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Oscar Wilde’s Dorian Gray is a stage
play, based on the novel, The Picture of Dorian Gray by
Oscar Wilde.

All rights reserved. No part of this book may be
reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any
form or by any means – electronic, mechanical, photocopy,
recording, or otherwise – without the prior written permission of
the publisher. The only exception is brief quotations for review
purposes.

 







CAUTION: Professionals and amateurs
are hereby warned that performance of Oscar Wilde's Dorian
Gray is subject to payment of a royalty. It is fully protected
under the copyright laws of the United States of America, and of
all countries covered by the International Copyright Union. All
rights, including professional, amateur, motion picture, public
reading, broadcast, and any other reproduction by means known or
yet to be discovered are strictly reserved.

All rights are controlled exclusively by
WordCrafts Theatrical Press, 912 East Lincoln Street, Tullahoma,
Tennessee 37388. No performance of this play may be given without
obtaining in advance the written permission of WordCrafts
Theatrical Press, and paying the requisite fee.

SPECIAL NOTE: Anyone receiving permission
to produce Oscar Wilde's Dorian Gray is required to give
credit to the Author as the sole and exclusive Author of the Play
on the title page of all programs distributed in connection with
performances of the Play and in all instances in which the title of
the Play appears for purposes of advertising, publicizing or
otherwise exploiting the Play. The name of the Author must appear
on a separate line, in which no other name appears, immediately
beneath the title and in size of type equal to 50% of the size of
the largest, most prominent letter used for the title of the Play.
No person, firm or entity may receive credit larger or more
prominent than that accorded the Author.







For all my girls:

“Charm is deceitful, and beauty is
vain...”







In the preface to his only novel, 19th
Century English playwright, Oscar Wilde commented, "All art is at
once surface and symbol. Those who go beneath the surface do so at
their own peril. Those who read the symbol do so at their
peril."

That novel, The Picture of Dorian Gray,
is undoubtedly a work of art, filled with both surface and symbol.
It is also a work of exquisite beauty. Few writers of any era can
match Wilde for his marvelous manipulation of the English language.
And yet, there is something more; something almost autobiographical
about this curious retelling of the Faust myth. For those who would
hazard to look beneath the surface to read the symbol - be careful.
You might find in it the autobiography of your own soul.

An adherent to the pseudo-religion of
aestheticism, a philosophy that worships beauty above all things,
Wilde used The Picture of Dorian Gray to explore the breadth
and depth of that peculiar faith. In the end, Oscar Wilde, along
with his creation, Dorian Gray, discovered that beauty is a gift,
but only for a season. "The pulse of joy that beats in us at twenty
becomes sluggish," Lord Henry asserts. "Our limbs fail, our senses
rot. We degenerate into hideous puppets. "King Solomon, perhaps,
said it better, "Vanity of vanities. All is vanity."

In adapting Dorian Gray for the stage, I have
taken some literary license. I beg the forgiveness of Mr. Wilde and
of all English Lit teachers everywhere.

The first, and most striking change I made was
in recasting the genders of several pivotal characters, most
notably that of Dorian Gray. In contemporary society it is not much
of a challenge to show a man traveling down the road to perdition.
Indeed, it seems almost expected. There is something more
intriguing when a beautiful young woman chooses that path.

There is an old say that As a man sows, so shall
he also reap.

Ultimately, that is what my play, Oscar
Wilde's Dorian Gray, is all about - sowing and reaping. And a
lifeline in the darkness. And our choice whether to reach for it or
not. As Oscar Wilde himself so eloquent wrote, "It is the
confession, not the priest, that gives us absolution."

Readers will note that I have intentionally kept
stage directions to a minimum. Hopefully this will give the
director freedom to ‘direct.’






Mike Parker, playwright
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Characters

(In Order of Appearance)






Basil Hallward: A young man. An artist. A
member of the Pre-Raphaelite Brotherhood.

Lady Harriett Wotten: A young woman.
Basil’s older sister.

Parker: Basil Hallward's servant.

Dorian Gray: A young woman, not yet
18.

Lord George Fermor: Older gentleman.
Harriett’s uncle.

Lady Marguerite de Navarre: A young
woman. A socialite.

John Vane: A young man. An actor.

Mrs. Vane: An older woman. John’s
mother.

Sibyl Vane: A child. John’s sister.

Alice: A young woman. Dorian's
housekeeper.

Lady Penelope Narborough: An older
woman.

Berwick: Alan Campbell. Duke of Berwick.
A young man.

Lady Jayne Ruxton: An older woman.

Sibyl Vane: (older) John’s sister, 40
years later.







ACT I

Scene 1






SETTING: London - In the Year of our
Lord, 1870. BASIL HALLWARD’S studio, furnished comfortably in the
style of the day with a divan, a chair, an occasional table, and
those knick-knacks that mark the living quarters of an English
bachelor. There is also an easel with a portrait clamped to it,
faced away from the audience. Behind it, on a small table, are
various implements of the artist’s trade – brushes, pallets, pallet
knives, paints, etc.

