





The preface

The artist is the creator of :
beautiful things. To reveal art and :
conceal the artist is art's aim. The :
critic is he who can translate into :

another manner or a new material
his impression of beautiful things.

fault.

Those who

[ Ipeancaosue

XYAOKHUK — 3TO TOT, KTO CO3-
AdeT KpacUBhbIe Bellly.

PackpelTb  XypOKeCcTBO U
CKPBITh XYAOKHHMKA — TaKOBa Y

© XYAOKECTBA IIeAb.

KpuUTHUK — 3TO TOT, KTO B HOBOU

. MaHepe, UAU IOAB3YSICh HOBBIM Ma-
. TepuaAoOM, BBIPA3UT CBOEe BIIeUYaT-
. A€HHe OT 9THX KPACHUBBIX BEIeil.
The highest as the lowest form :
of criticism is a mode of autobiog- :
raphy. Those who find ugly mean- :
ings in beautiful things are corrupt
without being charming. This is a :
: OOABIIIOM HEAOCTATOK.

find beautiful :

meanings in beautiful things are :
. YMEIOT ATOAM KyALTYpPHbIE., AAsT HUX
hope. They are the elect to whom :
beautiful things mean only beauty.
{ KAIOUMTEABHO O3HAYAIOT KPacoTy.

There is no such thing as a :
moral or an immoral book. Books

the cultivated. For these there is

are well written, or badly written.
That is all.

seeing his own face in a glass.

fect medium. No artist desires to

KpuTuka, nmaoxass m xopoiias,
BCeTAA eCcTh aBTOOUMOrpadusd.

Tak 4TO Te, KTO BUAAT pa3Bpar-
HOe B IIpeKpPacHOM, CaMU pa3BpaT-
HBI M IPUTOM He IMPEeKpacHbI. ITO

HaxopuTb B IIpeKpacHBIX Be-
IIaX TaK)Ke U IIPeKpacHble HAEU

elle eCTb HapeKAQ. 1 TOABKO AAS
1306paHHBIX IPeKpacHbIe BEIU UC-

HeT H1 HpaBCTBEHHBIX, HU 6€3-
HPABCTBEHHBLIX KHUT. ECTh KHUTH,

{ XOpOIIIO HallMCaHHbIe, U €CTh KHU-
© I'M, TAOXO HamMcaHHbIe. TOABKO.

The nineteenth century dislike :
of realism is the rage of Caliban
: KaaubaHa, BUAAIIETO B 3epKaAe
: CBOe AHMIIO.

The nineteenth century dislike :
of romanticism is the rage of Cal- :
iban not seeing his own face in a :
glass. The moral life of man forms :
part of the subject-matter of the :
artist, but the morality of art con- :
sists in the perfect use of an imper-

© XyAOKECTBa —

prove anything. Even things that
are true can be proved. No artist
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HenpusizHb  AeBSITHAAIIQTOTO
BeKa K peaAnu3My — 3TO SpPOCThb

HenpusizHb  AeBATHAAIIATOTO
BeKa K POMaHTU3My — 3TO IPOCTh
Kaanbana, He BUASIIEro B 3epKa-
Ae CBOero Auna. Ypsa-HuOyAb HPaB-
CTBEHHAsl >KM3HL MOXKeT MOpOoM
O0Ka3aThCs CIOJKETOM XYAOKHU-
Ka;, OAHAKO BCSI HPABCTBEHHOCTH
B COBepIIeHHOM
MIpUMeHeHUU HEeCOBEepIIeHHBIX
cpeACTB. Hu epWHBIN XyAOKHUK
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has ethical sympathies. An ethical
sympathy in an artist is an unpar-
donable mannerism of style. No
artist is ever morbid. The artist can
express everything. Thought and
language are to the artist instru-
ments of an art. Vice and virtue are
to the artist materials for an art.
From the point of view of form, the
type of all the arts is the art of the
musician. From the point of view
of feeling, the actor's craft is the
type. All art is at once surface and
symbol. Those who go beneath the
surface do so at their peril. Those
who read the symbol do so at their
peril. It is the spectator, and not
life, that art really mirrors. Diver-
sity of opinion about a work of art
shows that the work is new, com-
plex, and vital. When critics dis-
agree, the artist is in accord with
himself. We can forgive a man for
making a useful thing as long as
he does not admire it. The only ex-
cuse for making a useless thing is
that one admires it intensely.

All art is quite useless.

Oscar Wilde

He >KeAaeT YTO-AUOO AOKAa3bIBaTh,
BeAb AOKa3aHbI MOTYT OBITH Ad’Ke
AOCTOBEPHbIE UCTUHEIL.

Hu y Kakoro Xypo’XKHUKa He
OBIBAE€T ITUYECKUX IIPUCTPACTUH.
OTuyecKkre INPUCTPACTUS B Xy-
AOKHUKE eCTb HeIpPOCTUTEeAbHasd
MaHEepPHOCTb CTUASL. Boae3HeHHBIX
XYAOKHUKOB HeT. XYAOKHUK MO-
XeT m3o0pa)kaTb Bce. MBICAL M
SI3BIK AASL XYAOKHUKA, — OPYAUS
ero xypoxxecrsa. [Topok u Gecrio-
POYHOCTBH AASI XYAOKHUKA — Ma-
TEepHaAbl ero XypoXKecTBa. B oT-
HOIIIeHUU (POpPMBI, My3BIKa €CTb
1epBooOpa3 BCSKOTO HCKYCCTBA.
B oTHOmeHuUM 4YyBCTBa, IEpPBO-
o0pa3oM HGBAIETCA AUIEAEUCTBO
aKTepa. Bcsikoe MCKycCTBO OAHO-
BPEMEHHO €CThb U IMOBEPXHOCTb U
CUMBOA. Te, KTO IPOHUKAIOT TAyO-
>Ke TIOBEpXHOCTH, CaMU OTBeT-
CTBEHHBI 3a 3TO. Te, KTO pa3rapbl-
BAIOT CUMBOA, CaMU OTBETCTBEHHBI
3a 9T0. 160 3puTeAs, a He KU3Hb,
IIOMCTHUHE OTpa’kaeT MCKYCCTBO.
Hecoraacue MHeHUM O KaKOM-HU-
OyAb CO3A@HMU MCKYCCTBA CBH-
AETEeABCTBYET, YTO 3TO CO3AaHUE
HOBO, CAOKHO M >XKM3HeHHO. Ecau
KPUTUKU MeKAY COOOM He COTAAC-
HBbI, — XYAOKHUK B COTAACHU C
c00010. MBI MOXeM IPOCTUTH Ye-
AOBEK@, CO3AQIOIIETO IIOAE3HYIO
Belllb, €CAM CaM OH He BOCXUIIaeT-
cd ero. EAMHCTBeHHOe oITpaBpaHue
AT CO3AQIONIETO  OEeCIOAe3HYIO
Belllb — 3TO TO, YTO Ka’>KABIA BOC-
XUITaeTcs ero 6e3MepHo.

