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PART ONE
1

Two Friends

The curtains moved gently in the summer wind. The smell of
flowers came in through the open window. And in the distance
there was the faint noise of London traffic. It was very peaceful
in the artist’s studio.

Lord Henry Wotton was lying back in a large chair, smoking
a cigarette. He was watching the blue smoke rise to the ceiling.
And he was also watching his friend Basil Hallward, the artist.
Basil was standing in front of a painting which was nearly
finished. It was the portrait of a young man — a very beautiful
young man.

Basil and Lord Henry were good friends. They had studied at
Oxford University together. Now they were both about thirty
years old. Basil worked very hard and he was a well-known
artist. Lord Henry, who was called Harry by his friends, did not
work at all. He was a rich man. He spent his money on expen-
sive food and clothes, and on valuable books and paintings.

Lord Henry pointed towards the painting. ‘That is the best
portrait you have ever painted, Basil,” he said.

“You must show it in the best art gallery in London,” Lord
Henry continued. ‘Everybody must see it.’

‘I am not going to show this picture in a gallery,” Basil
replied. )

‘Not going to show it? said Harry in surprise. ‘You artists
are silly people. You want to be famous. You become famous.
Then you don’t like being famous.
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‘Think, Basil. It's bad when people talk about you, but it’s
worse when they don't talk about you! Why won’t you show
the picture?

‘I know you will laugh at me, Harry,” answered Basil. ‘But
I can’t show the picture because it shows too much of me. It
is too much like me.’

‘Nonsense,” said Harry. ‘The picture does not look like
you at all. You have black hair and a strong, intelligent
face. But you are not beautiful, Basil. The young man
in the portrait has blond hair and a pale face. And he is
beautiful.”

“You don’t understand me at all, Harry,” said Basil. ‘I don’t
mean that I look like Dorian Gray.’

‘Dorian Gray? Is that the young man’s name?

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

Basil stopped talking and went out of the door into the
garden.

Harry laughed and followed him.

The two young men sat on a long wooden seat under a
laurel tree. The summer wind moved through the shiny
leaves.

Harry looked at his watch.

‘I shall have to go soon, Basil,” he said, ‘but first [ want
an answer to my question.’

‘What question? asked Basil.

‘Why won’t you show the picture of Dorian Gray in a
gallery? What is the reason?

‘I told you the reason,’ said Basil. ‘It is too much like
me.

‘But what do you mean? asked Harry.

‘I'm an artist,” said Basil, ‘An artist paints pictures of other
people. But I belicve that an artist shows his own feelings in
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every picture he paints. Each time I paint a picture, I show
feelings that are inside me.

‘I don’t want people to look at the picture of Dorian Gray.
I don’t want them to find out about my feelings.’

Basil stopped speaking. Harry bent down and picked a small
white flower from the grass.

‘And what are your feelings, Basil? Tell me,” he said. He
looked closely at the tiny flower.

At last Basil spoke again. ‘I met Dorian at a party. It
was Lady Brandon’s party and a lot of people were there.
Dorian and I saw each other at the same time. [ felt afraid,
but 1 don’t know why. Then [ felt that this person was
very important to me. [ felt that I had known him for a
long time.

‘Somebody introduced Dorian to me. Somebody made a
joke and we both laughed. Suddenly Dorian and. I were
friends.’

“Well, laughter is the best beginning for a friendship,” said
Harry. ‘And it’s the best ending for a friendship too.’

‘Harry, you are never serious,” said Basil. ‘Dorian is my
closest friend. I see him every day. He is the most important
thing in my life. He is more important to me than my
work.”

‘But I thought your work was the most important thing in
your life, Basil,” said Harry.

‘It is important. But I need Dorian. I am a better art-
ist now that I know Dorian. Do you remember that pic-
ture of the landscape — the woods and fields? Everybody
thought it was my best painting. Do you know why it was
good? It was good because Dorian was there. He saw me
paint it.

‘Dorian has the power to make me a better artist. But I don’t
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want him to know this. I don’t want anybody to know. So I
can’t show the painting in a gallery. It shows too much of me.
It is too much like me.’

4 think you are wrong, Basil,” said Harry. ‘Poets put their
feelings into their poems. And they make money. So artists
must put their feelings into their pictures. Then they can make
money too.”

Then Harry thought of something else. ‘You will get tired
of this beautiful young man,’ he said. ‘One day his beauty
will disappear and Dorian Gray won't be interesting any
more.’

‘No, Harry, that is not true. Don't talk like that!’ said Basil.
‘Dorian’s beauty is not important to me. Dorian himself is
important to me.’

‘Dorian Gray must be an interesting young man!’ said
Harry. ‘I want to meet him.’

‘I don’t want you to meet him,’ replied Basil quickly.

“You don’t want me to meet him?

‘No.! i

Suddenly Basil’s servant came out into the garden. ‘Mr
Dorian Gray is here, sir. He is in the studio,” he said.

‘1 will have to meet Dorian now, said Harry, laugh-
ing.

‘Please tell Mr Gray that [ am coming,’ said Basil to the
servant. .

Then Basil turned to Harry. He was upset and he spok
slowly to Harry.

‘Please be careful, Harry,’ he said. ‘Dorian is beautiful and
very young. You are never serious and you say strange things.
Don’t talk to him. Please don’t try to influence him — to change
him. Your influence would be bad. And 1 need him. I need him
to help me with my work.!

“You're talking nonsense,’ said Harry, smiling. ‘Now, intro-
duce me to Dorian Gray.’ He took hold of Basil’s arm and led
him into the studio.

2

A Very Beautiful Young Man

The young man was sitting at the piano when Basil and Harry
came into the studio. He was turned away from them, looking at
a book of music. But he heard Basil’s footsteps. Dorian spoke
immediately.

‘Oh, Basil,” he said. ‘Do you have to work today? I don’t
want you to paint me today. [ don’t want a life-sized portrait
of myself.’

Then he turned and saw Harry. He stopped speaking. His
face became red. ‘Oh, I didn’t know you had a visitor.”

‘Dorian,” said Basil, ‘this is Lord Henry Wotton, a good
friend of mine. We went to university together. I have told
him that you like my painting of you. And now he won't
believe me.’

‘Nonsense, Basil,” said Harry. ‘I am very pleased to meet
you, Mr Gray.’ Harry and Dorian shook hands.

Harry looked at Dorian Gray. Harry and Basil were both
about thirty years old. Dorian was much younger. He was
about twenty. And he was very beautiful. His hair was blond,
his face was pale and his eyes were bright blue.

Basil did not want Harry to talk to Dorian. ‘Harry,’ he said.
‘I want to start painting now. Please will you go away?”

Harry did not want to go. ‘Do you want me to go, Mr Gray?
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he asked. ‘I will go if you want me to go. Or [ will stay if you
want me to stay.’

“Yes, do stay, Lord Henry,” answered Dorian.

‘Mr Gray wants me to stay, Basil,’ said Harry. ‘You don’t
mind if | stay, do you?

Basil wanted to please Dorian. ‘No, of course I don’t mind.
Please stay, Harry,” he said.

‘But,’ Basil went on, ‘you must not listen to Harry, Dorian.
He is never serious and he says strange things. He changes
people. He has a bad influence on people.

‘Harry, sit down,’ Basil continued. ‘Dorian, come and stand
over here. And please don’t move around too much. I want to
finish your portrait today.’

Basil started to paint. Harry sat in the comfortable chair
and smoked a cigarette. There was silence for a few minutes.

Then Dorian spoke. ‘Are you a bad influence on people,
Lord Henry? he asked. ‘Do you make people change what
they think and do?

‘I cannot be a bad influence or a good influence,’ replied
Harry. ‘Because all influence is bad. It is bad to change a
person. It is bad to give a person your thoughts and ideas.’

‘Why? asked Dorian.

‘Everybody is different from everybody else,” answered
Harry. ‘You must not influence a person. You must not
make a person the same as yourself.

“You must live your own life. You must do everything that
you want to do. You must enjoy life — the good things and
the evil things. You must not worry about what other people
think.’

Dorian was confused. Harry was wrong to say these things.
But Harry was clever. He had a thin face and clever, dark eyes.
He had a beautiful, slow voice. Dorian liked listening to Harry
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speaking. Dorian had never met anyone like Harry before.

Harry did not speak again for a few minutes. He touched
his small, pointed beard and he watched Dorian. Harry knew
Dorian was thinking about the things he had said.

Basil continued painting. He had not listened to Harry
talking.

Suddenly Dorian spoke. ‘Basil, I'm tired of standing here,’
he said. ‘'m too hot. I want to go out into the garden.’

‘Oh, Dorian, I'm sorry,’ replied Basil. ‘When I am painting,
I think of nothing else. Yes, you can go into the garden. Harry,
you go with Dorian. I'll go on painting.’

Harry and Dorian went out into the garden. Dorian was
thinking about the things Harry had said.

‘Come and sit under the laurel tree,’ said Harry. ‘You must
not get burned by the sun.’

So they sat on the long wooden seat. Dorian looked at the
man who was sitting beside him. Harry was much older and
cleverer than he was.

‘Why mustn’t I get sunburnt? Dorian asked. .

“Your skin is pale. You mustn’t get sunburnt, because you
must take care of your beauty,” said Harry. ‘You are young and
you are beautiful. And youth is very valuable.’

Dorian looked at Harry’s long white hands and listened to
Harry’s beautiful, slow voice.

‘One day you will be old,” said Harry. ‘Your face will be
wrinkled. You will be old and wrinkled and ugly. You will not
be young, so you will not be beautiful any more. And it will be
too late to do anything interesting and exciting.

