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THE PICTURE
OF DORIAN GRAY






CHAPTER 1

The studio was filled
with the rich smell of
roses!. Lord Henry Wot-
ton” was sitting on the
divan and smoking innu-
merable cigarettes.
Through the open door
came the distant sounds
of the London streets.

* Lord Henry Wotton —
gopx l'eapu Yorton

' B cmyouu cmosa
2ycmoti apomam

po3. / Cmyous OvLra
HAano.AHeHa 2ycmoim
apomamom pos.

was filled — 6blna
HaroJjiHeHa; (opma
MMacCUBHOIO 3aJ10ra
Passive Voice B
MPOIIEIIIEM BpeMEHU
riarona fo fill —
HanoJHTh. CM. ¢. 516



Ockap Yaiiabn

2 9mo meos aynmasn
paboma, b33ua, camoe
ayuuiee u3 ecezo, wmo
mul Hanucan

your best work — TBOSI
JIy4inasi pabota; best —
MPEBOCXOAHASI CTETIEHb
MpuIaraTeJIbHOTro
good. Cm. c. 421

you have ever done —
¢opmMma rimarona fo

do — denamsb B Present
Perfect Tense. Cm.

c. 492.
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In the centre of the
room stood the full-
length portrait™ of a
young man of extraordi-
nary personal beauty, and
in front of it, some little
distance away™, was sit-
ting the artist himself,
Basil Hallward™".

As the painter looked
at the gracious and come-
ly form he had so skil-
fully mirrored in his art,
a smile of pleasure passed
across his face. He sud-
denly 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

* full-length portrait —
IIOPTPET B MOJHBIN POCT

oy

* some little distance away —
Ha HeOOJIBIIIOM PACCTOSHUHI

“* Basil Hallward — Basnuxa
Xoryop/




IToprpet [opuaua I'pea

Lord Henry. “You must
certainly send it next
year to the Grosvenor”.
The Academy is too large
and too vulgar.

The Grosvenor is real-
ly the only place to ex-
hibit a painting like
that.”

“I don’t think I shall
send it anywhere,” the
painter answered, mov-
ing his head in that odd
way that used to make
his friends laugh at him
at Oxford. “No, I won’t
send it anywhere.3”

Lord Henry elevated
his eyebrows and looked
at him in amazement
through the thin blue
wreaths of smoke™. “Not
send it anywhere? My

* Grosvenor — I'pocBeHOD

wreaths of smoke — xoJIb-
a gbiMa
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3 Hem, s nuxyda smo
He nowro.

won’t = will not,
oTpulaTeabHas popma
m1aroJa fo send —
nocol1ams B IPOCTOM
OymyiieM BpeMeH!
Future Simple. 3nech
will not (won’t) umeet
ellé U MoJaJbHbII
OTTEHOK 3HAYECHUS
JUTSI BBIDOKEHMST
HeXeJTaHUsT YTO-TU00
caenatb. CM. c. 457.



Ockap Yaiiabn

4 A 3naro, 6ot 6yoeme
cmeamues Ha0o MHOI,
HO 5 OelicmeumebHo
He M02y 6bICINA6AAND
amom nopmpem.

you will laugh — BbI
OyneTe CMesIThCS;
¢opmMma rmpocroro
OymylIero BpeMeH!
Future Simple riaroia
to laugh — cmesmocs.
Cwm. c. 477

[ can’t (= cannot) —

sl HE MOTY;
oTpuLaTeIbHas hopMa
MOJIaJILHOTO IJ1aroja
can — mMo4b, OBbITH B
coctostHuu. [locne can
CMBICJIOBOW IJIaroJj
VIIOTp. 6€3 YaCTHIIBI 0.
CM. c. 450, 446.
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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 exhib-
it 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:

* A portrait like this would
set you far above all the young
men in England. — 9ror mop-
TpeT BO3HEC OBl TebOA MHOTO
BBIIII€ BCEX MOJIOABIX XYIOKHU-
KOB AHMInm.

“* I have put too much of my-
self into it. — {1 BaoxuI B Hero
CJAUIIKOM MHOT'O CaMOT0 cels.
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you are not in the least
like him®.”