Bce wuckyccTBO COBepIIeHHO
OecnoAe3HoO.

Ockap Yaliabg



Chapter I

The studio was filled with the :
rich odour of roses, and when the :
light summer wind stirred amidst :
. TepKa IIPOHOCHAOCH B CAAy MeX
through the open door the heavy :
scent of the lilac, or the more del-
icate perfume of the pink-flower-
{ 30BOTO IIMUIIOBHUKA.

From the corner of the divan of
Persian saddle-bags on which he :
was lying, smoking, as was his cus-
tom, innumerable cigarettes, Lord :
Henry Wotton could just catch
the gleam of the honey-sweet and :
. AOBO-IIBETHBIX AEIIeCTKOB AABIINMN-
burnum, whose tremulous branch- :
es seemed hardly able to bear the :
burden of a beauty so flamelike as :
theirs; and now and then the fan- :
tastic shadows of birds in flight :
flitted across the long tussore-silk
curtains that were stretched in :
front of the huge window, produc-
ing a kind of momentary Japanese :
effect, and making him think of
those pallid, jade-faced painters :
of Tokyo who, through the medi-
. ABWJKEHHE B HEIIOABMIKHOM IIO CBO-
mobile, seek to convey the sense
© JKy’OKaHHe IT9eA, TO IPOOUBABIIIX
len murmur of the bees shoulder- :
ing their way through the long :
unmown grass, or circling with :
monotonous insistence round the :
dusty gilt horns of the straggling :
woodbine, seemed to make the
: TAroCTHOM. [AyX0¥ ryA AOHAOHA AO-
: HOCHACS CIOAQ, Kak 0acoBBIe HOTBI
AQAEKOTO OpraHa.

the trees of the garden, there came

ing thorn.

honey-coloured blossoms of a la-

um of an art that is necessarily im-

of swiftness and motion. The sul-

stillness more oppressive. The dim
roar of London was like the bour-
don note of a distant organ.
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MacTepckass OblAa IIPONUTAHA
IIPSAHBIM apoOMaToOM PO3, U, KOTAQ
A€rKOe AyYHOBEHHEe AETHEero Be-

AEPEBBIMU, B OTKPBITYIO ABEpPb
BIIABIBAA YAYIIIAWBBIN 3allax CUpe-
HU UAU TOHKOe OAaroyxaHue po-

Ae’ka B yTAY AUBaHQ, IIOKPBITOT'O
IIEPCUACKUMU YelIpaKaMy, U Kyps,
110 OOBIKHOBEHHUIO, OAHY 3a APYT'OIO
OecurCAeHHBIE  TANMPOCHL,  AOPA
lenpu YOTTOH MOTI' MEABKOM YAQBAU-
BaThb CUSTHIE MEABSIHO-CAQAKUX 1 Me-

CKOTO PAKUTHUKQ, TPeleTHbIe BETBU
KOTOPOTO, Ka3aA0Ch, EABA BHIAEPIKU-
BaAM TSKECTh CBOEM MAaMEeHHO-Ap-
KOU KPaCOThI; U3PEAKA IO AAMHHBIM
IIIEAKOBBIM 3aHaBeCsSIM TPOMAAHOTO
OKHQ, CO3paBasd Ha MTHOBeHUeE 3()-
(peKT AMOHCKOM >KUBOIUCH, IIPO-
HOCUAUCHL (aHTaCTUYeCKue TeHU
MPOAETABIIINX MUMO TITHI], 3aCTaB-
ASIsT AOPAQ YOTTOHA AyMaTh O TOKUM-
CKUX JKEATOAUIIBIX XYAO’KHUKAX,
CTPEMSIITUXCS BBIPA3UTh TIOPLIB U

el IIPUPOAE UCKYCCTBE. APEMOTHOE

cebe AOPOr'y B HECKOIIEHHOM BBICO-
KOU TpaBe, TO C OAHOOOpa3HOM Ha-
CTOMYUBOCTBIO KDY KUBIIMXCS HaA,
NBIABHBIMY, 30AOYEHBIMU YCUKAMU
BBIOIIIENCSI AECHOM MaAbBBI, KakK
OyATO AeAaAd TUIIMHY ellle Ooaee

— —



In the centre of the room,
clamped to an upright easel, stood
the full-length portrait of a young
man of extraordinary personal
beauty, and in front of it, some little
distance away, was sitting the art-
ist himself, Basil Hallward, whose
sudden disappearance some years
ago caused, at the time, such pub-
lic excitement and gave rise to so
many strange conjectures.

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, and seemed about to linger
there. But he suddenly started up,
and closing his eyes, placed his
fingers upon the lids, as though
he sought to imprison within his
brain some curious dream from
which he feared he might awake.

"It is your best work, Basil, the
best thing you have ever done,”
said Lord Henry languidly. “You
must certainly send it next year
to the Grosvenor. The Academy
is too large and too vulgar. When-
ever | have gone there, there have
been either so many people that [
have not been able to see the pic-
tures, which was dreadful, or so
many pictures that I have not been
able to see the people, which was
worse. The Grosvenor is really the
only place."”

