THE MODEL MILLIONAIRE

OSCAR WILDE '

Unless one is wealthy there is no use in being a charm-
ing fellow. Romance is the privilege of the rich, not the
profession of the unemployed. The poor should be practical
and prosaic. It is better to have a permanent income than to
be fascinating. These are the great truths of modern life
which Hughie Erskine never realised. Poor Hughie ! Intellec-
tually, we must admit, he was not of much importance. He
never said a brilliant or even an ill-natured thing in his life.
But then he was wonderfully goodlooking, ‘with his crisp
brown hair, his clear-cut profile, and his grey eyes. He was
as popular with men as he was with women, and he had every

accomplishment except that ‘of making money. His father had...

“bequeathed him his cavalry sword and a History of the Pen-
insular War in fifteen volumes. Hughie hung the first over
his looking-glass, put the second on a shelf between Ruff’s
Guide and Bailey's Magazine, and lived on two hundred a
year that an old aunt allowed him. He had tried everything.
He had gone on the Stock Exehange for six months; but what - .
was a butterfly to do among bulls and bears? He had been -
a tea-merchant for a little longer, but had soon tired of pekoe "
_and souchong. Then he had tried selling dry sherry. That did
ot answer, the sherry was a little too dry. Ultimately he -
became nothing, a delightful, ineffectual young man with a
perfect profile and no profession.

. To make matters WOISE, he was in love. .Thc girl he
loved was Laura Merton, the daughter of a rcur_ed Colonel
who had lost his temper and his digestion In India, and had
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\*" pever found either of them again. Laura adored i,
was ready to Kkiss her shoe-strings. They were the har; dasgd he
couple in London, and had not a penny-piece bery, Mest
The Colonel .was very fond of Hughie, b
of any engagement. ke bo
'‘Come to me, my boy, whe:n you have got tep th
pounds of your own, and we will see about it,' p, 0
say; and Hughie looked very glum in those days, an d“;‘;d lo
go to Laura for comsolation. 7~ d 1o
~ One morning, as he was on his way to H
where the Mertons lived, he dropped in tg see aoélrz::nd Park,
of his, Alan Trevor. Trevor was a painter. I cal Irieng
S a painter. Indeed, few peopl
escape that nowadays. But he ‘'was also an artist, anq 2
are rather rare. Personally he was a strange ro,ugh falnlsts
-with a freckled face and a red, ragged beard. However e liw’
he took up the brush he was a“real master, and his n: when
were eagerly sought after. He had been very IS pictures
by Hughie rat first, it must be ackn e e acted
account of his personal charm. 'The Qvgedged, entirely on -
should know, " he used to say, 'are peogleyﬁﬁzogﬁ Ij tp mnz:;cri
beautiful P60ple. who are an’ N > Dete |
o’ 1& WhO ¢ artistic pleasure to look
an 1ntellectual rcmfs%"t'o talk to. M ) 100K at and
‘ R i . Men who i
- J,_f,f ;,f:l":nsl;n' \\}ril:warc ‘darlings rule the world, at lgit ﬁgﬁmﬁg
. e : .
liked. him quit:e;’s afterhhe got to know Hughie better, he!
‘ a5 much for his bright, buoyant spirits and

generous, reckless nature : -
] "““‘—‘- - 'Y and h a.
nent entree to his studio, ad given him the perma

L
-

ﬁni’hi\:;zluc};:?:le- came - in hC_ found Trevor putting the
man. The beggay %.aﬂondcrful life-size picture of a beggar-
D a corner of the m‘lf was standing on a raised platform
A wrink] Studio. He was a wizened old man, with
) Ms slon. Qver his sh, *d parchment, and" a most piteous expres-
| lattcrs- oulder was flung a coarse brown cloak, al
o5 his thick boots were patched and cobbled,
I be held oqur h.e leant on a rough stick, while with the

cld out hnsg}tc"rgl.hat for alms.
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'What an amazing model !" whispered Hughie, as he
shook hands with his friend.

'An amazing model?’ shouted Trevor at the top of his
voice; 'should think so ! Such beggars as he are not to be met
with every day.. |

'Poor old chap ! 'said Hughie, "how miserable he 1ooks.
But I suppose, {0 you painters, his face is his: fortune?’

| 'Certainly,' replied Trevor, 'you don’t want a beggar to
look happy, do you?" SR |

‘How much does a model get for sitting?' asked Hughie,
as he found himself a comfortable seat on a divan.

'A shilling an hour.’

Wy o =

'And how much do you get for. your picture, Alan?,' .

