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THE PREFACE.

Tue artist is the creator of beautiful things.
To reveal art and conceal the artist is art’s aim.
The critic is he who ean translate into another manner
or a new material his impression of beautiful things.
The highest as the lowest form of enticism is
a mode of autebiography.
Those who find ugly meanings in beautiful things are
corruplt without being charming, This is a fault,
Those who find beautiful meanings in beau-
tiful things are the cultivated. For these
there iz hope,
They are the elect to whom beautiful things mean
only Beauty.
There is no such thing as 2 moral or an im-
moral book.  Dooks are well wrtten, or badly
written, That is all,
The nineteenth century dislike of Realism iz the rage
of Caliban seeing his own face in a plass,
'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,



(i THE PREFACE.

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 s an unpardonable
mannerism of style
No artist is ever morbid. The artist can
express everything.
Thought and language are to the artist instruments
of an art,
Vice and virtue are to the artist materials for
an art,
From the point of view of form, the type of all the arts
is the art of the mosician, From the point of view of
feeling, the actor's craft is the type
All art is at once surface and symbol
Those who po 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 15 new, complex, and vital.

When critics disagree the artist is in accord
¢ with himself.

We ¢an forgive a mon for making a wseful thing ns

long as he does not admire it. The only exense for

making a useless thing is that one admires it im-

mensely,

All art is quite useless.

Oscar WiLDE.
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CHAPTER L

Tue studic was filled with the rich odour of roses,
and when the light summer wind stirred amidst the
trees of the garden there eame through the open door
the heavy scent af the lilag, or the more delicate perfume
of the pink-lowering thom,

From the corner of the divan of Persian saddle-bapgs
on which he was lying, smoking, as was his custom, in-
numerable cigarettes, Lord Henry Wolton could just
catch the gleam of the honey-sweet and honey-coloured
blossoms of & 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 fitted across the long tussore-
silk curtains that were stretched in front of the huge
window, producing a kind of momentary Japanese effect,
and making him think of those pallid jade-fuced painters
of Tokio who, through the medium of an art that is
necessarily immobile, seek to convey Lhe sense of swilt-
ness and motion. The sellen murmor of the bees
shouldering their way through the long unmown grass,
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or circling with monotonous insistence round the dusty
gilt horns of the stragsling woodbine, seemed to make
the stillness more oppressive. The dim rear of London
was like the bourdon note of a distant organ.

In the centre of the room, cdamped 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 50 many strange eonjectures.

As the painter looked at the gr:lcmus and comely
form he had so skilfully mirrored in his art, a smile of
pleasure passed across his face, and seemed about to
linger there, But he suddenly started up, and, closing
his eyes, placed his fingers wpon the lids, as though he
sought to imprison within his brain seme 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 mext year to the Grosvenor. The
Academy is too large and too volgar. Whenever T have
gone there, there have been either so many people that
I have not been able to see the pictures, which was
dreadfuly or so many pictures that 1 have not been able
to see the people, which was worse. The Grosvenor is
really the only place”

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

Lord Henry elevated his eyebrows, and looked at
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him in amazement through the thin blue wreaths of
smoke that curled up in such faneiful wherls from his
heavy opium-tainted cigarette. “Not send it anywhere?
My dear fellow, why? Have you any reason? What
odd chaps you painters arel You do anything in the
world to gain a reputation. As soon as you have one,
you scem to want to throw it away. It is silly of you,
for there is only one thing in the world worse than
being talled about, and that is not being talked about.
A portrait like this would set you far above all the young
men in England, and make the old men quite jealous,
if old men are ever capable of any emotion.”

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

Lord Henry stretched himself out on the divan and
laughed.

“Yes, 1 knew you would; but it is quite true, all
the same®

“Too much of yourself in it! Upon my word, Basil,
I didn't know you were 30 vain; and I really can’t see
any resemblance between you, with your mpgged strong
face and your coal-black hair, and this young Adonis,
who looks as if he was made out of ivory and rose- -leaves.
Why, my dear Basil, he is a Narcissus, and you—swell,
of course you have an intellectual expression, and all
that. But beauty, real beauty, ends where an intel-
leetual expression begins. Intellect is in itself a mode
of exaggeration, and destroys the harmony of any face,
The moment one sits down to think, one becomes all
nose, or all forehead, or something horrid. Look at the
successful men in any of the learned professions. How



10 THE FICTURE OF DORIAN GRAY.

perfectly hideous they are! Except, of course, in the
Church. But then in the Church they don't think. A
bishop keeps on saying at the age of eighty what he was
told to say when he was a boy of eighteen, and as a
natural consequence he always looks absolutely delight-
ful. 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 some
brainless, beautiful creature, who should be always here
in winter when we have no flowers to look at, and al-
ways here in summer when we want something to chill
our intelligence, Don't flatter yourself, Basil: you are
not in the least like him.”

“You don't understand me, Harry,” answered the
artist, "Of course 1 am not like him. I know that
perfectly well,  Indeed, I should be sorry to lock like
him, You shrug your shoulders? I am telling you the
truth, ‘There is a fatality about all physical and intel-
lectual distinction, the sort of fatality that scems to dog
through history the faltering steps of kings. It is better
not to be different from one's fellows. The ugly and
the stupid have the best of it in this world. They can
git at their ease and gape at the play. If they know
nothing of victory, they are at least spared the know-
ledge of defeat. They live as we all should live, undis-
turbed, indiffierent, and without disquiet. They neither
bring muin upon others, nor ever receive it from alien
hands. Your rank and wealth, Harry; my brains, such
as they are—my art, whatever it may be worth; Dorian
Gray's good looks—we shall all suffer for what the gods
have given us, suffer terribly.”

“Dorian Gray? Is that his naome?” asked Lord



THE FICTURE OF DORIAN GRAY. It

Henry, walking across the stodio towards Basil Hall-
ward.

“Yes, that is his name, T didn't intend to tell it to
F'CI'IJ.."

“But why not?”

#Ch, T can't explain, When I like people immensely
I never tell their names to anyone, It i3 like surrender-
ing a part of them, I have grown to love secrecy. It
seems 1o be the one thing that can make modern life
mysterious or marvellous to us. The commonest thing
iz delightful if one only hides it. When T leave town
noyw 1 mever tell my people where 1 am going, If 1 did,
1 should lose all my pleasure, It is a silly habit, I dare-
say, but somehow it seems to bring a great deal of
romance into one’s life. I suppose you think me awfully
foolish about it?"

“Not at all,” answered Lord Henry, “not at all, my
dear Basil, You seem to forget that I am married, and
the cne charm of marriage is that it makes a life of de-
ception absolutely necessary for both parties. I never
know where my wife is, and my wife never knows what
I am daoing. When we meet—we do meet oceasionally,
when we dine out together, or go down to the Duke's
—we tell each other the most nbsurd stories with the
most serions faces. My wife is very good at if—emuch
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 would; but she merely laughs at me”

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

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

After a pause, Lord Henry pulled out his watgh.
] am afraid I must be golng, Basil" he muormured,
“and before I go, 1 insist on your answering a question
I put to you some time ago.”

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

“¥ou know qute well"

4“1 do not, Harry."

“Well, I will tell you what it 5. I want you to
explain to me why you won't exhibit Dorian Gray's
picture, I want the real reason.”

“1 told you the real reason.

4No, you did not. You said it was becapse there
was tgo'much of yourself in it. Now, that is child-
iﬂ1‘.11

“Harry,” said Basil Hallward, looking him straight
in the face, “every portrait that is painted with fecling
is a portrait of the artist, not of the sitter. The sitter
is merely the acodent, the occasion, It 15 not he whao
is revealed by the painter; it is rather the painter who,
on the coloured canvas, reveals himselll The reason I



THE PICTURE OF DORIAN GRAY. 13

will not exhibit this picture is that I am afraid that
I have shown in it the secret of my own soul.”

Lord Henry laughed. *“And what is that?” he
asked.

“T will tell you," said Hallward; but an cxpression
of perplexity came over his face.

#1 am all expectation, Basil,” continued his com-
panion, glaneing at hin.

“0h, there is really very little to tell, Harry,” an-
gwered the painter; “and I am afraid you will hardly
understand it. Perhaps you will hardly believe it”

Lord Henry smiled, and, leaning down, plucked a
p:m.b:-petallcd daisy from the grass, and examined it
4T am quite sure 1 shall understand it" he replied,
gazing intently at the little golden white-feathered disk,
vand as for Delieving things, I can believe nn}rlhiug,
p]m’id{:d that it is guoite incredible.”

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

“The story is simply this” said the paifter after
some time. “Two months ago I went to a crush at
Lady Brandon's. You know we poor artists have to
show ourselves in society from time to time, just to
remind the public that we are not savages. With an
evening coat and o white tie, as you told me once, any-
body, even a stockbroker, ean gain a repwtation for
being civilised. Well, after I had been in the room
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about ten minutes, talking to huge overdressed dowagers
and tedious Aeademicianz, I suddenly became conscious
that someope was looking at me. I turmed half-way
round, and saw Dorian Gray for the first time, When
our eyes met, I felt that I was growing pale. A curious
sensation of terror came over me. 1 knew that I had
come face to face with someone whose mere personality
was so fascinating that, if T allowed it to do so, it would
absorb my whole nature, my whole soul, my very art
itsell, I did not want any external influgnce in my life.
You know yourself, Harry, how independent I am by
nature. 1 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. Something
seemed to tell me that I was on the verge of a terrible
crisis in my life. I had a strange feeling that Fate had
in store for me exquisite joys and exquisite sorrows. 1
grew afraid, and turned to quit the room. It was not
conscience that made me do so: it was a sort of coward-
jce, I take no credit to myself for trying to
escape”

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

“Lfbon't believe that, Harry, and I don't believe you
do either. However, whatever was my motive—and it
miay have been pride, for I used to be very prond—I
certainly strugpled to the door. There, of course, 1
stumbled against Lady Brandon. *You are not going
to ruy away so soon, Mr. Hallward?' she screamed out.
You know her coriously shrill voice?"

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

“I vould pot get rid of her. She brought me up
to Royalties, and people with Stars and Garters, and
elderly ladies with gigantic tiaras and parrot noses. She
spoke of me as her dearest friend. I had only met her
once before, but she took it into her head to lionise me,
I believe some picture of mine had made a great success
at the time, at least had been chatiered about in thé
penny newspapers, which is the nineteenth-century
standard of immortality. Suddenly I found myself face
to face with the yoong man whose personality had so
strangely stirred me, We were quite close, almost touch-
g, Our eyes met again. It was reckless of me, but
I asked Lady Brandon to introduce me to him. Per-
haps it was not so reckless, after all. It was simply
inevitable.  We would have spoken to each other with-
out any introduction. I am sure of that. Doran told
me so afterwards. e, too, felt that we were destined
to know each othep!

“And how did Lady Brandon describe this wonderful
young man?” asked his companion. I know she goes
in for giving a rapid gress of all her guests, T remember
her bringing me up to a truculent and red-faced old
gentleman covered all over with orders and ribbbns, and
hissing into my ear, in a tragic whisper which must have
been perfectly audible to everybody in the room, the
most astounding details. I.simply fled. I like to find
out people for myself. But Lady Brandon treats her
guests exactly as an auctioneer treats his goods. She
either explains them entirely away, or tells one every-
thing about them except what ene wants to know.”
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“Poor Lady Brandon! ¥You are hard on her, Ha
snid Hallward, listlessly.

“My dear fl:]lqw:_ she tried Jo found a safom, and
only succeeded in opening a restaurant. How could I
admire her? DBut tell me, what did she say about Mr,
Drorian Geay?"

“Oh, something like, 'Charming boy—poor dear
mother and I absolutely inscparable. Quite forpet what
e does—afraid he—doesn't do anything—aoh, ves, plays
the piano—or is it the violin, dear Mr. Gray?" Neither
of us could help laughing, and we beeame friends at once.”

“Laughter is not at all a bad beginning for a frignd-
ship, and it is far the best ending for one” said the
young lord, plucking another daisy.

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

“How horribly unjust of you!™ cried Lord Henry,
tilting his hat back, and looking up at the little clouds
that, like ravelled skeins of glossy white silk, were drifting
across the hollowed turqueise of the summer sky. *Yes;
horribly unjust of you, 1 make a great difference be-
tween people. I choose my friends for their good looks,
my secduaintances for their good characters, and my
enemies for their pood intellects, A man cannot be loo
careful in the choice of his epemies. I have not got
one who is a fool, “They are all men of some intellectual
power, and consequently they all appreciate me. 1s that
very vain of me? I think it is rather vain*

“I should think it was, Harry. PBut according to
your category 1 must be merely an acquaintance”
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“My dear old Basil, you are much more than an
acquaintance.™

“And much less than a friend, A sort of brother,
I suppose?”

“h, brothers! I don’t care for brothers. My elder
Lirother won't die, and my younger brothers seem never
to do anything else”

“Harry!" exclaimed Hallward, frowning.

"My dear fellow, I am not quite serious. But I
can't help detesting my relations. I suppose it comes
from the fact that none of us can stand other people
having the same faults as ourselves. I quite sympathise
witlt the rage of the English democracy against what
they call the vices of the upper orders, The masszes
feel that drunkenness, stupidity, and immerality should
be their own special property, and that if any one of us
makes an ass of himsell he is poaching on their preserves.
When poor Southwark got into the Divorce Court, their
indignation was quite magnificent. And yet I don't
suppose that ten per cent of the proletariat live
correctly.”

] don't agree with a single word that you have
zaid, and, what is more, Harry, I feel sure you don't
either.”

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

The Piclwre of Derdan Gray. a
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oneself. Now, the value of an idea has nothing what-
soever to do with the sincerity of the man who expresses
it. Indeed, the probabilities are that the more insincere
the man is, the more purely iutelleetual will the idea
be, as in that case it will not be coloured by either his
wants, his desires, or his prejudices.  However, 1 don't
propose to discuss politics, sociology, or metaphysics
with you. I like persons better than principles, and I
like persons with no principles better than anything else
in the world. Tell me more about Mr Dorian Gray,
How often do you see him "

“Every day. 1 couldn't be happy if I didn't see
him cvery day. He is absolutely necessary to me”™’

“How exiracrdinary! I thought you would never
care [or anything but your art™

“He is all my art to me now,” said the painter,
gr:u.'eh.r, #] sometimes think, Harry, that there are only
two eras of any imporlance in the world's history, The
first is the appearance of a new medium [or art, and
the second is the appearance of a new personality for
art also. What the invention of cil-painting was to the
Wenctians, the face of Antinoiis was to late Greek
sculpture, and ‘the face of Dorian Gray will some day
be to me. It is not merely that T paint from him, draw
from him, sketch from him.  OF course I have done all
that, Dut he is much more to me than a model or a
sitter. I won't tell vou that T am dissatisfied with what
1 have done of him, or that lus 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 [
met Dorian Gray, is good work, s the best work of my
life. But in some curious way—I wonder will you under-
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stand me?—his personality has suggesied to me an
entirely new manner in art, an entircly new mode of
style. I see things diffigrently, I think of them differently.
I ean now recreate life in o way that was hidden from
me before. ‘A dream of form in days of thought:'—
who is it who saps that? I forget; but it 15 what Dorian
Gray has Deen to me. The merely visible presence of
this Jad—IMor lhe seems to me little more than a lad,
though he is really over twenty—his mercly visible
presence—ah! I wonder can you realise all that that
means?  Unconsciously he defines for me the lines of a
frosh school, 2 school that is to have in it all the passion
of the romantie spirit, all the perfection of the spirit that
is Greck. The harmony of soul and body—how much
that is! We in our madness have separated the two,
and have invented a realism that is valgar, an ideality
that is woid. Harry! il you only knew what Dorian
Gray is to me! You remember that landscape of mine,
for which Agnew offered me such o huge price, but
which I would not part with? Tt i3 one of the best
things I have ever done.  And why is it so? Because,
while T was painting it, Dorian Gray sst beside me.
Some subtle influence passed from him to me, and for
the first ume in my life 1 saw in the plain woodland
the wonder I had always looked for, and always miesed.”

“Basil, this is extraordinary! 1 must see Dorinn
Giray"

Hallward got up from the seat, and walked up and
down the garden. After some time he came back.
“Harry,” he said, “Dorian Gray is to me simply a
motive in art. You might se¢ nothing in him. 1 see
everything in him. He i5 never more present in my

3‘
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work than when no image of him is theree. He is a
sugpestion, as I have said, of a new manner. 1 find
him in the curves of certain lineg, in the loveliness and
sublleties of certain colours. That is all.”

“Then why dont you exhibit his portrait?” asked
Lord Henry.

“Becanse, without intending it, T have put into it
some expression of all this curions artistic idelatry, of
which, of course, I have never cared to speak to him.
He knows nothing about it. He shall never know any-
thing about it But the world might guess it; and I
will not bare my soul to their shallow, prying eyes.. My
heart shall never be put under their microscope. There
15 too much of myself in the thing, Harry—too much of
myself!™

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

“] hate them for it" ered Hallward. “An artist
should create beautiful things, but should put nothing
of his own life imo 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. Some day I will show the world what it is;
and for that reason the world shall never see my portrait
of Donan Gray."

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

The painter considered for a few moments. *He
likes me," he onswered, after a pause; “I know he likes
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me, Of course I flatter him dreadfully. I find a strange
pleasure in saying things to him that I know I shall be
sorry for having said, As a rule, he is charming to me,
and we sit in the studio and talk of a thousand things.
Now and then, however, he is horribly thoughtless, and
seems to take a great delight in giving me pain.  Then
I feel, Harry, that I have given away my whole soul to
someone 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 opt to linger” mur-
mured Lord Henry, “Perhaps you will tire sooner than
he’will, It is a sad thing to think of, but there is no
doubt that Genius lasts longer than Beauty. That ae-
counts for the fact that we all take such pains to over-
educate ourselves. In the wild struggle for existence,
we want to have something that endures, and so we fill
our minds with rubbish and facts, in the silly hope of
keeping our place. The thoroughly well-informed man
—that is the modern ideal. And the mind of the
thoraughly well-informed man is a dreadful thing. It is
kke a dric-g-frac shop, all monsters and dust, with
everything priced above its proper value. I think you
will tire first, all the same. Some day you will look at
your friend, and he will seem to you to be a #itjle 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 seriously think that he has behaved very
badly to you. The next time he calls, you will be per-
fectly cold and indifferent. It will be o great pity, for
it will alter you. What you have told me is guite a
romance, a romance of art one might call it, and the



22 THE FICTURE OF DORIAN GRAY.

worst of having a romance of any kind is that it Jeaves
one 50 unromantic”

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

“Ah, my dear Basil, that is exactly why 1 can feel
it Those who are faithiul know only the trivial side of
love: it is the faithless who know love's tragedies” And
Lord Henry struck a light on a dainty silver case, and
began to smoke a ecigarctte with a self-conscious and
satisfied air, ag if he had summed up the world in
phrase. ‘There was a rustle of chirruping sparrows in
the green lacquer leaves of the ivy, and the blue cloud-
shadows chased themselves across the grass like swallows,
How pleasant it was in the garden! And how delight-
ful other people’s emotions were!—much more delight-
ful than their ideas, it seemed to him.  One's own soul,
and the passions of one's friends—those were the fascinat-
ing things in life. He pictured to himself with silent
amusement the tedious luncheon that he had missed by
staying so Jong with Basil Hallward. Had he gone to
his aunt's, he would have leen sure to have met Lord
Goodlbody there, and the whole conversation would have
been abeout the feeding of the poor, and the necessity
for modiel lodging-houses. Each class would have
preached the importance of those virtues, for whose
exercise there was no necessity in their own lives. The
rich would have spoken on the value of thrift, and the
idle grown eloquent over the dignity of labour, It was
charming to have escaped all that! As he thought of his
aunt, an idea seemed to sirike him. He torned to Hall-
ward, and said, “My dear fellow, I have just remembered,”
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“Remembered what, Harry?"

“Where 1 heard the name of Dorian Gray."

“Where was it?" asked Hallward, with a slight
frown. '

“Don't look so angry, Basil. It was at my aunt,
Lady Agatha's, She told me she had discovered a
wonderful young man, who was going to help her in the
East 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, goad women have not.  She said that he was
very earnest, and had a beawtiful nature. 1 at once
pictured to myself a creature with spectacles and lank
lair, horribly freckled, and tramping about on huge feet
I wish I had known it was your friend.”

#] am wvery glad you didn't, Harry

“Whye"

#] don't want you to meet ham

fVou don't want me to meet him?"

“Nﬂ.”

“Mr, Dorian Gray is in the studio, sin” said the
butler, coming into the garden.

“You must introduce me now,” cried Lord Henry,
langhing.

The painter turned to his servant, who stood blink-
ing in the sunlight. *Ask Mr. Gray to wait, Parkers I
shall e in in a few moments.” The man bowed, and
went up the walk,

Then he looked at Lord Henry. *Dorian Gray is
my dearest friend,” he said. *He has a simple and a
beauntiful nature. Your aunt was quite right in what
she said of lim. Don't spoil him.  Don't try to in-
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fuenee him.  Your influence would be bad. The world
15 wide, and has many marvellous people in it. Don't
take away from me the ong person who gives to my art
whatever charm it possesses: my lifc as an artist depends
on him, Mind, Harry, I trust you" He spoke very
slowly, and the words seemed wrung out of him almost
against his will.

#*What nonsense you talk!" said Lord Henry, smil-
ing, and, taking Hallward by the arm, he almost led
him into the house.
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CHAPTER IL

As they entered they saw Dorian Gray. He was
seated at the piano, with his back to them, wrning over
the papes of a volume of Schumann®s “Forest Scenes”
“You must lend me these, Basil,”” he eried. “T want o
leagn them. They are perfectly charming.”

“That entively 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 willul, petulant manner.
When he caught sight of Lord Henry, a faint blush
coloured his cheeks for a moment, and he started up.
“] beg your pardon, Basil, but I didn't know you had
anyone with you™

#This is Lord Henry Wotton, Dorian, an old Oxford
friend of mine. I have just been telling him what g
capital sitter you were, and now you have spoiled every-
thing." e

“You have not spoiled my pleasure in meeting you,
Mr. Gray,” said Lord Henry, stepping forward and ex-
tending his hand. “My aunt has often spoken to me
about you. You are one of her favourites, and, I am
afraid, one of her victims alsn"

I am in Lady Apgatha’s black books at present,”
answered Dorian, with o funny look of penitence. #1
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promised to go to a club in Whitechapel with her last
Tuesday, and I really forgot all about it. We were 1o
have played a duet together—ithree duets, I Lelieve, I
don't know what she will say To me. I am far too
frightened to call.”

“0h, 1 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 Agatha
sits down to the piano she makes quite enough noise
for two people

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

Lord Henry locked at him, Yes, he was certamly
wonderfully handsome, with his finely-curved searlet lips,
his frank blue eyes, his crisp gold hair. There was
something 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 unspotted from the world. No wonder Basil
Hallward worshipped him.

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

The* painter had been Lusy 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, 1
want to finish this picture to-day. Would you think it
awfully rude of me if 1 asked you to go away?"”

Lord Henry smiled, and looked at Dorian Gray.
“Am I to go, Mr. Gray?" he asked.
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#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 pi®lanthropy.”

“I don't know that T shall tell you that, Mr. Gray,
It is =o tedions a subject that one would have to talk
serivusly about it. But I certainly shall not run away,
now that you have asked me o stop. You don’t really
mind, Basil, do you? You have often told me that you
liked your sitters to have someone to chat o

Hallward bLit his lip. “If Dorian wishes it, of course
vou must stay, Dorian's whims are laws to everybody,
excépt himself”

Lord Henry took up his hat and gloves. “You are
very pressing, Basil, but I am afraid T most go. 1 have
promised to meet a man at the Orleans. Good-bye,
Mr. Gray, Come and see me some alternoon in Curzon
Strect, 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,” cnied Dorian Gray, “if Lord Henry Wotton
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 muost be dreadfully tedious for my
unfortunate sitters, 1 beg yon 1o stay.”

“But what about my man at the Orleans?”

The painter laughed, *I don’t think there will be
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any difficalty 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 influence over all his
friends, with the single exception of mysell”

Dorian Gray stepped up on the dais, with the air
of a young Greck martyr, and made a little mowe of
discontent to Lord Henry, to whom he had rather taken
a fancy. He was so unlike Basil. They made a de-
lightful contrast. And he had soch a beautiful voice.
After a few moments he said to him, “Have you really
a very bad influence, Lord Henry? As bad as Basil
sayse”

“There is no such thing as a good influence, Mr
Gray. All influence 13 immoral—immoral from  the
scientific point of view."

“Whyp

“Pecause to influence a person is to give him one’s
own soul. He does not think his natural thoughts, or
burn with his natural passions. His virtues are not real
-to him. His sins, if there are such things as sins, are
BLorrowed. He becomes an echo of someone 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 us is here for
_‘L’mpiu are afraid of themselves, nowadays. They have
forpotten the highest of all duties, the duty that one
owes to oneselll  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. DPerhaps we never really had it. The terror
of society, which is the basis of morals, the terror of
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God, which is the seeret of religion—these are the two
things that govern us. And yet. 4

“Just turn your head a little more to the right,
Diorian, like = pood boy,” said the painter, deep in his
work, and conscious only that a look had come into the
lad's face that he had never seen there before,

“And yet,” continued Lord Henry, in his low,
musical voice, and with that graceful wave of the hand
that was always so characteristic of him, and that he
had even in his Eton days, “I believe that if one man
were to Jive out his life fully and completely, were to
give form to every feeling, expression to every thought,
reality to every dream—I believe that the world would
gain such a fresh impulse of joy that we would forget
all the maladies of medimvalism, and return to the
Hellenic ideal—to something finer, richer than the
Hellenic ideal, it may be. But the bravest man amongst
us is afraid of himself. ‘The mutilation of the savage
has its tragic survival in the self-denial that mars our
lives. We are punished for our refusals. Every im-
pulse that we strive to strangle broods in the mind, and
poisons us.  The body sins once, and has done with its
sin, for action is a mode of purification. Nothing re-
mains then but the recollection of a pleasure, or the
loxury of a regret. The only way to get 1, of a
temptation is to yield to it  Resist it, and your souol
grows sick with longing for the things it has forbidden
to itself, with desire for what its monstrous laws have
made monstrous and unlawful, It has been said that
the great events of the world take place in the brain
It is in the brain, and the brain only, that the great sins
of the world take place also. You, Mr. Gray, you your-
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gelf, with your rose-red youth and your rose-white boy-
hood, you have had passions that have made you afraid,
thoughts that have filled you ‘Pr'ilh terror, d1].r-drf:ams
and sleeping dreams whose mére memory might stain
your check with shame——"

“Stop!" faltered Dorian Gray, “stop! you bewilder
me. I don't know what to say. There is some answer
lo you, but I camnot 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 influences werp at
work within him. Yet they seemed to him to have
come really from himsell, The few words that Basil's
friend had said te him—words spoken by chance, no
doubt, and witl wilful paradox in them—had 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 muosic was not articulate. It was
not a new world, but rather another chaos, that at
created in uns. Words! Mere words! How terrible
they werel How clear, and vivid, and cruell One
could, fiot escape from them. And yet what a subile
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 viel or of lute,
Mere words]  Was there anything so real as words?

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

With his subtle smile, Lord Henry watched him.
He knew the precise ps¥chological moment when o say
nothing, He felt intensely interested. He was amazed
at the sudden impression that his words had produced,
and, remembering a4 book that he had read when he
was sixteen, a book which had revealed to him much
that he had not known before, he wondered whether
Diorian Gray was passing through a similar experience,
Me 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 refinement and perfect
delicacy that in art, at any rate, comes only from
strength. He was unconscions of the silence.

#Basil, 1 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, T am so sorry,  When I am paint-
ing, I can't think of anything else.  But you never sat
better,  You were perfectly still, And I have caught
the effect I wanted—the half-parted lips, and the bright
look in the eyes. I don't know what Harry has been
saying to you, but he has certainly made you hive the
most wonderful expression. I suppose he has been
paying vou compliments. You mustn’t believe a word
that he says."

“He has certainly not been paying me compliments,
Perhiaps that is the reason that 1 don't believe anything
he has told me”

*You know you believe it all,” said Lord Henry,
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'looking at him with his dreamy, languorous eyes. #I
will go ocut to the garden with you, It is hornbly hot
in the studio. Basil, let us have something iced to
drink, something with strawberiies in it

“Certainly, Harry. Just touch the bell, and when
Parker comes T will tell him what you want. I have
pot 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 burying his face in the great eool llac-
blossoms, feverishly drinking in their perfume as if it
had been wine. He came close to him, and put his
hand upon his shoulder. *“¥You are quite right to do
that,” he murmured. *Nothing can cure the soul but
the senses, just as nothing can cure the senses but the
soul.”

The lad started and drew back. He was bare-
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 gooe hidden nerve shook the scarlet of his lips and
left them trembling,

“Yes," continned 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 ereation. You know more than you think
you know, just as you koow less than you want 1o
know,"
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Dorian Gray frowned and twrned his head away.
He conld not help liking the tall, graceful young man
who was standing by him. His romantic olive-coloured
face and wom expressbn interested him. There was
something in his low, languid voice that was absolutely
fascinating. His cool, white, flowerlike hands, even,
had a curious charm. They moved, as he spoke, like
music, and seemed to have a language of their own,
But he feit afraid of him, and ashamed of being afraid.
Why had it been Jeft for a stranger to reveal him to
himself? He had known Basil Hallward for months,
but the friendship between them had never altered him,
Suddenly there had come someone across his life who
seemed to have disclosed to him hife's mystery. And,
yet, what was there to be afraid of? He was not a
schoolboy or a girl. It was abeurd 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 spoilt, and
Tiusil will never paint you again. You really must not
allow yourself to become sunburnt. It would be unbe-
eoming."

“What can it matter?” eried Dorian Gray laughing,
as lie sat down on the seat at the end of the garden.

41t should matter everything to you, Mr. Grdyy

i

“Beeause you have the most marvellous youth, and
youth is the one thing worth having.”

o1 don't feel that, Lord Hemy™

“Na, you don't feel it now. Some day, when you
are old and wrinkled and ugly, when thought has seared
your forchead with its lines, and passion branded your

The Ficture of Dorfan Gray. 3
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lips with its hideous fires, yoo will feel it terribly, Now,
wherever you go, you charm the world. Will it always
be s0? . . . You have a wonderfully beautiful face, Mr,
Gray. Don't frown. You havé, And Beauty is a form
of Genius—is higher, indeed, than Genius, s it needs
no explanation. It is of the preat facts of the world,
like sunlight, or spring-time, or the reflection in dark
waters of that silver shell we call the moon. It eannot
be questioned. It has its divine right of sovcreignty.
It makes princes of those who have it. You smile?
Ah! when you have lost it you won't smile, , , . People
say sometimes that Beauly is enly superficial. That
may be so. But at least it is not so superficial as
Thought is. To me, Beauty is the wonder of wonders,
It is only shallow people who do not judge by appear-
ances. 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 live
really, perfectly, and fullp. 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 yoursell with those mean triumphs that °
the memory of your past will make more bitter than
defestf Every month as it wanes brings you nearer to
something dreadful.  Time is jealovs of you, and wirs
against your lilies and your roses. You will become
sallow, and hollow-cheeked, and dull-eyed. You will
suffer horribly. . . . Ah! realise your youth while you
have it.  Don't squander the gold of your days, hsten-
ing to the tedious, trying to improve the hopeless failure,
or giving away your life to the ignorant, the common,
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and the vulgar. These are the sickly aims, the false
ideas, of our age. Live! Live the wonderful life that
is in you! Let nothing be lost upon you. Be always
searching for new sensatidns. Be afraid of nothing. ...
A new Hedonism—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 seasonm. .. . The moment I met you I saw
that you were quite unconscious of what you really are,
of what you really might be. There was so much in
you that charmed me that I felt [ 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 little time. The common
hill-flowers wither, but they blossom again. The la-
burnum will be as yellow next June as it is now. In
a month there will be purple stars on the clematis, and
year after vear the preen night of its leaves will hold
its purple stars. But we never get back our youth.
The pulse of joy that beats in us at twenty becomes
sluggish. Our limbs fail, our senses rob.  We degenerate
into hideous puppets, haunted by the memory of the
passions of which we were too much afraid, and the
exquisite temptations that we had not the courage to
yield to. Youth! Youth! There is absolutely nft'ni.ng
in the world but youth|"”

Dorian Gray listened, open-eyed and wondering. The
spray of lilac fell from his hand upon the gravel. A
furry bee came and Dbuzzed round it for a moment.
Then it began to scramble all over the oval stellated
globe of the tiny blossoms. He watched it with that
strange interest in trivial things that we try to develop

3#
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when things of high import make us afraid, or when
we are stirred by some new emotion for which we can-
not find expression, or when some thought that terrifies
us lays sudden siege to the Drain and calls on ug to
yield, After a time the bee flew away, He saw it
creeping into the stained trumpet of a Tyran con-
volvulus,  The flower seemed to quiver, and then
swayed gently to and fro.

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

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

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

“You are glad you have met me, Mr Gray,” said
Tord Henry, looking at him,

"Yes, I am glad now. I wonder shall I always Le
glad 2"

“Always! That is a dreadful word, It makes me
shudder when 1 hear it. Women are so fond of using
it. They spoil every romance by trying to make it last
for gfer, It a5 a meaningless word, too. The only
difference Letween a eaprice and a lifelonp passion is
that the caprice lasts a little longer.”

As they entered the studio, Donan Gray put his
hand upon Lord Henry's arm,  “In that case, let our
friendship be a caprice,” he murmured, flushing at his
own boldoess, then stepped up on the platform and re-
sumed his pose.
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Lord Henry flung himself into a large wicker arm-
chair, and watched him. The sweep and dash of the
bruzh on the canvas made the only sound that broke
the stillness, except whtn, now and then, Hallward
stepped back to look at his work from a distance. In
the slanting beams that streamed through the open
doorway the dust danced and was gelden. The heavy
scent of the roses scemed to brood over everything.

After about a quarter of an hour Hallward stopped
painting, looked for a long time at Dorian Gray, and
then for a long time at the picture, biting the end of
one of his huge Lrushes, and frowning, “It is quite
finished,” he cried at last, and stooping down he wrote
his name in long vermilion letters on the left-hand comer
of the canvas.

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

“My dear fellow, I congratulate you most warmly,”
he said.  *It is the finest portrait of modern times.
Mr. Gray, come over and look for yourself”

The lad started, as if awakened from some dream.
uls it peally finished?” he murmured, stepping down
from the platdorm.

#(uite finished,” said the painter. *And yoll have
sat splendidly to-day, I am awfully obliged to you”

#“That is entirely due to me" broke in Lord Henry.
wlsn't it, Mr. Gray?"

Dorian made no answer, but passed listlessly in
front of the picture and turned towards it,. When he
saw it he drew back, and his cheeks Rushed for a
moment with pleasure. A lock of joy came into his eyes,
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as if he had recognised himself for the first time. He
stood there motionless and in wonder, dimly conscious
that Hallwird was speaking to him, but not ecatching
the meaning of his words. THe sensc of his own beauty
came on him hke a revelation. He had never felt it
before. Basil Hallward’s compliments had seemed to
him to be merely the charming exaggerations of friend-
ship. He had listened to them, laughed at them, for-
gotten them. They had not influenced his nature, Then
had come Lord Henry Wotton with his strange panegyric
on youth, his terrible warning of its brevity, That had
stirred him at the time, and now, as he stood gazing at
the shadow of his own loveliness, the full reality of the
description flashed across him, Yes, there would be a
day when his face would be wrinkled and wizen, his
eyes dim and colourless, the grace of his figure broken
and deformed. The searlet 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 be-
come dreadful, hideous, and uncouth,

As he thought of it, a sharp pang of pain strock
through him like a knife, and made each delicate fibre
of his nature quiver. His eyes deepened into amethyst,
and across them came s mist of tears., He felt as if a
hang bf ice had been laid upon his heart.

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

“0Of course he likes it,” said Lord Harry. “Who
wouldn't like it? It iz one of the greatest things in
modern art. 1 will give you anything you like to ask
for it. I must have it”
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“t s not my property, Harry."

#Whose property is it?"

“Darian’s, of course,” answered the painter.

“He is a very lucky<fellow.™

“How sad it is!” murmured Dorian Gray, with his
eyes still fixed upon his own portrait.  “How sad it is
I shall grow old, and horrible, and dreadful. But this
picture will remain always young. It will never be the
older than this particular day of Jume. ... Il it were
ouly the other way! If it were I who was to be always
young, and the picture that was to grow old] For that
—for that—I would give everything! Yes, there is no-
thing in the whole world I would not givel I would
give my soul for that!”

“Yon wonld hardly cave for such an arrangement,
Basil,” eried Lord Henry, laughing. It would be
rather hard lines on your work."”

#T should object very strongly, Harry,” said Hall-
ward,

Dorian Gray turned and looked at him. Y1 believe
you would, Basil, You like your art better than your
friends. I am no more to you than a green bronze
figure, Hardly as much, I daresay.”

The painter stared in amazement. Tt was so un-
like Docian to speak like that. What had happened?
He seemed quite apgry. His face was flushed and his
checks buming.

“Yee! he continued, “1 am less to you than your
ivory Hermes or your silver Faun. You will like them
always. How long will you like me? Till 1 have my
first wrinkle, I suppose. 1 know, now, that when one
loses one's good looks, whatever they may be, one loses
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everything, Your picture has taught me ihat. Lored
Henry Wotton is perfectly right. Youth is the only
thing worth having, When 1 find that I am growing
old, I shall kill myself."

Hallward turned pale, and caught his hand. “Dorian!
Donan!” he crhed, “don't talk like that. 1 have never
had such a friend as you, and I shall never have such
another, You are not jealous of material things, are
you?—yon who are finer than any of them!”

#1 am jealous of everything whose beauty does not
die. I am jedlous of the portrait you have painted of
me, Why should it keep what I must lose? Every
moment that passes takes something from me, and gives
something to it Oh, if it were only the other way! If
the picture could change, and I eould De 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, linging him-
sell on the divan, he buried his face in the cushions, as
though he was praying.

#This is your doing, Harry,” said the painter,
bitterly.

Lord Henry shmgged his shoulders. Y1t is the real
Dorian Gray—that is all.”

“1t €5 mot."

wff it is not, what have I to do with it?™

"You should have gone away when I asked you™
he muttered.

41 stayed when yon asked me” was Lord Henry's
answer.

“Harry, I cant quarrel with my two best friends at
onece, but between you both you have made me hate
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the finest piece of work I have ever done, and I will
destroy it.  What is it but canvas and colour? T will
mot let it come across our three lives and mar them.”

Diorian Gray lifted s golden head from the pillow,
and with pallid face and tear-stained eyes looked at
him, as he walked over to the deal painting-table that
was sct beneath the high curtained window. What was
he doing there? His fingers were straying about among
the litter of tin tubes and dry brushes, seeking for some-
thing. Yes, it was for the long palette-knife, with its
thin Llade of lithe steel. He had found it ot st e
WS gufng Lo rip up the canvas,

"With a stifled sob the lad leaped from the couch,
and, rushing over to Hallward, tore the knife out of his
hand, and flung it to the end of the studio.  *Dlon't,
Basil, don't!™ he eried. It would he murder!®

41 am g].td you appreciate my work at last, Dorian®
spid the painter, coldly, when he had recovered fmm
his surprise.  “I never th:ruLhL you wonld.?

“Appreciate it? I am in love with iy, Basilk It is
part of myself. 1 feel that”

"Well, a5 seon as you are dry, you shall be var-
nished, and framed, and sent home. Then you ean de
whot you ke with yourself And he walked across
the room and rang the bell for ten. “Yon will have
tea, of courge, Dorian?  And so will you, Harey? Op
do you objeet to such simple pleasures?™

“I adore simple pleasures,” said Lord Henry, “They
are the last refuge of the complex. But I don't like
seenes, exeept on the stage. What absurd fellows you
are, both of you! I wonder who it was defined man as
a rational animal, It was the most premeture definition
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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 really do."

“10 you let anyone have it but me, Basil, I shall never
forgive yon!" cried Dorian Gray; “and 1 dont allow
people to call me a silly boy.”

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

#And you know you have been a litlle silly, Mr
Gray, and that you don't really object to br.lng e
minded that you are extremely young.”

“1 should have objected very strongly this moming,
Lord Henry”

“Ahl this morning! You have lived since then”

‘There ecame & knock at the door, and the butler
entered with o laden teatray and set it down upon a
gmall Japanese table. There was a rattle of cups and
sancers and the hissing of a fluted Georgian um,  Two
globe-shaped ehina dishes were brought in by a page.
Dovian Gray went over and poured out the tea, The
two men sauntered languidly 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 something on, somewhere. 1 have
promised to dine at White's, but it is only with an old
friend, so I can send him a wire to say that I am ill, or
that I am prevented from coming in consequence of a
subsequent engagement. I think that would be a rather
nice excuse: it would have all the surprize of eandour.”

“I1 is such a bore putting on one's dress-clothes,”
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muttered Hallward, “And, when one has them on, they
are 50 horrid."

Yes" answered Lord Henry, dreamily, “the cos-
tume of the nineteenth® century is detestable. It is so
sombre, so depressing,  Sin is the only real colour-
element left in modern life”

“You really must not say things like that before
Dorian, Harrp"

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

“Before either”

_ "1 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 ean't, veally. I would soconer mot. I have a lot
of work to do.”

“Well, then, you and I will go alone, Mr, Gray.”

“T should like that awfully”

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

e it the real Doman?™ cried the r.u'iginni of the
portrait, strolling across to him. *“Am I really like
that?™

“Yes; you are just like that®

“How wonderful, Basill™

At least you are like it in appearance. DBut it will
never alter,” sighed Hallward, “That is something.”

“What a fuss people make about fidelity!” ex-
claimed Lord Henry. “Why, even in love it is purely
a question for physiology. It has nothing to do with
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our own will. Young men want to be faithful, and are
not; old men want to be faithless, and cannot: that is
all one can say.”

“Don't po to the theaire lo-night, Dorian,” said
Hallward, #Stop and dine with me."

“T can't, Basil.”

"whr?“

“Because I have promised Lord Henry Wotton to
go with him."

“He won't like you the better for keeping yotir
promises.  He always breaks his own. I beg you not
1w go."

Dorian Gray laughed and shook his head.

61 entreat you"

The lad hesitated, and looked over at Lord Henry,
who was watching them from the tea-table with an
amused smile.

“I most po, Basil™ he answered,

#Very well” said Hallward; and he went over and
lnid down his cup on the tray.  “It is rather late, and,
as you have to dress, you had better lose po time,
Good-bye, Harry. Good-hye, Dorian, Come and see
me soon,  Come to-morrow.”

H Certainly.™

“Yow won't forget#®

“No, of course not,"” ened Dorian,

“dnd ... Harry2"

U¥es DBasil

*Remember what T asked you, when we were in the
garden this moming.”

#1 have forgolten it®

B trust you.™
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4T wish T could trust myself)” said Tord Henry,
laughing. “Come, Mr. Gray, my hansom is outside,
and I ean drop you at your own place. Good-bye,
Basil. It has been a nfost interesting afternoon.”

As the deoor closed behind them, the painter flung
himself down on a sofs, and a leok of pain came into
s face,

CHAPTER IIL

Ar halfpast twelve next day Lord Henry Wotton
strolled from Curzon Strect over to the Albany to call
on his uncle, Lord Fermor, a genial if somewhat rough-
mannered old hachelor, whom the outside world called
selfish becanse it derived no particular benefit from him,
but who was considered generous by Society as he fed
the people who amused him. His father had been our
ambassador at Madrid when Isabella was young, and
Prim unthought of, but had retired [rom the Diplomatic
Service in a capricions moment of annoyance on not
being offered the Embassy at Paris, a post to which he
considered that he was fully entitled by reasen ol his
birth, his indolence, the good English of his despatches,
and' his inordinate passion for pleasure. The son, who
had been his father's secretary, had resigned along with
his chief, somewhat foolishly as was thought at the time,
and on succeeding some months later to the title, had
sct himself to the serious stody of the great aristocratic
art of deing absolutely nothing. He had two large town
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houses, but preferred to live in chambers as it was less
trouble, and took most of his meals at his club. He
paid some attention to the management of his collieries
in the Midland counties, excusifig himself for this taint
of industry on the ground that the one advantage of
having coal was that it enabled a gentleman to afford
the decency of burning wood on his own hearth, TIn
politics he was a Tory, except when the Tories were in
office, during which period he roundly abused them for
Leing a pack of Radicals, He was a hero to lus valet,
who bullied him, and a terror to mest of his relations,
whom he bullied in turn. Only England could have
produced him, and he always said that the country was
going to the dogs. His principles were out of date, but
there was 2 good deal to be said for his prejudices.

When Lord Henry entered the room, he found his
uncle sitting in a roogh shooting coat, smoking a cheroot
and grambling over Pihe Times, *Well, Harry,” said the
old gentleman, “what brings you out so early? 1 theught
you dandies never got up till two, and were not visible
till five,"

“Tyre family affection, T assure you, Uncle George.
I want to get something out of you."

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

“Yes,” murmured Lord Henry, settling his button-
hole in his coat; “and when they grow older they know
it, But I don't want money. It is only people who pay
their bills who want that, Uncle George, and I never
pay mine. Credit is the capital of a younger son, and
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one lives charmingly wpon it. Besides, I always deal
with Dartmoors tradesmen, and consequently they never
bother me, What I want is information: not useful in-
formation, of course; usedss information.”

“Well, T can tell you anything that is in an English
Blue-bock, Harry, although those fellows nowadays wrile
a lot of nonsense. When I was in the Diplomatie,
things were much better. But I hear they let them in
now by examination. What can you expect? Ex-
aminations, sir, are pure humbug from Deginning to
end, If a man is a gentleman, he knows quite enough,
and if he is not a gentleman, whatever he knows is bad
for him,”

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

#Mr. Dorian Gray? Who is he?” asked Lord
Fermor, knitting his bushy white eyebrows,

“That is what I have come to learn, Uncle George,
Or rather, I know who he is. He is the last Lord
Kelso’s grandson.  His mother was a Devercux—Lady
Margaret Deverenx. 1 want you to tell me about his
mothér.  What was she like? Whom did she marry?
You have known nearly everybody in your time, so you
might have known her. I am very much interested in
Mr. Gray at preseat. I have only just met hime,

“Relso's grandson!” echoed the old pentleman—
“Kelso's grandson! . . . Of course. . . . I knew his
mother intimately. I believe I was at her christening.
She was an extraordinarily beautiful gid, Margaret
Devereux, and made all the men frantic by running
away with a penniless young fellow, a mere nobody, sir,
a subaltern in a foot regiment, or something of that
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kind. Cerlainly. I remember the whole thing as if it
happened yesterday. The poor chap was killed in a
duel at Spa a few months afier the marriage. There
was an ugly story aboot it.  TFhey said Kelso got some
rascally adventurer, some Belgian brute, to insult his
sonsin-law in public—paid him, sir, to do it, paid him
—and that the fellow spitted his man as if he had been
i pigean.  The thing was hushed up, but, egad, Kelso
ate his chop alene at the clob for some time afterwards,
He brought his daughter Dack with him, I was teld, bt
she never spole to him again.  Oh, yes, it was a bad
buisiness.  The pitl dicd too, within a year, S0 she
left a son, did she? I had forgotten that, What sort
of 2 boy? If he iz like his mother he must be a good-
looking chap.”

“1de is very good-looking." assented Lord Henry.

“1 hope he will fall into proper hands,” continued
the 6ld man. “He should have a pot of money wait-
ing for him if Kelso did the right thing by him. His
mother had money too. All the Selby property came
1o her, through her grandfather. Her grandfather hated
Kelso, thought him a mean dog. He was, too. Came
to Madrid once when I was there. Egad, 1 was
ashamed of him. The Queen wvsed to ask me about
the Epglish noble who was always quarrelling with the
cabmen about their fares. They made quite a story of it
I didw't dare show my face at Court for a month. T hope
he treated his prondson better than he did the jarvies”

*1 don't know,” answered Lord Henry. “1 fancy
that the bBoy will be well off He is not of age yet
He has Selby, I know. He told me so. And . .. his
mother was very beautiful?” :
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“)argaret Devereux was one of the loveliest crea-
tures I ever saw, Harry. What on earth induced
her to behave as she did, I never could under-
stand, She could have married anybedy she chose.
Cadington was mad after her. She was romantic,
though. All the women of that family were. The men
were a poor lot, but egad! the women were wonderful.
Carlington went on his knees to her. Told me so
himself, She laughed at him, and there wasn't a girl
in London at the time who wasn't after him. And by
the way, Harry, talking about silly marriages, what is
this humbug your father tells me about Dartmoor want-
ing to marry an American? Ain't English girls good
enough for him?"

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

“111 back English women against the world, Huery,”
said Lovd Fermor, striking the table with his fist.

“The betting i3 on the Americans”

“[hey don't last, I am told,” muttered his uncle.

“A long engagement exhausts them, but they are
capital at a steeplechase. They take things fiying, 1
don't think Dartmoer has a chance.”

“Who are her people?” grumbled the old gentle-
man.  “Has she got any?” ¥

Lord Henry shook his head. “American girls are
as clever at concealing their parents, as English womén
are at concealing their past"” he said, rising to go.

“They are pork-packers, I suppose?”

“] hope so, Uncle George, for Dartmoor’s sake. I
am told that pork-packing is the most lucrative profes-
sion in America, after politics.”

Thie Pivtwrr of Dorian Gray i



k0 THE PICIURE OF DORIAN GRAY,

“Is she pretty?™

uShe behaves as if she was beautiful. Most Ameri-
can women do, It is the secret of their charm.”

“Why can't these American women stay in their
own country? They are always telling us that it is the
Taradise for women."

“Jt i5, That is the reason why, like Eve, they are
so excessively anxious to gel out of it,” said Lord
Henry. “Good-bye, Uncle George. 1 shall be late for
Iunch if I stop any longer. Thanks for giving me the
information I wanted, I always like to know everything
about my new {riends, and nothing about my old ones”

“Where are you lunching, Harry?"

At Aunt Agatha's. 1 have asked myself and Mr
Gray. He is her latest proidee™

“Humph! tell your Aunt Agatha, Harry, not to
bother me any more with her charity appeals, 1 am
sick of them. Why, the good woman thinks that 1 have
nothing to do but to write cheques for her silly fads."”

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

The old gentleman growled approvingly, and rang
the bell for his servant. Lord Henry passed up the
low treade into Burlington Street, and turned his steps
in the direction of Berkeley Sguare,

So that was the story of Dorian Gray's parentage.
Crudely as it had been told to him, it had yet stirred
lum by its suggestion of a strange, almost modern
romance. A Deautiful woman risking everything for a
mad passion, A few wild weeks of happiness cut short
by a hideows, treacherons crime, Months of voiceless
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agony, and then a child born in pain. The mother
snatched away by death, the boy lelt to solitude and
the tyranny of an old and loveless man, Yes; it was
an interesting background. It posed the Jad, made him
more perfect, as it were. Behind every exquisite thing
that existed, there was something trapic. Worlds had
to be in travail, that the meanest flower might blow.

. And how charming he had been at dinner the
night before, as with startled eyes and lips parted in
frightened pleasure he had sat opposite to him at the
club, the red candle-shades staining to a richer rose the
wakgning wonder of his face. ‘Talking to him was like
playing upon an exquisite violin, e answered to every
touch and thrill of the bow. . . . There was something
terribly enthralling in the exercise of influence. No other
activity was like it. To project one’s soul into some
gracious form, and let it tarry there for a moment; to
hear one's own intellectual views echoed back to one
with all the added music of passion and youih; to con-
vey one's temperament into another as though it were a
subtle fluid or a strange perfume: there was a real joy
in that—perhaps the most satisfying joy left to us in an
age so limited and wvalgar as our own, an age grossly
carnal in its pleasores, and grossly common in its aims,
« s » He was a marvellous type, too, this lad, whom by
so curious a chance he had met in Basils studio, or
could be fashioned into a marvellous type, at any rate.
Grace was his, and the white purity of boyhood, and
beauty soch as old Greek marbles kept for us. There
was nothing that one could not do with him. He could
be made a Titan or a toy. What a pity it was that
sach beauty was destinved to fade! . . . And Basil?

'i-
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From a psychological point of view, how interesting he
was! The new manner in art, the fresh mode of look-
ing at life, suggested so strangely by the merely visible
presence of one who was unechscions of it all; the silent
spirit that dwelt in dim woedland, and walked unseen
in open field, suddenly showing herself, Diryad-like and
not afraid, because in his soul who sought for her there
had been wakened that wonderful vision to which alone
are wonderful things revealed; the mere shapes and
patterns of things becoming, as it were, refined, and
gaining a kind of symbolical value, as though they were
themselves patterns of some other and more perfect form
whose shadow they made real: how strange it all was!
He remembered something like it in history. Was it
not Plato, that artist in thought, who had first analysed
it? Was it not Buonarotti who had carved it in the
coloured marbles of a sonnet-sequence? But in our own
century it was strange. . . . Yes; he would try (o be to
Dorian Gray what, without knowing it, the lad was to
the painter who had fashioned the wonderful portrait.
He would seck to dominate him-—had already, indeed,
half done so. He would make that wonderful spirit his
own. There was something fascinating in this son of
Love and Death.

Saddenly he stopped, and glanced up at the houses.
He found that he had passed his aunt’s some distance,
and, smiling to himself, turned back. When he entered
the somewhat sombre hzll, the butler told hiny that they
had gone in 10 lunch. He gave one of the footmen his
hat and stick, and passed into the dining-room,

“Late as usual, Harry," cried his aunt, shaking her
lead at him.
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He invented a facile excuse, and having taken the
vacant seat next to her, looked round to see who was
there, Dorian bowed to him shyly from the end of the
table, a flush of pleasmr# stealing into his cheek. Op-
posite was the Duchess of Harley, a lady of admirable
good nature and good temper, much liked by everyone
who knew her, and of those ample architectural pro-
portions that in women who are not Duchesses are
deseribed by contemporary historiang as stoutness. Next
to her sat, on her right, Sir Thomas Burdon, .a Radical
member of Parliament, who followed his leader in public
life, and in private life followed the best cooks, dining
with the Tories, and thinking with the Liberals, in ac-
cordance with a wise and well-known rule. The post
on her left was occupied by Mr, Erskine of Treadley, an
old gentleman of considerable charm and culture, who
had fallen, however, into bad habits of silence, having,
as he explained once to Lady Agatha, said everything
that he had to say before he was thity. His own
neighbour was Mrs, Vandeleur, one of his aunt's oldest
friends, a perfect saint amongst women, but so dread-
fully dowdy that she reminded one of a badly bound
hymn-book. Fortunately for him she had on the other
side Lord Faudel, a most intellipent middle-aged me-
diccrity, as bald as a Ministerial statement in the Mouse
of Commons, with whom she was conversing in that
intensely earnest manner which is the one unpardonable
error, as he remarked once himself, that all really good
people fall into, and from which none of them ever quite
escape,

*We are talking about poor Dartmoor, Lord Henry,”
cried the Duchess, nodding pleasantly to him across the
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table. “Do you think he will really marry this fascinat-
ing young person?”

“T believe she has made up her mind to propose to
him, Duchess®

“How dreadful!” exclaimed Lady Apatha. “Really
someone shouid interfere.”