"I don't think I shall send it
anywhere," he answered, tossing
his head back in that odd way that

—X

I[Tocpean KOMHATBHI HAa MOAB-
OepTe CTOSA HOPTPET MOAOAOTO
YyeAOBeKa HeOOBIKHOBEHHOMW Kpa-
COTBHL BO BeChb POCT, a IIepep HUM,
HEMHOTO II0OOAAAB, CUAEA U CaM XY-

AOKHUK, Ba3nap Xoanyopa, BHe-

3dlTHOe HCYEe3HOBEeHHnEe KOTOpPOro
HEeCKOABKO A€T TOMY Ha3dA BbI3Ba-

i AO B OOIIIeCTBE TaK MHOTO IIYMY U

BO30YAMAO HEMAAO CTPAHHBIX TOA-
KOB.

Korapa XypO’KHUK B3TASTHYA Ha
I'PAIMO3HYIO, KPACUBYIO (DUTYDY,
TaK MCKYCHO OTPa’keHHYIO €ro KU-
CTBIO, YABIOKA YAOBOABCTBUS IOSI-
BUAACh U KaK OBl 3aCThIAQ Y HETO
Ha Aulle. BHe3anlHO OH BCKOYUA H,
3aKpHBIB I'Aa34@, IPUKAA CBOU BEKU
IIaAbllaMy, OYATO CTapasch yAep-
KaThb y cebgd B MO3Ty KaKOU-TO
YYAHBIU COH, OT KOTOPOTO OH 00-
SIACSI IPOCHYTHCS.

— OTO Ballle Ayulllee IPOU3Be-

: AeHue, Ba3uab, Ayunias u3o Bcex

BaMKX  HAIIMCAHHBIX KAdpPTHUH, —
IporoBopuna Aopp leHpu ToOM-
HO. — BHI HeIlIpeMeHHO AOAKHBI
BBICTABUTH €r0 B OyAyllleM TOAY B
Grosvenor Gallery. Akapemuue-
CKasl BBICTABKA CAMIIIKOM BeAHWKaA
U ByAbrapHa. Korpa Obl MHe HU
CAY4AAOCH TaM GBIBaTB, TaM BcCer-

{ AQ TaKoe MHO’KECTBO AIOAEH, UTO

HEMBICAUMO Pa3TASIAETh KapTH-
HBI, @ 9TO Y’KaCHO, UAH JKe TaKoe
MHO>XEeCTBO KapTWH, YTO HEeAb-
351 PA3TASIAETb AIOAEH, a 3TO ellle

: ykacHee. ['pocBeHOp, 1mo-moeMmy,

CAMHCTBEHHOE MeCTO AAA BAC.

— BepHee BCero, 4 He CTany
HUTA€ BBICTABASITE 3Ty Bellb, —
OoTBeTHUA ba3uab, 3aKHABIBAdA I'OAO-

— —



used to make his friends laugh at
him at Oxford. "No, I won't send it

anywhere."
pLg

Lord Henry elevated his eye-
brows and looked at him in amaze-
ment through the thin blue wreaths
of smoke that curled up in such
fanciful whorls from his heavy, opi-
um-tainted cigarette. “Not send it
anywhere? My dear fellow, why?
Have you any reason? What odd
chaps you painters are! You do an-
ything in the world to gain a rep-
utation. 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, and make
the old men quite jealous, if old men
are ever capable of any emotion."

"I know you will laugh at me,"
he replied, "but I really can't ex-
hibit it. I have put too much of my-
self into it."”

Lord Henry stretched himself
out on the divan and laughed.

“Yes, I knew you would; but it
is quite true, all the same."

"Too much of yourself in it!
Upon my word, Basil, I didn't

—<

BY Ha3aA II0 CBOEN CTPaHHOMU IIpU-
BBIUKE, 3aCTaBAsIBIIIEM, OLIBAAO,
ero ToBapuiiel B Okcopae cMme-
aThCAd Hap HUM. — Hert, g Hurae He
BBICTABAIO €e€.

Aopp, TeHpu mopHSA OpoBU U
B W3yMAEHHU IIOCMOTPEA Ha Hero
CKBO3b IIPO3PAYHO-TOAyObIE 3aBUT-
KU ABIM@, IPUYYAAUBBIMU KOABIIAMU
TMOAHVMABIIINECSI OT €ro KpPemKou
MAIIUPOCHI, TPOIIMUTAHHOM OIIMEM.

— Brul ee He BrIicTaBuUTE ? Aa 10-
yeMy >Ke, MmuAenmuii? I'lo kakou
npuyrHe ¢ Kakue Bbl, XyAOKHUKY,
cTpaHHble Atoan! BBl Bce Ha cBeTe
TOTOBBI CAEAATh, UTOOBI AOOUTHCS
M3BECTHOCTH; @ KaK TOABKO BHI €€
AOOBeTeCch, BBl TOYHO CTapaeTeCh
OT Hee OTBSA3AThCI. ITO, MO-Moe-
MY, TAYIIO, 10O YTO MOXKET OBITh Ha
CBeTe Xy’)Ke TOro, 4YTO O YeAOBeKe
Bce TOBOPAT? TOABKO OAHO: KOTAQ
O HEM MOAYAT. A TaKOW IOPTPeT,
KaK 3TOT, IIOCTaBUT BaC I'OAOBOIO
BBIIIIE BCEX MOAOABIX XYAOKHUKOB
AHTAWM, @ CTapbIX NPEUCIOAHUT
YYBCTBOM 3aBUCTH, €CAU TOABKO
CTapuKU BOOOIIe-TO CHOCOOHBI Ha
KaKue-HUOYAb UYBCTBA.

— 41 3HAIO, 4TO BHI Oyp€TE HAAO
MHOIO CMeSITbCS, — OTBETUA XY-
AOKHUK, — HO 1, IIPaBoO, He MOTy
BBICTABUTHL ITOT IIOPTPET, I BAO-
JKMA B HETO CAUIIIKOM MHOTO ce0st
caMmoro.

Aopp 'enpu pacTaHyACS Ha AU-
BaHe U 3aCMESIACH.

— AaQ, 4 3HaA, 4TO BHL OypeTe
CMedThCs; HO, TeM He MeHee, 3TO
TaK.

