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THE PICTURE
OF DORIAN GRAY

CHAPTER 1

The studio was filled with the
rich smell of roses!. Lord Henry
Wotton™ was sitting on the divan
and smoking innumerable ciga-
rettes. Through the open door
came the distant sounds of the
London streets.

In the centre of the room stood
the full-length portrait™ of a young
man of extraordinary personal

* Lord Henry Wotton — sopx I'eupu
YorToH

* full-length portrait — moprper B
TOJIHBIN POCT

' B cmyouu cmosa
2ycmoti apomam po3. /
Cmyous 6bL1a Hanoanena
2yCmbIM apomMamom pos3.
was filled — 61
HaroJjHeHa; popma
MacCUBHOTO 3aji0Ta
Passive Voice B
TMpoIlIeIeM BpeMeH!
riarofa to fill —
HanoaHATh. CM. c. 259
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2 Dmo meos aynmas
paboma, bzua, camoe
JAy4ulee U3 6ceeo, 4mo vt
Hanucaa

your best work — TBost
JIydimast padbora; best —
MPEBOCXOHAS CTETIEHb
TpUjIaraTeJIbHOTO good.
Cwm. c. 181

you have ever done —
¢opma rinarona fo do —
deaams B Present Perfect
Tense. Cm. c. 239

3 Hem, s nuxyoa 3mo ne
nowro.

won’t = will not,
oTpulaTelbHast opma
riaroa fo send —
nocwviaams B IIPOCTOM
OyaylieM BpeMeHU
Future Simple. 3nech
will not (won’t) umeet
eIé ¥ MOIAJIbHBIIN
OTTEHOK 3HAYCHMUSI IJIsI
BBIpAXKEHMS HEXeTaHUS
4yTO-1100 caenarb. Cum.
c. 211
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beauty, and in front of it, some lit-
tle distance away”, was sitting the
artist himself, Basil Hallward™.

As the painter looked at the
gracious and comely form he had
so skilfully mirrored in his art, a
smile of pleasure passed across his
face. He suddenly started up, and
closing his eyes, placed his fingers
upon the lids.

“It is your best work, Basil, the
best thing you have ever done?,”
said Lord Henry. “You must cer-
tainly send it next year to the Gros-
venor ™. The Academy is too large
and too vulgar.

The Grosvenor is really the only
place to exhibit a painting like
that.”

“I don’t think I shall send it
anywhere,” the painter answered,
moving his head in that odd way
that used to make his friends
laugh at him at Oxford. “No,
I won’t send it anywhere.?”

Lord Henry elevated his eye-
brows and looked at him in amaze-
ment through the thin blue

* some little distance away — ma He-
0O0JIBIIIOM PACCTOSIHUU
** Basil Hallward — Basua Xosiyopa

kel

Grosvenor — I'poceeHOD
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. IToprper Hopuana I'pes

wreaths of smoke®. “Not send it
anywhere? My dear fellow, why?
What odd people you painters are!
A portrait like this would set you
far above all the young men in
England™.”

“I know you will laugh at me,”
Basil replied, “but I really can’t
exhibit it*. I have put too much of
myself into it™".”

Lord Henry stretched himself
out on the divan and laughed. “Too
much of yourself in it! Upon my
word, Basil, this man is truly
beautiful. Don’t flatter yourself,
Basil: you are not in the least like
him*.

“You don’t understand me,
Harry®,” answered the artist.
“I know that perfectly well. In-
deed, I should be sorry to look like
him. I am telling you the truth®.
It is better not to be different

* wreaths of smoke — xroapLa gpIMa

* A portrait like this would set you
far above all the young men in Eng-
land. — 9ror moprper Bo3HEC ObI Tebs
MHOI'O BBIIIE BCEX MOJIOLBIX XYIOMHI-
KOB AHIINHU.

“ I have put too much of myself into
it. — § BIOKMII B HEro CJAMIIKOM MHOIO
camMmoro ceos.