'Oh, for this I get two thousand !" 2. )]r/\'t..w’ \4 Y
¢ -‘:.«.‘, ¢

' d ” : ':‘"'i 'wﬂ";""rf: \ v
Pounds ?' e e A , 8t
P Sl : ol Ay 7 -_

LA ot f
‘Guineas. Painters, poets, and physicians always g get .
y oprac———r ' 7 ‘ ’

guineas. !" | «Wugrl ety =

' *;,. 'Well, I think th model should have a percentage,f'
'~ cried Hughie, laughing: 'they work quite as hard as you do.'-: o
(k’j’-’ 3l 'kﬁ'r"isénsé, nonsense ! Why, look at the trouble of lay-'? |
ing on the paint alone, and standing all day long at one's"
easel ! It's all very well, Hughie, for you 10 talk, bqtl assure [
“you~that there are ‘moments when Art almost attmn."» to the ~»/°
dignity of manuai labour. But you mus.m't‘ chatter; I'm very
" busy. Smoke a cigarette, and keep tuite.
After some time the servant came in, and told Trevor
that the frame-maker wanted to speak to him.
. '‘Don't run.away, Hughie," he said, as he went out, '1
will be ugk A 2 moment.'

The old beggar-man took advantage of Trevor's ab-
sence to rest for a moment on 2 wooden bench that was
behind him. He looked so forlor and wretched that Hughie

‘ \‘ -’

‘ "'-‘“ -

i

Scanned with CamScanner



o 1 0 OSCARWILDE
144 - o - Vo
e It in his pockere

r itying him, and fc. Pockets
could m:]cl;c:]pc ﬁaz_ All he could find wag SOVerejg, :;8
what mo s 'Poor old fellow,.' he thought to hlmse]f, 'he.
somc_Fi?Pﬁlcore,[han'I do, but it means No hansom for
g:tnnt?ght" and he walked across the studio and Slipped the

sovereign into the bcggar'fc(‘l} and e _
, The old man started, “and a faint 'Sml]e litted ACross pig

\ > withered lips. 'Thank you, sir," he said, 'thank you.,'
— Then Trevor arrived, and Hughie took hijs leay

&N .

A ‘Well, Alan, did you et

| 1) he said, as he it his Cigarette.
MA ‘Finished and framed, my boy ! *
| B

7 by the bye, you have made a_conquest.
o osaw s quite devoted.to you, | p

. "y dear Alan,' crieq Hughie, ' shay probably find

vaity 0.1 go home. But, of course, you are
~only joking, Poor old 1sh T could do something

thes at home - do you
Why, his rags were

'But b 51t ‘ .
Paint hip, ix‘: ?O&kiff endid in them, " said Trevor. 'T wouldn't

call rq coat for anything. What you call rags
© me Mance, What

iy eems Poverty to yoy js ICturesquerness
. OWever, 1 ell him of your offer.'.p

| Alan, : _
- less jop " Said Hughxe' seriously, 'y, Painters are a heart-
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An artst's heart is his head, * replied Trevor, 'and
besides, our business is to realise the world as we see it, not

to reform it as we know it. And now te|] me how Laura is
The old model was quite interested in her.'

'Yog don’t mean to say you talked to him about her?
said Hughie.

'Certainly_ [ did. He knows all about the relentless
colonel, the lovely Laura, and the $ 10,000."

. "You tgld that old beggar all my private affairs?' cried
Hughie, looking very red and angry. -

'My dear boy," said Trevor, smiling, 'that old beggar, l
as you call him, is one of the richest men in Europe. He
could buy al! London tomorrow without even drawing his
account. He has a house 4n every capital, dines off gold plate
and -can prevent Russia going t6 war when he chooses.'

'What on earth do you mean?' exclaimed Hughie.

'What I say,' said Trevor. 'The old man you saw
today in the studio was Baron Hausberg. He is a great friend
of mine, buys all my pictures and that sort of -thing, and gave
me a commission a month ago to paint him as a beggar. And
I must say he made a magnificent figure in his rags, or
perhaps I should say in my rags; they are an old suit I got
in Spain.’ - | |

'Baron Hausberg !" cried Hughie. ‘Good heavens! I
gave him a sovereign! ' and he sank into an arm chair the

picture of dismay.

‘Gave him a sovereign !’ shouted Trevor, and he bur§t
into a roar of laughter. 'My dear boy, you'll never see 1t
again.’ |

'l think you might have told me, Alan," said Hughi?
sulkily, 'and not have let me make such a fool of myself.

'Well, to begin with, Hughie,' said Trevor, 'it never,
entered my mind that you wer! about distributing alms In

-a

that reckless way. I can unde -and your kissing a pretty
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ivi ign to an ugly one -
ut your giving a sovereign gly by T
nmo(:d'elée‘;i dc)s,. the fact is that I really was not at home lo(‘]’:;

: in I didn't know -
one: and when you came in I W Whe
t}(l)a::ggerg would like his name mentioned. You knoy h;

wasn't in full dress.’
'What a duffer he must think me.!" said Hughie.