— CaAumkomM MHOTro cebsi ca-
moro! YectHoe caoso, b33uan, 4

— —



know you were so vain; and I re-
ally can't see any resemblance
between you, with your rugged
strong face and your coal-black
hair, and this young Adonis, who
looks as if he was made out of ivo-
ry and rose-leaves. Why, my dear
Basil, he is a Narcissus, and you—
well, of course you have an intel-
lectual expression and all that. But
beauty, real beauty, ends where an
intellectual expression begins. In-
tellect is in itself a mode of exag-
geration, and destroys the harmo-
ny of any face. The moment one
sits down to think, one becomes
all nose, or all forehead, or some-
thing horrid. Look at the success-
ful men in any of the learned pro-
fessions. How perfectly hideous
they are! Except, of course, in the
Church. But then in the Church
they don't think. A bishop keeps
on saying at the age of eighty what
he was told to say when he was a
boy of eighteen, and as a natural
consequence he always looks ab-
solutely delightful. Your myste-
rious young friend, whose name
you have never told me, but whose
picture really fascinates me, never
thinks. I feel quite sure of that. He
is some brainless beautiful crea-
ture who should be always here in
winter when we have no flowers to
look at, and always here in sum-
mer when we want something to
chill our intelligence. Don't flatter
yourself, Basil: you are not in the
least like him."

He 3HaA, 4TO BBI AO TOTO TIIECAaB-
HBI; U 5, IPaBO, HE BUXKY HUKAKO-
IO CXOACTBA MEKAY BaMU, — Y Bac
TaKoe CypOBO€, CUABHOE AWIIO0 U
YyepHbIe, KaK yIOAb, BOAOCQ, — U
3TUM IOHBIM AAOHUCOM, KOTOPBIM
CAOBHO COTBOPEH U3 CAOHOBOM
KOCTU U AENEeCTKOB pO3bl. Bepap,
Aoporout mout baszuab, oH — Hap-
IIMCC, @ BBL... I'M... KOHEYHO, Y Bac
O4eHb OAYXOTBOPEHHOE€ BBIpa’ke-
HUe AMIa ¥ BCe TaKoe; HO KpacoTa,
HacTosIIass KpacoTa KOHYAeTCs
TaM, IAe HauyWHAeTCsd OAYXOTBO-
peHHOCTh. IHTeAAeKT caM 110 cebe
y>Ke eCTb BHA I[peyBeANYeHNd,
¥ OH HapyllaeT TrapMOHUIO BCH-
KOro Amila. Kak TOABKO YeAOBeK
HAuYMHAeT AyMaTh, Yy HEro AWIIO
mpeBpallaeTcss B OAUH CIIAOITHOM
HOC, WUAU AOO, WAM 4YTO-HUOYAB
Takoe >Xe yxkacHoe. [locmorpu-
Te Ha BBIAQIOIINXCS AIOAeN KaKou
YropAHO ydeHoU mnpodeccun. Kak
oHM Bce 6e300pa3nbl! Mcratouast,
KOHEUYHO, AWI] AYXOBHBIX. Ho Te
BeAb HUKOIAQ U He AyMaroT. Enu-
CKOTI M B BOCEMBAECSIT AET OOBIK-
HOBEHHO IIOBTOPSIET TO, YTO €ero
YUYMAU TOBOPUTH, KOTAQ OH OBIA
MAABUYUIIKONM BOCEMHAAIIATH AET,
U eCTeCTBEHHO II03TOMY, 4TO Ha-
PY’KHOCTB €r0 HaBCerAa OCTaeTCSI
npusaTHOM. Balll TaWMHCTBEHHBIN
OHBIU IPUATEAB, UMEHU KOTOPOTO
BbI HE CKa3aAM MHe, HO 4el mop-
TpeT MeHs NPSIMO BOCXUIIIAeT, Ha-
BepHOe, He MBICAUT HUKOTAQ. S B
5TOM COBEepIIeHHO yBepeH. OH —
0e3M03TA0e, ITPeAecTHOe CO3Aa-
HMe, U ero HapAeKaao OBl Bceraa
UMeTh 3AeCh 3UMOM, KOrAa HeT
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! IIBETOB, HAa KOTOPBLIE MOKHO CMO-
TPeThb, M A€TOM, KOTAQ YYBCTBYEIlb
MOTPEOHOCTH OXAQAUTH CBOU MBIC-
: am. ITo>kaay¥icTa, He ABCTUTe cebe
CaMOMY, MUABIY B33MAB; BBl HU Ka-
! IeAbKHU Ha Hero He IIOXOXKHU.

“"Youdon'tunderstand me, Har-

ry," answered the artist. "Of course

ry to look like him. You shrug your
shoulders? I am telling you the
truth. There is a fatality about all
physical and intellectual distinc-
tion, the sort of fatality that seems
to dog through history the falter-
ing steps of kings. It is better not
to be different from one's fellows.
The ugly and the stupid have the
best of it in this world. They can sit
at their ease and gape at the play.
If they know nothing of victory,
they are at least spared the knowl-

should live—undisturbed,

— Bpl MeHs He moHUMaeTe,
lappu, — OTBEeTUA XYAOKHUK. —

Koneuno, s He IOX0O’X Ha Hero.
I am not like him. I know that per-
fectly well. Indeed, I should be sor- :

9TO 3HAIO IIpeKpacHo. M, mpaBo, g
OLI OUeHL J)KaACA, €CAU OLI OKa3aA-

© Cs1TI0XOJK Ha Hero. Bel mokumaete
: maedaMm? Sl TOBOPIO BaM IIPaBAY.
: Hap BCIKUM (PU3MYECKUM MAU YM-
{ CTBEHHBIM ITPEBOCXOACTBOM TSITO-
TeeT KaKOU-TO POK, TOT CaMBbIH,
. KOTOPBIM Ha BCeM IPOTSKEHHM
: ACTOPUU IIPEeCAEAyeT HETBEPAYIO
IIOCTYyIIb Ilapel. /Aydllle He OTAU-
: 4aTbCs OT APYTUX. YPOABL U Aypa-
{ KM B 9TOM MHUpe BCETAA OCTAIOTCS
¢ BOapniiax. OHU MOTYT CIIOKOHHO
. CHAeTH W Pa3AHO B3WPATh Ha TO,
. Kak urparor Apyrue. Ecau onu He
edge of defeat. They live as we all :

indif- :

ferent, and without disquiet. They :

neither bring ruin upon others, nor
ever receive it from alien hands.
Your rank and wealth, Harry; my
brains, such as they are—my art,
whatever it may be worth; Dorian
Gray's good looks—we shall all
suffer for what the gods have given
us, suffer terribly."

