
 

Dorian & Alan 
DORIAN: (smiling) Alan! I thank you for coming. Sorry to keep you waiting. 

ALAN: (not happy) I had intended never to enter your house again, Gray. But you said it was a 
matter of life and death.   

DORIAN: Yes: it is a matter of life and death, Alan, and to more than one person. Please, sit down. 

The men sit opposite each other. A beat. DORIAN takes a deep breath.  

DORIAN: Alan, in a locked room at the top of this house, a room to which nobody but myself has 
access, a dead man is on the floor. He has been dead ten hours now. Who the man is, why he 
died, how he died, are matters that do not concern you. What I need you to do— 

ALAN: Stop, Gray. I don't want to know. I will not be mixed up in your life. Your horrible little secrets 
don't interest me anymore. 

DORIAN: Alan, this one will have to interest you. I am sorry, Alan, but you are the only man able to 
save me. You are scientific. You know about chemistry. You know how to break down tissue, 
dissolve it. Destroy it, completely. I need you to destroy the thing that is upstairs so that not a 
vestige of it will be left. Nobody saw him come into the house. At the present moment he is 
supposed to be in Paris. He will not be missed for months. When he is missed, there must be no 
trace of him found here. You, Alan, you must change him, and everything that belongs to him, into 
a handful of ashes that I may scatter in the air, or flush down the drain. 

ALAN: You are mad to imagine that I would raise a finger to help you after this horrific confession. I 
will have nothing to do with this.  

DORIAN: It was suicide, Alan. 

ALAN: Right.  

DORIAN: It’s true.  

ALAN: Then why not call the constable?  

DORIAN: Do you still refuse to do this for me? 

ALAN: Of course I refuse. I will have absolutely nothing to do with it. How dare you ask me to mix 
myself up in this horror? Your friend Lord Henry Wotton can't have taught you much about 
psychology, whatever else he has taught you. Nothing will induce me to help you, ever again.  

DORIAN: Alan, it was murder. I killed him. You don't know what he had made me suffer. Whatever 
my life is, he had more to do with the making or the marring of it than poor Harry has had. He may 
not have intended it, the result was the same. 

ALAN: Good God, Dorian, is this what you have come to, murder?  

DORIAN: (irritated, like a child) All I am asking of you is to perform a certain scientific experiment. 
The horrors you do in hospitals and dead-houses don't affect you. If in some hideous dissecting-
room or fetid laboratory you found this man lying on a leaden table with red gutters scooped out in 
it for the blood to flow through, you would simply look upon him as an admirable subject. You would 
not turn a hair. You would not believe that you were doing anything wrong. What I want you to do is 
merely what you have often done before. Indeed, to destroy a body must be far less horrible than 
what you are accustomed to work at.  



 

ALAN: I will not help you.   

DORIAN: Alan, please. You don't inquire where the dead things on which you experiment come 
from. Don't inquire now. We were once good friends, Alan. 

ALAN: Those days are dead, long dead. You used to be kind. You’ve completely changed. 

DORIAN: You used to care, Alan. The dead linger sometimes. The man upstairs will not go away. 
He is laying on the floor with bowed head and outstretched arms. Alan, if you help me, they will 
hang me for what I have done. If you don’t help me, they’ll kill me for sure.  

ALAN: There is no good in carrying on. I absolutely refuse. It is insane of you to ask me. 

DORIAN: You refuse? 

ALAN: Yes. 

DORIAN: Alan, please. 

ALAN: No. Now I must go. (He stands to leave.) 

DORIAN: One last thing, Alan.  

DORIAN pulls out a piece of paper and gives it to ALAN. ALAN opens the paper. Several black and 
white photos fall out. Alan becomes ghastly pale. 

DORIAN: You leave me no alternative. If you don't help me, I will send the letter and all the pictures 
to everyone. You know what the result will be. Your deep, dark secret will cause you to lose 
everything: your house, your career, your wife. Your children will be ashamed. They will disown 
you. (a beat, angrily like a child) I tried to spare you. You should do me the justice to admit that. 
You were stern, harsh, offensive. You treated me as no man has ever dared to treat me. I bore it 
all, calmly. Now it is my turn to dictate terms. (calmly again) You know what they are. The thing is 
quite simple. Come, don't work yourself into a fever. The thing has to be done. Face it, and do it. 
Think of it as one last experience with each other, one you’ll never forget.  


