, in a garden at Capri, reading the shame-
ful books of Elephantis, while dwarfs and peacocks strutted round 
him and the flute- player mocked the swinger of the censer; and, as 
Caligula, had drank the love- philtre of Caesonia, and worn the habit 
of Venus by night, and by day a false gilded beard, and caroused with 
the green- shirted jockeys in their stables, and supped in an ivory 
manger with a jewel- frontleted horse; and, as Domitian, had wan-
dered through a corridor lined with marble mirrors, looking round 
with haggard eyes for the re flection of the dagger that was to end 
his days, and sick with that ennui, that tædium vitæ, that  comes on 
those to whom life denies nothing; and had peered through a clear 
emerald at the red shambles of the Circus, and then, in a litter of 
pearl and purple drawn by silver- shod mules, been carried through 
the Street of Pomegranates to a House of Gold, and heard men cry 
on Nero Caesar as he passed by; and, as Elagabalus, had painted his 
face with colours, and plied the distaff among the  women, and 
brought the Moon from Carthage, and given her in mystic marriage 
to the Sun.
 Over and over again Dorian used to read this fantastic chapter, 
and the chapter immediately following, in which Raoul describes 
the curious tapestries that he had had woven for him from Gustave 
Moreau’s designs, and on which were pictured the awful and beau-
tiful forms of those whom Lust and Blood and Weariness had made 
monstrous or mad. Here was Manfred, King of Apulia, who dressed 
always in green, and consorted only with courtezans and buffoons; 
Filippo, Duke of Milan, who slew his wife, and painted her lips with 
a scarlet poison, that her guilty lover might suck swift death from 
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the dead thing that he fondled; Pietro Barbi, the Venetian, known as 
Paul the Second, who sought in his vanity to assume the title of For-
mosus, and whose tiara, valued at 200,000 florins, was bought at the 
price of a terrible sin; Gian Maria Visconti, who used hounds to 
chase living men, and whose murdered body was covered with roses 
by a harlot who had loved him; the Borgia on his white horse, with 
Incest and Fratricide riding beside him, and his mantle stained with 
the blood of Perotto; Pietro Riario, the young Cardinal Arch bishop 
of Florence, child and minion of Sixtus IV., whose beauty was 
equalled only by his debauchery, and who received Leonora of Ara-
gon in a pavilion of white and crimson silk, filled with nymphs and 
centaurs, and gilded a boy that he might serve her at the feast as 
Ganymede or Hylas; Ezzelin, whose melancholy could be cured 
only by the spectacle of death, and who had a passion for red blood, 
as other men have for red wine, the son of the Fiend, as was re-
ported, and one who had cheated his father at dice, when gambling 
with him for his own soul; Giambattista Cibo, who in mockery took 
the name of Innocent, and into whose torpid veins the blood of 
three lads was infused by a Jewish Doctor; Sigismondo Malatesta, 
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 emer-
ald, and in honour of a shameful passion built a pagan church 
for Christian worship; Charles VI., 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 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, 
Grifonetto Baglioni, who slew Astorre with his bride, and Simon-
etto with his page, and whose comeliness was such that, as he lay 
dying in the yellow piazza of Perugia, those who had hated him 
could choose not but weep, and Atalanta, who had cursed him, 
blessed him.
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 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 poi-
soned by a book. There were moments when he looked on evil sim-
ply as a mode through which he could realize his conception of the 
beautiful.



10

It was on the seventh of November, the eve of his own 
thirty- second 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 foggy. 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 ulster1 turned up. He had a bag in his 
hand. He 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 slowly, in the direction of his own 
house.
 But Hallward had seen him. Dorian heard him first stopping, 
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 wait-
ing for you ever since nine o’clock in your library. Fi nally I took pity 
on your tired servant, and told him to go to bed, as he let me out. I 
am off to Paris by the midnight train, and I wanted particularly to 
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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 recognise Grosve-
nor Square. I believe my house is somewhere 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 Eng land for six months. I intend to 
take a studio in Paris, and shut myself up, till I have fin ished 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 some thing 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 lamplight struggled out through the fog, and Hallward 
looked at his watch. “I have heaps of time,” he answered. “The train 
 doesn’t go till 12.15, 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 sent on my heavy things. 
All I have with me is in this bag, and I can easily get to Victoria in 
twenty minutes.”
 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 followed 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 syphons of soda- water and large cut- glass tum-
blers, on a little table.
 “You see your servant made me quite at home, Dorian. He gave 
me ev ery thing I wanted, including your best cigarettes. He is a most 
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hospitable creature. I like him much better than the Frenchman you 
used to have. What has become of the Frenchman, by the bye?”
 Dorian shrugged his shoulders. “I believe he married Lady Ash-
ton’s maid, and has established her in Paris as an Eng lish dress-
maker. Anglomanie2 is very fashionable over there now, I hear. It 
seems silly of 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 com-
plain about. One often imagines 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- seltzer myself. There is sure to be 
some in the next room.”
 “Thanks, I won’t have anything more,” said Hallward, 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 dif fi cult 
for me.”
 “What is it all about?” cried Dorian, in his petulant 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 it right that you should know 
that the most dreadful things are being said about you in London, 
things that I could hardly repeat to you.”
 “I  don’t wish to know anything about them. I love scandals about 
other people, but scandals about myself  don’t interest me. They 
have not got the charm of novelty.”
 “They must interest you, Dorian. Ev ery gentleman is interested 
in his good name. You  don’t want people to talk of you as some-
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thing vile and degraded. Of course you have your position, and your 
wealth, and all that kind of thing. But position and wealth are not 
ev ery thing. 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 of secret 
vices. There are no such things as secret vices. If a wretched 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 men-
tion 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 
some thing 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, bright, innocent face, and your marvel-
lous untroubled 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 Berwick leaves 
the room of a club when you enter it? Why is it that so many gen-
tlemen in London will neither go to your house nor invite you to 
theirs? You used to be a friend of Lord Cawdor. I met him at dinner 
last week. Your name happened to come up in conversation, in con-
nection with the miniatures you have lent to the exhibition at the 
Dudley. Cawdor 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 ev ery body. It was horrible! Why is it that ev ery young 
man that you take up seems to come to grief, to go to the bad at 
once? There was that wretched boy in the Guards who committed 
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suicide. You were his great friend. There was Sir Henry Ashton, 
who had to leave Eng land, with a tarnished name. You and he were 
inseparable. What about Adrian Singleton, and his dreadful end? 
What about Lord Kent’s only son, and his career? I met his father 
yesterday in St. James 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? Dorian, 
Dorian, your reputation is infamous. I know you and Harry are great 
friends. I say nothing about that now, but surely you need not have 
made his sister’s name a by- word. When you met Lady Gwendolen, 
not a breath of scandal had ever touched her. Is there a single de-
cent woman in London now who would drive with her in the Park? 
Why, even her children are not allowed to live with her. Then there 
are other stories, stories that you have been seen creeping at dawn 
out of dreadful 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 country- house, and the life that is led there? It is quite 
suf fi cient to say of a young man that he goes to stay at Selby Royal, 
for people to sneer and titter. 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 re-
member Harry saying once that ev ery man who turned himself into 
an amateur curate for the moment always said that, and then broke 
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 rec ord. I want you to get rid of the dreadful people you as-
sociate with.  Don’t shrug your shoulders like that.  Don’t be so indif-
ferent. You have a wonderful in flu ence. Let it be for good, not for 
evil. They say that you corrupt ev ery one whom you become inti-
mate with, and that it is quite suf fi cient for you to enter a house, for 
shame of some kind to follow after you. 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 Gloucester was one of my 
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greatest friends at Oxford. He showed me a letter that his wife had 
written to him when she was dying alone in her villa at Mentone. It 
was the most the most terrible confession I ever read. He said that 
he suspected you. 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 infinite 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 youn ger 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’d 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.”
 There was the madness of pride in ev ery word he uttered. He 
stamped his foot upon the ground in his boyish insolent manner. 
He felt a terrible joy at the thought that some one 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 stead-
fastly into his stern eyes, “I will show you my soul. You shall see the 
thing that you fancy only God can see.”
 Hallward started back. “This is blasphemy, Dorian!” he cried. 
“You must not say things like that. They are horrible, and they  don’t 
mean anything.”
 “You think so?” He laughed again.
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 “I know so. As for what I said to you to- night, I said it for your 
good. You know I have been always devoted to you.”
 “ Don’t touch me. Fin ish what you have to say.”
 A twisted flash of pain shot across Hallward’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 
suf fered! Then he straightened himself up, and walked over to the 
fireplace, and stood there, looking at the burning logs with their 
frost- like ashes 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 horrible charges that are made against 
you. If you tell me that they are absolutely untrue from beginning to 
end, I will 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 infa-
mous!”
 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 
will show it to you if you come with me.”
 “I will 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 anything to- night. All I want is a plain answer to my 
question.”
 “That will be given to you upstairs. I could not give it here. You 
won’t have to read long.  Don’t keep me waiting.”
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He passed out of the room, and began the ascent, Basil Hall-
ward following close behind. They walked softly, as men instinc-
tively do 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 murmured, smiling. Then he added, some-
what bitterly, “You are the one man in the world who is en ti tled to 
know ev ery thing 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 said, as he placed the lamp on the table.
 Hallward glanced round him, with a puzzled expression. The 
room looked as if it had not been lived in for years. A faded Flemish 
tapestry, a curtained picture, an old Ital ian cassone, and an almost 
empty bookcase—that was all that it seemed to contain, besides a 