"Dorian Gray?

3HAIOT 1106eA, 3aTO He 3HAIOT II0-
paskeHud. OHU >XUBYT TakK, Kak
BCE MBI AOAJKHBI OBl JKUTh: HEBO3-

MYTHMO, PaBHOAYIIHO, He 3Has
: TpeBor. OHM HUKOMY He IIPUHO-
: caT TMGEAM U caMU He THGHYT OT
! BpaXXbUX pYyK. Balle moaoxkenwue
u 6orarcTtBO, I'appu; Mmout yM, Ka-
KOB OBl OH HU OBIA, MO€ HCKYC-
: CTBO, KakKoBa Obl HU Oblra eMy
IeHa; Kpacota AopuaHa [pes —
. 3a BCe 3TU AAPBLI OOTOB MBI 3alIAA-
TUM KOTAQ-HUOYAb CTpajAaHHEM,
! CTPAIIHBIM CTPAAAHUEM.

Is that his :

name?" asked Lord Henry, walk- :

ing across the studio towards Basil
Hallward.

—<

— Aopuan I'peri? Ero tak 30-
BYT? — CcIIpOCUA AOPA I'eHpH, Mea-

: A€HHO IIepexXOAs 4Yepe3 BCI0 Ma-
: CTepCKyIo K b33uato Xoaryopay.
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"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. It is
like surrendering a part of them.
I have grown to love secrecy. It
seems to be the one thing that can
make modern life mysterious or
marvellous to us. The common-
est thing is delightful if one only
hides it. When I leave town now [
never tell my people where [ am
going. If I did, I would lose all my
pleasure. It is a silly habit, I dare
say, but somehow it seems to bring
a great deal of romance into one's
life. I suppose you think me awful-
ly foolish about it?"
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"Not at all," answered Lord

Henry, "not at all, my dear Basil.
You seem to forget that I am mar-
ried, and the one charm of mar-
riage is that it makes a life of de-
ception absolutely necessary for
both parties. I never know where
my wife is, and my wife never
knows what [ am doing. When we
meet—we do meet occasionally,
when we dine out together, or go
down to the Duke's—we tell each
other the most absurd stories with
the most serious faces. My wife
is very good at it—much better,
in fact, than [ am. She never gets

— Aa, ero tak 30ByT. Bam g He

XOTeA HAa3BIBATh €TI0 M.

— Ho nouemy xe?
— O, sToro g He mory o0b-

. SCHUTb. BUAWTE AW, KOrAa MHeE

KTO-HUOYAb OY€Hb HPABUTCH, £
HUKOI'AQ HHUKOMY He CKaxy ero
UMeHU. DTO IIOYTH TO >Ke caMoe,

. YTO OTAABATb €r0 YacTh APYTHM.
: 5l Hayuuacsd AIOOUTH TaWHCTBEH-

HOCTEL. BeAb TOALKO OHAa W MOJKET
cAeAaThb AASI HAc COBPEMEeHHYIO

! JKU3HBb YYACCHOM M 3arajpO04yHOM.

Bcakuit yCcTIK CTAHOBUTCS UHTE-
PEeCcHBIM, KaK TOABKO HauWHAeIlb

! ero CKphIBaThb. Korpa g Telepb
. yesykalo M3 rOpOAQ, 51 HUKOTAA He

COOOIIIat0 CBOUM OAM3KUM, KyAd

. 51 epy. Ecam GBI 51 9TO caenan, Bce
! YAOBOABCTBHE IIO€3AKU OBIAO OBI
© AASL MEHsI TOTEPSTHO. OTO TAyIIas

ITPUBBIYKA, OBITH MOXXeT, HO OHa
BHOCHUT KAKHM-TO OGdeOM 3Ha-

UHUTEABHYIO AOAIO POMAHTHU3Ma B
i XKU3Hb. KOHEYHO, BEI BCE 3TO CYU-
{ TaeTe Y’KaCHO TAYIIBIM ?

— BoBce HeT, — OTBETHUA AOPA
l'erpu, — BOBCe HeT, pAoporou ba-
3uAb. BBI, KaXkeTcsi, 3abbiBaeTe,

YTO 4 JXK€eHAT, 1 4YTO eA\UHCTBE€HHAA

nmpeAecTh Opaka COCTOUT B TOM,

i 4TO OH ACAQeT JKU3Hb, IIOAHYIO 00-

MAaHOB, HeM30eXHOU AASI o00emx
CTOpPOH. Sl HUKOTAQ He 3Halo, TAE
MOSI JKeHa, a JKeHa MOsI HUKOTAA He
3HaeT, 4To s AeAaro. [1pu BcTpe-

e — a u3pepKa MBI BCTpedaeMCdd,

KOTA@ BMecTe obOepaeM TAe-HU-
OyAb, AU OBIBaeM y repijora — Mbl
paccka3biBaeM APYT APYTY caMble
HEeBEePOSTHbIE UCTOPUHN C CAMBIMU
Cepbe3HBIMU AUIlaMU. Mos >KeHa



confused over her dates, and I al-
ways do. But when she does find
me out, she makes no row at all.
I sometimes wish she would; but
she merely laughs at me."

ORENEY

1 /r >
@, ’, '@E Y,

"I hate the way you talk about
your married life, Harry," said
Basil Hallward, strolling towards
the door that led into the garden.
“l believe that you are really a
very good husband, but that you
are thoroughly ashamed of your
own virtues. You are an extraordi-
nary fellow. You never say a moral
thing, and you never do a wrong
thing. Your cynicism is simply a
pose."