A] am told, on excellent authority, that her father
keeps an American dry-poods store,” said Sir Thomas
Burdon, looking supercilious.

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

#Dry goods! What are American dry goods?™ asked
the Duchess, raising her large hands in wonder, and ac-
centuating the verb,

“American novels,” answered Lord Ienry, helping
himself to some quail.

The Duchess looked puzzled.

#Don't mind him, my dear,” whispered Lady Agatha.
“He never means anything that he says."”

“When America was discovered,” said the Radieal
member, and he began to give some wearisome facts.
Like all people who try to exhaust a subject, he ex-
hausted his listeners, The Duchess sighed, and exer-
cised her privilege of interruption.  *I wish to goodness
it nerdv had been discovered at all!” she exclaimed.
“Really, our girls have no chance nowadays. It is most
unfair."

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

“0h! but T have seen specimens of the inhabitants,”
answered the Duchess, vaguely. “I-must confess that
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most of them are extremely pretty. And they dress
well, too, They get all their dresses in Paris, I wish
1 could afiord to do the same”

“They say that whea good Americans die they go
to Paris,” chuckled Sir Thomas, who had a large
wardrobe of Humour's cast-off clothes,

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

“They go to America,” murmured Lord Henry.

Sir Thomas frowned. *I am afraid that your nephew
is prejudiced against that great country,” he sad to
Lady Agatha. “1 have travelled all over it, in cars pro-
vided by the directors, who, in such matiers, are ex-
tremely civil. I assure you that it is an education to
visit it.”

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

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

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

#I do not understand you,” said Sir Thomas, grow-
ing rather red.
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“T doy, Lord Henry,” murmured Mr. Erskine, with a
smile,

“Paradoxes are all very well in their way ., . .”
rejoined the Baronet.

“Was that a paradoxs” nqLed Mr. Erskine. “I did
not think so. Perhaps it was. Well, the way of paradoxes
15 the way of truth, To test Reality we must see it on
the tight-rope.  When the Verities: become acrobats wd
can judge them."

“Pear me!™ said Lady Agatha, “how you men arpuel
I am sure I never can make out what you are talking
about. Oh! Harry, I am quite vexed with you. Why
do you try to persuade our nice My, Dorian Gral to
give up the East End? I assure you he would be quite
invaluable. They would love his playing."

4] want him to play to me” cried Lord Henry,
smiling, and he locked down the table and eauglt a
bright answering glance.

“But they are so unhappy in Whitechapel,” continued
Lady Agatha,

“l can sympathise with everything, except suffering,”
said Lord Henry, shrugping his showlders.  “I cannot
sympathise with that It is too ugly, too horrible, too
distressing. There is something terribly morbid in the
modern sympathy with pain. One should sympathise
with the colour, the beauty, the joy of life. The less
said about lifc"s sores the Letter

“Still, the East End is a very important problem,”
remarked Sir Thomas, with a grave shake of the head.

“Cuite s0,” snswered the young lord, It is the
problem GI' slavery, and we lr_',. to solve it by amusing
the slaves,
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The politician looked at him keenly. “What change
do you propose, then?” he asked.

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

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

#Terribly grave,” echoed Lady Agatha.

Lord Henry looked over at Mr. Erskine. “Humanity
takes itself too seriously. It is the world’s original sin,
If the caveman had known how to laugh, History would
have been different.

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

“A Dblush is very becoming, Duchess,” remarked
Lord Henry,

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

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

#A great many, I fear,” she cried.



=8 THE FICTURE OF DORIAM GRAY,

#Then commit them over again” he said, gravely.
“To get back one's youth, one has merely to repeat one's
follies.”

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

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

“¥es,"” he continued, “that is one of the preat secrets
of life, Nowadays most people die of a sort of crecping
commonsense, and discover when it is too.late that the
only things one never regrets are one's mistakes.”

A laugh ran round the table.

He played with the idea, and grew wilful; tossed it
into the air and transformed it; let it escape and re-
caplured it; made it iridescent with fancy, and winged
it with paradox. The praise of folly, as he went on,
soared into a philosophy, and Philosophy herself became
young, and catching the mad music of Pleasure, wear-
ing, one might fancy, her wine-stained robe and wreath
of ivy, danced like a Bacchante over the hills of life,
and mocked the slow Silenus for being sober. Facts
fled before her like [rightened forest things. Her white
feet trod the huge press at which wise Omar sits, till
the secthing grapejuice rose round her bare limbs in
waves of purple bubbles, or crawled in red foam over
the vat's black, dripping, sloping sides. It was an extra-
ordinary improvisption. He felt that the eyes of Dorian
Gray were fixed on him, and the consciousness that
amongst his audience there was one whose temperament
he wished to fascinate, seemed to give his wit keenness,
and to lend colour to his imagination. He was brilliant,
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fantastic, irresponsible. He charmed his listeners out of
themselves, and they followed his pipe laughing. Dorian
Gray never took his gaze off him, but sat like one under
a spell, smiles chasing each other over his lips, and
wonder growing grave in his darkening eyes,

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

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

“Ah! that is very nice, and very wrong of yoo,” she
cried; “so mind you come;” and she swept out of the
room, followed by Lady Agatha and the other ladies,

When Lord Henry had sat down again, Mr..]“rsl::ne
moved round, and taking a chair close to him, p!nced
his hand upon his arm.

“You talk books away,” he said; “why don't you
write one?”

“I am too fond of reading books to care to wrile
them, Mr. Erskine. 1 should like to write a novel
certainly, a novel that would be as lovely as a Persian
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carpet and as unreal. But there is no literary public in
England for anything except newspapers, primers, and
encyclopadias, Of all people in the world the English
have the least semse of the bewuty of literature™

“] fear you are right,” answered Mr, Erskine I
myself used to have literary ambitions, but 1 gave them
up long ago. And now, my dear young friend, if you
will allow me to call you so, may I ask if you really
meant all that you said to us at lunch?™

“] quite forget what I said," smiled Lord Henry,
“Whas it all very bad?™

“¥Very bad indeed. In fact I consider you extremely
dangerous, and if anything happens to our good Duchess
we shall all look on you as being primarily responsible,
EBut I should like to talk to you about life. The genera-
tion into which I was born was tedious Some day,
when you are tired of London, come down to Treadley,
and expound to me your philosophy of pleasure over
some admirable Burgundy I am fortunate enough to
possess.™

“] shall be charmed. A wvisit to Treadley would be
a great privilege. It has a perfect host, and o perfect
library."

“You will complete it," answered the old gentleman,
with a eourteous bow. *And now I must bid good-bye
to your excellent aunt. I am due at the Athenmum,
It is the hour when we sleep there.”

“All of you, Mr. Erskine?"

“Forty of us, in forty armchairs,. We are practising
for an English Academy of Letters”

Lord Henry laughed, and rose, “I am going to the
Park," he cried.
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Az he was passing out of the deor Darian Gray
touched him on the arm. “Let me come with you," he
murnured,

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

41 would sooner come with you; yes, I feel 1 munst
come with you. Do let me. And you will promise to
talk to me all the time? No one talks so wonderfully
as you do.

“Ah! I have talked quite enough for to-day,” said
Lord Henry, smiling.  “All L want now 35 to look at life.
You may come and look at it with me, if you care to.

CHAPTER IV.

Oxe afternoon, a month later, Dorian Gray was
reclining in a luxurious armchair, in the little library of
Lord Henry's house in Mayfair. It was, in its way, a
very charming room, with its high panelled wainscoting
of olive-stained oak, its cream-coloured fricze and ceiling
of raised pluster-work, and its brickdust felt carpet strewn
with silk long-fringed Persian rugs. On a tiny satin-
wood 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 Queen had selected for her device. Some
large blue china jars and parrot-tulips were ranged on
the mantelshelf, and throogh the small leaded panes of
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the window streamed the apricot-coloured light of a
summer day in London

Lord Henry had not yet come in. He was always
late on principle, his principlé being that punctuality is
the thief of time. So the lad was looking rather sulky,
as with listless fingers he turned over the papes of an
elaborately-illustrated edition of “Manon Lescaut™ that
he had found in one of the bookcases. The formal
mongtonous ticking of the Louis Quatorze clock annoyed
him. Once or twice he thought of going away.

At last he heard a step outside, and the door opened.
“How late you are, Harry!” he murmured.

47 am afraid it is not Harry, Mr. Gray,” answered
a shrill voice.

He glanced quickly round, and rose to his fect, *I
beg your pardon. [ thought——"

“You thought it was my husband. Tt is only his
wife. You must let me introduce mysell, 1 know you
quite well by your photographs, I think my husband
has got seventeen of them."

“Not seventeen, Lady Henry?"

“Well, eighteen, then. And I saw you with him the
other night at the Opera She laughed nervously as
she spoke, and watched him with her vague, forget-me-
not eyks. She was a curions woman, whose dresses
always looked as if they had been designed in a rage
and put on in a tempest.  She was usually in love with
somebody, and, as her passion was never returned, she
had kept all her illusions. She tried to look picturesque,
but only succeeded in being untidy., Her name was
Victoria, and she had a perfect mania for going to
church.
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“That was at ‘Lohengrin,’ Lady Henry, I think?"”

“Ves: it was at dear ‘Lohengrin.’ I like Wagner's
music better than anybody’s. It is so loud that one can
talk the whole time without other people hearing what
one says. That is a great advantage: don't you think
so, Mr. Gray?”

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

Dorian smiled, and shook his head: “T am afraid 1
don't think =0, Lady Heary. I never talk during music
—at, least, during good music. If one hears bad music,
it is one’s duty to drown it in conversation.”

“Ah! that is one of Harry's views, isn't it, Mr, Gray?
I always hear Harry's views from his friends. It is the
only way I pet to know of them. Dut you must not
think I dow't like good music. I adore it, but I am
afrard of it. It makes me too romantic. I have simply
worshipped pianists—two at a time, sometimes, Harry
tells me. I don't know what it is about them. Perhaps
it is that they are foreigners. They all are, ain't they?
Even those that are born in England become foreigners
after a time, don't they? It is so clever of them, and
such a compliment to art. Makes it quite cosmopolitan,
doesn't it? You have never been to any of my® parties,
have you, Mr. Gray? You must come. I can't afford
orchids, but I spare no expense in foreigners. They
make one’s rooms logk so picturesque. But here is
Harry! Harry, I came in to lock for you, to ask you
something—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 ideas. No; I think our ideas are
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quite different. But he has been most pleasant. I am
5o glad I've seen him.”

“I am charmed, my love, quite charmed,” said Lord
Henry, elevating his dark crescent-shaped eycbrows and
looking at them both with an amused smile, *So sorry
1 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 everything,
ang the value of nothing.”

u] am afraid I must be going,” exclaimed Lady
Ienry, breaking an awkward silence with her silly sudden
laugh. “IL 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.”

#1 daresay, my dear,” said Lord Henry, shuiting
the door behind her, as, looking like a bird of paradise
that had been out all night in the rain, she flitted out
of the room, leaving a faint edour of frangipanni. Then
he lit a cigarette, and flung himgell down on the sofa.

“Never marry 4 woman with straw-coloured hair,
Dorian,” he said, after a few pufls .

“Why, Harry?®

“Because they are so sentimental.”

“TR I like sentimental pecople.”

“Never marry at all, Dorian.  Men marry because
they are tired; women, because they are curious: both
are disappointed.”

uT don't think I am likely to marry, Harry. I am
too much in love. That is one of your aphorisms. 1
am pulting it inte practice, as I do everything that you
say."
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“Who are you in love with?" asked Lord Henry,
after a paunse

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

Lord Henry shrugged his shoulders, *That is a
rather commonplace dedaur”

#You would not say so if you saw her, Harry"

“Who iz she?®

#IHer name is Sibyl Vane.”

“Never heard of her

“MNo one has. People will some day, however. She
is a genius,"

“My dear boy, no woman is'a genius. Women are
a deécorative sex. They never have anything to say,
but they say it charmingly, Women represent the
triumph of matter over mind, just as men represent the
triumph of mind over morals.”

“Harry, how can you?"

¥My dear Dorian, it is quite true. I am analysing
women at present, so I ooght to know. The subject is
not so abstruse as I thought it was. I find that, ulti-
mately, 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 lock young,
Qur grandmothers painted in order to try and talk bril-
linntly. Rouge and esprif used to go together. ‘That is
all over now. As long as & woman can look ten years
younger than her own daughter, she is perfectly satisfied.
As for conversation, there are only five women in London
worth talking to, and two of these can't be admitied

The Piclure of Dorisn Gray. 5
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into decent society, However, tell me about your genius.
How long have you known her?”

“Ah| Harry, your views terrify me."

;‘Never mind that. How long have you known
her?*

“About three weeks.

“And where did you come across her?"

#] will tell you, Harry; but you mustn't be un-
sympathetic about it. After all, it never would have
happened if I had not met you. Vou filled me with
a wild desire to know everything about life. For days
after I met you, something seemed to throb in my
veins, As I lounged in the Park, or strolled dowsd Fic-
cadilly, I used to lock at everyome 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. 1 had a passion for sensations. ... Well, one even-
ing 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 sordid
sinners, and its splendid sins, as you once phrased it,
must have something in store for me. 1 fancied a
thousand things. The mere danger gave me a sense
of delight. I remembered what you had said to me on
that wonderful evening when we first dined together,
about the search for beauty being the real secret of life
I don't know what I expected, but I went out and wan-
dered eastward, soon losing my way in a labyrinth of
grimy streets and black, grassless squares.  About half-
past eight I passed by an absurd little theatre, with
great flanng gas-jets and gaudy play-bills. A hideous
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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 encrmous diamond
blazed in the centre of a soiled shirt. *Have a box,
my Lord?' he said, when he saw me, and he took off
his hat with an air of gorgeous servility. There was
something about him, Harry, that amused me. He was
such a monster. You will laugh at me, I know, but I
really went in and paid a whole guinea for the stage-
box. To the preszent day I can't make out why I did
so; and yet if I hadn't—my dear Harry, if I hadn't, I
should have missed the greatest romance of my life. I
see _',rcru are laughing. It is homid of yoa!"

#] am not laughing, Dorian; at least I am not
laughing at you. Buat you should not say the greatest
romance of your life. You should say the first romance
of your life. You will always be loved, and you will
always be in love with love. A grande passion is the
privilege of people who have nothing to do.  That is the
one use of the idle classes of a country. Don't be
afraid. There are exquisite things in store for youw
This is merely the beginning."

“Do you think my nature o shallow?” eried Dorian
Gray, angrily,

“No; I think your nature so deep.”’

“How do you mean?”

“My dear boy, the people who love only once in
their lives are really the shallow people. What they
call their loyalty, and their fidelity, I call either the
lethargy of custom or their lack of imagination. Faith-
fulness 15 to the emotional life what consistency is to
the life of the intellect—simply a confession of failure,

5.
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Faithfulness! T must analyse it some day. The passion
for property is in it. There are many things that we
would throw away if we were not afraid that others
might pick them up. But I dont 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. 1 looked out from behind the curtain and sur-
veved the house. It was a tawdry affair, all Cupids
and cornucopias, like a third-rate wedding-cake. The
gallery and pit were faicly full, but the two rows of
dingy stalls were quite empty, and there was hardly a
person in what 1 suppose they called the dress-chrele
Women went about with oranges and pinger-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 depressing. I
began to wonder what on earth [ should do, when 1
caught sight of the play-bill. What do you think the
play was, Harry?2?”

A1 should think ‘The Idiot Boy, or Dumb but In-
nocent’  Our fathers vsed to like that sort of piece, I
believe. The longer I live, Dorian, the more keenly 1
feel thay whatever was good enough for our fathers is
not good enough for us. In art, as in politics, Jes grand-
Jpéres oni toufonrs tort!

#This play was good enough for us, Harry., It was
‘Romeo and Juliet’? I must admit that I was rather
annoyed at the idea of seeing Shakespeare done in
guch & wretched hole of a place. Still, I felt interested,
in a sort of way. At any rate, I determined to wait
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for the first act. There was a dreadful orchestra, pre-
sided over by & young Hebrew who sat at a cracked
piane, 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 eycbrows, a
husky tragedy voice, and a figure 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 friendly terms with the pit. They were
both as grotesque as the scenery, and that looked as if
it had come out of a country-booth.  But Juliet! Harry,
imagine & girl, hardly seventeen years of age, with a
little fower-like face, a small Greck head with plaited
coils of dark-brown hair, eyes that were violet wells of
passion, lips that were like the petals of a rose. She
wag 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 cyes with tears, 1
tell you, Harry, I could hardly see this gitl for the mist
of tears that came across me. And her voice—I never
heard such a woice. 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-sceme 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 Sibyl Vane are two things that I shall never
forget. When I close my eyes, I hear ghem, and each
of them says something different. I dpn't know which
to follow. Why should I not love her? Harry, I do
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love her. She is everything to me in life. Night after
night I go to see her play. One evening she is Rosa-
lind, and the next evening she is Imogen. I have seen
her die in the gloom of an Italian tomb, sucking the
poizon from her lover's lips. 1 have watched her wan-
dering through the forest of Arden, disguised as a
pretty boy in hose and doublet and dainty cap. She
has been mad, and has come inte the presence of a
guilty king, and given him rue to wear, and bitter herbs
to taste ofL She has been innocent, and the black
hands of jealousy have crushed her reed-like throat. I
have seen her in every age and in every costume.
Ordinary women never appeal to one's imagination
They are limited to their century. No glamour ever
travsfigures them. One knows their minds as easily
as one knows their bonnets. One can always find
them. There is no mystery in any of them. They
ride in the Park in the morning, and 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!
Harry! why didn't you tell me that the only thing worth
loving is an actress?"

“Because 1 have loved so many of them, Dorian."

“Dl, yes, horrid people with dyed hair and painted
faces."”

“Don't run down dyed hair and painted faces.
There is an extraordinary charm in them, sometimes,”
said Lord Henry.

“1 wish now I had not told you about Sibyl Vane!

“You could not have helped telling me, Dorian.

" All through your life you will tell me everything vou do.”
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#¥es, Harry, I believe that is true. T cannot help
telling you things. You have a curious influence over
me, If 1 ever did a crime, I would come and counfess
it to you. You would understand me”

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

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

"It is only the sacred things that are worth touching,
Dorfan,” said Lord Henry, with a strange touch of
pethos in his voice. “But why should you be annoyed?
I suppose she will belong to you some day. When one
is in love, one always begins by deceiving onesclf, and
one always ends by deceiving others, That 15 what the
world calls a romance. You know her, at any rate, I
supposer”

“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 1o take
me behind the scenes and introduce me o her. 1 was
furious with him, and told him that Juliet had been dead
for hundreds of years, and that her body was, lying in
a marble tomb in Verona, I think, from his blank look
of amazement, that he was under the impression that 1
had taken too much champagne, or something.”

“T am not surprised.”

“Then he asked me if I wrote for any of the news-
papers. 1 told him I never even read them. He seemed
terribly disappointed at that, and confided to me that all
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the dramatic critics were in a conspiracy against him,
and that they were every one of them to be bought.”

“] should not wonder if he was quite right there.
But, on the other hand, judging from their appearance,
most of them cannot be at all expensive.”

#Well, he seemed to think they were beyond his
means,” laughed Dorian,  “By this time, however, the
lights were being put out in the theatre, and I had to
go. He wanted me to try some cigars that he strongly
recommended. I declined. The next night, of course,
I arrived at the place apain. When he saw me he made
me a low bhow, and assured me that I was a munificent
patron of art. He was a most ofiensive brute, though
he had an extraordinary passion for Shakespeare. He
told me once, with an air of pride, that his five bank-
rupicies were entirely due to *The Bard,' as he insisted
on calling him. He seemed to think it a distinction.”

“It was a distinction, my dear Dorian——a great dis-
tinction. Most people become bankrupt through having
invested too heavily in the prose of life, To have ruined
oneself over poetry is an honour. But when did yon
first speak to Miss Sibyl Vane?"

“The third night. She had been playing Rosalind.
I could not help going round. 1 had thrown her some
flowers, sind she had looked at me; at least I fancied
that she had. The old Jew was persistent. He seemed
determined to take me behind, so I consented. It was
curipus my not wanting to know her, wasn't it?"

“No; I don't think so."

My dear Harry, why?"

OT will tell you some other time, Now I want to
know about the girl"
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¥Bibyl? Oh, she was so shy, and so gentle. There
is something of a child about her. Her eyes opened
wide in exquisite wonder when I told her what I thought
of her performance, and she seemed quile unconscious
of her power. I think we were both rather nervous.
The old Jew stood grinning at the doorway of the dusty
greenroom making elaborate speeches about us both,
while we stood looking at each other like children, He
would insist on calling me ‘My Lord, so I had to assure
Sibyl that I was not anything of the kind. She sud
quite simply to me, ‘You look more like a prnce. 1
must call you Prince Charming.’”

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

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

#] know that look. It depresses me" murmured
Lord Henry, examining his rings.

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

“You were quite right. There is always something
infinitely mean about other people’s tragedies.”

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

#That is the reason, I suppose, that you never dine
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with me 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
every day, and I have been to the Opera with you
several times" said Dorian, opening his blue eyes in
wonder, .

“You always come dreadfully late.”

“Well, I can't help going to see Sibyl play,” he
cried, “even if it is only for a single act. I get hungry
for her presence; and when I think of the wonderful
soul that is hidden away in that little ivory body, I am
filled with awe” g

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

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

“When is she Sibyl Vane?"

#Never."

#1 congratulate you”

“How horrid you arel She is all the great heroines
of the world in one. She i8 more than an individual,
You langh, but I tell you she has genius. 1 love her,
and 1 must make her love me. You, who know all the
secrets of life, tell me how to charm Sibyl Vane to love
mel Lwerant to make Romeo jealous. 1 want the dead
lovers of the world to hear our laughter, and grow sad.
I want & 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 ternibly excited.

Lord Henry watched him with a subtle sense of
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pleasure. How different he was now from the shy,
frightened boy he had met in Basil Hallward's studiol
His nature had developed like a flower, had borne
blossoms of scarlet flame. OQut of its secret hiding-
place had crept his Soul, and Desire had come 1o meet
it on the way.

4 4nd what do you propose to do?” said Lord Henry,
at fast.

“] want you and Basil to come with me some night
and see her act. I have not the slightest fear of the
result. You are certain to acknowledge her genius
They 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. 1 shall have
to pay him something, of course. When all that is
seitled, I shall take a West End theatre and bring her
out properly. She will make the world as mad as she
has made me”

“That would be impossible, my dear boy#"

“Yes, she will. She has not merely art, consummate
art-instinet, in her, but she has personality also; and
you have often told me that it is personalities, not prin-
ciples, that move the age”

“Well, what night shall we go?”

“Let me see. To-day is Toesday. Let ug 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. Hall-past six. We must
be there before the curtain rises.  You must see her in
the first act, where she meets Romeo."

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

“Dear Basill I have not laid eyes on him for a
week. It 15 rather hormd of me, as he has sent me my
porirait in the most wonderful frame, specially designed
by himself, and, though I am a little jealous of the pic-
ture for being a whole month younger than I am, I must
admit that I delight in it. Perhaps you had better write
to him. I don't want to see him alone. He says things
that annoy me. He gives me good advice.”

Lord Henry smiled, “People are very fond of giving
away what they need most themselves, It is what I call
the depth of generosity.”

“00h, Basil ig the Dbest of fellows, but he geems to
me to be just a bit of a Philistine, Since I have known
you, Harey, I have discovered that”

“Basil, my dear boy, puts everything that is charm-
ing in him into his work. ‘The consequence is that he
has nothing left for life but his prejudices, his principles,
and his commonsense. The only artists I have ever
known, who are personally delightful, are bad artists.
Good artists exist simply in what they make, and con-
sequenty are perfectly uninteresting in what they are.
A great poet, a really great poet, 15 the most unpoetical
of all creatures. But inferior poets are absolutely fas-
cinating, The worse their rhymes are, the more pice
turesque they look. The mere fact of having published
a book of second-rate sonnets makes a man quite irre-
sistible. He lives the poetry that he cannot write. The
others write the poetry that they dare not realise”
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#T wonder is that really so, Harry?” said Doran
Gray, putting some perfume on his handkerchief out of
a large gold-topped bottle that stood on the table.  “It
must be, if you say it. And now I am off. Imogen is
waiting for me. Don't forget about to-morrow, Good-
h}.e.u

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 someone else cansed him
not the slightest pang of annoyance or jeslousy. He
was pleased by it. It made him a more interesting
study, He had been always enthralled by the methods
of natural science;, but the ordinary subject-matter of
that 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.
Compared to it there was nothing else of any value,
It was true that as one watched life in its cunous
crucible of pain and pleasure, one conld not wear over
one's face a mask of glass, nor keep the sulphurous
fumes from troubling the brain and making the imagina-
tion turbid with monstrous fancies and misshapen dreams.
There were poisons so subtle that to know their pgeperties
one had to sicken of them. There were maladies so
strange that one had to pass through them if one sought
to understand their nature.  And, yet, what a great re-
ward 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,
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at what point they were in unison, and at what point
they were at discord—there was a delight in that!
What matter what the cost was? One could never pay
too high a price for any sensation.

He was conscious—and the thought brought a gleam
of pleasure into his brown agate eyes—that it was
through certain words of his, musical words said with
musical utterance, that Dorian Gray's soul had turned
to this white girl and bowed in worship before her. To
a large extent the lad was his own creation. He had
made him premature. That was something, Ordinary
people waited till life disclosed to them its secrets, but
to the few, to the elect, the mysteries of life were Te-
vealed before the veil was drawn away. Somctmes this
was the cffect of art, and chiefly of the art of literature,
which dealt immediately with the passions and the in-
tellect. But now and then a complex personality took
the place and assumed the office of art, was indeed, in
its way, a real work of art, Life having its elaborate
masterpieces, just as 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 himbeantiful soul, he was a thing to wonder at. It
was no matter how it all ended, or was destined to end,
He was like one of those gracious figures in a pageant
or a play, whose joys seem to be remote from one, but
whose sorrows stir one's sense of beauty, and whose
wounds are like red roses.

Soul and body, body and soul—how mysterious they
were! There was animalism in the soul, and the body
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had its moments of spirituality. 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 definitions
of ordinary psychologists! And yet how difficult to de-
cide between the elaims 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 o mystery, and
the union of spirit with matter was a mystery also,

He began to wonder whether we could ever make
psychology so absolute a science that each little spring
of life would be revealed to us. As it was, we always
misunderstood ourselves, and rarely understood others,
Experience was of no ethical value, It was merely the
name men gave to their mistakes, Moralists had, as a
rule, regarded it as a mode of warning, had claimed for
it a certain ethical efficacy in the formation of character,
had praised it as something that taught us what to fol-
low and showed us what to aveid. But there was no
motive power in experience. It was as little of an active
cause as conscience itself, All that it really demonstrated
was that our future would be the same as our past, and
that the sin we had done once, and with loathing, we
would do many times, and with joy.

It was clear to. him that the :xptnmeut:ﬂ metl:u:d
was the only method by which one could arrive at any
scientific analysis of the passions; and certainly Dorian
Gray was a subject made to his hand, and seemed to
promise rich and fruitful results. His sudden mad love
for Sybil Vane was a psychological phenomenon of no
small imterest. There was no doubt that curiosity had
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much to do with it, curiosity and the desire for new
experiences; yet it was not a simple but rather a very
complex passion. What there was in it of the purely
sensuous instinct of boyhood had been transformed by
the workings of the imagination, changed into something
that seemed to the lad himsell to be remote from sense,
and was for that very reason all the more dangerous.
It was the passions about whose origin we deceived
ourselves that tyrannised most strongly over us. Our
wenkest motives were those of whose nature we were
conscious. It often happened that when we thooght we
were experimenting on others we were really Expﬂn-
menting on ourselves,

While Lord Henry sat dreaming on these things, &
knock came to the door, and his valet entered and re-
minded him it was time to dress for dinner. He got
up and looked out into the street. The sunset had
smitten into scarlet pold 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 his friend’'s young fiery-coloured life, and
wondered how it was all going to end.

When he arrived home, about half-past twelve
o'clock, he saw a telegram lying on the hall table. He
opened,it, and found it was from Doran Gray, It was
to tell him that he was engaged to be married to Sibyl
Vane.
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CHAFPTER V.

“Mother, mother, I am so happy!" whispered the
oirl, burying her face in the lap of the faded, tired-look-
ing woman who, with back turned to the shrill intrusive
light, was sitting in the one armchair that their dingy
sitting-room contained. “I am so happy!" she repeated,
“and you must be happy too!”

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

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

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

“He is not a gentleman, mother, and I hiffe the
way he talks to me,™ said the girl, rising to her feet and
going over to the window,

#] don't know how we could manage withoat ham,"
answered the elder woman, quernlously.

Sibyl Vane tossed her head and laughed. “We
dom't want him any more, mother. DPrince Charming
rules life for us now.” Then she paused. A rose shook

The Picfure of Dordan Gray. o
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in her blood, and shadowed her cheeks. OQuick breath
parted the petals of her lips. They trembled. Some
southern wind of passion swept over her, and stirred the
dainty folds of her dress.  “I love him,” she said, simply.

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

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

Thin-lipped wisdom spoke at her from the “worn
chair, hinted at prudence, quoted from that book of
cowardice whose author apes the name of commonsense,
She did not listen. She was free in her prison of pas-
sion. Her prince, Prince Charming, was with her. She
had called on Memory to remake him. She had sent
her soul to search for him, and it had brooght him
biack. His kiss burned again upon her mouth. Her
eyelids were warm with his breath.

Then Wisdom altered its method and spoke of espial
and discovery. This young man might be rich, If so,
marriage should be thought of. Against the shell of
her €l broke the waves of worldly cunning. The ar-
rows of craft shot by her. She saw the thin lips mov-
ing, and smiled.

Suddenly she felt the need to speak. The wordy
silence troubled her. “Mother, mother,” she cried,
“why does he love me so much? I know why 1 love
him. I love him because he is like what Love himself
should be. But what does he see in me? 1 am not



THE FICTURE OF DORIAN GRAY. B3

worthy of him. And yet—why, I cannot tell—though
I feel so much beneath him, I don't feel humble. I
feel proad, terribly proud. Mother, did you love my
father as I love Prince Charming?”

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

“My child, you are far too young to think of falling
in love. Besides, what do you know of this young man?
You don't even know his mame. The whole thing is
most inconvenient, and really, when James is going away
to Australia, and I have so much to think of I must
say that you should have shown more consideration.
However, as I said before, if he is rich . .

# 4h! mother, mother, let me be happy!”

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

[k
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“You might keep some of your kisses for me, Sibyl,
T think" said the lad, with a good-natured grumble.

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

James Vane looked into his sister’s face with tender-
ness. “I want you to come out with me for a walk,
Sibyl. I don't suppose I shall ever see this horrid Lon-
don again. I am sure I don't want to.”

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

“Why not, mother? I mean it”

“You pain me, my son. I trust you will return from
Australia in a position of affluence. 1 belicve there is
no society of any kind in the Colonies, nothing that I
would call society; g0 when you have made your fortune
you must come back and assert yourself in London,”

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

“(5%, Jim!" said Sibyl, laughing, “how unkind of
you! But are you really going for a walk with me?
That will be nice! I was afraid you were going to say
good-bye to some of your friends—to Tom Hardy, who
gave you that hideous pipe, or Ned Langton, who makes
fiun of you for smoking it. It is very sweet of you to
let me have your last afternoon. Where shall we go?
Let us po to the Park."”
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“I am too shabby,” he answered, frowning. “Only
swell people go to the Park.”

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

He hesitated for a moment. “Wery well,” he said
at last, “but don't be too long dressing.”

She danced out of the door. One could hear her
singing as she ran upstairs. Her little feet pattered
overhead.

He walked up and down the room two or three
times. Then he turmed to the still figure in the chair
“#Mgther, are my things ready?" he asked.

“(Quite ready, James,” she answered, keeping her
eves on her work, For some months past she had felt
ill at ease when she was alone with this rough, stern
son of hers. Her shallow secret nature was troubled
when their eyes met. She used to wonder if he sus-
pected anything. The silence, for he made no other
obeervation, became intolerable to her. She began to
complain, Women defend themselves by attacking, just
as they attack by sudden and strange swrrenders, “I
hope you will be contented, James, with your sea-faring
life,” she said. “You must remember that it is your
own choice. You might have entered a solicitor’s office.
Solicitors are a very respectable class, and in the*fountry
often dine with the best families.”

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

“Tames, you really talk very strangely, OF course I
watch over Sibyl?
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“I hear a gentleman comes every night to the
theatre, and goes behind to talk to her, Is that right?
What about thate”

“¥ou are speaking about things you don't under-
stand, James. In the profession we are accustomed to
receive a great deal of most gratifying attention. I my-
sell used to receive many bouquets at one time. That
was when acting was really understood. As for Sibyl,
I do not know at present whether her attachment is
gerious or not.  Buot there is no doubt that the young
man in question is a perfect gentleman, He is al-
ways most polite to me. Besides, he has the ap-
pearance of being rich, and the Aowers he sends are
lovely."

“¥oo don't know his name, though," said the lad,
harshly.

“No,”" answered his mother, with a placid expression
in her face. “He has not yet revealed his real name,
1 think it is quite romantic of him. He i5 probably a
member of the aristocracy.”

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

“My son, you distress me very much., Sibyl is al-
ways under my special care. Of course, if this gentle-
man iwealthy, there is no reason why she should not
contract an alliance with him. I trust he 15 one of the
aristocracy. He has all the appearance of it, I must
say. It might be a most brilliant marriage for Sibyl
They would make a charming couple. His good looks
are really quite remarkable; everybedy notices them.”

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

#“How serious you both arel” she eried, “What is
the matter?®

“Nothing,” he answered. *I suppose one must be
serious sometimes. Good-bye, mother; T will have my
dinner at five o'clock. Everything is packed, except my
shirts, so you need not trouble.”

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

She was extremely nu.lm:.red at the tone he had
adopted with her, and there was something in his look
that*had made her feel afraid,

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

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

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

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

Jim frowned from time to time when he c‘ﬁght the
inquisitive glance of some stranger, He had that dis-
like of being stared at which comes on geniuses late in
life, and never leaves the commonplace.  Sibyl, however,
was quite unconscious of the effect she was producing.
Her love was trembling in laughter on her lips. She
was thinking of Prince Charming, and, that she might
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think of him all the more, she did not talk of him, but
prattled on about the ship in which Jim was going to
sail, about the gold he was certain to find, about the
wonderful heiress whose life he was to save from the
wicked, red-shirted bushrangers. For he was not to re-
main a sailor, or a super-cargo, or whatever he was
going to be. Oh, no! A sallor's existence was dread-
ful. Fancy being cooped up in a horrid ship, with the
hoarse, hump-backed waves trying to get in, and a black
wind blowing the masts down, and tearing the sails into
long screaming ribands! He was to leave the vessel at
Melbourne, bid a polite good-bye to the captain, and go
off at once to the gold-fields. Before a week was'over
he was to come across a large nugget of pure gold, the
largest nugget that had ever been discovered, and bring
it down to the coast in & wapggon puarded by six
mounted policemen. The bushrangers were to attack
them  three times, and be defeated with immense
slaughter.  Or, no. He was not to go to the gold-fields
at all. They were horrid places, where men got in-
toxicated, and shot each other in bar-rooms, and used
bad language. He was to be a nice sheep-farmer, and
oné evening, as he was riding home, he was to see the
beautiful heiress being carried off by a robber on a
black Lorse, and give chase, and rescue her. OF course
she would fall in love with him, and he with her, and
they would get married, and come home, and live in an
immense house in London. Yes, there were delightful
things in store for him. But he must be very good, and
not lose his temper, or spend his money foolishly. She
was only a year older than he was, but she knew so
much more of life. He must be sure, also, to write to
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her by every mail, and to say his prayers each night
before he went to sleep. God was very good, and
would watch over him, 5She would pray for him too,
and in a few years he would come back guite rich and
happy.

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

¥et it was not this alone that made him gloomy
and morose. Inexperienced though he was, he had
still 2 strong sense of the danger of Sibyl's position.
This young dandy who was making love to her could
mean her no good. He was a gentleman, and he hated
him Yor that, hated him through some curious race-
instinct for which he could not account, and which for
that reason was all the more dominant within him. He
was eonscious also of the shallowness and vanity of his
mother's nature, and in that saw infinite peril for Sibyl
and Sibyl's happiness. Children begin by loving their
parents; as they grow older they judge them; sometimes
they forpive them.,

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

“You are not listening to a word [ am saying, Jim,”
cried Sibyl, “and I am making the most delightful
plans for your foture. Do say something”
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#What do you want me to say?”

#0h! that you will be a good boy, and not forget
us," she answered, smiling at him.

He shrugged his shoulders. “You are more likely
to forget me than I am to forget you, SibyL"

She flushed, “What do you mean, Jim," she asked.

“You have a new friend, 1 hear. Who is he? Why
have you not lold me about him? He means you no
good."
“Stop, Jim!"™ she exclaimed, “You must not say
anything against him. I love him.”

“Why, you don't even know his name,” answered
the lad. “Who is he? 1 have a right to know."

«He is called Prince Charming. Don't you like the
name, Oh! you silly boyl you should never forget it
If you only saw him, you would think him the most -
wonderful person in the world. Some day you will meet
him: when you come back from Australia.  You will
like him so much. Everybody likes him, and I...
love him. I wish you could come to the theatre to-night.
He is going to be there, and I am to play Juliet. Oh!
how I shall play it! Fancy, Jim, to be in love and play
Juliet! To have him sitting therel To play for his
delight! I am afraid I may frighten the company,
{rightag. or enthrall them, To be in love is to surpass
oneself, Poor dreadful Mr Isaacs will be shouting
‘genius’ to his loafers at the bar. He has preached me
as a dogma; to-night he will announce me as a revela-
tion, I feel it. And it is all his, his only, Prince
Charming, my wonderful lover, my god of graces. Dut
I am poor beside him. Poor? What does that matter?
When poverty creeps in at the door, love flies in through
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the window. Our proverbs want re-writing, They were
made in winter, and it is summer now; spring-time for
me, I think, a very dance of blossoms in blue skies™

“He is a gentleman,” said the lad, sullenly,

%A Prince!” she cried, musically, “What more do
you want "

#Ie wants to enslave you"

#] chudder at the thought of being free”

#1 want you to beware of him.”

#To see him is to worship him, to know him is to
trust him.”

“Sibyl, you are mad about him.”

she laughed, and took his arm. “You dear old Jim,
you talk as if you were a hundred. Some’day you will
be in love yoursel. Then you will know what it is.
Don't look so sulky. Surely you should be glad to think
that, though you are poing away, you leave me happier
than I have ever been before, Life has been hard for

;15 both, terribly hard and difficult.  But it will be dif-
ferent now. You are going to a new world, and I have
found one. Here are two chairs; let us sit down and
see the smart people go by.”

They took their seats amidst a crowd of watchers,
The tulip-beds across the road flamed like throbbing
rings of fire. A white dust, tremulous cloud ofsorris-
root it secmed, hung in the panting air. The brightly-
coloured parasols danced and dipped like monstrous
butterfiies. ’

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

She started to her feet. “There he is!” she cried.

#Whot* said Jim Vane

“Prince Charming,” she answered, looking after the
victoria.

He jumped up, and seized her roughly by the arm.
“Show him to me. Which is he? Point him out. I
must see him!" he exclaimed; but at that moment the
Duke of Berwick's four-in-hand came between, and when
it had left the space clear, the carriage had swept out
of the Park.

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

“] wish I had, for as sure as there is a God in
heaven, if he ever does you any wrong, I shall kill hin”

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

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

When they reached the Achilles Statue she turned
round. There was pity in her eyes that became
laughter on her lips. She shook her head at him. “You
are foolish, Jim, utterly foolish; a bad-tempered boy,
that is all. How can you say such horrible things? You
dou't know what you are talking about. You are
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gimply jealous and unkind. Akl I wish you would fall
in love. Love makes people good, and what you said
was wicked.”

4] am sixteen,” he answered, “and I know what I
am about. Mother 15 no help to you. She deesn’t
understand how to look after vou. I wish now that I
was not going to Australia at all. I have a great mind
to chuck the whole thing up. I would, if my articles
hadn't been signed.”

“Oh, don't be so serious, Jim. You are like one of
the herces of those silly melodramas mother used to be
so fopd of acting in. I am not going to guarrel with
you. I have seen him, and oh! to see him is perfect
happiness. We won't quarrel. I know you would never
harm anyone I love, would you?*

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

#1 ghall love him for ever!” she cried.

“And he?”

“For ever, too!™

“He had better.”

She shrank from him. Then she langhed and put
heér hand on his arm. He was merely a boy,

At the Marble Arch they hailed an omnibus, which
left them close to their shabby home in the #uston
Road. It was after five o'clock, and Sibyl had to lie
down for a couple of hours before acting, Jim insisted
that she should do so. He said that he would sooner
part with her when their mother was not present.  She
would be sure to make a sceng, and he detested scenes
of every kind. :

In Sibyl's own room they parted. There was jea-
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lousy in the lad's heart, and a fierce, murderous hatred
of the stranger who, as it seemed to him, had come
between them.,  Yet, when her arms were fung round
his neck, and her fingers strayed through his hair, he
softened, and kissed her with real affection. There were
tears in his eyes as he went downstairs,

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

After some time, he thrust away his plate, and put
his head in his hands. He felt that he had a right to
know. It should have been told to him before, if it
was a8 he suspected. Leaden with fear, his mother
watched him, Words dropped mechanically from her
lips. A tattered lace handkerchief twitched in her fingers.
When the clock struck six, he got up, and went to the
door, Then he turned back, and looked at her, Their
eyes met.  In hers he saw a wild appeal for mercy. It
enraged him,

“Mother, I have something to ask you,”" he said.
Her eyes wandered vaguely about the room. She made
no answer, “Tell me the truth. I have a right to
know. Were you married to my father?”

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

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

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

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

An oath broke from his lips. *I don't care for
mysel;” he exclaimed, “but don't Tet Sibyl . . . Tt is
gentleman, isn't it, who is in love with her, or says he
is? Highly connected, too, I suppose.”

For a moment a hideows sense of humiliation came
over the woman, Her head drooped. She wiped her
eyes with shaking hands. *“Sibyl has a mother,” she
murnntred; “I had none."

The lad was touched. He went towards her, and
stooping down he kissed her. “I am sorry if 1 have
pained you by asking about my father,” he said, “but
I could not help it. I must go now. Good-bye. Don't
forget that you will have only oune child now i look
after, and believe me that if this man wrongs my sister,
I will find out who he is, track him down, and kill him
like a dog. I swear it."

The exaggerated folly of the threat, the passionate
gesture that accompanied it, the mad melodramatic
words, made life seem more vivid to her. She was
familiar with the atmosphere. She breathed more freely,
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and for the first time for many months she really ad-
mired her son. She would have liked to have con-
tinued the scene on the same emotional scale, but he
cut her short. Trunks had to be carried down, and
mufilers Jooked for. The lodging-house drudge bustled
in and out. There was the bargaining with the cabman.
The moment was lost in volgar detsils. It was with a
rencwed feeling of disappointment that she waved the
tattered lace handkerchief from the window, as her son
drove away. She was conscious that a great opportunity
had been wasted. She consoled herself by telling Sibyl
how desolate she felt her life would be, now that she had
only one child to look after. She remembered the
phrase. It had pleased her, OF the threat she said
nothing. It was vividly and dramatically expressed.
She felt that they would all laugh at it some day.
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CHAFPTER VL

“] guproseE you have leard the news, Basil?" said
Lord Henry that evening, as Hallward was shown into
a little private room at the Bristol where dinner had
been kaid for three

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

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

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

“It is perfectly trug”

“To whom?r"

“To some little actress or other.”

“I can't believe it. Dorian is far too sensible.”

“Daorian is far too wise not to do [olish things now
and then, my dear Basil."

“Marriage is hardly a thing that one can do now
and then, Harry”

“Except in America,” rejoined Lord Henry, languidly.
“But I didet say he was married. I said he was en-
gaged to be married. There is a great difference. [
have a distinct remembrance of being married, but 1

The Piclure of Dordan Groy. i



ol THE TICIURE OF DORIAN GRAY,

have no recollection at all of being engaged. 1 am in-
clined to think that T never was engaged.”

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

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

#1 hope the pirl is pood, Harry, T don't want io
gee Dorian tied 1o some vile creature, who might de-
grade his nature and ruin his intellect.” [

H0Oh, she is Dbelter than good—she is beantiful,”
murmured Lord Henry, sipping a tha of vermouth
and orange-bitters.  “1orian 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, amougst others, We are to see her to-
night, if that boy doesn’t forget his appointment.”

“Are you serious?”

“(Quite serious, Basil. T should be miserable if 1
thought 1 ghould ever be more serious than I am at the
present moment”

it do yoit approve of ity Wamy?™ asked the
painter, walking up and down the room, and biting his
lip. “You can't approve of it, possibly. It is some silly
infatuation.”

“1 never approve, or disapprove, of anything now,
It is an absurd attitude to take towards Jife. ‘We are
not sent into the world to air our moral prejudices. I
pever take any notice of what commeon pecple say, and
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I never interfere with what charming people do. If a
personality fascinates me, whatever mode of expression
that personality selects is absolutely delightiul to me.
Dorian Gray falls in love with a beautiful girl who acts
Juliet, and proposes to marry her. Why not? I he
wedded Messalina he would be none the less interest-
ing. You know I am not a champion of marriage. The
real drawback to marriage is that it makes one un-
selfish,  And unselfish people are colourless.  They lack
individuality.  Still, there are certain temperaments that
marriage makes more complex. They retam their
egotism, and add to it many other egos. They are
forced to have more than one life.  They become more
highly organised, and to be highly organised is, I should
fancy, the object of man's existence, Desides, every
expericnce 15 of value, and, whatever one may say
ngainst marriage, it is certainly an experiences 1 hope
that Darian Gray will make this girl lis wife, pas-
sionately adore her for six months, and then suddenly
become fascinated by someone else, He would be a
wonderful study.”

“You don't mean a single word of all that, Harry;
you know you don't. If Dorvian Gray's life were spoiled,
uo one would be sorder thag yoursell Yoo 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 our-
selves, The basis of optimism 1% sheer terror. We
think that we are gencrous because we eredit our neigh-
bour with the possession of those virtues that are likely
to be a benefit to us, We praise the banker that we
may overdraw our account, and find good qualities in

?!
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the, highwayman in the hope that he may spare our
pockets. I mean everything that I have said. I have
the greatest contempt for oplimism. As for a spoiled
life, no life is spoiled but one whose growth is arrested.
If you want to mar a nature, you have merely to re-
form it.  As for marriage, of course that would be silly,
but there are other and more interesting bonds between
men and women. I will certainly encourage them.
They have the charm of being fashionable. But here
is Dorian himsell He will tell you more than I can.”

“My dear Harry, my dear Basil, you must both
congratufate me!” said the lad, throwing off his ¢ven-
ing cape with the satin-lined wings, and shaking each
of his friends by the hand in tum. “I have never
been so happy.  Of course it is sudden: all really de-
lightful things are. And yet it seems to me to be the
one thing 1 have been looking for all my life”  He was
flushed with excitement and pleasure, and looked extra-
ordinarily handsome,

“1 hope you will always be wvery happy, Dorian”
said Hallward, “but T don't quite forgive you for not
having let me know of your engagement. You let Harry
know."

“And 1 don't forgive you for being late for dinner,”
broke in Lord Henry, putting his hand on the lad's
shoulder, and smiling as he spoke. “Come, let us =it
down and try what the new ehef here is like, and then
you will tell us how it all came about.”

“There 15 really not much to tell,” cried Dorian, as
they took their seats at the small round table. “What
happened was simply this, After I lelt you yesterday
evening, Harry, 1 dressed, had some dinner at that little
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Italian restaurant in Rupert Street, you intraduced me
to, and went down at eight o'clock to the theatre. Sybil
was playing Rosalind. Of course the scenery was dread-
ful, and the Orlando absurd. But Sybill You should
have seen her! When she eame on in her Lioy's clothes
she was perfectly wonderful. She wore a moss-coloured
velvet jerkin with cinnamon sleeves, slim brown eross-
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 ex-
quisite, 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
rase.  As for her acting—well, you shall she her to-
night.  She is simply a born artist. I sat in the dingy
box nbsuluicty enthralled. I forgot that T was in London
and in the nincteenth century, I was away with my
love in a forest that no man had ever seen. After the
performance was over I went behind, and spoke to her.
As we were sitting together, suddenly there came into
her eyes a lock that 1 had never seen there before. My
lips moved towards hers. We kissed each olher, T can't
describe o you what I felt at that moment. It seemed
to me that all my life had been narrowed to ene per-
fect point of rose-coloured joy. She trembled all over,
and shook like a white narcissus. Then she flung her-
self on her knees and Kissed my hands. I feel that I
should not tell you all this, but I can't help it. Of
course our engagement is a dead secret.  She has not
even told her own mother, I don’t know what my
guardians will say. Lord Radley is sure to be furious.
1 don't care. Ishall be of age in less than a year, and
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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.
1 have had the arms of Rosalind around me, and kissed
Juliet en the mouth”

#Yes, Dorian, I suppose you were right” said Hall-
ward 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 yon mention
the word marriage, Dorian? And what did she say in
answer?  Perhaps you forgot all about it

“My dear Harry, 1 did not treat it as a business
transaction, and I did not make any formal proposal,
I told her that T loved her, and she said she was not
worthy 1o be my wife. Not worthy! Why, the whole
world is nothing 1o me compared with her.”

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

Hallward laid his hand wpon his arm.  “Don't,
Harry. You have annoyed Dorian. He is not like other
men. He would never bring misery upon anyone. 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 enly reason,
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indeed, that excuses one for asking any question—simple
curiosity, I have a theory that it 15 always the women
who propose to us, and not we who fropose 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 guite incorrigible, Harry; bot I don't mind. It is
impossible to be angry with you. When you see Sibyl
WVane vou will feel that the man who could weong her
would be a beast, a beast without 2 heart. I eannot
understand how anyone can wish to shame the thing he
foves, I love SBibyl Vane, I want to place her on a
pedestal of pold, and to see the world worship the
woman who is mine, What is marriage? An irrevocable.
vow, Yoo mock at it for that. Ah! den't mock. It
is an irrevocable vow that I want to take. Her trust
makes me faithful, her beliel makes me pood. When
I am with her, I regret all that you have taught me. [
become different from what you have known me to be,
I am changed, and the mere touch of Sibyl Vane's
hand makes me forget you and all your wrong, fascinat-
ing, poisonous, delightfl theories”

“And those are .. .?" asked Lord Hewry, helping
himsell to some salad.

“0h, vour theories about life, your theories about
love, your theories about pleasure. All your theories, in
fact, Harry."

“PMeasure is the only thing worth having a theory
about” he answered, in his slow, melodious voice. “But
I am afeaid I cannot claim my theory as my own. It
belongs to Nature, not to me, Pleasure is Nature's
test, her sign of approval. When we are happy we are



oy THE PICTURE oF DORIAN GRAY.

always good, but when we are good we are not always
happy.” ]

“Ahl but what do you mean by good ? cried Basil
Hallward,

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

“To be good is to be in harmony with oneself;” he
replied, touching the thin stem of his glass with his
pale, fine-pointed fingers.  “Discord 15 to be forced to
be in harmony with others. One's own life—that is
the important thing. As for the lives of onc’s neigh-
bours, if one wishes to be a prig or a Puritan, cne can
flaunt one’s moral views about them, but they are not
one's concern. DBesides, Individualism has really the
higher aim. Modern morality consists in accepting the
standard of one's age. I consider that for any man of
culture to aceept the standard of his age is a form of
the grossest immorality.”

Ylhut, surely, if one lives mercly for oneself, Harry,
one pays a terrible price for doing so?" suggested the
painter.

“Yes, we are overcharged for everything nowadays,
I should fancy that the real tragedy of the poor is that
they can afford nothing but self-denial. Beautiful sins,
like beautiful things, are the privilege of the rich”

"One has to pay in other ways but money.”

“What sort of ways, Basil?®

#Ohl I should fanecy in remorse, in suffering, in ...
well, in the consciousness of degradation.”

Lord Henry shrugged his shoulders. “My dear
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fellow, medimeval art is charming, but medimval emotions
are out of date. One can use them in fetion, of course,
But then the only things that one can use in fiction are
the things that one has ceased to use in facl. Believe
me, no civilised man ever regrets a pleasure, and no
uncivilised man ever knows what a pleasure 15"

#T know what pleasure is,” cried Dorian Gray. *“It
is to adore someone.”

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

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

“That is quite trae, Dorian,” eried Hallward.

“Nothing 15 ever quite true,” said Lord Henry.

“This is" interrupted Dorian,  “You must admit,
Harry, that women pgive to men the very gold of their
lives"

“Possibly,” he sighed, “but they invariably want it
back in such wvery small change. That is the worry.
Waomen, as some witty Frenchman once put it, inspire
ps with the desire to do masterpiccks, and always
prevent us from carrying them out.”

“Harry, you are dreadfull I don't know why 1 like
you so much.”

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

“What nonsense you talk, Harry!* eried the lad,
taking a light from a fire-breathing silver dragon that
the waiter had placed on the table, “Let us po down
to the theatre, When Sibyl comes on the stage you
will have a new ideal of life. She will represent gome-
thing 1o you that you have never known.”

“T have known everything,” said Lord Henry, with
a tired look in his eyes, “DLut 1 am always ready for a
new emotion. 1 am afraid, however, that, for me at any
rate, there is no such thing, Sall, your wonderful pirl
may thnll me. I love acting. It is s0 much more real
than life. Let us go. Dorian, you will come with me.
I am so sorry, Dasil, but there is only room for two in
the brougham. You must follow vus in a hansom.”™

They got uwp and put on their eoats, sipping their
coffee standing.  The painter was silent and pre-occupied.
There was a gloom over him.  He eould net bear this
marriage, and yet it seemed to him to be better than
many other things that might have happened. After a
few minutes, they all passed downstairs. He drove off
by himself, as had been arranped, and watched the
flashing lights of the little brougham in front of him. A
strange sense of loss came over him. He felt that
Dorian Gray would never again be to him all that he
had been in the past. Life had come between
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them. . , . His eyes darkened, and the crowded, flating
sirects Decame Dblurred to his eyes. When the cap
drew up at the theatre, it seemed to him that he had
grown years older,

CHAPTER VIL

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 falking 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 assuring him that he was proud to
meet o man who had discovered a real genius and pone
bankrupt over a poet. Hallward amused himself with
watching the faces in the pit. The heat was terribly
oppressivey, and the huge sunlight lamed like a monstrous
dahlia with petals of yellow fire. The youths in the
gallery had taken off their coats and waistcoats and
hung them over the side. They talked to each other
acress the theatre, and shared their oranges with the
tawdry girls who sat beside them. Some women were
laughing in the pit. Their voices were horribly shrill
and discordant. The sound of the popping of corks
came from the bar
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“IWhat a place to find one’s divinity in!" said Lord
Henry.

