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‘Some day, when you are old and wrinkled and ugly, when thought has seared your forehead with 
its lines, and passion branded your lips with its hideous fires, you will feel it, you will feel it 
terribly. Now, wherever you go, you charm the world... You have a wonderfully beautiful face, Mr. 
Gray. Don’t frown. You have. And beauty is a form of genius—  It makes princes of those who have
it. You smile? Ah! when you have lost it you won’t smile.... People say sometimes that beauty is 
only superficial. That may be so, but at least it is not so superficial as thought is. To me, beauty is 
the wonder of wonders. It is only shallow people who do not judge by appearances. The true 
mystery of the world is the visible, not the invisible.... Yes, Mr. Gray, the gods have been good to 
you. But what the gods give they quickly take away. You have only a few years in which to live 
really, perfectly, and fully. When your youth goes, your beauty will go with it, and then you will 
suddenly discover that there are no triumphs left for you, or have to content yourself with those 
mean triumphs that the memory of your past will make more bitter than defeats. 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.  But we never get back our youth. The pulse of joy that beats in us at twenty 
becomes sluggish. Our limbs fail, our senses rot. We degenerate into hideous puppets, haunted by 
the memory of the passions of which we were too much afraid, and the exquisite temptations that 
we had not the courage to yield to. Youth! Youth! There is absolutely nothing in the world but 
youth!” 

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

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

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

The lad started, as if awakened from some dream.  “Is it really finished?” he murmured. 

When he saw it he drew back, and his cheeks flushed for a moment with pleasure. A look of joy 
came into his eyes, as if he had recognized himself for the first time. He stood there motionless and 
in wonder, dimly conscious that Hallward was speaking to him, but not catching the meaning of his 
words. The sense of his own beauty came on him like a revelation. He had never felt it before  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 scarlet would pass away from 
his lips and the gold steal from his hair. The life that was to make his soul would mar his body. He 
would become dreadful, hideous, and uncouth. 

As he thought of it, a sharp pang of pain struck through him like a knife and made each delicate 
fibre of his nature quiver. His eyes deepened into amethyst, and across them came a mist of tears. 
He felt as if a hand of ice had been laid upon his heart. “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 older than this particular day of
June.... If it were only 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 nothing in the whole 
world I would not give! I would give my soul for that!” 

Abridged from The Picture of Dorian Gray, chapter 2 Oscar Wilde