 T HE  P I C TURE  OF  DOR I AN  GRAY  187

chair and a table. As Dorian Gray was lighting a half- burned candle 
that was standing on the mantel- shelf, 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 Hallward’s lips as he saw in 
the dim light the hideous thing on the canvas leering at him. There 
was some thing in its expression that filled him with disgust and 
loathing. Good heavens! it was Dorian Gray’s own face that he was 
looking at! The horror, whatever it was, had not yet entirely marred 
that marvellous beauty. There was still some gold in the thinning 
hair and some scarlet on the sensual lips. The sodden eyes had kept 
some thing of the loveliness of their blue, the noble curves had not 
yet passed entirely away from chiselled nostrils and from plastic 
throat. Yes, it was Dorian himself. But who had done it? He seemed 
to recognise his own brush- work, and the frame was his own de-
sign. 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 from fire to sluggish ice in a moment. 
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.
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 The young man was leaning against the mantel- shelf, watching 
him with that strange expression that is on the faces of those who 
are absorbed in a play, when a great artist is acting. There was nei-
ther real sorrow in it nor real joy. There was simply the passion of 
the spectator, with perhaps a flicker of triumph in the eyes. He had 
taken the flower out of his coat, and was smelling it, or pretending 
to do so.
 “What does this mean?” cried Hallward, at last. His own voice 
sounded shrill and curious in his ears.
 “Years ago, when I was a boy,” said Dorian Gray, “you met me, 
devoted yourself to me, flattered me, and taught me to be vain of my 
good looks. One day you introduced me to a friend of yours, who 
explained to me the wonder of youth, and you fin ished a portrait of 
me that revealed to me the wonder of beauty. In a mad moment, that 
I  don’t know, even now, whether I regret or not, I made a wish. Per-
haps you would call it a prayer. . . .”
 “I remember it! Oh, how well I remember it! No! the thing is im-
possible. The room is damp. The 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 forehead 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 romance in it?” said Dorian, bitterly.
 “My romance, as you call it . . .”
 “As you called it.”
 “There was nothing evil in it, nothing shameful. This is the face 
of a satyr.”
 “It is the face of my soul.”
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 “Christ! what a thing I must have worshipped! This 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 exam-
ined it. The surface seemed to be quite undisturbed, 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 lepro-
sies of sin were slowly eating the thing away. The rotting of a corpse 
in a watery grave was not so fearful.
 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 ricketty chair that was standing by the ta-
ble and buried his face in his hands.
 “Good God, Dorian, what a lesson! what an awful lesson!” There 
was no answer, but he could hear the young man sobbing at the 
 window.
 “Pray, Dorian, pray,” he murmured. “What is it that one was 
taught to say in one’s boyhood? ‘Lead us not into temptation. For-
give us our sins. Wash away our iniquities.’ Let us say that together. 
The prayer of your pride has been answered. The prayer of your re-
pentance will be answered also. I worshipped you too much. I am 
punished for it. You worshipped yourself 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 murmured.
 “It is never too late, Dorian. Let us kneel down and try if we can 
remember a prayer.  Isn’t there a verse somewhere, ‘Though your 
sins be as scarlet, yet I will make them as white as snow’?”
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 “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 suddenly an uncontrol-
lable feeling of hatred for Basil Hallward came over him. The mad 
passions of a hunted animal stirred within him, and he loathed the 
man who was seated at the table, more than he had ever loathed 
anything in his whole life. He glanced wildly around. Some thing 
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 moved in his chair as if he was going 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. The outstretched arms shot up convulsively 
three times, waving grotesque stiff- fingered hands in the air. He 
stabbed him once more, but the man  didn’t move. Some thing 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 car-
pet. He opened the door, and went out on the landing. The house 
was quite quiet. No one was stirring. He took out the key, and re-
turned 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 tear in the neck, and the clotted black 
pool that slowly widened on the table, one would have said that the 
man was simply asleep.
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 How quickly it had all been done! He felt strangely calm, and, 
walking over to the window, opened it, and stepped out on the bal-
cony. 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 going his rounds and flashing a bull’s-
 eye lantern on the doors of the silent houses. The crimson spot of 
a prowling hansom gleamed at the corner, and then vanished. A 
woman in a ragged shawl was creeping round by the railings, stag-
gering 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 some thing to her. She stumbled away, laughing. A bit-
ter blast swept across the Square. The gas- lamps flickered, and be-
came blue, and the leafless trees shook their black iron branches 
as if in pain. He shivered, and went back, closing the window be-
hind him.
 He passed to the door, turned the key, and opened it. He did not 
even glance at the murdered man. He felt that the secret of the 
whole thing was not to realise the situation. The friend who had 
painted the fatal portrait, the portrait to which all his misery 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 workmanship, made of dull silver inlaid with arabesques 
of burnished steel. Perhaps it might be missed by his servant, and 
questions would be asked. He turned back, and took it from the 
 table. How still the man was! How horribly white the long hands 
looked! He was like a dreadful wax image.
 He locked the door behind him, and crept quietly downstairs. 
The woodwork creaked, and seemed to cry out as if in pain. He 
stopped several times, and waited. No: ev ery thing was still. It was 
merely the sound of his own footsteps.
 When he reached the library, he saw the bag and coat in the cor-
ner. They must be hidden away somewhere. He unlocked a secret 
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press that was in the wainscoting, 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. Ev ery year—ev ery month, al-
most—men were strangled in Eng land for what he had done. There 
had been a madness of murder in the air. Some red star had come 
too close to the earth.
 Evidence? 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, by the midnight 
train, as he had intended. With his curious reserved habits, it would 
be months before any suspicions would be aroused. Months? Ev ery-
thing 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 paused, hearing the slow heavy 
tread of the policeman outside on the pavement, and seeing the 
flash of the lantern re flected in the window. He waited, holding his 
breath.
 After a few moments he opened the front door, and slipped out, 
shutting it very  gently behind him. Then he began ringing the bell. 
In about ten minutes his valet appeared, half dressed, and looking 
very drowsy.
 “I am sorry to have had to wake you up, Francis,” he said, step-
ping in; “but I had forgotten my latch- key. What time is it?”
 “Five minutes past two, Sir,” answered the man, looking at the 
clock and yawning.
 “Five minutes past two? How horribly late! You must wake me at 
nine to- morrow. I have some work to do.”
 “All right, sir.”
 “Did anyone call this evening?”
 “Mr. Hallward, sir. He stayed here till eleven, and then he went 
away to catch his train.”
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 “Oh! I am sorry I  didn’t see him. Did he leave any message?”
 “No, sir, except that he would write to you.”
 “That will do, Francis.  Don’t forget to call me at nine tomorrow.”
 “No, sir.”
 The man shambled down the passage in his slippers.
 Dorian Gray threw his hat and coat upon the yellow marble table, 
and passed into the library. He walked up and down the room for 
a quarter of an hour, biting his lip, and thinking. Then he took the 
Blue Book down 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.



12

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 un-
derneath his cheek. He looked like a boy who had been tired out 
with play, or study.
 The man had to touch him twice on the shoulder before he woke, 
and as he opened his eyes a faint smile passed across his lips, as 
though he had been having some delightful dream. Yet he had not 
dreamed at all. His night had been untroubled by any images of 
plea sure or of pain. But youth smiles without any reason. It is one of 
its chiefest charms.
 He turned round, and, leaning on his elbow, began to drink his 
chocolate. The mellow November sun was streaming into the room. 
The sky was bright blue, and there was a genial warmth in the air. It 
was almost like a morning in May.
 Gradually the events of the preceding night crept with silent 
bloodstained feet into his brain, and reconstructed themselves there 
with terrible distinctness. He winced at the memory of all that 
he had suf fered, and for a moment the same curious feeling of loath-
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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 hor-
rible 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.
 He passed his hand across his forehead, and then got up hastily, 
and dressed himself with even more than his usual attention, giving 
a good deal of care to the selection of his necktie and scarf- pin, and 
changing his rings more than once.
 He spent a long time over breakfast, tasting the various dishes, 
talking to his valet about some new liveries that he was thinking of 
getting made for the servants at Selby, and going through his corre-
spondence. Over 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 mem-
ory!” as Lord Henry had once said.
 When he had drunk his coffee, he sat down at the table, 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 flowers, and bits of architecture, 
first, and then faces. Suddenly he remarked that ev ery face that 
he drew seemed to have an extraordinary likeness to Basil Hall-
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ward. He frowned, and, getting up, went over to the bookcase and 
took out a volume at hazard. He was determined that he would not 
think about what had happened, till it became absolutely necessary 
to do so.
 When he had stretched himself on the sofa, he looked at the title-
 page of the book. It was Gautier’s “Emaux et Camées,” Charpen-
tier’s Japanese- paper edition, with the Jacquemart etching. The 
binding was of citron- green leather with a design of gilt trellis- work 
and dotted pomegranates. It had been given to him by Adrian Sin-
gleton. As he turned over the pages his eye fell on the poem about 
the hand of Lacenaire, the cold yellow hand “du supplice encore 
mal lavée,”1 with its downy red hairs and its “doigts de faune.”2 He 
glanced at his own white taper fingers, and passed on, till he came 
to those lovely verses 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.

