
A Picture of Dorian Gray  F4 Lady Henry Audition Side #1 - From Sc. I-3 
 

  Pg. 1 of 2 

NOTE: There are internal cuts in this scene for audition purposes. Please refer to this 
edited scene rather than the full script. 
 

Harry’s opulent drawing room. DORIAN is 
napping, sprawled across the divan, half 
dressed with his shirt open carelessly to 
expose his torso. LADY HENRY enters, and 
is immediately enthralled by the young 
man’s beauty. She walks to him, and runs 
her fingers down his chest. 

 

DORIAN 
(Smiling as he drowsily awakens) How late you are, Harry... 
 

LADY HENRY 
I am afraid it is not Harry, Mr. Gray. 
 

DORIAN 
(Startled, he sits up) I beg your pardon. I thought... 
 

LADY HENRY 
You thought it was my husband. It is only his wife. I know you quite well by your 
photographs. I think my husband has got seventeen of them. 
 

DORIAN 
Not seventeen, Lady Henry? 
 

LADY HENRY 
Well, eighteen, then. And I saw you with him the other night at the Opera. 
 

DORIAN 
That was at “Lohengrin,” I think? 
 

LADY HENRY 
Yes; it was at dear “Lohengrin.” I like Wagner’s music better than anybody’s. It’s 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? 
 

DORIAN 
I am afraid I don’t, Lady Henry. I never talk during music, at least during good music. If 
one hears bad music, it is one’s duty to drown it in conversation. 
 

LADY HENRY 
Ah, that’s one of Harry’s views, isn’t it, Mr. Gray? I always hear Harry’s views from his 
friends. It’s the only way I get to know them. But you must not think I don’t like good 
music. I adore it, but I’m afraid of it. It makes me too romantic. I have simply 
worshipped pianists - two at a time sometimes. I don’t know what it is about them. 
Perhaps it’s that they’re foreigners. They all are, aren’t they? You have never been to  
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LADY HENRY (Cont.) 
any of my parties, have you, Mr. Gray? You must come. I can’t afford orchids, but I 
spare no expense in foreigners. They make one’s rooms look so picturesque. (HARRY 
enters) But here is Harry! Harry, I came to look 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. 
I am so glad I’ve seen him. 
 

HARRY 
(A perfunctory kiss) I am charmed, my love, quite charmed. So sorry I am late, Dorian. I 
went to look after a piece of old brocade in Wardour Street and had to bargain for 
hours for it. Nowadays people know the price of everything and the value of nothing. 
 

LADY HENRY 
I am afraid I must be going. I have promised to drive with the Duchess. Good-bye, Mr. 
Gray. Good-bye, Harry. You are dining out, I suppose? So am I. Perhaps I shall see you 
at Lady Thornbury’s. (She exits) 

 