"Being natural is simply a pose,
and the mostirritating pose [ know,"
cried Lord Henry, laughing; and
the two young men went out into
the garden together and ensconced
themselves on a long bamboo seat
that stood in the shade of a tall lau-
rel bush. The sunlight slipped over
the polished leaves. In the grass,
white daisies were tremulous.

After a pause, Lord Henry
pulled out his watch. "I am afraid
I must be going, Basil," he mur-
mured, "and before I go, I insist on
your answering a question I put to
you some time ago."

“"What is that?" said the paint-
er, keeping his eyes fixed on the
ground.

XOPOILIO 3TO AEAAeT, B CYIHOCTH,
ropaspo Aydile, yem . OHa HU-
KOTAA He cOMBaeTCd B UMCAAX, @ I
BCe BcerAa nepenyTaro. Ho, korpa
el CAy4YaeTcsl MeHs IIOMMaTh, OHA
HUKOTAQ HEe TOAHUMAET MCTOPHUH.
HNHorpa MHe pake XOTEAOCH OBbI,
YTOOBI OHA pPaccepAUAach, HO OHA
TOABKO CMeeTCsI HapAO MHOIM.

— TepreTs He MOry 5Ty Bally

MaHepy IOBOPUTbH O CBOEU CYIIPYy-
KeCKoM Xus3nHy, [appu, — MOABHA
Ba3uab, TIOAXOAS K ABEPSM, BeAy-
LIVM B Cap. — Sl yBepeH, 4TO BBl Ha
CaMOM AeA€e INPUMEPHBIM MYXK, HO
YTO BBI, B CYIIHOCTH, CTBIAUTECH
COOCTBEHHBIX CBOUX AOOPOAETENE.
Brbl cTpanHbBIN yearoBeK. HUKOTAG He
CKakeTe HUYEero HPAaBCTBEHHOTO,
HO HUKOTA@ He COBEpIIUTe HUYETro
Oe3HpaBCTBEHHOTO. Balll ITUHM3M
MIPOCTO-HAIPOCTO — T103a.
BeITH ecTecTBEeHHBIM —
1o3a, M caMas pasppa’karolnas,
KaKyIO TOABKO g 3HAI0, — CMeSCh,
BO3TAACUA AOPA I'eHpu. Moaoasie
AIOAM BBIIIAU B CaA U YCEAMCH Ha
AAUHHOM 0aMOYKOBOM CKaMelKe,
MMOA TEHBIO BBICOKOTO AaBPOBOTO
KyCTa. /A\y4M COAHIIA CKOAB3HAM I10
TAQAKOM AUCTBE AepeBbeB. B Tpa-
Be APOJKaAUu OeAble MapTapuTKU.

Onu nomoauarm. Aopp Tenpn

B3TASTHYA Ha 4acCHhl.
K coxaareHuio, MHe cel-
Yyac HaAO HATH, B33UAB, — CKa-
3aA OH: — HO S He YHAY, IIOKyAQ
BbI HE OTBETHTE MHE Ha TOT MOM
BOIIPOC...

— Kaxkoi#t Bomipoc? — cOpoOCHUA
Bbazuas Xoaryopa, He HMOAHMMASA
TA@3 OT 3€MAH.



"You know quite well."

“I do not, Harry."

— DBur npekpacHO 3HaeTe —

{ KaKOM.

“Well, I will tell you what itis. T :
want you to explain to me why you :
. MHe, [ToYeMy BBl He JKeAdeTe BbI-
CcTaBUTh nopTpetT AopuaHa [pea. 4
! XOUy 3HATh HACTOSIIYIO TPUYUHY.

won't exhibit Dorian Gray's pic-
ture. I want the real reason.”

"I told you the real reason."”

was because there was too much

— Her, He 3nat0, l'appu.
— B TakoMm cAydae A BaM CKa-
XKy. 5 X04y, 4TOOBI BBl OOBACHUAU

— 4 ckazan BaM HACTOAIILYIO

! IpUYUHY.
“No, you did not. You said it :
 )KUAM B O3TOT NOPTPET CAHUIIKOM

of yourself in it. Now, that is child- :
. peGsyecTBO!

ish."”
"Harry," said Basil Hallward,
looking him straight in the face,

feelingis a portrait of the artist, not
he who is revealed by the painter;

it is rather the painter who, on the
coloured canvas, reveals himself.

— Hert. Bul ckazaau, 94TO BAO-
MHOro cebs camoro. Ho Beab 3TO

— Tappu! — ckazaan ba3uab

: XOAAYOpA, TASIASL €My IpSIMO B
"every portrait that is painted with :
. MMCAHHBIA C YYBCTBOM, €CTh, B
of the sitter. The sitter is merely :
the accident, the occasion. It isnot :
: AeAb — 9TO HPOCTO CAYYaMHOCTB.
: He ee packpwlBaeT Ha HOOAOTHE
. XYAOJKHHK, & CKOpee caMOro Ce0sl.

The reason I will not exhibit this :
: 3TOT IOPTPeT, 4TO O0IOCH, He pac-

picture is that I am afraid that I

have shown in it the secret of my
: CTBEHHOW AYIIH.

own soul."”
Lord Henry laughed.
what is that?" he asked.

"I will tell you," said Hallward;

“And |

raaza. — KaXkABIM TOPTpPeT, Ha-

CYIIIHOCTH, IIOPTPEeT XYAOXHUKAG,
da OTHIOAR He €ero MOAEAU. Mo-

[Toromy-TO g M He BBICTABASIO
KPBIA AU 9 B HEM TallHy CBOel cO0-

Aopa lenpu 3acmesdnc4.
— Y10 Xe 3TO 3a TavHa? —

! CIIPOCHA OH.

but an expression of perplexity :
i IIaTeABCTBA MOSIBUAOCH y HETO Ha
! AUIIEe.

came over his face.

"I am all expectation, Basil,"

continued his companion, glanc-
© HMK M IOCMOTPEA Ha HeTo.
"Oh, there is really very little to :

ing at him.

tell, Harry," answered the painter;

. Heuero, lappu, —

“and I am afraid you will hardly :
i ImouMeTe. A IOXKAAyH, BPSIA AU U
. IoBepwuTe.

understand it. Perhaps you will
hardly believe it."