Les dômes, sur l’azur des ondes
 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.3

 How exquisite they were! As one read them, one seemed to be 
floating down the green water- ways of the pink and pearl city, lying 
in a black gondola with silver prow, and trailing curtains. The mere 
lines looked to him like those straight lines of turquoise- blue that 
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follow one as one pushes out to the Lido. The sudden flashes of 
colour reminded him of the gleam of the opal- and- iris- throated 
birds that flutter round the tall honey- combed Campanile, or stalk, 
with such stately grace, through the dim 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 delightful fantastic follies. There was romance in ev-
ery place. But Venice, like Oxford, had kept the background for ro-
mance, and background was ev ery thing, or almost ev ery thing. Basil 
had been with him part of the time, and had gone wild over Tin-
toret. Poor Basil! what a horrible way for a man to die!
 He sighed, and took up the book again, and tried to forget. He 
read of the swallows that fly in and out of the little Café at Smyrna 
where the Hadjis sit counting their amber beads and the turbaned 
merchants smoke their long tasselled pipes and talk gravely to each 
other; of the Obelisk in the Place de la Concorde that weeps tears of 
granite in its lonely sunless exile, and longs to be back by the hot 
lotus- covered Nile, where there are Sphynxes, and rose- red ibises, 
and white vultures with gilded claws, and crocodiles, with small 
beryl eyes, that crawl over the green steaming mud; and of that curi-
ous statue that Gautier compares to a contralto voice, the “monstre 
charmant” that couches in the porphyry- room of the Louvre. But 
after a time the book fell from his hand. He grew nervous, and a hor-
rible fit of terror came over him. What if Alan Campbell should be 
out of Eng land? Days would elapse before he could come back. Per-
haps he might refuse to come. What could he do then? Ev ery mo-
ment was of vital importance.
 They had been great friends once, five years before, almost in-
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separable indeed. Then the intimacy had come suddenly to an end. 
When they met in society now, it was only Dorian Gray who smiled: 
Alan Campbell never did.
 He was an extremely cle ver young man, though he had no real 
appreciation of the visible arts, and whatever little sense of the 
beauty of poetry he possessed he had gained entirely from Dorian. 
His dominant intellectual passion was for Science. At Cambridge he 
had spent a great deal of his time working in the Lab o ra tory, and 
had taken a good class in the Natural Science Tripos of his year. In-
deed, he was still devoted to the study of chemistry, and had a lab o-
ra tory 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 amateurs. In fact, it was music that had first brought him 
and Dorian Gray together, music and that indefinable attraction that 
Dorian seemed to be able to exercise whenever he wished, and in-
deed exercised often without being conscious of it. They had met 
at Lady Berkshire’s the night that Rubinstein played there, and af-
ter that used to be always seen together at the Opera, and wher-
ever good music was going on. For eigh teen 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 ev-
ery thing that is wonderful and fascinating in life. Whether or not a 
quarrel had taken place between them, no one ever knew. But sud-
denly people remarked 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 of 
any passionate character, and would never himself play, giving as 
his excuse, when he was called upon, that he was so absorbed in sci-
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ence that he had no time left in which to practice. And this was cer-
tainly true. Ev ery day he seemed to become more interested in Biol-
ogy, and his name appeared once or twice in some of the Sci en tific 
Reviews, in connection with certain curious experiments.
 This was the man that Dorian Gray was waiting for, pacing up 
and down the room, glancing ev ery moment at the clock, and be-
coming horribly agitated as the minutes went by. At last the door 
opened, and his servant entered.
 “Mr. Alan Campbell, Sir.”
 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.”
 The man bowed, and retired. In a few moments Alan Campbell 
walked in, looking very stern and rather pale, his pallor being in ten-
si fied by his coal- black hair and dark eyebrows.
 “Alan! this is kind of you. I thank you for coming.”
 “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 deliberation. 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 coat, and appeared not to have 
noticed the gesture with which he had been greeted.
 “It is a matter of life and death, Alan, and to more than one per-
son. Sit down.”
 Campbell took a chair by the table, and Dorian sat opposite to 
him. The two men’s eyes met. In Dorian’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 
the man 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 
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 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—”
 “Stop, Gray. I  don’t want to know anything further. Whether 
what you have told me is true or not true,  doesn’t concern me. I en-
tirely 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 inter-
est 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 a scientist. You know 
about chemistry, and things of that kind. You have made experi-
ments. What you have got to do is to destroy the thing that is up-
stairs, to destroy it so that not a vestige will be left of it. 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 ev ery thing 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 fin-
ger 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 to peril my reputation for you? What is it to me what devil’s 
work you are up to?”
 “It was a 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 nothing 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 
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have thought you knew more about people’s characters. Your friend 
Lord Henry Wotton can’t have taught you much about psychology, 
whatever 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 suf fer. 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. It is not my business. Besides, you are 
certain to be arrested, without my stirring in the matter. Nobody 
ever commits a murder without doing some thing stupid. But I will 
have nothing to do with it.”
 “All I ask of you is to perform a certain sci en tific experiment. 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 lab o ra-
tory you found this man lying on a leaden table, with red gutters 
scooped out in it, you would simply look upon him as an admirable 
subject. You would not turn a hair. You would not believe that you 
were doing anything wrong. On the contrary, you would probably 
feel that you were bene fiting the human race, or increasing the sum 
of knowledge in the world, or gratifying intellectual curiosity, or 
some thing of that kind. What I want you to do is simply what you 
have often done before. Indeed, to destroy a body must be less hor-
rible than what you are accustomed to work at. And, remember, 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 indif-
ferent to the whole thing. It has nothing to do with me.”
 “Alan, I entreat you. Think of the position I am in. Just before 
you came I almost fainted with terror. No!  don’t think of that. Look 
at the matter purely from the sci en tific point of view. You  don’t in-
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quire 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 refuse absolutely to 
do anything in the matter. It is insane of you to ask me.”
 “You refuse absolutely?”
 “Yes.”
 The same look of pity came into Dorian’s eyes, then he stretched 
out his hand, took a piece of paper, and wrote some thing on it. He 
read it over twice, folded it carefully, and pushed it across the table. 
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, put ting his hand upon his 
shoulder.
 “I am so sorry, Alan,” he murmured, “but you leave me no alter-
native. I have a letter written already. Here it is. You see the address. 
If you  don’t help me, I must 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.”
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 Campbell buried his face in his hands, and a shudder 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 work yourself into this fever. 
The thing has to be done. Face it, and do it.”
 A groan broke from Campbell’s lips, and he shivered all over. The 
ticking of the clock on the mantelpiece seemed to him to be dividing 
time into separate 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, and as if the disgrace 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.”
 He hesitated a moment. “Is there a fire in the room upstairs?” he 
murmured.
 “Yes, there is a gas- fire with asbestos.”
 “I will have to go home and get some things from the lab o ra-
tory.”
 “No, Alan, you need not leave the house. Write on a sheet of note-
 paper what you want, and my servant will take a cab, and bring the 
things back to you.”
 Campbell wrote a few lines, blotted them, and addressed an en-
velope to his assistant. Dorian took the note up and read it carefully. 
Then he rang the bell, and gave it to his valet, with orders to return 
as soon as possible, and to bring the things with him.
 When the hall door shut, Campbell started, and, having got up 
from the chair, went over to the chimney- piece. He was shivering 
with a sort of ague. For nearly twenty minutes, neither of the men 
spoke. A fly buzzed noisily about the room, and the ticking of the 
clock was like the beat of a hammer.
 As the chime struck one, Campbell turned around, and, looking 
at Dorian Gray, saw that his eyes were filled with tears. There was 
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some thing in the purity and re finement of that sad face that seemed 
to enrage him. “You are infamous, absolutely infamous!” he mut-
tered.
 “Hush, Alan; you have saved my life,” said Dorian.
 “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 looking out at the garden. Campbell 
made no answer.
 After about ten minutes a knock came to the door, and the ser-
vant entered, carrying a mahogany chest of chemicals, with a small 
electric battery set on top of it. He placed it on the table, and went 
out again, returning with a long coil of steel and platinum wire and 
two rather curiously- shaped iron clamps.
 “Shall I leave the things here, Sir?” he asked Campbell.
 “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 sup-
plies 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.
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 “It will be time enough, then, if you are back at half- past seven, 