‘So, Mr Gray, you must enjoy life while you are young and
beautiful. You must do everything you want to do. You must
find out about life and people. You must not worry about what
other people think.’
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The Picture of Dorian Gray

Suddenly they heard Basil’s voice. He sounded happy. ‘I'm
waiting,” he called. ‘Come back into the studio, so I can
continue painting. I'm painting very well today.’

Dorian stood without speaking while Basil painted. Harry
sat in the armchair. The room was very quiet. The curtains
moved gently and there was the sweet smell of flowers.

After a quarter of an hour, Basil stopped painting. He looked
at Dorian for a long time. Then, for a long time, he looked at
the picture.

‘It is finished at last,” he cried. Then he picked up a paint-
brush. He wrote his name in large red letters at the bottom of
the picture.

Harry walked across the studio to look at the picture. It was
a wonderful painting and it looked exactly like Dorian.

‘Congratulations, Basil,’ said Harry. ‘It is the best portrait 1
have ever seen. Dorian, come and look at yourself.’

Dorian stood in front of the painting and looked at it. At
first, he was pleased. He smiled at the painting. He smiled
because he saw that he was a beautiful young man.

Then Dorian stopped smiling. Suddenly he remembered
what Harry had said in the garden. Dorian Gray was young
and beautiful now, but soon he would be old and wrinkled and
ugly. He would not have blond hair or bright blue eyes. No one
would want to look at him then.

Silently, Dorian stood in front of his picture.

Basil did not understand why the young man was silent. Basil
was confused. ‘Don’t you like the picture? he asked.

‘Of course he likes it,’ said Harry. ‘It is a wonderful painting.
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I want to buy it, Basil. I must buy it.’

‘No, Harry,” replied Basil. ‘I can’t sell it. The picture belongs
to Dorian. I have given it to him.’

‘Dorian is very lucky,” said Harry.

Then Dorian spoke. ‘It’s very sad,” he whispered. ‘I shall
grow old and wrinkled and ugly. But this picture will always
be young. This picture will never be older than it is today.’

‘I wish that I could always be young. I wish that the picture
could grow old instead of me. I would give anything and
everything for this to happen. I would give my soul!’

‘It would not be very nice for Basil if the painting grew old,
Dorian,’ said Harry, laughing.

‘That’s right,’ said Basil, laughing too. ‘I don’t want that to
happen. I don’t want an old, ugly picture.’

But Dorian did not laugh. ‘You care about your painting
more than you care about me, Basil!’ he shouted. ‘You care
about me now because I am young and beautiful. When I am
old and ugly you won’t care about me any more.

‘It’s not fair that the picture will always be beautiful,” Dorian
said. ‘I hate the picture. It will be young when I am old.’

Dorian ran to the big armchair. He laid his head on his arms
and cried.

‘Harry,” said Basil, angrily. ‘This has happened because of
you. This is your fault. I asked you not to talk to Dorian.’

Harry shook his head. ‘No, Basil. It’s not my fault. Dorian
is learning about life.’

‘Well,’ said Basil, ‘you are my two closest friends but you
have made me hate my best painting. So I will destroy it.’

Basil picked up a knife from a table near him. He was going
to cut up the picture and destroy it.

Suddenly Dorian ran across the room and pulled the knife
from Basil’s hand. ‘Don’t, Basil! Don’t destroy the painting.
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It would be murder. Don’t. . . please. . .’

“Well, 'm happy that you like the picture now, Dorian,’ said
Basil. ‘When the paint is dry you can have your portrait.

‘Now,” he continued, ‘shall we have some tea?

Basil rang a bell and soon his servant brought the tea. The
three friends drank their tea quietly, then Harry spoke.

‘Let’s go to the theatre this evening,” he said.

‘I don’t think I want to go to the theatre,’ answered Basil.

‘I would like very much to go to the theatre with you, Lord
Henry,” said Dorian quickly.

‘Don’t go, Dorian,’ said Basil. ‘Stay here and have dinner
with me.

‘I can’t, Basil. I want go to the theatre with Lord Henry,’
said Dorian.

Harry listened and smiled. He knew Dorian would go
with him.

4

Sibyl Vane

Harry did not know much about Dorian Gray. Basil had told
Harry very little about the young man. But Harry wanted to
know all about Dorian. So Harry asked his friends in London
about Dorian Gray. He asked about Dorian’s family.

Harry enjoyed the story of Dorian Gray. It was a sad and
romantic story about love and death.

Dorian’s grandfather was Lord Kelso, a very rich old man.
Dorian’s mother was Lord Kelso’s daughter, the beautiful Lady
Margaret. Lady Margaret fell in love when she was very young.
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She ran away from home and married a soldier. But she did not
have a happy life.

Lord Kelso was very angry and never talked to Lady
Margaret again. Dorian’s father, the soldier, was killed before
Dorian was born. Lady Margaret died before Dorian was a year
old. So Dorian was an orphan.

Harry was very pleased with the story of Dorian Gray. He
knew that Dorian was beautiful and young. Now he also knew
that Dorian was an orphan. And he knew that Dorian was going
to be very rich. Soon Dorian would be twenty-one. Then
he would have all Lord Kelso’s money.

Yes — it was a sad and romantic story. Now Harry was even
more interested in Dorian Gray.

Harry saw Dorian many times in the next few weeks. They
met in people’s houses and at art galleries and in theatres.
Harry wanted to talk to Dorian. Dorian had listened to Harry
in Basil’s studio. Harry wanted the young man to listen to him
again and again. He wanted to give his thoughts and ideas to
the young man.

So Harry talked and talked — at the theatre and at parties
and at dinners. He laughed, and played games with words. He
said funny things. He said clever things. And he said dangerous
things.

Everybody listened to Harry. But Harry was not talking
to everybody. He was talking to Dorian. Sometimes Dorian
smiled. Sometimes his eyes were wide open with surprise.
Dorian listened to everything Harry said.
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It was a month after Harry had met Dorian at Basil’s studio.
Harry had been out to lunch and he arrived home in the middle
of the afternoon.

“You're very late, Harry,’ said a voice. ‘I’'ve been waiting a
long time to see you.’ The voice sounded very unhappy. Harry
went into the library.

“You're very late, Harry,’ said Dorian again. ‘I wanted to see
you. I've got something to tell you. 'm in love, Harry. I have
to tell you. 'm in love with the most beautiful girl.’

There was silence. Then Harry said, “‘Who are you in love
with?

‘With an actress,” answered Dorian. His face became red.

‘Oh, Dorian,’ Harry said, sitting down, ‘all young men fall
in love with actresses.’

‘Don’t say that, Harry. You haven't seen her.’

‘Who is she?

‘Her name is Sibyl Vane.’

‘I've never heard of her.

‘She isn’t well known yet,’ said Dorian. ‘But everybody will
know about her soon. One day she will be famous. She is a
wonderful actress.’

‘Oh, is she? said Harry, lying back in his chair. ‘Tell me
about Sibyl Vane. Where did you meet her?

‘I will tell you about her, Harry. But you must be kind to me.
You mustn’t laugh at me. I met her because of you.’

‘Because of me? said Harry.

‘Yes. You told me to find out about life. You told me to enjoy
life — the good things and the evil things.

‘So I went out. I walked around London. There was
excitement and danger everywhere. [ knew that something
wonderful was going to happen.

‘Then one night, I went to a different part of London. I had
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not been there before. At about half past eight, [ was in front of a
dirty little theatre. The manager was standing outside. He was
a horrible man. He was fat and dirty. “It’s a pound for a ticket,
sir,” he said. “Buy a ticket for the best seat in the theatre, sit.”
And he took his hat off. .

Dorian stopped speaking because Harry had started to
laugh.

‘Don’t laugh at me, Harry,” he said. ‘It’s cruel of you to
laugh at me. I'm telling you how I met Sibyl . . .

‘The play was Romeo and Juliet by Shakespeare,” Dorian
went on. ‘Romeo was a fat, ugly old actor. But Juliet was a
beautiful young actress. She was about seventeen years old.
Her hair was dark brown. Her face was small and pale - like
a little flower. Her eyes were large and dark blue. I fell in love
with her immediately.

‘I have been to that theatre every night for three weeks.
have seen Sibyl act in lots of different plays. She is a wonderful
actress. Why didn’t you tell me about actresses?

‘Because everybody falls in love with actresses, Dorian,’ said
Harry.

“You are cruel, Harry. [ wish I had not told you about Sibyl.’

“You had to tell me about Sibyl,” answered Harry. ‘You will
always tell me everything that you do. Now tell me more.’

‘Oh Harry,” said Dorian, ‘Sibyl is wonderful. She calls me
Prince Charming.’

Harry laughed, but he was pleased. Dorian had been a quiet,
frightened boy when they met at Basil’s studio. Now he was
growing into a man, and learning about life.

‘Harry, I want you to see Sibyl. I want you to see her act in
Romeo and Juliet.’

‘Very well, Dorian. I shall come tomorrow, and I shall bring
Basil too.”
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‘Oh, Basil — yes. I'm afraid I haven’t seen him for a week.
He sent me my portrait and I haven’t thanked him.

‘I do like the picture, Harry, Dorian continued. ‘I am
pleased with it, but it stays young and beautiful while I grow
older. Today I am a whole month older than the picture.’

Harry smiled. “We will see you tomorrow night at seven
o’clock at the theatre,” he said.

Dorian left the house and Harry sat for a while in the library.
He thought about Dorian.

Harry’s brown eyes shone with pleasure. He was pleased that
Dorian was in love. He wanted to see what Dorian did next.
Harry did not care if Dorian was sad or happy. He had told
Dorian to enjoy life — the good things and the evil things. And
Harry was going to watch what Dorian did.

It was late and the sun was low in the sky. Harry got up
from his chair and went to change his clothes. He went out
to dinner.

