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244 THE PICTURE OF DORIAN GRAY
to others, and had experienced a terrible joy In being
so ; and that, of the lives that had crossed his own.
It had been the fairest and the most full of promise
that he had brought to shame. But was It all Irre-
trievable ? Was there no hope for him 7
Ah I In what a monstrous moment of pride and

passion he had prayed that the portrait should bear
the burden of his days, and he keep the unsullied
splendour of eternal youth I All his failure had
been due to that. Better for him that each sin of his
life had brought lis sure, swift penalty along with It.
There was purification In punishment. Not " For-
give us our sins," but " Smite us for our Iniquities "
should be the prayer of a man to a most just God.
The curiously carved mirror that Lord Henry had

given to him, so many years ago now, was standing
on the table, and the whlte-llmbed Cupids laughed
round It as of old. He took It up, as he had done
on that night of horror, when he had first noted
the change In the fatal picture, and with wild, tear-
dlmmed eyes looked Into Its polished shield. Once,
some one who had terribly loved him had written
to him a mad letter, ending with these Idolatrous
words :

" The world Is changed because you are made
of Ivory and gold. The curves of your lips rewrite
history." The phrases came back to his memory,
and he repeated them over and over to himself.
Then he loathed his own beauty, and, flinging the
mirror on the floor, crushed It Into silver splinters
beneath his heel. It was his beauty that had ruined
him, his beauty and the youth that he had prayed
for. But for those two things, his life might have been
free from stain. His beauty had been to him but a
mask, his youth but a mockery. What was youth
at best? A green, an unripe time, a time of shallow
moods and sickly thoughts. Why had he worn Its
livery ? Youth had spoiled him.

It was better not to think of the past. Nothing
could alter that. It was of himself, and of his own
future, that he had to think. James Vane was