Francis. Or stay: just leave my things out for dressing. You can have 
the evening to yourself. 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 authoritative 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 the 
portrait grinning in the sunlight. On the floor in front of it the torn 
curtain was lying. He remembered that, the night before, for the 
first time in his life, he had forgotten to hide it, when he crept out of 
the room.
 But 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 table, the thing whose grotesque misshapen shadow on the spot-
ted carpet showed him that it had not stirred, but was still there, as 
he had left it.
 He opened the door a little wider, and walked quickly in, with 
half- closed eyes and averted head, determined that he would not 
look even once upon the dead man. Then, stooping down, and tak-
ing up the gold- and- purple hanging, he flung it over the picture.
 He stopped, feeling afraid to turn round, and his eyes fixed them-
selves on the intricacies of the pattern before him. He heard Camp-
bell bringing in the heavy chest, and the irons, and the other things 
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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 Campbell.
 He turned and hurried out, just conscious that the dead man had 
been thrust back into the chair and was sitting up in it, with Camp-
bell gazing into the glistening yellow face. As he was going down-
stairs he heard the key being turned in the lock.
 It was long after seven o’clock when Campbell came back into 
the library. He was pale, but absolutely calm. “I have done what you 
asked me to do,” he muttered. “And now, good- bye. Let us never see 
each other again.”
 “You have saved me from ruin, Alan. I cannot forget that,” said 
Dorian, simply.
 As soon as Campbell had left, he went upstairs. There was a hor-
rible smell of chemicals in the room. But the thing that had been 
sitting at the table was gone.
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“There is no good telling me you are going to be good, 
Dorian,” cried Lord Henry, dipping his white fingers into a red cop-
per bowl filled with rose- water. “You are quite perfect. Pray  don’t 
change.”
 Dorian shook his head. “No, Harry, I have done too many dread-
ful things in my life. I am not going to do any more. I began my good 
actions yesterday.”
 “Where were you yesterday?”
 “In the country, Harry. I was staying at a little inn by myself.”
 “My dear boy,” said Lord Henry smiling, “anybody can be good in 
the country. There are no temptations there. That is the reason why 
people who live out of town are so uncivilized. There are only two 
ways, as you know, of becoming civilized. One is by being cultured, 
the other is by being corrupt. Country- people have no opportunity 
of being either, so they stagnate.”
 “Culture and corruption,” murmured Dorian. “I have known 
some thing of both. It seems to me curious now that they should ever 
be found together. For I have a new ideal, Harry. I am going to alter. 
I think I have altered.”
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 “You have not told me yet what your good action was. Or did you 
say you had done more than one?”
 “I can tell you, Harry. It is not a story I could tell to any one else. I 
spared somebody. It sounds vain, but you understand what I mean. 
She was quite beautiful, and wonderfully like Sybil Vane. I think it 
was that which first attracted me to her. You remember Sybil,  don’t 
you? How long ago that seems! Well, Hetty was not one of our own 
class, of course. She was simply 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. Fi nally she promised to come with me to town. I 
had taken a house for her, and arranged ev ery thing. 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 to-
gether this morning at dawn. Suddenly I said to myself ‘I won’t ruin 
this girl. I won’t bring her to shame.’ And I determined to leave her 
as flowerlike as I had found her.”
 “I should think the novelty of the emotion must have given you a 
thrill of real plea sure, Dorian,” interrupted Lord Henry. “But I can 
fin ish your idyll 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 
her life is not spoiled. There is no disgrace on it. She can live, like 
Perdita, in her garden.”
 “And weep over a faithless Florizel,” said Lord Henry, laughing. 
“My dear Dorian, you have the most curious boyish moods. Do you 
think this girl will ever be really contented now with any one of her 
own rank? I suppose she will be married someday to a rough carter 
or a grinning ploughman. Well, having met you, and loved you, will 
teach her to despise her husband, and she will be wretched. Upon 
the other hand, had she become your mistress, she would have lived 
in the society of charming and cultured men. You would have edu-
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cated her, taught her how to dress, how to talk, how to move. You 
would have made her perfect, and she would have been extremely 
happy. After a time, no doubt, you would have grown tired of her. 
She would have made a scene. You would have made a settlement. 
Then a new career would have begun for her. From a moral point of 
view I really  don’t 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 mill- pond, with water- lilies 
round her, like Ophelia?”
 “I can’t bear this, Harry! You mock at ev ery thing, and then sug-
gest the most serious tragedies. I am sorry I told you now. I  don’t 
care what you say to 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 jessamine.  Don’t let me 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- sac ri fice I have ever known, 
is really a sort of sin. I want to be better. I am going to be better. Tell 
me some thing 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 disappearance.”
 “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 public are really not equal to the mental strain of having 
more than one topic ev ery three months. They have been very for-
tunate lately, however. They have had my own divorce- case, and 
Alan Campbell’s suicide. Now they have got the mysterious disap-
pearance of an artist. Scotland Yard still insists that the man in the 
grey ulster who left Victoria by the midnight train on the seventh of 
November was poor Basil, and the French police declare that Basil 
never arrived in Paris at all. I suppose in about a fortnight we will 
be told that he has been seen in San Francisco. It is an odd thing, 
but ev ery one who disappears is said to be seen at San Francisco. It 
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must be a delightful city, and possess all the attractions of the next 
world.”
 “What do you think has happened to Basil?” asked Dorian, hold-
ing 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. One can sur-
vive ev ery thing 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! She was desperately in love with 
you at one time, Dorian. It used to amuse me to watch her pay-
ing you compliments. You were so charmingly indifferent. Do you 
know, I really miss her? She never bored me. She was so delightfully 
improbable in ev ery thing that she did. I was very fond of her. The 
house is rather lonely without her.”
 Dorian said nothing, but rose from the table, and, passing into the 
next room, sat down to the piano, and let his fingers stray across the 
notes. After the coffee had been brought in, he stopped, and, look-
ing over at Lord Henry, said, “Harry, did it ever occur to you that 
Basil was murdered?”
 Lord Henry yawned. “Basil had no enemies, and always wore a 
Waterbury watch. Why should he be murdered? He was not cle ver 
enough to have enemies. Of course he had a wonderful genius for 
painting. But a man can paint like Velasquez 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 adora-
tion for you.”
 “I was very fond of Basil,” said Dorian, with a sad look in his eyes. 
“But  don’t people say that he was murdered?”
 “Oh, some of the papers do. It does not seem to be probable. I 
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know there are dreadful places in Paris, but Basil was not the sort of 
man to have gone to them. He had no curiosity. It was his chief de-
fect. 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 bald, 
and yellow. You are really wonderful, Dorian. You have never 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 ex-
traordinary. 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 exercise, 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 whose opinions I listen to now 
with any respect are people much youn ger than myself. They seem 
in front of me. Life has revealed to them her last wonder. As for the 
aged, I always contradict the aged. I do it on principle. If you ask 
them their opinion on some thing that happened yesterday, they sol-
emnly give you the opinions current in 1820, when people wore high 
stocks 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 marvelously 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 
Marsyas 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 sometimes at my own sin-
cerity. Ah, Dorian, how happy you are! What an exquisite life you 
have had! You have drunk deeply of ev ery thing. You have crushed 
the grapes against your palate. Nothing has been hidden from you. 
But it has all been to you no more than the sound of music. It has not 
marred you. You are still the same.
 “I wonder what the rest of your life will be.  Don’t spoil it by re-
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nunciations. At present you are a perfect type.  Don’t make yourself 
incomplete. You are quite flawless now. You need not 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 colour in a room or a morning 
sky, a particular perfume that you had once loved and that brings 
strange memories 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. Browning writes about that somewhere; but our 
own senses will imagine them for us. There are moments when the 
odour of heliotrope passes suddenly across me, and I have to live 
the strangest year 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 al-
ways 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 yourself! Life has been your art. You 
have set yourself to music. Your days have been 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 go-
ing to have the same life, Harry. And you must not say these extrava-
gant things to me. You  don’t know ev ery thing 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 play 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 someone at the Club who wants immensely to 
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know you. Young Lord Poole, Bournmouth’s eldest son. He has al-
ready copied your neckties, and has begged me to introduce him to 
you. He is quite delightful, and rather reminds me of you.”
 “I hope not,” said Dorian, with a touch of pathos in his voice. “But 
I am tired to- night, Harry. I won’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 