When he returned home that evening, there was a telegram
waiting for him. It said that Dorian was engaged to be married
to Sibyl Vane.

5

Brother and Sister

‘Mother, I am so happy,” whispered Sibyl Vane. ‘I am very,
very happy and I hope you are happy too.’

Mrs Vane did not look very happy. She was a small, thin
woman who always looked tired. There was a lot of make up
on her face and on her dry, thin mouth.
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‘Oh, Sibyl,’ she said, ‘you mustn’t think about the young
man who comes to the theatre. You must think about your
acting. Mr Isaacs will be angry if you don’t act well. He has
given us a lot of money and you mustn’t make a theatre
manager angry.’

‘I don’t like Mr Isaacs, Mother, and I don’t care about
money,” replied Sibyl. ‘I'm in love with Prince Charming.’

‘Sibyl, Mr Isaacs gave us fifty pounds to pay our bills and
buy clothes for James. You love James — you love your brother
— don’t you? said Mrs Vane.

“Yes, of course I do,” replied Sibyl. ‘But we have Prince
Charming now. He will help us. We don’t need Mr Isaacs.’

Sibyl Vane lived with her mother, and brother, James. They
lived in London. But they lived in a small house in the north
of London, a long way from Harry’s large, expensive house.

It was the day after Sibyl had become engaged to Dorian.
Sibyl and her mother were talking in their small living room.

‘Sibyl,’ said her mother, ‘you are too young to fall in love.
We don’t know anything about this young man. I'm very
worried about you. And you know James is going away
tomorrow. I'm worried about James too. James is going away
to Australia and you have fallen in love. What am I going
to do?

At that moment the door opened and James Vane came into
the room. He was sixteen years old and he did not look like his
sister. Sibyl was small and beautiful, with shining brown hair.
James was large, with big hands and feet. His hair was dull
and dark.

He smiled at Sibyl. ‘Let’s go for a walk,” he said. ‘I want to
talk to you.’

Sibyl went to get her coat and James spoke to his mother.
‘I'm worried about Sibyl,’ he said. ‘'m worried about the
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young man who comes to see her every night at the theatre.’

‘Don’t worry, James,” Mrs Vane replied. ‘Young men often
fall in love with actresses. . .’

‘But you don’t know his name,’ said James, angrily. ‘Mother,
you must take care of Sibyl.’

Sibyl and James went for a walk in Hyde Park. The park was
busy. There were lots of people. There were people walking and
people sitting in carriages pulled by horses.

Sibyl was happy. ‘I think you will have a wonderful life in
Australia, James. I think you will become rich. I think . . .’

She stopped speaking because James was not listening
to her.

‘Who is the young man who comes to see you? he asked.
‘Who is he? You don’t know his name, do you?

‘I call him Prince Charming. And I love him. I will love him
for ever. . .’

“You don’t know his name,” James said again, angrily. ‘He is
a rich young man . . . and he will not marry you. He will -’

‘Oh, look! Look, there he is! He’s in that carriage!” Sibyl
shouted.

She pointed across the park at a carriage. James looked
across the park. But, at that moment, another carriage
suddenly passed in front of the brother and sister. James
never saw Prince Charming.

‘Oh dear,” said Sibyl. ‘I wanted you to see him.’

‘] wanted to see him too,’ replied her brother. ‘Because I will
kill him if he ever hurts you.’

At first Sibyl was angry with her brother. But she remem-
bered that he was sixteen years old. He was a boy. He had never
been in love.

“You won’t hurt a man I love, will you, James? she
said.
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‘No, I won’t,” he said at last. ‘I won’t hurt him if you
love him.’

‘1 will always love Prince Charming,’ said Sibyl. ‘And he will
always love me.’

So Sibyl and James were friends again. But that evening,
James spoke again to their mother.

‘If this young man hurts Sibyl,’ he said. ‘I will find him and
I will kill him. I will kill him like a dog?’

6

At the Theatre

The same evening, Harry, Basil and Dorian went to the
theatre. Basil was unhappy that Dorian was going to marry
an actress. But he could see that Dorian was happy.

Mr Isaacs, the theatre manager, met the three friends out-
side the dirty little theatre. Dorian thought he was a horrible
man. But Harry liked him.

Inside the theatre, it was very hot and the lights were bright.
There was an orchestra, playing some music very badly. Lots
of young men and women were laughing and shouting at each
other. Harry looked around the dirty, noisy theatre. ‘What a
strange place to meet the person you love!” he said unkindly.

But Basil spoke kindly to Dorian. Yes, it is a strange place,’
he said. ‘But I'm pleased you came here. Sibyl has made you
very happy.’

‘Oh yes,’ said Dorian. ‘I'm sorry the orchestra is so bad,” he
added. ‘But soon you will see Sibyl.’
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A few minutes later, the play started. And very soon things
started to go wrong. Sibyl Vane was very lovely, but she acted
very badly. Tonight she was a terrible actress.

The audience started to shout at the actors. Some people left
the theatre. The manager looked very angry. Basil and Harry
did not want to watch the play. And Dorian’s face became
very pale.

Harry picked up his coat and stood up. ‘She is very
beautiful, Dorian,” he said. ‘But she can’t act. Let’s go.’

‘I'm sorry I asked you to come with me,’ said Dorian.

‘Perhaps Sibyl is ill,” Basil said kindly. ‘We’ll come again
another time.’

‘No,’ replied Dorian, ‘she’s not ill. Last night she was a great
actress. Tonight, she is a very bad actress. She is a very ordinary
person.’

‘Don’t talk like that!” cried Basil. ‘She is the girl you love!
Come with us, Dorian. Let’s go.’

But Dorian would not leave the theatre. ‘Go away and leave
me here,” he said. ‘[ want to be alone.’

Basil and Harry left the theatre. The play became worse and
worse. Most of the people left the theatre and went home.

When the play ended, Dorian went to see Sibyl. He went to
her room behind the stage. He was very unhappy and angry.
He had told Harry and Basil that Sibyl was a great actress.
They had come 'to see her and tonight she had been a terrible
actress.

But, when Dorian saw Sibyl, she looked pleased. She
spoke to him happily. ‘Oh, my dear, I acted very badly
tonight.

‘Before I met you I was a good actress. I pretended to be in
love when I acted the part of Juliet. Now [ don’t need to act.
I am in love. I don’t want to act again. Isn’t it wonderful!
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You must take me away from the theatre. We must go away
together.’

But Dorian did not look at her. He ran to a big armchair. He
sat down and put his head on his arms. ‘You have killed my love
for you,” he whispered. ‘I thought you were a great actress. You
acted the parts of beautiful women. I loved you because you
were clever and exciting. Now you are boring and stupid.’

‘You don’t mean this, do you? whispered Sibyl.

‘My God, I was stupid to love you,” said Dorian.

‘Oh, tell me that you love me, cried Sibyl. ‘Kiss me. I will
do anything for you! I will act again. I will be a good actress
for you!’

Sibyl fell to the floor and she lay there, crying.

Dorian looked at her for a moment. Then he spoke. ‘T am
going now,” he said quietly. ‘I don’t want to be unkind to you,
but I don’t want to see you again.’

Dorian left the theatre and Sibyl lay on the floor crying.
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Things Are Changing

It was late when Dorian left Sibyl and the theatre, but he did
not go home. That night Dorian walked around London for
hours. He did not care where he went. He was upset, angry
and confused. The sun was rising when he went home.

~ Dorian decided to go to bed and went slowly towards his
bedroom. He walked along the hall and through the library.
Basil’s portrait of Dorian was on a wall in the library. Suddenly
Dorian stopped and looked at the portrait.

He was surprised. The painting looked different. The face in
the painting had changed. Yes, it had changed!

Quickly, Dorian opened the curtains. Sunlight came into
the room. Dorian looked closely at the picture and saw that
the face was different. It looked unkind and cruel.

A huge mirror hung on another wall. Dorian looked in the
mirror at his own face. He saw a beautiful young man. He had
not changed. What had happened to the picture?

Suddenly Dorian remembered the day that Basil finished the
picture. Dorian remembered his wish. He remembered his own
words. ‘I wish that [ could always be young. I wish that the
picture could grow old instead of me. I would give anything
and everything for this to happen. I would give my soul!’

Why did the face in the picture look cruel and unkind? Was
his wish coming true? Was the picture changing?

Dorian thought about Sibyl. Had he been cruel to Sibyl?
He had left her lying on the floor, crying.

Yes, he had been cruel. But Sibyl had killed his love for
her. He would not think about Sibyl again.

The face in the picture looked at him. In Basil’s studio, the
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picture had shown Dorian that he was a beautiful young man.
Now the picture showed Dorian that he was unkind and cruel.

Dorian was sure now — the picture was going to get older and
he was going to stay young. The picture was going to become
old and wrinkled and ugly and Dorian was not going to change.
He was sorry for the picture.

And suddenly he was sorry for Sibyl. He looked at the cruel
face in the picture. And he decided to be kind to Sibyl. He
decided to marry her. He would never see Lord Henry Wotton
again and he would marry Sibyl.

Dorian quickly covered the picture with a cloth and left the
library.

Later that day, Dorian woke up after a long sleep. It was a
quarter past one in the afternoon.

Dorian got dressed and went to the library. A servant
brought him some food and also brought Dorian a letter. The
letter had come from Harry that morning. Dorian looked at the
envelope for a long time, then decided not to open it. He was
never going to see Harry again. )

Then Dorian looked at the cloth which was covering the
portrait. Had the picture changed?

At first Dorian did not want to look at the picture again.
Then he thought about Basil. What was he going to say to
Basil? Perhaps Basil would want to see the picture again.

