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Hoporue npy3bs!

Kak wu3BecTHO, JIy4lIMi CMOCOO YUYUTh MHOCTPAHHLIA
SI3bIK — DTO YMTATh XYAOXECTBeHHYIO TuTepatypy. Ho uteHue
JIOJDKHO OBITh HE TOJBKO IMOJIE3HBIM, HO M YBJIEKATEIbHBIM.
IToaTOMY MBI OTOOpaNIU 151 BaC Ty4IINE TPOU3BEACHUS MUPO-
BOIt iuTepatypbl. B KHUrax cepuu «AHrauicKass KOJICKIIMS:
yuTaeM, NMepeBOAMM, CIyIIacM» Bbl HAIETe amanTUPOBaHHEIS
TEKCTbI MPOU3BENCHUI HA aHIVIMICKOM $I3bIKE C TMapajieb-
HBIM IIEPEBOIOM Ha PYCCKUIA.

Bce aHrmuiickue TEKCThl 03BYYE€HbI HOCUTENSIMU SI3bIKA U
COBEPILICHHO OecnAamHbl.

YToOBI BOCIOJIL30BaThCSI OECIIATHBIM ayaAUONPUIOXKEHM -
€M, Heo0XOJIUMO:

* orckaHupoBaTb QR-Koa B Hayase Kaxaoii IJ1aBhl,

* TICPEWTHU MO CChUIKE,

* Ha)xaTb Ha KHOIKY BOCIPOU3BEACHMUSI.

ITocne aTOro BbI CMOXKETE COBEPLIEHHO OECIIaTHO MC-
M0JIb30BaTh ayAUONPUIIOKEHHUE.

XKemaewm ycriexos!
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Chapter 1

he studio was filled with the rich
X smell of roses. Lord Henry Wotton
o= was sitting on the divan and smok-

ing innumerable cigarettes. Through the
open door came the distant sounds of the London
streets.

In the centre of the room stood the full-length por-
trait of a young man of extraordinary personal beauty,
and in front of it, some little 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 certainly send it next
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I'maBsa 1

MaCTepCKaﬂ ObUTa HAIlOJIHEHA TYCTBIM apoOMaTOM
po3. Jlopa l'eHpu YOTTOH cuzen Ha AuUBaHe U
Kypw1 Oecuuc/ieHHble Mamupochl. Yepe3 OTKPHITYIO
ZIBEpb JOHOCWIWCH OTAAJEHHBIE 3BYKU JIOHAOHCKUX

YUTHIL.

[Tocpeay KOMHATBI CTOSUI TTOPTPET B IOJHBINA POCT
MOJIOZIOTO YeJIOBeKa HeOOBIKHOBEHHOW KpAacCOThI, U
mepe;l HUM Ha HeOOJBIIOM pPACCTOSHUM CHUZENT caM
XyZOXHUK — baszun Xosutyopz,.

Korza XygosKHUK CMOTpes Ha TpalyMo3Hylo, Ipe-
KpacHyi0 GUTypy, KOTOPYIO OH TaK yMeJO0 OTPaswI
B CBOEM IIOpPTpeTe, ero JMI0 o3apsja JAOBOJIbHAs
ynbioka. OH BHE3alTHO BCKOYW/I M, 3aKPBIB IJIa3a,
MpYKal Taablibl K BeKaM.

— Orto Jsyymias TBosi pabota, basui, Jydinee, 4To
THI Korga-mubo genan, — ckasan Jlopa TleHpu. —
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year to the Grosvenor. 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 eyebrows and looked at
him in amazement through the thin blue 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 Eng-
land.”

“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.”
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Tbl, KOHEYHO, JO/KEH IOoChaTh €€ B CleAylleM
rony B I'pocBeHOp. AKaZieMus CIUIIKOM OOUIMpPHAsA
¥ CJWIIKOM ByJbrapHasi.

I'pocBeHOp — 3TO eIWHCTBEHHOE MECTO, YTOOBI
BBICTABJIATh TaKue PabOTHI.

— He aymar, 4TO Kyza-HUOYAb IOIUIKO 3TOT
MOPTPET, — OTBETWI Xy[OXXHUK, OTKHUHYB T'OJIOBY IIO
TOW CTpPaHHOW INPUBBIYKE, KOTOpasi OOBIYHO BeceIuIa
ero apyseii B Oxcdopze. — Her, a1 He Oyay ero
HUKY/J]a TOCBHLIATD.

Jlopz, TeHpu ToOgHSUI OPOBU U B M3YMJIEHUU TTOCMO-
TpeJl Ha HEero CKBO3b TOHKHE TOMyOble KOJIbIIA JAbIMA.

— Hukyza He mouwéms? Moil Joporout Apyr,
noyemy? Kakue cTpaHHBIE JIOAU BB, XYZAOXKHUKU!
OTOT TOPTPeT BO3HEC ObI TeOS MHOTO BHINIE BCEX
MOJIOJBIX XYZO0>KHUKOB AHTIJIUU.