some thing in your touch that was wonderful. It had more expres-
sion than I had ever heard from it before.”
 “It is because I am going to be good,” he answered, smiling. “I am 
a little changed already.”
 “ Don’t change, Dorian; at any rate,  don’t change to me. We must 
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 moralise. You will soon 
be going about warning people against all the sins of which you have 
grown tired. You are much too delightful to do that. Besides, it is no 
use. You and I are what we are, and will be what we will be. Come 
round tomorrow. I am going to ride at eleven, and we might go to-
gether. The Park is quite lovely now. I  don’t think there have been 
such lilacs since the year I met you.”
 “Very well. I will be here at eleven,” said Dorian. “Good- night, 
Harry.” As he reached the door, he hesitated for a moment, as if he 
had some thing more to say. Then he sighed and went out.
 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 
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been so often lately was that no one knew who he was. He had told 
the girl whom he had made love him that he was poor, and she had 
believed him. He had told her once that he was wicked, and she had 
laughed at him, and told him 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 dresses, and her large 
hats. She knew nothing, but she had ev ery thing that he had lost.
 When he reached home, he found his servant waiting up for him. 
He sent him to bed, and threw himself down on the sofa in the li-
brary, and began to 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 boy-
hood, as Lord Henry had once called it. He knew that he had tar-
nished himself, filled his mind with corruption, and given horror 
to his fancy; that he had been an evil in flu ence 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?
 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. Alan 
Campbell had shot himself one night in his lab o ra tory, but had not 
revealed the secret that he had been forced to know. The excite-
ment, such as it was, over Basil Hallward’s disappearance would 
soon pass away. It was already waning. He was perfectly safe there. 
Nor, indeed, was it the death of Basil Hallward that weighed most 
upon his mind. It was the living death of his own soul that troubled 
him. Basil had painted the portrait that had marred his life. He could 
not forgive him that. It was the portrait that had done ev ery thing. 
Basil had said things to him that were unbearable, and that he had 
yet borne with patience. The murder had been simply the madness 
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of a moment. As for Alan Campbell, his suicide had been his own 
act. He had chosen to do it. It was nothing to him.
 A new life! That was what he wanted. That was what he was 
waiting for. Surely he had begun it already. He had spared one in-
nocent thing, at any rate. He would never again tempt innocence. 
He would be good.
 As he thought of Hetty Merton, he began to wonder if the por-
trait in the locked room had changed. Surely it was not still so hor-
rible as it had been? Perhaps if his life became pure, he would be 
able to expel ev ery 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 upstairs. As he un-
locked the door, a smile of joy flitted across his young face and lin-
gered for a moment about his lips. Yes, he would be good, and the 
hideous thing that he had hidden away would 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 cus-
tom, and dragged the purple hanging from the portrait. A cry of pain 
and indignation broke from him. He could see no change, unless 
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.
 Had it been merely vanity that had made him do his one good 
deed? Or the desire of 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 ourselves? Or, perhaps, all 
these?
 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.
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 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 mon-
strous. Besides, who would believe him, even if he did confess? 
There was no trace of the murdered man anywhere. Ev ery thing be-
longing to him had been destroyed. He himself had burned what 
had been below- stairs. The world would simply say he was mad. 
They would shut him up if he persisted in his story.
 Yet it was his duty to confess, to suf fer 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 shoulders. The death of Basil Hallward seemed very little to 
him. He was thinking of Hetty Merton.
 It was an unjust mirror, this mirror of his soul that he was look-
ing at. Vanity? Curiosity? Hypocrisy? Had there been nothing more 
in his renunciation than that? There had been some thing more. At 
least he thought so. But who could tell?
 And this murder—was it to dog him all his life? Was he never 
to get rid of the past? Was he really to confess? No. There was only 
one bit of evidence left against him. The picture itself. That was evi-
dence.
 He would destroy it. Why had he kept it so long? It had given him 
plea sure once to watch it changing and growing old. Of late he had 
felt no such plea sure. 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 con-
science to him. Yes, it had been conscience. He would destroy it.
 He looked round, and saw the knife that had stabbed Basil Hall-
ward. 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. He seized it, and 
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stabbed the canvas with it, ripping the thing right up from top to 
bottom.
 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 sev-
eral times, but there was no answer. The house was all dark, except 
for a light in one of the top windows. After a time, he went away, 
and stood in the portico of the next house and watched.
 “Whose house is that, constable?” asked the elder of the two gen-
tlemen.
 “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 domestics 
were talking in low whispers to each other. Old Mrs. Leaf was cry-
ing, and wringing her hands. Francis was as pale as death.
 After about a quarter of an hour, he got the coachman and one of 
the footmen and crept upstairs. They knocked, but there was no re-
ply. They called out. Ev ery thing was still. Fi nally, after vainly trying 
to force the door, they got on the roof, and dropped down on to the 
balcony. The windows yielded easily: the 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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Doyle’s novel The Sign of Four, and the fact that Conan Doyle’s story was ac-
cepted in the form of a holograph manuscript constitutes im por tant evi-
dence that it was Wilde, rather than J. M. Stoddart, the editor of Lippin
cott’s, who was responsible for the submission of Dorian Gray in the form of 
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a typescript. As im por tantly, Dorian Gray is typewritten on heavy laid pa-
per, not the inexpensive, somewhat shoddy, paper that was typical for Stod-
dart’s business transactions. (Wilde was adamant that “good paper, such 
as is used for plays,” be used for the act of typewriting, not “tissue pa-
per” (Complete Letters of Oscar Wilde, ed. Merlin Holland and Rupert Hart-
 Davis [New York: Holt, 2000], p. 447). This choice of paper was almost cer-
tainly Wilde’s alone, since Wilde—notoriously extravagant about matters of 
cost—was consistently alive to how the very materials of writing affected 
the act of reading.
 2. As John Espey writes, “we have in the Clark text [the emended type-
script] the original intention of the author at a particular time” or “the full 
text as Wilde submitted it to Stoddart” (“Resources for Wilde Study at the 
Clark Library,” in Oscar Wilde; Two Approaches: Papers Read at a Clark 
 Library Seminar, April 17, 1976 [William Andrews Clark Memorial Library, 
University of California, Los Angeles, 1977], p. 35); and in paraphrasing Es-
pey’s argument, Donald Lawler writes that the emended typescript could 
reasonably be deemed “the only version of the text with unadulterated au-
thorial sanction,” given that later texts of the novel incorporate editorial 
changes that Wilde had little opportunity or authority to reverse (“A Note 
on the Texts,” in Oscar Wilde, The Picture of Dorian Gray, ed. Donald L. 
Lawler, Norton Critical Editions [New York: Norton, 1988], p. xi). While 
Lawler and Espey are correct in suggesting that later texts of the novel in-
corporate “adulterations” of one kind or another, the typescript upon which 
the present text is based by no means represents either Wilde’s original in-
tentions or his final intentions for his novel, as this Textual Introduction 
makes clear. Even if it were possible to recover an author’s “original” or “fi-
nal” intentions, to suggest that such intentions are entirely stable and self- 
consistent is to misrepresent how literary works often change, in the life-
time of their own authors, as the result of a combination of factors, including 
readers’ reactions, published reviews, editorial control, and the author’s 
own evolving sense of his or her own work. This is especially true of The 
Picture of Dorian Gray, which met fierce resistance from readers—as well 
as censorship from its first editor—even before it had seen the “published” 
light of day. Readers interested in texts embodying Wilde’s earlier or later 
intentions for the novel are urged to consult the unpublished holograph 
manuscript of the novel currently housed in the Morgan Library in New 
York, as well as Joseph Bristow’s excellent edition of the two texts pub-
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lished in Wilde’s lifetime (The Picture of Dorian Gray: The 1890 and 1891 
Texts, ed. Joseph Bristow, Volume 3 of The Complete Works of Oscar Wilde 
[Oxford University Press, 2005]). By contrast, the present edition is de-
signed to clarify how Wilde’s own personal intentions for his novel were 
seriously compromised by the extraordinary circumstances surrounding its 
early publication. The copy- text for the present edition, to be sure, repre-
sents an expression of Wilde’s intentions for the novel at a crucial moment 
in its his tory; but this Textual Introduction clarifies the social and editorial 
pro cesses whereby those intentions were “adulterated.”
 3. Joseph Bristow, Introduction to The Picture of Dorian Gray: The 1890 
and 1891 Texts, ed. Joseph Bristow, Volume 3 of The Complete Works of Os
car Wilde, gen. ed. Ian Small (Oxford University Press, 2005), p. xii; Eliza-
beth Lorang, “The Picture of Dorian Gray in Context: Intertextuality and 
Lippincott’s Monthly Magazine,” Victorian Periodicals Review 43:1 (Spring 
2010), 33. Lorang writes that the articles and stories that appeared along-
side Wilde’s novel in the July 1890 number of Lippincott’s Monthly Mag
azine, far from being incidental elements, are critical for un der stand ing 