So Dorian locked the door of the library and slowly pulled
the cloth off the picture.

The face on the picture looked unkind and cruel. It had
changed. Dorian was horrified.

Dorian was frightened too. He had wished that he could stay
young. He had wished that the picture could grow old. His wish
was coming true. But the picture was showing Dorian that he
was evil.
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He decided again to be kind to Sibyl. He decided again to
marry her. Then the picture would show that he was good
and kind.

Dorian went to a table, sat down and started to write. He
wrote to Sibyl. He wrote her a wonderful love-letter. He said
he was sorry. He asked her to marry him. When he had finished
the letter Dorian felt happy again.

8

Dorian Learns about Himself

Suddenly there was a knock on the door of the library.

‘Dorian,’ shouted Harry’s voice. ‘Dorian, are you there? Let
me in, my dear boy. | want to see you.’

At first Dorian did not answer. He did not want to talk to
Harry. Harry was a bad influence on him. Harry made him
behave badly and think about strange things.

Dorian remembered Harry’s words. ‘You must do every-
thing you want to do. You must enjoy life — the good things and
the evil things. You must not worry about what other people
think.”

But Harry was wrong. Dorian wanted to forget Harry’s
words now. He wanted to be good and kind to people.

Then Dorian decided to see Harry. He decided to talk to
Harry for the last time. Dorian covered the picture with the
cloth and unlocked the door of the library.

‘Oh, Dorian,’ said Harry, ‘I am very sorry about what has
happened. But don’t worry about it. Don’t think about it.’
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‘Are you talking about Sibyl? asked Dorian.

“Yes,” replied Harry, ‘but don’t worry. Tell me, did you talk
to Sibyl after the play last night?

“Yes I did,’ said Dorian. ‘I was very angry with her. I was
unkind and cruel to her. I can be cruel. Before last night I
did not know I could be cruel. Now I have learnt more about
myself.’

‘I am pleased that you are not upset,’ said Harry.

‘I have decided what to do now,’” replied Dorian. ‘I have
decided to be good and kind. I don’t want to be cruel and evil.
[ am going to marry Sibyl.’

‘Marry Sibyl? Dorian, didn’t you read my letter? I wrote to
you this morning. . ." Harry stopped speaking.

“No, I didn’t,’ said Dorian. ‘[ didn’t want to read it. You are
a bad influence on me.’

Harry walked across the room. He sat down next to Dorian
and took hold of the young man’s hands.

‘Dorian, I'm sorry. That letter told you that Sibyl is dead.’

‘Dead!’ shouted Dorian. ‘No! She isn’t dead. She can’t be
dead. You're lying.” He pulled his hands away from Harry.

‘It is true,’ said Harry. ‘The story is in all the newspapers.
There is going to be an inquest — an inquiry to find out about
her death. The police need to find out what happened.’

“Why? Why will there be an inquest? What happened?
Dorian shouted.

Then suddenly he stopped shouting and looked at Harry.
‘She killed herself, didn’t she? Tell me, Harry. Tell me
quickly.’

“Yes. Sibyl didn’t arrive home after the play. Her mother
went to the theatre at about midnight. Sibyl was dead, lying
in her room. She had drunk some poison.’

‘Harry, Harry, this is terrible!” cried Dorian.
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‘Did anyone see you with Sibyl? continued Harry. ‘We
don’t want your name in the newspaper stories too.’

‘No, nobody saw me,’ replied Dorian quietly.

‘Good,” said Harry. ‘Now, you must come out with me
tonight. There is a wonderful singer at the opera tonight.’

‘So,” whispered Dorian to himself. ‘I have killed Sibyl Vane.
1 did not cut her throat with a knife, but I killed her.’

Then Dorian remembered his portrait. He remembered the
cruel face.

‘I was going to be good and kind,” he shouted. ‘I was going
to marry Sibyl. Now I can never be good.’

Harry took a cigarette out of a gold case. ‘It wasn’t a good
idea to decide to marry Sibyl,’ he replied. ‘You know it wasn’t
a good idea, don’t you, Dorian? Marriage is boring. Marriage
doesn’t make you a good person.’

‘Perhaps you are right,’ said Dorian. ‘I don’t want to cry.
Sibyl’s death has been an interesting experience. [ have learnt
about myself. Now we do not need to talk about it again. I will
meet you at the opera tonight.”

Harry left the library and Dorian went straight to the
portrait. He quickly pulled away the cloth. The face was cruel
and unkind. He knew the face had changed because of Sibyl’s
death.

Dorian thought about what had happened. And now he
made a decision. Dorian decided to enjoy his life. He decided
to do everything he wanted to do. He decided not to care about
other people.

And Dorian knew what would happen. The picture would
become old and wrinkled and ugly. He would always look
young and beautiful. Dorian smiled and covered the picture
with the cloth again.

An hour later, Dorian was at the opera with Harry.
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Dorian went straight to the portrait. He quickly
pulled away the cloth.

9

Secrets

The next morning, Dorian ate his breakfast in the library as
usual. A servant came in while he was eating.

‘Mr Hallward is here, sir,’ the servant said.

Basil came quickly into the room behind the servant.

‘I am very pleased to see you,’ said Basil. ‘Il have been very
worried about you. I came here last night after I read the news
about Sibyl. Your servant said that you had gone to the opera,
but I knew it couldn’t be true.’

Dorian continued eating his breakfast.

‘I thought you had gone to visit Sibyl’s family,’ Basil went
on. ‘I didn’t know where you were.’

‘My dear Basil,” said Dorian, ‘I was at the opera of course.’
Dorian sounded very bored. ‘I had a nice evening. Now, don’t
talk about boring subjects. And don’t talk about the past.’

‘That is a terrible thing to say!’ said Basil. ‘The girl you love
is dead and you tell me you had a nice evening! Yesterday is not
the past. Yesterday is a few hours ago.”

‘Stupid, boring people cannot forget the past quickly,
answered Dorian angrily. ‘But I have forgotten it already.’

‘The boy whose picture I painted was gentle and kind,” said
Basil sadly. ‘You have changed, Dorian. It is Harry’s fault.’

‘Oh, Basil, said Dorian. ‘You have come too late. Yesterday,
when Harry told me Sibyl had killed herself . . .’

‘Perhaps Sibyl didn’t mean to kill herself,’ said Basil. ‘Per-
haps it was an accident.’

‘She wanted to kill herself,” answered Dorian. ‘It wasn’t
a boring, ordinary accident. Sibyl’s death was exciting and
wonderful. She died of love for me.’
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‘Oh no,’ said Basil quietly.

Dorian went on speaking. ‘[ was sad, Basil. I was sad
yesterday at about half past five. Now I'm not sad, so you
don’t need to worry about me. Be pleased that [ am not sad.’

Basil sighed. He decided to say nothing else about Sibyl.

‘I would like to paint another portrait of you,” said Basil.

‘No!’ shouted Dorian. ‘No. That’s impossible. You can’t.’

Basil was very surprised. ‘But Dorian, why not? he asked.
Then he saw that a cloth was covering his portrait of Dorian.
‘And why have you covered the picture? It’s the best portrait
I've ever painted.’

Basil walked across the room towards the painting.

‘No!” shouted Dorian. ‘You mustn’t look at it!’

‘But Dorian, I want to show the picture in a gallery in Paris,’
replied Basil. ‘I want to see it.’

“You can’t,” said Dorian. ‘I will never speak to you again if
you look at it.

‘And -’ Dorian thought quickly, ‘you have changed your
mind. Harry said that you didn’t want to show the picture in a
gallery. Why didn’t you want to show it? Harry said there was
a strange reason.’

“You will laugh at me if I tell you,’ Basil answered. ‘So I won’t
ask to see the picture again.’

Dorian laughed now. ‘No, Basil, [ want to know. Why didn’t
you want to show the picture?

Basil sighed. He started to explain. He told Dorian what he
had told Harry.

‘When I met you I knew you were important. You became
my dearest friend. I became a better artist because of you.

‘But an artist shows his feelings in his pictures. I did not
want people to know my feelings. So I did not want to show
the painting in a gallery.
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‘Now I am not so worried. I don’t mind if people see the
picture.

‘So, now I have told you,” said Basil. ‘But you will not let me
see the picture. You will not let me paint you again. And you
will not give me a reason. You make me very sad.’

Dorian smiled. Basil was not going to find out the secret of
the picture. ‘We are still friends,” Dorian said, ‘and I will come
and have tea with you soon. That will be nice.’

As soon as Basil left, Dorian walked across the library to
the portrait. Carefully, he folded the cloth very tightly around
the painting. Nobody, he thought to himself, will ever see this
again.

Dorian rang a bell to call a servant. ‘Get someone to help
you,’ he said. ‘Carry this picture upstairs to the top of the
house. Put it in the small room in the attic.’

Dorian watched while two servants carried the painting up
to the attic room. Then he locked the door and put the key in
his pocket. It was the only key to that room.

It was five o’clock when Dorian went back to the library.
He found that Harry had sent him a copy of the evening
newspaper.

There was a report in the newspaper about the inquest on
Sibyl’s death. The report said that Sibyl had drunk poison by
accident and killed herself. The report did not say anything
about Dorian. Dorian threw away the newspaper.

Later, Dorian met Harry at a hotel to have dinner. They sat
at a small, round table.

‘I'm hungry,’ said Dorian.

Harry smiled.
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Dorian watched while two servants carried the painting
up to the attic room.

PART TWO

10

Two Friends

It was a night in November. And it was the night before
Dorian’s thirty-eighth birthday. Seventeen years had passed
since Dorian had locked the portrait in the attic room.