—X
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— 4 CKa’Xy BadM, — OTBETUA
XOMYOPA; HO BLBIpa’>XeHue 3aMe-

d Bechb oxXupaHue, bs-
3HUAB, — IIPOAOAIKAA eTo cobecea-

— O, roBOpUTH-TO TYT IOYTHU

OTBETUA XY-
AOXKHUK. — Ho BpSA AW BB 3TO

— —



Lord Henry smiled, and lean- :

ing down, plucked a pink-pet-
alled daisy from the grass and
examined it. "I am quite sure I
shall understand it," he replied,
gazing intently at the little gold-

anything, provided that it is quite

incredible.”

soms from the trees, and the heavy
lilac-blooms, with their clustering
stars, moved to and fro in the lan-
guid air. A grasshopper began to
chirrup by the wall, and like a blue
thread a long thin dragon-fly float-
ed past on its brown gauze wings.
Lord Henry felt as if he could hear
Basil Hallward's heart beating,
and wondered what was coming.

Pt

Lady Brandon's. You know we
poor artists have to show ourselves
in society from time to time, just to
remind the public that we are not
savages. With an evening coat and
a white tie, as you told me once,
anybody, even a stock-broker, can
gain a reputation for being civi-

lized. Well, after I had been in the HOMY BBIPDA’KEHUIO, BCAKUU, AAJKe

room about ten minutes, talking to
huge overdressed dowagers and
tedious academicians, I suddenly
became conscious that some one

—<

Aopp Tenpu yawplOHYACH, Ha-

{ KAOHHMACS U, COPBABIIU B TpaBe

. OAEAHO-PO30BYIO

Maprapurky,

. IIPUHSIACS ee pacCMaTpPUBaTh.

— 4 COBepIIIeHHO yBepeH, 4TO

IIOMMY BCe, — BO3pa3uA OH, IIpU-
en, white-feathered disk, "and as :
for believing things, I can believe :

CTaABHO PA3TASIAbIBas MAaA€HbKUH,
30AOTUCTBIA KPY’KOK, OIIyIIeH-

HBIM OEABIMUM AeTleCTKaMU, — 4TO
© JKe KacaeTcs BepHI, TO sI MOBEPIO
: 4eMy yrOAHO, AMIIb OBl OHO OBIAO
{ COBCEM HEBEPOSITHO.

The wind shook some blos-

ITopeIB BeTpa CTPAXHYA C Ae-

! peBbeB HECKOABKO AEIIeCTKOB, a
! TSIKEABIe TPO3AbS CUPEHU, MU-

! pUaABL

KpPOIIeYHbIX 3BE3A0YEK,

. 3aKOABIXAAHCh B COHHOM BO3AY-
: xe. Ky3Heuuk 3arpelljan y CTeHBI;
Y, CAOBHO CHHSSI HUTh, AAUHHAA,
: TOHEHBbKasl CTpeKo3a MPOHeCAach
{ MMMO Ha CBOMX TEMHBIX Ta30BBIX
. KpbIABIIITKax. Aopay [eHpu moka-
! 3aA0Ch, YTO OH CABIIIHUT OHEHe
cepala basunaa Xoaayoppa, U OH
: VAUBAEHHO JKAQA, YTO OYAET AQAB-
© e,

“The story is simply this," said
the painter after some time. “Two :
months ago I went to a crush at :

— A€eAo IIOIIPOCTYy BOT B UYeEM, —
CKa3aa uepe3 HEKOTOpOoe BpeMs
XYAOKHUK, — ABa Mecsdla TOMY

© Ha3aA MHe IIPUIIAOCH GBITH Ha Pa-
: yre y Aepu BpaupaoH. Bl 3Haere,
© MBI, GeAHBIE XYAOKHUKU, AOASKHBI
. BpeMsi OT BPEMEHH IIOSIBASTBCS B
: 00IIeCcTBe TOABKO AASI TOTO, UTOOBI
. HAIIOMHUTD AIOASIM, 4TO MBI HE CO-
: BceM aAuKapu. Bo dpake u 6erom
! TaACTyKe, IO BallleMy COGCTBEH-

OMp>XKeBOU MaKAep, MOXKeT IIpU-
: 0OpecTH PpemyTalluio IMBUAM30-
: BAHHOIO YeAroBeKa. Hy, BoT, Bouad
! B 3aAy U TIOOGOATAB MUHYT AECSTh

15
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was looking at me. I turned half-
way round and saw Dorian Gray
for the first time. When our eyes
met, I felt that [ was growing pale.
A curious sensation of terror came
over me. [ knew that I had come
face to face with some one whose
mere personality was so fascinat-
ing that, if I allowed it to do so, it
would absorb my whole nature, my
whole soul, my very art itself. I did
not want any external influence in
my life. You know yourself, Harry,
how independent I am by nature.
I have always been my own mas-
ter; had at least always been so,
till I met Dorian Gray. Then—but
I don't know how to explain it to
you. Something seemed to tell me
that I was on the verge of a terri-
ble crisis in my life. I had a strange
feeling that fate had in store for
me exquisite joys and exquisite
sorrows. I grew afraid and turned
to quit the room. It was not con-
science that made me do so: it was
a sort of cowardice. I take no credit
to myself for trying to escape.”

"Conscience and cowardice
are really the same things, Basil.
Conscience is the trade-name of
the firm. That is all."”

“l don't believe that, Harry,
and I don't believe you do either.