 Wilde’s novel, since “the individual components of a magazine act as dis-
cursive, intertextual counterparts, the ideas in one drawing on, engaging, 
enriching, and complicating or contradicting ideas in another” (22). Lorang 
focuses especially on the connections between Wilde’s novel and three 
other articles that appeared in the July 1890 number (two of which ap-
peared only in the British edition): Edward Heron- Allen’s “The Cheiro-
mancy of Today”; Coulson Kernehan’s unsigned story “A Dead Man’s 
 Diary”; and “The Indissolubility of Marriage,” by Elizabeth R. Chapman 
and George Bettany. For details of Lorang’s argument, see p. 132, n. 3, and 
pp. 214–215, n. 10.
 4. Unsigned notice of The Picture of Dorian Gray, Scots Observer, July 5, 
1890; rpt. in Oscar Wilde: The Critical Heritage, ed. Karl Beckson (London: 
Routledge and Kegan Paul, 1970), p. 75.
 5. H. Montgomery Hyde, letter to the editor, Times Literary Supple
ment, August 9, 1974. Hyde is here paraphrasing, as well as endorsing, the 
views of an anonymous TLS reviewer who, on reviewing Isobel Murray’s 
Oxford University Press edition of Dorian Gray two weeks earlier, had com-
mented that the changes Wilde made to the novel prior to its publica-
tion in book form were “inspired by nothing grander than expediency” and 
amounted to “censorings,” not “thematic changes,” as Murray claimed 
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(“Not So Fond After All,” anon. rev. of The Picture of Dorian Gray, ed. I. Mur-
ray [Oxford University Press, 1974], in TLS, July 26, 1974, p. 3).
 6. Merlin Holland, The Real Trial of Oscar Wilde (New York: Perennial, 
2004), pp. 82, 86.
 7. See the defense of the Erotic School, published by Stoddart’s close 
associate William S. Walsh in his Handy Book of Literary Curiosities (Phila-
delphia: J. B. Lippincott, 1893), pp. 332–333.
 8. Bristow writes that “it is reasonable to infer that Stoddart . . . made 
most of the editorial changes to the typescript” because “most of the inser-
tions that are not in Wilde’s distinctive hand bear a strong resemblance” 
to known examples of Stoddart’s handwriting (“Editorial Introduction” to 
The Picture of Dorian Gray: The 1890 and 1891 Texts, pp. lxi–lxii). While 
Bristow’s inference is true for the most part, the typescript contains at least 
a few emendations—notably the alteration of “Sybil” to “Sibyl,” of “leapt” to 
“leaped,” and of “curtsey” to “courtesy”—in a hand that is neither Wilde’s 
nor Stoddart’s. Moreover, Bristow’s im por tant comment that “where Wilde 
tended to cancel passages in squiggly lines with a thicker pen, Stoddart by 
and large scored through passages with straighter lines and lighter mark-
ings” needs quali fi ca tion, since in places the typescript was censored us-
ing squiggly lines in a hand that appears to have been neither Wilde’s nor 
Stoddart’s (as Bristow characterizes it here). For more on the nature of the 
changes overseen by Stoddart, see Espey, “Resources for Study,” pp. 26–35; 
and Bristow, “Editorial Introduction,” pp. lxiv–lxvii.
 9. Bristow, “Introduction,” pp. xxxix–xl.
 10. Wilfred Edener’s edition of The Picture of Dorian Gray (Nuremberg: 
H. Carl, 1964) had also reprinted the Lippincott’s text in its entirety. But 
Edener’s edition, with introductory matter and notes in German, was pub-
lished for a German- speaking readership. For Lawler’s characterization see 
Wilde, The Picture of Dorian Gray, ed. Lawler, p. 200, n. 1. Like many of 
Lawler’s textual and critical notes, this note is retained intact in the re-
cent, second edition of Norton’s Critical Edition, edited by Michael Patrick 
Gillespie (New York, 2007), p. 214. In the new Preface that he supplied to 
the Norton edition, Gillespie notes that “Stoddart did not hesitate to excise 
portions that he felt would be too graphic for his readers’ sensibilities” 
(p. xii).
 11. Isobel Murray, “Note on the Text,” in The Picture of Dorian Gray, ed. 
Isobel Murray (Oxford University Press, 1974), p. xxvii; Josephine M. Guy 
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and Ian Small, Oscar Wilde’s Profession (Oxford University Press, 2000), 
p. 233.
 12. Guy and Small, Oscar Wilde’s Profession, p. 233.
 13. Espey, “Resources for Study,” p. 32.
 14. N. N. Feltes,  Modes of Production of Victorian Novels (Chicago: Uni-
versity of Chicago Press, 1986), pp. 64, 63.
 15. Bristow, Editorial Introduction, p. lxii.
 16. Before being acquired by William Andrews Clark Jr. (in whose li-
brary it currently resides) in 1933, the typescript was sold at a 1920 auction 
of Wilde items previously owned by the Wilde collector John B. Stetson Jr. 
The sheer number of items listed alongside the typescript as deriving from 
J. M. Stoddart in the sale catalogue (The Oscar Wilde Collection of John B. 
Stetson Jr. [New York: Anderson Galleries, 1920]) strongly suggests that 
Stetson—like Stoddart, a Philadelphian—acquired the typescript from Stod-
dart directly.
 17. Donald Lawler speculates that the holograph manuscript is a fair- 
copy of a now- lost “proto- manuscript.” See Lawler, “Oscar Wilde’s First 
Manuscript of The Picture of Dorian Gray,” Studies in Bibliography, 25 (1972), 
125–135; also Lawler, An In quiry into Oscar Wilde’s Revisions of “The Picture 
of Dorian Gray” (New York: Garland, 1988), pp. 145–147.
 18. J. M. Stoddart, letter to J. Garmeson, June 2, 1890, J. B. Lippincott 
Co. Rec ords 1858–1958, Collection 3104, Box 61, Item 2 [foreign letter- book 
1889–1894], p. 111, Pennsylvania Historical Society.
 19. See the uncatalogued file of print and manuscript materials docu-
menting the efforts of J. M. Stoddart in 1906 to produce a definitive edition 
of Wilde’s works, especially the letter concerning Dorian Gray from Ferdi-
nand I. Haber to J. M. Stoddart, dated October 6, 1906, in which Haber re-
ports, “I find several marked differences between our manuscript and the 
printed text” (William Andrews Clark Jr. Memorial Library, uncatalogued). 
I have not yet determined whether Ferdinand I. Haber was related to the 
Louis I. Haber from whom the Morgan Library’s present ownership of the 
holograph manuscript derives.
 20. W. H. Smith & Son, letter to Ward, Lock, and Company, July 10, 1890, 
quoted by Holland in The Real Trial of Oscar Wilde, p. 310., n. 113.
 21. Ward, Lock, and Company, letter to Oscar Wilde, July 10, 1890, 
quoted in Hyde, letter to the editor.
 22. See Stoddart’s letter to Craige Lippincott, April 29, 1890, in which 
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Stoddart finds it “strange that Ward Lock & Co. do not expect much success 
with Oscar Wilde’s story” (J. B. Lippincott Co. Rec ords 1858–1958, Collec-
tion 3104, Box 61, Item 2 [foreign letter- book 1889–1894], Pennsylvania His-
torical Society); also George Lock’s letter to Oscar Wilde, July 7, 1890 (rpt. 
in “Stuart Mason” [Christopher Millard], Bibliography of Oscar Wilde [Lon-
don: T. W. Laurie, 1914], p. 105), in which Lock suggests changes to the nov-
el’s ending and a greater focus on Lord Henry Wotton’s character, while 
commenting approvingly on Wilde’s proposal “to add to the story so as to 
counteract any damage done” by its appearance in Lippincott’s. Six weeks 
prior to publication, Ward, Lock, and Company’s misgivings were evidently 
great enough that they reduced their order for the July number: Ward, Lock 
had ordered 10,000 copies of the January number (J. M. Stoddart, letter to 
J. Garmeson, October 8, 1889, J. B. Lippincott Co. Rec ords 1858–1958, Col-
lection 3104, Box 61, Item 2 [foreign letter- book 1889–1894], Pennsylvania 
Historical Society), and in February Stoddart had proposed sending 10,000 
copies of the May number, too (J. M. Stoddart, letter to J. Garmeson, Febru-
ary 25, 1890, J. B. Lippincott Co. Rec ords 1858–1958, Collection 3104, Box 
61, Item 2 [foreign letter- book 1889–1894], p. 83). On April 22, the date on 
which he announced his intention to publish Dorian Gray, Stoddart wrote 
to Craige Lippincott, “I should think they could use to advantage 12 or 
15,000 copies” of the July number. Two weeks later he was forced to con-
fess to Lippincott, “The order for the July number has just been received; it 
is for 5000 copies and of course at the full price” (letter to C. Lippincott, 
May 6).
 Circulation fig ures for the American edition of the July number are 
harder to come by, but it is certain that in the months preceding the publi-
cation of Dorian Gray, Stoddart wished to deceive his British distributors 
about circulation in the United States: “Be careful in conversation with 
Ward Lock & Co. not to give away our true circulation,” Stoddart wrote to 
Lippincott on April 10, “as I have led ev ery one to understand that we aver-
age a circulation of 100,000 copies. I have not communicated the real facts 
of the case to Garmeson as it might weaken his appreciation of it. Ward 
Lock & Co. think we are having a big sale here as we are, and it is better to 
let them be of the same opinion” (J. M. Stoddart, letter to Craige Lippincott, 
April 10, 1890). The disintegration of Lippincott’s arrangements with Ward, 
Lock, and Company continued, in the wake of the disastrous publication of 
Dorian Gray, with Ward, Lock’s order for just 2,000 copies of the October 
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number. On February 12, 1891, Stoddart lamented that J. B. Lippincott could 
not “make an additional payment” to Wilde, as he had requested, because 
“the publication of Dorian Gray was, in a comparative sense, a mistake, and 
instead of being a commercial success it was really in the nature of a fail-
ure” (Stoddart, letter to Wilde, February 12, 1891, J. B. Lippincott Co. Rec-
ords 1858–1958, Collection 3104, Box 61, Item 2 [foreign letter- book 1889–
1894], pp. 180–181).
 23. In both published versions, when Dorian re flects toward the end of 
the novel on his “renunciation” of Hetty Merton, Wilde poses an urgent se-
ries of questions: “Vanity? Curiosity? Hypocrisy? Had there been nothing 
more in his renunciation than that?” only to answer them with, “There had 
been some thing more. At least he thought so. But who could tell?” This 
phrasing, as well as suggesting that Dorian is tortured by conscience, im-
plies that Dorian’s renunciation of Hetty might have been motivated by al-
truism, pity, or fellow- feeling. While it is true that Wilde only hints here at 
the possibility of good in Dorian, the ambiguity seems deliberate, human-
izing Dorian and allowing room for moral debate about the deepest well- 
springs of his nature.
 Such subtle hedging of the issue had elicited fierce remonstrance in 
1890—for example, that “it is not made suf fi ciently clear that the writer 
does not prefer a course of unnatural iniquity to a life of cleanliness, health, 
and sanity” and that Wilde “does not take the trouble to make his moral 
logically cohere with his subject matter.” In an effort to answer such criti-
cisms, Wilde added the following im por tant rejoinder in 1891:

No. There had been nothing more. Through vanity he had 
spared her. In hypocrisy he had worn the mask of goodness. 
For curiosity’s sake he had tried the denial of self. He recog-
nized that now.

 The first five sentences of this rejoinder were inserted precisely so as to 
eradicate the moral ambiguity present in the ending of the first published 
version and to underscore—as Walter Pater was to iterate upon reviewing 
the novel in book form—that Dorian Gray contained “a very plain moral, 
pushed home, to the effect that vice and crime make people coarse and 
ugly.”
 Wilde made a second revision in 1891 that similarly heightens Dorian’s 
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monstrosity and levels the moral ambiguity of the 1890 ending. Dorian de-
termines upon “killing the portrait,” Wilde tells us in both published 
 versions, because this “would kill the past, and when that was dead he 
would be free.” Although this motivation seems consistent with Wilde’s 
comment, just previously, that Dorian strikes the portrait to destroy “con-
science,” since the portrait “brought melancholy across his passions” and 
“marred” his “joy,” Wilde’s formulation allows for the possibility, as the 
scholar Donald F. Lawler puts it, that “Dorian struck against the portrait in 
revulsion at the monstrous evil he saw in it and that his action was there-
fore a repudiation of his past life of vice and crime.” Such a reading is 
 underscored, in fact, by the lines leading up to this moment, in which 
Wilde tells us, with somewhat heavy- handed symbolism, of Dorian’s de-
termination to “clean” the murder instrument “till there was no stain left 
upon it.”
 But in 1891 Wilde followed these lines with the crucial sentence, “It 
would kill this monstrous soul- life, and without its hideous warnings, he 
would be at peace.” Again Wilde felt that his 1890 wording had been too 
ambiguous: the new wording eliminates any suggestion that “freedom” im-
plies salvation, and instead reinforces a straightforward, morally conven-
tional reading whereby Dorian strikes the portrait so as to quiet the “soul- 
life,” with its “hideous reminders” of his criminality.
 These changes to the ending confronted head on the criticisms, made 
publicly in 1890, that Dorian Gray was an immoral book. They were dedi-
cated to proving, as Wilde had claimed to the press in 1890, that “it is a story 
with a moral” and that “Dorian Gray, having led a life of mere sensation and 
plea sure, tries to kill conscience, and at that moment kills himself” (Com
plete Letters, p. 430). To some degree, they are consistent with the sugges-
tion made by George Lock, publisher of the 1891 book version, that in revis-
ing the novel Wilde should “depict the misery in which [Dorian] ends his 
days” so as to “counteract any damage . . . done” by the novel’s appearance 
in Lippincott’s. Wilde’s changes to the ending were designed, in other 
words, to increase Dorian’s monstrosity and to eradicate any suggestion, in-
herent in the 1890 version, that Dorian’s final act was motivated by moral 
self- revulsion and by the lingering pangs of a tortured conscience. By elimi-
nating hints of remorse on Dorian’s part, Wilde sharpened the reader’s 
 dissociation with him, eliminating lingering shreds of sympathy that the 
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reader might still have for Dorian in the moments before he strikes the 
 portrait.
 24. In August 1889 Stoddart journeyed to London to make arrangements 
with Ward, Lock, and Company for distribution of Lippincott’s in Britain 
and also to secure British authors for the magazine. As Arthur Conan Doyle 
relates in his Memories and Adventures (1924; rpt. Oxford University Press, 
1989), Stoddart commissioned stories from both Wilde and Conan Doyle 
during a dinner at London’s Langham Hotel on August 30, 1889. (Stoddart’s 
contract with Conan Doyle, formalized at Conan Doyle’s insistence on the 
same date as the dinner, specifies “a story consisting of not less than 40,000 
words.” However, in a letter to Wilde dated October 11, 1889, Stoddart coun-
tered Wilde’s offer of a story of 30,000 words [Complete Letters, p. 413] 
with, “we want at least 35,000 words as 30,000 words would be entirely too 
short.”) Soon after arriving back in Philadelphia, Stoddart wrote to Wilde 
that he hoped to place Wilde’s story in the January 1890 number and that 
he was eager to “inaugurate our Eng lish venture with it” (J. M. Stoddart, 
letter to Oscar Wilde, September 18, 1889, J. B. Lippincott Co. Rec ords 1858–
1958, Collection 3104, Box 7, Item 5 [letter- book 1889], p. 237, Pennsylvania 
Historical Society). But Dorian Gray was slow in coming, and Wilde evi-
dently spent the last months of 1889 struggling over a story—“The Fisher-
man and His Soul”—that eventually totaled 15,000 words and that would 
appear in his 1891 collection A House of Pomegranates. In mid- November 
he was “unable to fin ish” and “not sat is fied” with his efforts to date (Com
plete Letters, p. 414), but in mid- December he announced, “I have invented 
a new story . . . and I am quite ready to set to work on it” (Complete Letters, 
p. 416). Possibly Wilde was hard at work drafting Dorian Gray soon after 
this date. But by early February 1890, Stoddart was getting anxious. On Feb-
ruary 7, Stoddart wrote to Wilde’s friend, the cheiromantist Edward Heron-
 Allen (whose 1888 novella The Suicide of Sylvester Gray dimly in flu enced 
Wilde, and whose essay “The Cheiromancy of Today” would appear along-
side The Picture of Dorian Gray in the July 1890 number of Lippincott’s): “I 
have nothing very satisfactory from Oscar Wilde; would it be asking too 
much of you for you to ask him about his story?” (J. M. Stoddart, letter to E. 
Heron- Allen, February 7, 1890, J. B. Lippincott Co. Rec ords 1858–1958, Col-
lection 3104, Box 61, Item 2 [foreign letter- book 1889–1894], Pennsylva-
nia Historical Society). That Heron- Allen intervened on Stoddart’s behalf 
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shortly after this date can be inferred from a letter dated February 19 in 
which Wilde informed Heron- Allen that he would “look in on you and dis-
cuss the wicked Lippincott if you are at home” (Complete Letters, p. 424). 
Around this time, Wilde confessed to an unknown correspondent that he 
was “overwhelmed with work” (Complete Letters, p. 424) and also, to Aglaia 
Coronio, that “I am so busy I dare not stir out. Publishers are showing that 
worms will turn, and the editors of magazines are clamorous” (Complete 
Letters, p. 425). Evidently Heron- Allen’s intervention was successful, be-
cause on March 25 Stoddart thanked Heron- Allen for “punching OW up to 
his work, as within the last few days we have received word that he has sent 
his story in” (J. M. Stoddart, letter to E. Heron- Allen, March 25, 1890, J. B. 
Lippincott Co. Rec ords 1858–1958, Collection 3104, Box 61, Item 2 [foreign 
letter- book 1889–1894], Pennsylvania Historical Society). See, too, Stod-
dart’s comment to his London agent, J. Garmeson, on March 25, 1890, “I 
expect in answer to my telegram of March 20th saying ‘Pay Wilde’ that we 
will receive a part of the type written copy by next Monday or Tuesday 
if sent on the steamer leaving on the 22nd” (J. B. Lippincott Co. Rec ords 
1858–1958, Collection 3104, Box 61, Item 2 [foreign letter- book 1889–1894], 
p. 32, Pennsylvania Historical Society).
 25. J. M. Stoddart, letter to Craige Lippincott, April 10, 1890, J. B. Lip-
pincott Co. Rec ords 1858–1958, Collection 3104, Box 61, Item 2 [foreign 
letter- book 1889–1894], Pennsylvania Historical Society.
 26. The contents page to Philips’s 1893 collection The Making of a News
paper (New York and London: G. P. Putnam’s, 1893) lists him as “Literary 
Editor of the Philadelphia Press” and reveals Philips to have been a leading 
fig ure in American journalism at the time. The American edition of the July 
1890 number of Lippincott’s, which differs from the British edition in cer-
tain respects (though not in its version of Wilde’s novel), lists Philips as 
copyright- holder. A mea sure of Stoddart’s con fi dence in Philips is ascer-
tainable from the “Round- Robin Talks” feature printed in the June 1890 
number of Lippincott’s, in which Stoddart self- consciously exposed to his 
readers the behind- the- scenes pro cesses by which literary manuscripts 
were collectively adjudicated: “For some months past in various places 
there have been informal and fraternal meeting of an uncertain number of 
congenial spirits,” Stoddart declared, their gatherings sometimes prompted 
by “the advance sheets of a novel” (J. M. Stoddart, “Round- Robin Talks,” 
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Lippincott’s Monthly Magazine, June 1890, pp. 889–907). “Many of the par-
tic i pants are known by their writings to the readers of Lippincott’s. . . . Why 
should not that faction of the public that reads the book reviews of Melville 
Philips know that their author is a smooth- faced, blue- eyed chap, with a 
profile like Byron?” At the latest meeting of this group, declared Stoddart, 
which had evidently taken place in April 1890, “we had gathered to discuss 
the chances for life of a forthcoming novel which it would be manifestly 
inopportune to mention now.”
 27. J. M. Stoddart, letter to Craige Lippincott, April 22, 1890, J. B. Lip-
pincott Co. Rec ords 1858–1958, Collection 3104, Box 61, Item 2 [foreign 
letter- book 1889–1894], Pennsylvania Historical Society.
 28. J. M. Stoddart, letter to Oscar Wilde, April 22, 1890, J. B. Lippincott 
Co. Rec ords 1858–1958, Collection 3104, Box 61, Item 2 [foreign letter- book 
1889–1894], Pennsylvania Historical Society. That Stoddart is referring here 
to receipt of the typescript might seem unclear to modern readers. But by 
this date, the word typescript had not yet come into wide use, and the terms 
manuscript and typewritten manuscript were commonly applied to what 
we would now term typescript. See Philo H. Sylvester, “Two Needed New 
Words,” North American Review, 148 (1889), p. 647.
 29. See Wilde’s request to Stoddart, in December 1889, to “let me have 
half the honorarium in advance—£100” (Complete Letters, p. 416); also his 
May 1890 comment to a prospective publisher of the book version that 
“next month there appears in Lippincott’s Magazine a one- volume novel of 
mine, 50,000 words in length. After three months the copyright reverts to 
me” (Complete Letters, p. 425). Stoddart declined Wilde’s request for “half 
the honorarium,” writing to Wilde on December 17 that “I greatly regret to 
be unable to accede to your request for the advancement of the amount. . . . 
The moment that the manuscript is accepted by our agent in London, the 
total amount will be paid over to you” (J. M. Stoddart, letter to Oscar Wilde, 
December 17, 1889, J. B. Lippincott Co. Rec ords 1858–1958, Collection 3104, 
Box 61, Item 6 [letter- book 1889–1890], p. 279, Pennsylvania Historical 
 Society).
 30. The memorandum in which Wilde was to assign and set over his 
“entire right” in Dorian Gray while simultaneously acknowledging that he 
had “completed and forwarded the manuscript” and “received payment 
from [Lippincott’s] London agent Mr. J. Garmeson” survives today only as 
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an unsigned duplicate, dated simply “London . . . 1890.” The original was 
attached to Stoddart’s letter to Craige Lippincott of April 22, in which Stod-
dart instructed Lippincott (who was visiting London) to “get him to sign 
the enclosed authorization, which we are going to use for the purpose of 
securing copyright here.” In his letter to Wilde of the same date, Stoddart 
informed Wilde, “I am going to endeavor to secure the American copyright 
for [Dorian Gray].”
 31. J. M. Stoddart, letter to F. C. Baylor, April 25, 1890, J. B. Lippincott 
Co. Rec ords 1858–1958, Collection 3104, Box 7, Item 6 [letter- book 1890], 
p. 320, Pennsylvania Historical Society.
 32. Stoddart’s anxiety in this respect stemmed from the extensive pub-
licity given to the white slave trade by W. T. Stead’s exposé “The Maiden 
Tribute of Modern Babylon,” serialized in the Pall Mall Gazette in 1885.
 33. In the absence of a text giving his original wording, Wilde used this 
change as the basis for a further change in the book version, where this 
phrase is rendered as “a wonderful tragic fig ure sent on to the world’s stage 
to show the supreme reality of Love” (The Picture of Dorian Gray: The 1890 
and 1891 Texts, ed. Bristow, p. 257).
 34. See Bristow, Editorial Introduction, p. lxv.