'Not at all. He was in the highest spirits after yoy left:
kept chuckling o himself and rubbing his old wr?nklcd hands
together. 1 couldn't make out Why he was so Interested to
know all about you; but I see it all now. He'll invest your
sovereign for you, BRughie, pay you the interest every six
months, and have a capital story to tell after dinner.' -

'l am an unlucky devil;" growled Hughie. 'The best
thing I can do is to go to bed; and, my dear Alan, you
mustn't tell any one. I shouldn't dare show my face in the
Row.' | | ~

'‘Nonsense ! It reflects the highest credit on your phil-
anthropic spirit, Hughie. And don't run away. Have another
cigarette, and you can talk about Laura as much as you like.'

“However, Hughie wouldn't stop, but walked home, feel-

- ing very unhappy, and leaving Alan Trevor in fits of laugh-
ter. | :

The next morning, as he was at breakfast, the servan
brought him up a card on which was written, 'Monsieur
Guastave. Naudin, de |a part de M. Le Baron Hausberg. 1
Suppose he has come for an apology,' said Hughie to himself:
and he told the servant to show the visitor up.

Came Aill:lom:lh geneleman with gold spectacles and grey hair

' € room, and said, i i Erench accent
Have | » and said, in a slight French :
bowed, the honour of addressing Monsicur Erskine? Hughie

'l hav .
Barop. ¢ come from Barop Hausberg,' he continued- The
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'l beg, sir, that you will offer him my sincerest apolo-
gies,’ stammered Hughie.

'The Baron,’ said the old gentleman with a smile, 'has
commissioned me to bring you this letter, 'and he extended
‘a sealed envelope.

On the outside was written, 'A wedding present to Hugh
Erskine and Laura Merton, from an old beggar;’ and inside
.was a cheque for $ 10,000.

When they were married Alan Trevor was the best man,
and the Baron made a speech at the wedding breakfast.

'Millionaire models,' remarked Alan, 'are rare enough;
but by Jove, model millionaries are rarer still !’

. AUTHOR

Oscar WILDE (1854-1900) was a significant writer of
the late nineteenth cantury. He was one of the leaders of the
movement of 'art for art's sake." He was a prolific writer,
whose works are full of wit and irony. His well-known works
are : The Picture of Dorian Gray (1891) a novel two famous
plays; Lady Windermere 's" Fan (1892) and The Importance of
being Earnest (1895); and the poems The Ballad of Reading
Gaol (1898). : |

The Model Millionarie is one of the finest short stories
of the author. In a small compass, it brings out all the good
qualities of Wilde as an artist. His sparkling wit, his ability
to create suspense, his view that art is superior to life, and

his lucid style make him a great master of English.langugge
- all these elements are depicted in The Model Millionaire.
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ANNOTATIONS

. J War : refers to E ,

1. History of the Peninsular ngland
with ?J’apolcon Bonaparte of Fn:ance; most ¢ S war
fought in the Iberian Peninsula, in the ealry p

nineteenth century. |
No such book by this title exists in fifteen volymes

At of e

imaginary reference, the intention of which appcarsAtg'
create the atmosphere of the habits of the Engligp aris-

tocratic class in the nineteenth century.

2. Ruff's Guide : The full title is Ruff's Guide to the Turf
an annual publication devoted to horse-racing: Origi:
nated in 1842 by William Ruff (1801-56).

3.  Bailey's Magazine: refers to the law journal whicp
published criminal proceedings of the Old Bailey, the
seat of the central criminal Court in London.

4. bulls and bears : operations on stock exchange : byJj.

a person who speculates or operates in stocks or com-
modities to profit from (or cause) a rise in prices.

bear - a person who sells stock short in the hope of
buying later at lower price. -

5. Row: Saville Row, a fashionable shopping centre ir
London in the nineteenth century.

GLOSSARY

bequeathed (v) : 10 give property, eic. at, death
pekoe (n) : high grade black tea.- |
Solicnong (n) : a kind of black tea made from tender leaves.

bete: bete is a French word which in this context means
stupid or silly, - |
entree : a French w

< ord which means right or privilege of
admission, gh P
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vizened (adj) = having dried up appe

asel () wooden frame to support
board.

pock (n) : a German white wine,

dhelizer (n) : ig the brand name of German sodawater.

picturesque (adj) : strikingly vivid, quaint, visually charm-
ing.

picturesqueness (n) : vividness, quaintness.

arance, shrivelled.
a picture or a black-

QUESTIONS

I.  Justify the title of the story.

2. Analyse the elements of suspense in the story.

3. "An artist's heart is his head,” replied Trevor, "and
besides, our business is to realise the \yorld as we see
it, not to reform it as we know it." Discuss and illus-
trate the remark with reference to the story.

4. Discuss the characters of Hughie _and Tr-ev_or. -

3. What is Hughie's real predicament? How 1s dI; resolved?
Give a reasoned answer in about 200 words.
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