“Yes!" answered Dorian Gray. “It was here I found
her, and she is divine beyond all living things, When
she acts you will forget everything, “These common,
rough people, with their coarse faces and brutal gestures,
become quite different when she is on the stage.  They
sit silently and watch her. They weep and langh as
ghe 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”

#The same flesh and blood as onesel{l O, L hope
not!" exclaimed Lord Henry, who was scanning the
occupants of the gallery through his opera-glass,

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

“Thanks, Basil,” answered Dorian Gray, pressing
his hand. *I knew that you would understand me,
Hany is so cynical, he temmifies me, But here is the
orchestri. It is quite dreadful, but it only lasis for
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about five minutes. Then the curtain rises, and you
will see the girl to whom T am going to give all my life,
to whom 1 have given everything that is good in me”

A quarter of an hour afterwards, amidst an extra-
ordinary turmoil of applause, Sibyl Vane stepped onto
the stape. Yes, she.was certainly lovely to look at—
ane of the Joveliest creatures, Lord Henry thought, that
he had ever seen. There was something of the fawn in
her shy grace and startled eyes. A faint blush, like the
shadow of a rose in a mumor of silver, came to her
cheeks as she glanced at the crowded, enthusiastic house,
She stepped back a few paces, and her lips seemed to
tremble. Basil Hallward leaped to his feet and began
to applaud. Motionless, and as one in a dream, sat
Dorian Gray, gazing at her. Lord Henry peered through
his glasses, murmuring * Charming! charming!™

The scene was the hall of Capulet's house, and
Romeo in his pilgrim's dress had entered with Mercutio
and hig other friends. The band, such as it was, struck
up a few bars of music, and the dance began. Through
the crowd of ungainly, shabbily-dressed actors, Sibyl
Vane moved like a creature from a finer world, Her
body swayed, while she danced, as a plant sways in the
water. The curves of her throat were the curves of a
white lily. Her hands seemed to be made of cool ivory,

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

Good pilgrim, yon do wrong vour 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' kisg—
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with the briel dialogue that follows, were spoken in a
thoroughly artificial manner. The wvoice was exquisite,
but from the point of view of tone it was absolutely
false. It was wrong in eolour. It took away all the
life from the verse. It made the passion unreal,

Dorian Gray grew pale as he watched her, Fe was
puzzled and anxious, Neither of his [riends dared 1o
say anything to him. She seemed to them to be ab-
solutely mcompetent.  They were horribly disappointed.

Yet they felt that the true test of any Juliet is the
baleony scene of the second act, They waited for that,
If she fniled there, there was nothing in her. A

She looked charming as she came out in the moon-
light. That would not be denied. But the staginess
of her acting was unbearable, and grew worse as she
went on. Her gestures became absurdly artificial. She
over-emphasised everything that she had to say. The
beautiful passage-—

Thou knowest the mask of night is on my fice,
Else would n moiden blush bepaint my check
Yor thot which thou hast heard me speak tonight—

was declaimed with the painful precision of a school-
girl who has-Leen taught to recite by some second-rate
professor of clocution.  When she leaned over the bal-
cony and came to those wonderful lines—

Although I joy in thee,
I have vo joy of this contract to-mijghe:
It is oo rash, too unadvised, too sudden;
Too like e lightning, which doth cease to be
Ere one can say, "It lightens."  Sweet, pood-night!
This bud of love by summer's ripening breath
May prove a beauteous (ower when pest we mect—
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che spoke the words as though they conveyed no mean-
ing to her. It was not nervousness. Indeed, so far
from being nervons, she was absolutely self-contaimed.
It was simply bad art. She was a complete failure,

Even the common, uneducated audience of the pit
and pallery lost their intersst in the play, They pot
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 herselfl

When the second act was over there came a storm
of hisses, and Lord Henry pot up from his chair and
Pt on his coat. “She is quite beautiful, Dorian," he
said, “but she can't act. Let us go

4] am going to see the play through,” answered the
lad, in a hard, bitter voice, 1 am awfully sorry that I
have made yon woste an evening, Harry, I apologise
to:you both.”

“My dear Daorian, I showld think Miss Vane was
il interrupted Hallward,  “We will come some other
might."

“T wish she were il he rejoined.  “#But she seems
to me to be simply callous and cold. She has entirely
allered.  Last night she was a great artist:  This even-
ing she is merely a commonplace, mediocre actress."”

“Don't talk like that abeut anyone you love, Dorian,
Love is a more wortderful thing than Are™

“They are both simply forms of imitation,” remarked
Tord Henry. “But do let us go. Dorian, you must
not stay here any longer. It is not good for one's morals
to see bad acting. Besides, I don't suppose you will
want your wife to aet. So what does it matter if she
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plays Juliet like a wooden doll? She is very lovely, and
if she knows as little about life as she does about acting,
she will be a delightful experence, There are only two
kinds of people who are really fascinating—people who
know absolutely everything, and people who know abso-
lutely nothing. Good heavens, my dear boy, don't look
so tragicl! The secret of remaining young is never to
have an emotion that is unbecoming. Come to the club
with Basil and myself. We will smoke cigarettes and
drink to the beauty of Sibyl Vane. She is beavtiful.
What more can you want?”

“Go away, Harry,” eried the Jad. “I want to be
along, DBasil, you must go. Ah! can't you see that my
heart 8 breaking?” The liot 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, Hasil,” said Lord Henry, with a strange
tenderness in his volee; and the two young men passed
out together,

A few moments afterwards the footlights flared up,
and the curlain rose on the third act. Dorian Gray
went back to his seat. He locked pale, and proud,
and indifferent. The play dragged on, and seemed
interminable.  Half of the audience went out, tramping
in heavy boots, and laughing. The whole thing was a
Jiasco. The last act was played to almost empty
benches, ‘The curtaiin went down on a titter, and some
groans.

Az soon as it was over, Dorian Gray rushed behind
the scenes into the greenrcom. The pgirl was standing
there alone, with a look of triumph on her face. Her
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eyes were lit with oan 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 ex-
pression of infinite joy came over her. *“How badly T
acted to-night, Dorian!" she cried.

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

The girl smiled. “Dorian,” she answered, lingering
over his name with long-drawn music in her voice, as
though it were sweeler than honey to the red petals of
her month—*#Dorian, you should have understood. But
vou understand now, don't you?"

#Understand what?” he asked, angrily.

“Why I was s0 bad to-pight.  Why I shall always
be bad. Why I shall never act well azain.”

He shrugeed his shoulders, “You are ill, I sippose.
When you are ill you shooldn't act. You make yoursell
nidiculous. My friends were bored. 1 was Lored™

She seemed not to listen to him. She was traps-
figured with joy. An ecstasy of happiness dominated her,

“Dorian, Dorian,” she cred, “before 1 knew you,
acling was the one reality of my life. It was only in
the theatre that T lived. I thought that it was all tue,
I was Rosalind one night, and Porbia the other, The
joy of Beatrice was my joy, and the sorrows of Cordelia
wore mine also. I Delieved in everything. The common
people who acted with me seemed to me to be godlike.
The painted scenes were my world. I knew nothing
but shadows, and I thought them real. You came—aoh,

The Pictare of Davien Gray, &
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my beautiful lovel—and you freed my soul from prison.
You taught me what reality really is. To-night, for the
first time in my life, 1 saw through the hollowness, the
sham, the silliness of the empty pageant in which I had
always played. Tonight, for the first time, 1 became
conscious that the Romeo was hideous, and old, and
painted, that the moonlight in the orchard was false,
that the scenery was vulgar, and that the words I had
to speak were unreal, were not my words, were not what
I wanted to say. You had brought me something higher,
something of which all art is but a reflection. You had
made me understand what love really is. My love! my
love! Prince Charming! Prince of life! I have frown
sick of shadows. You are more to me than all art can
ever be. What have T to do with the puppets of a play?
When 1 came on te-nmight, I could not understand how
it was that everything had gone from me. I thought
that I was going to be wonderful. T found that 1 could
do nothing. Suddenly it dawned on my soul what it
all meant. The konowledge was exquisite to me I
heard them hissing, and I smiled, What could they
know of love such as owrs? Take me away, Dorian—
take me away with you, where we can be quite alone.
I hate the stage. I might mimic a passion that I do
not feel, but I cannot mimic one that burns me like fire,
Oh, Dorian, Dorian, you understand now what it signifies?
Even if I could do it, it would be profanation for me to
play at being in Jove, You have made me see that"

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

She looked at him in wonder, and laughed. He
made no answer. She came across to him, and with
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her little fingers stroked his hair.  She knelt down and
pressed his hands to her lips, He drew them away,
and a shudder ran through him.

Then he leaped up, and went to the door.  #Ves™
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. 1 loved you becanse
you were marvellous, beeause you bad penius and in-
tellect, because you realised the dreams of great poets
and gave shape and substance to the shadows of arh
You have thrown it all away. You are shallow and
stupig. My Godl how mad I was to love you! What
a fool I have DBeen! You are nothing to me now, I
will never see you again. I will never think of you. [
will mever mention your name. You don't know what
you were to me, once. Why, once . . . Oh, I can't bear
to think of it! 1 wish I had never laid eyes upon you!
You have spoiled the romance of my life. How little
vou can know of love, if you say it mars your art! With-
out your art you are nothing. I would have made you
famous, splendid, magnificent. The world would have
worshipped you, and you would have borne my name,
What are you now? A third-rate actress with a pretty
face

The girl grew white, and trembled. She clenched
her hands together, and her voice seemed to catch in
her throat, “You are not serious, Dorian?® she mur-
mured. *“You are acting.”

“Actng! I leave that to you. You do it so well™
he answered, bitterly,

She rose from her koees, and, with a piteous ex-
pression of pain in her face, came across the room to

3.
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him. She put her hand upon his arm, and locked 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,
Daorian, don’t leave mel” she whispered. “I am so sormy
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, My brother, . . . No; never mind., He
didn't mean it. He was in jest . . . But you, chl 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 mysell more
of an artist, It was foolish of me; and yet I couldnt
help it. Oh, don't leave me, don't leave me A fit of
passionate sobbing ehoked her, She crouched on the
floor like a wounded thing, and Dorian Gray, with his
beautiful eyes, looked down at her, and his chiselled lips
curled in exquisite disdain, There is always something
ridiculous sbout the emotions of people whom one has
ceased to love, Sibyl Vane seemed to him to be ab-
surdly melodramatic. Her tears and sobs annoyed him,

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

Bhe wept silently, and made no answer, but crept
nearer, Her little hands stretched blindly out, and
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appeared to be seeking for him. e 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 throogh dimly-lit streets, past gaunt black-
shadowed archways and evil-looking houses. Women
with hoarse voices and harsh laughter had ealled after
him. Drunkards had reeled by cursing, and chattering
to themselves like monstrons apes. He hod seen grotesque
children huddled upon doorsteps, and heard shrieks and
oaths [rom gloomy courts,

As the dawn was just breaking he found himself
close 1o Covent Garden. The darkness lifted, and,
flushed with faint fires, the sky hollowed itsell into a
perfect pearl, Hupe cants filled with nodding lilies
rumbled slowly down the polished empty street,  The
air was heavy with the perfume of the flowers, and their
Leauty 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. e 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 vellow and red roses, defiled in front of him, thread-
ing their way through the huge jade-green pilés of vege-
tables. Under the portico, with its grey sun-bleached
pillars, loitered a troop of draggled bareheaded pirls,
waiting for the auction to be over, Others crowded
round the swinging doors of the coffée-house in the
Piazza. The heavy cart-horses slipped and stamped
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upon the rough stones, shaking their bells and trappings.
Some of the drivers were lying asleep on a pile of sacks,
Ins-necked and pink-footed, the pigeons ran about pick-
ing up seeds.

After a little while, he hailed a hansom, and drove
home., For a few moments he loitered upon the door-
step, looking round at the silent square with its blank
close-shuttered windows, and its staring blinds, The sky
was pure opal now, and the roofs of the houses glistened
like silver against it. From some chimney opposite 2
thin wreath of smoke was rising, It curled, a viclet
riband, through the nacre-coloured air.

In the huge gilt Venetian lantern, spoil of some
Dioge’s barge, that hung from the ceiling of the preat
oak-panelled hall of entrance, lights were still Lurning
from three fickering jets: thin blue petals of flame they
seemed, rimmed with white fire.  He turmed them out,
and, having thrown his hat and cape on the table
passed through the library towards the door of his bed-
room, o larpe octagonal chamber on the ground Aocor
that, in his new-born feeling for luxury, he had just had
decorated for himself, and hung with some curious Re-
naissance tapestries that had been discovered stored in
a disused aitic at Selby Royal.  As he was turning the
handle of the door, his eye fell upon the portrait Basil
Hallward had painted of him. He started back as if
surprise. ‘Then he went on into his own room, looking
somewhat puzzied, After he had taken the buttonhole
out of his coat, he seemed to hesitate. Finally he came
back, went over to the picture, and exammed it. In
the dim arrested light that struggled through the cream-
coloured silk blinds, the face appeared to him to be a
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little changed. The expression looked different. One
would have said that there was a touch of cruelty in the
moiith. It was certainly strange.

He turned round, and, walking to the window, drew
up the blind. The bright dawn flooded the room, and
swept the fantastic shadows into dusky corners, where
they lay shuddering. But the strange expression that
he had noticed in the face of the portrait seemed to
linger there, to be more intensified even. The quiver-
ing, ardent sunlight showed him the lines of cruelty round
the mouth as clearly as if he had been looking into a
mirrgr after he had done some dreadful thing,

He winced, and, taking wp from the table an oval
glass framed in ivery Cupids, one of Lord Henry's many
presents to him, glanced hurriedly into ils pohshed
depths.  No line like that warped his red Jips, 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 mto the actual annﬁug, and yet
there was no doubt that the whole expression had altered.
It was not a mere fancy of his own, The thing was
horribly apparent,

He threw himself into a chair, and began to think,
Suddenly there flashed across his mind what he had said
in Basil Hallward's studio the day the picture had been
finished, Yes, he remembered it perfectly. He had
uttered a mad wish that he himsell might remain young,
and the portrait grow old; that his own beauty might
be untarmished, and the face on the canvas bear the
burden of his passions and his sins; that the painted
image might be seared with the lines of soffering and
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thought, and that he might keep all the delicate bloom
and loveliness of his then just conscious boyhood. Surely
his wish had not been fulfilled? Such things were im-
possible. It seemed monstrous even to think of them.
And, yet, there was the picture before him, with the
touch of cruelty n the mouth.

Cruelty! Had he been eruel? 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
eallovsnese he had watchied her. Why had he been
made like that? Why had such a soul been given to
him? But he had suffered also. During the three ter-
rible hours that the play had lasted, he had lived cen-
turies of pain, mon upon mon of torture. His life was
well worth hers.  She had marred him for a moment,
if he had wounded her for an age. Besides, 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 someone
with whom they could have scenes. Lord Henry had
told him that, and Lord Henry knew what women were.
Why should he trouble about Sibyl Vanc? She was
nothing to lim 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?

Noj; it was merely an illusion wrought on the troubled
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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.

¥et it was watching him, with its beautiful marred
face and its cruel smile. 1ts bright hair gleamed in the
early sunlight, Its blue eyes met his own. A sense of
infinite pity, not for himself, but for the painted image
of himself, came over him. It had altered already, and
would alter more.  TIts gold would wither into grey, Tts
red and white roses would die. For every sin that he
committed, a stain would fleck and wreck its fairness,
But he would not sin, ‘The picture, changed or un-
changed, would be to him the visible emblem of con-
scicnce.  He would resist temptation. He would not
see Lord Henry any more—would not, at any rate,
listen to those subille poisonous theories that in Basi
Hallward's parden had first stirred within him the pas-
sion for impossible things, He would go back to Sibyl
Vane, make her amends, marry her, try to love her again,
Yes, it was his duty to do so. She must have suflered
more than he had. Toor child! e had been selfish
and cruel to her. The fascination thit she had exercised
over him would return. They would be happy together,
His life with her would be beautiful and pure.

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

CHAPTER VI

It was long past noon when he awoke. His valet
had ecrept several times on tiptoe into the room o sce
if he was stirring, and had wondered what made his
young masier sleep so late.  Finally his bell sounded,
and Victer eame in Softly with & cup of tea and a pile
of letlers, on a small tray of old Stvres ching, and drew
back the olive-satin curtaing, with their shimmering blue
lining, that hung in front of the three 1all windows,

“Aonsicur hias well slept this morming,” he said,
smailing.

“What o'clock i5 i, Vietors” asked Dorian Gray,
drowsily.

“Cine hour and a quarter, Monsieur.”

How late it was! He sat uwp, and, having sipped
some ted, turned over his letterz.  One of them was
from Lord Henry, and had been brought by hand that
morning. He liesitated for 2 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 showered on fashionable young men
every morning during the season. There was a rather
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heavy bill, for a chased silver Louwis-Quinze toilet-set,
that he had not yet had the courage to send on to his
guardians, who were extremely old-fashioned people and
did not realise that we live in an age when unnecessary
things are our only necessities; and there were several
very courteously worded communications from Jermyn
Strect money-lenders offering 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 of silk-embroidered cash-
mere wool, passed into the onyx-paved bathroom. The
cool water refreshed him afler his long sleep. He seemed
to have forgotten 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 the
open window. It was an exquisite day. The warm air
secmed laden with spices, A bee flew in, and buzzed
round the blue-dragon bowl that, filled with sulphur-
yellow roses, stood before him. He felt perfectly happy.

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

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

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

Was it all true? Had the portrait really changed?
Or hod it been simply his own imagmmation that had



I2y THE FICTURE OF DORIAN GRAY.

made him see a look of evil where there had heen 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
whele thing! TFirst in the dim twilight, and then in
the bright dawn, he had seen the touch of ereelty round
the warped lips. He almost dreaded his valet leaving
the room. He knew that when he was alone he would
have to examine the portrait. He was alaid of cer-
tainty. When the coffee and cigarettes had been brought
and the man turned to go, he felt a wild desire to tell
him to remain. As the door was closing behind him he
culled 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.

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

Should he move it aside, after all? Why not let it
stay there? What was the use of knowing? If the
thing was true, it was terrible. I it was not true, why
trouble about it? But what if, by some fate or deadlier
chance, eyes other than his spied behind, and saw the
horrible change? What should he do if Basil ITallward
came and asked to lock at his own picture? Basil
would be sure to do that. No; the thing had to be
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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 him-
sell 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 pazing
at the portrait with a feeling of almost scientific interest.
That such a change should have taken place was in-
credible to him. And yet it was a fuct, Was there
some subtle affinity between the chemical atoms, that
shaped themselves into form and celour 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.

One thing, however, he felt that it had done for
him. It had made him conscious how umjust, how
criel, he had been to Sibyl Vane. It was not too late
1o make reparation for that. She could still be his
wife. His unreal and selfish love would yield to some
higher influence, would be transformed into some nobler
passion, and the portrait that Basil Hallward had painted
of him would be a guide to him through life, would be
to him what heliness is to some, and conscience io
others, and the fear of God to us all. There were
opiates for remerse, drugs that could lull the moral
sense to sleep. But here was a visible symbol of the
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degradation of sin. Fere was an ever-present sign of
the ruin men brought upon their souls.

Three o'clock stmack, and four, and the half-hour
rang its double chime, but Dorian Gray did not stir,
He was trying to pather 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
e was wandering. He did not know what w do, or
what to think. Finally, he went over to the table and
wrote a passionate letter to the girl he had loved, im-
ploring her forgiveness, and accusing himsell of mad-
ness. He covered page afier page with wild words of
sorrow, and wilder words of pain, There iz 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 pives us absolution,
When Dorian had finished the letter, he felt that he
had been forgiven,

Suddenly there came a knock to the door, and he
heard Lord Henry's woice outside. “My dear boy, 1
must see you. Let me in at once. I can't bear your
shutting yoursell up like this.”

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

#1 am so sorry for it all, Doran," said Lord Henry,
as he entered. “DBut you must not think too much
about it"”
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“Do you mean about Sibyl Vane?” asked the lad.

“Yes, of course,” answered Lord Henry, sinking into
a chair, and slowly pulling off his yellow gloves. “It is
dreadful, from one point of view, but it was not your
fault, Tell me, did you go behind and see her, after
the play was over?”

Y g P

I felt sure you had. Did you make a scene with
herz"

41 was brutal, Harry—perfectly brutal. But it is
all right now. I am not sorry for anything that has
happened. It has tanght me to know mysell hetter.”

#Ah Dorian, [ am so glad you take it in that way!
1 was afraid 1 would find you plunged in remorse, and
tearing that nice curly hair of yours.”

1 have got through all that," said Dorian, shaking
his head, and smiling.  “I am perfectly happy now. 1
know whit conscience is, to begin with. It is not what
you told me it was. It is the divinest thing in us. Den’t
sneer at it, Harey, any more—at least not before me, I
want to be good. I can’t Lear the idea of my soul
being hideous."

“A very charming artistic basis for ethics, Dorianl
1 congratulate you on it. But how are you going to
begin?"

“Tiy marrying Sibyl Vane”

“Marrying Sibyl Vane!" cried Lord Henry, stand-
ing up, and locking at him in perplexed amazement,
uRut, my dear Dorian——"

wYog, Huarry, I know what you are going to say.
Something dreadful about marriage.  Don't say it
Don't ever say things of that kind to me again. Two



128 THE FICTURE OF DORIAN GRAY.

days ago I asked Sibyl to marry me. I am not going
to break my word to her. She is to be my wife.”

#Your wifel] Dorian! . . . Dide’t you get my letter?
1 wrote to you this morning, and sent the note down by
my own man."

“Vour 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. You cut life to pieces
with your epigrams."

“You know nothing then?"

“What do yon mean?”

Lord Henry walked across the room, and, sitting
down by Dorian Gray, took both his hands in his own,
and held them tightly, “Dorian,” he said, “my letter
—don't be frightened—waz to tell you that Sibyl Vane
is dead.”

A oy of pain broke from the lad's lips, and he
leaped to his feet, tearing his hands away from Lord
Henry's grasp. “Dead! Sibyl dead! It is not truel
It is a horrible liel How dare you say iti"

“It is quite true, Dorian,” said Lord Henry, gravely.
“Jt is in all the moming papers. I wrote down to you
to ask you not to see anyone il I came, There will
have to be an inguest, of course, and you must not be
mixed up in it. Things like that make a man fashion-
able in Paris, But in London people are so prejudiced.
Here, one should never make one's debnd with a scandal,
One should reserve that to give an interest Lo one's
old age. I suppose they don't koow 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-
portant point."
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Dorian did not answer for a few moments, He was
dazed with horror.  Finally he stammered, in a stifled
voice, *Harry, did you say an inquest? What did you
mean by that? Did Sibyl———? 0Oh, Harry, I can't
bear it! But be quick. Tell me everything at once.”

#] have no doubt it was not an accident, Dovian,
though it must be put in that way to the public. It
seems that as she was leaving the theatre with her
mother, about half-past twelve or so, she said she had
forgotten something upstairs. They waited some time
for her, but she did not come down again. They ulti-
mately found her lying dead on the floor of her
dressing-room,  She had swallowed something by mis-
take, 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. T should fancy it was prussic acid, as
she seems to have died instantancously.”

“Harry, Harry, it is terrible!” cried the lad.

#Yes; it 15 very tragic, of course, but you must not
got yourself mixed up in it. I see by The Standard
that she was seventeen. I should have thought she was
almost younger than that. She looked such a child,
and scemed to know so little about acting. Dorian,
you mustn't let this thing get on your nerves. You must
come and dine with me, and afterwards we will look in
at the Opera. It is a Patti night, and everybody will
be there. You can come to my sister’s box. She has
got some smart women with her.”

“So I have murdered Sibyl Vane,” said Dorian Gray,
half to himself—“murdered her as surely as if I had
cut her little throat with a knife. Vet the roses are not
less lovely for all that. The birds sing just as happily
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in my garden. And to-npight I am to dine with you,
and then go on to the Opera, and sup somewhere, 1 sup-
pose, afterwards. How extraordinarily dramatic life isl
If T had read all this in a book, Harry, T think I should
have wept over it. Somehow, now that it has happened
actually, and to me, it seems far too wonderful for tears
Here is the first passionate loveletter 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? Sibyl! Can she feel, or know, or listen?
Oh, Harry, how I loved her onee! It seems years ago
to me now. She was everything to me. Then came
that dreadful night—was it really only last night?—
when she played so badly, and my heart almest broke.
She explained it all to me It was ternbly pathetic,
Dut I was not moved a bit. I thought her shallow.
Suddenly something happened that made me afraid. I
can't tell you what it was, but it was terrible. I said I
would go back to her. I felt I had done wrong, And
now she is dead, My God! my God! Harry, what shall
I do? You don't know the danger I am in, and there
is nothing to keep me straight.  She would have done
that for me. She had no right to kill herself It was
selfish of her.”

“Wy dear Doran,” answered Lord Henry, taking a
cigarette from his ease, and producing a gold-latten
matchbox, “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 Leen wretched.  Of course you would have
treated her kindly. One can always Le kind to people
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dbout whom one cares nothing. But she would have
soon found out that you were absolutely indifferent to
her. And when a woman finds that out about her hus-
band, she either becomes dreadfully dowdy, or wears
very smart bonnets that some other woman's husband
has to pay for. I say nothing about the social mistake,
which would have been abject, which, of course, I would
not have allowed, but I assure you that in any case the
whole thing would have been an absolute failure.”

“1 suppose it would," muttered the lad, walking up
and down the room, and looking horribly pale. “But
I thogght 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 useless attempts to interfere
with scientific lnws. Their origin is pure vanity. Their
result is absclutely . They give us, now and then,
gome of those luxurious sterile emotions that have a
certain charm for the weak. That is all that ean be
said for them. They are simply cheques that men
draw on a bank where they have no account™

“Harry,” cried Doran Gray, coming over and
sitting down beside him, “why is it that I cannot feel
this tragedy as much a5 I want to? I don't think I am
heartless. Do you?”

#¥You have done too many foolish things during the
last fortnight to be entitled to give yoursell that name,
Dorian,” answered Lord Henry, with his sweet, mel-
ancholy smile,

The lad frowned. “1 don’t like that explanation,

.g‘
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Harry,” he rejoined, “bat I am plad you don't think I
am heartless. I am nothing of the kind. I know I am
mot. 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 wonder-
ful play. It has all the terrible beauty of a Greek
tragedy, a tragedy in which I took a great part, but by
which I have not been wounded."

#Jt 15 an interesting question,” said Lord Henry,
who found an exquisite pleasure in playing on the lad's
unconscious egotism—=*an extremely interesting question.
I fancy that the true explanation 15 this. It cfien
happens that the real tragedies of life occur in such an
inartistic manner that they hurt us by their crude
violenee, 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 impression
of sheer brute force, and we revolt against that, Some-
times, however, a tragedy that possesses artistic elements
of beauty crosses our lives, If these elements of beauty
are real, the whole thing simply appeals to our sense of
dramatic effect. Suddenly we find that we are no
longer the actors, but the 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? Someone
has killed herself for love of you, I wish that I had
ever had such an experience. It would have made me
in love with love for the rest of my life. The people
who have adored me—there have not been very many,
but there have been some—have always insisted on liv-
ing on; long afier I had ceased to care for them, or
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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."

“1 must sow poppies in my parden,” sighed Dorian.

“There is no necessity,” rejoined his companion.
#Life has always poppies in her hands, OF course, now
and then things linger. I once wore nothing but violets
all thyough one season, as a form of artistic 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 sacrifice the whole world for me. That is’
always a dreadful moment. It fills one with the terror
of eternity.  Well—would you believe it?—a week apo,
at Lady Hampshire’s, T found myself seated at dinner
next the lady in question, and she insisted on going
over the whole thing again, and digging up the past,
and raking up the future. I had buried my romance
in & bed of asphodel. She dragged it out again, and
assured me that I had spoiled her life. I am bound to
state that she ate an enormous dinner, so 1 did not feel
any anxiety. But what a lack of taste she showed!
The one charm of the past is that it is the past. But
women never know when the curtain has fallen, They
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 their own way, every comedy would
have 2 tragic ending, and every tragedy would eulminate
in a farce. They are charmingly artificial, but they
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have no sense of art. You are more fortunate than I
am, I assure yon, Dorian, that not one of the women
I have known would have done for me what Sibyl Vane
did for you. Ordinary women always console them-
selves. Some of them do it by going in for sentimental
colours. Never trust a woman who wears mauve, what-
ever her age may be, or a woman over thirty-five who
is fond of pink ribbons. It always means that they
have a history. Others find a great consclation in sud-
denly discovering the good qualities of their husbands.
They flaunt their conjugal felicity in one's face, as if it
were the most fascinating of sins.  Religion copsoles
some. Ity mysteries have all the charm of a flirtation,
# woman once told me; and I can quite wnderstand it
Desides, nothing makes one o vain as being told that
one is a sinner. Conscience makes cgotists of us all.
Yes: there is really no end to the consolations that
women find in modern life. Indeed, I have not men-
tioned the most important one."

#“What is that, Harry?" said the lad, istlessly,

“0h, the obvious consplation. ‘Taking someone
else’s admiver when one loses one’s own. In good society
that always whitewashes a woman., But really. Darian,
how different Sibyl Vape must have been from all the
women ope meets] There is something to me guite
beautiful about her death, I am glad I am living in a
century when such wonders happen.  They make one
believe in the reality of the things we all play with, such
s romance, passion, and love.”

“T was terribly eruel to her. You forget that"

“I am afrnid that women appreciate eruelty, down-
right cruelty, more than aoything -else. They have
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wonderfully primitive instinets. We have emancipated
them, but they remain slaves looking for their masters,
all the same, They love being dominated. I am sure
vou were splendid. I have never seen you really and
absolutely angry, but I can fancy how delightiul you
looked. And, after all, you said something to me the
day before yesterday that seemed to me at the time to
be merely Tanciful, but that I see mow was absolutely
true, and it holds the key to everything.”

“What was that, Harry 7™

“You said to me that Sibyl Vane represented to you
all the heroines of romance—that she was Desdemona
one hight, and Ophelia the other; that if she died as
Juliet, she came to life as Tmogen.”

#She will never come to life again now,” muttered
the lad, burying his face in his hands.

HMo, 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 Tournear. The
girl never really lived, and so she has never really died.
'l'l:u you at least she was always a dream, a phantom
that flitted through Shakespeare’s plays and left them
lovelier for its presence, a reed through which Shakespeare's
music sounded richer and more foll of joy. The mo-
ment she touched aclual life she marred it, and it
marred her, and so she passed away. Mourn for Ophelia,
if you Lke. Put ashes on your head beecaunse Cordelia
was strangled. Cry out against Heaven because the
daughter of Brabantio died. But don't waste your tears
over Sibyl Vane, She was less real than they ave”
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There was a silence. The evening darkened in the
room, Noiselessly, and with silver feet, the shadows
crept in from the garden. The colours faded wearily
out of things.

After some time Derian Gray looked up. *“You
have explained me to myself, Harry,” he murmured,
with something of a sigh of relief.  ©I fedt 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 happencd. It has
been a marvellous experience. That is all. I wonder
if life has still in store for me anything as marvellous.”

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

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

“Ah, then” said Lord Henry, nising to go—*“then,
my dear Dorian, you would have to fight for yeur vic-
tories. As it is, they are brought to you. No, you must
keep your good looks. We live in an ape that reads
too much to be wise, and that thinks too much to be
beantiful. We cannot spare you. And now you had
better dress, and drve down to the club, We are
rather late, as it is."

] think I shall join you at the Opera, Harry. 1
feel too tired to eat anything. What is the number of
your sister’s box?”

“Twenty-seven, T 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®

“] don't feel up to it said Dorian, listlessly. “But
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I am awfully obliged to you for all 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 [rendship,
Dorian,” answered Lord Henry, shaking him by the
hand. *“Good-bye. I shall see you before nine-thirty,
I hope. Remember, Patti is singing.”

As he closed the door behind him, Dorian Gray
touched the bell, and in a few minutes Victor appeared
with the lamps and drew the blinds down. He waited
impatiently for him to go. The man seemed to take an
interminable time over everything.

Az soon as he had left, he rushed to the screem,
and drew it back. No; there was no [urther change in
the picture, It had received the news of 3ibyl Vane's
death before he had konown of it himself. It was con-
scious 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 mervely take cognisance of what
passed within the soul? He wondered, and hoped that
some day he would see the change taking place before
his very eves, shuddering as he hoped it

Poor Sibyll what a romance it had all been] She
had often mimicked death on the stape. Then Death
himself had touched her, and taken her with him. How
had she played that dreadiul last scene? Had she
cursed him, as she died? No; she had died for love of
him, and love would always be a sacrament to him now,
She had atoned for everything, by the sacrifice she had
made of her life. He would net think any more of
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what she had made him go through, on that horrible
night at the theatre. When he thought of her, it would
Le as a wonderful tragic figure sent onto the world's
stage io show the supreme reality of Love. A wonder-
ful tragic figure? Tears came to his eyes as he re-
membered her childlike look and winzome fanciful ways
and shy tremulous grace. He Drushed them away
hastily, and locked apain at the picture.

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

A feeling of pain crept over lim as he thought of
the desccration that was in store for the fair face on
the canvas. Once, in boyish mockery of Narcissus, he
had kissed, or feipned to kiss, those painted lips that
now smiled so cruelly at him. Morning aiter morning
he had sat before the portrait wondering at its beaunty,
almost enamoured of 1t, as it seemed to him at times.
Was it to alter now with every mood to which he yielded?
Was it to become n monstrous and leathsome thing, to
be hidden away in a locked room, to be shut out from
the sunlight that had so eften touched 1o brighter gold
the waving wonder of itz hair? The pity of it! the pity
of it

For a moment he thought of praying that the horrible
sympathy that existed between him and the picture
might cease. It had changed in answer to a praver;
perhaps in answer to a prayer it might remain unchanged.
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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
consequences it might be franght? Besides, was it really
under his control? Had it indeed been prayer that had
produced the substitution? BWight there not be some
curious scientific reason for it all? If thought could
exercise its influence upon a living organism, might not
thought exercise an influence upon dead and inorganic
things? Nay, without thought or conscions desire, might
not things external to ourselves vibrate in unison with
our moods and passions, atom calling to atem in secret
love or strange affinity? But the resson was of no im-
portance. He would never again tempt by a prayer
any terrible power. If the picture was to alter, it was
to alter. That was all. Why inguire too closely into it?

For there would be a real pleasure 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,
go 1t would reveal to him his own soul.  And when
winter came upon it, he would still be standing where
spring trembles on the verpe of summer. When the
BLlood crept from its [ace, and left behind a pallid mask
of chalk with leaden eyes, he would keep the glamour
of hoyhood. Not one blessom of his loveliness would
ever fade. Mot one pulse of his life would ever weaken.
Like the gods of the Greeks, he would be strong, and
fieet, and joyous. What did it matter what happened
to the coloured image on the canvas? e would be
safe. That was everything,

He drew the screen back into its former place in
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front of the picture, smiling as he did so, and passed
into his bedroom, where his valet was already waiting
for him. An hour later he was at the Opera, and Lord
Henry was leaning over his chair,

CHAFTER IX.

As he was sitting at breakfast next morning, Basil
Hallward was shown into the reom. :

“I am go glad I have found you, Dorian,” he said,
gravely, 91 ecalled last night, and they told me you
were at the Opera.  Of course [ knew that was impos-
sible. But 1 wish you had lelt word where you had
really gone to. 1 passed a dreadful evening, hall afraid
that one tragedy might be followed by another, I think
you might have telegraphed for me when you heard of
it firstk. I read of it quite by chance in a late edition
of Fhe Glode, that I picked up at the club. T came
here at once, and was miserable at not finding you. I
can't tell you how heart-broken I am about the whole
thing, I know what you must suffer.  But where were
you? Did you go down and see the girl's mother? For
a moment 1 thought of following you there.  They gave
the address in the paper. Scmewhere in the Euston
Road, isn't it? But I was afraid of intruding upon a
sorrow that 1 could not lighten, Poor woman! What
a state she must be in! And her only child, too! What
did she say about jt all3®

“My dear Basil, how do I know?” muormured Dorian
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Gray, sipping some pale-yellow wine from a delicate
gold-beaded bubble of Venetian glass, and looking
dreadfully bored. *“I was at the Opera. You should
have come on there. I met Lady Gwendolen, Harry's
sister, for the first time; We were in her box. She is
perfectly charming; and Patti sang divinely. Don't talk
about horrid subjeets. If one doesn't talk about a
thing, it has pever happened. It is simply expression,
as Flarry says, that gives reality to things. I may men-
tion that she was not the woman's only child, There
is a son, a charming fellow, I believe. But he is not
ot the stage. He iz a sailor, or something, And now,
tell me about yourself and what you are painting."

“¥ou 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 Sibyl Vane was
lying dead in some sordid lodging? You can talk to
me of other women being charming, and of Patti sing-
ing divinely, before the girl you loved has even the
quict of a pgrave to sleep in? Why, man, there are
horrors in store for that little white body of hers!”

#Stop, Basill I won't hear itl" cried Dorian, leap-
ing to his feet. “You must not tell me about things.
What is done is done. What is past is past”

“You call yesterday the paste™

“What has the actual lapse of time got to do with
it? It is only shallow people who require years to get
rid of an emotion, A man who is master of himsell
can end a sorrow as easily as he can invent a pleasure,
I don't want to be at the mercy of my emotions, I

want to use them, to enjoy them, and to dominate
them.”
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“Dorian, this is horrdblel Something has changed
you completely. You look exactly the same wonderful
boy who, day after day, used to come down to my
studio to sit for his picture. But you were simple,
natural, and affectionate then. You were the most un-
spoiled ereature in the whele world. Now, I don't know
what has eome over you. You talk as if you had no
heart, no pity in you. It is all Harry's influence. 1 sce
that.”

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

“Well, I am punished for that, Dorian—or ghall be
gome day.”

“[ don't know what you mean, Basil” he exclaimed,
turning round. “I don’t know what you want. What
do you want?"

“T want the Dorian Gray I used to paint,” said the
artist, sadly.

“Basil,” said the lad, going over to him, and putting
hizs hand on his sheulder, “you have come loo late.
Yesterday when I heard that Sibyl Vane had killed hee-
selfe—a="

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

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

The elder man buried his face in his hands. “How
fearful," he muttered, and a shudder ran through him.
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#No " spid Dorian Gray, “there s nothing fearful
about it. It is one of the preat romantic tragedies of
the age. As a mule, people who act lead the most com-
moenplace lives. They are good husbands, or faithful
wives, or something tedious. You know what I mean
—middle-class wirtue, and all that kind of thing. How
different Sibyl was! She lived her finest tragedy, She
was always a hervine. 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 un-
reality, she died, as Juliet might have died. 3he passed
again into the sphere of art. There is something of
the martyr sbout her. Her death has all the pathetie
uselessness of martyrdom, all its wasted beauty. DBut,
as 1 was saying, you must not think I have not suffered.
If you had come in yesterday at a particular moment
—about halfpast five, perhaps, or a quarter o six—
you would have found me in tears. Even Harry, who
was here, who brought me the news, in fact, had no
idea what I was going through, I suffered immensely.
Then it passed away. I eannot repeat an emotion. No
one can, except sentimentalists.  And you are awfully
unjust, Basil,  You come down here to console me.
That is charming of you. You find me consoled, and
you are furious, How like a sympathetic person!  You
remind me of a story Harry told me about a certain
philanthropist who spent twenty years of his life in try-
ing to get some grievance redressed, or some unjust law
altered—I forget exactly what it was. Finally he suc-
ceeded, and nothing could exceed his disappointment.
He had absolutely nothing to do, almost died of ewss,
and became a confirmed misanthrope, And besides,
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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 fa consolafion des ards?
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 st Marlow together, the
young man who used to say that yellow satin could
console one for all the misenes of life. I love beautiful
things that one can touch and handle. Old brocades,
green bronzes, lacquer-work, carved ivories, exqguisite
surroundings, luxury, pomp, there is much to be got
from all these. DBut the artistic temperament that they
create, or at any rate reveal, is still more to me. To
become the spectator of one's own life, as Harry says,
is to escape the suffering of life. I know you are sur-
prised at my talking to vou like this. You have not
realised how 1 have developed. I was a schoolboy
when you knew me. I am a man pow. I have new
passions, new thoughts, new ideas. I am different, lut
you must not like me less. 1 am changed, but you
must always be my friend. OF course I am very fond
of Harry. But I know that you are better than he is.
You are not stronger—vyou are too much afraid of life
—but you are better. And how happy we used to be
together! Dron't leave me, Basil, and don't quarrel with
me. I.am what I am. There is nothing more to be
said.”

The painter felt strangely moved. The lad was in-
finitely dear to him, and his pereomality had been the
great turning-point in his art. He could not bear the
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idea of reproaching him any more. After all, his in-
difference was probably merely 2 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 Iength, with a sad smile,
“T won't speak to you again about this homble thing,
after to-day. I only trust your name won't be mentioned
in comnection with it The inguest is to take place
this afternoon. Have they summoned vou?”

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

“But surely she did#”

#Only my Christian name, and that T am guite sure
she never mentioned to anyvone. She told me once that
they were all rather corious to learn who I was, and
that she invariably told them my name was Prince
Charming. It was pretty of her. You must do me a
drawing of Sibyl, Basil. I should like to have some-
thing more of her than the memory of a few kisses and
some broken pathetic words.™

#T will try and do something, Dorian, if it would please
you, But vou must come and sit to me yourself again.
I can't get on without you.”

“I can never sit to you again, Basil, It is impos-
sible!™ he exclaimed, starting back.

The painter stared at him. *“My dear boy, what
nonsense!” he cried. “Do you mean to say you don't
like what I did of you?* Where is it? Why have you
pulled the screen in front of it? Let me look at it It

The Peefure af Dorian Gray, 1o
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is the best thing I have ever done. Do take the screen
away, Dorian. It is simply disgraceful of your servant
hiding my work like that. I felt the room locked dil-
ferent as [ came in"

“My servant hag nothing to do with it, Basil. You
don't imagine 1 let him arrange my room for me? He
seitles my lowers for me somctimes—that is all.  No;
I did it myself The light was too strong on the
portrait.t

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

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

“Not leok at my own work! you are not serious,
Why shouldn't I look at it?* exelaimed 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
livee I .am guite serions. I don't offer any explana-
tion, and you are not to ask for any. But, remember,
il you touch this screen, everything is over between us.”

Hullward was thunderstruck. He looked at Dorian
Gray in absolute amgzement. He had never seen him
like this before. The lad was actually pallid with
rage. His hands were clenched, and the pupils of his
eyes were like disks of blue firee He was trembling
all over,

“Dorian!"

“Don't speak!”



THE MICTURE OF DORIAN GRAY. 147

“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 T must see it
some day, and why not to-day?”

“Tg exhibit it! You want to exhibit 1t?* 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, Something—he did not know what—
had to be done at once,

“Yes; I don't suppose you will object to that
Georges Telit 15 going to collect all my best pictures
for a special exhibition in the Rue de Séze, which will
open the first week in October. The porteait will only
Le away a month, I should think you could easily
spare it for that time. In fact, you are sure to be out
of town. And if you keep it always behind a screen,
you can't care much about it”

Dorian Gray passed his hand over his forehead,
There were beads of perspiration there. He felt that
he was on the brink of a horrible damger. “You told
me & month ago that you would never exhibit it he
cried. “Why have you changed your mind? You
people who go in for being consistent have just as many
moods as others have. The only difference is that your
mooeds are rather meaningless. You can't have for-
gotten that you assared me most solemnly that nothing
in the world would induce you to send it to any ex-

ot
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hibition. 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
o have a strange quartér of an hour, get Basil to tell
you why he won't exhibit your picture. He told me
why he wouldn't, and it was a revelation to me” Yes,
perhaps Basil, too, had his secret. He would ask him
and try.

“PBasil,” he said, coming over guite close, and looking
him straight in the face, “we have each of us a secret.
Let me know yours, and I shall tell you mine. . What
was your reason for refusing to exhibit my picture?”

The painter 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. T could not bear
your doing either of those two things., If you wish me
never to look at your picture again, I am content. [
have always you to look at.  If vou wish the best work
I have ever done to be hidden from the world, 1 am
satisfied. Your friendship is dearer to me than any
fame or reputation.”

“No, Basil, you must tell me,” insisted Dorian Gray.
#] think I have a right to know." His feeling of terror
had passed away, and curiosity had 1aken its place, He
was determined to find oot Basil Hallward's mystery.

"Let us sit down, Dorian,” said the painter, looking
troubled. “Let us sit down. And just answer me one
question. Have you moticed in the piciture something
curipus f—something that probably at first did not strike
you, but that revealed itsell to you suddenly?®
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“Basil!™ cried the lad, clutching the arms of his
chair with trembling hands, and gazing at him with
wild, startled eyes.

“] gee you did. Don't speak. Wait till you hear
what I have to say. Dorian, from the moment I met
vou, your personality bad the most extraordinary in-
fluence over me. I was dominated, soul, brain, and
power by you, You became to me the visible inearna-
tion of that unseen ideal whose memory haunts us
artists like an exquisite dream. I worshipped you. 1
grew jealous of everyone to whom vou spoke, I wanted
to haye you all to myself. I was only happy when .l
was with you. When you were away from me you were
still present in my art . . . Of course I never let you
know anything about this. It would have been im-
possible. You would not have understood it. I hardly
understoed it myselfl I only knew that I had seen per-
fection face to face, and that the world had become
wonderful to my eyes—too wonderful, perhaps, for in
such mad worships there is peril, the peril of losing
them, no less than the peril of keeping them. . . . Weeks
end weeks went on, and I grew more and more ab-
sorbed in you. Then came a new development. I had
drawn you as Paris in dainty armour, and as Adonis
with huntsman’s cloak and polished boar-spear. Crowned
with heavy lotus-blossoms you had sat on the prow of
Adrian's barge, paging across the green turbid Nile
You had leant over the still pool of some Greek wood-
land, and seen in the water's silent silver the marvel of
your own face. And it had all been what art should
be, unconscious, ideal, and remote. One day, a fatal
day I sometimes think, I determined to paint a wonder-
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ful portrait of you as you actually are, not in the
costume of dead ages, but in your own dress and in
your own lime. Whether it was the Realism of the
method, or the mere wonder of your own personality,
thus directly presented to me without mist or wveil, 1
cannot tell. Bot I know that as I worked at it, every
flake and film of colour seemed to me to reveal my
gecret. I prew afraid that others would know of my
idolatry. 1 felt, Dorian, that I had told too much, that
I had put too much of mysell into it Then it was
that I resolved never to allow the picture to be exhibited.
You were a little annoyed; but then you did not realise
all that it meant to me. Harry, to whom I talked
about it, laughed at me. But I did not mind that.
When the picture was finished, and I sat alone with it,
I felt that I was right. . . . Well, after a few days the
thing left my studio, and as soon as I had got rid of
the intolerable fascination of its presence it seemed to
me that I had been foolish in imagining that I had
seen anything in it, more than that you were extremely
good-locking and that 1 could paint. Even now [
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 always more abstract than
we faney. 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 exhibi-
tion. It never occurred to me that you would refuse. 1
see now that you were right. The picture cannot be
shown, You must not be angry with me, Dorian, for
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what I have told you. As T 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 infimte pity for the painter who
had just made thiz strange confession to him, and won-
dered if he himself would ever be so dominated by the
personality of a friend. Lovd Henry had the charm of
being very dangerouns. But that was all. He was too
clever and too cynical to be really fond of. Would
there ever be someone who would fill him with a strange
idolafry? Was that one of the things that life had in
store?

#1t is extraordinary to me, Darian,” said Hallward,
“that you should have seen this in the portrmt 1hd
you really see it?"”

“] gaw something in it he answered, “something
that seemed to me very curions.”

*“Well, you don't mind my looking at the thing
now 2"

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

“You will some day, surely?”

“Never.”

“Well, perhaps you are right. And now good-bye,
Dorian. You have been the one person in my life who
has really influenced my art. Whatever I have done
that is pood, I owe to you. Ahl you don't know what
it cost me to tell you all that I have told you"

“My dear Basil,” said Dorian, “what have you told
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me? Simply that you felt that you admired me too
much. That is not even a compliment.”

“It was not intended as a compliment, It was a
confession. Now that I have made it, something seems
to have gone out of me. Perhaps one shounld never put
one's worship into words."”

#It was a disappointing confession.”

#Why, what did you expect, Dorian? You didn't
see anything else in the picture, did you? There was
nothing else to seep”

“No; there was nothing else to see. Why do you
ask? But you mustn't talk about worship. It is foolish.
You and I are [riends, Basil, and we must always re-
main s0."

“You have got Harry,” said the painter, sadly.

40h, Harry?" cried the lad, with a ripple of laughter.
“Harry spends his days in saying what is incredible,
and his evenings in doing what is improbable, Just the
sort of life I would like to lead. But still I don't think
I would go to Harry if I were in trouble. I would
sooner go to you, Basil”

“Vou will sit to me again?™

“Impossible!”

“You spoil my life as an artist by refusing, Dorian.
Wo man came across twe ideal things TFew come
across one”

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

“Pleasanter for you, I am afraid,"” murmured Hall-
ward, regretfully. “And now good-bye. I am sorry
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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 reasonl And
how strange it was that, insiead of having been forced
to reveal his own secret, he had succeeded, almost by
chance, in wresting a secret from his friend! THow
much that strange confession explained to him! The
painter's absurd fits of jealousy, his wild devotion, his
extravagant panegyrics, his curious reticences—he under-
stood them all now, and he felt sorry. There scemed
to him to be something tragie in a friendship so coloured
by romance:

IHe sighed, and touched the bell. The portrait
must be hidden away at all costs. He could not ran
such a risk of discovery again. It had been mad of
him to have allowed the thing to remain, even for an
hour, in & room io which any of his friends had access.

CHAPTER X

Ween his servant entered, he looked at him stead-
fastly, and wondered if he had thought of peering be-
hind 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 conld see
the reflection of Victor's face perfectly, It was like a
placid mask of servility. There was nothing to be afraid
of, there. Yet he thought it best to be on his guard.



154 THE PICTURE OF DORIAN CRAY.

Speaking very slowly, he told him to tell the house-
keeper that he wanted to see her, and then to go to the
frame-maker and ask him to send two of his men round
at once, It seemed to him that 2s the man left the
room his eyes wandered in the direction of the screen.
Or was that merely his own fincy?

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

#The old schoolroom, Mr, Dorian?" she exclaimed.
“Why, it is full of dust. I must get it arranged, and
put straight belore you go into it. It s not fit for you
to see, sin It 18 not, indecd.”

“] don't want it put straight, Leaf. I only want
the key."

“Well, sir, you'll be covered with cobwebs if you go
into it. Why, it hasn't been opened for nearly five
years, not since his lordship died.”

He winced at the mention of his grandfather. He
had hateful memones of im. “That does not matier,”
he answered. *I simply want to see the place—that is
all.  Give me the key."

“And here is the key, sir,” said the old lady, going
over the contents of her bunch with tremulously uncer-
tain hands. “Here is the key. Il have it off the
bunch in a moment. But you don't think of living up
there, sir, and you so comfortable here?"

“No, no,” he cried, petulantly. “Thank you, Leaf
That will do

She lingered for a few moments, and was garrulons
over some detail of the household. He sighed, and told
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her to manage things as she thought best. She lelt the
room, wreathed in smiles.

As the door closed, Dorian put the key in his pocket,
and looked round the room. His eye fell on a large
purple satin coverlet heavily embroidered with gold, a
splendid piece of late seventeenth-century Venetian work
that his grandfather had found in a convent near Bologna
Yes, that would serve to wrap the dreadful thing in. It
had perhaps served often as a pall for the dead. Now
it was to hide something that had a corruption of its
own, worse than the cormption of death itselfl—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 2 moment he regretted that
he had not told Basil the true reason why he had wished
to hide the picture away. Basil would have helped
him to resist Lord Henry's influence, and the still more
poisonous influences that came from his own tempera-
ment. The love that he bore him—Jor it was really
love—had nothing in it that was not noble and intel-
lectual. It was not that mere physical admiration of
beanty 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 himsell. Yes, Basil could have saved him.
But it was too late now. The past could always be an-
nihilated. Regret, denial, or forgetfulness could do that,
But the futore was inevitable. There were passions in
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him that would find their terrible outlet, dreams that
would make the shadow of their evil real,

He tock 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 un-
changed; and yet his loathing of it was intensified. Gold
hair, blue eyes, and rose-red lips—they all were there.
It was simply the expression that had altered. That
was horrible in its cruelty. Compared to what he saw
in it of censure or rebuke, how shallow Basil's reproaches
about Sibyl Vane had been!—how 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 eame to the
door. He passed out ss his servant entered,

*The persons are here, Monsiear,"

He felt that the man must be pot rid of at once,
He must not be allowed to know where the picture was
being taken to. There was something 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 something to read, and
reminding him that they were to meet at cight-fifteen
that evening,

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

In two or three minutes there was another knock,
and Mr. Hubbard himself, the celebrated frame-maker
of South Audley Street, came in with a somewhat rough-
looking young assistant. Mr, Hubbard was a florid, red-
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whiskered little man, whose admiration for art was con-
siderably tempered by the inveterate impecuniosity of
most of the artists who dealt with him. As a rule, he
never lelt his shop. Ile waited for people to come to
him. But he always made an ¢xception in favour of
Dorian Gray, There was something about Dorian that
charmed everybody. It was a pleasure even to see lim

#What can I do for you, Mr, Gray?” he said, rub-
bing his fat freckled hands, “I thought I would do
myself the honour of coming round in person. I have
just got a beaoty of a frame, sir. DPicked it up at a
gale., Old Floventine. Came from Fonthill, I believe.
Admirably suited for a religious subject, Mr. Gray."

“] am so sorry you have given yourself the trouble
of coming round, Mr. Hubbard, I shall certainly drop
in and look at the frame—though I don't go in much
at present for religions art—but to-day I only want a
picture carried to the top of the house for me It 1%
rather heavy, so I thought I would ask you to lend me
a couple of your men.

“No trouble at all, Mr. Gray. 1 am delighted to be
of any service to you. Which is the work of art, sir?"”

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

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

“I will show you the way, Mr. Hubbard, if you will
Lindly follow me. Or perhaps you had better go in
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front. I am afraid it iz 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. Hubbard, who had the true tradesman's
spirited dislike of seeing a gentleman doing anything
useful, Dorian put his hand to it so as to help them,

“Something of a load to carry, sir,” gasped the little
man, when they reached the top landing, And he
wiped his shiny forchead,

“I am afraid it is rather heavy,” murmured Dorian,
as he unlocked the door that opened into the room that
was 1o keep for him the curious secret of his life and
hide his soul from the eyes of men.

He had not entered the place for more than four
years—not, indeed, since he had used it first as a play-
room when he was a ¢hild, and then as & study when
he grew somewhat older. It was a large, well-pro-
portioned room, which had been specially built by the
last Lord Kelso for the use of the little grandson whom,
for his strange likeness 1o his mother, and also for other
reasons, he had always hated and desired to keep at o
distance. It appeared to Dorian to have but little
changed. There was the huge Italian eassone, with its
fantastically-painted panels and its tarnished gilt-mould-
ings, in which he had so often hidden himself as a boy.
There the satinwood hookcase 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 company
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of hawkers rode by, carrying hooded birds on their
gauntleted wrnsts. How well he remembered it all!
Every moment of his lonely childhood came back to
him as he looked round. He recalled the stainless
purity of his boyish life, and it seemed horrible to him
that it was here the fatal portrait was to be hidden
away., How little he had theught, 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
clse could enter it Beneath its purple pall, the fice
paintcgl 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 shouold he watch
the hideous corruption of his zoul? 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 ncross his life, and purify him, and shield him
from those sins that seemed to be already stirring in
spirit and i 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 Hallward's masterpiece.

