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

HARRY 
There is no use your telling me that you are going to be good. You’re quite perfect. 
Pray, don’t change. 
 

DORIAN 
No, Harry, I have done too many dreadful things in my life. I am not going to do any 
more. I began my good actions yesterday. 
 

HARRY 
Where were you yesterday? 
 

DORIAN 
In the country. I was staying at a little inn by myself. 
 

HARRY 
My dear boy, anybody can be good in the country. There are no temptations there. But 
what was your good action? 
 

DORIAN 
I spared somebody. She was quite beautiful, and wonderfully like Sibyl Vane. You 
remember Sibyl, don’t you? How long ago that seems… Well, Hetty was not one of our 
own class, of course. She was simply a girl in a village. But I really loved her. I am quite 
sure that I loved her. I’ve been running down to see her two or three times a week. 
Yesterday she met me in a little orchard. The apple-blossoms kept tumbling down on 
her hair, and she was laughing. We were to have gone away together this morning at 
dawn. Suddenly I determined to leave her as flower-like as I had found her. 
 

HARRY 
I can finish your idyll for you. You gave her good advice, and broke her heart. That was 
the beginning of your reformation. 
 

DORIAN 
Hetty’s heart is not broken, Harry. Of course she cried, and all that, but there is no 
disgrace upon her. 
 

HARRY 
My dear Dorian, do you think this girl will ever be really contented now with anyone of 
her own rank? The fact of having met you, and loved you, will teach her to despise her 
husband, and she will be wretched. I cannot say that I think much of your great 
renunciation. 
 

DORIAN 
I’m sorry I told you now. I don’t care what you say to me. And don’t try to persuade me 
that the first good action I have done for years, the first little bit of self-sacrifice I have  
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DORIAN (Cont.) 
ever known, is really a sort of sin. I want to be better. (Firmly) I am going to be better. 
(Pause) Tell me something about yourself. What’s going on in town? I haven’t been to 
the club for days. 
 

HARRY 
The people are still discussing poor Basil’s disappearance. 
 

DORIAN 
I should have thought they had got tired of that by this time. 
 

HARRY 
They have been very fortunate lately. They’ve had my own divorce-case, and Alan 
Campbell’s suicide. Now they’ve got the mysterious disappearance of an artist.  

 

DORIAN 
Harry, did it ever occur to you that Basil was murdered? 
 

HARRY 
Why should he have been murdered? He was not clever enough to have enemies. Of 
course he had a wonderful genius for painting. By the way, what has become of that 
wonderful portrait he did of you? I don’t think I’ve seen it since he finished it. 
 

DORIAN 
I told you, it was stolen. 
 

HARRY 
What a pity. It was really a masterpiece.  
 

DORIAN 
I’m sorry I sat for it. The memory of the thing is hateful to me. It used to remind me of 
those curious lines in some play – “Hamlet,” I think - “Like the painting of a sorrow, / A 
face without a heart.”  
 

HARRY 
By the way, Dorian, “What does it profit a man if he gain the whole world and lose” - 
how does the quotation run? - “his own soul”? 
 

DORIAN 
Why do you ask me that, Harry? 
 

HARRY 
I was going through the Park last Sunday, and there stood a little crowd of shabby-
looking people listening to some vulgar street-preacher. As I passed by, I heard the 
man yelling out “What does it profit a man if he gain the whole world and lose his own 
soul”? It struck me as being rather dramatic. I thought of telling the prophet that Art 
had a soul but that man had not, but I’m afraid he would not have understood me. 
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DORIAN 
(With great earnestness) Don’t, Harry. The soul is a terrible reality. It can be bought, and 
sold, and bartered away. It can be poisoned, or made perfect. There is a soul in each 
one of us. I know it. 
 

HARRY 
(Laughing) How grave you are! No, we have given up our belief in the soul. (Pause. 
HARRY crosses to the mirror) Tell me, Dorian, how have you kept your youth. I am only 
ten years older than you are, and I am wrinkled, and worn, and yellow. You, Dorian, 
have never looked more charming than you do tonight. You remind me of the day I saw 
you first. Ah, Dorian, what an exquisite life you have had! You have drunk deeply of 
everything. Yet it has not marred you. You are still the same. 
 

DORIAN 
I am not the same, Harry. 
 

HARRY 
(Firmly, and too defensively) Yes, you are the same. (Pause) I wonder what the rest of 
your life will be. Don’t spoil it by renunciations. I am so glad that you have never done 
anything, never carved a statue, or painted a picture. Life has been your art. You have 
set yourself to music. Your days are your sonnets. 
 

DORIAN 
Yes, life has been exquisite, but I am not going to have the same life, Harry. You don’t 
know everything about me. I think if you did, even you would turn from me. (HARRY 
laughs) Don’t laugh. 
 

HARRY 
Let’s go to the club. It has been a charming evening, and we must end it charmingly. 
There’s 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 begged me to 
introduce him to you. He’s quite delightful, and rather reminds me of you. 
 

DORIAN 
I hope not. But I’m tired tonight, Harry, I shan’t go to the club. It’s nearly eleven, and I 
want to go to bed early. Besides, I am going to be good. I am a little changed already. 
 

HARRY 
My dear boy, you are really beginning to moralize. You’ll soon be going about like the 
converted and the revivalist, warning people against all the sins of which you have 
grown tired. (Deliberately) Besides, it’s no use. You and I are what we are, and will be 
what we will be. Come round tomorrow. I am going to ride through the park at eleven. I 
don’t think there have been such lilacs since the year I met you. 
 

DORIAN 
Very well. I shall be here at eleven. Good-night, Harry. 