Fededed

you are not in the least like him —
Thl HUYYTb HA HETO He MOXO0MX
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4 A 3naro, 6ot 6yoeme
CMesAmbes Haoo MHOU,

HO A OelicmeumenbHoO He
MO2Y 6bICIAGASIMb INOM
nopmpem.

you will laugh — BB
OyneTe cMesIThes; (hopma
MPOCTOTO OYIYIIETO
Bpemenu Future Simple
riarona fo laugh —
cmesmocsi. CM. c. 227

1 can’t (= cannot) — s1 He
MOTY; OTpULIaTeTbHAs
dopMa MOIATEHOTO
rjarojia can — Moo, ObITh
B cocrosiHuu. [Tocre

can CMBICIIOBOY IJ1aroj
VIIOTp. 6€3 YaCTHIILI 0.
Cwm. c. 201, 205

5 Tot e nonumaeuv
mens, lappu

don’t understand —

He TTIOHUMalIo,

He TTOHUMaellb;
oTpuIaTeabHas hopma
MTPOCTOTO HACTOSIIIETO
BpemeHu Present Simple
riaroJia to understand —
nonumams. Cm. c. 220

¢ S mebe npaedy 2060pio.
am telling — roBOpIO;
¢opma HacTosIIIIETO
MPOIOJIKEHHOTO
BpemeHU Present
Continuous riaroja

to tell — co6opumo.
Present Continuous
OIUCHIBAET ACUCTBUE,
KOTOPOE MPOUCXOIUT

B HACTOSIIVI MOMEHT.
Cwm. c. 232
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7 S ne namepesaacsa
2060pums 3mo mebe.
didn’t intend — He
HamepeBascs;
oTpulaTebHas (hopMa
MPOCTOTO MPOIIEIIIETO
BpemeHu Past Simple
riarosna fo intend —

Hamepesambcs. CM. C.
224

8 Hy, a nouemy nem?
YnorpebuTteabHbIN
BOIIPOC B YCTHOM peyu.
CrenyeT 3alIOMHUTb.

9 S noaazaro, mot
dymaeuts, 4mo 3mo o4eHd
eayno? — Coecem nem,
coecem Hem, 0opo2oli Mol
b33ua.

not at all — coBceM HET;
HUYEro MoJo6HOTO,
yBepsiio Bac. BexmuBbIit
OTpUIIATENIBHBIN OTBET
Ha BOIpPOC, OYEHb
yIOTPEOUTENbHbII B
yCcTHOI1 peun. Cnemyer
3aIIOMHUTb.

10 T swcenam

1 am married — 51
JKEHaT; S 3aMYyXEeM.
VYnorpeburenpHast
KOHCTPYKILIMSI; CIeIyeT
3aIIOMHUTb.

1" dpye opyea

each other — Opyr Opyra;
CJIOBOCOYETAHUE,
HCMOJIb3yeMOE B
Ka4yecTBe B3aMMHOTO
MECTOMMEHMSI.
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from other people. The stupid and
ugly have the best of this world.
Dorian Gray” —”

“Dorian Gray? Is that his
name?” asked Lord Henry walking
across the room towards Basil
Hallward.

“Yes, that is his name. I didn’t
intend to tell it to you.”™

“But why not?%”

“Oh, I can’t explain. When
I like people immensely, I never
tell their names to any one. When
I leave town now I never tell my
people where I am going. If I did,
I would lose all my pleasure. It is
a silly habit, I dare say. I suppose
you think that’s very foolish?”

“Not at all,” answered Lord
Henry, “not at all, my dear Basil®.
You seem to forget that I am mar-
ried!°, so my life is full of secrets,
I never know where my wife is,
and my wife never knows what
I am doing. When we meet we tell
each other!! the most absurd sto-
ries with the most serious faces.”

“I hate the way you talk about
your married life, Harry,” said
Basil Hallward, walking towards
the door that led into the garden.
“I believe you are really a very
good husband, but that you are

* Dorian Gray — Hopuan I'peii
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ashamed of it. You are an extraor-
dinary fellow. You never say a
good thing, and you never do a
wrong thing. Your cynicism is
simply a pose!2.”