No; that was impossible, Hour by hour, and weel
by week, the thing upon the canvas was growing old,
It might escape the hideousness of sin, but the hideons-
ness of age was in store for it. The cheeks would be-
come hollow or flaceid.  Yellow crow’s-fieet wuuld'nrr_tp
round the fading eyes and moke them horrible. ‘The
hair would lose its brightuess, the mouth weuld gape or
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droop, would be foolish or gross, as the mouths of old
men are, There would be the wrinkled throat, the cold,
blue-veined hands, the twisted body, that he remembered
in the grandfather who had been so stern to him in his
boyhood. ‘Fhe picture had to be concealed. There
was no help for it.

“Bring it in, Mr. Hubbard, please,” he said, wearily,
turning round. I am sorry T kept you so long. I was
thinking of something else,”

“Always glad to have a rest, Mr Gray,” answered
the frame-maker, who was still gasping for breath,
“Where shall we put it, sir?™

“0h, anywhere, Here: this will do. 1 don't want
to have it hung up. Just lean it apainst the wall,
Thanks."

“Might one look at the work of art, sir?"

Dorian started. “It would not interest you, Mr.
THubbard® 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 concealed
the secret of his life. *“I sha'n't trouble you any more
now, 1 am much obliged for your kindness in coming
round.”

“Not at all, not at all, Mr. Gray. Ever ready to do
anything for you, sir” And Mr. Hubbard tramped
downstairs, followed by the assistant, who glanced back
at Dorian with a look of shy wonder in his rough, un.
comely face. He had never seen anyvone =0 marvellous.

When the sound of their footsteps had died away,
Dorian locked the deor, and put the key in his pocket,
He felt safe now. No one would ever look upon the
horrible thing, No cye but his would ever see his shame,
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On reaching the library he found that it was just
after five o'clock, and that the tea had been already
Lrought up, On a little table of dark perfumed wood
thickly incrusted with nacre, a present from Lady Radley,
his guardian's wife, a pretty pmﬁ:ﬁ'imnnl invalid, who
had spent the preceding winter in Cairg, 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 fames’s
(Faszeite had been placed on the tea-tray, It was evident
that Victor had returned. He wondered if he had met
ihe men in the hall as they were leaving the house, and
had wormed owt of them what they had been doing.
He would be sure to miss the picture—had no doubt
missed it already, while he had been laying the tea-
things. The screen had not been set back, and a blank
space was visible on the wall. Perhaps some night he
might find him creeping upstairs and trying to force the
door of the room. It was a horrible thing to have a
spy in one’s house. He had heard of rich men who
had been blackmailed all their lives by some servant
who had read a letter, or overheard a conversatiom, or
picked up a card with an address, or found beneath a
pillew a withered flower or a shred of crumpled lace.

He sighed, and, having poured himselfl out some tea,
opened Lord Henry's note, It was simply to say that
he zent him round the evening paper, and a book that

- might interest him, and that he would be at the club
at eight-fifteen, He opened Fhe S4 Jamser's langudly,
and locked through it. A red pencilmark on the fifth
page caught his eye. It drew nltennnn to the following
paragraph:—

The Bicfure of Darian Gray. 11
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“INQUEST ON AN ACTRESS,—An inquest was held
this morning at the Bell Tavern, Hoxton Road, by Mr.
Dianby, the District Coroner, on the body of Sibyl Vane,
a young acifess recently engaged at the Royal Theatre,
Holborn, A wverdict of death by misadventure was re-
turned. Considerable sympathy was expressed for the
mother of the deceased, who was greatly affected dur-
ing the giving of her own evidence, and that of Dr,
Birrell, who had made the post-mortem examination of
the deceased.”

He frowned, and, tearing the paper in two, went
across the room and flung the picces away. How uply
it all was! And how horribly real ugliness made things!
He felt a little annoyed with Lord Henry for having
sent him the report.  And it was certainly stupid of
him to have marked it with red pencil. Victor might
have read it. The man knew more than enough English
for that.

Perhiaps he had read it, and had begun to suspect
something. And, yet, what did it matter? What had
Dorian Gray to do with Sibyl Vane's death? There was
nothing to fear. Dorian Gray had not killed her,

His eye fell on the yellow book that Lord Henty
had sent him. What was it, he wondered. He went
towards the little pearl-coloured octagonal stand, that
had always locked to him like the work of some strange
Egyptian bees that wrought in silver, and taking up the
volume, fung himself into an armechair, and began to
tum over the leaves, After a [ew minutes he became
absorbed. It was the strangest book that he had ever

o
read. It scemed to him that in exquisite raiment, and
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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 every century execept
his own, and to sum up, as it were, in himself the
variows moods through which the world-spirit had ever
passed, loving for their mere artificiality those renuncia-
tions 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 arges and of
archaisms, of technical expressions and of elaborate
paraphrases, that characterises the work of some of the
finest artists of the French school of Syméolistes. There
were in it metaphors as monstrous as orchids, and as
subtle in colour. The life of the senses was described
in the terms of mystical philosophy, One hardly knew
at times whethér one was reading the spiritual ecstasies
of some medizeval saint or the morbid confessions of a
modern sinner, It was a poisonous book. The heavy
odour of incense seemed to cling about its pages and
to trouble the brain, The mere cadence of the sen-
tences, the subtle monotony of their music, so full as it
was of complex refrains and movements elaborately re-
peated, produced in the mind of the lad, as he passed
from chapter to chapter, a form of reverie, 2 malady of

"
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dreaming, that made him unconscious of the falling day
and creeping shadows,

Cloudless, and pierced by cne solitary star, a copper-
green sky pleamed through the windows. He read on
by its wan light till he could read no more. Then,
after his valet had reminded him séveral times of the
lateness of the hour, he got up, and, going into the
next room, placed the book on the hutle Florentine
table that always stood at his bedside, and began to
dress for dinner.

It was almost nine o'clock before he reached the
club, where he found Lord Henry sitting alone, «in the
morning-room, looking very much bored.

“T am so sorry, Harry,” he cried, “but really it is
entirely your fanlt. That book you sent me so fascinated
me that I forgot how the time was going.”

“Yes: I thovght you would like it,” replied his host,
rising from his chair.

“I didn't say I liked it, Harey. I said it fascinated
me, There is a great difference.”

YAh, you have discovered that?” murmured Lord
Henry, And they passed into the dining-room.
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CHAPTER XI.

For years, Dorian Gray could not free himself from
the influence of this book. Or perhaps it would be more
accurate to say that he never sought to free himself
from it. He procured from Paris no less than nine
large-paper copies of the first edition, and had them
bound in different colours, so that they might soit his
various moods and the changing fancies of a nature
over which he seemed, at times, to have almost entirely
lost control. The hero, the wonderful young Parisian,
in whom the romantic and the scientific temperaments
were 50 strangely blended, became to him a kind of
prefiguring type of himself. And, indeed, the whoele
book seemed to him to contain the story of his own life,
written before he had lived it

In one point he was more fortunate than the novel's
fantastic hero. He never knew—never, indeed, had any
caust to know—that somewhat grotesque dread of mir-
rors, and polished metal surfaces, and still water, which
came upon the young Parisian so early in his life, and
was occasioned by the sudden decay of a beauty that
had once, apparently, been so remarkable. It was with
an almost cruel joy—and perhaps in nearly every joy,
as certainly in every pleasure, cruelty has ils place—
that he used to read the latter part of the book, with
its really tragic, if somewhat over-emphasised, account
of the sorrow and despair of one who had himself lost
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what in others, and in the world, he had most dearly
valued.

For the wonderful beauty that had so fascinated
Basil Hallward, and many others besides him, seemed
never to leave him. Esen those who had heard the
most evil things against him, and from time to time
stranpe rumoars 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 himsell
unspolted from the world. Men who talked prossly
became silent when Dorian Gray entered the room.
There was something in the purity of his face that re-
buked them. His mere presence seemed to recall to
them the memory of the innocence that they had
tarnished. They wondered how one so charming and
graceful as he was could have escaped the stain of an
age that was at once sordid and sensual,

Often, on returning home from one of those mysterious
and prolonged absences that gave rise to such strange
conjecture among those who were his friends, or thought
that they were so, he himsell would crecp upstairs to
the locked room, open the door with the key that never
left him now, and stand, with a mirror, In front of the
portrait that Basil Hallward had painted of him, locking
now at the evil and aging face on the canvas, and now
at the fair young face that lamghed back at him from
the polished plass. The very sharpness of the contrast
used to quicken hiz sense of pleasure, He grew more
and more enomoured of his own beauty, more and mare
interested in the corruption of his own soul, He would
examine with minute care, and sometimes with a men-
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strous and terrible delight, the hideons lines that seared
the wrinkling forchead 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 beside the coarse bloated
hands of the picture, and smile. He mocked the mis-
shapen body and the failing limbs,

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 hatl brought upon his soul, with a pity that was all
the more poignant because it was purely selfish. But
moments such as these were rare. That curiesity about
life which Lord Henry had first stirred in him, as they
sat together in the garden of their friend, seemed to in-
crease with gratification. The more he knew, the more
he desired to know. He had mad hungers that grew
maore ravenous as he fed them.

Yet he was not really reckless, at any rate in his
relations to society. Once or twice every 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 musicians
of the day to charm his guests with the wonders of their
art. His little dinners, in the settling of which Lord
Henry always assisted him, were 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
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silver. Indeed, 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 something of the real culture of the
scholar with all the grace and distinction and perfect
manner of a eitizen of the world. To them he seemed
to be of the company of those whom Dante describes
ns having sought to “make themselves perfect by the
worship of beauty.” Like Gautier, he was one for whom
“the visible world existed.”

And, certainly, to him Life itself was the first, the
greatest, of the arts, and for it all the other arts sfemed
to be but a preparation. Fashion, by which what is
really fantastic becomes for a moment universal, and
Dandyism, which, in its own way, is an attempt to assert
the absolute modernity of beauty, had, of course, their
fascination for him, His mode of dressing, and the
particular styles that from time to time he affected, had
their marked influence on the young exquisites of the
Mayfair balls and Pall Mall club windows, who copied
him in everything that he did, and tried to reproduce
the accidental charm of his graceful, though to him only
half-serions, fopperies.

For, while he was but too ready to accept the posi-
tion that was almost immediately offered to him on his
coming of age, and found, indeed, a subtle pleasure 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® once had been, yet in his
inmost heart he desired to be something more than a
mere arfifer elegantiarnm, to be consulted on the wear-
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ing of a jewel, or the knotting of a necktie, or the con-
duct of a cane. He sought to elaborate some new
scheme of life that would have its reasoned philosophy
and its ordered principles, to find in the spiritualising
of the senses its highest realisation.

The worship of the senses has often, and with much
justice, been decried, men feeling a natural instinet of
terror about passions and sensations that seem stronger
than themselves, and that they are conscious of sharing
with the less highly organised forms of existence. DBut
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 ele
ments of a new spirituality, of which a fine instinet
for beauty was to be the dominant eharacteristic, As
he looked back upon man moving through History, he
was haunted by a feeling of loss. So much had been
surrendered! and to such little purposel There had
been mad, wilful rejections, monstrons forms of selfs
torture and self-denial, whose origin was fear, and whose
result was a degradation infinitely more terrible than
that fancied degradation from which, in their ignorance,
they had sought to escape, Nature, in her wonderful
irony, driving out the anchorite to feed with the wild
animals of the desert and giving to the hermit the beasts
of the field as his companions.

Yes: there was to be, as Lord Henry had prophesied,
a new Hedonism that was to recreate life, and to save
if from that harsh, uncomely puritanism that is having,
in ‘our own day, ils corious revival, It was to have its
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service of the intellect, certainly; yet, it was never to
accept apy theory or system that would involve the
sacrifice of any mode of passionate experience. Its sim,
indeed, was to be experience itself, and not the fruits
of experience, sweet or bitter as they might be. OF the
asceticism that deadens the senses, as of the vulpar pro-
fligacy that dulls them, it was to know nothing. But it
was to teach man to concentrate himself upon the mo-
ments 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 us almost enamoured of death, or one of
those nights of horror and misshapen joy, when tHrough
the chambeérs of the brain sweep phantoms more lemible
than reality itsell, and instinct with that wivid life that
lurks in all grotesques, and that lends to Gothic art its
enduring vitality, this art being, one might fancy, espe-
cially 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.
In black fantastic shapes, dumb shadows crawl into the
corners of the room, and crouch there. Outside, there
is the stirring of birds among the leaves, or the sound
of men going forth to their work, or the sigh and sob
of the wind coming down from the hills, and wandering
round the silent hoose, as though it feared to wake the
sleepers, and yet must needs call forth sleep from her
purple cave. Veil after veil of thin dusky gauze is lifted,
and by degrees the forms and colours of things are
restored to them, and we watch the dawn remaking the
world in its antique pattern. The wan mirrors get back
their mimic life. The flameless tapers stand where we
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had left them, and beside them lies the halfcut 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 resume it where we had left off, and there steals
over us a terrible sense of the necessity for the con-
tinuance of energy in the same wearisome round of
stereotyped habits, or a wild longing, it may be, that our
evelids might open some morning upon a world that
had been refashioned anew in the darkness for our
pleasare, a world in which things would have fresh
shapes and colours; and be changed, or have other
secrets, o 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 pleasure theip
pain.

It was the creation of such worlds as these that
seemed to Dorian Gray to be the true object, or amongst
the true cbjects, of life; and in his search for sensations
that would be at once new and delightful, and possess
that element of strangeness that 15 so essential to romance,
he would often adept certain modes of thought that he
knew 1o be really alien to his nature, abandon himsell
to their subtle influences, and then, having, as it were,
caught their colour and satisfied his intellectual coriosity,
leave them with that curious indifference that is not in-
compatible with a real ardour of temperament, and that
indeed, according to certain modern psychologists, is
often a condition of it,
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It was rumoured of him once that he was about to
join the Roman Catholic communion; and certainly the
Roman ritual had always a great attraction for him.
The daily sacrifice, more awful really than all the sacri-
fices of the antique world, stirred him as much by its
superb rejection of the evidence of the senses as by the
primitive simplicity of its elements and the eternal pathos
of the human tragedy that it sought to symbolise. He
loved to kneel down on the cold marble pavement, and
watch the priest, in his still flowered dalmatic, slowly
and with white hands moving aside the weil of the
tabernacle, or raising aloft the jewelled lantern-shaped
monstrance with that pallid wafer that at times, one
would fain think, is indeed the *‘panis calestis,” 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 Muming censers, that the
grave boys, in their lace and scarlet, tossed into the air
like great pilt fowers, 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 worn grating the true story of
their lives,

But he never fell into the error of arresting his in-
tellectual development by any formal acceptance of creed
or system, or of mistaking, for a house in which to live,
an inn that is but suitable for the sojourn of & night, or
for a few hours of a night in which there are no stars
and the moon is in travail. Mysticism, with its marvel-
lous power of making common things strange to us, and
the subtle antinomianism that always secms to accom-
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pany it, moved him for a season; and for a season he
inclined to the materialistic doctrines of the Darmwinismus
movement in Germany, and found a curious pleasure in
tracing the thoughts and passions of men to some pearly
cell in the brain, or some white nerve in the body, de-
lighting in the conception of the absclute dependence
of the spirit on certain physical conditions, morbid or
healthy, normal or diseased. Yet, a5 has been said of
him before, no theory of life scemed to him to be of
any importance compared with life itself. He felt keenly
conscious of how barren all intellectual speculation is
when eeparated from action and experiment. He knew
that the senses, no less than the soul, have their spiritual
mysteries to reveal.

And so he would now study perfumes, and the
secrets of their manufacture, distilling heavily-scented
oils, and buming odorous gums from the East. He saw
that there was no mood of the mind that had not its
counterpart in the sensuous life, and set himself to dis-
cover their true relations, wondering what there was in
frankincense 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 ofien to elaborate a real psychology of per-
fumes, and to estimate the several influences of sweet-
smelling roots, and secented pollen-laden flowers, or
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
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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 githers, or grave yellow-shawled Tunisians
plucked at the strained strings of monstrous lutes, while
grinning negroes beat monotonously upon copper drums,
and, crouching upon scarlet mats, slim turbaned Indians
blew through long pipes of reed or brass, and charmed,
or feigned to charm, great hooded snakes snd horrible
horned adders. The harsh intervals and shrill discords
of barbaric music stirred him at times when Schubert's
grace, and Chopin’s beautiful sorrows, and the mighty
harmonies of Becthoven himsell, fell unheeded on his
car. 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 civilisa
tions, and loved to touch and try them. He had the
mysterious juraparis of the Rio Negro Indians, that
women are not allowed to Jook at, and that even younths
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 Alfonso de Ovalle heard in Chili, and the so-
norous green jaspers that are found near Cuzeo and
give forth a note of singular sweetness. e had painted
pourds filled with pebbles that ratiled when they were
shaken; the long elarin of the Mexicans, into which the
performer does not blow, but through which he inhales
the air; the harsh fwre of the Amazon tribes, that is
sounded by the sentinels who sit all day long in high
trees, and can be heard, it i3 said, at a distance of
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three leagues; the fepomastli, 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 yeu-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 temple, and of whose doleful sound
he has left us so vivid a description,. The fantastic
character of these instruments fascinated him, and he
felt a curions delight in the thought that Art, like Nature,
has her monsters, things of bestial shape and with
hideous wvoices. Yet, after some time, he wearied of
them, and would sit in his box at the Opers, either
alone or with Lord Henry, listening in rapt pleasure
to “Tannhiuser,” and secing in the prelude to that
great work of art a presentation of the tragedy of his
own soul,

On one occasion he took up the study of jewels,
and appeared at a costume ball as Anne de Joyeuse,
Admiral of France, in a dress covered with five hun-
dred and sixty pearls. This taste enthralled him for
years, and, indeced, may be said never to have left him.
He would often spend a whole day settling and re-
settling 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, famered cinnamon-stones,
orange and violet spinels, and amethysts with their
alternate layers of ruby and sapphire. He loved the
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red gold of the sunstone, and the moonstone's pearly
whiteness, and the broken rainbow of the milky opal,
He procured from Amsterdam three emeralds of ex-
traordinary size and richness of colour, and had a
turquoise de fa wiedlle rocke that was the envy of all the
CONMOISSEUTs.

He discovered wonderful stories, also, about jewels,
In Alphonso's # Clericalis Disciplina™ a serpent was men-
tioned with eyes of real jacinth, and in the romantic
history of Alexander, the Congueror of Emathia was
said to have found in the vale of Jordan snakes “with
collars of real emeralds growing on their backs” @here
was 4 pem in the brain of the dragon, Philostratus told
us, and “by the exhibition of golden letters and a
scarlet robe,” the monster could be thrown into a
magical sleep, and slain. According to the great alche-
mist, Pierre de Boniface, the diamond rendered a man
invisible, and the agate of India made him eloquent
The cornelian appeased anger, and the hyacinth pro-
voked sleep, and the amethyst drove away the fumes
of wine, The garnet cast out demons, and the hydro-
picus 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 cerlain antidote against peoison. 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 Demo-
critus, kept the wearer from any danger by fire.

The King of Ceilan rode through his city with a
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large ruby in his hand, as the ceremony of his corona-
tion. 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."
Crwer 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 Ameriea™ it was stated that
in the chamber of the queen one could behold “all the
chaste ladies of the world, inchased out of sillver, look-
ing through fair mirrours of chrysolites, carbuncles,
zapphires, and greene emeranlts” Marco Polo had seen
the inhabitants of Zipangu place rose-coloured peatls in
the mouths of the dead. A sea.monster had been
enamonred of the pearl that the diver brought to King
Perozes, and had slain the thief, and mourned for seven
moons over its loss, When the Huns lured the king
into the great pit, he flung it 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 to a certain
Venetian & rosary of three hundred and four pearls,
one for every god that he worshipped.

When the Duke de Valentinois, son of Alexander VI,
wisited Louis XII. of France, his horse was loaded with
gold leaves, according to Brantéme, and his cap had
double rows of rubies that threw out a great light
Charles of England had ridden in stirrups hung with
four hondred and twenty-one diamonds. Richard IL
had a coat, valued at thirty thouwsand marks, which was
covered with balas rubies, Hall described Henry VIIL,
on his way to the Tower previous to his coronation, as
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wearing “a jacket of raised gold, the placard em-
broidered with diamonds and other rich stones, and a
great bauderike about his neck of large balasses™ The
favourites of James I wore earrings of emeralds set in
gold filigrane. Edward IL gave to Piers Gaveston a
suit of red-gold armour studded with jacinths, a collar
of gold roses set with turquoise-stones, and a skull-cap
partemd with pearls, Henry 1L wore jewelled gloves
reaching to the elbow, and had a hawk-glove sewn with
twelve rubies and fifty-two great orients. The ducal hat
of Charles the Rash, the last Duke of Burgundy of his
race, was hung with pear-shaped pearls, and stadded
with sapphires.

How exquisite life had once been! How gorgeous
in its pomp and decoration! Ewven te read of the
luxury of the dead was wonderful,

Then he turned his attention to embroideries, and
to the tapestries that performed the office of frescoes in
the chill rooms of the Northern nations of Europe, As
he investigated the subject—and he always had an
extraordinary faculty of becoming absolutely absorbed
for the moment in whatever he took up—he was al-
most saddened by the reflection of the min that Time
brought on beauntiful 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 passed to? Where
was the great crocus-coloured robe, on which the pods
fought against the pgiants, that had been worked by
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brown girls for the pleasure of Athena? Where, the
huge velarium that Nero had stretched across the Co-
losseum at Rome, that Titan sail of purple on which
was represented the starry sky, and Apollo driving a
chariot drawn by white gilt-reined steeds? He longed
to see the curious table-napkins wrought for the Priest
of the Sun, on which were displayed all the dainties
and viands that could be wanted for a feast; the mor-
tuary cloth of King Chilperic, with its three hundred
golden bees; the fantastic robes that excited the in-
dignation of the Bishop of Pontus, and were figured
with *lions, panthers, bears, dogs, forests, rocks, hunters
—all, in fact, that a painter can copy from nature;"
and the coat that Charles of Orleans once wore, on
the sleeves of which were embroidered the verses of a
song beginning ‘" Madame, je suwir fowt joyenx,” the
musical accompaniment of the words being wrought in
gold thread, and each note, of square shape in those
days, formed with four pearls. He read of the room
that was prepared at the palace at Rheims for the use
of Queen Joan of 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 buotterflies, whose wings were
similarly omamented with the arms of the queen, the
whole worked in gold” Catherine de Médicis had 2
mourning-bed made for her of black velvet powdered with
crescents and suns.  Its curtains were of damask, with
leafy wreaths and garlands, figured wpon a gold and
silver ground, and fringed along the edges with broideries
of pearls, and it stood in A room hong with rows of
the gueen's devices in cot black velvet upon cloth of
fa*
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silver. Louis XIV. had gold-embroidered caryatides
fifteen feet high in his apartment. The state bed of
Sobieski, King of Poland, was made of Smyrpa gold
brocade embroidered 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 Mohammed had
stood beneath the tremulous gilt of its canopy.

And so, for a whole year, he sought to accumulate
the most exquisite specimens that he conld find of
textile and embroidered work, getting the dainty.Delhi
musling, finely wrought with pold-threaded palmates,
and stitched over with iridescent beetles' wings; the
Dacca gauzes, that from their transparency are known
in the East as “woven air," and “running water,” and
“evening dew;" strange figured cloths from Java; ela-
borate yellow Chinese hangings; books bound in tawny
satins or fair blue silks, and wrought with fenrr &e s,
birds, and images; veils of Jeer worked in Hupgary
point; Sicilisn brocades, and stif Spanish  velvets;
Georgian work with its pilt coins, and Japanese Fou-
kousas with their green-toned golds and their marvel-
lously plumaged birds _

He had a special passion, also, for ecclesiastical
vestments, as indeed he had for everything connected
with the service of the Church. In the long cedar
chests that lined the west gallery of his house he had
stored away many rare and beautiful specimens of what
is really the raiment of the Tiride of Christ, who must
wear purple and jewels and fine linen that she may hide
the pallid macerated body that is worn by the suffering
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that she seeks for, and wounded by self-inflicted pain.
He possessed a porgeous cope of crimson silk and gold-
thread damask, figured with a repeating pattern of golden
pomegranates set in six-petalled formal blossoms, beyond
which on either side was the pine-apple device wrought
in seecd-pearls. The orphreys were divided into panels
representing scenes from the life of the Virgin, and the
coronation of the Virgin was fizured in coloured silks
upon the hood, This was Italian work of the fifteenth
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 diaper of
red and gold silk, and were starred with medallions of
many saints and martyrs, among whom was St. Sebastian,
He had chasubles, also, of amber-coloured silk, and blue
silk and gold brocade, and yellow silk damask and cloth
of gold, figured with representations of the Passion and
Crucifixion of Christ, and embroidered with lions and
peacocks and other emblems; dalmatics of white satin
and pink silk damask, decorated with tulips and dolphins
and Aewrs de lyr; altar frontals of crimson velvet and
blue linen; and many corporals, chalice-veils, and sudaria.
In the mystic offices to which such things were put there
was something that quickened his imagination.

For these treasures, and everything that he collected
in his lovely house, were to be to him means of forget-
fulness, 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
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locked room where he had cpent so much of his boys
hood, he had hung with his own hands the terrible
portrait whose changing features showed him the real
degradation of his life, and in front of it had draped
the purple-and-gold pall as a curtain. For weeks he
would not go there, would forget the hideous painted
thing, and get back his light heart, his wonderful joyous-
ness, his passionate absorption in mere existence, Then,
suddenly, some night he would creep out of the house,
go down to dreadful places near Blue Gate Fields, and
stay there, day after day, until he was driven away. On
his return he would sit in front of the picture, some-
times loathing it and himself, but filled, at other fimes,
with that pride of individualism that is half the fascina-
tion of sin, and smiling, with secret pleasure, 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 England, and gave up the villa that he had
sharéd at Trouville with Lord Henry, as well as the
little white walled-in house at Algiers where they had
more than once spent the winter, He hated to be
separated from the picture that was such a part of his
life, and was also afraid that during his absence some-
one might pain access to the room, in spite of the ela-
borate bars that he had caused to be placed upon the
door.

He was quite conscious that this would tell them
nothing, It was true that the portrait still preserved,
under all the foulness and ugliness of the face, its
marked likeness to himself; but what could they learn
from that? He would laugh at anyone who tried to
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taunt him. He had not painted it. What was it to
him how vile and full of shame it locked? Ewven 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 gorgecus splendoor of his mode of
life, he would suddenly leave his guests and rush back
to town to see that the door had not been tampered
with, and that the picture was still there. What if it
should be stolen? The mere thought made him cold
with *horror,  Surely the world would know his secret
then. Perhaps the world already suspected it.

For, while he fascinated many, there were not a few
who distrusted him, He was very nearly black-balled
at 2 West End club of which his birth and social posi-
tion fully entitled him to become a member, and it was
said that on one occasion, when he was brought by a.
friend into the smoking-room of the Churchill, the Duke
of Berwick and another gentleman got up in a marked
manner and went out,  Curious stories became current
about him after he had passed his twenty-filth year, It
was rumoured that he had been zeen brawling with
foreign sailors in a low den in the distant parts of
Whitechapel, and that he consorled with thieves and
coiners and knew the mysteries of their trade. His
extraordinary absences became notorious, and, when he
used to reappear again in society, men would whisper
to each other in corners, or pass him with a sneer, or
look at him with cold searching eyes, as though they
were determined to discover his secrel,
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Of such insolences and attempted slights he, of
course, took no notice, and in the opinion of most peaple
his frank debonair manner, his charming boyish smile,
and the infinite grace of that wonderful youth that
seemed never to leave him, were in themselves a suf-
ficient answer to the calummies, for 5o they termed them,
that were circulated about him. It was remarked, how-
ever, that some of those who had been most intimate
with him appeared, after a time, to shun him. Women
who had wildly adored him, and for his sake +had
Lraved all soeial censure and set convention at defiance,
were seen to grow pallid with shame or horror if Dorian
Gray entered the room.

Yet these whispered scandals only increased in the
eyes of many, his strange and dangerous charm. His
great wealth was a certain element of security. Society,
civilised society at least, is never very ready to believe
anything to the detriment of those who are both rich
and fascinating. It feels instinctively that manners are
of more importance than morals, and, in its opinion, the
highest respectability is of muoch less value than the
possession of a good chefl And, after all, it is a very
poor consolation to be told that the man who has given
one a bad dinner, or poor wine, is irreproachable in his
private life. Ewven the cardinal virtues cannot atone for
half-cold emtrées, 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 absolutely essential to it. It should have the
dignity of a ceremony, as well as its unreality, and
should combine the insincere character of a romantic
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play with the wit and beauty that make such plays de-
lightful to us. Is insincerity such a terrible thing? I
think not, It is merely a method by which we can
multiply onr 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, & complex
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 varous portraits of those
whosze blood flowed in hiz veins. Here was I’hi]'ip
Herbert, described by Francis Oshorne, in his “Memoires
on the Reigns of Queen Elizabeth and King James”
as one who was “caressed by the Court for his hand-
some 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 al-
most withont cause, pgive utterance, in Basil Hallward's
studio, to the mad prayer that had so changed his life?
Here, in gold-embroidered red doublet, jewelled surcoat,
and gilt-edged ruff and wrist-bands, stood Sir Anthony
Sherard, with his silver-and-black armour piled at his
feet. What had this man's legacy beeny Had the lover
of Giovanna of Naples bequeathed him some inheritance
of sin and shame? Were his own actions merely the
dreams that the dead man had not dared to realise?
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Here, from the fading canvas, smiled Lady Elizabeth
Devereux, in her gauze hood, pear] stomacher, and pink
slashed sleeves. A flower was in her right hand, and
her 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 her lovers. Had he
something of her temperament in him? These oval
heavy-lidded eyes seemed to look curicusly 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 feemed
to be twisted with disdain, Delicate lace ruffies fell over
the lean yellow hands that were so overladen with rings.
He had been a macaroni of the eighteenth century, and
the friend, in his youth, of Lord Ferrars. What of the
second Lord Beckenham, the companion of the FPrince
Regent in his wildest davs, and one of the witnesses at
the secret marriage with Mrs. Fitzherbert? How proud
and handsome he was, with his chestnut curls and in-
solent posel What passions had he bequeathed? The
world had looked upon him as infamous. He had led
the orgies at Carlton House. The star of the Garter
ghttered upon his breast. Beside him hung the portrait
of his wife, a pallid, thin-lipped woman in black. Her
blood, also, stirred within him, How curious it all
seemed! And his mother with her Lady Hamilton face,
and her moist wine-dashed lips—he knew what he had
got from her. He had got from her his beauty, and his
passion for the beauty of others. She laughed at him in
her loose Bacchante dress, There were vine leaves in
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her hair. The purple spilled from the cup she was
holding. The carnations of the painting had withered,
but the eyes were still wonderful in their depth and
brilliancy of colour. They seemed to follow him
wherever he went.

Yet one had ancestors in literature, as well as in
one’s own race, nearer perhaps in type and tempera-
ment, many of them, and cerlainly with an influence of
which one was more absplutely conscious. There were
times when it appeared to Dorian Gray that the whole
of history was merely the record of his own life, not as
he had lived it in act and circumstance, but as his
imagination had created it for him, as it had been in
his brain and in his passions. He felt that he had
known them all, those strange terrible figures that had
passed across the stage of the world and made sin so
marvellous and evil so full of subtlety. It seemed to
him that in some mysterions way their lives had been
his own,

The here of the wonderful novel that had so in-
fluenced his life had himsell known this curious fanecy.
In the seventh chapter he tells how, crowned with laurel,
lest lightning might strike him, he had sat, as Tiberius,
in a garden at Capri, reading the shameful books of
Elephantis, while dwarfs and peacocks strutted round
him and the flute-player mocked the swinger of the
censer; and, as Caligula, had caroused with the green-
shirted jockeys in their stables, and supped in an ivory
manger with a jewel-frontleted horse; and, as Domitian,
had wandered throogh a comidor lined with marble
mirrors, looking round with hagpard eyes for the reflec-
tion of the dagger that was to end his days, and sick
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with that ennui, that ternble fedivm wite, 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 Btreet of
Pomegranates to a House of Gold, and heard men cry
on Nero Ceesar 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 m:u'riage to the Sun.

Over and over again Dorian used to read this
fantastic cha.pler, and the two -l:haptcrs :mml:dwtcly
following, in which, as in some curions T.ﬂp!:bh’ll.‘ﬁ or
cunningly-wrought enamels, were pictured the awful and
beautiful forms of those whom Viee and Blood and
Weariness had made monstrous or mad: Filippo, Duke
of Milan, who slew his wife, and painted her lips with a
scarlet poison that her lover might suck death from the
dead thing he fondled; Pietro Barbi, the Venetian, known
a5 Paul the Second, who sought in his vanity to assume
the title of Formosus, and whose tiara, valued at two
hundred thousand 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 Fratricide riding beside him,
and his mantle stained with the blood of Perotto; Pietro
Riario, the young Cardinal Archbishop of Florence, child
and minion of Sixtus IV, whose beauty was equalled
only by his debauchery, and who received Leonora of
Aragon in a pavilion of white and erimson silk, filled
with nymphs and centaurs, and gilded a boy that he
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might serve 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 bleod, as other
men have for red wine—the son of the Fiend, as was
reported, and one who had cheated his father at dice
when gambling with him for his own soul; Giambattista
Cike, who in mockery took the name of Innocent, and
into whose torpid veins the blood of three lads was in-
fused by a Jewish doctor; Sigismondo Malatesta, the
lover of Isotta, and the lord of Rimini, whose elfizy was
burned at Rome as the encmy of God and man, who
strangled Polyssena with a napkin, and gave poison to
Ginevra d'Este in a cup of emerald, and in honour of a
shameful passion built a pagan church for Christian
worship; Charles VI, who had so wildly adored his
brother's wife that a leper had warned him of the in-
sanity that was coming on him, and who, when his brain
had sickened and grown strange, could only be soothed
by Saracen cards painted with the images of Love and
Death and Madness; and, in his trimmed jerkin and
jewelled cap and acanthus-like curls, Grifonetto Baglioni,
who slew Astorre with his bride, and Simonetto with his
page, and whose comeliness was such that, as he lay
dying in the yellow piazza of Perugia, those who had
hated him ecould not choose but weep, and Atalanta,
who had cursed him, blessed him.

There was a horrible fascination in them all. He
saw them at night, and they troubled his imagination in
the day. The Renaissance knew of strange manners of
poisoning—poisoning by a helmet and a lighted torch,
by an embroidered glove and a jewelled fan, by a gilded
pomander and by an amber chain. Dorian Gray had
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been poisoned by a book. There were moments when
he looked on evil simply as a mode through which he
could realise his conception of the beautiful,

CHAPTER XIL

IT was on the ninth of November, the eve of his
own thirty-eighth birthday as he often remembered afler-
wards. .

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 ulster turned up. He
had a bag in his hand, Dorian recognised him. It was
Basil Hallward. A strange sense of fear, for which he
could not account, came over him. He made no sign
of recognition, and went on quickly, in the direction of
his own house,

But Hallward had seen him. Dorian heard him
first stopping on the pavement and then hurrying after
him, In a few moments his hand was on his arm.

“Dorian] What an extraordinary piece of luck! 1
have been waiting for you in your library ever since
nine o'clock. Finally 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 particularly wanted
to see you before I left. I thought it was you, or rather
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your fur coat, as you passed me, But T wasnt quite
sure. Didn't you recognise me?"

“In this fog, my dear Basil? Why, I can't even re-
cognise Grosvenor Square. [ believe my house is some-
where about here, but I don't feel at all certain about
it. I am sorry you are going away, as I have not seen
you for ages. DBut I suppose you will be back soon?”

“No: 1 am going to be out of England for six
months, I intend to take a studio in Pars, and shut
myself up till T have finished a great picture I have in
my head. However, it wasn't about myself T wanted to
talk. « Here we are at your door. Let me come in for
2 moment. I have something to say to you

“1 shall be charmed. But won't you miss your
tramn#" said Dorian Gray, languidly, as he passed up
the steps and opened the door with his latch-key.

The lamp-light struggled oot through the fog, and
Hallward looked at his watch. “I have heaps of time”
he answered. “The train doesnt go till twelve-fifteen,
and it 15 only just eleven. In fact, I was on my way
to the club to look for you, when I met you. You see,
I sha'n'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 serious.
Nothing is serious nowadays. At least nothing should
ht-"

Hallward shook his head, as he entered, and followed
Dorian into the library., There was a bright wood fire



gz THE FICTURE OF DORIAN GRAY.

blazing in the large open hearth. The lamps were lit,
and an open Dutch silver spirit-case stood, with some
siphons of soda-water and large cut-glass tumblers, on a
little marqueterie table.

“¥ou see your servant made me quite at home,
Dorian. He gave me everything I wanted, including
your best pold-tipped cigarettes. He is a most hospit-
able creature. I like him much better than the French-
man you used to have, What has become of the French-
man, by-the-bye?"

Dorian shrupged his shoulders. “I believe he married
Lady Radley's maid, and has established her ir Paris
as an English dressmaker, Amglomanide is very fashion-
able over there mow, 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 no-
thing to complain 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 myselfl
There is sure to be some in the next room.”

“Thanks, I won't have anything more,” said the
painter, taking his cap and coat off, and throwing them
on the bag that he had placed in the corner. “And
now, my dear fellow, I want to speak to you seriously.
Don't frown like that  You make it so much more dif-
ficult for me™

“What is it all about?” cried Diorian, in his petulant
way, finging 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
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u]{ iz about yourself,” answered Hallward, in his
grave, deep voice, “and I must say it to you. T shall
only keep you half an hour.”

Dorian sighed, and Iit a cigarette. “Hall an hour!"®
he murmured.

#Tt is not much to ask of you, Dorian, and it is en-
tirely for your own sake that T am speaking. 1 think it
right that you should know that the most dreadful things
are being said against you in London.”

41 don't wish to know anything about them, 1 imre
scandals about other people, but scandals about mysell
don’t interest me. They have not got the charm of
novelty."”

“They must interest you, Dorian. Every gentleman
is interested in his good name. You don't want people
to talk of you as something vile and degraded. OF
course you have your position, and your wealth, and all
that kind of thing. But position and wealth are not
everything,. Mind you, I don't believe these rumours at
all. At least, T can't believe them when I see you,
Sin is a thing that writes itsell across a man's face. It
cannot be concealed. People talk sometimes of secret
vices. There are no such things, 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 mention his name, but you know
him—came to me last year io have his portrait done.
I had never seen him before, and had never heard any-
thing about him at the time, though I have heard o
good deal since. He offered an extravagant price. I
refused him. There was something in the shape of his

The Pickure of Dorian Gray, 13
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fingers that I hated. I know now that T was quite
right in what I fancied about him. His life is dread-
ful. But you, Dorian, with your pure, bright, innocent
face, and your marvellous untroubled youth—I ecan'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, 1
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 gentlemen
in London will neither go to your house nor invite you
to theirs? You used to be a2 friend of Lord Staveley.
I met him at dinner last week,  Your name happened
to come up in conversation, in connection with the
miniatures you have lent to the exhibition at the Dudley.
Staveley curled his lip, and said that you might have
the most artistic tastes, but that you were a man whom
no pure-minded girl shonld be allowed to know, and
whom no chaste woman should sit in the same room
with., I reminded him that I was a friend of yours
and asked him what he meant. He told me. He told
me right out before everybody. It was homible! Why
is your friendship so fatal to young men? There was
that wretched hoy in the Guards who committed suicide,
You were his great friend. There was Sir Henry Ach-
ton, who had to leave England, with a tarnished name.
¥You and he were inseparable. What about Adrian
Singleton, and his dreadful end? What abount Lord
Kent's only son, and his career? 1 met his father
yesterday in St James's Street. He seemed broken with
shame and sorrow., What about the young Duke of
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Perth? What sort of life has he got now? What gentle-
man would associate with him?®

“Stop, Basil. You are talking about things of which
you know nothing,” said Dorian Gray, biting his lip,
and with a note of infinite contempt in his voice, *You
ask me why Berwick leaves a room when I enter it. It
is because 1 know everything about his life, not because
he knows anything about mine. With such blood as
he has in his veins, how could his record be clean?
You ask me about Henry Ashton and young Pertly,
Did I teach the one his vices, and the other his de-
bauchery? If Kent's silly son takes his wife from the
sireets, what is that to me? If Adrian Singleton writes
his friend's name across a bill, am I his keeper? I
know how people chatter in England. The middle
classes air their moral prejudices over their pross dinner-
tablez, and whisper about what they call the profligacies
of their betters in order to try and pretend that they
are in smart society, and on intimate terms with the
people they slander. In this country it is enough for a
man io have distinction and brains for every common
tongue to wag against him.  And what sort of lives do
these people; who pose as being moral, lead themselves?
My dear fellow, you forget that we are in the native
land of the hypocrite."

“Dorian,” eried Hallward, “that is not the guestion.
England is bad enough I know, and English society is
all wrong. That is the reason why I want you to he
finee. You have not been fine. One has o right to
judge of a man by the effect he has over his friends,
Yours seem to lose all sense of honour, of goodness, of
purity. You have filled them with a madness for

13"
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pleasure, They have gone down inte the depths. You
led them there, Yes: you led them there, and yet you
can smile, as you are smiling now. And there is worse
Liehind, I know you and Harry are inseparable. Surely
for that reason, if for none other, you should not have
made his sister’s name a by-word.”

“Take care, Basil, You go too far”

“I must speak, and you must listen. You shall
listen, When you met Lady Gwendolen, not a breath
of scandal had ever touched her. Is there a single
decent woman in London now who would drive with
her "in the Park? Why, even her children ase not
allowed {o live with her. Then there are other stories
—storics that you have been seen creeping at dawn out
of dreadful hovses and slinking in disguse 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-howse, and the life that is led there?
Dorian, you don't know what 15 said about you. 1
won't tell you that I don't want to preach to you, 1
remember Harry saying onee that every man who turned
himsell into an amateur curate for the moment always
began by saying that, and then proceeded to break his
word, I do want to preach to you, I want you to
lead such a life as will make the world respect you, I
want you to have a clean name and a fair record. I
want you to get rid of the dreadful people you associate
with, Don't shrug your shoulders Bike that.  Don't be
s0 indifferent. You have a wonderful influence, Let it
be for good, not for evil. They say that you corrupt
evervone with whom you become intimate, and that it



THE PICTURE OF DORIAN GRAY. 197

is quite sufficient for you to enter a house, for shame
of some kind to follow after. I don’t know whether it
is so or not. How should I know? But it is said of
you, I am told things that it seems impossible to doubt.
Lord Gloucester was one of my greatest friends at Ox-
ford. He showed me a letter that his wife had written
to him when she was dying alone in her villa at Mentone,
Your name was implicated in the most terrible confes-
sion 1 ever read. I told him that it was absurd—that
I knew vou thoroughly, and that you were incapable of
anything of the kind. XKnow you? I wonder do I
know,you? Before I could answer that, I should have
to see your soul'

“T'a see my soull” muttered Dorian Gray, starting
up from the sofa and turning slmost white from fear.

“¥es" answered Hallward, gravely, and with deep-
toned sorrow in his voice—*to see your soul. But only
God can do that”

A bitter laugh of mockery broke from the lips of
the younger man. “You shall see it yourself, to-night!”
he cried, seizing a lamp from the table, *“Come; it is
your own handiwork. Why shouldn't you look at it?
You ean tell the world all about it aflerwards, if you
choose, Nobody would believe you, If they did be-
lieve you, they would like me all the better for it T
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 ook
on it face to face”

There was the madness of pride in every word he
uttered. He stamped his foot upon the ground in his
boyish insolent manner. He felt a terrible joy at the
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thought that someone else was to share his secret, and
that the man who had painted the portrait that was the
origin of all his shame was to be burdened for the rest
of his life with the hideous memory of what he had
done.

“¥Yes” he continued, coming closer to him, and
looking steadfastly into his stern eyes, “I shall show you
my soul. You shall see the thing that you fancy only
God can see”

Hallward started back. *“This is blasphemy, 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.

“] know so, As for what I smd to you to-night, I
said it for your goed. You know I have been always a
staunch friend to you.”

“Don't touch me, Finish what you have to say."

A twisted flash of pain shot across the painter’s face,
He paused for a moment, and a wild feeling of pity
came over him. After all, what right had he to pry
into the life of Dorian Gray? If he had done a tithe
of what was rumourad about him, how much he must
have suffered! 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.

“] 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 pive 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 shall
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believe you, Deny them, Dorian, deny them! Can't you
see what I am going through? My God! don't tell me
that you are bad, and corrupt, and shameful."

Dorian Gray smiled. There was a curl of contempt
in his lips. *“Come upstairs, Basil,” he said, quietly.
#I keep a diary of my life from day to day, and it never
leaves the room in which it is written. 1 shall show it
o you if you come with me.”

“I shall come with you, Dorian, if you wish it. I
sec T have missed my train. That makes no matter. I
can go to-morrow. Dut don't ask me to read anything
to-pight. Al T want is a plain answer to my question.”

“That shall be given to you upstairs. I could not
give it here, You will not have to read long.”

CHAPTER XIL

He passed out of the room, and began the ascent,
Basil Hallward following close behind. They walked
softly, as men do instinctively at might The lamp cast
fautastic shadews 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 khowing, Basil?* he asked,
in a low voice

ll'i"eshn

“] ama delighted,” he answered, smiling. Then he
added, somewhat harshly, *VYou are the one man in the
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world who is entitled to know everything about me.
You have had more to do with my life than you think™:
and, taking up the lamp, he opened the door and went
in. A cold current of air passed them, and the light
shot up for a moment in a flame of murky orange. He
shuddered. “Shut the door behind vou,” he whispered,
as he placed the lamp on the table

Hallward glanced round him, with a puzzled ex-
pression.  The room looked as if it had not been lived
in for years. A faded Flemish tapestry, a curtained
picture, an old Italinn cassone, and an almost empty
Lookease—that was a1l that it seemed to contain, Tesides
a chair and a table. As Dortan Gray was lighting a
halfburned candle that was standing on the mantelshelf,
he saw that the whole place was covered with dust, and
that the carpet was in holes. A mouse ran seuffling
behind the wainscoting. There was a damp odour of
mildew,

“So you think that it is only God who sees the
sonl, 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,” muitered
Hallward, frowning.

“You won't? Then I must do it myself” said the
young man; and he tore the curtain from its rod, and
flung it on the ground.

An exclamation of horror broke from the painter’s
lips as be saw in the dim light the hideous face on the
canvas prinning at him. There was something in its
expression that filled him with disgust and loathing.
Good heavens! it was Dorian Gray's own face that he
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was looking at! The horror, whatever it was, had not
yet entirely spoiled that marvellous beauty. There was
still some gold in the thinning hair and some scarlet on
the sensual mouth, The sodden eyes had kept some-
thing of the loveliness of their blue, the noble curves
had not yet completely passed away from chiselled
nostrils and from plastic throat, Yes, it was Dorian
himself. But who had done it? He scemed to recognise
his own brushwork, and the frame was his own design.
The idea was monstrous, yet he felt afraid. He seized
the lighted candle, and held it to the picture. In the
left-hand corner was his own name, traced in long letters
of bright vermilion.

It was some foul parody, some infamous, ignoble
satire. He had never done that.  5till, it was his own
picture. He knew it, and he felt as if his blood had
changed in & moment from fire to sluggish ice, His
own picture! What did it mean? Why had it altered?
He turned, and looked at Dorian Gray with the eyes of
& sick man. His mouth twitched, and his parched
tongue seemed unable to articulate. He passed his hand
across his forehead. Tt was dank with clammy sweat.

The young man was leaning against the mantel-
shelf, watching him with that strange expression that
one sees on the faces of those who are absorbed in a
play when some great artist is acting. There was neither
real sorrow in it mor real joy. There was simply the
passion of the spectator, with perhaps a flicker of triumph
in his eyes. He had taken the flower out of his coat,
and was smelling it, or pretending to do so.

“What does this mean?” cried Hallward at last, His
own voice sounded shrill and curious in his ears.
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“Years apo, when I was a boy,” said Dorian Gray,
crushing the flower in his hand, “you met me, flattered
me, and taught me to be vain of my good looks, One
day you introduced me to a friend of yours, who ex-
plained to me the wonder of youth, and you finished a
portrait of me that revealed to me the wonder of beauty.
In a mad moment, that, even now, I don't know whether
I regret or not, T made a wish, perhaps yon would call
it a prayer ...

“T remember it! Oh, how well I remember it! Nol
the thing is impossible. The room is damp, Mildew
has pot into the canvas, The paints I=used had some
wrelched 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 forchead
against the cold mist-stained glass,

“You told me you had destroyed it”

“] was wrong, It has destroyed me.”

“I don't believe it is my picture.”

“Can't you see your ideal in it?" said Dorian,
bitterly.

"My ideal, as you call it . . .”

Az you called it"

“There was nothing evil in i, nothing shameful,
You were to me such an ideal as I shall never meet
again.  This is the face of a satyr."

“t is the face of my soul.”

#Christ! what a thing I must have worshipped! It
has the eyes of a devil.”

“lach of us has Heaven and Hell in him, Basil"
cried Dorian, with a wild gesture of despair,
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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 Le!”™ He held the light up again to the canvas, and
examined it. The surfice scemed to be quite un-
disturbed, and as he had left it It was from within,
apparently, that the foolness and homor had come.
Through some strange quickening of inner life the
leprosies of sin were slowly eating the thing away. The
rolting 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 Aung himself into
the ricketty chair that was standing by the table 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, Darian,
pray,” he murmured. “What is it that one was taught
to say in one's boyhood? ‘Lead us not into temptation.
Forgive us our sins. Wash away our iniquities” Let
us say that together. The prayer of your pride has
been answered. The prayer of your repentance will be
answered also, I worshipped you too much, 1 am
punished for it. You worshipped yoursell too much,
We are both punished.”

Daorian Gray turned slowly around, and looked at
him with tear-dimmed eyes. *“It is too late, Basil” he
faltered.

“It is mever too late, Dorian. Let s kneel down
and try if we cannot remember a prayer. Isn't there a
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verse somewhere, ‘Though your sins be as scarlet, yet [
will make them as white as snow?' "

“Those words mean nothing to me now.”

“Hush! don’t say that. ¥ou have done encugh 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 uncontrollable feeling of hatred for Basil Hallward
came over him, as though it had been suggested to him
by the image on the canvas, whispered into his ear by
those grinning lips, The mad passions of a hunted
animal stirved within him, and he loathed the min who
was seated at the table, more than in his whole life he
had ever loathed anything. He glanced wildly around.
Something glimmered on the top of the painted chest
that faced him. His eye fell on it, He knew what it
was. It was a knife that he had brought up, some days
before, to cut a piece of cord, and had forgotten to take
away with him. He moved slowly towards it, passing
Hallward as he did so. As soon as he got behind him,
he seized it, and turned round. Hallward stirred in lus
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 homble sound
of someone choking with blood. Three times the out
stretched arms shot up convulsively, waving pgrotesque
stiff-fingered hands in the air. He stabbed him twice
more, but the man did not move. Something began to
trickle on the floor. He waited for a moment, still
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pressing the head down. Then he threw the knife on
the table, and listened.

He could hear nothing, but the drip, drip on the
threadbare carpet. He opened the door and went out
on the landing. The house was absolutely quiet. No
one was about. Tor a few seconds he stood bending
over the balustrade, and peening down inlo the black
seething well of darkness. Then he took out the key
and returned to the room, locking himsell 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 famtastic arms. Had it not been for the red jagged
tear in the neck, and the clotted black pool that was
slowly widening on the table, one would have said that
the man was simply asleep.

How quickly it had all been done! He felt strangely .
calm, and, walking over to the window, opened it, and
stepped out on the balcony, The wind had blown the
fog away, and the sky was like a monstrous peacock's
tail, starred with myriads of golden eyes. He looked
down, and saw the policeman going his rounds and
flashing the long beam of his lantern on the doors of
the silent houses. The crimson spot of & prowling han-
som gleamed at the corner, and then vanished. A woman
in a futtering shawl was ereeping slowly by the railings,
stappening as she went Now and then she stopped,
and peered back. Once, she began 10 sing in a hoarse
voice, The policeman strolled over and said something
to her. She stumbled away, laughing. A bitter blast
swept across the Square. The gaslamps flickered, and
became blue, and the leafless trees shook their black



206 THE PICTURE OF DORIAN GRAY.

iron branches to and fro. He shivered, and went back,
elosing the window behind him.

Having reached the door, he 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 to which all his misery had been due,
had gone out of lus 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, and studded
with coarse turguoises. Perhaps it might be missed by
his servant, and questions would be asked. He hesitated
for a moment, then he turned back and took it from
the table, He eould not help seeing the dead thing.
How still it was! How horribly white the long hands
looked! It was like a dreadful wax image.

Having locked the door behind him, he crept quietly
downstairs. The woodwork creaked, and seemed to cry
put ag if in pain. He stopped several times, and waited.
No: everything was still. It was merely the sound of
his own footsteps.

When he reached the library, he saw the bag and
coat in the corner. They must be hidden away some-
where, He unlocked a secret press that was in the
wainscoting, a press in which he kept his own cunous
disguises, and put them into it. He could easily bum
them afterwards. Then he pulled out his watch, It
was twenty minutes to two,

He sat down, and began to think, Every year—
every month, almost—men were strangled in England
for what he had done. There had been a madness of
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murder in the air. Some red star had come too close
to the carth. . . . And yet what evidence was there
against him? Basil Hallward had left the house at eleven.
No one had seen him come in again, Most of the ser-
vants were at Selby Royal. His valet had gone to bed.
««« Parisl Yes It was to Paris that Basil had gone,
and by the midnight train, as he had intended. With
hizs curious reserved habits, it wonld be months before
any suspicions would be aroused. Months! Ewerything
could be destroyed long before then.

A sudden thought struck him. He put on his fur
coat gnd hat, and went out imto the hall. There he
paused, hearing the slow heavy tread of the policeman
on the pavement outside, and seeing the flash of the
bull's-eye reflected in the window. He waited, and held
his breath. ;

Afier a few moments he drew back the latch, and
slipped out, shutting the deoor very gently behind him..
Then he began ringing the bell. In about five minutes
his valet appeared, half dressed, and looking very drowsy,

*I am sorry to have had to wake you up, Francs"
he said, stepping in; “but T had forgotten my latch-key.
What time is it?”

“Ten minutes past two, &ir,” answered the man,
looking at the clock and blinking.

“Ten minutes past two? How hornbly late! Vou
must wake me at nine to-morrow. I have some work
to do

“All right, s

“Did anyone call this evening?"

“Mr. Hallward, sir. He stayed here till eleven, and
then he went away to catch his train™



208 THE PICTURE OF DORIAN GRAY.

“Oh! I am sorry I dida't see him. Did he leave
any messager”

“No, sir, except that he would write to you from
Paris, if he did not find you at the club.”

“That will do, Francis. Don't forget to call me at
ning to-maorrow,”

“No, sir."