— 4 3Hato, yTO TH OyZelnrb HAJO MHOU CMESThb-
cs1, — OTBeTw1 ba3wia, — HO A JAeUCTBUTENBHO He
MOTY BBICTABUTh O3TOT IOPTpPeT. fl BIOKWI B HEro
CJIUIIKOM MHOI'O CaMoro ceos.

Jlopa, T'eHpu BBITAHYJICA Ha AUBaHE U 3aCMeESICA.
— CiumkoM MHoOro camoro cebs! YectHoe ciio-
BO, ba3wi, 3TOT 4enoBeK AeNCTBUTEIbHO KpacuB. He
JbcTH cebe, Ba3wi: ThI HUYYTh Ha HETO HE ITOXOXK.
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“You don’t understand me, Harry,” answered the
artist. “I know that perfectly well. Indeed, I should be
sorry to look like him. I am telling you the truth. It is
better not to be different from other people. The stu-
pid and the 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

2

you.
“But why not?”

“Oh, I can’t explain. When I like people immense-
ly, 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 married, 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 stories
with the most serious faces.”
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— Tsl He moHUMAaemb MeHd, [appu, — OTBeTWI
XyO’)KHUK. — f 3T0 oTnmyHo 3Hato. Jla MHe Obl
M He XOTeJoCh IMOXOAWUTh Ha Hero. fl roBopio Tebe
npapzy. Jlydile He OTIMYATbCA OT JAPYTUX JIIOJEH.
[mymble W ypoaJjuBble B 3TOM MHpe IIpeyCleBaroT.
Jopuan I'peii...

— Jlopuan I'peii? Tak ero 30ByT? — CIIPOCWJI JIOPZ,
l'enpu, npoxozna depe3 xoMHarTy K basuny Xosryopzy.

— ,Z[a, 3TO ero mmsd. f He xXoTen rOBOpPHUTD Tebe.

— Ho nouemy HeT?

— O, s He Mory o0BsicHUTh. Korza MHe oueHb Hpa-
BATCS JIFOAYW, s HUKOTZIAa HUKOMY He Ha3bIBal0 UX MMEH.
Korma s Temepb yekaro M3 ropofa, s HUKOIJA He CO-
obmato posHbIM, KyAa eay. Ecim ObI ckasasl, TO JIMIITHICS
OBl Bcero yZoBosbCTBUsA. COIIaceH, 3TO WIyTas MPUBBIYKA.
HaBepHfKa TBI AyMaelllb, YTO 3TO OYEHb IJIYTIO?

— Hwuckonbko, — oTBeTWI JiopA ['eHpu, — HU-
CKOJIbKO, MOU goporo¥ baszwi. Tel, KaxkeTcs, 3a0bl-
Baelllb, YTO I JKeHAT, MO3TOMY MOS >XW3Hb IOJIHA
TalH: A HUKOTJA He 3HAlo, IZle MOsA KeHa, a Mof
’)KeHa HUKOTZla He 3HaeT, 4To A Jenaio. Korza mbl
BCTpeYaeMcsi, Mbl C CaMBbIMHM CePbE3HBIMHU JUIlAMU
pacckasbiBaeM JpyT APyTy camble HeJelble WUCTOPUM.
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“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 ashamed of it.
You are an extraordinary fellow. You never say a good
thing, and you never do a wrong thing. Your cynicism
is simply a pose.”

“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.

“I am afraid I have to go, Basil,” he said in a quiet
voice. “But before I go I want you to explain 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 feel-
ing is a portrait of the artist, not the sitter. The rea-

10
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— TeprieTp He MOry, Kak Thl F'OBOPUILb O CBOEU
ceMelHOU ku3HU, ['appu, — ckasan bazun Xosnyopg,
Uad K [Bepu, KoTopas Beila B cag. — A gymaro,
YTO Thl Ha CaMOM Jiejle OYeHb IPUMEPHBIM MYyX, HO
THl CTBIAUIIBCA 3TOr0. Thl — YAWUBUTEIBHBIA JPYT.
Tl HUKOTZIJa HE TOBOPHUIIbL HUYErO XOpOLIero — U
THl HUKOT/IA He COBepllaellb HUYEro AypHoro. TBOU
LIMHU3M — IIPOCTO I103a.

— DBBITh ecTecTBEHHBIM — 3TO IIPOCTO I103a, —
KPUKHYJ, cCMesich, JiopA, ['eHpH; U ABa MOJIOABIX dYe-
JIOBEeKa BMeCTe BBIILIM B caf,.

[TomonyaB, jopa T'eHpU BBHITALIWI Yachl.

— borock, 4TO JOMMKEH uATH, basmi, — TUXO
ckazan OH. — Ho mpexze, 4yeM A yuay, A Xouy,
9TOOBI TBI OOBACHWI MHeE, MOYeMy Thl He XO4Yelllb
BBICTaBIAThL IopTpeT /JlopuanHa I'ped. I xody 3HaTh
HaCTOAILYIO IPUYUHY.

— 41 HazBanm Tebe HACTOAILIYIO IPUYHUHY.