AT RISE: BASIL HALLWARD, the artist, is
standing behind the canvas, painting. His sister, LADY HARRIETT
WOTTEN, is sitting on the divan sipping tea. She rises and crosses
behind BASIL, and studies the portrait.






HARRIETT

It is your best work, Basil, the best thing you
have ever done. You must send it to the Grosvenor. Yes, the
Grosvenor is really the only place.

BASIL

It is not finished yet, Harriett. And besides -
I don't think I shall send it anywhere.

HARRIETT

(Surprised. Raising an eyebrow.)

Not send it anywhere? My dear fellow, why not?
Have you any reason? What odd chaps you Pre-Raphaelites are. You do
anything in the world to gain a reputation, and as soon as you have
one you throw it all away. It is quite silly of you, for there is
only one thing in the world worse than being talked about, and that
is not being talked about.

(Studying the portrait.)

Yes, she really is quite exquisite.

BASIL

I know you will laugh at me, but I really can't
exhibit it. I've put too much of myself into it.

HARRIETT

(Returns to the divan, sits and laughs.)

Too much of yourself! Upon my word, Basil, I
didn't know you were so vain. I really can't see any resemblance
between you - with your rugged, strong face - and the sweet, young
girl on that canvas. She looks to be all ivory and rose-petals,
while you - well, of course you have an intellectual expression and
all that - but beauty, true beauty, ends where an intellectual
expression begins. Intellect destroys the harmony of a face. The
moment one sits down to think one becomes all nose, or all
forehead. Look at the successful men in any profession. How
perfectly hideous they are! Except of course in the Church. But
then in the Church they don't think at all. A bishop at the age of
80 says exactly what he was told when he was 18. As a natural
consequence he always looks absolutely delightful.

Who is she?

BASIL

Dorian. Dorian Gray, though I hadn't intended to
tell you.

HARRIETT

But why not?

BASIL

Oh, I can't explain it. When I like people
immensely, I never tell their names to any one. It is like
surrendering a part of them. I have grown to love secrecy. It is
the one thing that can make modern life mysterious. Oh, I suppose
you think me awfully foolish about it?

HARRIETT

Not at all. You seem to forget that I am
married, and the one charm of marriage is that it makes a life of
deception absolutely necessary. I never know where my husband is,
and my husband never knows what I am doing. When we meet - and we
do meet occasionally when we dine out together - we tell each other
the most absurd stories with the most serious faces.

BASIL

I hate the way you talk of marriage, Harriett. I
believe that you are a very good wife, but that you are thoroughly
ashamed of your own virtues. What an extraordinary woman you are.
You never say a moral thing, yet you never do anything wrong. Your
cynicism is simply a pose.

HARRIETT

Being natural is simply a pose, and the most
irritating pose I know. I am afraid I must be going, Basil. But
before I go I insist upon your answering my question.

BASIL

What question is that?

HARRIETT

You know perfectly well what question. I want
you to explain to me why you won't exhibit your picture of Dorian
Gray, and none of this nonsense about revealing yourself. I want
the real reason.

BASIL

I told you the real reason, Harriett. Any
portrait that is painted with any feeling at all is a portrait of
the artist, not of the sitter. The sitter is merely an accident; an
occasion. The reason - the real reason - that I will not exhibit
this picture is that I am afraid that I have shown in it the secret
of my own soul.

HARRIETT

(Laughing.)

And what is this mysterious secret?

BASIL

I will tell you.

(Pause.)

HARRIETT

(Waiting.)

I am all expectation, Basil.

BASIL

I am afraid you will hardly understand it, and
perhaps you will hardly believe it.

HARRIETT

I am quite sure I shall understand it. And as
for believing - well, I can believe anything, provided that it is
quite incredible.

BASIL

The story is simply this. Two months ago I went
to a crush at Lady Brandon's. We of the Pre-Raphaelite Brotherhood
must show ourselves in society from time to time, just to remind
the public that we are not savages. Put on an evening coat and a
white tie and anybody, even a stockbroker, can gain a reputation
for being civilized. You told me that yourself.

HARRIETT

(Laughing.)

Yes, I did!

BASIL

Well, after I had been in the room for a few
minutes, talking to huge, overdressed dowagers and tedious
academians, I suddenly became conscious that someone was looking at
me. I turned halfway round and saw Dorian Gray for the first time.
Our eyes met. I felt that I had come face to face with someone
whose mere personality was so fascinating that, if I allowed it to
do so, it would absorb my whole nature, my art, my very soul.
Harriett, you know how independent I am by nature. I have always
been my own master - at least had always been so… until I met
Dorian Gray.

Oh, I don't know how to explain it to you.
Something told me I was on the verge of a terrible crisis; that
fate had in store for me exquisite joys and exquisite sorrows. I
grew afraid and turned to quit the room. It was not conscience that
made me do so, Harriett, but cowardice. I take no credit for trying
to escape.
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