“Being natural is simply a
pose,” cried Lord Henry, laughing;
and the two young men went out
into the garden together. After a
pause, Lord Henry pulled out his
watch.

“T am afraid I have to go'?,
Basil,” he said in a quiet voice.
“But before I go I want you to ex-
plain to me why you won’t exhibit
Dorian Gray’s picture. I want the
real reason.”

“I told you the real reason.”

“No, you did not. You said that
it was because there was too much
of yourself in it'*. Now, that is
childish.”

“Harry,” said Basil Hallward,
looking him straight in the face,
“every portrait that is painted
with feeling is a portrait of the
artist, not the sitter. The reason
I will not exhibit this picture is
that I am afraid that I have shown
in it the secret of my own soul.”

Lord Henry laughed. “And what
is that?” he asked.

“Oh, there is really very little to
tell, Harry,” answered the painter,

© © 0 0 0 0 0 0 00 0 00000 00000000000 0000000000000 000000 000000000000 0000000000000 0000 0

2 Baw yunuzm — npocmo
nosa.

OO0 ynotpebaeHuu
HEOoIpeneaEHHOTO
apTUKIISI CM. C. 155

your — TIpUTSIKATeIbHOE
MECTOUMEHHUE.

Cwm.c. 172

13" Borocw, s doancen
cetivac yimu

have to go — NOJIXeH
UATU/YUTH; have to —
SKBUBAJIEHT MOIAJIbHOTO
rIarosa must — 0oadiceH,
3ByYalllMi MsTrYe, MeHee
KaTeropuyHo, 4eM

must; Io3ToMy have to
YIIOTpeOIIsIeTCS B peun
yalie, YeM must.

Cwm. c. 195, 208

14 ¢ kapmune caumrxom
MHO20 OM 8AC CAMO20.
yourself — BO3BpaTHOE
MECTOUMEHHUE.

Cwm.c. 174

15 4 6orocw, vt 6ps0 au
noiiméme 3mo.

will hardly understand —
e/1Ba Jii roriMeéTe; popma
MIPOCTOTO OYIyIIero
BpeMmeHu Future Simple
ryiarona fo understand —
nonumams. Hapeune
hardly — edéa npunaér
KOHCTPYKLIVH JETKUI
MOTATBHBIN OTTEHOK CO-
MHEHMSI.
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16 Jlea mecaua momy nazao
51 0bla 6 20cMAX Ha Gevepe y
aedu bps3noon.

two months ago — 1Ba Me-
csiua ToMy Hasan. Hapeuue
BpPEMEHU C TIPONYKTUBHBIM
KOMITOHEHTOM ago, 00~
Pa3yIOLLNM C IPYTUMU
cioBamu (day, year, etc.),
0003HAYaOIIMMHU BpeMs,
COOTBETCTBYIOLIME KOH-
CTpyKUMU: three days ago —
mpu OHs Ha3a0, ten years
ago — decsimy nem momy
HA3a0 N T. 11.

Lady Brandon’s — y nequ
bpaHnoH (T. €. B1ome
nenv bpaHnoH), ykasaHue
Ha JIOM OITyCKaeTcs
Brandon’s — popma npurs-
KaTeJIbHOTO Tazeka hamu-
uu BpanmoH. Cu. c. 164
17" 6 nepevtii pas, énepevie
KoHcTpykiust, umerorast
3HaueHMe Hapevus Bpe-
MEHH, yIoTpeOuTeIbHA B
peyu.

8 s nouyecmeoeaa, kax
KPOBb OMX.AbIHYAA OM AUUA.
felt the blood leaving —
ocobasi rpaMMaTrIecKast
koHcTpykuusa Complex
Object (cmoxHOE
NOTIOJTHEHHUE) C PSITIOM
IJ1aroJI0B, TAKUX KaK 70
want — xomemo, to know —
3Hamo, to ask — npocumo

U JIp. M C [JIarojiaMu,
BbIpaXaIOUIMMHU
YyBCTBEHHOE BOCTIPUSITHE:
fo see — eudems, to

8
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“and I am afraid you will hardly
understand it!5. Perhaps you will
hardly believe it.”