The man shambled down the passage in his slippers,

Dorian Gray threw his hat and coat upon the table,
and passed inta the library., For a quarter of an hour
he walked up and down the reom Diting his lip, and
thinking, Then he took down the Blue Book from one
of the shelves, and began to turn over the leaves. “Alan
Campbell, 152, Hertford Street, Mayfair® Yes; that
was the man he wanted.

CHAPTER XIV.

At nine o'clock the next moring 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 undemeath 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 wolie, and as he opened his eves a faint smile
pasted across his lips, as though he had been lost in
some delightful dream. Yet he had not dreamed at all.
His night had been untroubled by any images of pleasure
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or of pain. But youth smiles without any reason. It is
one of its chiefest charms.

He turned round, and, leaning upon his elbow, began
to sip his chocolate. The mellow November sun came
streaming into the room. ‘The sky was bright, and
there was a genial warmth in the air. It was almost
like & morming in May,

Gradually the events of the preceding night erept
with silent bload-stained feet into his brain, and recon-
structed themselves there with terrible distinctness. He
winced at the memory of all that he had suffered, and
for a moment the same curious feeling of loathing for
Basil Hallward, that had made him kill him as he sat
in the chair, came back to him, and he prew cold with
passion. The dead man was still sitting there, too, and
in sunlight now, How horrible that was! Such hideous
things were for the darkness, not for the day,

He felt that if he brooded on what he had gone
through he would sicken or grow mad. There were sins
whose fascination was more in the memory than in the
doing of them, strange triumphs that gratified 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 itselfl

When the half-hour struck, he passed his hand
across his forehead, and then got up hastily, and dressed
himself with even more than his usual eare, piving a
good deal of attention to the choice of his necktie and
scarf-pin, and changing his rings more than once. He

The Pietuve of Doriaw Gray. 14
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spent a long time also over breakfast, tasting the various
dishes, talking to his valet about some new liveries that
he was thinking of getting made for the servants at
Selby, and going through his correspondence. At some
of the letters he smiled. Three of them bored him.
One he read several times over, and then tore up with
a slight look of annoyance in his face. “That awful
thing, a woman's memory!” as Lord Henry had once
said. -

After he had drunk his cup of black coffee, he wiped
his lips slowly with a napkin, motioned to his servant to
wait, and going over to the table sat down and wrote
two lelters. 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.”

Ag soon as he was alope, he lit & cigaretie, and
began sketching upon a piece of paper, drawing first
flowers, and bits of architecture, and then human faces.
Suddenly he remarked that every face that he drew
seemed to have a fantastic likeness to Basil Hallward,
He frowned, and, getting up, went over io the book-
case and took out a volume at hazard. He was deter-
mined that he would not think about what had hap-
pened until it became absolutely necessary that he should
do sa.

When he had stretched himself on the sofa, he
locked at the title-page of the book, It was Gautier's
“Emanx et Camées,” Charpentier's Japanese-paper edi-
tion, 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
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Adrian Singleton. As he turned over the pages his eye
fell on the poem about the hand of Lacenaire, the cold
vellow hand “de supplice emcore mal lavee,” with its
downy red hairs and its *“dodeis de faune’ He glanced
at his own white taper fingers, shuddering slightly in
spite of himself, and passed on, till he came to those
lavely stanzas upon Venice:—

“Sur une gamme chromatique,
Le sein de perles rubsselont, r
La Viénus de 'Adratigue
Sort de 'eau son cotps tose et blanc.

Les diunes, sur 'azur des ondes
Suivant ln plmse au pur contour;

S'enflent comme des gorpes rondes
e soultve un soupic d'smous,

Lfesquif aborde et me dipose,
Jetant son amarre au pilier,
Devant une facade rose,
Sur le marbre d'nn esealier.”

How exquisite they werel As one read them, one
scemed to be floating down the green water-ways of the
pink and pearl city, seated in a black gondola with
silver prow and trailing curtains. The mere lines looked
to him like those straight lines of turguoise-blue that
follow one 2s 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
honeycombed Campanile, or stalk, with such stately
grace, through the dim, dust-stained arcades. Leaning
back with ‘half-closed eyes, he kept saying over and over
o himself:—

14*
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“Devant une fagads rose,

Sur le marbre d'un esealier.”
The whole of Venice was in those two lines, He re-
membered the autumn that he had passed there, and a
wonderful love that had stirred him to mad, delightful
follics. There was romance in every place. But Venice,
like Oxford, had kept the background for romanee, and,
to the true romantic, background was everything, or al-
most everything. Basil had been with him part of the
time, and had gone wild over Tintoret, Foor Basil|
what a horrible way for 2 man to dig!

He sighed, and took up the volume again, avd tried
to forget. He read of the swallows that fly in and out
of the hittle eqfe at Smyrna where the Hadjis sit count-
ing their amber beads and the turbaned merchants
smoke their long tasselled pipes and talk gravely to
each other; he read of the Obelisk in the Place de la
Concorde that weeps tears ol granpite in its lonely sun-
less exile, and longs to be back by the hot lotus-covered
Nile, where there are Sphinxes, and rose-red ibises, and
white vultures with gilded claws, and crocodiles, with
small beryl eyes, that crawl over the preen steaming
mud; he began to brood over those verses which, draw-
ing music from kiss-stained marble, tell of that curious
statue that Gautier compares to a contralto voice, the
" monsive ¢harmand” that couches in the porphyry-room
of the Louvre. But after a time the book fell from his
hand. He grew nervous, and a horrible fit of terror
cime over him, What if Alan Campbell should be out
of England? Days would elapse before he could come
back. Perhaps he might refuse to come. What could
he do then? Every moment was of vital importance.
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They had been great friends once, five years before
—almost inseparable, indeed. Then the intimaey had
come suddenly to an end. When they met in society
now, it was only Darian Gray who smiled; Alan Camp-
bell pever did.

He was an exiremely clever young man, though he
had no real appreciation of the visible arts, and what-
ever little sense of the beauty of poetry he possessed he
had gained entively from Doran. His dominant in-
tellectual passion was for science. At Cambridge he
had spent a great deazl of his time working in the
Laborgtory, and had taken a good class in the Natural
Bcience Tripos of his year. Indeed, he was still devoted
to the study of chemistry, and had a laboratory of his
own, in which he used to shut himself up all day long,
greatly to the annoyance of his mether, who had set
her heart on lis stinding for Parliament and had a
vague idea that a chemist was a person who made up
presenptions. e 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 indeed exercised
often without being conscious of it. They had met at
Lady Berkshire's the night that Rubinstein played there,
and after that used to be always seen topether at the
Opera, and wherever good music was going on.  For
eighteen months their intimacy lasted. Camphbell was
always either at Selby Royal or in Grosvenor Square.
To him, as to many others, Dorian Gray was the type
of everything that is wonderful and fascinating in life,
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Whether or not a quarrel had taken place between them
no one ever knew., But suddenly people remarked that
they scarcely spoke when they met, and that Camphell
seemed always to go away early from any party at
which Dorian Gray was present. He had changed, too
—was strangely melancholy at times, appeared almost
to dislike hearing music, and would never himsell play,
giving as his excuse, when he was called vpon, that he
was so absorbed in science that he had no time left in
which to practise. And this was certainly true. Every
day he seemed to become more interested in biology,
and his name appeared once or twice in some of the
seientific reviews, in connéction with certain eurious ex-
periments,

This was the man Dorian Gray was waiting for.
Every second he kept plancing at the clock. As the
minutes went by he became horribly agitated. At last
he got up, and began to pace up and down the room,
locking like a beautiful caged thing. He took long
stealthy strides, His hands were curjously cold.

The suspense became unbearable, Time seemed
to him to be crawling with feet of lead, while he by
monsirous winds was being swept towards the jagged
edge of some Dblack cleft or precipice. He knew what
was waiting for him there; saw it indeed, and, shudder-
ing, erushed with dank hands his burning lids as though
lie would have robbed the very brain of sizht, and
driven the eyeballs back into their cave, It was useless,
The brain had its own food on which it battened, and
the imagination, made grotesque by terror, twisted and
distorted as a living thing by pain, danced like some
foul puppet on a stand, and grinned through moving
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masks. Then, suddenly, Time stopped for him. Yes:
that blind, slow-breathing thing crawled no more, and
horrible thoughts, Time being dead, raced nimbly on in
front, and dragged a hideous future from its grave, and
showed it to him. He stared at it, Itz very horror
made him stone,

At last the door cpened, and his servant entered,
He turned glazed eyes upon him,

“Mr. Campbell, sir,” said the man,

A sigh of relief broke from hiz parched lips, and
the colour eame back to his cheeks,

“fAsk him to come in at once, Francis” He felt
that he was himself again. His mood of cowardice had
passed away,

The man bowed, and retired. In a few moments
Alan Campbell walked in, looking very stern and rather
pale, his pallor being intensified by hiz coal-black hair
and dark eyebrows.

“Alan! this is kind of you. I thank you for
coming,"”

“] had intended never to enter your house again,
Gray.  But you said it was a matter of life and death.”
IMis voice was hard and cold, He spoke with slow
deliberation. There was a look of contempt in the
stendy searching gaze that he torned on Dorian. He
kept his hands in the pockets of his Astrakhan coat,
and seemed not to have noticed the gesture with which
he had been greeted.

“Yes; it is a matter of life and death, Alap, and to
more than one person.  Sit down.”

Camplbell took a chair by the table, and Doran sat
opposite to him, The two men's eves met. In Dorian's
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there was infinite pity. He knew that what he was
going to do was dreadful.

After a strained moment of silence, he leaned across
and said, very quietly, but watching the effect of each
word upon the face of him he had sent for, “Alan, in a
locked room at the top of this house, a room to which
nobody but myselll has access, a dead man is seated at
a table. He has been dead ten hours now. Don't slir,
and don't look at me like that Who the man is, why
he died, how he died, are matters that do not concemn
you, What you have to do s this——"

“Stop, Gray. I don't want to know anything further,
Whether what you have told me is tue or not true,
doesn't concern me, 1 entirely decline to be mixed up
in your life. Keep your horrible secrets to yourself,
They don't interest me any more"”

“Alan, they will have to interest you. This one
will have to interest you. 1 am awfully sorry for vou,
Alan. But I can't help mysell You are the one man
who is able to save me. I am forced to bring you into
the matter. I have no option. Alan, you are scientific.
You know about chemistry, and things of that kind.
You have made experiments, What you have got to do
is to destroy the thing that is upstairs—to destroy it so
that not a vestige of it will be left. Nobody saw this
person come into the house. Indeed, at the present
moment he is supposed to be in Pards. He will not be
missed for months. When he is missed, there must be
no trace of him found here. You, Alan, you must change
him, and everything that belongs to him, into a handful
of ashes that I may scatter in the air™

“You are mad, Dorian.”
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“Ah! 1 was waiting for you to eall me Dorian.”

“You are mad, I tell you—mad to imagine that I
would raise a finger to help you, mad to make this
monstrous confession. 1 will have nothing to do with
this matter, whatever it is. Do you think 1 am going
to peril my reputation for you? What is it to me what
devil's work you are up to?”

Tt was suicide, Alan™

“1 am glad of that. But who drove him to it? You,
1 should fanecy.*

“Do you still refuse to do this for me?”

“ (3 course T refuse. 1 will have absolutely nothing
to do with it. T don't care what shame comes on you.
You deserve it all, T 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?
1 should have thought you knew more about people’s
characters.  Your friend Lord Henry Wotton can’t have
taught you much about psychology, whatever ¢lse 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”

“Alap, it was murder. I killed him. VYou don't
know what he had made me suffer. Whatever my life
is, he had more to do with the making or the marring
of it than poor Harry has had. THe may not have in-
tenced i, the result was the same®

“Murder! Good God, Dorian, is that what you
have come to? 1 shall not inform upon you. It is not
my buosiness. Besides, without my stirring in the matter,
you are certain to be arrested. Nobody ever commits
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a crime without doing something stupid. But T will
have nothing to do with it"

“You must have something to do with it Wait,
wait a moment; listen to me. Only listen, Alan. All 1
ask of you is to perform a certain scientific experiment.
You go to hospitals and dead-houses, and the horrors
that you do there don't affect you. Il in some hideous
dissecting-room or fetid laboratory you found this man
lying on a leaden table with red gutters scooped out in
it for the Llood to flow through, you would simply look
upon him as an admirable subject. You would not
turn & hair. You would not believe that you werg doing
anything wrong. On the contrary, you would probably
feel that you were benefiing the human race, or -
creasing the sum of knowledge in the world, or gratify-
ing intellectual curiosity, or something of that kind.
What I want you to do is merely what you have often
done before.  Indecd, to destroy a body must be far
less horrible than what you are accustomed to work at
And, remember, it is the only piece of evidence aguinst
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, 1
am simply indifferent to the whole thing. It has nothing
to do with me"

“Alan, T entreat you, Think of the position I am
in, Just before you came I almost fainted with terror,
You may know terror yoursell some day. Nol! don't
think of that Look at the malter purely from the
scientific point of view. You don't inquire where the
dead things on which you experiment come from. Don't
inquire now. I have told you too much as it is. But
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I beg of you to do this,. We were friends once,
Alan”

“Don’t speak about thoze days, Dorian: they are .
dead."

“The dead linger sometimes. The man upstairs will
not go away, He iz sitting at the table with bowed
head and cuotstretched 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, T ab-
solutel¥ refuse to do anything in the matter. It is in-
sane of you to ask me."

“You refuse?"

“Y’EE."

¥l entreat you, Alan."

4]t is useless.”

The same look of pity came into Daorian Gray's cyes,
Then he stretched out his hand, took a piece of paper,
and wrote something on it. He read it over twice,
folded it carcfully, and pushed it across the table. Hav-
ing done this, he got up, and went over to the window.

Campbell looked at him in surprise, and then took
up the paper, and cpened 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 itzelf to death in some empty
hollow.

After two or three minutes of terrible cilence, Dorian
turned round, and came and stood behind him, putting
his hand upon his shoulder,

“I am so sorry for you, Alan,” he murmured, “but
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you leave me no alternative, 1 have a letter written al-
ready. Here it i5. You see the address. If you dont
help me, I must send it. If you don't help me, I will
send it. You know what the result will be. But you
are going to help me, It is impossible for you to refuse
now. I tried to spare you. You will do me the justice
to admit that, You were stern, harsh, offensive. You
treated me as no man has ever dared to treat me—no
living man, at any rate, I bore it all. Now it is for
me to dictate terms.”

Complell buried his face in his hands, and a shud-
der passed I'J'.lmugh him.

“Yes it is my turn to dictate terms, Ma,n You
know what they are. The thing is quite simple. Come,
don't work yoursell 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 wus too terrible 1o be borne.
He felt as if an iron ring was being slowly tightened
round his forehead, 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.”

“1 cannot do it he said, mechanically, as though
words could alter things.

#¥ou must. You have no choice. Don't delay.”

He hesitated a moment. “Is there a fire in the
room upstars?

“Yes, there is a pas-fire with asbestes.”



THE FICTURE OF DORIAN GRAY. 231

“T shall have to go home and get some things from
the laboratory.”

“No, Alan, you must not leave the house. Write
out on a sheet of note-paper what you want, and my
servant will take a cab and bring the things back to
}.Gulﬂ :

Campbell scrawled a few lines, blotted them, and
addressed an envelope 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,

As the hall door shut, Campbell started nervously,
and, having got up from the chair, went over to the
chimney-piece. He was shivering with a kind of apue,
For nearly twenty minuates, neither of the men spoke,
A fly buzzed neisily about the room, and the ticking of
the clock was like the beating of a hammer.

As the chime struck one, Campbell turned round,
and, locking at Dorian Gray, saw that his eyes were
filled with tears. There was something in the purity
and refinement of that sad face that seemed to enrage
him. “You are infamous, absolutely infamousl” he
muttered.

“Hush, Alan: you have saved my life, said Dorian.

“Your life? Good heavens! what a life that is
You have gone from ecorruption to corruption, and now
you have culminated in crime. In doing what I am po-
ing 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, “T wish
you had a thousandth part of the pity for me that T have
for you” He turned away as he spoke, and stood
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looking out at the pgarden. Campbell made no
ANSWer,

After about ten minutes a knock came to the door,
and the servant entered, carrying a large mahogany
chest of chemicals, with a long coil of steel and platinum
wire with 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 T have another errand for you. What is the name
of the man at Richmond who supplics 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 Jovely 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 logked at Campbell. “How long will your
experiment take, Alan?™ he said, in a calm, indifferent
woice. The presence of a third person in the room
seemed to give him extraordinary courage.

Campbell frowned, and bit his lip. “It will take
about five hours,® he answered.

it will be time enough, then, if you ave back at
half-past seven, Francis. Or stay: just leave my things
out for dressing. You can have the evening to yourself,
1 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 2 moment to be lost. How
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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 eves. He shuddered.
“T 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 fage of his portrait leering in the sunlight. On the
floor in front of it the torn curtain was lying. He re-
membered that the night before he had forgotten, for
the first time in his life, to hide the fatal canvas, and
was about to rush forward, when he drew back with a
shudder,

What was that loathsome red dew that gleamed,
wet and glistening, on one of the hands, as though the
canvas had sweated bleod? 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 whese grotesque misshapen shadow on the
spotted carpet showed him that it had npt stirred, but
was still there, as he had left it

He heaved a deep breath, opened the door a little
wider, and with half-closed eyes and averted head walked
guickly in, determined that he would not look even once
upon the dead man. Then, stooping down, and taking
up the gold-and-purple hanging, he flung it right over
the picture,

There he stopped, feeling afraid to turn round, and



224 THE FICTURE OF DORIAN GRAY.

his eyes fixed themselves on the intricacies of the pattern
before him. He heard Campbell bringing in the heavy
chest, and the irons, and the other things that he had
required for his dreadful work. He began to wonder
if he and Basil Hallward had ever met, and, if so, what
they had thought of each other,

“Leave me now," said a stern voice behind him.

He turned and hurried out, just conscions that the
dead man had been thrust back into the chair, and that
Campbell was gazing into a glistening yellow face. As
he was going downstairs he heard the key being turned
in the lock.

It was long after seven when Campbell came back
into the library. He was pale, but absolately ealm, “I
have done what you asked me to do he muttered.
“And mnow, pood-bye. Let us mever see each other
again,”

“You have saved me from ruin, Alan. I cannot
forget that' said Dorian, simply.

As soon as Campbell had left, he went upstairs.
There was a horrible smell of nitric acid in the room.
But the thing that had been sitting at the table was
gone,
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CHAPTER XV.

THAT evening, at eight-thirty, exquisitely dressed,
and wearing a large buttonhole of Parma violets, Dorian
Gray was ushered into Lady Narborough's drawing-room
by bowing servants. His forehead was throbbing with
maddened nerves, and he felt wildly excited, but his
manner as he bent over his hostess's hand was as eagy
and graceful as ever. Perhaps one never seems so much
at one's ease as when one has to play a part. Cer-
tainly no one looking at Dorian Gray that night could
have believed that he had passed through a tragedy as
horrible as any tragedy of our age, Those finely-shaped
fingers could never have clutched a knife for sin, nor
those smiling lips have cried out on God and goodness.
He himself could not help wondering at the calm of his
demeanour, and for a moment felt keenly the terrible
pleasure of a double life.

It was a small party, got up rather in a hurry by
Lady Narborough, who was a very clever woman, with
what Lord Henry used to describe as the remains of
really remarkable ugliness. She had proved an excel-
lent wife to one of our most tedious ambassadors, and
having buried her husband properly in a marble mauso-
leum, which she had herself designed, and married off
her daunghters to some rich, rather elderly men, she
devoted herself now to the pleasures of French fiction,
French cockery, and French esprit when she could get it

The Pichwre of Doriam Groy. 15
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Dorian was one of her especial favourites, and she
always told him that she was extremely glad she had
not met him in early life, “I know, my dear, I should
have fallen madly in love with you” she used to say,
“and thrown my bonnet right over the mills for your
sake. It is most fortunate that you were not thought of
at the time. As it was, our bonnets were so unbecoming,
and the mills were s0 occupied in trying to raise the
wind, that I never had even a firtation with anybody.
However, that was all Narberough's fanlt. He was
dreadfully short-sighted, and there is no pleasure in tak-
ing in a husband who never sees anything.”

Her guests this evening were rather tedious. The
fact was, as she explained to Dorian, hehind a very
shabby fan, one of her married danghters had come up
quite suddenly to stay with her, and, to make matters
worse, had actually brought her husband with her, “I
think it is most unkind of her, my dear,” she whispered.
“0f course I po and stay with them every summer after
I come from Homburg, but then an old woman like me
must have fresh air sometimes, and besides, T really
wake them up. You don't know what an existence they
lead down there. It is pure unadulterated country life.
They get up early, becanse they have so much to do,
and go to bed early because they have so little to think
about. There has not been a scandal in the neigh-
bourhood since the time of Queen Elizabeth, and con-
sequently they all fall asleep after dinner. You sha'n't
sit next either of them. You shall sit by me, and
amuse me."

Dorian murmured a graceful compliment, and looked
.round the room. Yes: it was certainly a tedious party.
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Two of the people he had never seen before, and the
others consisted of Ernest Harrowden, one of those
middle-aged mediocrities so common in London clubs
who have no enemies, but are thoroughly disliked by
their friends; Lady Roxton, an overdressed woman of
forty-seven, with a hooked nose, who was always trying
to get hersell compromised, but was so pecaliarly plain
that to her preat disappointment no one would ever be-
lieve anything against her; Mrs. Erlynne, a pushing no-
body, with a delightful lisp; and Venetian-red hair;
Lady Alice Chapman, his hostess's daughter, a dowdy
dull pgisd, with one of those characteristic British faces,
that, onece seen, are never remembered; and her hus-
band, a red-cheeked, white-whiskered ereature who, like
g0 many of his class, was under the impression that in-
ordinate joviality ean atone for an entive lack of ideas,

He was rather sorry he had come, till Lady Nar-
borough, looking at the great ormolun gilt clock that
sprawied in gaudy curves on the mauve-draped mantel-
shelf, exclaimed: “How horrid of Henry Wolton to be
so late! I sent round to him this moming on chance,
and he promised faithfully not to disappoint me.”

It was some consclation that Harry was to be there,
and when the door opened and he heard his slow
musical voice lending charm to some insincere apology,
he ceased to feel bored.

But at dinner he could not eat anything. Plate
after plate went away untasted. Lady Narborough kept
scolding him for what she called “an insult to poor
Adolphe, who invented the menn specially for you,” and
now and then Lord Henry looked across at him, wonder-
ing at his silence and abstracted manner. From time

15
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to time the butler filled his glass with champagne. Ha
drank eagerly, and his thirst seemed to increase.

“Dorian,” said Lord Henry, at last, as the chaud-
jroid was being handed round, “what is the matter with
you to-night? You are quite out of sorts.”

v] helieve he is in love,” cried Lady Narborough,
#and that he is afraid to tell me for fear I should be
jealous. He is quite right. I certainly should.”

“Dear Lady Narborough,” murmured Dorian, smil-
ing, “I have not been in love for a whole week—not,
in faet, since Madame de Ferrol left town."”

“How you men can fall in love with that woman!”
exclaimed the old lady. “I really cannot understand it.”

“t is simply because she remembers you when you
were a little girl, Lady Narborough,” said Lord Henry.
#She is the one link between us and your short frocks.”

“She does not remember my short frocks at all,
Lord Henry. But I remember her very well at Vienna
thirty years ago, and how decolletée she was then”

#Ghe is still decollerde,” he answered, taking an olive
in his long fingers; “and when she 15 in a very smart
gown she looks like an edition de Juxe of a bad French
novel, She is really wonderful, and full of surprises.
Her capacity for family affection is extraordinary. When
her third husband died, her hair turned quite gold
from grief.”

“How can you, Harry!” eried Dorian,

“It is a most romantic explanation,” laughed the
hostess. “But her third husband, Lord Henry! You
don't mean to say Ferrol is the fourth?"

“Certainly, Lady Narborough."

#] don't believe a word of it."
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aWell, ask Mr. Gray. He is one of her most
intimate friends.”

*Is it true, Mr. Gray?"

“She assures me so, Lady Narborough,” said Dorian.
“] asked her whether, like Marguerite de Navarre, she
had their hearts embalmed and hung at her girdle.
She told me she didn't, because none of them had had
any hearts at all.”

“Four hushands] Upon my word that is frop de zéfe”

* Trop 'andace, 1 tell her” said Dorian,

#Oh! she is aodacious encugh for anything, my
dear. _And what is Ferrol like? I dont know him.”

“The husbands of very beautiful women belong to
the criminal classes,” said Lord Henry, sipping his wine.

Lady Narborough hit him with her fan. *Lord
Henry, I am not at all sarprised that the world says
that you are extremely wicked.”

“But what world says that?” asked Lord Henry,
elevating his eyebrows. It can only be the next world.
This world and I are on excellent terms.”

“Everybody I know says you are very wicked,”
cried the old lady, shaking her head.

Lord Henry looked serious for some moments. %1t
1s perfectly monstrous,” he said at last, “the way people
go about nowadays saying things apainst one behind
one’s back that are absolutely and entirely true.”

“Isn't he incorrigible?” cried Dorian, leaning for-
ward in his char.

“T hope so," said his hosiess, laughing. “But really
if you all worship Madame de Ferrol in this ridiculous
way, I shall have to marry again so as to be in the
{fashion."
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“You will never marry apain, Lady Marborough,”
broke in Lord Henry. “You were far too happy. When
i woman marries again it is because she detested her
first husband. When a man marries again it is because
he adored his first wife, Women try their luck; men
risk theirs”

“Narborough wasn't perfect,’” eried the old lady.

“If he had been, you would not have loved him,
my dear lady,” was the rejoinder. “Women love us for
our defects. If we have enough of them they will for-
give us everything, even our intellects. You will never
ask me to dinner again, after saying this, I am_ afraid,
Lady Narborough; but it is quite true.”

“OF course it is true, Lord Henry. If we women
did not love you for your defects, where would you all
be? Not one of you would ¢ver be married. You
would be & set of unfortunate bachelors. Not, how-
ever, that that would alter yvou much. Nowadays all
the married men live like bachelors, and all the bachelors
like married men.”

“ Fin de sitcle,” murmured Lord Henry.

“Fin du globe,”" answered his hostess.

“] wish it were fin ou gfobe,” said Dorian, with a
sigh., “Life is a great disappointment®

“Ah, my dear,” eried Lady MNarborough, putting on
her gloves, *don't tell me that you have exhausted Life.
When a man says that on¢ knows that Life has ex-
hausted him. Lord Henry is very wicked, and I some-
times wish that I had been; but you are made to be
gosd—ryou look so good. I must find you a nice wife.
Lord Henry, don’t you think that Mr. Gray should get
married ™
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“I am always telling him so, Lady Narborough,”
said Lord Henry, with a bow.

“Well, we must look out for a suitable mateh for
him. 1 shall go through Debrett carefully to-night, and
draw out a list of all the cligible young ladies.”

“With their ages, Lady Narborough?" asked Dorian.

“0Of course, with their ages, slightly edited. But
nothing must be done in a hurry. I want it to be
what e Morniug Post calls a suitable alliance, and
I want you both to be happy.”

“What nonsense people talk about happy mar-
riages!” exclaimed Lord Henry, “A man ean be happy
with any woman, as long as he does not love her.”

“Ah! what a cynic you are!” cried the old lady,
pushing back her chair, and nodding to Lady Ruxton.
“¥ou must comg and dine with me socon again. You
are really an admirable tonic, much better than what
Sir Andrew prescribes for me, You must tell me what
people you would like to meet, though. I want it to be
a delightful gathering.”

“1 like men who have a future, and women who
have a past,” he answered, “Or do you think that
would make it & petticoat party?”

“I fear s0," she said, laughing, as she stood up.
“A thousand pardons, my dear Lady Ruxton,” she
added, I didn't see you hadn't finished your cigarette,”

“MNever mind, Lady Marborough. I smoke a great
deal too much. I am going to limit myself for the
future.”

“Pray don't, Lady Ruxton” said Lord Henry.
“Moderation is a fatal thing. Enough iz as bad as a
meal.  More than enough is as good as a feast”
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Lady Buxton glanced at him euriously. “Yeur must
come and explain that to me some afternoon, Lord
Henry. It sounds a fascinating theory,” she murmured,
as she swept out of the room.

“Now, mind you don't stay too long over your
politics and scandal,” cried Lady Narborough from
the door, “If you do, we are sure to squabble up-
stairs."

The men laughed, and Mr. Chapman got up so-
lemnly from the foot of the table and came up to the
top. Dorian Gray changed his seat, and went and sat
by Lord Henry. Mr. Chapman began to talk in a loud
voice about the situation in the House of Commons,
He guffawed at his adversaries. ‘The word dectrinaire
—word full of terror to the British mind—reappeared
from time to time between his explosions.  An allitera-
tive prefix served as an ornament of oratory. He hoisted
the Union Jack on the pinnacles of Thought. The in-
herited stupidity of the race—sound English common-
sense he jowially termed it—was shown to be the proper
bulwark for Society.

A smile corved Lord Henry's lips, and he turned
round and looked at Dorian,

“Are you better, my dear fellow?™ he asked. “You
seemed rather out of sorts at dinner.”

“1 am quite well, Harry. I am tired. That is
all.»

“¥You were charming last night. The little Duchess
is quite devoted to you. She tells me she is going down
to Selby.M

“8he has promised to come on the twentieth.”

“Is Monmouth to be there too?”
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t0h, yes, Harry”

iHe bores me dreadfully, almost as much as he
bores her. She is very clever, too clever for a woman
She lacks the indefinable charm of weakness, It is the
feet of clay that make the gold of the image precious,
Her feet are very pretty, but they are not feet of clay.
White porcelain feet, if you like. They have been
through the fire; and what fire does not destroy, it
hardens. She has had experiences.”

“How long has she been married?” asked Dorian,

HAn e*ternity, she tells me. I believe, according to
the peerage, it is ten years, but ten years with Mon-
mouth must have been like eternity, with time thrown in.
Who else is coming?”

“0l, the Willoughbys, Lord Rugby and his wife, our
hostess, Geoffrey Clouston, the usual set. I have asked
Lord Grotrian"

#[ like him,” said Lord Henry, “A great many
people don't, but I find him charming. He atones for
being occasionally somewhat over-dressed, by being al-
ways absolutely over-educated. He is a very modern
IJ'PE'-.“

“T don't know if he will be able to come, Harry.
He may have to go to Monte Carlo with his father.”

“Ah! what a nuisance people’s people are! Ty
and make him come. By the way, Doran, you ran off
very early last night. You left before eleven. What
did you do afterwards? Did you go straight home?”

Dorian glanced at him hurriedly, and frowned. *No,
Harry,” he said at last, “I did not get home till nearly
three.”

“Did you go to the club?”
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“Yes,” he answered. Then he bit his lip. “No,
I don't mean that I dido't go to the club. I walked
about. I forget what I did. ... How inquisitive you
are, Harryl You always want to know what one has
bieen doing. T always want to forget what 1 have been
doing. I came in at halfpast two, if you wish to
know the exact time. I had left my latch-key at
home, and my servant had to let me in. If you want
any corroborative evidence on the subject you can ask
him."”

Lord Henry shrugged his shoulders. “My dear
fellow, as if I cared! Let us go up to the drawing-
room. No sherry, thank you, Mr Chapman, Some-
thing has happened to you, Dorian. Tell me what it
is. You are not yoursell to-night.”

“Don't mind me, Harry. I am irritable, and out
of temper. I shall come round and see you lo-morrow,
or next day. Make my excuses to Lady Narborough.
I sha'n’t go upsiairs. I shall go home. 1 must go
home."

“All right, Dorian, 1 daresay I shall see you to-
morrow at tea-time, The Duchess is coming."

“T will try to be there, Harry," he said, leaving the
room. As he drove back to his own house he was
conscious that the sense of terror he thought he had
strangled had eome back to him. Lord Henry's casual
questioning had made him lose lus nerves for the mo-
ment, and he wanted his perve still. Things that were
dangerous had 1o be destroyed. He winced. He hated
the idea of even touching them.

Yet it had to be done. He realised that, and
when he had locked the door of his library, he opened
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the secret press into which he had thrust Basil Hall-
ward's coat and bag. A huge fire was blazing. He
piled another log on it. The smell of the singeing
clothes and burning leather was horrible. It took him
three-guarters of an hour to consume everylhing, At
the end he felt faint and sick, and having lit some
Algerian pastilles in a pierced copper brazier, he bathed
his hands and forehead with a cool musk-scented vinegar,

Suddenly he started. His eyes grew strapgely bright,
and he pnawed nervously at his underlip. Between
two of the windows stood a large Florentine cabinet,
made out of cbony, and inlaid with ivory and blue
lapis. " He watched it as though it were a thing that
could fascinate and make afraid, as though it held
something that he longed for and yet almost loathed.
His breath guickened. A mad craving came over himu
He lit a cigarette; and then threw it away. His eyehds
drooped till the long fringed lashes almost touched his
cheele. But he still watched the cabinet. At last he
got up from the sofa on which he had been lying, went
over to it, and, having unlocked it, touched some
hidden spring. A triangular drawer passed slowly out.
His fingers moved instinctively towards it, dipped in,
and closed on something. It was a small Chinese box
of black and gold-dust lacquer, elaborately wrought, the
sides patterned with cerved waves, and the silken cords
hung with round crystals and tasselled in plaited metal
threads. He opened it Inside was a green paste
waxy in lustre, the odour curiously heavy and per-
sistent,

He hesitated for some moments, with a strangely
immaobile smile upon his face. Then shivering, though
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the atmosphere of the room was terribly hot, he drew
himself up, and glanced at the clock. It was twenty
minutes to twelve. He put the box back, shutting
the cabinet doors as he did so, and went into his bed-
OO

As midnight was striking bronze blows upon the
dusky air, Dorian Gray, dressed commonly, and with a
muffler wrapped round his throat, crept quietly out of
his house. In Bond Street he found a hansom with a
good horse, He hailed it, and in a low voice gave the
driver an address,

The man shook his head, *“It is too far for me”
he muttered.

“Here is a sovereign for you,” said Doran. *You
ghall have another if you drive fast.”

“All right, sit,” answered the man, “you will be
there in an hour," and after his fare had got in he
turned his horse round, and drove rapidly towards the
TIVer.
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CHAPTER XVL

A covp rain began to fall, and the blurred street-
lamps looked ghastly in the dripping mist. The public-
houses were just closing, and dim men and women were
clustering in broken groups round their doors. From
some of the bars came the sound of hommble laughter,
In otkers, drunkards brawled and screamed.

Lying back in the hansom, with his hat pulled over
hiz forehead, Dorian Gray watched with listless eyes the
gordid shame of the great city, and now and then he
repeated to himself the words that Lord Henry had
said to him on the first day they had met, “To cure
the soul by means of the senses, and the senses by
means of the soul.”™ Yes, that was the secret. He had
often tried it, and woold try it again now. There were
opium-dens, where one could buy oblivion, dens of
horror where the memory of old sins could be destroyed
by the madness of sins that were new,

The moon hung low in the sky like a yellow skull
From time to time a huge misshapen cloud stretched a
long arm across and hid it. The gaslamps grew fewer,
and the streets more narrow and gloomy. Once the
man lost his way, and had to drive back half o mile.
A steam rose from the horse as it splashed up the
puddles. The side-windows of the hansom were clogged
with a grey-Aannel mist,

“To cure the soul by means of the senses, and the
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senses by means of the senll® How the words rang in
his ears! His soul, certainly, was sick to death. Was
it true that the senses could cure it? Innocent blood
had been spilt. What could atone for that? Ahl for
that there was no atonement; but though forgiveness
was impossible, forgetfulness was possible still, and he
was determined to forget, to stamp the thing out, to
crush it as one would crush the adder that had stung
one. Indeed, what right had Basil to have spoken to
him as he had done? Who had made him a judge
over others? He had said things that were dreadful,
horrible, not to be endured. '

On and on plodded the hansom, going slower, it
seemed to him, at each step. He thrust up the trap,
and called to the man to drive faster. The hideous
hunger for opium began to gnaw at him. His throat
burned, and his delicate hands twitched nervonsly
together, He strock at the horse madly with his stick.
The driver laughed, and whipped up. He laughed in
answer, and the man was silent.

The way seemed inlerminable, and the streets like
the black web of some sprawling spider. The monotony
became unbearable, and, as the mist thickened, he felt
afraid.

Then they passed by lonely brickfields. The fog
was lighter here, and he could see the strange bottle-
ghaped kilns with their orange fan-like tongues of fire.
A dog barked as they went by, and far away in the
darkness some wandering sea-gull screamed. The horse
stumbled in a rut, then swerved aside, and broke into a
gallop,

Adter some time they left the clay road, and rattled
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again over rough-paven strects. Most of the windows
were dark, but now and then fantastic shadows were
silhouetted against some lamp-lit blind. He watched
them cunously, They moved like monstrous marionettes,
and made gestures like live things. He hated them.
A dull rage was in his heart. As they turned a corner
a woman yelled something at them from an open door,
and two men ran after the hansom for about a hundred
yards. ‘The driver beat at them with his whip.

It is said that passion makes one think in a circle,
Certainly with hideous iteration the bitten lips of Dorian
Gray ghaped and reshaped those subtle words that dealt
with soul and sense, till he had found in them the full
expression, as it were, of his mood, and justified, by in-
tellectual approval, passions that withont such justifica-
tion would still have dominated his temper. From cell
to cell of his brain crept the one thought; and the wild
desire te live, most terrible of all man's appetites,
quickened into force each trembling nerve and fibre,
Ugliness that had once been hateful to him becauwse it
made things real, became dear to him now for that very
reason, Ugliness was the one reality. The coarse brawl,
the loathsome den, the erude violence of disordered
life, the wery vileness of thiel and outeast, were more
vivid, in their intense actuality of impression, than all
the gracious shapes of Art, the dreamy shadows of Song.
They were what he needed for forgetfulness. In three
days he would be free.

Suddenly the man drew up with a jerk at the top
of a dark lane. Over the low roofs and jagped chimney-
stacks of the houses rose the black masts of ships.
Wreaths of white mist clung like ghostly sails to the yards.
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“Somewhere about here, sir, ain't it7" he asked
huskily through the trap.

Dorian started, and peered round. “This will do™
he answered, and, having got out hastily, and given the
driver the extra fare he had promised him, he walked
quickly in the direction of the quay, Here and there a
lantern gleamed at the stern of some huge merchant-
man, The light shook and splintered in the puddies,
A red glare came from an outward-bound steamer that
was coaling. The slimy pavement looked like a wet
mackintosh.

He hurried on towards the left, glancing bark now
and then to see if he was being followed. In about
seven or eight minutes he reached a small shaliby house,
that was wedged in between two gaunt factories. In
one of the top-windows stood a lamp. He stopped, and
gave a peculiar knock.

After a little time he heard steps in the passage,
and the chain being unhooked. The door opened guietly,
and he went in without saying a word to the sguat
misshapen figure that flattened itself into the shadow as
he passed. At the end of the hall hung a tattered
green curtain that swayed and shook in the gusty wind
which had followed him in from the street. He dragged
it aside, and entered a long, low room which looked as
if it had once been a third-rate dancing-saloon. Shrill
flaring gas-jets, dulled and distorted in the fly-blown
mirrors that faced them, were ranged round the walls.
Greasy reflectors of ribbed tin backed them, making
quivering dises of light. The floor was covered with
ochre-coloured sawdust, trampled here and there into
mud, and stained with dark rings of spilt liguor. Some
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Malays were crouching by a little charcoal stove playing
with bone counters, and showing their white teeth as
they chattered. In one corner, with his head buried in
his arms, a sailor sprawled over a table, and by the
tawdrily-painted bar that ran across one complete side
stood two haggard women mocking an old man who
was brushing the sleeves of his coat with an expression
of disgost.© “He thinks he's got red ants on him,”
laughed one of them, as Dorian passed by. The man
looked at her in terror, and began to whimper.

At the end of the room there was a little staircase,
feading, to n darkened chamber.  As Dorian hurried op
its three rickety steps, the heavy odour of opium met
him. He heaved a deep breath, and his nostrils quivered
with pleasure. When he entered, a young man with
smooth yellow hair, who was bending over a lamp light-
ing a long thin pipe, locked up at him, and nodded in
a hesitating manner. .

“You here, Adrian?" muttered Dordan,

“Where else should I be?” he answered, listlessly.
#None of the chaps will speak to me now.”

#] thought you had left England.”

“Darlington is not going to do anything. My brother
paid the bill at last. George deesn't speak to me
either, . . . I don't care” he added, with a sigh. “As
long as one has this stuff, one doesn't want friends. 1
think I have had too many friends”

Dorian winced, and looked round at the grotesque
things that lay in such fantastic postures on the ragped
mattresses. The twisted limbs, the paping mouths, the
staring lustreless eyes, fascinated him.  He knew in
what strange heavens they were suffering, and what dull

The Pictuwre of Dovian Grap. 16
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hells were teaching them the secret of some new joy.
They were better off than he was. He was prisoned in
thought, Memory, like a horrible malady, was eating
his soul ‘away. From fime to time he seemed to sce
the eyes of Basil Hallward locking at him. Vet he felt
he could not stay. The presence of Adrian Singleton
troubled him. He wanted to be where no one would
know who he was. He wanied to escape from himself,

“I am geing on to the other place,” he said, after a
pause.

“On the wharf?"

'FYL"EI';” 5

“That mad-cat is sure to be there. They won't
have her in this place now.”

Dorian shrugged his shoulders. %I mm sick of
women who love one.  Women who hate one are much
more interesting. DBesides, the stuff is better.,”

“Much the same.”

#] like it better. Come and have something to
drink. I must have something.”

“I don't want anything,” murmured the young man.

“Never mind."

Adrian Singleton rose up wearily, and followed Dorian
to the bar. A half-caste, in a ragged turban and a
shabby ulster, grinned a hidepus greeting as he thrust
a bottle of brandy and two tumblers in front of them.
The women sidled up, and began to chatter. Dorian
turned his back on them, and szid something in a low
voice to Adrian Singleton.

A crooked smile, like a Malay crease, writhed across
the face of one of the women. “We are very proud
to-night,” she sneered.
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#Tar God’s sake don't talk to me”™ cried Dorian,
stamping his foot on the ground. “What do you want?
Money? Here it is.  Don't ever talk to me again®

Two red sparks flashed for a moment in the woman's
sodden eyes, then flickered oul, and left them dull and
glazed. She tossed ber head, and raked the coins off
the counter with greedy fingers. Her companion watched
her enviously.

“Its no use,” sighed Adrian Singleton, “I don't
care to go back. What does it matter? I am quite
happy here”

“Vou will write to me if you want anything, won't
you?r" said Dorian, after a pouse.

“Perhaps.”

“Good night, then

“Good night,” answered the young man, passing up
the steps, and wiping his parched mouth with a hand-
kerchicf.

Diorian walked to the door with a look of pain in
his face. As he drew the curtain aside a hideous laugh
broke from the painted lips of the woman who had
taken his money. “There goes the devil’s bargainl®
she hiccoughed, in a hoarse voice.

“Curse youl” he answered, *don't call me that”

She snapped her fingers. “TPrince Charming is what
you like to be called, ain't it?™ she yelled after him.

The drowsy sailor leapt to his feet as she spoke,
and looked wildly round. The sound of the shutting of
the hall door fefl on his ear. He mushed cut as if in
pursuit.

Dorian Gray hurried along the quay through the
drizzling rain. His meeting with Adrian Singleton had

1G*
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strangely moved him, and he wondered if the ruin of
that young life was really to be laid at his door, as
Basil Hallward had said to him with such infamy of
insult. He bit his lip, and for o few seconds his eyes
grew sad. Yet, after all, what did it matter to him?
One's days were too brief to take the burden of an-
other's errors on one's shoulders. Each man lived his
own life, and paid his own price for living it. The only
pity was one had to pay so often for a single fault
One had to pay over and over apain, indeed. In her
dealings with man Destiny never closed her accounts.

There are moments, psychologists tell us, when the
passion for ein, or for what the world calls sin, s0
dominates a nature, that every fibre of the body, as
every cell of the brain, seems to be instinet with fearful
impulses. Men and women at such moments lose the
freedom of their will, They move to their terrible end
8% auntomatons move. Choice is taken from them, and
conscience is either killed, or, if it lives at all, lives but
to give rebellion its fascination, and discbedience its
charm. For all sins, as theologians weary not of re-
minding us, are sins of disobedience. When that high
spirit, that morning-star of evil, fell from heaven, it was
ns a rebel that he fell.

Callous, concentrated on evil, with stained mind and
soul hungry for rebellion, Dorian Gray hastened on,
goickening his steps as he went, but as he darted aside
ito o dim archway, that had served him often as a
ghort cut to the ill-famed place where he was going, he
felt himsel{ suddenly seized from behind, and before he
had time to defend himsell he was thrust back against
the wall, with & brutal hand round his throat.
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He struggled madly for life, and by a temrible effort
wrenched the tightening fingers away. In a second he
heard the click of a revolver, and saw the pleam of a
polished barrel pointing straight at his head, and the
dusky form of a short thick-set mian facing him.

*What do you want?" he gasped.

“Feep quiet” said the man,  *“If you stir, 1 shoot
you.”

“You are mad. What have I done to you?"

“You wrecked the life of Sibyl Vane,” was the an-
swer, “and Sibyl Vane was my sister. She killed her-
gell ¥ know it. Her death is at your door. I swore
I would kill you in return. For years I have sought
you, I had no clue, no trace. The two people who
could have described you were dead. I knew nothing
of you but the pet name she used to call you. I heard
it to-night by chance. Make your peace with God, for
to-night you are going to die”

Dorian Gray grew sick with fear. “I never knew
her,” he stammered. “I never heard of her.  You are
mad.”

“You had better confess your sin, for as sure as I
am James Vane, you are going to die” There was a
horrible moment, Dorian did not know what to say or
do, “Down on your knees!" growled the man. *“I give
vou one minute to make your peace—no more. I go
on board to-pight for India, and I must d::r my job first.
One minute.  That's all”

Dorian's arms fell to his side. Paralysed with terror,
he did not know what to do. Suoddenly a wild hope
flashed across his brain. “Stop,” he cried. “How long
ago is it since your sister died? Quick, tell mel”
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“Eighteen years,” said the man, “Why do you ask
me?  What do years matter?”

“Eighteen years,” laughed Dorian Gray, with a touch
of triumph in his voice. “Eighteen years! Set me under
the lamp and lock at my face!"

James Vane hesitated for a moment, not understand-
ing what was meant, Then he seized Dorian Gray and
dragped him from the archway.

Dim and wavering as was the windblown light, yet
it served to show him the hideous error, as it seemed,
into which he had fallen, for the face of the man he
had sought to kill had all the bloom of boyhoods all the
unstained purity of youth, He seemed little more than
a lad of twenly summers, hardly older, if older indeed
at all, than his sister had been when they had parled
so many years ago, It was obvious that this was not
the man who had destroyed her life,

He loosenced his hold and reeled back. “My God!
my God!™ he cried, “and I would have murdered you!"

Dorian Gray drew a long breath. “You have been
on the brink of committing a terrible come, my man,"”
he said, looking at him sternly. “Let this be a waming
lo you not to take vengeance into your own hands”

"Torgive me, sir,” muttered James Vane. *1 was
deceived. A chance word I heard in that damned den
' set me on the wrong track.”

“You had better go home, and put that pistol away,
or you may get into trouble” said Dorian, turning on
his heel, and going slowly down the street.

James Vane stood on the pavement in horror. He
was trembling from head to foot. After a little while
a black shadow that had been creeping along the drip-
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ping wall, moved out into the light and came close to
him with stealthy footsteps. He felt ¢ hand laid on
his arm and locked round with a start, It was one of
the women who had been drinking at the bar,

“Why didn't you kill him?” she hissed cut, putting
her haggard face quite close to his. - “I knew you were
following him when you rushed out from Daly's. You
fool! You should have killed him. He has lots of
money, and he's as bad as bad.”

“Ie is not the man I am looking for,” he answered,
“and I want no man's money. I want a man's life
The man whose life T want must be nearly forty now.
This one is litthe more than a boy. Thank God, I have
not got his blood upon my hands™

The woman gave a bitter laugh. “Little more
than a boy!™ she sneered. “Why, man, it's nigh on
eighteen years since Prince Charming made me what
I am.”

“You lie!” cried James Vane.

She raised her hand up to heaven. “Before God I
am telling the truth,” she cried.

“#Before God?™

#S¢trike me dumb if it ain't so. He is the worst
one that comes here.  They say he has sold himselfl to
the devil for a pretty face, It's nigh on ecighteen years
gince I met him.  He hasn't changed much since then.
I have though," she added, with a sickly leer.

“You swear this?”

4] gwear it,” eame in hoarse echo from her flat
mouth, “But don’t give me away to him" she whined;
o] am afraid of him. Let me have some money for my
night’s lodging."
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He broke from her with an oath, and rushed to the
corner of the street, but Dorian Gray had disappeared,
When he looked back, the woman had vanished also.

CHAPTER XVIL

A weex later Dorian Gray was sitting in the con-
servatory at Selby Royal talking to the pretty Duchess
of Monmouth, who with her husband, a jaded-Jooking
man of sixty, was mmongst his guests. It was tea-time,
and the mellow light of the huge lace-covered lamp that
stood on the table lit up the delicate china and ham-
mered silver of the scrvice at which the Duchess was
presiding.  Her white hands were moving daintily among
the cups, and her full red lips were smiling at some-
thing that Dorian had whispered to her. Lord Henry
was lying back in a silk-draped wicker chair looking at
them. On a peach-coloured divan sat Lady Narborough
pretending to listen to the Duke's description of the last
Brazilian beetle that he had added to his collection.
Three young men in elaborate smoking-suits were handing
tea-cakes to some of the women. The house-party con-
sisted of twelve people, and there were more expected
to arrive on the next day,

“What are you two talking about?” said Lord Henry,
sirolling over to the table, and putting his cup down.
41 hope Dorian has told you about my plan for re-
chiristening everything, Gladys. It is a delightful idea.”

“But 1 dont want to be rechristened, Harry," re-
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joined the Duchess, looking up at him with her wonder-
ful eyes, “I am quite satisfied with my own name, and
I am sure Mr. Gray should be satisfied with s

“My dear Gladys, [ would not alter either name for
the world. They are both perfect. 1 was thinking
chiefly of flowers., Yesterday I cut an crchid, for my
buttonhole. It was a marvellous spotted thing, as effective
as the seven deadly sins. In a thoughtless moment I
asked one of the gardeners what it was called. He told
me it was a fne speeimen of Kedinsoniana, or some-
thing dreadful of that kind. It is a sad trath, but we
have logt the faculty of giving lovely names to things,
Names are everything. I mever quarrel with actions
My one quarrel is with words. That is the reason I
hate vulgar realism in literature. The man who could
call a spade a spade should be compelled to use one
It is the only thing he is fit for.”

*Then what should we call you, Harpy?™ she asked.

“Iis name 1% Prince Paradox,” said Dorian.

T recognise him in a flash,” exclaimed the Duchess,

“] won't hear of it,” laughed Lord Henry, sinking
into a chair, “From a label there is no escape! I re-
fuse the title”

“Royalties may' not abdicate,” fell as a warning
from pretty lips,

“Ypou wish me to defend the throne, then?®

JEYH‘"

*1 give the truths of to-morrow.”

#] prefer the mistakes of to-day,” she answered,

“¥You disarm me, Gladys," he cried, catching the
wilfulness of her mood.

#0Of your shield, Humy: not of your spear®
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“I never tilt against Beauty,” he said, with a wave
of his hand.

“That is your error, Harry, believe me.  ¥ou value
beauty far too muech.”

“How can you say that? I admit that I think that
it is better to be beawtiful than to be good. Iut on
the other hand no one i3 more ready than I am to
acknowledge that it is better 1o be good than to be ugly.”

“Ugliness is one of the seven deadly sins, then?”
cricd the Duchess. “What becomes of your simule
about the orchid?"

“Ugliness is one of the seven deadly virtues, Gladys.
You, as & pood Tory, must not underrate them,  Beer,
the Bible, and the seven deadly virtues have made our
England what she is"

“You don't like your country, then?” she asked.

“T live in it

“That you may censure it the hetter.”

“Would you have me take the verdict of Europe on
it?” he inguired.

“What do they say of us?"

“That Tartuffe has emigrated to England and opened
& shop.”

]s that yours, Harry?”

¥] give it to you."

“I could not use it. It is too true

*You need not be afraid. Our counirymen never
recognise a deseription.”

“They are practical.”

“They are more cunning than practical. When they
make up their ledger, they balance stupidity by wealth,
and vice by hypocrisy.”
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“5till, we have done great things”

“Great things have been thrust on us, Gladys."

“We have carried their burden.”

#0nly as far as the Stock Exchange”

She shook her head. *“I believe in the race,” she
cried.

“It represents the survival of the pushing”

Tt has development.”

“Decay fascinates me more”

“What of Art?"” she asked.

“It is a malady.”

“.Lﬂ‘it?“

“An illusion.”

" Religion ¢

“The fashionable substitote for Belief

“You are a scephc”

“Never! Beepticism is the beginning of Faith,”

“What are you?*

“lo define 15 to limit"

“Give me a clue

“Threads snap. You would lose your way in the
labyrinth."

“You bewilder me. Let us talk of someone else.”

“Our host is a delightful topic. Years ago he was
christened Prince Charming.”

“Ah! don't remind me of that” cried Dorian Gray.

“Cur host is rather horrid this evening,” answered
the Duchess, colouring. “I believe he thinks that Mon-
mouth married me on purely scientific principles as the
best specimen he could find of 2 modern butterfly.”

“Well, I hope he won't stick pins into you, Duchess,"
laughed Dorian.
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“Oh! my maid does that already, Mr. Gray, when
she is annoyed with me.”

“And what does she get annoyed with you about,
Duchess?”

“TFor the most trivial things, Mr. Gray, I azsure you.
Usually because I come in at ten minutes to nine and
tell her that I must be dressed by half-past eight”

“How unreasonable of her! You should give her
warning."”

“1 daren't, Mr. Gray. Why, she invents hats for
me. You remember the one T wore at Lady Hilstone's
garden-party? You don’t, but it is nice of you to pre-
tend that you do. Well, she made it out of nothing.
Allpood huts are made out of nothing.”

“Like all good reputations, Gladys,” interrupted
Lord Henry. “Every effect that one produces gives one
an enemy. To be popular one must be a mediocnty.”

“Not with women,” said the Duchess, shaking her
head; “and women rule the wearld, I assure you we
can't bear mediocrities. We women, as someonc says,
love with our ears, just as you men love with your eyes,
if you ever love at all.”

“It seems to me that we never do anything else”
murmured Dorian,

“Ah! then, you never really love, Mr. Gray,” an-
swered the Duchess, with mock sadness

“My dear Gladys!” cried Lord Henry. “How can
you say that? Romance lives by repetition, and repeti-
tion converts an appetite into an art. Besides, each
time that one loves is the only time one has ever loved.
Difference of object does not alter singleness of passion.
It merely intensifies it. We can have in life but one
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great experience at best, and the seeret of life is to re-
prodoce that experience as often as possible™

“Eyven when one has been wounded by it, Harry?®
asked the Duchess, after a paunse,

“Especially when one has been wounded by it"
answered Lord Henry,

The Duchess turned and locked at Dorian Gray with
a curious expression in her eyes. “What do you say to
that, Mr. Gray?"” she enquired.