Late in the evening, Dorian was walking home through the
streets of London. He had been to a dinner party at a friend’s
house. Dorian was alone and he was thinking about his life. He
was thinking about the last seventeen years.

For many years people had heard strange and terrible things
about Dorian Gray, but they did not believe these things.
When he was twenty Dorian had been a beautiful young man.
Now he was thirty-eight and he was still a beautiful young man.
People thought he must be good and kind.

People were wrong. The strange and terrible things were
true. Dorian was unkind and cruel. Dorian spent time in
strange places and he knew evil men.

But only Dorian knew the secret of the picture. He often
went up to the attic room. He unlocked the room and stood
in front of the picture for hours.

The face of the man in the picture was ugly and wrinkled.
The face was getting older and older, and it was very, very evil.
The picture showed the evil inside Dorian Gray. It showed the
evil in his soul.

Often Dorian looked at the picture, then looked in a mirror.
He laughed when he saw his face in the mirror. It was young and
beautiful. Dorian’s wish had come true.
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Dorian was thinking. He had been happy for many years.
He had enjoyed his life. He had not cared about other people.
Dorian had done the things Harry had told him to do.

Dorian was a rich man. He bought a house in the country.
He bought valuable pictures and fine books and he bought
beautiful furniture. He wore beautiful clothes and expensive
jewellery. He always wore many rings on his fingers.

But now Dorian was worried. He was worried because he was
not happy any longer.

Some people would not speak to him now. Some people
would leave a room when he entered it. Some people told
stories about the strange life of Dorian Gray.

And Dorian was worried that somebody would find out the
truth. He was worried that somebody would see the portrait.
Then everybody would find out that the stories were true. They
would find out that he was an evil man.

Dorian was hurrying home to see his portrait now. Often, he
left dinner parties early and hurried home to see his portrait.
Sometimes he went on holiday, then hurried home to see his
portrait.

It was eleven o’clock and it was a foggy night. Dorian saw
very few people as he walked home.

He had nearly reached his house when a man walked past
him. The man was walking very fast and carrying a suitcase.

Dorian recognised the man. It was Basil Hallward. Dorian
did not want to talk to Basil, so he walked more quickly. But
suddenly he heard Basil’s voice.

‘Dorian! Dorian, I'm pleased to see you!’

Dorian had to stop and turn round.

‘I've been to your house,” continued Basil. ‘I wanted to
see you before I went to Paris. 'm leaving on the midnight

38

train and [ wanted to talk to you before I went. I'm going
to the station now. You walked straight past me. Didn’t you
recognise me?

‘It’s impossible to recognise anyone in this thick fog, replied
Dorian. ‘It’s difficult to recognise my own house.

‘I’s nice to see you, Basil,” he went on, ‘but aren’t you going
to miss your train?

‘Oh no, I can get to the station in twenty minutes and [ do
want to talk to you,” Basil replied.

‘I'm going to live in Paris for six months. I want to talk to
you before I go.’

Dorian was not pleased to see Basil, but he invited him into
the house. They went to the library. Dorian lay back in a large
armchair.

‘I hope you don’t want to be serious,” he said. ‘I don’t like
serious things, Basil.”

‘I'm sorry, Dorian,’ replied Basil quietly, ‘but it is serious.’

‘What do you want to say? cried Dorian. ‘I hope you don’t
want to talk about me. 'm tired of myself tonight. I want to be
somebody else.”

But Basil did want to talk about Dorian.

‘People are saying terrible things about you, Dorian,’
he said.

‘I don’t care,” replied Dorian quickly. ‘It’s interesting to
hear terrible things about other people. But it’s boring to hear
terrible things about myself.’

‘These terrible things must interest you,’ replied Basil. ‘You
must care what other people say about you.

‘I don’t believe anything that I hear about you,” he con-
tinued. ‘I look at your beautiful face and I know you are not
an evil man. A man’s face shows the evil that is inside him. I
am an artist and I know this.’
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Dorian’s face became very pale. He sat silently and stared
at Basil.

11

The Picture of Dorian Gray

Outside it was very dark and very foggy. In the library it was
very quiet. The room was lit by a small lamp on a table. Basil
sat down and continued talking.

‘Why don’t people want to be your friends any more,
Dorian? he asked. ‘The Duke of Berwick will not stay in the
same room as you. Because of you, Sir Henry Ashton has left
England for ever.

‘And there are worse things,” he went on. ‘A young soldier
has killed himself. Adrian Singleton has disappeared. Lord
Kent is very upset about his son. Nobody will talk to the Duke
of Perth. . . Oh, Dorian, these people were your friends. What
have you done to them?

‘Stop it, Basil!” shouted Dorian. ‘I haven’t done anything.
It is not my fault if young men do stupid things.’

‘] want to believe you,” said Basil sadly. ‘But you have
influenced your friends. You have made people do terrible
things. What did you do to Harry’s sister? Now no one will
speak to her. Are you an evil man, Dorian?

“Take care, Basil,” said Dorian. ‘Do not say any more.’
But Basil continued speaking. ‘I told people that you were a
good man. I said I knew you well. But do I know you well? 1
cannot see your soul. I do not know if there is good or evil
inside you.’
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‘No,” said Dorian slowly, ‘you cannot see my soul.” His body
was shaking and his face was very pale.

Basil looked at Dorian’s face. ‘Nobody can see inside
another man,’ he said. ‘Nobody can see another man’s soul.’

Suddenly Dorian laughed. He gave a loud, unpleasant
laugh.

‘Come with me, Basil,’ he said, picking up the lamp from the
table. ‘You have said enough about my soul. Tonight you shall
see it.

Dorian led Basil upstairs towards the room in the attic.

When they reached the door of the room, Dorian turned to
Basil. ‘Are you sure you want to come in? he asked.

“Yes,’ Basil said. But he was confused. What did Dorian
mean? What was in the room!

Dorian laughed again and unlocked the door. They walked
across the room. Dorian put the lamp on an old table. Then
he pointed at the cloth which covered the picture.

“You think that nobody can see another man’s soul,’
he said.

“You're wrong. Pull away that cloth and you will see
mine.’

Dorian’s voice was hard and cruel.

“What are you talking about? Are you mad?" asked Basil.

Suddenly Dorian pulled away the cloth and Basil saw the
picture.

He saw the terrible face in the picture smiling at him. It was
the most awful face he had ever seen. Basil moved backwards,
away from that cruel, evil face.

He could see that it was his painting. It was his painting of
the blond, pale and beautiful young man. The hair was blond,
the mouth was red and the eyes were blue. But the face was
wrinkled and ugly. And it was evil.
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Dorian watched Basil. He smiled unpleasantly.

‘What does this mean? said Basil at last.

‘Don’t you know what it means, dear Basil? said Dorian. ‘It
means that my wish came true. Do you remember the day you
finished this portrait? Do you remember the day I met Harry?
Do you remember my wish?

‘Oh God!” whispered Basil. ‘You wished that the picture
would grow old. You wished that you would stay young . . .
Oh no!”

‘Oh yes, said Dorian. ‘And the portrait shows you the true
Dorian Gray. It shows you my soul.’

Basil sat down suddenly on an old chair. He put his head in
his hands. ‘Oh God,’ he said. ‘Oh God. You must be very evil.
You are more evil than anybody knows.’

Basil fell forwards so his head and arms were on the table.
He did not want to look at the picture again.

‘We must pray, Dorian,” he said. ‘It is not too late.’

‘It is too late,’ replied Dorian. ‘It's much too late to pray.’

Then suddenly Dorian became angry. He became angry with
Basil. It was Basil’s fault. Basil had painted the picture. He
hated Basil.

Dorian looked at the terrible face in the picture. It was
smiling at him and it was evil.

A knife was lying on the old table. Dorian picked up the
knife and looked at Basil. Then he stabbed his friend with the
knife. He pushed the knife into Basil’s neck. Basil’s head hit
the table. And Dorian stabbed him again and again.

Basil made a terrible sound. He tried to breathe, but he could
not. Blood came from his mouth.

It became quiet in the attic room. Dorian listened. He heard
the sound of Basil’s blood dripping onto the carpet. There was
no other sound.
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It became quiet in the attic room.



Dorian walked quietly across the room and looked out of the
window. The fog had gone and London was quiet.

Dorian walked back across the room and picked up the
lamp. He saw the dead thing lying across the table. It was so
quiet, and its hands were very white.

Dorian left the room and locked the door behind him. He
went back to the library. Dorian quickly put Basil’s suitcase
and coat in a cupboard.

People were hanged for murder — hanged by the neck until
they were dead. Dorian did not want to be hanged. What was
he going to do?

Nobody has seen me arrive home, Dorian thought. The
servants are asleep. And Basil was going to go to Paris tonight.
He was going to catch the midnight train.

Dorian soon decided what to do.

It was five past two in the morning. Quietly, Dorian left the
house and shut the door behind him. Then he started to ring
the doorbell.

After five minutes, his servant, Francis, opened the door.

‘I'm sorry to wake you up,’ said Dorian, ‘but I forgot my
front door key. What time is it?

‘Ten minutes past two, sir, replied Francis, looking at
the clock.

‘Oh dear. I'm very late!” said Dorian. ‘Did anybody call
while [ was out?

“Yes sir, replied Francis. ‘Mr Hallward called. He waited for
you until eleven o’clock, then he went away to catch a train.’

‘Oh! I'm sorry I didn’t see him. Did he leave a message?

‘Yes sir. He said he was going to Paris. He said he would write
to you.”

‘Thank you, Francis,’ said Dorian, ‘you can go to bed now.’

Dorian went back to the library. He had to think again. He
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walked up and down the room for a quarter of an hour. Then
he picked up a book and looked through a list of addresses. At
last he found the right address: Alan Campbell, 152 Hertford
Street. Yes, Alan Campbell was the man he needed.