Lord Henry smiled and picked a
flower from the grass. “I am quite
sure I’ll understand it,” he replied,
staring at the flower, “and I can
believe anything.”

“The story is simply this,” said
the painter. “Two months ago
I went to a party at Lady Bran-
don’s'%. After I had been in the
room for about ten minutes, I sud-
denly realized that someone was
looking at me. I turned around and
saw Dorian Gray for the first
time!”. When our eyes met, I felt
the blood leaving my face!®. I knew
that this boy would become my
whole soul, my whole art itself.
I grew afraid and turned to quit
the room.”

“What did you do?”

“We were quite close, almost
touching. Our eyes met again'®.
I asked Lady Brandon to introduce
me to him. It was simply inevita-
ble.”

“What did Lady Brandon say
about Mr. Dorian Gray?”

“Oh, something like ‘Charming
boy. I don’t know what he does —
I think he doesn’t do anything.
Oh, yes, he plays the piano?®® — or

2
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is it the violin, dear Mr. Gray?’
Dorian and I both laughed and we
became friends at once?'.”

“Laughter is not at all a bad be-
ginning for a friendship,” said the
young lord, picking another flow-
er, “and it is the best ending for
one.”

Hallward shook his head. “You
don’t understand what friendship
is, Harry. Everyone is the same to
you?2.”

“That’s not true!”cried Lord
Henry, pushing his hat back, and
looking at the summer sky. “I make
a great difference between people.
I choose my friends for their beau-
ty, my acquaintances for their
good characters and my enemies
for their intelligence. A man can-
not be too careful in the choice of
his enemies. Of course, I hate my
relations. And I hate poor people
because they are ugly, stupid and
drunk —”

“I don’t agree with a single
word you have said. And I feel
sure that you don’t agree either.”

Lord Henry touched his pointed
brown beard with his finger, and
the toe of his boot with his stick.
“How English you are, Basil! An
Englishman is only interested in
whether he agrees with an idea,

© © 0 0 0 0 0 0 00 0 00000 00000000000 0000000000000 000000 000000000000 0000000000000 0000 0

hear — caviuams, to
feel — uyecmeosams u np.
[TepeBomuTcs Ha pycCKuit
SI3BIK IPUAATOYHBIMU
JIOTIOTHUTETbHBIMU
MPEUIOKEHUSIMU C
COI03aMU 4o, ymoool,
Kak. 371ech rnocje

riarona feel (B hopme
MPOIIEANIET0 BpeMEeH!
felf) — wyscmeosams
TTOCIIE YOI TIIaro
yIoTpeOieH B popme
MTPUYACTHSI HACTOSIILIETO
BpeMeHH leaving (0T
riarona fo leave —
noxudamo, 0CMAGASIMD).
Cwm. c. 273

1 Hawu 63243001 choéa
6cmpemuauch.

met — BCTPETUJINCD; (hopMa
MTPOCTOTO MPOLIEAIIETO
BpeMeHM Past Simple
rarona fo meet. Cum. c. 224
our — Halll, HallW;
MIPUTSIKATENbHOE
MeCTOMMEHME, cM. ¢. 172
2 on uecpaem na
dhopmenuano

plays — urpaet; popma
MTPOCTOTO HACTOSIIIIETO
Bpemenu Present Simple
rarona fo play B 3-M nuiie
ell. yuca.

to play the piano — urpaThb
Ha ¢hopTenraHo; oopaTuTe
BHUMaHUe Ha OTCYTCTBUE
npeiora, KOTOpbIid €CTh
B PYCCKOM TIepeBojie

(Ha dopTenuaHo).