— HeT, He HasBaa. Thl CcKasaja, 4TO 3TO H3-3a
TOro, 4YTO B HEM CJIUIIKOM MHOro Tebs camoro. Ho
Belb 3TO pebAYecTBO.

— Tlappu, — ckasan bazun XosutyopZ, CMOTpA
eMy OpAMO B JIUILIO, — KaXbIA MOPTPET, HalMCAHHBIN
C YYBCTBOM, fBJIAETCA MNOPTPETOM XYZOXKHHKA, a He
TOro, KTO eMy mno3upoBaji. [IpyymHa, IO KOTOPOU

11
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son 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,” an-
swered the painter, “and I am afraid you will hardly
understand it. 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 Brandon’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?”

12
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1 He Oy[y BBICTABJIATH 3Ty KApTUHY, 3aKJIIOYAETCS
B TOM, 4YTO s 0OOIOCh, YTO TIOKa3aJl B HeHM TalHy
cBOell COOCTBEHHOU yIu.

Jlopn, Tenpu sacmesicA.
— W B uyéMm Xe OoHa? — CIPOCUJ OH.

— O, fa u roBopuTh IOYTU Heuero, lappu, —
OTBETWI XYAOXXHUK, — U 5 OOIOCh, YTO THI BPSZ JU
noviMéntb. [Toxkamyl, Thl BpsZ JIU U TIOBEPUIIb 3TOMY.

Jlopz, TeHpu y/nbIGHY/ICA Y COPBaJl B TpaBe LIBETOK.

— { coBepuieHHO yBepeH, YTO IONMY, — OTBe-
TWI OH, pa3smIAfblBasg I[BETOK, — f MOIY IIOBEPUTHb
YyeMy YTOZHO.

— MHcropua TakoBa, — cKasal XyZOXKHUK. — JIBa
Mecsla HaszaZd A ObUl Ha npuéme y jeau BpaHJOH.
[IpoOBIB B KOMHATE OKOJIO JIECATH MUHYT, S BHE3aITHO
MOHSJI, 9YTO Ha MeHA KTO-TO cMOTpUT. f obepHyscsa
u Buepsble yBuzaen Jlopuana I'peda. Korza Hamwm rmia-
3a BCTPeTWINCh, f IOYYBCTBOBAJ, Kak OiexgHero. f
3HaJI, YTO OTOT IOHOIIA CTaHET BCel Moeu AyIIoW,
BCEM MOMM HCKYCCTBOM. fl HcIyrajca U IOCIEIINI
BBIUTU U3 KOMHATBHI.

— Yto THI caenan?

13
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“We were quite close, almost touching. Our eyes
met again. I asked Lady Brandon to introduce me to
him. It was simply inevitable.”

“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 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 beginning for a friend-
ship,” said the young lord, picking another flower,
“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

2

you.

“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 beauty, my acquaintances for their
good characters and my enemies for their intelli-
gence. A man cannot be too careful in the choice of
his enemies. Of course, I hate my relations. And

14
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— MbI 6bUTH OYeHb OJIM3KU, MOYTH KACAIUCh APYT
Apyra. Hamm rmasa cHOBa BCTPETHIIHCH. §1 TIOMIPOCHII,
9TOOBI Jiein BpaHAOH MeHs eMy MpeACTaBWwIa. JTO
OBUIO MPOCTO HEU3OEKHO.

— Yrto negu bpsHAoH ckasama o mucrepe [lo-
puane I'pee?

— O, HeuTo Bpoge: «OyapoBaTeJIbHBIM MaJb-
yuk. fl He 3HalO, 4eM OH 3aHMUMaeTcA: AyMar, YTO
HUYeM. AX Ja, OH urpaetr Ha QOpTenbsIHO — WIU
Ha CKpuUIlKe, Joporoii mucrep I'peii?» [lopuan u 4
3acMesnch, U MBI Cpasy CTajay [JpYy3bAMU.

— CMex — COBCeM HEIUIOXOe Havyaslo s APYK-
OB, — CKa3aJ MOJIOZIOM JIOpZA, CpbIBas ellé OJWH
I[BETOK, — U OH — JIyd4illee €€ OKOHYaHUE.

XoJutyopZ, TIOKavaj TOJIOBOM.
— Tsl He TIOHMMAEIb, YTO Takoe JApy:kba, I'appu.
Jlns Tebss BCE eauHO.

— OTO He Tak! — BOCKJUKHYN Jopz I'eHpuy,
cABUrad UUIANY Ha 3aTbUIOK U CMOTPA Ha JIeTHee
Hebo. — { mpekpacHo pasnuyaio jroged. f BbIOU-
paro CBOMX Jpy3ed 3a HUX KpacoTy, 3HAaKOMBIX — 3a
ux J00phIii HpaB, a BparoB — 3a ux yM. Henbsd
OBITH CIUULKOM OCTOPOXXHBIM B BbIOOpe Bparos. Pas-
yMeeTcsaA, 1 HEHaBWXYy CBOUX POACTBEHHUKOB. U a
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