Dorian hesitated for a moment. Then he threw his
head back and Jaughed. *I always agree with Harry,
Duchess]

“LEven when he is wrong?™

“Harry is never wrong, Duchess."

“And does his philosophy make you happy?

“I have never searched for happiness. Who wants
happiness? 1 have searched for pleasure”

“And found it, Mr, Gray?"

“Often.  Too often.”

The Thichess sighed. I am searching for peace,”
she said, “and if I don't go and dress, I shall have
none this evening”

“Let me get you some orchids, Duchess,” cried
Dorian, starting to his feet, snd walking down the con-
servatory,

“You are flirting dispracefully with him,"” said Lord
Henry to his cousin. “¥You had better take care. He
is very fascinating.™

“If he were not, there would be no battle”

“Greek meets Greek, then?”

“1 am on the side of the Trojans. They fought for
a woman,"
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“They were defeated.”

“There are worse things than capture,” she apswered.

“You gallop with a loose rein.”

“Pace gives life,” was the riposte,

“I shall write it in my diary to-night.”

ii“.'hﬂr_?n

“That & burnt child loves the fire”

“I am not even singed. My wings are untouched.”

“You use them for everything, except flight,”

“Courage has passed from men to women. It is a
new experience for us”

“You have a rival,”

*Wha?"

He laughed. *“Lady Narborough™ he whispered,
“5he perfectly adores him.”

“You fill me with apprehension. The appeal to
Antiquity is fatal to us who are romanticists,”

“ Romanticists] You have all the methods of science.”

“Men have educated us?

“But not explained you.”

“Describe us as a sex,” was her challenge.

nSphynxes without secrets.”

She looked at him, smiling. “MHow long Mr. Gray
isl" she said. “Let us go and help him. I have not
yet told him the eolour of my frock.”

“Ah! you must suit your frock to his flowers, Gladys.”

*That would be a premature surrender”

“Romantic Art begins with its climax.”

“1 must keep an opportunity for retreat.”

“In the Parthian manner?*™

“They found safety in the desert. I could not do
that"
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“Women are not always allowed a choice® he an-
swered, but hardly had he finished the sentence before
from the far end of the conservatory came a stified
groan, followed by the dull sound of a heavy fall. Ewvery-
body started up. ‘The Duchess stood motionless in
horror.  And with fear in his eyes Lord Henry rushed
through the fapping palms, to find Dorian Gray lying
face downwards on the tiled floor in 2 death-like swoon.

He was carried at once into the blue drawing-room,
and laid upon one of the sofas. After a short time he
came to himself, and looked round with a dazed ex-
pression .

*What has happeneds” he asked. “Oh! I remem-
ber. Am I safe here, Harry?™  He began to tremble,

“My dear Dorian,” answered Lord Henry, *“you
merely fainted. That was all.  You must have overlired
yoursell,  You had better not come down to dinner. I
will take vour place.”

“No, I will come down,” he said, struggling to his
feet. “I would rather come down. I must not be
alone.™

He went to his room and dressed. There was a
wild recklessness of galety in his manner as he sat at
table, but pow and then a thrill of terror ran through
him when he remembered that, pressed against the
window of the comservatory, like a white handkerchief,
he had seen the face of James Vane watching him,
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CHAPTER XVIIL

Toe next day he did not leave the house, and,
indeed, spent most of the time in his own room,.sick
with a wild terror of dying, and yet indifferent to
life itsell. ‘'The consciousness of being hunted, snared,
tracked down, had begun to dominate him. If the
tapestry did but tremble in the wind, he shock. The
dead leaves that were blown against the leaded panes
seemed to him like his own wasted resolutions and wild
reprets,  When he closed his eyes, he saw again the
sailor's face peering through the mist-stained plass, and
horror seemed once more to lay its hand upon his heart,

But perhaps it had been only his fancy that had
called vengeance out of the night, and set the hideous
shapes of punishment belore him.  Actual life was chaos,
but there was something terribly logical in the imagina-
tion, It was the imagination that set remorse to dog
the feet of sin. It was the imagination that made each
crime bear its misshapen brood. In the common world
of fact the wicked were not punished;, ner the good re-
warded. Success was given to the strong, failure throst
upon the weak, That was all. Besides, had any stranger
been prowling round the house he would have been
seen by the servants or the keepers. IHad any foot-
marks been found on the flower-beds, the gardeners
would have reported it. VYes: it had been merely fancy.
Sibyl Vane's brother had not come back to kill him,
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He had sailed away in his ship to founder in some
winter sea. From him, at any rate, he was safe.  'Why,
the man did not know who he was, could not know
who he was. The mask of youth had saved him.

And yet if it had been merely an illusion, how ter-
rible it was to think that conscience could raise such
fearful phantoms, and give them visible form, and make
them move before onel  What sort of life would his be
ifi day and night, shadows of his crime were to peer at
him from silent cormers, to mock him from secret places,
to whisper in his ear as he sat at the feast, to wake
him with icy fingers as he lay asleep! As the thought
crept through his brain, he grew pale with terror, and
the air seemed to him to have become suddenly colder.
Oh! in what a wild hour of madness he had killed his
fiiend! How ghastly the mere memory of the scene!
He saw it all again. Each hideous detail came back
to him with added horror, Out of the black cave of
Time, terrible and swathed in scarlet, rose the image of
hiz sin. When Lord Henry came in at six o'clock, he
found him erying as one whose heart will break.

It was not till the third day that he ventured to go
out. There was something in the clear, pine-scented air
of that winter moming that seemed to bring him back
his joyousness and his ardour for life. But it was not
merely the physical conditions of envirenment that had
caused the change. His own nature had revolted against
the excess of anguish that had sought to maim and mar
the perfeetion of its calm. With subtle and finely-wrought
temperaments it is always so.  Their strong passions
must either bruise or bend.  They either slay the man,
or themselves die. Shallow sorrows and shallow loves

The Pyolure of Dorian Gray. I7
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live on. The loves and sorrows that are great are de-
stroyed by their own plenitude. Besides, he had con-
vinced himsell that he had been the vietim of a terror-
stricken imagination, and looked back now on his fears
with something of pity and not a little of contempt.

After breakfast he walked with the Duchess for an
hour in the garden, and then drove across the park to
join the shooting-party. The erisp frost lay like salt
upon the grass, The sky was an inverted cup of blue
metal. A thin film of ice Dordered the flat reed-grown
lake.

At the comer of the pine-weod he cauzht, sight of
Bir Geoffrey Clouston, the Duchess's brother, jerking two
spent cartridges out of his gun. He jumped from the
cart, and having told the groom to take the mare home,
made his way towards his guest through the withered
bracken and rough undergrowth,

“Have you had good sport, Geoffrey 7" he asked.

“Not very good, Dorian. T think most of the birds
have gone to the open. T daresay it will be better after
lunch, when we get to new ground.”

Dorian strolled along by his side. The keen aromatic
air, the brown and red lights that glimmered in the
wood, the hoarse eres of the beaters ringing out from
time to time, and the sharp snaps of the guns that fol-
lowed, fascinated him, and filled him with a sense of
delightful freedom. He was dominated by the careless-
ness of happiness, by the high indiffcrence of joy.

Suddenly from a lumpy tussock of old grass, some
twenty yards in front of them, with black-tipped ears
erect, and long hinder limbs throwing it forward, started
i hare. It bolted for a thicket of alders.  Sir Geoffrey
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put his gin to his shoulder, but there was something
in the animal's prace of movement that strangely charmed
Dorian Gray, and he cred out at once, “Don't shoot it,
Geoffrey.  Let it live”

“What nonsense, Dorian!” laughed his companion,
and as the hare bounded into the thicket he fired. There
were two cries heard, the cry of a hare in pain, which
is dreadful, the cry of 2 man in agony, which is worse.

“Good heavens! I have hit a beater!" exclaimed
Sir Geoffrey. “What an ass the man was to get in front
of the guns! Stop shooting there!” he called out at the
top of kas=voice. *A man is hurt."

The head-keeper came running up with a stick in
his hand.

“Where, sir? Where is he?” he shouted. At the
same time the firing ceased along the line,

“Here,” answered Sir Geoffrey, angrily, hurrying to-
wards the thicket. “Why on earth don't you keep your
men back? Spoiled my shooting for the day.”

Dorian watched them as they plonged into the alder-
clump, brushing the lithe, swinging branches aside. In
a few moments they emerged, dragping a body after
them into the sunlight. He turned away i horror. It
seemed to him that misfortune followed wherever he
went. He heard Sir Geoffrey ask if the man was really
dead, and the affirmative answer of the keeper. The
wood seemed to him to have become suddenly alive
with faces. There was the trampling of myriad fest,
and the low buzz of voices. A great copper-breasted
pheasant came beating through the boughs overhead.

After 2 few moments, that were to him, in his per-
turbed state, like endless hours of pain, he felt a

17
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hand laid on his shoulder. He started, and looked
round.

“Dorian,” said Lord Henry, “1 had better tell them
that the shooting iz stopped for to-day. It would not
ook well to go on

“I wish it were stopped for ever, Hamry," he an-
swered, bitterly., “The whole thing is hideous and cruel.
Is the man . . .7

He could not finish the sentence.

“T am afraid so," rejoined Lord Henry. “He got the
whole charge of shot in his chest. He must have died
almost instantaneously, Come; let us go home,”

They walked side by side in the direction of the
avenue for nearly fifty yards without speaking. Then
Dorian looked at Lord Henry, and said, with a heavy
sigh, *It is a bad omen, Hany, a very bad omen."

“What 15?" asked Lord Henry. *Oh! this accident,
I suppose. My dear fellow, it can’t be helped. It was
the man's own fault. Why did he get in front of the
guns? DBesides, it is nothing to us. It is rather awk-
ward for Geoffrey, of course. It does not do to pepper
beaters. It makes people think that one 15 a wild shot
And Geoffrey is not; he shoots very straight. But there
is no use talking about the matter."

Dorian shook his head. “It is a bad omen, Harry.
I feel as if something horrible were going to happen o
some of us. To mysell, perhaps” he added, passing his
hand over his eyes, with a gesture of pain.

The elder man laughed. “The only horrible thing
in the world is ewmwsd, Dorian. That is the one sin for
which there is no forgiveness.  But we are not likely to
suffer from it, unless these fellows keep chattering about
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this thing at dinner. I must tell them that the subject
is to be tabooed. As for omens, there is no such thing
as an omen. Destiny does not send us heralds, She
is 100 wise or too cruel for that. Besides, what on earth
could happen to you, Dorian? You have everything in
the world that a man can want.  There is no one who
would not be delighted to change places with you”

*“There is no one with whom I would not change
places, Harry, Don't laugh like that I am telling you
the truth. ‘The wretched peasant who has just died is
better off than I am, I have no terror of Death. It is
the compng of Death that terrifies me. Its monstrous
wings seem to wheel in the leaden air around me. Good
heavens! don't you see a man moving behind the trees
there, watching me, waiting for me?"

Lord Henry locked in the direction in which the
trembling gloved hand was pointing, “Ves” he said,
smiling, “I see the gardener waiting for you, I suppose
he wants to ask you what Aowers you wish to have on
the table to-night. How absurdly nervous you are, my
dear fellow! You must come and see my doctor, when
we pget back to town.”

Daorian heaved a sigh of relief as he saw the gardener
approaching. The man tooched his hat, glanced for a
moment at Lord Henry in a hesitating manner, and then
produced a letter, which he handed to his master. “Her
Grace told me to wait for an answer,” he murmured.

Dorian put the letter into his pocket. *Tell her
Grace that I am coming in,” he said, coldly. The man
turned round, and went rapidly in the direction of the
house.

“How fond women are of doing dangerous things !
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laughed Lord Henry. ®It is one of the qualities in them
that I admire most. A woman will flirt with anybody
in the world as long as other people are looking on.”

“How fond you ‘are of saying dangerous things,
Harryl In the present instance youn are quite astray., I
like the Duchess very much, but I don't love her.”

“And the Duchess loves yon very much, but she
likes you less, so you are excellently matched.”

“You are talking scandal, Harry, and there is never
any Dbasis for scandal.”

“The basis of every scandal is an immoral cer-
tainty,” said Lord Henry, lighfing a cigarette,

“You would sacrifice anybody, Harry, for the sake
of an epigram.”

“The world goes to the altar of its own accord,”
was the answer.

41 wish I could love” cried Dorian Gray, with o
deep note of pathos in his voice. “But I seem to have
lost the passion, and forgotten the desire. I am too
much concentrated on mysell, My own personality has
become a burden to me I want Lo escape, to go away,
to forget. It was silly of me to come down here at all.
1 think.I shall send a wire to Harvey to have the yacht
got ready. On a yacht one is safe”

“Safe from what, Dorian? You are in some trouble,
Why not tell me what it is? You know I would help
you,"

“1 can't tell you, Harry," he answered, sadly. “And
I daresay it is only a fancy of mine, This unfortunate
accident has upset me. I have a horrible presentiment
that something of the kind may happen to me™

“What nonsensel™
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“I hope it is, but I can't help feeling it. Al! here
is the Duchess, locking like Artemis in a tailor-made
gown., You see we have come back, Duchess

#] have heard all about it, Mr. Gray,” she an-
swered.  “Poor Geoffrey is terribly upset. And it seems
that you asked him not to shoot the have. How
curioust"

“Yes, it was very curious, I don’t know what made
me say it Some whim, 1 sappose. It looked the
loveliest of little live things. But T am sorry they told
you about the man, It is a hideous subject.”

“It is_an annoying subject,” broke in Lord Henry.
“It has no psychological value at all.  Now if Geoffrey
had done the thing on purpese, how interesting he
would be! I should like to know someone who bad
committed 2 real murder.”

“How horrid of you, Harryl® cried the Duchess,
“Isw't it, Mr. Gray? Harry, Mr. Gray is ill again, He
is going to faint"

Dorian drew himself up with an effort, and smiled.
“1t is nothing, Duchess” he murmured; *my nerves are
dreadfully out of order. That is all. I am afraid I
walked too far this moming. I didn't hear what Harry
snid. Was it very bad? You muost tell me some other
time. 1 think I must po and lie down. You will ex-
cuse me, won't your”

They had reached the great flight of steps that led
from the conservatory onto the terrace. As the glass
door closed behind Doran, Lord Henry turned and
looked at the Duchess with his slumberous eyes.  “Are
you very much in love 'with him?" he asked.

She did not answer for some time, but stood gaz-
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ing at the landscape. I wish I knew,” she said at
last,

He shook his head. “Knowledge would be fatal.
It is the uncertainty that charms one. A mist makes
things wonderful”

“One may lose one's way.”

“All ways end at the same point, my dear Gladys”

“What is that?"

#Disillusion.”

“It was my defwui in life” she sighed.

“It came to you crowned.”

“I am tired of strawberry leaves."

“They become you.”

“Cnly i public”

« “You would miss them,” =aid Lord Henry.

*I will not part with a petal.”

“Monmouth has ears”

“Old age is dull of hearing.”

#“Has he never been jealous?”

#] wish he had been”

He pglanced about as if in search of something.
#What are you looking for?” she inguired.

“The button from your foil,” he answered, “You
have dropped it."

She laughed. #I have still the mask,”

“Tt makes your eyes lovelier,” was his reply.

She laughed again. Her teeth showed like white
seeds In a scarlet fruit

Upstairs, in his own room, Dorian Gray was lying
on a sofa, with terror in every tingling fibre of his body.
Life had suddenly become too hideous a burden for
him to bear. The dreadful death of the unlucky beater,
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shot in the thicket like a wild animal, had seemed to
him to prefigure death for himself also. He had nearly
swooned at what Lord Henry had said in a chance
mood of cynical jesting.

At five o'clock he rang las bell for his servant, and
gave him orders to pack his things for the night-ex-
press o town, and to have the brougham at the door
by cight-thirty. He was determined not to sleep an-
other night at Selby Royal, It was an ill-omened place.
Death walked there in the sunlight. The grass of the
forest had been spotted with bloed,

Then he wrote a note to Lord Henry, telling him
that he was going up to town to consult his doctor, and
asking him to entertain his guests in his absence, As
he was putting it into the envelope, a knock came to
the door, and his valet informed him that the head-
keeper wished to see him. He frowned, and bit his
lip. “Send him in," he muttered, after some moments’
hesitation.

As soon as the man entered Dorian pulled his
cheque-book out of a drawer, and spread it out before
him,
“] suppose you have come about the unfortunate
accident of this morning, Thornton?" he said, taking up
a pen.

#Yes, sir, answered the gamekeeper.

“Was the poor fellow married? Had he any people
dependent on him?” asked Dorian, Jooking bored. “If
so, 1 should not like them to be left in want, and will
send them any sum of money you may think necessary."

“We don't know who he is, sir. That is what I
tock the liberty of coming to you about”
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“Dow't know who he is?” said Dorian, hstlessly.
“What do you mean? Wasn't he one of your men?"

*No, sir. Never saw him before. Seems like a
sailor, sir"

The pen dropped from Dorian Gray's hand, and he
felt as if his heart had suddenly stopped beating, “A
gailor?" he cried out.  “Did you say a sailor?”

“Yes, sir. He looks as if he had been a sort of
sailor; tattooed on both arms, and that kind of thing”

“Was there anything found on him?*” said Dorian,
leaning forward and looking at the man with startled
eyes.  “Anything that would tell his name?”

“Some money, sir—not much, and & six-shooter.
There was no name of any kind. A decent-looking man,
sir, but rough-like. A sort of sailor, we think,"

Dorian started to his feet. A terrible hope flutiered
past him. Fe cluiched at it madly, “Where is the
body?™ he exclaimed. “Quick! I must see it at
once.”

“It is in an empty stable in the Home Farm, sir
The foll don't like to have that sort of thing in their
houses. They say a eorpse brings bad luck™

“The Home Farm! Go there at onece and meet
me. Tell one of the grooms 1o bring my horse round.
No. Never mind. Il go to the stables myself It
will save time"

In lesz than a guarter of an hour Dorian Gray was
galloping down the long avenue as hard as he could go.
The trees seemed to sweep past him in spectral pro-
cession, and wild shadows to fling themselves across his
path. Once the mare swerved at a white gate-post snd
nearly threw him, He lashed her across the neck with



THE PICTURE OF DORIAN GRAY. .‘."'f:l?

hiz crop. Bhe cleft the dusky air like an arrow, The
stones flew from her hoofs.

At last he reached the Home Farm., Two men were
loitering in the yard. He leapt from the saddle and
threw the reins to one of them. In the farthest stable
a light was glimmering. Something seemed to tell him
that the body was there, and he hurried to the door,
and put his hand upon the lateh,

There he paused for a moment, feeling that he was
on the brink of a discovery that would either make or
mar his life. Then he thrust the deor open, and entered,

On g beap of sacking in the far corner was lying
the dead body of a man dressed in a coarse shirt and
a pair of blue trousers, A spotted handkerchief had
been placed over the face. A coarse candle, stuck in a
bottle, sputtered beside it

Derian Gray shuddered. He felt that his could not
be the hand to take the handkerchief away, and cailed
out to one of the farm-servants to come to him,

“Take that thing off the face. T wish to see it,” he
said, clutching at the doorpost for support

When the farmeservant had done so, he stepped
forward. A ery of joy broke from his lips. The man
who had been shot in the thicket was James Vane

He stood there for somée minutes locking at the dead
body. As he rode home, his eyes were full of tears, for
he knew he was safe,
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CHAPTER XIX,

“THERE is no use your telling me that you are going
to be good,” eried Lord Henry, dipping his white fingers
into a red copper bowl filled with rose-water. “You are
quite perfect. TPray, don't change.™

Dorian Gray shook his head. “No, Harry, I have
done too many dreadful things in my life._ ] am not
poing to do any more. 1 began my good actions
yesterday.”

“Where were you yesterday "

“In the country, Harry. I was staying at a little
ing 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 absolutely uncivilised. Civilisation is not
by any means an easy thing to attain to. There are
only two ways by which man can reach it. One 5 by
being cultured, the other by being corrupt. Country
people have no opportunity of being either, so they
stagnate,"

“Culture and corruption,” echoed Dorian. “I have
known something of both, It seems terrible to me 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.”

“You have not yet told me what your good action
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was, Or did you say you had done more than one?”
asked his companion, as he spilt into his plate a littde
crimson pyramid of sceded strawberries, and through
a perforated shell-shaped spoon snowed white sugar
upon them.

“T can tell you, Harry. It is not a story 1 could
tell to anyone else. I spared somebody. It sounds
vain, but you understand what I mean. She was quite
beautiful, and wonderfully like Sibyl Vane. I think it
was that which first attracted me to her. You re-
member Sibyl, doo't you? How long ago that seemsl
Well, Hetty was not one of our own class, of course,
Bhe was simply a girl in a village. But I really loved
her. T am quite sare that T loved her. Al during this
wonderful May that we have been having, I used to run
down and see her two or three times a week. Vesterday
ghe met me in a little orchard. The apple-blossoms
kept tumbling down on her hair, and she was laughing.
We were to have gone away together this morning at
dawn,  Suddenly I determined to leave her as Hower-
like as I had found her”

“] should think the novelty of the emotion must
have given you a thrill of real pleasure, Dorian,” inter-
rupted Lord Henry. “But I can finish your idyll for
you, You gave her good advice, and broke her heart,
That was the beginning of your reformation.”

“Harry, vou are horrible! You musin't say these
dreadful things. Hetty's heart is not broken. OF course
she cried, and all that, But there is no disgrace upon
her, She ean live, like Perdita, in her garden of mint
and marigold.”

“And weep over a faithless Florizel,” said Lord
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Henry, laughing, as he leant back in his chair. *My
dear Dorian, you have the most curiously boyish moods.
Do you think this girl will ever be really contented now
with anyone of her own rank? I suppose she will be
married some day to a rough carter or a grinning
ploughman. Well, the fact of having met you, and
loved you, will teach her to despise her husband, and
she will be wretched, TFrom a moral point of view, I
cannot say that I think much of your great renunciation.
Even as a beginning, it & poor. DBesides, how do you
know that Hetty isn't floating at the present moment in
some star-lit mill-pond, with lovely water-liliea-aund her,
like Ophelia?™

“1 can't bear this, Harry! You mock at everything,
and then sugpest the most serious tragedies. I am sorry
I told you now. I don't care what you say to me. 1
know I was right in acting as I did. Poor Hetty! As
I rode past the farm this morping, I saw her white face
at the window, like a spray of jasmine. Don't let us
talk about it any more, and don't try to persuade me
that the first pood action I have done for years, the first
litile bit of sclf-sacrifice I have ever known, is really a
sort of sin. I want to be better. I am going to be
Letter, Tell me something about yourself. What is
going on in town? I have not been to the club for
days™

“The people are still discussing poor Basil's dis-
appearance.”

“I should have thought they had got tired of that
by this time” said Dorian, pouring himself out some
wine, and frowning slighily,

“My dear boy, they have only been talking about it
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for six weeks, and the British public are really not equal
to the mental strain of having more than one topic every
three months. They have been very fortunate lately,
however. They have had my own divorce-case, and
Alan Campbell's suicide. Now they have pot the
mysterions disappearance of an artist.  Scotland Yard
still insists that the man in the grey ulster who left for
Paris by the midnight train on the ninth of November
was poor Basil, and the French police declare that Basil
never arrived in Paris at all T suppose in about a
fortnight we shall be told that bhe has been seen in San
Franciscres It 5 an odd thing, but everyone who dis-
appears is said to be seen at San Francisco. It must
be a delightful city, and possess all the attractions of
the next werld.”

“What do you think has happened to Basil?” asked
Dorian, holding up his Burpundy against the light, and
wondering how it was that he could discuss the matter
g0 calmly,

“] have not the slightest idea. If Basil chooses to
hide himself, it 13 no busmess of mine. If he is dead,
I don't want to think about him, Death is the only
thing that ever terrifies me. I hate it”

#“Why?" said the younger man, wearily.

"Because,” said Lord Henry, passing beneath his
nostrils the gilt trellis of an open vinaigrette hox, *one
can survive eéverything nowadays except that.  Death
and wulgarity are the only two facts in the nineteenth
century that one cannot explain away. Let us have
our coffee in the music-room, Dorian.  You must play
Chopin to me. The man with whom my wife ran away
played Chopin exquisitely. Poor Victoria! I was very



272 THE PICTURE OF DORIAN GRAY.

fond of her. The house is rather lonely without her.
Of course married life is merely a habit, a bad habit
But then one regrets the loss even of one’s worst habits,
Perhaps one regrets them the most.  They are such an
essential part of one’s personality.”

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 white and black ivory
of the keys. After the coffec had been brought in, he
stopped, and, looking over at Lord Henry, said “Harry,
did it ever occur to you that Basil was murdered?”

Lord Henry yawned. “Basil was very poygylar, and
always wore a Waterbury watch. Why shoold he have
been murdered? He was not clever enough to hawve
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 dall,
He only interested me once, and that was when he told
me, years ago, that he had a wild adoration for you,
and that you were the dominant motive of his art.”

“I was very fond of Basil,” said Doriap, with a note
of sadness in his voice. “But don't people say that he
was murdered?"”

“(Oh, some of the papers do. It does not seem to
me to be at all probable. I know there are dreadiul
places in Parms, but Basil was not the sort of man tc
have gone to them. Ie had no curiosity. It was his
chiel defect."

wWhat would you say, Harry, if I told you that I
had murdered Basil?" said the younger man. He
watched him intently after he had spoken.

“T would say, my dear fellow, that you were posing
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for a character that doesn't suit you. All crime is
vilgar, just as all vulgarity is crime. It is not in you,
Dorian, to commit & murder, I am sorry if I hurt your
vanity by saying so, but I assure you it is true. Crime
belongs exclusively to the lower orders I don't blame
them in the smallest degree. I should fancy that crime
was to them what art is to us, simply 2 method of pro-
curing extraordinary sensations,”

“A method of procuring sensations? Do you think,
then, that o man who has once committed a murder
could possibly do the same erime again? Don't tell me
that.™ —

“0h! anything becomes a pleasare if one does it
too often,” cried Lord Henry, langhing. “That is one
of the most important secrets of life. 1 should fancy,
however, that murder is always a mistake. One should
never do anything that one cannot talk about after
dinner. But let us pass from poor Basil, I wish I
could believe that he had come to such a really ro-
mantic énd 8% you suggest; but I can't. I daresay he
fell into the Seine off an omnibus, and that the con-
ductor hushed up the scandal. Yes: I should faney
that was his end. I see him lying now on his back
under those dull-green waters with the heavy barges
floating over him, and long weeds catching in his hair,
Do you know, I don't think he would have done much
more pood work. During the last ten years his painting
had gone off very much."”

Dorian heaved a sigh, and Lord Henry strolled
across the room and began to stroke the head of o
curipus Java parrot, a large grey-plumaged bird, with
pink crest apd tail, that was balancing itself upon a

The Picture of Dorien Gray. LE
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bamboo perch. As his pointed fingers touched it, it
dropped the white scurf of crinkled lids over black
glass-like eyes, and began to sway backwards and for-
wards,

“Yes," he continued, turning round, and taking his
handkerchief out of his pocket; *his painting had guite
gone off, It scemed to me to have lost something. It
had lost an ideal. When you and he ceased to be
great friends, he ceased to be a great artist. What
was it separated you? I suppose he bored you. IF so,
he never forgave you, It's a habit bores have. By the
way, what has become of that wonderful pprtrait he
did of you? I don't think I have ever seen it since he
finished it.. Ch! I remember your telling me years
ago that you had sent it down to Selby, and that it
had pot mislaid or stolen on the way. You never got
it back? "What a pity! It was really a masterpiece.
I remember [ wanted to buy it I wish I had now, It
belonged to Basil's best pedod, Since then, his work
was that curious mixture of bad painting and good in-
tentions that always entitles & man tw be called a re-
presentative British artist. Did you advertise for it?
You should.”

U] forget,” said Dorian. “1 soppose I did. But I
never really liked it. I am sorry I sat for it The
memory of the thing is hateful to me. Why do you
talk of it? Tt used to remind me of those curious
lines m some play—'Hamlet, I think—how ‘do they
rani—

“iLike the painting of a sorrow,
A foce without a heart,?

Yes: that is what it was like®
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Lord Henry laughed. “If a man treats life artistic-
ally, his brain is his heart,” he answered, sinking into an
armchair,

Diorian Gray shook his head, and struck some soft
chords on the piano. “‘Like the painting of a sormow,’™
he repeated, “‘a face without a heart'"

The elder man lay back and locked at him with
half-closed eyes. “By the way, Dorian™ he said, after
& pause, “*what does it profit a man if he gain the
whole world and lose—how does the quotation run?—
his own soul?'™

The mwsic jarred and Dorian Gray started, and
stared at his friend. *Why do you ask me that, Harry?”

#My dear fellow,” said Lord Henry, clevating his
eyebrows in surprise, “I asked you becanse I thought
you might be able to give me an answer, That is all,
I was going through the Park last Sunday, and close
by the Marble Arch there stood a little crowd of
shabby-locking people listening to some valgar street-
preacher. As I passed by, I heard the man yelling out
that question to his audience. It struck me as being
rather dramatic. London iz very rich in curious effects
of that kind. A wet Sunday, an uncouth Christian in
a mackintosh, a ring of sickly white faces under a
broken roof of dripping umbrellas, and a wonderful
phrase fung inte the air by shrill, hysterical lips—it was
really wvery good in its way, qQuite a suggestion. I
thought of telling the prophet that Art had a soul, but
that man had not. I am afraid, however, he would not
have understood me™

“Don't, Harry. The soul is a terrible reality, 1t can
be bought, and sold, and bartered away. It can be

15
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poisoned, or made perfect. There is a soul in each
one of s, I know it."

*“Do you feel quite sure of that, Dorian?"

# (Juite sure.”

“Ah! then it must be an illusion. The things one
feels absolutely certain about are never true. That is
the fatality of Faith, and the lesson of Romance. How
grave you are! Don't be so serious. What have you
or I to do with the superstitions of our age? No: we
have given up our belief in the soul. Play me some.
thing. Play me a nocturne, Dorian, and, as you play,
tell me, in & low voice, how you have kept.gpur youth.
You must have some secret. I am only ten years older
than you are, and I am wrinkled, and worn, and yellow,
You are really wonderful, Dorian. You have never
looked more charming than you do to-night. You re-
mind me of the day I saw you first. You were rathes
cheeky, very shy, and absolutely extraordinary, You
have changed, of course, but not in appearance, [ 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 no-
thing like it. It's absurd to talk of the ignorance of
youth., ‘The only people to whose opinions I listen now
with any respect are people much younger than my-
self. They seem in front of me. Life has revealed to
them her latest wonder, As for the aged, I always
contradict the aged. I do it on principle. If you ask
them their opinion on something that happened yester-
day, they solemnly give you the opinions current in 1820,
when people wore high stocks, believed in everything,
and knew absolutely nothing. How lovely that thing



THE PICTURE OF DORIAN GRAY. 277

yvon are playing is! 1 wonder did Chopin write it at
Majorca, with the sea weeping round the villa, and the
salt spray dashing against the panes? It is marvellously
romantic. What & blessing it is that there is one art
left to us that is not imitativel 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, Doran, of my own, that even you know no-
thing of. The tragedy of old age is not that one is old,
but that one is young. 1 am amazed sometimes at my
own sincerity. Ah, Dorian, how happy you are! What
an exquisite,life you have had! You have drunk deeply
of ecverything. You have crushed the grapes against
your palate. Nothing has been hidden from you. And
it has all been to you no more than the sound of music,
It has not marred you. You are still the same.”

“] am mnot the same, Harry."

“Yes: you are the same. [ wonder what the rest
of your life will be. Don't spoil it by renunciations
At present you are a perfect type. Don't make your-
self incomplete, You are quite fawless now. You need
not shake your head: you know you are, Besides,
Dorian, dont deceive yoursell 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 your-
self safe, and think yourself strong. But a chance tone
of eolour in a room or a morning sky, a particular per-
fume that you had once loved and that brings subtle
memories with it, 2 line from a forgotten poem that you
had come across again, a cadence from a piece of music
that you had ceased to play—1I tell you, Dorian, that it
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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 fifas bfane passes suddenly across me, and I
have to live the strangest month of my life over again,
I wish I could change places with you, Dorian. The
world has coed out against us both, but it has always
worshipped you., It always will worship you. You are
the type of what the age is searching for, and what it
is afraid it has found. I am so glad that you have
never done anything, never carved a statue, or painted
a picture, or produced anything outside,gf yourselft
Life has been your art. You have set yoursell to
music. Your days are your sonnets."”

Dorian rose up from the piano, and passed his
hand through his hair, *“Yes, life has been exquisite”
he murmured, “but 1 am not going to have the same
life, Harry. And you must not say these extravagant
things to me. You don't know everything about me. I
think that if you did, even you would turn from me,
You laugh. Don't laugh”

“Why have yvou stopped playing, Dorian? Go back
and give me the nocturne over again. Look at that
great honey-coloured moon that hangs in the dusky air.
She is waiting for you to charm her, and if you play
she will come closer to the earth. You won't? Letus
go to the club, then. It has been a charming evening,
and we must end it charmingly. There is someone at
White's who wants immensely to know you—young
Lord Poole, Bournemouth's eldest son. He has already
copied your neckties, and has begred me to introduce
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him to you. He is quite delightful, and rather reminds
me of you"

“I hope not,” said Dorian, with a sad look in his
eyes. “But I am tired to-night, Harry, I shan't go to
the club. It is nearly eleven, and I want to go to bed
early.”

“To stay. You have never played so well as to-
night. There was something in your touch that was
wonderful, It had more expression than 1 had ever
heard from it before.”

“It 15 because I am going to be good,” he answered,
smiling. ,.“& am a little changed already.”

“You cannot change to me, Doran,” said Lord
Henry, “You and I will always be friends.”

“¥et 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 like the converted, and
the revivalist, warping people against all the sins of
which you have grown tired. You are much too de-
lightful 1o do that, Besides, it is no use. You and I
are what we are, and will be what we will be. As for
being poisoned by a book, there is no such thing as
that. Art has no influence upon action. It annihilates
the desire to act. It is superbly sterile. The books
that the world calls immoral are books that show the
world its own shame, That is all. But we won't dis-
cuss literature. Come round to-morrow. I am going
o ride at eleven. We might go together, and I will
take you to lunch afterwards with Lady Branksome.
She is a charming woman, and wants to consult you
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about some tapestries she is thinking of buying. Mind
you come. Or shall we lunch with our little Duchess?
She says she never sees you now. Perhaps you are
tired of Gladys? [ thought you would be. Her clever
tongue gels on one’s necrves. Well, in any case, be
here at ecleven.”

“Must I really come, Harry?™

“Certainly. The Park is quite lovely now. I don't
think there have been such lilacs since the year 1 met
you.*

“WVery well. I shall he here at eleven,” said Daorian.
“Good night, Harry.” As he reached thg door he
hesitated for a moment, as if he had something more to
say. Then he sighed and went out,
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CHAPTER XX.

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 cne of them whisper to the other, “That is
Dorian Gray” He remembered how pleased he used
to be when he was pointed out, or slarved at, or talked
about. He was tired of hearing his own name now.
Half the charm of the little village where he had been
so often lately was that no pne Efew whe he was. He
had often told the girl whom hé: had turéd ro love him
that he was poor, and she had believed him? ' He had
told her once that he was wicked, and she had langhed
at him, and answered that wicked people were always
very old and very ugly. What a laugh she hadl—just
like a thrush singing. And how pretty she had been
in her cotton dresses and her large hats! She knew no-
thing, but she had everything that he had lost.

When he reached home he found his servant wait-
ing wp for him. He sent him to bed, and threw him-
self down en the sofa in the library, 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 boyhood, as Lord Henry had
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onee called it. He knew that he had tarnished himself]
filled his mind with corruption, and given horror to his
fancy; that he had been an evil influence to others, and
had experienced a terrible joy in being so; and that of
the lives that had crossed his own it had been the
fairest and the most full of promise that he had brought
to shame. But was it all irvetrievable? Was there no
hope for him?

Ahl in what a monstrous moment of pride and pas-
sion he had prayed that the portrait should bear the
burden of his days, and he keep the unsullied splendour
of eternal youth! All his failure had been due to that.
Better for him that each sin of his life had brought its
sure, swift penalty along with it. There was purification
in punishment. Not “Forgive us our sins,” but “Smite
us for our iniquities,” should be the prayer of man to
& most just God.

The curiously-carved mirror that Lord Henry had
given to him, so many years ago now, was standing on
the table, and the white-limbed Cupids laughed round
it as of eld. He took it up, as he had done on that
night of horror, when he had first noted the change in
the fatal picture, and with wild tear-dimmed eyes looked
into its polished *shield. Once, someone who had ter-
ribly loved him, had written to him a mad letter, ending
with these idolatrous words: “The world is changed
because you are made of ivory and gold. The curves
of your lips rewrite history.” The phrases came back
to his memory, and he repeated them over and over to
himself. Then he loathed his own beauty, and flinging
the mirror on the floor crushed it into silver splinters
beneath his heel. It was his beauty that had ruined
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him, his beauty and the youth that he had prayed for.
But for those two things, his life might have been free
from stain. His beauty had been to him but a mask,
his youth but a mockery. What was youth at best?
A pgreen, an unripe time, a time of shallow moods, and
sickly thoughis. Why had he worn its livery? Youth
had spoiled him.

It was better not te think of the past. Nothing
could alter that. It was of himself, and of his own
future, that he had to think. James Vane was hidden
in a nameless grave in Selby churchyard. Alan Camp-
bell had shot himself one night in his laboratory, but
had not revealed the secret that he had been forced to
know. The excitement, such as it was, over Basil Hall-
ward’s disappearance, would socn pass away. It was
already waning. He was perfectly safe there. Nor, in-
deed, 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 everything.
Basil had said things to him that were unbearable, and
that he had yet borne with patience, The murder had
been simply the madness of a moment. As for Alan
Campbell, his suicide had been his own act. He had
chosen to do it. It was nothing to him,

A new lifel That was what he wanted. That was
what he was waiting for. Surely he had begun it already.
He had spared one innocent thing, at any rate. He
would never again tempt innocence. He would be

ood.
i As he thought of Hetty Merton, he began to wonder
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f the portrait in the locked room had changed. Surely
it was not still s0 horrible as it had been? Perhaps if
his life became pure, he would be able to expel every
sign of evil passion from the face. Perhaps the signs
of evil had already gone away. He would go and look.

He took the lamp from the table and crept upstairs.
As he unbarred the door, a smile of joy flitted acress
his strangely young-looking face and lingered for a mo-
ment 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 lopd had been
lifted from him already.

He went in guietly, locking the door behind him, as
was his custom, and dragged the purple hanging from
the portrait. A cry of pain and indignation broke from
him, He could see no change, save that in the eyes
there was a look of cumnning, and in the mouth the
curved wrinkle of the hypocrite. The thing was -still
loathsome—more loathsome, if possible, than hefore—
and the scarlet dew that spotted the hand seemed
brighter, and more like blood newly spilt. Then he
trembled. Had it been merely vanity that had made
him do his one good deed? Or the desire for a new
sensation, as Lord Henry had hinted, with his mocking
laugh? Or that passion to act a part that sometimes
makes us do things finer than we are ourselves? Or,
perhaps, all these? And why was the red stain larger
than it had been? It seemed to have crept like a hor-
rible disease over the wrinkled fingers. There was blood
on the painted feet, as though the thing had dripped—
bleod even on the hand that had nét held the knife.
Confess? Did it mean that he was to confess? To give
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himself up, and be put to death? He langhed. He
felt that the idea was monstrous. Besides, even if he
did confess, who would believe him? There was no
trace of the murdered man anywhere. Everything be-
longing to him had been destroyed. He himself had
burned what had been below-stairs. The world would
simply say that he was mad. They would shut him up
if he persisted in his story. . . . Yet it was his duty to
confess, to suffer puplic 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 gsuld do would cleanse him till he had told his
own sin. His sin? He shrugged his shoulders. The
death of Basil Hallward seemed wvery little to him, He
was thinking of Hetty Merton, For it was an unjust
mirror, this mirror of his soul that he was looking at.
Vanity? Curiosity? Hypocrisy? Had there been no-
thing more in his renunciation than that? There had
been something more. At least he thought so. DBut
who could tell? . ., 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 recognised that
now.

But this murder—was it to dog him all his life?
Was he always to be burdened by his past? Was he
really to confess? Never. There was only one bit of
evidenee left against him. The picture itself—that was

cevidence, He would destroy it. Why had he kept it
s0 long? Once it had given him pleasure to watch it
changing and growing old. Of late he had felt no such
pleasure. It had kept him awake at night. When he
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had been away, he had been filled with terror lest other
eyes should look upon it. It had brought melancholy
across his passions. Its mere memory had marred many
moments of joy. It had been like conscience to him.
Yes, it had been conscience, He would destroy it

He looked round, and saw the knife that had stab-
bed Basil Hallward. He had cleaned it many times,
till there was no stain left upon it. It was bright, and
glistened, As it had killed the painter, so it would kill
the painter's work, and all that that meant. Tt would
kill the past, and when that was dead he would be free.
It would kill this monstrous soul-life, and without its
hideous warnings he would be at peace, He seized the
thing, and stabbed the picture with it

‘There was a ery heard, and a crash. The cry was
so horrible in its agony that the [rightened servants
woke, and crept out of their rooms. Two gentlemen,
who were passing in the Sguare below, stopped, and
looked up at the great house. They walked on till they
met a policeman, and bronght him Dback, The man
rang the bell several times, but there was no answer,
Except for a light in one of the top windows, the house
was all dark. After a time, he went away, and stood
in an adjoining portico and watched.

“Whose house is that, constable?” asked the elder
of the two gentlemen,

“Mr. Dorian Gray's, sir,” answered the policeman.

They looked at each other, as they walked away,
and sneered. COne of them was Sir Henry Ashtons'
uncle,

Inside, in the servants’ part of the house, the half-
clad domestics were talking in low whispers to each
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other. Old Mrs. Leaf was crying, and wringing her
hands. Franeis was as pale as death.

After about a quarter of an hour, he pot the coach-
man and one of the footmen and crept upstairs. They
knocked, bot there was no reply. They called out.
Everything was still.  Finally, after vainly trying to
force the door, they pot on the roof, and dropped down
onto the balcony, The windows yielded easily: their
balts were old.

When they entered, they found hanging upon the
wall & splendid portrait of their master as they had lnst
seen him, Jn all the wonder of his exquisite }our.h and
b-u-.'l.ﬂl}' Lying on the floor was a dead man, in even-
ing dress, with a knife in his heart. He was withered,
wrinkled, and loathsome of visage, It was not till they
had examined the rings that they recognised who it was.

THE EXD.
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1w o= Framoe of Co-day 1 ¥ —Twa Aunts
and n Mephew fv. — A Dream of M-
rna 1 % — The Carb of Hososur 1w, —
France of To=d:% [Yrcowd Serie) 1w, —A
Eowanca of 13ijon v v. — The Diream-
{ ba Intto 1w, - = A Storm. Hent Sky @ v, —
|iemdnlucesoes T v. = The Lord of the
1Taawoss & ¥, — Anglo-Freach Reminis-
vrener, RS- <1 1 vo=J% Buflolk Court-
ship 1 v, — Mock Nepgan® Hall 1v. —
Eastol Parir 1 v,—A Hiambls Lover & v.—
Papbzmm e cklelamnk, M. D, 1v.— Martha
Re=g, Teacher 1 v, — The Whitn House
by the Sea @ v,

Bierce, Ambroge (Am.).

In the Mihe of Lifs ¢ v

Birchznough, Mabel C

Toishierds yw,

Bisland, E. {Am.): wids Rhoda
Broughton,

Bismarck, Prince: e Butler.
Fr'e also Wilhelm Gérlach
{Collection of Gernan Authors,
- 26, and Whitman,

Black, William, 1808,

A Daughter of Heth 5 v, =— In Silk Ak-
thre 3 v, =« The Sirange Adventuresof a
Pharcton nv.— A Princess of Thule zv. =

Kilmeny 1 v.—The Maid of Rilleena, asd
ather Stodes 3 v, — Three Feathors 2 v, —

Lady Sifverdale’s Sweetheart, and other
Storien 1 v. — Madeap Vialet 2 v, —
Green Pastures and Ficcadilly 2 v —
Macleod of Dars 2 wv.— White Wines
v, — Suirive 3 ¥, — The Heautilal W rotch
2 W= Mr. Fizsistratvs Hrown, M. P., in
the Highlands 1 The Foar Macaieats s The
Fapil of Aurclins 1 v.— Shandon Bells
|with I'ortrait) = v.—}lﬂlth Shakespeare
a v, —"The Win Woanen of lmnmm,
etca T w—"White Heather 7 v = Sabina
Zembra = v, — The Swanpe Adventeres
ol @ Honre-Boat @ v, —In Far Lochabos
2w, — The New Prince Fortunatus = v.-

Stamd Fast, Cradg-Royston 1 3 v. — Dasalld
Foss of Heimm 2 wvo— The Magic Ink,
il other Tabes 1 v. =Walfenberg 2 v =
The Handwame Humes 3 v. — Highland
Courins z v.— Hriseis g v.—Wild Eelin av.

“Hlack-Box Murder, the”

Author of,
The Hlack-Tlox Munder { .
Blackmore, Richard Doddridge,
T 1000,
Albon Laormaine 7 v — Mary Anerley 5 v,
— Chrisowsll 2 v. — Tommy Upmarn
2 v, — Perlycro®a 2 v,
“ Blackwood."
Tales from * Blackwood * (Frirad Sevrect
1 ¥.== Tnles from ** Biackwood "' fSecoma
Sewren! 19
Blagden, Isa, T 1873
Tha Wanan [ lewed, sl the Womas
who loved me; A Torcan Wedding 1z w.

Blessinpgton, Countess of (Mar-
puerite Gardiner), + 1840,
Meredith ¢ v, — Strathern 3 v. — Mle-
mairs of a Femma de Chambre 1 v, —
Marmadgke Herbert 2 v. — Country

uarters [with Portral) 2 v.

Eloomfield, Baroness.
Reminincenees af Coirt and Diplamatle
Life {with the Portrait of Her Majesty
the Chieen} 2 ¥,

Baoldrewood, Relf
Robbery unter Arms 3 v, — Novermors
v,

Braddon, Miss (Mrs. Maxwell),
Lady Audley’s Sscret 3 v — Atrora
Finwd av. == Elaanor s Victory 1 v.=—John
Marchmont's Legacy 2 v, — ¥ Dun-
bar 3 v.— The Doctor’s Wife 2 v —
Only a Clod 2 v — Sir Jasper's Teaan:
aw,— The Lady's Mile 3v, — Rupertiiod-




Toruchnits Edition.

—

Complete Lixe. 5

wind ¥, —lJrsul San Frult 3 v, — Hen to
Earth 2 v. — Fanton's (Juest 2 v, — Tha
Lavels of Anlen = v, — Strangers and
Falzrims 3 v. — Lucius Davoren 3 v, —
Taken nt the Flond 3 v == Lost for Love
3 vo — AStrange Warkl a v, — Hoatages
to Fortune 2 vi— Dead Men's Shoes
2 v, — Joabaia Haggard's Dasghter xv, —
Wearersand Wele 1 ¥, — I Great Waters,
apd other Tales 1 v.—An Open Verdict
'1\- = Yisen = f_—Th: CMEH PHI.II. 1w
— The Story of Harbara 2 v, — Just as I
am v, —;'L-:plmdvel v, —Mmmt Royal
2%, — Tha Golibon Cali 2 v, — Flower sml
Weed ¢ v, — Phantom Fortans 3 w. —
'I.Tpn{tr the Fed Flag 1 v. — lshmael 3 v,

Wyllard's Weird 3 v. — One Thing
Nt'u-d ul 2 v, = Cat by the County 1 v, —
Like und Tnliks 7 v.— The Fatal Threa
2 v, = Tha [}y will come 2 v, — One
Lile, Oae Love » v, — {ieranl 3 v, —
The Venpetiana 3 v, = All alonpg the Kiver
2¥.= Thow artThe ¥an 3 v. — Tha Clurisg-
mas Hieelings, ete. 1 v, — Sona of Fire
1% — London Pride :v.—'!-tnu“'h. | mstica
2. — In High Pluces 2 v, — Him J,hnmg
Sin 1 v. — The Infelel o w. = The Conflict
=v. — The Hosa of Life = v, — llead Lava
haa Chaing 1 v, — Dhiring Her Majesty's
Firarure z v.

Brassey, Lady, ¥ 1887,
A Vovage in the " Sunbesm ™ 3 ¥, —
Sunshinn and Seorm in the East g v, —Tn

the Trades, the Tropics and the Raaring
Fasties 3 7,

“ Bread -Winness, the," Author

of (Am.}
The Bread-Witners o v

Bret Harte: oide Harte

Brock, Rev, William, § 1875,
Sir Henry Havelock, K. €, DL 1w,

Brontd, Charlotte: rafs Currer
Bell

Bront#, Emily & Anne: i
Ellis & Acton Bell.

Brooks, Shirley, § 1873
Tho Silver Cord 3 v, — Sooner or Lates
3

Broome; Lady (Lady Barker).
Station Lile in New Zealamd g %,

Station  Amesements fin New Lealand
1 v. == A Year's Homekeeping In Scuth

Adriea 1 ¥, — Lettars to Gay, and A Dle. -
tant Shore—Rodrigues 1 v. — Colanial
Nemories t v,

Broughton, Rhoda,

Cometh up . o Flower. 1 v, — Not
wisely, bt too well 3 v, Red as a Rose
i Stn 3 v, — Tales for Cheiitmaa Eve
¥ = Nancy @ ¥o — |oan 3 v, — Secend
Thonghis 3 v = Belinda 3 v. — Doctor
Capid 2 v.— Alnal 5 v, — M, Eligh
t v, — A Beginner t v, — Soylla or
Charrkela? 5 v — Denr Fanstins 1 v —
The Liames and the Camlls 1 v. — Faes in
Faw ¢ v, — lavinin 1w, = Mamma 1 v.
w=The Dievil amil the Deep Sea 1 v.— De=
vwert Two Stools 1 v

Broughton, Rhoda, & Elizabeth

Bisland (Am.)
A Widewer Indoml 1w,

Brown, Jobm, { 1582,
Rab and his Friends, and othes Fapors 1 v

Browning, Elizabeth Barrett,
T 1861,
A Belection from ber Poetry (with Par-
traith 1 v. — Awrora Lebeh o+
Browning, Robert, § 1358q.
Paetical Warks [with Portrait) gv.

Bullen, Frank T.
The Craiss of the " Cachalod ™ 2 v

Bulwer, Edward, Lord Lytton,
f 1873

Pelham [with Portrait)" 1 v. — Fupens
Aram & v, — Paol Clifford 1 v, — Zanond
1v.==The Last Days of Ponspeii 1w, —
‘The Dhsewnml 1 v, — Ernest aH-'r;wm

1 v, == Alice 1 v.== Eva, and The Filgrims
af tho Rbfun 1 v, — Deverass © v, —
G-ndn:!'lT‘hln and Falkkand 1 v — Rienel
iv, ight and Mormdsy 1 v. —The L
of the Harons 3 vo— Athoot 2 %, =Ths
Fosma amd Hallnds of Schiller 1w, —
Luscretia g 7. — Harollda v.— King A rthur
2w — The Wew Timon, ami 55, Steqben’s
1 v.—The Caxtome 3%, — My Novel g v, =
What will he do with it? g vi == Dramatic
Works 3 v. — A Strangn Siory 2 v, =
Caxtoninnm 2 v. —=The Lost Tales of Mile-
tn v — Al mcellancous Prose Warks v -
Odesand Epodes ol Horace 2 vo — Kenelm
Chillimgly 4 vo— The Contlmg Race ¢ v, —
The Parsiany 4 v, — Pamsanins, the Spare
Lam 1 ¥,
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Conmpiete List,

Bulwer, Henry Lytton (Lord
Ialling), T 1872,
MNistaneal Charactoes 2 %, == The Lifa af
Viscount Palinerston 3 v,
Bunyan, John, 7 1688,
The Nilgrim's Progress ¢ v,
“Buried Alone,”
{Charles Wood).
Burled Alone 3 v,
Burnett, Mre. Frances Hodg-
son (Am.}.

Author of

Through one Administration & v, — Little |

Lagd Fouslleray 1 v, = Sara Crewe,
and Editha®s Dorglar 8 v — Tha FPrefiy

Hister of Josk 1v. — A Lady ol Quality |

# v, — His Graco of Dsmopde 2 v. —The
Shuitle 2 v — The Secrod Giarden 1w,

Burmey, Miss (Madame D'Ar-

blay), T 1840,
Evelina 1 v,

Burns, Robert, § 1706,
Tootical Worlss (with Portraii) ¢ w

Bunon, Richard F., § 18q0.
A Piigrimage to Meeca and Mediza 3 v,

Bury, Baroness de: wide @ All
for Greed."

Butler, A. J.
Bamnrck, Hi Reflections aml Re-
e, Tranalatol from the great
Gierman edition, wnder the supieevislon of
Al Budier, Witk two Pertraiis, 5,

Buxton, Mrs. B. H,, { 1881,
Jenuie of *The Prince's " = v, —Wan
W — Greal Grenfull Gardeos 2 v, =
Il -on ond off the Stage 3 vo — From
the Wings 2 v,

Byron, Lord, 1 1824.

Paoetical Warks (with Poetrait) 5w

Calfyn, Mrs.Mannington (lota),
A Vellow Aster 31 v — Chillron of G-
cumetanoe 2 v — Anne Maloverer 5 v,

Caine, Hall
The Dusdnan & ¥. — The Mansway
2 v, = The Christian s v. — Tha Eterusl
Ly 3 v, — The Prodigal Sen 3 v, = The
White Frophet & v,

Cameron, Verney Lovett
Acros Afrles 2 v,

Carey, Rosa Nouchette, 7 190g.
Wot Like viher Gisle 8 v, — * But Men
must Work" 1 v.==5ir Godirey's Grand-
dauehiers 2 v. —The Gld, €14 Story 3w
= Horhr of Grace o v. = The Highway of
Fate 2 vi— A Pasage Terilows 2 v. — At
tho Monrings = v,

Carlyle, Thomas, ¥ 1881,

The French Revolathos 3 v. — Fre-
derick the Greae 13, — Oliver Crom.

weI's Letters ond Specches 4 vo — Tha
Lile uf Schilbor z v, §

Carnegie, Andrew [Am.)
FProbleas of To-Daga v,

Carr, Alanc,
Trekerne's Tempitation 2 v,

Castle, Agnes & Egcrion.
The Star Dreamer 2 v — Incomparalie
Heblaivs 1 v. — Rose ol e Wkl 1 v, —
Freoch Man 1w, —* 1 Vouth bot knew 1"
1 v =My Merry Rockburst § v, — Flowes
0" the Czanps 1 v — Wirodh 5 v, — INa-
mal Cut Paste 1v. — The Lest Iphilgesia
1 ¥, — Love Gilds the Scene 1 v,
Castle, Egerton.
Consequoness 2 v — ' La Dells,™ anit
Ozhess 1 v,
Charles, brs, Elizabeth Rundle,
T rdgk: vife “Chronicies afthe
Schtnberg-Cottn Family."