00 ymotpebieHun
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OMpeAeNEHHOTO apTUKJISI
cM. c. 158

2 Jlopuan u s, mot o6a,
paccmesnaucs u cpazy cmaau
dpy3vamu.

to become friends —

CTaTb IPY3bSIMU.
YnorpebuteabHoe
CJIOBOCOYETAHUE, CIIEIyeT
3aTTOMHUTb.

2 Jlaa eac éce arodu
00UHAKO0BYL.

everyone — KaXIplii, Bce,
BCSIKUIA; HEOTIpeneIEHHOE
MECTOMMEHUE, UMEET
obo01atolee 3HaYeHME.
B Kax wacmo 6vt uoume
e20? / Kax wacmo 6ot ¢ Hum
eudumecs?
CrieumanbHbIi BOIIPOC,
T7Ie BOITPOCUTENTLHOE CII0-
BO how offen — kak wacmo
CTOMT TIepest BCTIOMOoTa-
TeJIbHBIM IJIarojioM do; B
OCTILHOM MOPSIIOK CJIOB
B CTIeLIMAbHBIX BOITPOCAX
TaKoM Xe, Kak U B BOMPO-
cax obmrero tuma. O Tumax
BOIIPOCOB CM. C. 278

2 Bbt, 603MOMCHO, HUYME20
He yeudume 6 ném. 5 euxcy
6 HEM 6cé.

might — MOIAJIbHBIN TJ1a-
TOJ1, YIOTpebIsieTcst IIst
BBIPAXKEHMST BOBMOXHO-
CTH, BEPOSITHOCTH, TIPEJI-
MOJIOKEHHUS ¢ HEKOTOPOt
nosneit comHeHus. Unpu-
HUTUB TI0CIIe might yrno-
TpebsteTcs 6e3 YaCTHUIIBI
to. Cwm. c. 207
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not whether it is right or wrong.
I like persons better than princi-
ples, and I like persons with no
principles better than anything
else in the world. But tell me more
about Mr Dorian Gray. How often
do you see him??3”

“Every day. I couldn’t be happy
if I didn’t see him every day.”

“How extraordinary! I thought
you only cared about your art.”

“He is all my art to me now,”
said the painter. “I know that the
work I have done since I met Dori-
an Gray, is the best work of my
life. He is much more to me than a
model or a sitter. In some strange
way his personality has shown me
a new kind of art. He seems like a
little boy — though he is really
more than twenty — and when he
is with me I see the world differ-
ently.”

“Basil, this is extraordinary!
I must see Dorian Gray.”

Hallward got up from his seat
and walked up and down the gar-
den. After some time he came
back. “Harry,” he said, “Dorian
Gray is the reason for my art. You
might see nothing in him. I see
everything in him.?*”

“Then why won’t you exhibit
his portrait?” asked Lord Henry.
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“An artist should paint beauti- .

ful things, but he should put noth- -
ing of his own life into them.
There is too much of myself in the :
thing, Harry — too much of my- :
self! Some day I will show the -
world what that beauty is. For
that reason the world will never :
see my portrait of Dorian Gray.”

“I think you are wrong?®, Basil, « » Jymaro, 6st ommbaemecs
but I won’t argue with you. Tell 10 be wrong — ommoaThCs,
me, is Dorian Gray very fond of : HEBEPHO CYIUT
you?,, . yﬂOTDC6I/ITCHBHOG

The painter thought for a few : g?;;fg;:;;];fzﬁ c. 193
moments. “He likes me,” he an-
swered, after a pause. “I know he
likes me. Of course I flatter him ;
dreadfully and tell him things that :
I should not. He is usually very
charming to me, and we spend thou- :
sands of wonderful hours together. :
But sometimes he can be horribly :
thoughtless and seems to enjoy -
causing me pain. Then I feel, Har-
ry, that I have given my whole soul :
to someone who uses it like a flower :
to put in his coat on a summer’s :
day.”