chapter 1

1. The sound produced by the bass stop of an organ.

chapter 3

1. Our grandparents are always wrong.

chapter 7

1. The consolation of the arts.

chapter 8

1. Large wooden dowry chest, dating from the early Renaissance.
2. Mother- of- pearl.
3. “The Secret of Raoul, by Catulle Sarrazin.”
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chapter 9

1. Adjective meaning “replete,” “imbued,” or “charged.”

chapter 10

1. A long, heavy, loose- fitting overcoat with a cape and sleeves.
2. Anglomania.

chapter 12

1. Not yet washed clean of torture.
2. Faun- shaped fingers.
3. Her bosom covered o’er
 With pearls, her body suave,
 The Adriatic Venus soars
 On sound’s chromatic wave.

 The domes that on the water swell
 Pursue the melody
 In clear- drawn cadences, and swell
 Like breasts of love that sigh.

 My chains around a pillar cast,
 I land before a fair
 And rosy- pale façade at last,
 Upon a marble stair.





APPEND I X

The 1891 Preface to The Picture of Dorian Gray

The Picture of Dorian Gray was vilified by British reviewers upon its ap-
pearance in Lippincott’s Monthly Magazine in 1890. Feeling aggrieved and 
misunderstood, Wilde appended the following aphorisms to the novel, as a 
Preface, upon its publication in book form one year later. The novel has 
since rarely been printed without the Preface, though the Preface has often 
been printed or anthologized separately, as representing Wilde’s artistic 
credo.
 Many of the aphorisms are based on statements Wilde made in letters to 
the press defending his novel following publication in Lippincott’s. Others 
are based on ideas contained in Gautier’s Preface to Mademoiselle du 
Maupin (1835), a manifesto of “art for art’s sake,” also written in reply to 
critics who had attacked its author’s moral character. Before attaching 
them to the novel, Wilde published twenty- three of the aphorisms in the 
Fortnightly Review in March 1891, where they appeared over his signature 
under the title “A Preface to The Picture of Dorian Gray.” The aphorism “No 
artist is ever morbid. The artist can express ev ery thing” was added, and one 
or two others were slightly altered, when the Preface appeared—again over 
Wilde’s signature—in the book edition of Dorian Gray in April 1891.
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 Wilde’s Preface is an example of what the critic Gérard Genette terms a 
“delayed preface” insofar as it serves a “compensatory” purpose and re-
sponds “to the first reactions of the first public and the critics” (Paratexts: 
Thresholds of Interpretation, trans. Jane E. Lewin [Cambridge University 
Press, 1997], p. 240). However, Genette himself treats Wilde’s Preface as an 
example of the “preface- manifesto” (p. 228) whereby an author seeks to 
rede fine or overthrow existing artistic conventions. In the breadth of its 
aims, says Genette, Wilde’s Preface is comparable not merely to Gautier’s 
Preface to Mademoiselle du Maupin but also to Conrad’s Preface to The Nig
ger of the Narcissus and to Victor Hugo’s never- completed “philosophical 
preface” to Les Misérables.

THE PREFACE

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 meaning 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 Caliban seeing 
his own face in a glass.

The nineteenth century dislike of Romanticism is 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.
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No artist desires to prove anything. Even things that are true can be proved.
No artist has ethical sympathies. An ethical sympathy in an artist 
is an unpardonable mannerism of style.

No artist is ever morbid. The artist can express ev ery thing.
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.

When critics disagree the artist is in accord with 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.
 OSCAR WILDE.
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