“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 bet-
ter not to be different
from other people. The
stupid and ugly have the
best of this world. Dori-
an Gray™ —”

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

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

* you are not in the least
like him — T®I HUUYTH HA HeTO
He TOXO0K

* Dorian Gray — [Hopuan
Tpeit
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5 Tot ne nonumaeurs
mensa, Iappu

don’t understand —

He TTOHUMAIo,

He MOHUMaelllb;
oTpuLaTeIbHas popma
MPOCTOTO HACTOSIILIETO
BpeMeHHU Present
Simple rnarona

to understand —
nouumams. CM. c. 468.
¢ S mebe npaedy
2060pI0.

am telling — roBopio;
(bopma HacTostIero
TPOIIOJIKEHHOTO
BpeMeHHu Present
Continuous riaroja
to tell — eosopumo.
Present Continuous
OITUCHIBAET AEHCTBUE,
KOTOPOE TIPOVCXOIUT
B HACTOSIIIIUIA MOMEHT.
CM. c. 482.

7 S ne namepesaacsa
2060punts 3mo mebe.
didn’t intend — He
HamepeBascs;
OoTpuLIaTeIbHAs
¢opma rmpocroro
MPOIIEIIIEero
Bpemenu Past Simple
ryarona fo intend —
Hamepesamocs. CM.

c. 473.



Ockap Yaiiabn

8 Hy, a nouemy nem?
YnorpeouTteabHbI

BOIIPOC B YCTHOM peyu.

Cnenyet 3alIOMHUTb.

9 A noaazaro, mot
dymaeuts, umo 3mo
ouens eayno? — Coecem
Hem, coécem Hem,
dopoeoii moii brzua.

not at all — coBceM
HET; HUYero
IMOJ0OHOT0, YBEPSIO
Bac. BexxmBbrit
OTPUILIATEIBHBIN OTBET
Ha BOIPOC, OYEHb
YIIOTPeOUTEIbHBIN B
ycTHOM peun. CiemyeT
3aTTIOMHUTb.

10 wcenam

I am married — st
JKEHAT; 51 3aMyKeM.
VYnorpeburenbHast
KOHCTPYKIIUS; CIIeIyeT
3alIOMHUTb.

1 gpye dpyea

each other —

ApYr Ipyra;
CJIOBOCOYETAHUE,
HCIIOTb3yeMOE B
KayecTBe B3aUMHOTO
MECTOMMEHMSI.

10
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“But why not?%”

“Oh, I can’t explain.
When I like people im-
mensely, 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 sup-
pose 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 stories
with the most serious
faces.”




IToprpet [opuaua I'pea

“I hate the way you
talk about your married
life, Harry,” said Basil
Hallward, walking to-
wards the door that led
into the garden. “I be-
lieve you are really a
very good husband, but
that you are ashamed of
it. You are an extraordi-
nary fellow. You never
say a good thing, and
you never do a wrong
thing. Your cynicism is
simply a pose!2.”

“Being natural is sim-

2 Baw uyunuzm —
npocmo nosa.

006 ynorpebaeHUN
HEOIPeNETIEHHOTO
apTUKIIS cM. c. 387
Your — TIPUTSIKa-
TEJIbBHOE MECTOUME-

. Hue. Cwum. c. 410.
ply a pose,” cried Lord 5 Borocs, 1 doacen
Henry, laughing; and the cetinac yiimu

have to go — NOJIXEeH
UATH/YIATH; have

10 — DKBUBAJIEHT
MOJAJIbHOTO IJIaroya
must — doadcen,
3ByyYalllMii Msrye,
MeHee KaTeropuyHo,
yeM must; TI0O3TOMY
have to ynotpebisieTcs
B peyu yalle, YeMm
must. CM. c. 454, 438.

11

two young men went out
into the garden together.
After a pause, Lord Hen-
ry 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 ex-
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Ockap Yaiiabn

4 ¢ kapmune caumxom
MHO020 OM 84C CAMO20.
yourself — BO3BpaTHOE
MECTOMMEHHUE.

Cwm. c. 413.

12

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 rea-
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.




IToprpet [opuaua I'pea

“Oh, there is really
very little to tell, Har-
ry,” answered the paint-
er, “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 Bran-
don’s'. After I had been
in the room for about ten
minutes, I suddenly real-
ized that someone was
looking at me. I turned
around and saw Dorian
Gray for the first time!".
When our eyes met, I felt

© © 0 © 0 0 0 00 0 0 0 0000 0000000000000 000000 0000000000000 0000000000000 00

15 6orocw, 6t 6ps0 au
noiiméme 3mo.

will hardly understand —
€l1Ba Jiu orMeTe; hop-
Ma IIPOCTOro OYIyILEro
Bpemenu Future Simple
rarona to understand —
nonumams. Hapeune
hardly — edsa nipunaér
KOHCTPYKIIVY JIETKUIA
MOIATbHBIN OTTEHOK
COMHEHHSI.