12
Dorian Asks for Help

At nine o’clock the next morning Dorian was sleeping. He did
not look like a man who had murdered a friend.

But when he woke up, Dorian remembered what had
happened. He tried not to think about Basil. He thought
for a long time about which clothes to wear. He put on his
rings. Then he took them off and put on different rings.

Dorian ate his breakfast. But he could not forget Basil’s
body, sitting at the table in the attic room. Then, at last, he
wrote two letters. He put one letter in his pocket. He told his
servant to take the other letter to Alan Campbell’s house.

Dorian went to the library. He lit a cigarette and tried not
to think about Basil. He drew pictures. But they were pictures
of Basil’s face. He read poems. But the poems reminded him
of Basil.

Poor Basil, he thought. What a horrible way to die! Dorian
became frightened. He thought about Alan Campbell. Perhaps
Alan Campbell would not come!

Alan Campbell was a very clever scientist. Dorian and Alan
Campbell had been good friends for many years. But Alan had
not talked to Dorian for eighteen months. Nobody knew why
they were not friends any more.
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Now Dorian needed Alan’s help.

At last Alan Campbell arrived. He had black hair and a
very pale face. He looked very unhappy. Dorian was pleased
to see him.

‘Alan,’ he said, shaking hands, ‘it is kind of you to come.
Thank you for coming.’

Alan did not look pleased to see Dorian. ‘I did not want to
come,” he said. ‘I did not ever want to speak to you again. But
your letter said it was very important — a matter of life and
death.’

“Yes, it is very important,’ said Dorian. Then he spoke very
quickly. ‘There’s a dead man in a room upstairs. He’s been
dead for about ten hours. You must do something for me. You
must.”

‘I don’t want to know anything about this!” said Alan
Campbell. ‘I won’t do anything for you! Don’t tell me your
terrible secrets.’

‘I must tell you this secret,’ replied Dorian. ‘You must help
me. You are a scientist. You must destroy the body.’

‘No, I will not,’ said Alan Campbell. ‘You are mad, Dorian.
And I don’t care what happens to you.’

The young man tried to leave the room, but Dorian stopped
him. ‘Alan,’ he said, ‘it was murder. I murdered this man and
you are going to help me.’

Alan Campbell was horrified. He could not speak.

Dorian sat down and quietly wrote something on a piece of
paper. Then he gave the paper to the young man.

Alan Campbell read what Dorian had written. His face
became pale. His body started to shake. He fell down into a
chair. There was silence.

‘I am very sorry for you,” said Dorian sadly. ‘We both know
what you did. I do not want to tell anybody the truth about you.
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But I will tell them if you don’t help me. I have written a letter
and I will send it . .

Dorian pulled the letter out of his pocket. He showed Alan
the address on the envelope.

‘Oh no!’ whispered Alan Campbell. Then, very quietly, he
spoke again. ‘I must go home. I need some things from my
house. I need some scientific equipment so I can help you.’

“You are not going to leave here,’” said Dorian. ‘Write a list
and one of my servants will get the things you need.’

Sadly, Alan wrote the list. Soon Dorian’s servant brought
the scientific equipment from Alan’s house. Then Dorian sent
his servant away.

Alan Campbell and Dorian carried the equipment up
to the attic room. There was a long piece of wire, two
strange-shaped pieces of metal and a large wooden box with
bottles in it.

Dorian unlocked the door and opened it. Basil’s body was
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sitting at the table. Dorian did not want to look. He did not
want to go into the room again.

But suddenly Dorian saw that he had not covered the
portrait again with the cloth. He ran across the room to cover
the portrait.

And then he saw blood on the hands in the picture! Bright
red blood! The picture was more horrible than Basil’s body.
Dorian pulled the cloth over the picture quickly and went back
to the library. He left Alan Campbell to do his work.

Five hours later, Alan Campbell came into the library. His
face was calm and pale.

‘I have done what you asked me to do,’ he said quietly.
‘Goodbye. I never want to see you again.’

As soon as Alan had left, Dorian went upstairs. There was
a strange and horrible smell in the attic room. But the terrible
thing sitting at the table had gone.

13

Prince Charming

That evening Dorian dressed in beautiful clothes and went to a
dinner party at a friend’s house. But he did not enjoy the party
and did not want to eat anything.

‘Are you all right? asked Harry. ‘And were you all right
last night? You left last night’s party very early — about eleven
o’clock.’

“Yes . .. no. Pm fine . . . I don’t know what I did last night,’
said Dorian quickly. ‘Yes, I do. I went for a walk. I got home
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about two o'clock in the morning. I forgot my key. I had to
wake the servant. You can ask him if you don’t believe me.’

Dorian spoke quickly and sounded confused. Harry was
surprised. ‘My dear boy, I don’t care what you did,” he said.
‘Perhaps you are ill.’

“Yes,” replied Dorian, ‘I'm not feeling well. I think I'll go
home.’

When Dorian got home, he knew he had to do something
terrible. He had to burn Basil’s coat and suitcase, so that
nobody would find out the truth about Basil’s death. People
thought Basil had gone to Paris. Nobody expected to see him
for six months.

The coat and suitcase smelt horrible when he burnt them.
Dorian felt very unhappy. He wanted to leave the house and
forget everything.

At midnight, Dorian went out and found a cab. He told the
cab driver quietly where he wanted to go.

The man shook his head. He looked frightened. ‘It’s too far.
I can’t go there at this time of night, he said.

‘Here’s a pound for you,’ said Dorian, ‘and I'll give you
another one if you drive fast.’

‘All right, sir. We'll be there in an hour,’ said the driver.
Then he made the horse pull the cab fast along the streets. The
cab went east — towards the River Thames.

It was another foggy, dark night in London. The light of
street lamps shone through the fog. Cold rain began to fall.
Men and women were walking home along the streets. Dorian
heard screams and shouts and horrible laughter.

He sat back on the seat of the cab, watching. He hated
London. He hated life. He wanted to forget everything. He
wanted opium — the drug that would make him forget.

The cab drove on through dirty, poor parts of the city. Near
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the river the fog disappeared. Dorian left the cab and walked
towards the river. The moon was shining on the water. The
ships on the river were big and black. The light from street
lamps shone down onto the wet road.

Soon he reached a small, dirty house. Inside the house it was
dark. A dirty green curtain hung over a doorway. Dorian went
through the doorway and into a long room.

A few men were drinking. A sailor, half-asleep, lay with
his head on a table. Two women were arguing. Dorian went
through this room and up some stairs to another one. He could
smell opium and he smiled with pleasure. Now he could smoke
some opium and forget everything. y

But then Dorian saw a young man smoking a pipe full of
opium. Immediately, Dorian recognised him. It was Adrian
Singleton, who had been a friend of Dorian’s. ‘Adrian
Singleton has disappeared,’ Basil had said. But here was
Adrian, in an opium den.

Dorian went quickly back to the first room. He did not want
to see anyone he knew. He would go to another opium den.
As he went back through the green curtain a voice called after
him. One of the women was shouting.

‘Look at him! There he is — Prince Charming!’

Suddenly the sailor lifted his head from the table.

‘Don’t talk to me!’ shouted Dorian angrily to the woman.

And he ran out of the house. Dorian turned a corner into
a narrow, dark street. He was running to another opium den.
He was trying to forget about Adrian Singleton.

Suddenly a strong hand was round Dorian’s neck. ‘Keep
quiet or I'll shoot you!” said a voice.

Dorian turned round and saw a gun pointing at his head.
He saw a large man, a sailor. ‘Are you mad? Dorian said.
‘What have I done to you?
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‘My sister is dead because of you!” replied the sailor. ‘Sibyl
Vane killed herself and now I'm going to kill you. I have
looked for you for years. And tonight I heard the name she
called you.’

Dorian was afraid. He looked at James Vane and could not
move. This man was going to kill him.

Then suddenly Dorian had an idea. ‘How long is it since
your sister died? he asked.

‘Seventeen years. Why do you ask? replied the man.

‘Look at me! Look at me by the light of a street lamp,’ said
Dorian.

James Vane pulled Dorian back to the main street. And
in the light of a street lamp, he saw the face of a beauti-
ful young man. It was the face of a young man of about
twenty.

“You can’t be the man,’ said James Vane. ‘My God, I was
going to murder you. I'm very sorry, sir.”

“You must be more careful,” Dorian said. Then he walked
away round the corner and into the darkness.

As soon as Dorian had gone, the woman from the opium
den ran up to the sailor. “‘Why didn’t you kill him?’ she asked.
‘He’s evil.’

‘He’s not the man I want,’ he replied. ‘The man I want is
about forty. That young man was twenty.’

The woman gave a horrible laugh. “Twenty! Him? Prince
Charming? [ first saw Prince Charming seventeen years ago.
But he hasn’t changed since then.’

“You're lying!” shouted James Vane.

‘P'm not,’ said the woman. ‘He was a beautiful young man
seventeen years ago. And he hasn’t changed since then. He’s
evil, that one!”

‘Swear to God that you’re not lying!”
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In the light of the street lamp, James Vane saw the face of
a beautiful young man.

‘I swear I'm not lying,’ the woman replied.
James Vane Believed her. He ran round the corner into the
narrow, dark street. But Dorian had gone.

14

Dorian Learns about Fear

A week later, Dorian was at his house in the country. Many
people had come to stay with him. They were rich people who
enjoyed talking and eating and drinking. Dorian’s guests also
enjoyed shooting — shooting birds and animals.

One evening, Dorian was with Harry and another friend,
Lady Monmouth. Harry was laughing and saying clever things
as he usually did. Lady Monmouth was laughing and listening
to Harry. Dorian was listening too.