. C Pa3HBIMU Pa30AETHIMU TUTYAO-
BaHHBLIMM BAOBUIIAMU M CKYYHBI-
: MU aKapeMUKaMH, s BAPYT TTOUYB-
CTBOBAaA Ha celOe 4Yel-TO B3TAfA.
¢ 51 mOBEpPHYACS B MTOA-060POTa U B
IIEPBBIM Pa3 B JKU3HU YBUAEA AO-
puaHa Ipesa. Koraa Hamm raaza
. BCTPETUAUCH, 1 IOYYBCTBOBAA, UTO
: 6aepHero. CTpaHHBINM yKac OXBa-
: TUA MeHS. S IOHSIA, YTO CTOAKHYA-
! CSl C YEAOBEKOM, caMasi AMYHOCTh
{ KOTOPOTO OBLIAA TaK O0AsITEABHA,
: 4TO, eCAM GBI I TOABKO IIOAAAACH,
: OHa MOTAa GBI IIOTAOTHTH BCE MOe
i CYILLLeCTBO, BCIO AYIITY, A@Ke caMoe
© MO€ UCKyCCTBO. 51 He XOTeA, 4TOOb!
: Ha MOIO JKM3Hb KTO-HUOYADL BAUSIA
: CO CTOPOHBL Bl Beab caMu 3HaeTe,
: Tapp#, HACKOABKO I HE3aBUCUM
no npupope. A Bcerpa OBIA cam
cebe TOCIIOAVH, 11O KpaliHel Mepe,
: AO BcTpeuu ¢ AopuaHoM [peem. A
. TyT... HO sI He 3HaIO, KaK 9TO BaM
: OOBSICHUTD... YTO-TO IIOACKA3aA0
. MHe, 4TO B MOeil KM3HU ceidac
. COBEPIIUTCS YKACHBIM KaKOW-TO
nepeAoM. S Kak Obl IOYYBCTBOBAA,
: 4TO CyAbOa 3aroTOBHMAA AASI MEHST
| M3BICKAHHBIE PAAOCTH U KaKHUe-TO
. M3BICKAHHBIE MyKH. MHe CTano
: CTpAIHO, U 51 TOBEPHYACS, YTOObI
. IOKMHYTH KOMHaTy. He coBecTb
: mobyAuAa MeHS TaK IOCTYIIUTh,
a CKopee Kakasi-To TpycocTb. U s
: He MOTY IIOCTaBUTh cebe B 3aCAYTY
! 3TO JKeAaHHe YOeKaTh.

— CoBecTs U TPYCOCTH, IIpa-

: BO, OAHO U TO ke, COBECTb — 3TO
! AWIIb BBIBeCKa (pupMbl. BoT n
. BCe.

— 4 sTomy He Bepro, [appu; a

i A@JKe He Bepio, UTO 3TOMY BepUTe



However, whatever was my mo-
tive—and it may have been pride,
for I used to be very proud—I cer-
tainly struggled to the door. There,
of course, I stumbled against Lady
Brandon. 'You are not going to run
away so soon, Mr. Hallward?' she
screamed out. You know her curi-
ously shrill voice?"

"Yes; she is a peacock in
everything but beauty,” said Lord
Henry, pulling the daisy to bits
with his long nervous fingers.

“I could not get rid of her. She
brought me up to royalties, and
people with stars and garters, and
elderly ladies with gigantic tiar-
as and parrot noses. She spoke
of me as her dearest friend. I had
only met her once before, but she
took it into her head to lionize me.
I believe some picture of mine had
made a great success at the time,
at least had been chattered about
in the penny newspapers, which
is the nineteenth-century stand-
ard of immortality. Suddenly I
found myself face to face with the
young man whose personality had
so strangely stirred me. We were
quite close, almost touching. Our
eyes met again. It was reckless of
me, but I asked Lady Brandon to
introduce me to him. Perhaps it
was not so reckless, after all. It was
simply inevitable. We would have
spoken to each other without any
introduction. I am sure of that. Do-

BHI. BO BCIKOM cAydae, KaKOBO Obl
HU OBINO MOe IOOYy>KAeHUue, — MO-
KeT ObITh, 3TO ObIAA TOPAOCTD, TaK
KakK 5 BCceraa ObIA OUeHb TOPA, — S
CTaA TPOTUCKUBATHCS K ABEPSIM.
Ho Tam g, KOHEUYHO, HATOAKHYACS

Ha Arepn BpaHpOH. — «BEI He co-
Oupaerech AM yOeXaTh TaK PaHo,
MHUCTeP XOAAYOPA?» — 3aKpuUya-

AQd OHA. Bepb BB 3HaeTe ee N3yMu-
TEeAbHO-PE3KUM I'OA0C?

— Aa, oHa — TaBAMH BO BCeX
OTHOIIEHUSX, TOABKO HE€ B OTHO-
IIIEHUM KPAaCOTHI, — CKa3aA AOPA
lenpu, pa3pniBasi B KAOUKM Mapra-
PUTKY CBOUMU TOHKUMMU, HEPBHBI-
MM ITaAbIIAMU.

— Sl He MOT OT Hee OTAEAAThCH.
OHa cTara IOABOAUTH MEHS K BbI-
coyarmmm ocobaM, pa3HBIM Ca-
HOBHUKAaM B 3Be3AaX U OpAeHaXx,
K CTapbiM AaMaM B THTaHTCKUX
AMlapeMax U C TaKUMU HOCaMY,
Kak y nonyraeB. OHa roBopuaa
000 MHe, KaK O CBOeM AydllleM
Apyre. Ao TeX IIOp 51 AMIIb OAHAXK-
ABI BUAEA ee, HO OHa BO UTO OBI TO
HU CTAAO, ’KeAaAd, IO-BUAUMOMY,
pas3AyTh MeHsI B 3HAMEHUTOCTb.
KaskeTcd, kakasg-To U3 MOUX Kap-
TUH MMeAd B TO BpeMs OOABIION
ycIex; II0 KpalHen Mepe, O Hel
KpUYaAM pasHble Ta3eThl, 4TO B
XIX BeKe AOAKHO CAYKUTH Me-
puaoM OeccMepTusd. Bapyr g ouy-
THUACSI AWUIIOM K AHWIIY C T€M MO-
AOABIM YEeAOBEKOM, BHENIHOCTH
KOTOPOTO TaK CTPAHHO ITOPa3uAad
MeHd. MBI ObIAM OAWM3KO, HIOY-
T KAaCaAUChb APYT Apyra. B3opsl
HAIlll BCTPETUAUCH ONATH. ITO
OBIAO 0€e3pacCypaCTBOM C MoOeu