16 Jlea mecaua momy
Ha3ao s OvLa 6 20cMAX HA
eeuepe y aedu bpanoon.
two months ago — n1Ba
Mecsila ToMy Hazan. Ha-
peure BpeMeHH C Ipo-
TYKTUBHBIM KOMIIOHEH-
TOM ago, 00pa3yIoIIuM
C IpyTUMH CJI0OBaMU
(day, year, etc.), 060-
3HAYaAIOLIVMU BpeMsI,
COOTBETCTBYIOIINE
KOHCTPYKUUU: three days
ago — mpu OHs Ha3ao, ten
years ago — decamb jem
momy Ha3ad U T. 1.

Lady Brandon’s — y neqmn
BpaHmoH (1. €. B 1oMe
neny bpaHmoH), ykaza-
HUE Ha IOM OIyCKaeTCst
Brandon’s — hopma nipu-
TSKATeTbHOTO Majiexa
amumiu bpanmoH. CwM.
c. 400.

13



Ockap Yaiiabn

17" ¢ nepevlii pas, enepevie
KoHcTpykius, umero-
111as1 3HAUYEHKUE Hapevust
BpeMEHH, YIIOTpeOu-
TeJIbHa B peuu.

18 s nowyecmeoean, Kax
KP08b OMX.AbIHYAA OM
auua.

felt the blood leaving —
0co0ast TpaMMaTHYeCKasT
KoHcTpykimst Complex
Object (cmoxHoe
TIOTIOIHEHME) C PSIIOM
IJIaroJioB, TAKMX KaK

fo want — xomems,

to know — 3nameo,

to ask — npocumos 1

IIp. ¥ C TJIarojlaMu,
BBIPXAIOUIMMU
YyBCTBEHHOE
BOCIIPUSITHE: 10

see — audemn, 1o

hear — caviuams, to
Sfeel — uyscmeosamo

u 1p. I[lepeBonurcs

Ha PYCCKUM SI3bIK
MPUIATOYHBIMU
JOTIOTHUTETbHBIMU
MIPeUTOXKEHUSIMU C
COI03aMU 4mo, 4moobl,
Kak. 31ech rnocie
riarona feel (B hopme
TMIPOLIEAIIETO BpeMEH!
felt) — uyscmeosamo
MOCJIEAYIOLIUIA TJIaroj
yIIoTpeOIEH B (popme

14
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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 intro-
duce me to him. It was
simply inevitable.”

“What did Lady Bran-
don say about Mr. Dorian
Gray?”

“Oh, something like
‘Charming boy. I don’t
know what he does —
I think he doesn’t do an-
ything. 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?'.”
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“Laughter is not at all
a bad beginning for a
friendship,” said the
young lord, picking an-
other flower, “and it is
the best ending for one.”

Hallward shook his
head. “You don’t under-
stand 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 be-
tween people. I choose
my friends for their
beauty, my acquaintanc-
es for their good charac-
ters and my enemies for
their intelligence. A man
cannot be too careful in
the choice of his enemies.
Of course, I hate my re-
lations. And I hate poor
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TIPUYACTHS HACTOSIIIIETO
BpeMeHHU leaving (OT
raroja fo leave —
noKuoams, 0CMagAsimy).
Cwm. c. 533.

1 Hawu 632450061 cHosa
ecmpemuauce.

met — BCTPETUIIHCD;
(opma poctoro
TMPOILEIIET0 BpeMEHH
Past Simple riarona fo
meet. CM. ¢. 473

our — Halll, HalllK;
TPUTSIKATETBHOE
MeCTOMMEHME, CM.

c. 410.

2 on uzpaem na
dopmenuano

plays — urpaer; ¢popma
TPOCTOTO HACTOSIIIIETO
BpeMeHu Present Simple
riarona fo play B 3-m
JIMLIE efl. Yyuca.

to play the piano —
WTPaTh Ha (HhOPTENMaHo;
obpartunTe BHUMaHUe Ha
OTCYTCTBUE TIPEJIOra,
KOTODBIi €CTh B
PYCCKOM TepeBojie

(Ha dopTenuaHo).

OO0 ymotpebieHun
OTpeneIEHHOTO apTUKIIS
cM. c. 391.

2 Tlopuan u s, mot 06a,
PaACcCMesLAUCH U cpa3y
cmaau opy3vamu.
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