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Round I ~ Listening Comprehension

Directions for Teachers: Read this story 1 time to the students then after 5 minutes read it again.



                                                   THE PICTURE OF DORIAN GREY
      It was very  peaceful in the artist’s studio. The curtains moved gently in the summer wind and when it stirred the trees of the gardens, the heavy scent of the lilac and other  flowers came in through the open window.
      Lord Henry Wotton was lying in a large chair, smoking a cigarette. He was watching the blue smoke rise to the ceiling. He was also watching his friend Basil Hallward, the artist.
     In the centre of the room, clamped to an upright easel, stood the full-length portrait of a young man of extraordinary personal  beauty. Basil was standing in front of it, at a little distance away. The painting was nearly finished. A smile of pleasure passed across his face.
     Basil and Lord Henry were good friends. They studied at Oxford University together. They were both about thirty years old. Basil worked very hard and was a well-known artist. Lord Henry, who was called Harry by his friends, did not work at all. He was a rich man. He spent his money on expensive food, clothes, and on valuable books and paintings.
    Lord Henry pointed towards the paintings. “This is your best work, Basil, the best thing you have ever done. You must certainly send it next year to the best gallery in London. Everybody must see it.”
    “I do not think I shall send it anywhere, ”Basil answered, tossing his head back in that odd way that used to make his Oxford friends laugh at him. “No, I won’t send it anywhere.”
     Lord Henry elevated his eyebrows and looked at him in amazement thought the thin blue wreaths of smoke that curled up in such fanciful whorls from his cigarette.
     “Not send it anywhere? My dear fellow, why? Have you got any reasons? What odd chaps you painters are! You’ll do anything in the world to gain a reputation. As soon as you have one, you seem to want to throw it away. It is silly of you, for there is only one thing in the world worse than being talked about, and that is not being talked about. A portrait like this would set you far above all the young men in England!”
     “I know you will laugh at me, Harry, but I cannot show the picture because it shows too much of me. It is too much like me.”
     “Nonsense,” said Harry. “The picture does not look like you at all. You have black hair and a strong, intelligent face. But you are not beautiful. The young man in the portrait has blond hair and a pale face. And he is beautiful.”
   “You don’t understand me at all, Harry,” said Basil. “I don’t mean that I look like Dorian Gray. That is his name. I’m an artist. An artist paints picture of other people. But I believe that an artist shows his feelings in every picture he paints. Each time I paint a picture, I show feelings that are inside  me. I don’t want people to look at the picture of Dorian Gray because I don’t want them to discover my feelings.”
                                                                                                                     After Oscar Wilde