“Summer days are long, Basil,” «
said Lord Henry in a quiet voice. -

* 26
“Perhaps you will get bored before - Moxcem Gbimb, 6am smo

<1126 . . . Hadoecm pawnvuie, Hem emy.
he will?®. Intelligence lives longer : 10 get bored —

than beauty. One day you will look © .5 0ecm: 3aCKYYATh;
at your friend and you won’t like : ynorpesurensnoe

his colour or something. And then . crosocoueranue.

11
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7 Tappu, He 2060pume max.
don’t talk — He ToBOpHU(TE);
oTpulaTeIbHas hopMa
TOBEJIUTESILHOTO
HaKJIOHEHUsI I1arona 1o
talk — eosopums B Present
Simple. Cwm. c. 257

3 On cobupanca nomous eii
KoHcTpykuust to be

going to — cobupamucs
cdeaamv 4mo-a OTIACHIBAET
omxatimiee Oymymiee. Cwm.
c.230

¥ S ne xouy, umobot vt
NO3HAKOMUAUCH C HUM.

don’t want you to meet —
rpaMmmaTaJeckast
koHcTpyKimsa Complex
Object ¢ rarojom o

want B OTPULIATETbHOM
dbopme, mocie KoToporo
MOCJCAYOUIUIA TJ1aroj
YIOTPeOJISIeTCS C YaCTULICH
fo, T. K. fo want HE ABIIIE€TCA
[JIar0JIOM YYBCTBEHHOI'O
BOCTIpUSITHSA (B OTJIMYHME OT
TJIAToJIOB 10 See, to hear, to
feel etc.). Cm. c. 273

30" Bbt doaxcnol ceitnac
npedcmasuno mens (emy)

12
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you will begin to think that he has
behaved badly towards you —”

“Harry, don’t talk like that?’.
As long as I live, Dorian Gray will
be everything to me. You can’t feel
what I feel. You change too often.”

“My dear Basil, that is exactly
why I can feel it.” Lord Henry took
a cigarette from his pretty silver
box and lit it. Then he turned to
Hallward and said, “I have just re-
membered.”

“Remembered what, Harry?”

“Where I heard the name of Do-
rian Gray.”

“Where was it?” asked Hallward
with a slight frown.

“Don’t look so angry, Basil. It
was at my aunt’s, Lady Agatha’s.
She told me that she had discov-
ered this wonderful young man.
He was going to help her?® work
with the poor people in the East
End of London, and his name was
Dorian Gray. Of course I didn’t
know it was your friend.”

“I am very glad you didn’t,
Harry.”

“Why?”

“I don’t want you to meet
him?.”

“Mr. Dorian Gray is in the stu-
dio, sir,” said the butler, coming
into the garden.
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“You must introduce me now?°,”
cried Lord Henry, laughing.

The painter turned to his serv-
ant. “Ask Mr. Gray to wait, Park-
er. I will come in in a few mo-
ments3!.”

Then he looked at Lord Henry.
“Dorian Gray is my dearest friend,”
he said. “He has a simple and a
beautiful nature. Don’t spoil him.
Don’t try to influence him. Your
influence would be bad. Don’t take
away from me the one person who
makes me a true artist. Mind, Har-
ry, I trust you.”

“What nonsense you talk!” said
Lord Henry, smiling, and taking
Hallward by the arm, he almost
led him into the house®.
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must — NOJIKEH,
MOJAJbHBII

IJ1aroJ, BhIpaxkaeT
JOJKEHCTBOBAaHUE,
HACTOSITENTbHBIA COBET

U uMeeT (PopMy TOJIBKO
HACTOSIIIETO BPEMEHHU.
Kaxk 1 Bce MomaibHbIe
IJ1aTOJIbI, YITOTPEOsIeTCs
C MIH(UHUTUBOM
CMBICJIOBOTO I1aroja 6e3
qactuisl f0. Cum. c. 208
UM npudy myoa uepes
HECKO0AbK0 MUHym.

1 will come — s mpuny;
(opma mpocroro
Oynyiero BpeMeHu Future
Simple rnarona fo come.
Cwm. c. 227

in a few moments — yepe3
HECKOJIbKO MUHYT;
YIOTPEOUTETLHOE
BBIpaXXEHUE JIIS
0003HaYeHMsI BpeMEH!