‘I must leave you now,” said Lady Monmouth. ‘I want to
change my dress before we have dinner.’

‘Let me get you some flowers. You can wear them on your
dress,” said Dorian getting up from his chair and leaving
the room.

‘Oh,’ said Lady Monmouth, ‘I hope he gets me flowers that
will look right with the colour of my dress.’

‘Let’s follow him,’ replied Harry, ‘and you can tell him the
colour of your dress.’

As they left the room, Harry and Lady Monmouth suddenly
heard a crash.

In the next room they found Dorian. He was lying on the
floor next to a window. He had fainted.
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Dorian soon opened his eyes, but his body was shaking and
his face was very pale.

‘Are you ill, dear boy? asked Harry. ‘You fainted. You must
go and lie down.’

‘No,” said Dorian quickly. ‘I don’t want to lie down. I don’t
want to be alone.’

So Dorian had dinner with his guests. He talked and laughed
with them. He made jokes and told stories.

But he was remembering the white face looking at him
through the window. It had been the face of James Vane!

The next day Dorian would not leave his bedroom. He felt
ill and he was frightened. He was frightened if he heard a noise
or saw a door open.

He remembered Sibyl Vane. He remembered the murder
of Basil. He remembered the face at the window.

Dorian lay in bed, but he did not sleep. During the day,
Harry went into Dorian’s room and found Dorian crying.

After two days Dorian was not so frightened. James Vane
could not know where he was. James Vane must be in London.
He had imagined James Vane’s face at the window.

On the third day Dorian was feeling better. Some of his
guests were going out to shoot birds and Dorian decided to
g0 too.

It was a cold day and the sun was shining. Dorian felt happy
as he walked through the woods. Harry and Lady Monmouth
walked beside him.

Suddenly one of the guests shot at something among
the trees. There was a cry — the terrible cry of a man in
pain.

People shouted and ran towards the noise. Soon they
pulled the body of a man out of the trees. Dorian watched
in horror.
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Soon they pulled the body of a man out of the trees.
Dorian watched in horror.



Harry touched Dorian’s arm. ‘I think we’d better stop
shooting today,” he said.

‘Oh Harry, this is terrible and something more terrible is
going to happen. I know it, replied Dorian.

‘Don’t worry about it, Dorian,” said Harry. ‘It was an
accident. It wasn’t a murder.’

Harry was never serious for long. ‘I would like to meet a
person who has done a real murder,” he went on, laughing.

Lady Monmouth laughed too, but Dorian suddenly felt ill.
His face became very pale.

Dorian smiled politely. ‘I'm feeling tired. I must go to my
room. Excuse me.’

In his room, Dorian lay down on his bed. His body shook
with terror. Fear and death were everywhere in this house. He
did not want to spend another night here.

At five o’clock Dorian told his servant that he wanted to
take the night train to London. The servant went to pack
Dorian’s suitcases, but he soon returned.

‘Excuse me, sir,” he said to Dorian, ‘there is a problem with
the dead man, the man who was shot.”

“Yes, what is it? said Dorian. ‘Do you need money to give
to his family?

‘No, sir. This is the problem. We don’t know who he
is. He was carrying some money and a gun. But we could
not find his name on anything. He’s a sailor . . .’

‘A sailor!” cried Dorian. Suddenly he was excited and
hopeful. He ran to the door. ‘Where is the body? Quick! I
want to see it now!’

The body had been taken to a farm. It lay on the floor
in one of the buildings. A handkerchief covered the dead
man’s face.

“Take that cloth off the face,” said Dorian.
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A farm-worker took away the handkerchief. Then Dorian
looked down at the face and gave a cry of joy. The man who
had been shot was James Vane.

Dorian went home with his eyes full of tears. They were
tears of joy because he was safe. James Vane could not kill
him now.

15

A New Start for Dorian?

One evening in June, Dorian was visiting Harry. Harry and
Dorian sat in Harry’s library.

‘Harry, I have done too many terrible things in my life,’ said
Dorian. ‘Yesterday I started to change my life. I'm going to be
good.’

Harry smiled. “Where were you yesterday? he asked.

‘I was at an inn in a small village,’ replied Dorian.

“What did you do at this inn? asked Harry, laughing. ‘How
did you start to be good?

‘I met a girl,’ said Dorian. ‘She was a pretty girl called Hetty.
She looked like Sibyl Vane.

‘Hetty and I were going to go away together,” Dorian went
on. ‘But I decided not to go away with her. I decided to leave
her in her village. I have done something good.’

“You are pleased because you have done something good,’
said Harry. ‘But she will kill herself because you left her.’

‘Don’t say that! You are never serious,’ said Dorian angrily.

“You wanted to be good, so you left her, replied Harry. ‘You
did what you wanted to do. You haven’t changed.’

Harry was right.
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Dorian did not want to talk about Hetty again. ‘Have you
got any news?” he asked.

‘No, there is nothing else to talk about,” replied Harry.
‘People are talking about Basil. Nobody knows what has
happened to him.’

‘Basil!’ said Dorian, in a surprised voice. ‘Are people still
talking about him? It’s a month since people noticed that he
had not come back from Paris!’

‘My dear boy, people will talk about Basil for three months.
Then they will talk about somebody else. They will talk about
Alan Campbell’s death too. He killed himself, you know.’

Dorian did not want to talk about Alan Campbell. But he
talked about Basil.

‘What do you think happened to Basil, Harry?

‘I don’t know. Perhaps he is dead. I don’t want to think
about it,’ replied Harry.

There was silence for a while, then Dorian spoke again.

‘People are saying that Basil was murdered, aren’t they? Do
you think Basil was murdered? .

‘Nobody would want to murder Basil,’ replied Harry.
‘Everybody liked Basil. He didn’t have any enemies.’

‘Perhaps I murdered Basil,’ said Dorian. ‘Have you thought
of that, Harry? Dorian watched Harry carefully.

But Harry laughed. ‘You're talking nonsense, dear boy. You
couldn’t murder anybody.

‘Let’s talk about something else,” Harry continued. ‘Poor
Basil isn’t interesting any more. He hadn’t painted a good
picture for a long time. What happened to his picture of you,
Dorian?

‘Oh, I lost it replied Dorian quickly.

“You look the same now — as young as you were when the
picture was painted,” said Harry. ‘Don’t change your life. You
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have had a good life. You have done everything you wanted to
do and you have not changed at all.’

‘'m not the same as that young man,’ said Dorian. ‘I want
to change. [ want to be good.’

‘Don’t change,” said Harry. ‘You are beautiful and you are
perfect. You and I will always be friends.’

As he'left Harry’s house, Dorian’s face was very sad.

It was a warm night. Dorian started to walk home from
Harry’s house. He walked past two young men and heard one
of them whisper, ‘That’s Dorian Gray.’

Dorian felt tired. He did not want people to recognise him.
He did not want people to talk about him any longer. He did
not want to hear his name.

As he walked, Dorian thought about his life. Dorian
suddenly wanted to be young again. He wanted to be the
young man whose picture Basil had painted.

Dorian was still thinking when he reached home.

Perhaps it was not too late to change his life. He had been
kind to Hetty. He had left her in her village. Perhaps he was
starting to be good.

Dorian went up to the attic room. He wanted to look at the
picture. Perhaps the picture was changing again. Perhaps the
picture was not so ugly now. Perhaps the cruel, evil face was
changing and becoming kinder.

But the face in the picture was the same. It was old and
wrinkled and ugly. The eyes were cruel. The mouth was evil.
The blood was still on the hands.

When Dorian saw the picture, he knew the truth. He knew
that he could never change. He would always be evil.

There was a knife on the table in the attic room. He had used
that knife to kill Basil.

Dorian picked up the knife. It had killed Basil and now it
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would kill his painting. Then nobody would ever know that
Dorian Gray was an evil man!

There was a loud crash and a cry. It was a loud and horrible cry
which woke the servants.

There were two men in the street outside and they heard the
cry too.

‘Whose house is this? asked one of the men.

‘Dorian Gray’s,” replied the other man.

The two men looked at each other in horror, then they
quickly walked away.

Inside the house, it was now quiet. The door of the
attic room was locked, but at last the frightened servants
opened it.

Inside the room they found a picture hanging on a wall. It
was a picture of their master, Dorian Gray. He looked young
and beautiful in the picture. He looked the same as he had
always looked.

On the floor they found a man. He was ugly and old and
wrinkled. His face was evil. And he was dead, with a knife in
his heart.

At first the servants did not know the man.

But then they looked at the rings on his fingers and they
knew who it was.
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Points for Understanding

W

PN

1

What are the names of the two people in the artist’s studio?
What do you know about each of these people?

The artist is painting a portrait. He does not want to show this
portrait in an art gallery. Why not?

The artist does not want his friend to meet the young man. Why?

2

What does Dorian Gray look like?
Lord Henry Wotton tells Dorian how to live his life. What does
he tell him?
Lord Henry tells Dorian, ‘You mustn’t get burned by the sun.’
Why does he say this?

3

How does Dorian feel when he first looks at the portrait?
Dorian remembers what Harry said in the garden. How does
Dorian feel about the portrait now?
Dorian makes a wish. What does he wish?
Basil says, ‘You have made me hate my best painting.’

(a) What does Basil decide to do?

(b) What does Dorian do?

4

Harry sees Dorian many times in the next few weeks. What does
Harry do and why?

Dorian tells Harry that he has fallen in love. Who has Dorian
fallen in love with?

What do Harry and Dorian arrange to do the next night?

Harry gets a telegram. What does the telegram tell him?

5

Why is Mrs Vane worried about Sibyl and James?

Why is James angry with Sibyl?

What does Sibyl call Dorian?

