I want to buy it, Basil. I must buy it.’

‘No, Harry,” replied Basil. ' can’t sell it. The picture belongs
to Dorian. | have given it to him.’

‘Dorian is very lucky, said Harry.

Then Dorian spoke. ‘It’s very sad,” he whispered. ‘I shall
grow old and wrinkled and ugly. But this picture will always
be young. This picture will never be older than it is today.”

‘I wish that I could always be young. I wish that the picture
could grow old instead of me. I would give anything and
everything for this to happen. 1 would give my soul!’

‘It would not be very nice for Basil if the painting grew old,
Dorian,’ said Harry, laughing.

“That's right,’ said Basil, laughing too. ‘I don’t want that to
happen. | don’t want an old, ugly picture.’

But Dorian did not laugh. ‘You care about your painting
more than you care about me, Basil!" he shouted. *You care
about me now because 1 am young and beautiful. When 1 am
old and ugly you won't care about me any more.

‘It’s not fair that the picture will always be beautiful,” Dorian
saidl. ‘I hate the picture. It will be young when I am old.’

Dorian ran to the big armchair. He laid his head on his arms
and cried.

‘Harry, said Basil, angrily. ‘This has happened because of

you. This is your fault. I asked you not to talk to Dorian.’
Harry shook his head. ‘No, Basil. It's not my fault. Dorian
is learning about life.’
“Well, said Basil, ‘you are my two closest friends but you
have made me hate my best painting. So [ will destroy it
Basil picked up a knife from a table near him. He was going
to cut up the picture and destroy it.
Suddenly Dorian ran across the room and pulled the knife
from Basil’s hand. ‘Don’t, Basil! Don't destroy the painting.
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Suddenly Dorian ran across the room and pulled the knife
from Basil's hand.