Charlesworth, Mara Lounisa,
1 1630,
Cliver of tlo AL v,

Chesterton, G. K.
TheMop whn H‘uThull:Jq;j 3 . — W hal"s
Woreng wish the Werbl 1 %o = Tlie Triou-
cenos of Father Urown 1 v

Choimondeley, Mary.
Diama Tempsst = v. — Red Fottape & v,
— Muh nnlmuhl 1 v, — Urisonens £ v. —

| The Lowest Bung 3 ¥,

Christian, Princess: «if Alice,
Grand Duchess of Hesse.

“Chranicles of the Bchinberg-
Cotta Family,”" Author of { Alrg,

E. Rundle Chorles), § 180,
Chronbeles of the Schlleberg-Cotta Fa-
mifly 2 ¥v. — The Dsvioos sl the
Davenants ¢ v. — Oa Iloth Sidm of
the Sea = v. — Winkeed Peoriesng g v, —

Campbell Pracd: oife Praed. | Diary of Mo Kitty Trevylyan 3 v, —
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Canrdlede . List,

¥

The Wictory ol the Vanguished 1 v, =
The Cattage by the Cathedral and sther
Parnbles 1 v. — Agsinst the Stream 2 v.
— Tha Hortram Family 2 v. — Conguer-
ing and to Conguer i v, — Lapaed, but not
Lot ¢ v

Churchill, Winston {Am.),

Mr. Crewe's Career 2 v,

Clark, Alfred.
The Finding of Lot's Wils 1v.

Clemens, Samuel L.: o, Twain,

Clifford, Mre, W. K.
Lo Lettoss of & “'.uﬂ:ll,- Woman © v,
— At Anme 2v.—The Last Touches, amil
other Storiés @ vo — Al Keith's Crime
1w — & Wikd Prosy 1w, = A Flash af
Summer- 1 7= & Woman Ablone 1w, —
Woodsile Farm 1 v. — 1Te Modern Way
t v, — The Gettige Well of Diarotky 1 v.
— Mere Sulics § v,
Clive, Mrs, Caroline, T 1873:
wriide Author of * Paul Ferroll”

Cobbe, Frances Power, T 1004,

Re-fekney ¢ v,
Coleridge, C. R.

An English Squirve =
Coleridge, M. E.

The Khig with twn Faces 7 v,

Coleridge, Samuel
P 1834
Toema § v,
Colling, Charles Allston, T 1873,
S Crntae upon Wheels 2 v,

Colling, Momimer, + 1850,
Bwood amid Twenty v, — A Fight with
Fartune 2 v.

Colling, Wilkie, 7 188q.

Afrer Diark ¢ vo — Hide and Seck 3 v, —
A Tlok im Private Life, o, 1 vo == Tha
Womnan i White 2 v. — Hasil 3v. — Ko
Mane 37 — The Dead Seeres, anid other
Tales 2 vo — Antanina 2 va — Armadala
h‘l‘- — Tkn Moonstone 2 v, — Man aml

lifie 3 v =1uar Mis Finch g v, = Mis
or M F v, — The New Magdalen g v, —
The Frozen Decp 3 v, — The Lawand the
Lady 2 v, — The Two Destinies 1v, — M ¥
Lady's Money, and Ferey and the Fropber
1 %, — The Haunted Hotel 1w, — The
Fallen Leaves a v.— Jezebels Thauglter
=z v.—The Black Rebe g v.— Heart and
Scancezw. — ¥ 1 say No," g v, — 1lhe Evil
Geslsi 5 v, —The 'nTI.tr River, nnd Tl

Taylor,

Ghost's Towch 1 v, — Ve Legacy of Cain
7 v.—Blind Lave 2 v.
“Cometh up as a Flower™: v
Ehoda Broughton.

Conrad, Joseph.
An Outeast of the Isfands 2 v. — Tales
of Unrest © vo=—The Secret Agent 1 v.—
A Betod Six pv, — Under Wistorn Eyesov,
— "Taizt Land and Sca Tales 1 v,
Conway, Hugh (. J. Fargns),
i 1BES,
Called Back ¢ wo — Douml Topether
2w, == Dark Thiys 1 v, — A Family Affafr
2 v, — Living or Dead 2w
Cooper, James Fenimore (Am.),
§ 1851,
Tl Ep{ll:lm'ﬂl Fractralth 1 v, — Tha Two
Admirals 3 v. — The Jack O"Lantam 1v.
|  Cooper, Mrs.: wade Katharine
Saunders.

Corelli, Marie.

Vendettal 2 v, — Theliun 3 v, = A
Romasee of Two Worlds z v, =t Ayl *
5w —Wormweod. A Brama of Para
£ ¥, — The Wirml Baby, with other Stories
sl Sacial Sketches © v, — Darablas; A
Diream ol the Worlds Tragedy o v, —
The Serrows of Satan 1 v, — The Mighey
Atom 1w, == The Munl Dhelicia 1 v, ==
Liska 1w, — Hoy, A Sketch. 2 v.—Tha
Master-Christian sv,—* " Temparal Power"
f2w, — God's Good Man 3 v, - Fres
| Opininns 1 v, Treasere of Heaven {with

V'artrait) g v, — Haly Orders 2 v, = The
! Lile Evedlasting 2 v.
|  Cotes, M. Everand.
- Thewe Drelightiol A mericons 1 v. — Set fn
| Awthority © v — Counin Cladierebln ¢ v,

“County, the," Author of,
The County 1 v,

Craik, George Lillie, ¥ 1866,
A Manual of English Literntsies and of
| the Hitory of the English Language 3 v,

Craik, Mrm. [Miss Dinah M.

Mulock), T 1887,

| Julkn Hallfaz, Gentleman 3 v, — The
| Head of the Famlly 3 v, — A Life for &
| Lifs 24 — & Woman's Thasghts aboug
C Women 1w, = Apntha's Husband ¢ v, —
Romantie Taler 1 v. — Dinmestic Stories
fLw = Mistress spal Madd 1 v — The
Oyilvies £ v, — Lond Eellstoen ¢ v, —
Christian’s Mistake £ v, — Hroal wpos
| the Waters 1 vo— A Nobls Life r v, —
[ LHive 2 v —Twa Mardngen t v, — Studies
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frap Lifs t % = Foems p w. = The
Waman's Kingdam 2 v, = Tha Unkind
Word, and ather Storios 2 v, = A Brave
Lady #v. — Hanpah 2v, — Falr France
R A —'.'ﬂ;r Mothor and I 3w, —The Littla
Lanse Prince 1 v, — Sormand astof Chunch
1ve—Tha Lasirel-Bual ; Twa little Tinkers
3 v, =2 L av.— Young M, Jarding
v v, — His Little Mother, and athes Tales
unid Sketches 1 v. — Flain Speaking 1 v.—
Al Tomemy 1 v, —King Arther 1 v

Craik, Georginna M. (Mrs. May).

Lt and Won 1 v, — Faiih Unwis's |

Ordeal 1 v, — Leealie Tyrrell x vo —Winid-
fred"s Wooing, etc, 1 v, — Mildred pv, —
Esther Hill's Seeret 1 v. — Haro Tro-
valyan 1v.— Without Klth or Kin ov. —
Cluby & Butterfly 1 v, — Sylvia’s Cladee;
‘Iheress 3 v, — Annn Worwick 1 ve —
Doreas 2 v = Twoe Womon 2 ¥,

Crail, Georgiana M., & M. C
Suirling.

Two Lales of Married Life (Hard to

Tigar, by Miss Craik{ A Tiue Aan, by AL
C. Stirling) = v

Craven, Mrs. Augustus: wide
Lady Fullenom.

Crawford, F. Marion {Am.},
T 1909

Mr, Isnses 1w, = Doctor Claslius 1w, —
To Lesward 1 % — A Koman Simger
1 %, — An American Pollthdan 1 v, =
Yuroaster 1 v. —A Tale of o Lonely Parish
£ ¥, — Saracinescs § v, — Maordio's Crucihic |
1 wo=Pail Praalf 2 vo—"With thelnmamals |
1 %, == Greilfensiols 3 v, — Baut' llano
8 v, — A Clgarette - Maker's Homancs
1w, == Jchaled 3 ¥, — The Witch of Fragus
gv, — Thea Threa Fates 2 v, — DanOmina
8 v, — Tha Childres of the King1v, —
Vietro Ghisleri 2 v, — Marion Darche 1 v,
— Katharine Lasderdale 3w, —The Hai-
sams 2 v, = Casa Braccio 8 v, — Adam
_]uhunmw‘h Som 1 v, = Tasuisars @ v. —
A Hose of Yestenday 3 v. — Corleans
2 v, — Vin Crucis 2 v, — In the Palaco ol
the King 3 v, — Marieua, a Maid of |
Venice 3 v, — Ceclla 8 vo — The Hesn |
i Bagss 2w, — Whaseaver Shall Offend..,
Bv.— Soprans av. — A Ladyol Romes 24,
- thuna §w.— The Frimadonna 2 v.—
The Diva's Ruby g v, == Tha White Sister
b v, — Sir 1w = The Undeiiralda
k! 1 vo— Uncanny Tales 5 v

Crockett, 8. R.

The Grey Man 2 v. = Love Idylls 1 vo =
The Dark o' the Moon 3 v.

Craker, Bﬁ;M' s
of tho Bartops 5 v, — T EppE
ﬁlﬁ 1 Vo == The Nd Cantonment, mJ:h
Oither Storie ol liedin ond Elswhers 1 v,
— A Nine Days' Waonider 3 v. — The
Younjrest Mis Mowlray s v. — Tho Coin-
pany's Servant 7 ve — Tho Cat's-Faw 1 vo
— Katherine the Amrogant ¢ v.— Famo g v,
w= Halios in ibn Wood 1 v. = A Ralling
Linie T ¥ = Lhe Sorpont's Toeth 1w,

Cross, J. W.i vide George
Eliot's Life

Cudlip, Mrs. Pender: e A.
Thomas.

Cummins, Miss (A}, + 1866,
The Lamplighter 1 v = Alabel Vaughan
1Ll Fureidis vo—Hsuanied Hews av

Cushing, Paul. L
The Macksmith of Vo 2 v.

“Daily News."

War Correspondence, i85y, by Archis
Lialil Forbes wnd othars 3 v

Danby, Frank.

Tho Heart of o Child # v. = An Income
plest Elopian 2 v. — Let the Roof fallis 2v.

“Darly" Author of.

Dark 1 v,

Davis, Richard Harding (Am.).
Gallegher , ete, 1w — Van Bibber and
Others 1 v, — Ramon’s Folly ¢ v. — Tha
s who could not luss 1 v,

De Foe, Daniel, § 1731
Bolinsen Cruson 1 v.

Deland, Margaret (Am. ).

Jobis Ward, Freachor & v,

« Democracy,” Author af {Am.),
Demwcracy © v,

De Morgan, William,

Jmuﬁ Wance 7 v,
« Demos," Authorof : vide George
Gissing.

De Quincey, Thomas,
Conlrsions of an Englah Oplum-Eater 1 ¥,

“Diary and Notes® ; vade Author

of “Horace Templeton.™

Dickens, Charles, 7 1870,

The Pickwick Club {with Portrait 2 v. —
Amercan Nowes 1 v, — Cliver Twiat 1 vo—
Nlcholay Mickleby zv. — Sketches 1 v.—

The Raidets & v — Loy Kelly 3 v0—

Aastin Cluzalewit 3 v, —- A Christmay
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Complele Lisl, ¥

Carol: Tha Chimes; Tha Crickst oa the
Hearth g v, — Master Humphroy's Clock
10 CuriosityShop; Bamaby Rudge, etc.b
3 v — Pletures from Ttaly 1 v, _tgem,
and Son 3 v.— David Copperbield jv.—
Bleak House 4 vo — A Child's History ol
Enpland iz v. 83, 3,70,) — Harl Times
¥ == Little Dorrit fwith Illestrationsh 4 v.
== The Bartls of Lile; Tha Housted Mas
v, — A Taleal tws Cikies 2 v, — Hunged
Diown; The Uncommercial Traveller 1 v,
— Grent Fapecmanem g v. — Cliristmas
Staries, ot t v — Qur Mutual Friend
{with IHustrations) 4 v. — Soamehody's
Laggage; Mes, Lirrdpor's Loadgings; Mrs.
Limipes's Legacy 1 v, — Doctor Mari-
gold’s Prescriptions; Mughy Junctlon ¢ v,
— Tha M yrlery of Edwin Dmood |with
Miustrations] 2 v, = Ths Mullag Papers,
1v.— The Lettera ol Charles [hekapa_ed.
b hin Sister-insdawarsl kis ehdest Danghter
§ Vo= Frafe nlsn Jousohold Words, Kovels
aml Tales, vnd John Forster,

Dickens, Charles, & Wilkie
Collins
Ho Thoroughlare; Tha Late Misa Hol-
lingflord = v.

Disracli, Benjamin, Lord Bea-
congefeld, + 1881,
Comningsby © v. — Srbil 1 v, ~ Contarinl
Fhaming {with Fardeain) g v._nl.,-.,r". ki
Tancredl a ¥. — Venstia 2 v, — Vivian
Grey z v. — Henriettn Temple | v —
Lothair 3 v, — Endymion 2 v,

Dixon, Ella Hepworth.
Tho Story of o Moders Waman 1 v, — Qe
Droubiful Howr 1 v,

Dizon, W. Hepworth, 7 1879,
Personal History of Lewd Hacon v —
The Haoly Land 2 v, — New Ameres g vo—
Spiritzal Wives 3 %, — Her Majesty's
Tower § vo— Free Hessda 2 vi— Hiser
of g Chipsns & v, — White Congquess |
2w, — Ddana, Lady Lyle s v. 1

Dixen, Jr, Thomas, (Am.,
The Leopard's Spats 2 v,
Doupgall, Lo
Beggars All 2 v,
Dowic, Ménie Muriel
A Glel i the Karpathians v,
Daoyle, Sir A. Conan,
The Sign of Four 1 v. — Mizah Clarka
= v.—The Captain of tha Pale-Sear, aad

ather Tales 1 v, — The White Company
3w, — A& Swdy im Scarler 1 v, — The

Grest Shadow, seid Boyonid the City 1w, —
Tl Adventires of Sheriock Holmes = »,
= The Refogees 2 v, — Tha Firm o
Girdlostons 3w, — The Memoirs of Sher-
lock Holmes o v. = Hound the Ked Lamp
t v, —The Stark Munra Letters 1 v, —
The Exploits of Brigadier Gemnd ¢ v, —
Peodney Stone zv.— Unels Berpas 1 v. —
Tha Tragpaldy of the Koreke t v —
Duet 1 v, = The Green Flag 1 v, — Tha
Crreat Boer Waor 2 v — The Wiy in Santh
Advden 1 v, — The Hommd of the Hasker-
yilles 1 v, = Adveniures of Gerarl 1 v, -
The Return of Sheclock Holmes 2 v, —Sir
Kigel a v, — Through the Magic Door © v,
= Round the Fire Stones 3 v, —The My
ery of Clavmber 1w, — The Lars Galley
1 v, — The Lost World 1 v,

Drummeond, Professor Henrey,
T r8g7.
The Greatese Thing in the Waorld; Pax
Virhbsewnt 3 Tha Chinged Lifo © v
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Tlae Seory of Sophia 1 v. Diary of an
Idle Waoman in Comtantinopls 1 v, —

1 d Cowrt Lile in Spain 2 ¥: == Roosn
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Tha Duenna wf 2 Genius o v,

! probinldo Tyl £ v. —

[ v, — Solect ]_']in-'l.nrir.a'l Hasags 1w, —
Sketchea from French Treavel ¢y,
Froude, J[amesAnthony, § 1804,
Devana & ¥, — Tha Spanktih Bdory of tha
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Hall, Mr=. 8. C, T 1831,
Can Wrong be Right? 1 v, — Marian av.

Hamerton, P G., § 18064,
Marmerne 3 v. — French ond Engliab 5v.
Hardy, Miss Lza: vdde Author of

“ Not Easily Jealous."



Trnuchrirtz Edition.

Congplede Lixt, 13

Hardy, Thomas.
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rv, — Dt of the Bast g v, — The Rianance
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| Grief 2 v, — A Mental Sougyle 2 v, —
 Hor Week's Amuosewent, und Ugly
Biarringeon ¢ v, — lady Branksmers 3 v.
— lady Valworsh™s Damonds 1 v. — A
Mealern Clsee 2v. — Marvel 2 v, — The
Hor, M. Vercker 1 v. — Under-Cug-
rewts 2v. = In Daranes Vile, etc. 1A
| Teaublesiae Girl, apd cther Stores 1 ¢, —
A Life's Remiarce 5 v, — A Bern Caquelis
=w, —— Tha Pruchiers 1 v. — Lady Verner's
Flight 1 . = A Conquering Heraine,
and * When In Doebt™ 1 v. — Kera




Taselinedts Ediiton.  Complede List.

15

Creina 2 wo=— A Mad Prank, and other
Seeries 3 v. — The Heyden 2 v, — Tha
Red Houss Mystery 1ve = An Unsatis-
fnegory Loves 1 ve — Petar's Wilc a v, —
The Threo Graces 1 v — A Tug of War
§¥s — The Professor’s Erperintent 3 v —
A Paint of Consclence 2 v, — A Lonoly
firl £ v = Lovice 3 v. — The Coming of
Chilos & v,

Hunt, Mrs.: wide Beaumont

Hunt, Violet
Thn Human Interest 1 v. — White Rrsa
of Weary Leaf 2 vo = The Wile of Alts-
mand 1 %, — Tales of the Uneasy 1 v,

Hulten, Baroness von (Am.).
The Hale 1 vi=Kingsmead 1 v.~The Logd-
abip of Love 3 v — The Groen Fatch 1 v,
— Bharrow @ v.

Ingelow, Jean, § t8g7.

OIE tha '.‘.i-kt'l'li;* 3 % — DPoems 2w, =
Futed 1w*lhe Frese 2z v, — Saral dda
Berenger 2 v — Don Jobm 2 v,

Inglis, the Hon. Lady.

Lhe Siege of Lucknow & v.

Ingram, John H.: ride Poe

Iota: vade Mrs, Caffyn,

Irving,

18z
Tlso Sicotchi Bonk {with Poctrale) 1 v. —
The Lifa of Mohomet 1w, = Lives of thy
Saccesors of Mahomes § v, —Oliver Gald-
saiith 2 v, — Chronickes of Waollort™s Roost
t v — Lifn of Gearge Washington 5 v
Jackson, Mrs. Helen (H. H.)
{Am.), 1885,
Ramona a v

Jacohs, W, W,

Many Carpoes . 1 v = The Skippee's
Wooing, and Tha Brawn Man's Servant
t v. —Sen Mrching ¢ v, — A& Masier of
Craft & v, = Light Freights 1.v. — AbSun-
visel; Part 3 v, — The Lady slthe Harge 1 v.
— Odd Craft ¢ v. — Déalitana Lana 1 v,
— Captsing All 3 v. — Short Cruies 1 v
— Salthaven 1 v.— Sailurs’ Koots v, —
Ship's Company 1 v
James, Charles T. C.

Haly Wadlock z v,

James, G. P\ R, § 1860,
Morloy Ermstein (with Parteaithy 19 —
Fareat Days g v, — The Falie Helr 1 v —
Ambelln Simart 3 vo — Heose 4" Alkret

1 ¥.— Asrab Noil v v.— Agincourt g ve — |

The Somepler & v, — The Step-2lather
2 v — Mespchamp 3w — Hellelbeng

= | Twea French Marrioges 2 v — W
Washington  {Am.], |

1 ¥, — Tha Gipsy 1v. — The Castle
Ehremstein 1 v. — Daralay 1 v, — Rusanll
2%, — The Convictk 2 vo = Sir [Salheei]
Bronghton = v.

James, Henry {Aml:r

The American 1 v — The Europeans
1 ¥, — Dalsy Mider; An International
Epitodo; Four Mostinge t v. — Roderlcl
Hudson = . == The Aladonma of  thes
Futnte, o2, 1 ¥ — Eugene Pickaring,
ete. 1 v, = ConBdence. 1 v. -~ Washing-
ton Square, ete, @ v, — The Posbrale af o
ady 3 v, = Focoign Pars 1v. — Fra

Posts aml Novelisisr v — The Sege af
London: The Puint of View:; A Pas-
Eanatn ['j'i:'.l'-llﬂ 1 ¥u = Portraits of Flaces
£ v.— A& Little Towe bn Fronea ev. — The
Finer Grain 1 v. — The Qukcey © v

James, Winifred.
Bachelor Eotty 1 v.

Jeafireson, J. Cordy.
A Book abomt Thoctors 8 v — A
Waman in epitn ol Herself 3 v, == Tha
Beal Liord Fyron 3 v

Jenkin, Mrg. Charles, § 1885,
HiWho DBreaks--Pays" 1w — Skis-
miching 1 ¥ — Opea wnd Again 2 v, —
il an
Aen § v — Japitor's Dasghters 1 v

Jenking, Edward.
Giux's Haby, hia Hirth and other 3Mis-
fortumes; Laovid Hangain 3.

“Jennie of ‘The Prince's,'™
Autheor of: we B. H. Buxton.

Jerome, Jeronme K

Tha Tile Thoughts of an Idla Fellow
%o Dlary of & PilgpEmape, and Six
Essays 1 v, — Movel Notes £ v — Shotches
in Liavemder, Hua and Gresn 3 v, —
The Seconid Thoughts of an Dile Fellow
1. — Thieea Man an the Bumsnsel = v, =
Pyl Kelver 2 v, — Tea-Tabla Tolk £ v.
— Tamtay aed Co, 1 v. — Dille hilgasin 1905
1 W, = The 'amingrof the Thind Floor Baek
i v, — The Aspel and the Author=aml
Cithers 1 v = They and T, 1 v,

Jerrold, Douglas, § 1857,
Hisory of 5t. Giles and 5i James
2 7. — alen of Claracier 3 v.

“John Halifax, Gentleman,”

Author of: vide Mrs. Craile.

Johnny Lodlow: sade M

Henry Waoad.

Johnson, Samuel, 7 1784,
| Lives of the Eaglish Foots 2 v
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Emi = The Five Xatl ' — Traffi d
CQ'IE:EI.!D- 'I‘t mw:d!ﬂ;ur '.HI—FI.I::ni :‘ Foack's H?ﬂnlmr.

“Joshua Davidson,” Author of:
wife Mra. E. Lynn Linton.

Kavanapgh, Miss Julin, § 1877,
Hnihalie 3 v, — Daby Bums 2z v. —
Graco Les 3 we — Hachel Gray 1 v —
HAuldle 3 v — A Bummer and Winter in
ihe Two Sicilies 2 v, — Sevesn Years, and
other Talea 2 v, = Fremch Women of
Latiers 1 v.— English Women of Letter
1w, — Quesn Mab 7 v. — Hreatrice 2 v —
Sybil's Second Love 2 vi = Dora s v, =
Hilvin 7 v, = Heasio 8 v. — Todin Darerfen
3 we— Two Lilies & v, = Forget-me-nots
2 s = Pivle Serien for tha Yo, p. 2

Keary, Annie, 7 1874,

Olilbary 2 vo — Castle Daly aw.

Keary, C, F.

The Mint 1 v
Kedling, D' Esterre-: o, Esterre,

Kempis, Thomas a.
The Imitation of Chest,  Treasiated
from the Latin by W, Benham, mih 5w

Kimball, Richard B.[Am.), T 1842,
Saint Leger 1 v. — Komepce of Stsdent
Life Abroad § v = Lndercurrents © v, —
Wan ha Succomiul? 1%, — To-Day in Hew
York 1 ve

Kinglake, AW, ¢+ 18a1.
TFathes 1 w = Tho Isvaidon of ths
Lrimrd 14 ¥

Kingsley, Charles, T 1873,
Yeask 1 v, — Westward hol av, = Two
YVears ago 2 v. — Hypatla 2 v, — Altan
lacke ¢ v —Hereward the Wako 3 v =
Ar Lazt 2 vo— His Letters and Memnries
al bix Life, edited by his Wila a2 v,

Kingsley, Henry, T 1876,
Ravenshaon 3 v, — Awstin Elliok v, —
Gieodfry Hamlyn 2 ¥. — The Hillynrs and
the Burtoes & v. — Leighton Court 1v. —
Valentin 1 v, — Oakabr Lastle 1w, —

Keginadl Hetherege 2 v. — The Grange |

Gardon 8 ¥,
Kinross, Albert.
An Opers s Laly Grassmere 1w,
Kipling, Rudyard.
Pain Tales from the Hills v v. — The
Sevond Jungls Hook 1w, — The Seven
Bexy 1 ¥, — ™ enina Cowrngeoss'
1 ¥, — Tha Dar's Work 1 v. — A Fleet
In Being 1v.=—=5@lky & Co, 1 v, — From
Sea v Hen 3 v, — The Clty of Dreadin]
Wighe & v, — Kim 1 v, — Just 5o Stosiesz v.

— Actions and Feactions 1 v, — Hawsrds
and Fasmes @ v,
Laffan, May.
Flittors, Talters, and the Casnscllar 3 w
Lamb, Charles, T 1834.

The Essiys of Elin and Elians @ v
Lanpg, Andrew: wids H. Rider
Haggard.
Langdon, Mary (Am.).
Jids May 1 v
#Last of the Cavaliers, the"
Author of (Miss Fiddington),

The Last of the Cavaliem 2v. — The
Crads oof o Lnas = v,

Easzowska, Mme de: oidr E.
Gerard. An i
Laurence, George Alfred: wide
“Guy Livingstone.”
Lawiless, the Hon. Emily.
Huremh 1 v,
Lee, Holme: vide Harviet Pare.

Lee, Vernan.
Pupe Tncynth, ote. 1 v — Gentus Lo, asd
The Eschaoied Woods 1w, — Fortus
Vitae, and Limbo 1 v, — The Spivie af
Homn, snd Lasus Nobilis 1 v, = Yanitas
1%e

Le Fanu, J. 8, 1 1873.
Unclas Silas 2 v, — Guy Doeverall 5w,

Lemon, Mark, 7 1870
Wait for the End 3 v. — Loved at Last
2 v, — Falkner Lyla 2 v. — Leyeon Hall,
and other Tales & v. = Goblen Fetters 2 v

Lever, Charles, 1 1872,

The O'Daneghee 1v. — The Knight of
Uwynne 3 ¥ — Arthar ('Leary 2 v, —
Harry Lommequer 2 % — Charles 0V Mal-
ley 3 ¥. — Tom Burke of " Oun'™ gv, —
ack Himton = ¥, — The Dalions 4 v —
e Dodd Family Abread 3 v, — Tha
Marting of Cro® Martin 3 v. = The Faor-
tunes of Glencore ¥ vo — Roland Cashel
3%, = Davonport Daan ) v.— Confesions
ol Con Cregan 2 v — Onmod Them 2 v, =
Manrice Tiersay 3w — Eir’:]uqm Carew
a ¥. — Barrington 2v. — A Day’s Hide
s v, — Luttrell af Arran a v.— Tony Butler
3 ¥, — Sir Hrook Fombrooks = v.—The
Pramsleighs of Bishop's Fally 2 v, — A&
Rent in a Clowd © v. — That Boy of Xer-

catt’s 3 w.— Bt Pawick's Eve; Paul
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Goaalett's Conlessions 1 v, = Lord Kil-
gobhin g v,

Levett-Yeats, 8.

The Hoseur of Savelll ¥ v. — Tha
Chevalier d'Awriae © v, — The Traitor's
Way t v. — The Lord I'retector @ v —
Chrrain 3 7,

Lewes, G, H., + 1575,
Ranthorpe 1 v, = The Plslology of
Consman Life 2 v, — On Actors and the
Art of Acting 1 v,

Linton, Mra. E. Lynan, | 18q8,
Tho true Hiutory of Joobua Davidson
1 ¥. = Patricia. Kemball -2 v. — Tha
Atonoment of Leams Dumlas 3 v, — The
World well Lost 2 v, — Under which
Laoed? 2w, — With a Silken Thread, sl
wther Stories 1% — Tredhuanters' at Loan-
in' Head, apd other Stories ©w. —* Ay
Lavenl"™ 3w = The Girl of the Period,
and other Sacial€ssays rv. = Iona = v

Lackhart, L. W. M, § 1882,
Mine is Thine 2 v.

Loftus, Lord Aupustus.
Diplomatic Hemimizcences 1837 -
twath Pareralt) 3 v,

London, Jack (Am.}.
Pumming Daylight 1 v, — Tha Call of tha
Woilid o v Wien God Laoghs 1 v, = The
Sex Wall 2 4,

Longard, Mme de: ». D. Gerard,

Longfellow,. Henry ‘Wads-

worth (Am.), T 1382,
Posticn] Works (with Viorerslty 5 v —
Tho Divine Comedy of Danta Alighier
5% — The New-Eegland Tragedies 1 v,
— The Divine Vrapedy 1 v, — Flower-des
Lusce, and Threes Booksof Song o v. — The
Maaque of Pandara, and other Pooms ¢ 7.

Lonsdale, Margaret.

Sater Dora (with Porizast) 1 v

Lorimer, George Horace (Am.},
Letters from a Self-5ads Merchant to his
Son ¢ v. = (0d Gorgon Graham e w, —
Jack Spurlock, Frodigal 1 v,

“Lost Battle, a,"" Author of,

A Laost Hattle 2 v.
Lowndes, Mra. Belloe.
The Uttermost Farthing 1 w, = Studies in
Wives 1 v.— Whea No Man Pussusih 1w,
== Jane Oglandes 1 v, — Tho Chink in the
Armone 8 v,
Lubbock, Sir John {Lord Ave-
b

18z

ties of Nature [with Ilustrations) ¢ ¥, —
The Use af Life 1 v. — Scenery of Switoer-
Tand (with Ilestrations) 3 v.— Easays aml
Saldrestes 1go0-pgoy @ V. = Un Peaoe
sl Happiness 1 v,

u Lutfullah™ 1 vids Eastwick

Lyall, Edna, { 1903.
We Two 3 v, — Donovan 2 v = In
the I:'-uﬂ.l,nr- D.l.{:r 3 ¥, — hnbﬁlh?ﬂﬁt
V. — aiting 2 v. — faring
Men 3 v, —-b;:[ |Jr|=u- I-Ipﬂull.l{ ¥, ==
Laroom 3 v, — 111 Spite of All 2 v, — Tha
Hinderers 1 .

Lytton, Lord: vife B, Bulwer,

Lytton, Robert Lord (Owen

Meredith), + 18q1.

Posnm 2 v, — Fahles in Seng = v,

Maariens, Maarten.
The Sin of Jopst Avelingh ¢ v. = An
Dl Maid's Love 2 v. — God's Fool 2 v,
= The Greater Glory 3w, = My Lady
Nobody 2 v. — Her Memory 1 v, — Soma
Women I hawe known 1 v, — My Poor
Heldntions 2 vo == Dorothea 2 7o — Tha
Hewlers 2 %, —The Woizan's Victosy, ind
Dther Storiesz v, — The Maw Religion 2 v.
— Deptlare Al g v, —The Price of Liz Daréa
av.—Harmen Pole: Peasant rv.—Evea v,

MoAulay, Allan {Am.): vide
Kate Douglas Wiggin.
Macaulay, Lord, T idzq.

Hiscory of Enpland (with Postrait) 1o v.

e Critical and Historical Essays 5 v, =

Lass of Ancient Home 1 v. — Speeches
7 v, — Hiogruphical Eways 1 v, — Wil-

HNam FPit, Atterbury 1 v — [See alia
‘Teovalyan,

Me Carthy, Justn,
The Waterdale HNeighbourm 2 v —

Pear lady Liisdadn 3 v, — Jliss Misan-
thrope 2 v, — A History of our Own Time
L v. — Doaps Quireda = v. — A Shore
History of our (wm Times 3 v, — A
Histery of the Foor Geu.rgu Vaola. 1 &
2o = A Hitory ol e Uwin Times. Vols,
fi &z 7 (sapplemental), = A Hitary of the
P Georges 2nd of William IV, Voh. 3,
& & 5 ingpfementall, == A Short History
ol our Dwn Times, Vol, 3 {smpplomental),

Mac Donald, George, 1+ 1905,
Alec Forbes of Howglen 2 vo =— Annols
of & Chiiet Nelghboushaod 2 v, — Davad
Elginbirod 7 v, — The Vicar’s Daughtes
2 %, — Malcalm = v, — 51, Georgo amd
5t Michael ¢ w. — The Marquis of

¥
The Fleasares of Lide 1 v. —The Neay- | Lowie 2 v, — Sic Giblée 2 v, — Mary
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Msrdon 5 v, — The Gifta of the Child
Christ, nmd other Tales = v, = Tha Prig-
eesn and Cuordis 1 w,

Maockarness, Mra, § 881,
Sonbeam Stories 1 v, — A Peerdem
Wilezw. = A Mingled Yarm oy,

Mackay, Erie, 1 1308,

T.ove Letters of a Violinist, and other
FPosma 1w,

MU Knight, Charles{Am.),+1551. |
il Foet Duguesin g v, |

Maclaren, Ian, § 1907, |
Bedde tha Bponis Hrier Bush § #, —
The Duys aof Anld Langyne 1 v, — Hia
Majosty Haby 1 v,

Macleod, Fiona, 1 1005,

Wind and Wave & v, — The Sumat ud Gkl
Tales 1 v

Macleod, Norman, 1872,
Tha Uil Lientesant and bis Sas i v,

Macpherson, James, § 17g6;

;J:Hr 'Dﬂa';l.l'.l.
Macguold, Mrs.
Patty 3 v. == Mirfam's Mavelage s v. — Pice
thres acrosa tho Channel g v, = Toa Soan
1 v = My Story 2 v, — Diana 3 v.— Bealde
tha River 3 v. — i Faithiul Lover 2 v,
“Mademoiselle Mori,” Author
of (Miss Roberts).
Mademindeslle Mar 2 v, — Densme 19 -
— Mardame Fontenoy 1 v.— On the

Filge of the B1orm t v. — The Atelier du |
Ly g v. — In the Olden Time = v.

Mahon, Lord! wife Stanhope
Maine, E: 8.

Bramclil Rocks 2w,
Malet, Sir Edward,

Shifting Scenea 1 v

Malet, Lucas (Mrs, Mary SI.I
Leger Harrison), }

Coloned  Endesby's Wife a2 v. — Tha |
Histery of Sir Richard Culnsacly 39, — The |
Far Hardson 2 v, — The Score 1 v, —
Adiliian !‘."\nlil! 2w,

Malmesbury, the Earl of.
Memalrs of an Ha-Minkter 3 v,

Mann, Mary E.

A Wister's Tale 1 v. — The Cadsr
Buir av.

Mansficld, Robert Blachford.
The Log of the Water Lily 3 v.

Mark Twain: wife Twain.
" Marmorne,” Author of: sfe
P. G. Hamerton.

Marryat, Capt, § 1848,
lacob Faithful (with Pactcag) 1w o=—

| Poreival Keeno 17, — Peter Simpls 1 v, —

Japhet in- Search oof a Fatber ¢ v —
Mapaiene Vialet 1 v. — The. Setilers in
Camndy 1 v — The Misios 1v, — The
Faivateer's-Man ¢ v, — The Children of

| the New-Forost 1 v, = Valerse 5 v, —

3, Midshipman h'.n'y 1 ¥a— Lhe Ring's
D g w.

Marryat, Florence, § 18g0.
Love's Conflice 3 v. — For Lver aml
Ever 8 v, — Ths Canfealoss of Geralil

Enleagre 3 v — Nellp Hrooka = v —
Vironigus 2 v, — Fetropel 3 v, — Her

| Lord asd AMlaster 3 vou - The Prey of the

Geds 1w == Life aud Lestdes of Coptoin
Marrynt 3 v — Mad Dsmsarong 3 v —
N Intehtioms 2 v.o— Fighting the Ale
2. = A Biar aod & Heart ; An Uites Im-
poasdlidlity 1 %, — Tho Foion of Asps,
and other Sterise Tv. — A Lucky Ihiap-
poistisent, gl ather Starioe ¢ v, — ' Ay
own Child™ z v = Fler Fatker's Mames
¥ A Harvest of Wi Cits 3 v, —
A Little Stepeon t v = Written in Fire
8 ¥ = Iler Worlld ogaissr o Eie 2 v, —
A Prukes Blossom 2 v, — The Koot of
all Evil BV --'I']_m Fairshaleed Alda sv, —
With Cepid's Eres 2 v, — My Sister she
heterds @ v — Phyllida 2 vo — Haw thcy
loved Tim = v, — Faclag the Footlizhts
(with Portrait) 2 v, — A Moment of Mudl-
ness, anill other Siories & v. — Ths Ghoss
af  Charlotie  Ceay, andl other Stories
1 ¥ == "revesa a 1‘L1.:,-¢.: =y, — Unier
the Lfies a5d Rosen 5 v, = Tho Hears
ol Jane Warner 2 v, — The Heir [ro-
sumptive £ v, — Tho Master Passion 2 v
— Bpiders of Society 2 v.— Diriven to Nay
= v, — A& Daughter of the Tropic a v, —
ﬁilll'ull'ml_iﬂ' .'-m!i Coirlier a v, — T Cls-
eunuatnntinl Evhlened 3 v, — Mot Eden,
A Romanca z % — Blindicld 3 v, — A
Barlet Sin pv, — A Baskrupt Heartz v,
— The Spirit Waorld 1 w. == The Henusiisl
Saml ¢ owv. — AL Hearr 3 Rake 3 v, o
The Strange Transfiguration of Tannalk
Stubba 1 v. — The Dyeam that Stayed
8 ¥, — A Pasing Madness 1w, == Tha
INied of the Vasmpire 1 v — A Sosl on
Flro 1 v — Iris the Avonger 1 v.

Marsh, Mrs. Anne, § 1574,

Ravensciiffe ¢ v. — Emilia Windham
aw, — Costle Avor 2w, — Anbrey v, —
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The ]Irlr:ﬂ of Houghian 2 v, — Lyelyn |
Marsten 7 v — The Hose of Ashiirss 2 v,

Marshall, Mrs. Emma, § 18g0. |
Mrz.  Maipwariog's  Journal g
Hepvemita 4 v. — Lady Alice 1 v —
[dagsyring 1 v, — Lifes Aftermnth @ v. —
In the Loy Country 3 v — Ko, X111 or,
The Stury of the Lost Vestal 1 v, — In
Fomr Meipna v v, = On the Honks of the |
Ol ¢ v, — I thie Coty ol Flowers 1 v =
Abma 1 v — Unider Salisbury Spire 1 v, |
e Tlee End Crowns Al ¢ v, —W) rhp-n,er 1
Mends 1 vo — Evontitde. Light 1 v =
Winireda's Ton.mal T % — Hrisinl Bella
i %, —1n the Bervleo of Rackel Lady
Bssell ¢ wa = A Lily amamg Thar
cushurst Castle 1w, — Rens
Pubpee s v.— The White King's lLll.,.Ler
1w, == The Master of ties XMusiciaes 1 ¥,
— fun Evcape from the Tower 1 v, == 4
Hannt of Aviciewt Peace 1w, — Cawtlis
Mendow 1 5 — In the Choir of AV eats
nelmster Abibey 1 v = The Yoag Cuacen
il Hearts 1 wo = Tndlar thee Dome of 51,
Padl'n ¥ v, — The Iarson’s Daoglior
T Ve

Mason, A. E. W,
Thet Fowr Feuthors 2 v =— Alitanda of
the Balcany 1 v. = Tlhe Comrtahip of Mor-
ries Thickles @ v, — The Truants = v, —
Tha Watchers v v. — Hunnlpg Wakic 5 .
— Tle= Broken Koad & v. — At the Villa
Hoss 1 v. = The Turnstile & v,

Mathers, Helen (M. Heory
Roeves),

Bkerry Ripe!™ 2%, = “Land o' the
Leal™ yw.— My Lady Greon Sleaves av,
— &g ha comes up tl ‘wl:m.r. Bhee 1 ¥, —
Sam's Sweetbrarts v.— Fyen's Acquitial
2 v, — Vound Ot 1ve = Murder or Man-
rlauzbtor? 1 v, — The Fashion of this
Wushlida PLI—Hlind Justice, and W ha,
Tecimge lead, et Speaketh ™' 3 ¥, — What
the Gilasa T oi"-'u and A Stody of 2 Woman
1w, == Bam Wildfire &+, — Hocky 2 v. —
Limders 1y, — " Honey™" 1 v = Gyilf of
Cirblithsoanrt ¥ vo— The New Lady Tenzhe,
JIHI Chber Storses sl Essays 1 v, = The

ian 1. — Tally Hel = v. — Pigekin
nnE “eliscuat a v. — Liay Lawlew 1 v —
Love the Thief 1 v,

Maurics, Colonel
The Dalance of Ailisey  Powes
Viereps & v

Maourier, George du, § 18
Trilby 3 w. —1'1'|:|= h!.Ertla.n 2 71: 9%

Maxwell, Mrs.:v. Miss Bradden,

Maxwell, W. B.
| The Ragged Mwmru:\erz ¥.~ThaGuanled
Flame 2 v. — Blre. Thumpsom 1 ¥ — The
FRust Cuse 1 v. — In Cotton Wool 2 v,

“Mebalah": », Baring-Gould.

Melville, George ]. Whyte,
1878,

Lhate Covastry 1w, = Haolmly Hpers

| 8 W Digly Carand ¢ v, — Good for Mao-

| thing = v. — Tha Clapen’s Maries 2 v, =
The Gladiators & v, == Ths Urookes of
Brdlemere 2 v — Cerisa 3 v, — Tho
Interpreder 2 v, — LThe White Rose 2 v, —
M, o M. 1w, — Costrabasd 3 v,
Sarchedan 3 v. — UH:hEuhn. T Wi
Katesleltn 1 w. — Sister Louisa 1 v, —
Hisine 5 v — Roys” Wikn 2 v, — Blarclk
bt Camuly 2w, —Rading Recollectionsav,
Memorial Volumes: vide Five
Centuries(vol, 500} The New
Testament {vol. 1000); Henty
Morley (vol. 2ooa).

Meredith, George, § 1904,
The Chdeal of Righard Foverel 2 vo —
Heaschamp®s Career 2 v. — Tha Trogle
Comediane 1 ¢, — Lord Ormont and his
Amiinti 2 v, — The Amazing Marriage 2 v,
— The Epnist = v.

Meredith, Owen: pide Robert

Lord Lyuon.

Merrick, Leonard,

The Nion who waos pood 1 v — This
Stapo of Fools tv. — Cynthia § ve = Ooe
Maon's View 1 v, = The Acor-Mapnger
t % — The Waelllings ¢ v.— Whon Love
flies oot o the Windoew 1 v, — Conrad s
Chyest of THa Yeuth 1 vp = The Qluaing
Companinna v~ Whispors alsout Woirses
i 4, — The House of Lyeeh 3w, — The
Mam whn Umibreetosnd Witety, ete, 1 v, —
Al e Workd Wosdsred, efc. 1v. — Tha
Tosition of Fegry Harpor 1 v,

Merriman, Henry Seton, § 1go3
Youmgp Mistley 1 v. = Prisoners nnd
Capsiven 3 %, — Fraps Chig Genaration ta
Apnilier 1 v. =WWith Edged Toals 2 v, —
Tim Sowers 8 v. — Flotimm t v, — In
Kedar's Tents 1 v = Roden's Cornes
1 v, —Tha [sle ol Darest 1 v, — The Velvet
{Hove 1 v, — The Vuliures 1 v, — Barlasch
ol the Gruard ¢ v, — Toamasy's Fortune, and
Chher Staries § v, = The Last ITop= = v,

Merriman, H. 8., & 5. G. Tallen-

yre.
The Alaney-Spinner, eie. 1 ¥,
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C‘ﬂmpmr List.

Milne, James.
The Eplstles of Atking z v,

Milton, John, | 1674,
Foetical Works ¢ ¥,

“Miss Molly," Author al.
Geraldioe Hawtherne 3 v,

“ Molly Bawn," Author of: vife
Mrs, Hungerford.

Mentgomery, Florence.
Mimmndersteod ¢ v, — Thrown To-
gether 2v. — Thwariod 1 v, = Wild Mike
i Ve — h-c.dnrlh 2w = Thae Wus Veil
1 Ve~ Tramslormed 1 v, — The Vishor.
Faii's Daughter ; ete. 1 wo — Coloe
Norton = v. — Prejudged 1 v, — An Un-
shared Secret, and Cibher Tales 1 v,

Mwoore, Frank Franklort.
| Forbld the Hapia™ 3w, =— A Gray
Lyn ar 5o 2 v == Cne Fair Dasgliter
2 Wo=—=They Call B lovw 3 v = The
Jesnaauy Bride 1 v, — The Millionaines 1 v,
= Rell Gwyn=Comedinn 1 v,— A Diimeel
o Two 3 v, — Castle Civeragh a v, = Shipes
matits in bumllmu 2 v. = The Chiginal
Waman 1 v, — The White Causeway 1 v.—
‘I'bo Artful Hm 13l © vo == The Marriige
Lense 1 vo=An Amutonr Adveniuress 1 v,
— Priwcilla aml-lﬁ:.u'rhlfll. £ == The Fol
of Lowes 1 v The Laind of Craig Athol 1 v,
— The Marriage of Darhara 1 vi — The
Narrow Escape of Lady Flardwell © v,

Moore, George.

Celibates 1 v, — Evelyn lnnes v, — Sistor
Tereia #v.— The Uatilled Field @ w,—Cii-
fessions of a Young 3an 1 v.—The Laka 1w,
—Memaolrs ol my Dead Lo 1 ve—Avery,
== Syning Lays 1 v, = Salve g .

Moore, Thomas, ¥ 1852,
Poetical Wiarks jwith Portrsit) ¢ v,

Morgan, Lady, | 1850,
Alemairs § v,

Morcley, Henry, § 1804,

O Lmglish Literature s the Reign of
WVictoria, Wikl Facsimiles of the Signa-
wires ol Autbors in the Taudlinit Edition
(e 2000, pabilished td8a) 1 v

Morris, William.

M Selection from bis Pocns 1 v,

Morrigon, Arthur
Tales of Mean Soees 1 v, — A Child
&l the Jage 3 v, — Tu Londan Town 1 v, |
= Cumiing Murrell 1 vo=—The Hule [ the
Wall 1 v, — The Grees Eve of Goona 1 v,
— Diivers Vanisies i v, — Teen Uinger 1 v,

Muirhead, James Fullarion,
The Land of Contrases 1 v,

Mulock, Miss: wide Mrs. Craik
Murray, David Christie.
Rainbiaw Gald a v,
Murray, Grenville: ». Grenville.
“hy Little Lady,” Author of;
wide E. Frances Poynter,

Mew Testament, the,
The Authorised English Vemios, with
Intredoction and Varisas R-,-.qhnu; {ram
thii threo most colebeuted Afanuscripes of
the Original Tess, hTLmna:l.numu Tchbum-
ol (val, 3oco, published 1869} 1 v.
Newby, M. C ]

Coiisiing Sense 2 v,
Newman, Dr. J. H. (Cordioal

Newmar) 186G,
Callista 1 v, iy

Wicholls, Mrs.: ¢ide Currer Bell
“Mina Balatka " Author of:
wade Anthony Trollope.

*MNo Church,” Author of (F.
Rti']illwﬂ].
¥o Church v, — Owen p=—a Waif = v,

Hoel, Lady Augusta.
From Geseration 1o Leneration 1 v, =
Hithersea Mers 3 w,

Maorris, Frank {Am.), § 1905
The Ogeepus 2 v, — The Pit 2 v,

Norris, W. E.
My Froml Jem 1w, — A Bachelic's
Blunder ¢ v — Major and Mg 5 v, —
The Rages #v, — MissShalte av. — M,
Fentan 1 v. — Misadventers 3 v. — Saint
Ana's 1 v. — A Vietim of Good Luck
1 %, = The Dancer ki Yellow 3 v,
Clarksa Furdown ¢ v, — Marletta’s Mars
rimpge o v. = The Fight for the Crown
1w, == ThaWidower 3 v, —Gifles tnguh}':r
— Tha Flower of the Flock @ v, = His
O Father 1 v.—The © “'Ihtuiuwﬁ_.nuntr
t %, — Lond Leonard the Luckless © v, —
Mature's Comedian 1 v.— Nigel'sVocation
t %, — Haghamof Heltana z v, = Harry and
Urmia 1w, — The Square Pog 1 v, —
FPauliss 1 v, — The Perjirer 1v. — Kot
h::h.].- LW, ‘l’ntlunu."u.’;cr.n! 1v. = Faul's
Paragon 1 v,

Noron, Hon. Mrs, § 1877

Biguet of Dunkaath 3 ¥, amid
Saved 2 wo = 0l Sir Douglas 2 v,

# Mot Easily Jealous,” Author of

{Mizs Tea Hardy),
Not 'E:l:.il._l,ljmlnu BV,
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Coniplede List,

“Hovels and Tales™: wnd
“ Hougehold Waords,”

O'Conor Eecles, Charlatte (Ilal
Giaibleey],

The Bejuvenation of Miss Sesnphore 1 v,
== The Marimoalal Lonery 1 v,

Oldmeadow, Ernest
Suman 1w,

Qliphant, Laurence, 1 1855,
Altiora Peto 2w, — Masollom 3 v,

Oliphant, Mrs., T 18597,

The Last of the Mortmers 2 v, — Al
Margures Mudtdaeid « v — Agmes g v =
Maidomna Mary 2 v — The Minlaers
Wike = v. = The Rector and the Doctur’s
Family 1 v. — Salem Chapel 2 v. = The
Perpeosal Corate = v, — 13“.. Marjori-
hanks 2 v, — Ombrs 3 v, — Memoir of
Countde Mootalrgberte v, — Maya v, —
Innocent 3 v — Fur Love and Life zw. =
A Biso in June 1 v — The Story of
Valentine anid his Dratdier 5 v. — Whita-
Indivs 3 v — The Carate in Charge v, —
IMiebe, Junior = vo— M. Arthura v, —
Carith 2 v, — Young Musgrave a v, —
The Primrose Path 2 v — Wiskiln thn
FPrecincts 3 v, — Tle Greatest Heiress in
Egland 5 v. — He that will not when ha
may 2v. = Harry Joseslyn 2 v, — In Trast
2y, — ltwasa Lover and lids I..L-u.:, W,
The Ladies Lindores 3 v, — Hoster ¥, —
The Wieard's Son 3% — A Cosntry Gen-
tlheman andl his Family 2 v, — Neizhbonrs
wi the Green 1 v, — The Duke's Danghter
© v —The Fugitdves 1v. — Kirdeon av.
— Life ol Laurosce Cliphant and of Alics
l:li'iEh.'l:nt. s Wil 2v. =The Littio Pilgrim
bt Hlusoen 1 v.—The Hesr Presumpiive
and the Heir Apparent pv. —The Sorcoress.
2w, — Sir Robest's Fortane 2 v, — The
Ways of Life v v, — Ol My, Tredgold 2%,
“One who has kept.a Diary™:
vide Georpe W. E. Russell.

Orezy, Baroness
FPetticoat Grovernment 1 v. — The Scarfst
Vimgwenel 1 v, — 1 will Repay 1v. — The
Edusve Pimperned sv.—Fico in Stublidoz v,
= A TrueWoman 1 vi—Meadavwswest 1 v,
Osbourne, Lloyd (Am.).
Baby Duller 1 v, — Wild Justion 1v. — Thn
Moatormsaniso ©v. = Harm's Way 1 v.—
The Kingdoms of the World 1 v.
Ossian,
The Porms of Ousian,
James Macpheran 1 v.
[a] 1508,

Tdalis o, = Tricoteln 83, —Dusk 3 wo—

Tramlated Ly

Chandlos sw, — Stratlmore a v, — Under
two Flags 2 v, — Volle-Farine s v, — A
Laaf in the Storm: A Doy of Flanders;
A Branch of Lilag: A Provencs Ross
v, — Cecil Castlomsing's Gapn, sl othor
Bovelettes 1w, o Madume la Manguise,
amid ather Novelaites 1 v, — Pascanel 2 v,
— Held in Bondage 3 v = Two litils
Waooden Bhoes 1 v— Slgmawith Porteaiy)
flf_-a'qf\\?inmgimr.-—A.ril.'.ullqhvl.-_l—
‘rienalship a v. 5 3 v — Mpdstrello,
and other Staries 1w, — A Village Com-
tsine 3 v — In Aaromina § v, — Himbi
1v. — Wapda 3 v. — Frescoes and otlier
Stories 1w, — Prineess Nupragine 3v. —
Otlmar Fve—A Raiuy lune (GoFP). Don
GEillul.hiuﬂlnPf.},— A nlruln Par IV LW, —
Gudbderoya w.— Syrdin 3 v. — Kuflino, nnd
piher Stories 1 v, — Sands Barhara, wic,
1 v. — Vwo Offendens 5 vo — The Silver
Clerist, etc. 1%, — Toxin, and other Pupars
1w, — La Selve, and Toaks § v, — ]l'hn
Aluwssivrenos 2 %, — An Altraist, and Four
Eszays 1 % = la Seteeps, and ollice
Seares t ¥, — The Waters of Edera1 w,
= Sireel Dust, and Chher Swocis @ v, —
Critical Studics 1 v, — Hellanthus 2 v,

“Outcasts, the," Author of: wride
“ Roy Teller.”

Pain, Barry.
The Exfles of Falva 5 v, — Btaries in Grey
& v, — Staries without Tears & v.

Parker, Sir Gilbert
Tha Battle of tho Strong 2 v, — Danovan
Paskn, & Sane Feaplaol Foypt 1 ve=The
Seats of the Mighty = v.— The Weavoni a v,

Parr, Harriet (Holme Led),

T 1goo.

Easil Godivey's Caprice 2 v, — For Richer,
et Poarer 3 v, — The Beastiful Mis Har-
riagton 2v. = Her Title of Honour 1v. —
Feboes of & Fomaws Year 1 v, — Kuthe-
rine’s 1ral 1 vo — The Vicssitudes of
Einasie Falrfas 2 vo— Dlen Milner'sWoolng
1 v.— Straightlorwand 2 ¥, — Mrs. Denys
of Cote 2 v, — A Poor Squire ¢+,

Parr, Mre,
Darothy Fos & v — The Prescotts of

; I"a:nph.illulllm --Thl:quSmI;h,q i,

1w — Mabin @ v, — Loyully Georgs 2 v.

Paston, George,

A Stedy in FPrejudices v v — A Fale
Duceivor 1 v.