Why does James wish that he had seen Dorian in the park?
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6

What goes wrong at the theatre?
What do Harry and Basil do?
After the play, Dorian goes to Sibyl’s room. What does he do
and say?
7

Dorian looks at the portrait. Why does he do this?

Why does Dorian suddenly remember the day that Basil finished
the picture?

Dorian gets a letter from Harry. What does he do with it and
why?

Why does he look at the picture again?

He decides to be kind to Sibyl. Why?

8

What was the news in Harry’s letter?

Write down a sentence from page 30 and a sentence from page
31 to show how Dorian feels about this news.

Dorian makes a decision. What is this decision?

9

Why does Basil come to see Dorian?

Why doesn’t Dorian want Basil to see the painting?”
Why does Basil want to see the painting?

What does Dorian do after Basil leaves?

10

Seventeen years have passed.
(a) What does Dorian look like now?
(b) What does the picture look like now?
Dorian is no longer happy. Why isn’t he happy?
Who does Dorian meet outside his house? Why has this person
come to see him?

11

‘Take care Basil,” said Dorian. ‘Do not say any more.’
What has Basil been saying?
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Why does Dorian take Basil upstairs to the room in the attic?
Suddenly Dorian becomes angry. What happens next?
Dorian leaves the house and shuts the front door behind him.
Why does Dorian do this?

12

Dorian writes two letters. What does he do with each letter?
Who is Alan Campbell? What does Dorian ask him to do?
Dorian takes Alan to the attic room. What has happened to the
picture?

13

Dorian leaves a party and goes home. What does he do next?
Why does Dorian go to the small, dirty house near the river?
‘Keep quiet, or I'll shoot you,’ says a voice.

(a) Why has this person said this?

(b) How has this person found Dorian?
What does the woman from the opium den tell the man about
Dorian?

14

Where are Dorian and Harry staying?

Harry and Lady Monmouth suddenly hear a crash. What has
happened and why?

Dorian and his guests go shooting. What happens?

Who is the dead man? Why is Dorian happy that this man is
dead?

15

Does Harry know that Dorian killed Basil?

Why does Dorian go to look at the picture?
When Dorian saw the picture, he knew the truth.
What is the truth?

Dorian picks up a knife. What happens next?
What do the servants find in the small attic room?
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Exercises Grammar Focus 1: best ... ever

Write full sentences using best ... ever and the prompts.

People in the Story

1 picture [ you / paint
That is the best picture you have ever painted.

Write the correct name next to each description below. i
1 2 answer / you / give
| That is
1 Lord Henry He had a thin face and clever, dark eyes. His A 3 thi d
voice was slow and beautiful. People listened 5 mgl/ you/do
to him when he talked. ‘ Thar s
2 His face was pale alnd bgautiful. His eyes ' 4 homewortk / you / do
were bright blue. His hair was blond. That is
3 He had black hair and a strong, intelligent
face. He was a successful artist. He worked 5 gift / he / buy
hard and painted many pictures. ¥ This is
4 She was small and beautiful, with shining
brown hair. She worked as an actress. 6 story [ you / tell
5 He had large hands and feet. His hair was That is
dull and dark. He became a sailor. .
9 e 7 cake / she / make
This is
Nicknames 8 party/ they / have
That is
Lord Henry is called Harry in the story. Match these nicknames
with the correct full name. 9 car/I/drive
That is

10 place / we / be

(M Catherine h This is
2 Michael
ichael 11 meal / I/ cook
3 Elizabeth That is
4 S
fjsan 12 photos / take / She
\5 Richard ) These are
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Grammar Focus 2: wish Words From the Story
(plalm|[ul[r][D[E[R[A]O)
O|T|B|F|F|O|Y]|Il|R|P
Rewrite the sentences using wish (that) + would/wouldn’t. RIH|B|L/AIBIA|S |T|!I
T|{E|L|B|S|{M|A|R|I|U
1 I want Basil to paint my portrait.
1 wish (that) Basil would paint my portrait. R|A[O|D|C|R|O|G|S|M
A|TIN|T|T|T|X|U|T]|H
2 I want Harry to leave my friends alone.
I1|R|DIEJC|T|R|E|S[D
3 Tdon’t want Sybil to act badly. TIEIR|TIN]GIS|OJU|L
S|DID|O|S|T|A|B]|S
4 Thope Sybil will leave me alone. K|{R|A|S|T|U|D|I|O]|Y )

Find words in the square with the meanings below. The numbers in

5 1 want Harry to tell me everything. brackets show the number of letters in each word.

1 a woman who has parts in plays at the theatre (7)
6 1 don’t want Dorian to be cruel to people. ACTRESS

a person who paints or draws pictures (6) .......ccccooveveeurerrerenns

light-coloured (hair) (5) ...ccooeveveirerireiin

7 Idon’t want you to talk about me.

known by many people (6) ........cccoouvurrierinnnne
the act of killing somebody deliberately (6) ........ccccoverrrirrurenns

8 I hope Lord Henry will help me.
a drug made from the seeds of a type of poppy (5) .evceevreveeeerrerrenenns

9 I want the face in the portrait to stop getting old. a picture of a person (8) weevvesvvssvssinsies

circles of metal worn on the fingers (5) ....cccceeviierernnunce

O ® NN A W

the innermost part or spirit of a person or thing (4)

* that is used more in written than in spoken English.
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10 to pierce or kill with a knife (4) ... him from the opium den. A strong hand closed ©......cc.ccovevrieiirinininnns

11 aplace where an artist WOrks (6) .............weuuuuueueenns Dorian’s neck. ‘Keep ".......ooovvvirirrinrinne or I'll shoot you!” said a voice.
12 a place that shows plays (7) .cccccooveeecccereervrinnncees ‘Look at me!” The hand let go of Dorian’s ®.

Dorian|Pis round and saw a “...........c.cc.co.enne. pointing
Pronunciation at his head. He saw a large "......cccoevovrnrunrininnnne , a sailor.

In each group of words, only four have the same vowel sound. ‘Are you . ? Dorian said. ‘What have [

Circle the odd one out.

1 — SrandFl — good i because of you!” replied the sailor.
2 cool rude blood fool mood | ‘Sibyl Vanekilled "...coocevvnrrrii and now I'm going to
3 young mud but put love | e YO Thave e for you for
4 door book cook took look ey opiam
5 port law saw fair for o E
6 hair bear far care fare y e !
7 dark bare park part mark | Dorian was “.......cc.ceeuerierierserennnenes . He looked at James Vane and
8 pure fur shirt hurt were ‘ could NOt 2o . This man was going to kill him.
d fe
v car meat rear car - [ SuddenlyiPorianihad iz . ‘How long is it
10 feet seat heat beat great
LN your sister died? he asked.
‘Seventeen *........cceeevveveveerenens . You know that,’ the man replied
A Chance Meeting with James Vane .
angrily.
Complete the gaps. Use each word in the box once. tLookiatimeillookiatimel byithe 2 e of a street

lamp,’ said Dorian.

James Vane pulled Dorian back to the main street. And in the light of

a street * he saw the ?.
beautiful young man. It was the face of a *.......cccccevvverrercinrnnnnne
. ] . 2
Dorian ran .. of the opium den. He turned a *. ADOUE P
intolaiNArTO W darkS e eun . .

‘You can't be the man,’ said James Vane. ‘You're too young. My God, I
Helwas noti s e NSomeoneihad S

was going to *. . you.
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Multiple Choice

Tick the best answer.

1

»

o

0o W

e}

Why did Basil think that Lord Henry was a bad influence on
people?

Because he said things that changed people.

[] Because he was a criminal.

[] Because he smoked opium.

Why did Dorian change his mind about wanting to marry

Sibyl Vane?

[] Because she acted badly in the play one night and he no longer
thought she was a special person.

[] Because Harry did not think she was beautiful.

[] Because he found out that she had no money.

What was strange about the picture of Dorian Gray?

[J It changed and grew older while Dorian remained young.
[ It faded very quickly.

[] People thought that it was actually a photograph.

Why did Dorian ask his servants to put the portrait in the

attic room?

[ Because he had never liked it.

[ Because he was getting older and he didn’t like to look at a
picture of himself when he was young and beautiful.

[] Because the picture showed the truth about how evil he had
become.

Basil had heard terrible things about Dorian Gray. Why didn’t he
believe them?

[] Because he had never trusted other people.

[] Because Dorian’s beautiful face showed no evil.

[] Because Dorian told him that they were not true.
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6 Why did Dorian Gray kill Basil?

a  [] Basil wanted to destroy the picture.

b [] Dorian hated Basil for painting the picture.

¢ [] Basil was going to tell the police about Dorian.

7 What is an opium den?

a [ A place where people drink gin at night.

b [ A secret place for smoking drugs.

¢ [ A place where gentlemen meet to play cards.

8 Why was Dorian frightened after he went to the opium den
in London?

a [ Because he knew the police had seen him going there.

[[] Because he kept seeing Basil’s ghost.

[] Because he knew James Vane wanted to kill him.

o

o

9 Why did Dorian decide that he wanted to change?

a [] Because Harry told him he should.

b [] Because he wanted to be young and good again.

¢ [ Because he could only marry Hetty if he changed.

10 Why did Dorian Gray stab his own picture?
a [] Because he hated the evil in himself.
b [] Because he hated the artist.

a [] Because it reminded him of Basil.

11 How did the servants recognise the body of Dorian Gray?
a [] By his fine white teeth.

b [] By the clothes he was wearing.

¢ [] By the rings on his fingers.

12 Look back at the first activity (People in the Story). Which of the
five characters was still alive at the end of the story?

a [] Dorian Gray.

b [] James Vane.

¢ [ Lord Henry.
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