¢ ripeajioroM in (in a few
hours, days, etc.). Cnenyet
3aIIOMHMUTb.

32 u 6316 noo pyxy
Xoaayopoa, on noumu
HACUAbHO N06EN e20 8 JoM.
taking — npuyacTre
HACTOSIIIIETO BpeMEHU
Present Participle rmarona
to take — 63amb, bpam.
31ech OHO MEPEBOTUTCS
Ha PYCCKUIA 13bIK
neenpuyactueM. O6
00pa30BaHUY IPUYACTHS
HACTOSIIIIETO BpEMEHU
cMm. c. 191
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! On cudea 3a hopmenuano |,

was sitting — CUZIen,
(opma npoieaiero
MPOIOIKEHHOTO BpeEMEHH
Past Continuous marosia
fo sit — cudemsb; O3HAYAET
TPOIOIKUTETHbHOCTh
nerictBug. Cu. c. 235
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CHAPTER 2

As they entered they saw Dorian

Gray. He was sitting at the piano!,
¢ with his back to them, and he was
. turning the pages of some music by
: Schumann. “You must lend me
. these, Basil,” he cried. “I want to
. learn them. They are perfectly
charming.”

“That entirely depends on how

you sit today®, Dorian.”

“Oh, I am bored with sitting, and

. I don’t want a portrait of myself,” an-
swered the boy, turning quickly.
. When he caught sight of Lord Henry,
. his face went red for a moment. “I am
sorry, Basil, I didn’t know that you
. had anyone with you.”

“This is Lord Henry Wotton,

Dorian, an old Oxford friend of

* That entirely depends on how you

: sit today. — 9ro 3aBHCHT OT TOrO, Kak
. BBI cerofHs OygeTe IO3UPOBAThH.
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mine®. I have just been telling him
what a good sitter you were™, and
now you have spoiled everything.”

“You have not spoiled my pleas-
ure in meeting you, Mr. Gray,”
said Lord Henry, stepping forward
and offering his hand. “My aunt
has often spoken to me about
you.?2 You are one of her favour-
ites, and, I am afraid, one of her
victims also.”

“I am in Lady Agatha’s black
books at present™,” answered Dori-
an. “I promised to go to a club in
Whitechapel™ with her last Tues-
day, and I forgot all about it.
I don’t know what she will say to
me. I am far too frightened to
call.”

Lord Henry looked at him. Yes,
he was certainly wonderfully hand-
some, with his curved red lips,
honest blue eyes and gold hair.

“ an old Oxford friend of mine —
Mo ctapblit ToBapuir mo Oxchopackomy
YHUBEPCUTETY

“* 1 have just been telling him what a
good sitter you were. — §I TonbKO uTO
TOBOPUJ €My, YTO BBl IIPEBOCXOJHO IIO-
3upyere.

“* T am in Lady Agatha’s black books
at present. — Temeps a y segu Aratbel
Ha IJIOXOM CUETY.

e

* Whitechapel — Vaiiruemnen

© © 0 0 0 0 0 0 00 0 00000 00000000000 0000000000000 000000 000000000000 0000000000000 0000 0

2 Moa mémywka wacmo

2060puLa MHe 0 6ac.
has spoken — ToBOpUINa;
¢opma rimarona fo
speak — 2060pums B

HACTOSIILIEM COBEPIIIEHHOM
Bpemenu Present Perfect.

O0o3HayvaeT aeiicTeue,
KOTOpPOE MPOU30IILIO B
HeJaBHEM IIPOLILIOM,
pe3yJbTaT KOTOPOTo

OLIyHIa€TCA B HACTOAILECS

Bpemst. [lepeBoaurcst
Ha PYCCKUIA SI3bIK, KaK

MPaBUJIO, TPOIIEIIINM

BpeMeHeM. CM. ¢. 239
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