Pasture, Mrs. Henry de la.
The Lonely Lady of Grosvenor Square ¥ v,
— The Grey ight 1 v, — Catherme's
Child 5 v, = Master Christopber 3 v,
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Complere Lid,

“Paul Ferroll," Author of (Mis.
Caroline Clive], T 1673,

Tanl Fervall 1 v. — Yeur after Year 1 v,
— Why P'asl Feeroll killed tils Wile 1 v,

Payn, James, 1 18g3.
Fommal Dead 1 v, — Gwendoline's Har-
vest 1 v, o~ Like Father, like Son 2 v, —
Mt Woned, but Wona v, — Ceail's Tryst
1w == A Woman's Vergeanes s v, —
Murpliy's Master ¢ vo — In the Heart of
a [l and other Stories 1 ve = At Her
Mercyzw, == Tha Rest of Himbpnds sv. —
Walter's Word a v, — Halves 2 v —
Fallen Fortunes 2v. — Whot He ot {ier

2w, — Hy Prexy 3 v, — Lmm IMack than |

wre're Pamnted 2 v. = Under oas ool
B, — High Spirjes ¢ v, — High Spiries
(Second Serdenl 1 v, = A Confidental
Aprntow, = From Exileav, — A Graps
froan a Thorn 2 v, — Somse Private Viens
1% — For Cash Onlv 2v. — Kit: A Me-
ey 2 v, —'Tle Canon's Ward (wich
Partraill 8w, — Soms Literary Re-
callections t v. — Tha Talk of the Town
i ¥, — Tha leck of the Darrells = v, —
The Heir slthe Apgesev.— Healiday Tasks
o, = Cillsw-Waorm Tales fFTrnd Sevien)
1w, = Lilew=-"Warm Tales r¥erondl Serses]

1%, = A Prince of the Bload 5 v, — Tha !

Myvery of Mirhoidge 2 v. = The Durmt
Alllion = v —The Ward and tha Will
2 ¥ — Bunny Stosies, and some Shaly
Unes 1 v =& Mders Dick Whitzin=-
ton = v, — A Sfumble on the Tlresholl
gv. — A Trying Padent 1 v — Gleams
ol Memary, and The Esvenlsoppor 1 v, =
In Market Overt vw. — The Disagpepe-
anca of Licorge Dirifell, smd other Tales

1 ¥ — Anather's Berden etz 1 v, = The |

NMackwater of Lite, or Exwsys of o Liwerary
Viteran 1 v,

Peoard, Frances Maty,

?Ili Yeoraw, —T%: H.Diﬂj-li.hrden I¥e=
.'-Il'!u.lrmr.-u ¥o — Thorpe Regis 1v, — A
Wieter Story 5 v — A Maibrigal, and
other Bunles ¢ v.— Cartouche 7 v, —
Matker Molly 5 w, — Sebloss and Town
8%, = Contradlctipan 3 v, = Near Nelgh-
hours 1 v. — Alicia Teapant ¢ v, — Ma-
dame'n Grasddaoghter 1 v. — Donna
‘Jl-_I:‘TH.'I. T ¥, ']—_h:‘ﬁluher Ona and Kamber

w1 ¥, — The Ring from Jaipor ¢ v. —
‘The Flying Months 1 v. Jaip

Pemberton, Max.

The Tnprepnable Cltvaw, — A Woman
of lronatads 1 v, — The Fhantom Artsy

Paul, Mrs.: vide “Still Waters” |

1 ¥. — The Ganlen of Swunls 1 v.— The
Footsteps of o Throne 1 v, = Pro Patril « v,
— The Giant's Gate 2 v, — | crown thoe
King 1 v. = The House under the Sea 1 v,
| = The Galil Wallr v.— Daciar Ravfors v,
— Kad Morn 1 v, — Heatrice af Venice a v,
== 2RI the Thick Arrows 2 v, = My Sword
lor Lafaprite g v. — The Lady Evelyn i v,
— The IMamond Ship ¢ v. — The Ladestar
1% — Wheels of Annrchy 1 v, — Lavwe
thn Harvester © v, — The Audventure of
| Vaptain Jock 1 ¥, == White Wally 1 v, =
Tt Sl Giisl 1 v,

Percy, Bishop Thomas, T1811.
Heliqoes of Ancient English Paoetry 14,

Perrin, Alice
lilnlniry 1 %, — The Charm 1 v — The
Apprlo=Indians T v,

Philips, F. C.
Az in & Lowking l'_i[as.:: %o o 1 e Lean
anil ks Dagblos e — Licy Smaith 1w, =
A L:.u:'kl{ Young Woman 1 v, —J.u’k and
‘Theee 1ikls & . — Littn M, Murray 1 v, -
Young Mr. Ainslio"s Courtshipi v, —Soclal
Vichwitelon ¢ %, — Eatonuating Circum-
stances, and A Freuch Mardage 1 v —
More Socisl Vidsitudes 1v. — Constance
2 we — That Wicked Mail'maselle, cic.
v, — A Dhoctor is Diffeulidos, e, t ¢, —
Hiack and White 1 v — “Ona Never
i Knows™ =w. O Coarse ¢ v. — Ml
| Opmerod’s Pritdps ¢ v, — My littls Fuss
linmd 1 %, == Alrs.  Bourere 3 v. —
| Questiun of Colmir, and other Sorios v
| A Dhewil in Nun's Veiling 19 — A Fuli
Conlrsion, and other Sdodes 74, — The
Luckiest oi Throe 1 ¥, — Poor Littks Bella
1w, — liliss Clagke, Goverfes, snd Othar
Stories 1w, — Marringe, efe. 1 v, = Sphaals
girks ol To-day, e, 1 v, — lrﬂnl,t',-e&-i;;-.
. L

| — An Unifortenate Hlend & v —
rater"s Courtskip 3 v,

Philips, F. C. & Percy Fendall
A Dasgliter’s Snerifice 1 v, — Margaret
Byng 1w, = Disciples of Plato v v, — A&
Hamoynmnon —and Adter © ¥,

Philips, F. C. & C, ]. Wills.
The Fatal Phryae 1v, = The Seudamores
1 ¥ — A Maiden Fais toSeo v, — Syhil
Rosa's Marmiage © v,

Philips, F.C & A. R. T.
Life ¢ v. = Jlzn and Woman ©v.

Phillpotts, Eden.

tig Progikes 2 v, — The 1lumas
lr‘.{'. — Hine of the Morming 2 v — BTE
Guced Ked Eanth 5 v.==The Striking Henr
1 %, — The Farm ol the Dagper 1 v, =
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Coniplede Lisk, =X

Tho Golden Fetich 1 v, = The Whirlwind
2 v. —The Hunisn Bay A gain & vo— From
tho Angle of Seventeen 1 v.

Phillpotts, E. & Armold Bennett.
The Blnews of Woar 1 v. — The Sistan @ v,

Piddingron, Miss: sodle Autior ol
“The Last of the Cavaliers."

Poe, Edgar Allan [Am.}, § 1844,
Pioepn and Esave, edited with a pew

Cash v, — Put Yourself in his Placo sy, —
A Terrbie Templation 3 v, — Peg Wol-
fington ©wv. — Christie Johnstong | v, —
A-Stmpleton 3 v. — The Wandoring Helr
1% — A Woman-Hater zv. — Readiznn
1%, — Ringlebearr and Dunblaface @ v,
“Hecommended w  Merey,”
Author of (Mrs. Houstoun).
Y Recimmended to Morey "' 2 v, — Loo'a
“Brand " a7,

Meminir by Jobn . Tagran v, — Tales, Reeves, Mrs: ». Helen Mathers
edifed hrjvu & H. lagram @ w. Rhys, Grace.

Pope, Alexander, T 1524, | Mary Bominle 3 v. — The Woulng of
Select Poetical Works (with Portraity ev, | Sheila @

Poyater, Miss E. Frances.
My Litde Lady 2 v.— Erwilla 2 v — Antang
the Hills 1 v. — Madansn de Prenel v,
Praed, Mre. Campbell,
Aot v. — AllRiGes 1 v, = The Howl
Station 2 v,
Prentisg, Mre, E (Am.), 71878
Blopping Heavonward 1 v,
Frince Consort, the, 7 1801,
Sprechesand Adidresses (wizh Mortr.) v,
Pryce, Richarnd.
Migs Mazwell's Affections 1 v. — Tha
!{u’:u! Mrs. Fleuing 1w, — Time and tha
Wonisn 1 v,

Pym, H. N.: vide Caroline Fox.
Quiller-Couch, A. T. (0",
Mourhtt and Cromies v, — 1 Saw Three
Ships 1 v == Dead Man's Rock 1 v, —Ia
and osher Talos 3 v — Thie Ship of Stars
i Y._—'I‘.Ilr Adventures of Harey Hevel o,
— Fort Amliy s v, — Shakespeares Christ-
mias, and (iher Stories 1 v. — Tha Maver
af Troy 1 v — Morey-Grrden, and Uther

Binrins 1 v, — Hrother Caopas © v,
Quincey: vide De Quinecey,
Rae, W. Fraser, j 1gos.

Westward by Iail 1 v. = 3B Hagle's

Ramanes 2w, — Tlo Huniness of Travel 1y,
Reimond, € E. (AMiss Hobins)

{Am).
The Opimn Chuestion 2 w. — The Mugnetlc |

! Rice, James: z Walter Besant.
Richards, Alfred Bate, § 1876,

: Ba very Humaan A

| Richardson, S. | 1761,

Clarissn Harlows 4 v,

Riddell, Mrs. (F, G. Traflosd].
Googa Goith of Fen Cowrt 5 v, — Max-
well Direwitt 2 v = The Race for Weslh
2¥.— Far above Habirs 3 v, — The Hasl's
Promise # v, — Moromloy's Istate & v

Ridge, W. Pet.

Nameaof Garland 1 v, — Thanksta Saniler-
RO,

i Rita.™
Souly 1 v.— Tha Jeatees 3 v. — The Mas-
ueriders 2 vo—1 hacer Lady Juldas z v, —
Felaee Charming 1 v : ]-'aiu.l.in,g
Finger 1 v.— A Manof oo Importance 1 ve
— Tha AMillivnalre Girl, anil Chliee Stiries
& %, — Tho Howe callul Hurrish 1w, —
Ualvary 3 v. — That & to say— 1 V. —
i EHalla Trith " 1 %

Ritchie, Mrs. Anne Thackeray:
wide Mise Thackerny,

Roberts, Miss: vl Author of
tMademaiselle Mori"

Robertson, Rev. F. W, § 1833,

| Sermana 4 ¥-

| Robins, Miss: suide Raimond.

Robinson, Fi: % No Church.,”
Roogevelt, Theodore {Am.),

Norih o v, — A Dusk Lantern @ v, — The | Chitdoar Pastises of an Avsorican Hunter
Caonvest 3 v.— The Floresting Frume 1 v. | [(with Portrais) o v.

s Rajah's Heir, the,” Authorof. | Ross, Charles H.
The Hagah®s Heir aw. | The Pretty Widow 1 v. — A London

Hends, Charles, + 1884, T 3
=Tt is mever too lato Io ml:nllli"' BV - an‘ 'I_ﬂ'll'blﬂ-.- witle EFTHEI"\I'IJIU.
] ove me litls, luve mo lang™ @ v — Rossetli, Dante Gabriel, 7 1852,

The Cloister and the Hearth avs — Hard  Posiss ¢ v, — Ballods wnd Sonacs 1v.
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“Roy Teliet.”
The Outeasts 1 v — A Draught of
Latha 1w, — Pastor and Prelate 3 v.

Ruffini, J T 1881,
Lavinia 2 v. = Doctor Antonio 1 v, —
Lorenzo Henonl 1 v, — Vinconze 2 v, =
A Quist Mook in ths Jura 1 v. — The
Pasngreces on n Vit to Patis 1 v, —
Carlinn, and other Stories 1 v

Ruskin, John, * 1819, ¥ 1900,
Besampe amd Lilies 1 v. — The Stanes of
Venien fwith Hlustrations) 2 v, — Unto this
Lot ane Manera Pulvers 1 vo=—The Saven
Lampa of Architectire {with 14 Hustra-
tions| ¥ v. — Muornings in Florence @ v.— |

5t Mark's Hest 1 v

Russell, W. Clarl.
A Ballar's Sweotheart 3 v, — The ' Lady
Maud™ 2v. — A Sea [lueen 2 v,

Russell, George W. E.

Call wnd Recolloes By Une
wha ks kepta Dhiacy 2 v — A Londonar s
Log-lloak £ v,

Sala, George Aupustus, § 1855,
The Seven Sons af Manmon 2 v.
Saunders, John.

Tsrnel Mort, Overmon & v, — The Ship.
naner’s Daughter 7 v.— A Noble Wil aw,

Sounders, Hatherine  (Blrs,

Crossper].
_1'Dulrl M erryweather, and other Tales
1w, — Glidean's Hoek, snid other Tales
t v, — The High Miflsa v. — Sehastinn ¢ v.
Savage, Richard Henry (Am.),

+ 1gog.
My Official Wile 1 v. — The Liitle Lady
ol Lagunktas (with Portrail) 2 va— Princa
Bchamyl's Wooing 1 v. — The Masked
Venua 3 v, — Delilah af Harlom av. —The
Anarchist 8 v, — A Daughter of Jmlas
1% = ln the Obl Choteaa 1 v, — Miss
Diewereux of the Marquits = v, =Checked
Thromph 2 v. — A& Modern Corsaira v, =
In the Swim a v, — The White Lady of
I}_:l_-nu:llimntk.ﬁl :l— In tha IéI-nm-uI i)
riends 2 v.—Tlo Mysleryof a Shipyand 3.+,

— A Ments Cristo in KILJ:I. l'r.p

Bchreiner, Olive.

Trooper Peter Halket of Mashasaland
1%, — Woman apd Labour 1 v.

Scow, Sir Walier, 1 1832
Warerley (with Portroit) 1 v, — The
Arlguary 1 v, =— Ivanlon v, = Kenll-
worth 1. — Questls Durwand e, — O1d

Momality 1 % — Guy Manuering 3 v, —

Rob Hoy 1 v, = The Pirate 1 %, — Tha
Formumes of Nigel s v, — The Black Dwarl ;
A Logend of Montrose 1 v. — The Hride
of Lammermoor ¢ v. — The Hearz of 3id-
Lathias 5 ¥, — The Mamnstory 1v. — The
Abibot 1 v, = Peveri] of the Peak 3 v, =
Paetieal Warks 5 v, — Wondstock 1v. —
Thae Fair Maid of Perth 1 v. — Anne of
Geierstsin T v,

Secley, Prof ], B, 7 1895,
Life and Times of Steln (with & Fortrait
of Stein 4 ¥, — The Kzpansion of Engs
land 1 v, — Goethe 1 v,

Sewell, Elizabeth, 7 1gob.
Amy Herbert 2 v, = Umnla = v, — A
Cilimpse of the Werld 2 v, — The Joarnal
il ﬁllmt" Life 2 vo = Afier Life & v. —
The Experience of Life = v,

Shakespears, Willinm, + 1616,
FPlays and Foema jwith Portraith fSecond
Edvdios 3w, — Dienbefil Plags 1 v,

Shadegfeare’s Vlays may abio be had in
3y numbers, At o 6,50, each number,

Sharp, Willizm, § 1005t . Misa

Howard, Fiona Macleod and
Swinburne.

Shelley, Fercy Bysshe, § 1822,
A Belectlon feom kie Form ¢ v,

Sheppard, Nathan (Am.}, 1353,
Shut up in Para t v,

Sheridan, B B, § 1816,
The Deamatic Works © v,

Shorthouse, J, Henry,
lohn Inglesant 2 w. — Blanche, Lady
Falalze & v,

Sidgwick, Mrs. Alfred.

The Lantern Beasors 1 v.— Anthen's Guest
1 ¥

Slatin Pasha, Rudelf C, CB.
Fire and Swonl in the Swdan [(with
two Maps in Colours) 3w,

Emedley, F. E.: vide Anthor of

“Frank Fairlegh.”

Emollett, Tobias, T 1771,
Roderick Random ¢ v. — Homphey
Qlinker 1 v. — Peregrine Pickle 2 v,

Snaith, J. £
Al Fitz 1 v, — The Principal Girl z v

“Society in London," Authaor of,
Socicty in  London, By a Fereim
Benident 1w,

Somerville, E. (B, & M. Ross.
Naboth's Vieoyard ¢ v, — All on the
Irish Shote 1 v, == [ran Russel the Fozg 1 v,

i



Toucknilz Edition, Complete List.

g 22

“Spanish Brothers, the,” Author

ol
The Spantil Brotbers 2 v.
Stanhope, Earl (Lord Aahon),

§ 1875,
The Hivory of Esglaml 7 v — Reign
of Qesen Anne 2 v,
Stanton, Theodore (Am.).
A Alsnual of American Literaturs 1 v,
Steel, Flora Annie,
The Hests of the Lord 2 wvo — In the
Ginardianship of God 1 w,
Steevens, G. W., 1 1goo.
From Capetown te Ladysmsizh 1 v,
Sterns, Laurence, 7 1768,
Tristram Shandy 1v. — A Sentimscstal
Iuwmrx {with Postraith 1 v
Stevenson, Robert Louis, 7 1804.
Teansuse Iiand ¢ ». — D, Jekyll and
Mr, Hyde, and An Inland Vopags 1w, —
Kidnapped 1+, — Tho Black Arrow 1w, =
The Master of Ballantrae @ v.— The Merry
Men, ete, 1 v. — Acsos the Plains, vic: 1 v.
— Island Nighis' Entertainments 1 v, —
Catriona v, —Weir of Hermiston 1 vo—
81 Ives 2 vo — I the Scuth Seas 2 v, —
Tales and Fantssies 1 v,
“8ull Waters,"” Author of (Mrs,
Faul),
Sdll Watess 3 v, — Dorothy 1 v, = Die
Crossy £ va— Lncle Halph 1 v. — Malden
Sisters 1 v, — Martles Hrown i v.—VYanessa
i Ya

Stirling, M. C.: vafe G. M. Craik
Stockion, Frank R.(Am ), T1goz,
The House of Martha 1 v,
“Story of a Penitent Soul, the,”
Author of.
The Story of a Peniteat Soul 1 %,
#Story of Elizabeth, the," Author
of: vide Miss Thackeray,
Svowe, Mrs, Harriet Beecher
{Am,), T 18gh.
Unela Tom's Cabin {witk Partraithz v, —
A KeytoUndle Tom"s Cabin 2w, = Dired
e, — Tha Minbter's Wooing ¢ v, — Oll-
wwn Folks 2w,
“Sunbeam Stories,” Author of
wile Mrs, Mackamess.

Swift, Jonathan (Deag Swiil),

o,

T 1745,
Gelllvar's Teaveho 1 v,

Swinburne, Algernon Charles,

Atal ! :?ﬂg;[}ﬂ.n d Lyrical
Alalanta in o an e
fedited, with sp Intsoduction, by William
EII:_LEJ i v. — Love's ENis I W,
= Chastedand and Mary Steast 3 v,
Symonds, John Addington,
T 1dgs.
Sketches in Ity 1 v, — New liashan
Shetches § v,

Tallentyre, 8. G.: v, H. 5 Merri-
man.

Tasma.
Uncle Piper of Piper®s Hill 2 v,

Tautphoeus, Baroness, 7 1803,
Cywilla g v, — Tha Inilials 2 v. — (laits
2w, = AL Odids 2w,

Taylor, Col. Meadows, { 1870,
Taraj n Makratts Talo 3 v.
Templeton: sude Author
“ Horace Templeton.”
Tennyzon, Alfred (Lord), 1842,
Poptical Warks B v, — Chicen Mary
1 ¥ — Harold 1 v, — Becket; Tha Cup
The Faleon i v, — Locksley Hall, daty
Yearnafter ; The Fromise of May ; Tiresias
aml ather Pooems 1w, — A Memole, Ty
His Som {with Partrait] 4 .
Testament, the N ew : wuafe New,

Thackeray, William Make-
peace, T 1863,

Vanity Fuir 3 v, — Fendennks 3 v. —
Miscellanies 8 v, = Henry Esnond 2w, e
The Enplish Humsurists oitha Eighteenth
Century 1v. = The Nowoomes 4 ¥. — The
Wirginians g v. = The Four Georges;
Laweltla 'ﬁ\ﬁlduww # o — The Advantures
of Philip 2 vo = Denis Duval 1 v =
Boundabeuy  Papers 2 v — Catherdan
1w, —Ths Iriih Skatch Boack 5v, — The
Farle Sketeh Bopk (with Purtrait) = v,

‘Thackeray, Miss (Lady Hitchie),
The Story of Elisabath 1w, — The Villagn
on tie CUE 1 v, = O Kensingtos 2 v, —
Blucbear®s Kevs, and other Stosfes v, —
Five 0dd Friends 1 v. =— ¥ims Angeliv. =
Dot of the Waorld, sed other Tales 1 v, —
FalhamLawn, and other Talos 15, — From
an Islagd, A Stwryandsome Esaysr v, —
Ia Cape, and nther Tabes 1 v, — Madama
dr Sévigné: From a Stage Box; Mis
Williamson's Divagaticns 1 ¥, — A Book
ol Slbls £ vo — Mm. Dymond 2 v, —
Clsptars :I:mm_mme M emeits £ Ve

of



zh

Thomas a Kempis: ». Kempis.
Thomas, A. (Mrs. 'ender Cadlip).
Deris Dosne 3 v, — On Crised 29, —
Walter Coring £ % = Flayed Out 2 v, ==
Called to Account @ v, — Only Hersel!
7 v, — & Narmow Escapo 3 ¥,
Thomaon, James, T 1745,
Poetical Worls (with Pq-rlnh;j I'¥a
“Thoth,"” Author of,
Thuth v w.

Thurston, E Temple.
The Cireatest Wish fn tho Wisrld 1 v, —
Mimge 1 vi = The City of Heaatiful Nop-
ety 1w — Ll Gasden of Besarrestiom 1 v.
== Thirteen 1 v, = The Apple of Eden ¢ v,

“Tim,"” Author of.
Tim © v,

Trafford, F.G.: ¢, Miea. Riddell,

Trevelyan, George Otto,
Tha Life amd Letters of Lard Macaulay
iwith Portrait) 4 v. — Selections from the
Wiritkngs of Lerd Macoulay 2 vo — The
American Bevolution (with a 3I'u|:|i T ¥,

Troig-Etoiles: weide Grenville.

‘Trollope, Anthony, T 1882,
Doclor Thorne 2 v, — The Hertrams
£ ¥, —Ths Warden ¢ v — Darchester
Tavwersz v, = Castle Richinond 2 v. = The
Wit Lenbles 1 v, — Fratiley Pasanige av.
— WNorth America 3 v. = Orley Farm 3v.
— Kachel Ray = v. — The Small House
wt Allimgion 3 v. = Can largive her?
1% = LTha Delivn Estate = v. — HNina

Talatha v v, — The last Chronicle of |

Harset gw.=T1he Claverings ev. = Phiseas
Fina 3%, — Ho knew ha was dght 3v, —
'\ heVicar of Bl lhampton 2v, — Sk Harr
Hutspur of Humblethwaito g v, — Ral
tho Hloir @ wo = The Gaolden Lion o
;:ratnptm 1 v,]—-éiu.iju-]h sl Nwﬂle.--
ml 5 v, — La NER BV, ==

i[EII‘J:IIxII.B ul'-l'.-'-u.u:nii LY. —'l'Il.n"I.'lr'a.;::
Iiiw w4 . — L ho Prime Minister 4 v, =
Vhe American Senntor 1% — Souwth Afrfcs
£ — In He Pepenjoy P 3%, — An Eye for
an I'-'_'rr 5 %o == John Calilijeate 3 ¥o— Lousdn
Hewry 17, — Tho Duke's Childvon 3 v, =
18, Worle®s Schiool 1v, — Ayala’s irmrl
§ve—The Fixed Perdind 1 v, — Marion Fay
aw.— Kept s the Dark 1 v, = Frou Frok-
mann, and other Sturies ¢ v. — Alles Dhug-
ilale, and other Skiries 1 v, — La Mere

Nnwche, and other Storfes 1 v, — Tha |

Mistletor Boagh, nand other Stordes 1 v, —
An Autablography 1 v, — Am O0d Mass
TR

Tutechntts Eddtion. Complele Ll

Trollope, T. Adolphus, § 1802,
The Garstangs of Gamstang Grangs 2 v
— A Siren = v,

‘Trowbridge, W. B, H.
The Lettess of Fler Mother to Llzaketh
1t v, — A Gl ol the Multisla ¢ v, — That
Liztle Marguis of Brandenborg @ v — A
Viaszling Reprobaie 1 v,

Twain, Mark (Somwel Lo

Clemens) (Am.) T 1916,

Tha Advestures of Tom Sawyer 17, —
Theo lonpconts Abroad; er, The New
Pilgrims' Progress 2 vo =& Tramp Abroad
& ¥ — " Roughing #8'" 1 vo — The In-
nocents af Home © ve == The Prince aml
the Faupes & v, — The Stalen Whits
Elepitiung, ote. 2 v, — Lilo on the Mie-
sissippl = v, — Sketches (with Tosrtroi)
v, — Hucklebnrry Finn 2 ¥, — Seloctions
from American Tlunrowns v, = & Yankes
at the Cowre of Kinge Arther'd v, — The
| Amnerican Claimant ¢ v.=—Tke £ 1 0c0000
| Hank -Node anid other new Stories ¢ v, —
| Vo Sawyer Algead 1 v, — Pudd'nhead
| Wilson @ v = FPersonal Hecolleciions of
| Jann ol Are 3w —Tom Samyes, Dotoctive,
and otber Tales r v. — Mpre Tramps
Abiroad = vo — The Aon thar eormugtol
Hadieyborg, ete. 7 v = A DhoableBars
relled Degeczive Seory, eie. @ v — Tlha
§ 30,600 Bevquest, and Other Stories § v —
Christian Sciense 1 v, == Captnin Stons-
lield's Vieit 1o Heaven & s Shakewpeare
Deadi @ v,

“Two Cosmos, the," Asthor of,
The Two Uesmos 1 ¥,

Vachell, Horace Anneslev.
Hrathors 2 v — The Faro of Clay 1 v =
ey Sun oove —Thae FLL 5 o — The Watems
ol Jordsm 1% — An Jmponding Swoad 1v.
= The Paladin 1 v, — Jobn Veeney 1w,
— Riinds Thown 1 v

“Venus and Cupid,” Autlior of,
Venus and Cupid 1 v
1 wWerm” Aunthor of,
| ¥ 1w — The Hatel du Perit 5o
e 1 v, — Blse Rosea 3 v, — Within

ound of the Sea 2 v, == The Maritine
Alps and thelr Bealoard 3 v, —Nlinetto 1 v.

Victoria K. L
Luaves from the Journal of ons Life i
the Highlands from 1548 to 1861 7 v e
More Leave, ebe, fram i 1o 1B 3w

“Yirginia," Aunthor of,
| Virginia 1 v.
| Vizetelly, Ernest Alfred.
| Wih Zola in Ergloud o v,




Tuiedanita Edidfon,  Lomplele Lot

Walford, L. B.
Alr. Smith 2 v, — Pasline v, — Cousliss
s v, — Troullesome Daughiers 3 v. —
Leddy Marpget 3+,

Wallage, D Mackenzie.

P 3%

Wallace, Lew. (Am.), T 1go5.
Ben-Huar a v,

Warburton, Eliot, 7 1figa.

Thoe Lrescont and the Crom g v —
Diaries g v,

Ward, Mrs. Humphbiy.
Robert Elsmere 3 v = David Grieve
21, = Al lirethenan 1 v, — Mareolla v,
Livssic Costretl 1 v, — Sir George Tressady
2 v, — Helbeck of Hannisdale 2w, —
Eleanor 2 v. — Ladly Hese's [asghter 2v.
— The Marrlape of William Aslie s v, —
Yenwick's Carer 3 vo— 1Hana Mallary a v,
— Daphne § og, “Mdringe i I Mode™ rv.
— Canslian Hamn 1 v, — The Caee of
Richard Meynell = v,

Warner, Susan wide; Wetherell.

Warren, Samuel, ¥ 1577,

THary of a late Physician s v — Toa |

Thooszud a-¥Fear t v — Naw and Then
1w — The Lily anal o Hoo g v,
“Walerdale Meighbours, the,”
Aunthoref: », Justin MeCarthy.
Watts-Dunton, Theodore
.ﬁ,:‘-hwlu W,
Wells, H. G.
T Seeen Bocllvs, eco. 1v. —The War
o thie Worlds 1 v, — The Invisibile Man v,
— The Tinse Muchipe, and Tha Island of
T*nctor Morean 1 v, — When the Sloeper
Wakes 1 v, — Tholesof Spoce amd Thue £ v,
The Plattver Stury, dnd Otlers 1 v, —
Lave sad Mr. Léwlsham @ v.—ThaWheels
of Chanee 1 v, — Anticipstions & ¥.—The
First Men inthe Moon 1 vo—The Sea Lody
1 'I-'u—}IE ﬂﬂh.il'll]- :11 ﬂIE L{ﬁk—iﬁ:’ F 'i'-—1IWEE'I'E
Stovics and & Drcans 1 v, = The Food of

the Gods 1 v, — & Moilern Utopls 1y, — |
Kipps2 vog=In the Daysaf the Comete vo= |

Lhe Futare In America © Vo Hew Worlds
fier O1d 1 ¥. = The War m the Alr 1 v.—
Tono-Boagay 5 vi— Fiest amd Last Things
t v.== The New Machiavelli z v. = Alar-
Hape & va
Westbury, Hugh, Adzzw
Wetherell, Elizabeth (Susan
Warner) (Am.), T 1883,
The wide, wide Wosld t v. — Queecky
g%, — Tl Hille of the Shatesso 2v, =—
Say and Seal 2 v, = The (Hd Hielmet 2v.

| Weyman, Stanley J.
| Tho House of the Woll 1v. —The Stary
L ood Francls Cladde 2 v, — A& Gontlenwnn of
| Franona v, — The. Man in Black 1 v, —
Undes the Red Robe 1 ve — My Lady
Raths & v, —From the Memoimofa Minis-
ter of France 1 v, — The Kol Cocknde z v
— Bhrewsbury g v, — The Cantlo Tun g v,
= Soplia 2 vo— Count Hammibal 2vo—In
Kimgs' Bvemys 1 v, — Ths Long Wight = v.
— 1o Abbess ol Viapn 3v. — Starvecrow
Farm 2. = Chippinge 3 v, — Laild up in
Lavoader 1w,

Wharton, Edith {Am,).
‘The Hauss of Mirk 2 v, — Tho Fruit of
tie Troe 2 v

=Whim, a," Author of.
A Whim, aid 3 C-nmul]_unn:nl. i,

Whitby, Beatrice.
The- Awakening of Moy Fopwlck 37—
In the Sastime of ber Youth 2 v,

White, Percy,
A7 Builey-2artim 1ve=The West 1nd 3y,
—The Xuw Christlnn g v.— Park Lanoaw,
== The Countess ami The King's Diary 1 w,
— Tha Trmmnh of M. St Georpe 2 v, —
A Millionaive's Dasghter 1 v, — A Paw
slonate Flgdin 1 v. = The Sysem 3 v, —
The Patient Man ¢ v. — Mr. Johno Stropd
tv.— The Eight Guests = v, — Mr. Serailge
L tow, — Love amd the Poor Sultar ¢ v, —
. The Humse of Intrigue ¥ v. = Lowa apil the
Wik Mo 1 v, — S dvertel Marlage s v,
—The Lost Falo 1 v.="The Broken Fhial 1w,

White, Waller.
Huolidaywbn Tyoed 0w
Whiteing, Richard.
Tho laland ; ar, An ddventure nof a Pers
sap of Tality 1o, — o, g Tohn Streety v
MheLifeod Paris s vo=TheYellowYon v,
= Fing it the Kew v, = All Moonshina
i ¥ — Little Pooplo ¢ ¥,
Whitman, Sidney.
| ]'mp;_-ri.q.l Caesmuny ¢ v.— The Resln oftha
Halslargs © v, = Teuton Studies 1 v. =
| Bemigikniecs of the K.|1|E of Huamaniy
1 ¥e = Conversativns with Prince Biamarck
1w, — Life gl the Empeior Frederdck 3 v,
“WWho Breaks—Pays,” Author
of: pide M. Jenkin.
| Whyie Melville, George J.:
e Melville,
Wiggin, Hate Douglas (Am.).

Timathy s Chient 1 vo— A Cathedral Cawrt-
whif, aud Penglope’s English Experiences




2R

Taneelnids Fdition,

Com _frf.l'.fﬂ it

1 V= I‘eﬂr'lupe'l]ri!h Experionces 1 v, —
Foboccn of Smpybeook Fans 1 v. — Rose
o® tha Wiver 1 v, — New Chronicles of Re-
bewea 1 %, — The Ok Peabody Pew, and
Syeanna and Sue 1 v, — Mother Carey s v,
K.D, Wiggin, M, & ]J. Findiater, &
Allan McAulay,

“Tho Aflsle ng the Inm 1 v. — Robinetta s v, |

Wilde, Oscar, T 1900,
The Picturo of Dorian Gray 1 ¥, = Dhe Pro-
funda ond The Ballad of Reading Gand
1 v. =— A Howse of Pomegranates 1 v, —
Losd Arthor Savile's Crame, snd Chiher
Frose Pieces 1 vo—Lady Windermere's Fan
1v.—Anldeal Hisbasd g v.— Salome v,
— Thn Happy Frince, and Otkar Tabes 1 v,
= A Waman of Xo Lsportinos 1v. —The
Tpartance of Hoing Karnest 1w, — Poeme

Wilking, Mary E. (Am). "%
Pembirake 1w — Madelon 1 v, = Jerone
2 W« Hilance, and otlier Stopies 5 v, —
Tl Love of Parson Lord, wtc. 1 v,

Willlamaon, CT. ¥, & A. M.
The Lightning Conducter  v.—Lady Betty
acroms theWater 1 v, =The Mator 3aid 1 v,
= Lo Loveland discovers America 1 v,
— Tho Golden Silence a v, — The Gumts
af Hercailes 2w, = The Heather Moon z v,

Wills, C. ., vide F. C. Philips

Winter, Mra. J. 8.
Regimental Legemils @ v.

Wood, C.: oride “Buried Alone"

Wood, H. F.
Tha Passenger from Scotlamd Yard 1 v,

Wood, Mrs Henty (Johnoy

Ludlow), T 1885,

East Lynna v, — The Channingsa v, —
Mo, alliburton's Troubles 2 v, —
Verner's Prida yv.—The Shadow of Axh-
Ipilvan § w. == Treviyn Hold a v. — Loni
Lhakhiirn's Lraughterm 2 v, = Owwald Cray
& W= Mikired Arkoll a v, — 5t Martin's
Fre 2v. — Klster's Folly 29, = Lady Ade-
laide"s Dhath 2 v. — Orville Callege £ v.—
A Life'sSecret e vo— Tho Red Court Farm
2 v. — Anee Herslorl 5 v. — Haolandd
Vorke 2 v, = George Cants ‘s Wil
2 ¥, — My Bane 3 ¥, — e Hallsw
8. — The Fogey Night at Offord 1 Martyn
Ware's Tempaation: The Night-Walk
wyer the ML Sream © v, — Within the
Mage g v, = The Master of Greylands = v.
= Johany Ladlow 2 v, — Told in the
Twhlight 2 v, — Adam Grainger 1 v. =
Edinn 2w, = FPomeroy Abbey 3v. — Courg
Retherlelgh 8, — (The following by
Jobany Luflow)t Lot in the Fost, and

OtherTales 1 vo—=ATalo of Sin, and Other
Tales 1 v. — Anne, and (Mher Talestv. —
The M of Jesiy Pape, sic, 1v, —
Helen Whitney's Wedding, ete. 1 v.— Tlha
Story of Dorothy Grape, etc. 1 v

Wooadroffe, Daniel,
TarpledTrinities 1 v.=The Beauty-Shag 1 v,

‘Woods, Margarei L.
A Village Trapedy 1 v, — The Vaga-
bords 1 v, = Sons of the Sword 2 v. = Tha
Invader ¥ v.

Wordswornh, William, 7 1830,
Eelect Pootical Works 2 7,

Wraxall, Lascelles, | 1865,
Wild Dats 1 v

Yates, Edmund, T 18494,
Lol at Lase = v, — Henken 1o Hamess g v,
— Tl Forlern Hope 3 v, — Black Sheep
2 v. — The Rock Ahaed = v. — Wieckesl
in Part 2 v. — D, Waknndght's Patient
2 %, == Nobody"s Fortume 2 v. — Castavway
=y, — A Waitlng Raes 29, —The vellow
Flag a v, — The Impending dew=—
Twi, Tricks 1 v. = A Silent Wiimnesn
8 ¥, — Kecallections and Exprrinnces 2 v,

Yeats: wide Levett-Yeats
Yonge, Charlotte M., § 1oo1.

| The Heir of Kedelyffe 2 v. — Heartseaza

= v, — The Didsy Chain 2 v. — Divmovar
Termoe av. — Hopea and Fears 2 7, =
Tha Youny Stepedlother 2 v, = The Trial
2% — The Clever Woman of the Family
2 %=1 he Dhove in the Eagle's Mest 2 v,
— The Danvers an-.m; The Prineo and
the Fage 1 v — The Chaplet of Pearls
gw.— Thetwa Gaardiami g v, — TheCaged
Lion 2 v. — Tha Pillars of the House 5 .
— Lady Hestor 1 v, =My Young Aloiles
2 ¥, — The Theea Hreides » 'V.—E-l"umam
kind = v. = Magnum Homum 2 v, — Love
and Lifo 1 v, — Ueknown to Histary 2 v
= Btray Pearls (wiith Porirait) @ v. == Thn
Armournt's Prantices 3 v, — The Twm
Eides of the Shickl = v. — Nuttie's Father
7 v. — Beechiceoft ot Roeckstone 2 v, —
A Heoputed Changeling 5 v — Two Fenni-
less Pelpeesseas 1 v. — That Stick v, —
Grishy Griseil © vo — The Leag Vacation
g+ — Mpdern Thioods 1 v,
“Young Mistley,” Author of:
vide Henry Seton Merriman.
Zangwill, 1.
Direamers of the Ghettn 8 v. — Ghretto
Cotnieslies 2 v, — Ghetto Tragedies 2 v,

uy
The World and a Man 2 v,



Series for the Young.

g0 Folwmes,

Prblislied oith Continentol Copvripht on the somwe

corcdiians ae the Collection nf E.rr___rlr.f.".:.& wed Awmierican Anthors. F’r'.:'rp, A
— Price 1 M. 60 PL. or 2 Fr. per Yolume, —

Barker, Lady {Lady Broome),
Eporles Abagli— 7 ¥,

Charlesworth, Maria Louisa,

T 1880,

Ministering Childese 1 v.

Crailk, Mrs. (Miss Muloel). 71887,
Car Yeara w. — Thron Taler for Hays
1 ¥. — Thres Tales for Girls 1 v

Craik, Georgiana M. (Nrs. Mav),
Cailn Trlx, and her Welcome Tales rw,
Edgeworth, Maria, 1849,
Muoral Tales ¢ v, — Popular Tales 2 v,
Kavanagh, Bridget & Julia,
T 1877,
The Pearl Fountain, and other Fuirp-
Tales 1 v.
Lamb, Charles & Mary, + 1834
and 1847,
Tabes frons Shakapeara ¢ 7.
Marryat, Captain, § 18448,

Alssterman Ready 1w,

Marghall, Mrs. Emma, § 18g0.
Rex and Regina 1 v,

Montgomery, Florenge.
The “Lown-Crier; to which i added:
Tha Childiren. with the Indian-Ruabber
Ball v,

“Ruth and her Friends,” Author

of,
Rush and ber Friends, A& Story for Girks rv.

Wood, Mra, Henry, 7 1887,

Wikllanm Allair 1 v,

Yonge, Charlotte M., T 1901,
Kenneth j or, e Rear-Guard of ihe
Grand Army 1 v. —Tha Littla Edike,
Fien Syleester's Word 1 % = Tha
Stokesley Secret 1 v == Coontess Kafe 1 v,
= A ook sl Galden Doeds 3¢, — Frinm-
wond Post-Office 1 v = Henristtn’s Wish
1 ¥ = Kings of England &+ — Tha
Eances of Lyowomd ; the Fimson et v,
"y anad CF' 1 v — AnntCharleta s St o
af Englisk hnl.r-r:rl v, — Bye-Wonds 1v,—
Lads aval Lasses of Langley, ete, £y,

Collection of German Authors.

5t Folumer, Transfations from the Gernman, Juhifished with snrversal

PR rLrEe.

Thete volnmes may be fmporicd info any comntry,

— Price 1 M. B0 Pf. or 2 Fr, per Yolume. —

Auerbach, Berthold, + 1882,

O the Heights, (Seconid Sdédion) 3v. —
Brigitta 1 v. — Sploaza 3v.

Ebers, Georg, T 1808,
An Egyptian Princess 2 v, — Tlanda
av. = lomao Sum av.— The Sisters [ e
Schwostern] 3 v, = Joshun 2 %, — Par
Aspera 2w,

Fouqué, De la Motte, T 1843,
Undine, Sintram, atc, 1 v,

Goethe, YW. v, § 1832,
Fapst v v, — Wilhelm Meisters Ap-
prenticeship 2 v

Gutszkow, Karl, T 1878,
Through Might to Lighe 1 v

Hacklinder, F. W, 1 1877,
Behind  thea Coonter |Handel aipd
I||‘I."1'.u.'|||.|'|:_'| l.'l.

Haouff, Wilhelm, § 1827,
1'11rr|‘: lj.lﬂ.1l_"| v

Heyze, Panl

Freiligrath, Ferdinand, -.‘I- 1876, | L'Arrabiata, cbe, 1 ve == The Dead Lako,

Posmn fSecmimd Kdifion) ¢ v,

Giérlach, Wilhelm.
Prinee Bismarck (with Partraiti 1 v,

et 1 v — Darbarosan, efc. 1 v

Hillern, Wilhelmine von,
The Vulture Maiden [dia Givier-Wally]
1% — The Hoar will coma 3 v



30 Fawchnitz Edition, Collection of Grernan Anifiors, Sindents Serid.

Kohn, Salomon.
Gubriel 3 v.

Lessing, G E., 7 1784,
Kaiban the Wise and Ewmilia Galoili s v,

Lewald, Fanny, 7 188g,
Stclla g v,

Marlin, E., 7 1885,
Thie Prisgesm of the Moor [z Haide-

prineemchen] = v,

Mathusius, Maria,
Iu:u'hi.m v Kamern, s
oner Y weshg Lasdy 1 v,

1857,

r,l1.1rr ul a ! Tha
1 Lfitel, et 5 v

Reuter, Irnu:. T 1874,
Tn the Year "3 1 % = An old Story of

| my Farming Duys [Utmine Siromial] 3w,

itichter, J. P. Friedrich (Jean
Paul), ¥ 1825,

 Flower, Fruit gud Thern Dieces 2 v

Scheffel, Victor von, T 1880,
Ehkehard a v

Taylor, George.
Kiytia = v
Zechokke, Heinrich,

1:'|lI||'I‘I.h al

T 154h.
thrmnewick - Widlens

Students’ Series for School, College, and Home.

Ausraben
mit devischen Anmerkungen and Special-Wonterhitchens,

e, = Theosclslext,
Bulwer, Edward, Lord Lylon,
t 1873,

The Lady of Lyons. Won D, fedis
liveckagf, l'lr. S 0,50, Kart. § obo.

Burnett, TFrances Hodguaaon
A b,
Listle Liord Fauntleroy, Won Lip, Eeesd
rrvdk. e, i 1,56 . 8 §;00.— An-
merkungen wid Wikiterbuch. He, & 8,48,
Hurp Urewe. Voo Serflla Comneld, Hr.
oo, Rart, 8 oG, — Anmerkungen
e WWiliterbueh, ﬂ'l: Moo,

Cariyle, Thomnas, § 1851,
The Relen af Termor (French Reve-
lution). l'-hm D, Ludewig Hlevrgg, b,
o v,00. Rart. 1m0,

Craik, Mra. [Miss Mulock),
T 1887,
A Herc. A Tale for Bops, Von De,

ke Oant. Br. # oBo. Kot & 098.—
Wilrterbuch. B, 8 2,400

Dickens, Charles, T |ﬁ';u_
Shietches.  First Series,  Won Dr A
Magpe. Ur, & 190, Kort, 8 5,50,
Lkeiches, bmm] Setios. Won D, A,
Hgpe, Tr, #y 0. Kart, 8y, 50— Wiirtet-
Lk | First and Secuns Seriva). Br, £1,00,
A Christmas Carol in T'rose.  Heleg
a Ghost Store of Chrismos, Yoo D,
e dusger, Hro 8 1,00, hart, of 100,

| duirper,

Kart, = Karioniort.

Eliot, George (Miss Evans—
M. Cross), § 1830,
The 26ED on the Floss, Yoan Dr, S
Crrrad, Hr. 810, Kk & 1,80,

Ewing, Juliana Horatia, T 1535,
achamipes, Ven K, Apes. Be, egso.
art. i 0,60, =Winerbuch, Br. # o,z0.
The Urswnies: and The Land of Lot
Toys, Von Dr. A, Milter, Tz, o 8dn,
Kart, & o 20— Wirterbueh He, 80,50,
Timothy's Shoes; An Ifyil of * the
Weod ; Denjy o Hesssland, Voo £, Koz,
Br. .4 oo hart. & 080, = Winers

Dwch Iln...ﬂ-ﬂg;f.-.
Fronklin, DBenjamin (Am),
T i7g0.
His  Avtcbiograpby, VYom De Kol
Feyeradend. 1, Teil,

Dinlgugmﬂj;hm
fiyen—igioh. ls, & 100 loarn 8500,

IL Teal, Die Mannesjshre (5751 his
paerh. Al elaner Bedpabhe: The Way to
Wealth. Ven Dr. Aurd Severadend,
Br. . 1,000 Ko o 1,30,

Freeman, Edward A. § 18p2,
Thres Historical Essays. Voo De. C
Balzer. Hr 8 ou. Kagt, 8o fs,

Harte, Bret (Am.), T 1902,

Tales of the Argonamts. Voo D G
Lz & 50 Kuat o 1,50
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Hawthorne, Nathaniel (Am.).

1 1864,
Waonder Baok for Bove and Girla. Ven
& Reea. Br, # o570, Eart. 8080, —

Anmercusgen und Wikrterbsach, Br. 6 a,q0
Hughes, Thomas, T 1808,
Tom Brown's School Days, Yon Dr. £
Sedwara?, 2 Parts. Be; & j00, Kark
- 3m0. Part L opart R
Kast, #2850, Part L. apars, Er, 1,50

Kart, & 590,
Longfellow, Henry Wads.

wotth (A, § 1883,
Toles of & Wayside Inn, Vom Dir. A
Farrtegen, 2 Dode. ls. & 200
leart, 8 2,30, 1. Band apart. Br, & 1,00,
Kart, o riros o Mandaginst, Do 100,
bart, . §de.

Macanlay, Lord,

Babington, T 1850,
Faplans before the Restoration. {Histor
of Englasd, Chapeer L} Von D .l-I'E
fowe, Dr, B oge, Kart & 680,

Engiand under Chirles the Second.
(Hlstory-of Epploud. Chaplae 11} Von
L, 1175 Fame. Wr. #1100, Eart. #7110,

The Kebelliens of Arpyle asld Mon-
menisth, (Hivtory of England, Chapter V)
Won Iir, fevesduned Schmia?, Br, g1,
Kt o 1.16,

Toomal Clive. (Histar. Exssayv.} Vin Prol.
De. B Phawes We & 1,90, Kart. 8 1,500

Hanke's History of the Popes,  [His-
vorical Fasay.) Won I'eof, D, 8 @ e,
He. ¥ 0,60, Kart, 8 0,70,

Waorren Hastings. {Flistorkes] Buay.}
Voo Prof. D, K fhom, Bro 8 1,50,
Kart. o u e

MeCarthy, Justin.

The Indian Mutiny, (Chag. 1a—is of B
Hintary of our own Times.""} Von Dir. A,
famann.  Br, 8 o060, Kot & o,
— Wiitlerbuch, Br. & o,20.

Thomas

Montgomery, Florence.
Misunderstood,. Van Dr. £ Pale Br.
M 60, Karl. & t,70. — Wikrterbuch,
Br. & o,40.

Scott, Sir Walter, | 1832,
The Talisman, Von e 8. feeerel
Be, .4 1,66, Kart, 8 1,00

Talea of & Grandinther, Firse Serie,
Yon De, M Lickdern. Dr 81,050
Kait. & 1,60, ~Wilrtarbuch, Br, 40,50,

Tales ofa Graesil [\ her, Seearl Serlos.

Ven De, & Liwhiors. Dro & 170
Kart, & 1,80
Bheleapeare, Willlam, § 1616,

Tweelfth Might; or, What you will. ¥am
D, IS Conrad. Be, 6,40 Kt 8 1,50,
aliin Camsar. Yoo D Sessmommed
Sedwiit,  Br. 8 100, Kart, 4 110,
Aliekioth Vo v, e g e i Sedme i,
M. M 00, Kart. 1,100
Stonhope, Earl {Lord Muhon),
18735,
Prinee Chasles Securt, (Histary of Ene-
land from the Peace ol Utrecht go the
Feace of Versnilles, py33—17851 Yon
D, Marddn Krummacher, + ol 1,80k
Kart. 8 1,30,
The Seven Years' War. Won I, J
Nrewmmacher, e, § 1,70, Jare, & 1,30,

Tennyson, Alfred Lord, | 1892,
Endel Aribon and oifier Popmi.  Vom
e, A Famawa, T, & 0,50, Kort.
ot Be, — Wilrterbuel, Br. % a9,

Thackeray, W. M. T 1563,
Bpmue] Titmsank aad The great Flog-
garty IMamond. Vaon Geegpe fande,
Ay, & 1,00 Kart. 8 5;,10-

Yonge, Charlotte M., T 1901,
The Litths Duke, or, Richard the Fear-
boss,  Ven /£ Noar, Br. % ogo. Kart.
o 1,00, = Wirterhuch, Hr, 8 0,20,

Manuals of Conversation (same size as Tauchnitz Editiunj.
Each Vofwwme, bound .4 2,25,

Fair Dentsche,

For L l'r.{;ill wh sindenis,

Englische Conversatinnzsprache von flﬁcrman Langnage of Conversation

A, Scitlessing. 4 Stereorypaufl,
Franzfsische Conversationssprache
von Lo Rollin, 2. Stercotypauf.
Russische Conversationssprache
von D B Redeansky,

by A Sehiesing.
Al ‘resage des otwadiants frangnis,

Conversation Allemande par MM,
L. Rolltn ot Wolfeang Weber,



Tauchnitz Dictionaries.
fror sale and for tfe i all conNmirdes.
Crown Bvo.

English-German and German-English. (JAMES.) Serdy-third Eddtion,
enfively rewritien and greatly emlarged, Scwed 4 4,500 Bound
in eloth 4 500, Hound in half-morocce 4 5,50,

English-French and French-English. (Jasmes & Mork) Egpbteentis,
enlively sew and modern Edition. Seved 4 500, Bound 4 600,

English-Iulian and Inlian-English. {Jaues & Guoasse) Theereenth
Edition, Sewed A4 5,00, Hoaod io holf-morocce 8 6,25,

Tolhausen, Technological Dictionary in three Lanpuages. Complate
kn these parts. Each part with o new large Sopplemost lncimbing all moldern
terms whil expresbom in Eoceriesty, Tolography sod Telepbony. Sewed & 20,00,
Yuund im cloth & 32,00. Bound 1 half-morooce & Fi.40.

Val.l. Fraacnis-Allemond=- Anglais. @rfme Edifion, Avecun prand
Sappliement de 1aoi, - Brochd @ 0,00, Rebi en toils 4 13,00, Hellzen
decilanaroquin & 1,50, Supplensent separénient & 7,00,

Vol 1. English-German- ||"a'rr|:|1. bl Efvfvon, With n large Supple
ment pablished in 1gez, Sewed (& 10,000 Bound ds cloth & 15,00, Bounid
In Boll-morocen & 21,50, Supplesent separately M4 3,00

Vol 11l. Dewtsch-Englisch-Franzdsisch, 5o Aufage.  Mu elnem
Nuchirage von 1oz, Biosch. & o060, Geb, in Lein o 4 1000, Geb, in
Hallmarokko & 10,58, Nochitag vinzels 8 1,00

Pocket Dictionaries (same size as Tauchnitz Edition).
Boumd 4 2.35. Sewed .# 1,500
Phase Ihcliowaries wre constinlly revised agad depi carefudly wp fo dale.

English-German and German-Engiish,  loriyesecond Fdriion.

English-French and French-English.  Fhiréy-third Edivion.

English-Italian and Italian-English. Sweney-fourth Ediron,

English-Spanish and Spanish-English. Phietysecond Edfitien.

Lul.‘iﬂ-EDgl.iEh and English-Latin  Sivfeenth fodefion,

Franctaisch-Deutsch und Deuisch-Franztsisch, Fiercednte dufape,

Italienisch-Deatsch und Deutsch-Tialienisch. dofte Adufiome,

Espagnol-Frangais ¢t Frangais-Espagnol. Siridme Siition.

Russisch-Deutsch und Deutsch-Russisch.  (lomansgy.)

O, Anfage. 1‘-1‘-_,# oo, Geb. o 4,000 Geb, in Halbmorokko # 5,50,

Imperial 4%,

Italienisch-Deutsch und Deutsch-Imlieniseh, (Riourisi & Buwie)
2 Hinde, Band 1: 5. dufare. Band 2: 4. Anfuge. Brosch. 4 18,00,
Geb, # 20,00, Halbmarokko .4 =300,

Spanisch-Deutsch und Deutsch-Spaniseh. (TorHAUsEN.) 2 Binde,
5. alnflape, Brosely. (6 15,00, Geb, 4 17,50, Halbmarokke 4 20,50,

Tmperial 8°.

Hebrew and Chaldes Lexicon. (Flrst.) Translated from the German,
Frfth Edition. 4 19,00,

HandwEnerbuch der Deutschen Sprache. (Wentk)) 24, wdiiir reu
beardetiete und den Rl"ff";ﬂ der meneston Kecktsckhreibung angedassie
Auflape. Br. & 600, Halbleinw. 4 7,00, Halbfranz 4 7,50

Handbuch der Fromdwdrter, (WELER.) 7. dwdage, Br. & 3,00,
Halbleinw, & 4.00.
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Latest Volumes: g

P 43:3. The Cn]l of the Wild. By Jack London, i
+4324. The Sceret Garden. By Frances Hodgson Burnett.- :
4325 The Matidor of the Five Towns, nnd Othver Stories.
y U DBy Arnold Bennett.
‘4326, Stories in Grey. By Barry Pain. -
4327/28. Fathers of Men. By E. W, Hurnung
4320, Leonora. By Arnold: Bennett,
4330/31. Sharrow. By Baroness von Huftens
4332. A True Woman. By Baroness Orczy.
* 4133 Love Gilds the Scene and Women Guide. ‘l;hc' Plot.
By Agni's and Egerton Castle,
4334}35 Julia France and Ier Times. By Gertrade Athertun
] 6. Thirteen, By E, Temple Thurston,
' 43;1.?1.3& The Guests of Hercules. By C.N. anﬂ Al In.
Williamson, -
_ 4339. Blinds Down. By Horace Annesley \fm:hﬂl
4340[41 ‘Eve, By Maaﬂm Maartens,
4342. The City of Enticement. By Dorothea. i
4343/44- In Cotton Wool, By W.I. Maxwel,
4345- The Su'pem.’ Tooth. By B. M. Croker.
4346, The oms of the World. -~ By Lloyd sl
4347, Man and Wolany By F. C.and A R.T. Fif o4
4348, The Apple of Eden. By E, Te_ple Thurston.
4390, v The Man who could not lose, *By tichard 1 larling

Davis,

4350, Stories mﬂ:‘nut Tehs. By Ban'f Pain..
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way LAbraries on the. Condcnent, price of sach volume K J,
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