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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

the cultivated. For these there is

beautiful things mean only beauty.

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

seeing his own face in a glass.

part of the subject-matter of the

fect medium. No artist desires to

—X

[ Ipeancaosue

XyAOKHUK — 3TO TOT, KTO CO3-
A@eT KpaCUBbIe BEIIu.

PackpbiTh XYAOKECTBO u
CKPBITb XYAO’KHHUKA — TaKOBa Yy

© XYAOYKECTBA IIeAb.

KpuUTUK — 3TO TOT, KTO B HOBOM

: MaHepe, UAHU TOAB3YSICh HOBBIM Ma-
. TepHhaAoM, BBIPA3UT CBOE BIleuarT-
. A€HHe OT 9THX KPACHUBBIX BEIIeil.

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 AFOAM KYALTYpHBIE. AAsT HUX
hope. They are the elect to whom
© M36paHHBIX IPeKpaCHbIe Bellly UC-
: KAIOUMTEABHO O3HAYaloT KPacoTy.

There is no such thing as a :
moral or an immoral book. Books :
: XOpOIIIO HallMCaHHbIe, U eCTh KHU-
. I'M, TAOXO HamMCaHHBIE. TOABKO.

The nineteenth century dislike :
of realism is the rage of Caliban :
: KaanbaHa, BHASIIETO B 3epKaAe
! CcBOE 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 :

Kputnka, naoxad u xopouras,
BCeTpa ecThb aBToOMOrpadus.

Tak 9TO Te, KTO BUAAT pa3Bpar-
HOe B IIpeKpacHOM, caMH pa3Bpar-
HBI U TPUTOM He IIpeKpacHbBI. JTO

Haxoputs B IIpeKpaCHBIX Be-
IaX TaKXKe U1 IIpeKpaCHbIe HACU

elle ecTh HAAeXKAA. 1 TOABKO AAS

HeT Hu HpaBCTBEHHBIX, HU 0€3-
HPABCTBEHHBIX KHUT. ECTh KHUTH,

Henmpusazub AeBATHAALIATOTO
BEeKa K peaamsMy — 3TO SIpPOCThb

Henpusizab  AeBSTHAAIIQTOTO
BeKa K POMaHTU3My — 3TO SIPOCTh
Kaaubana, He BUALIIErO B 3epKa-
A€ CBOero Aulla. Ybsa-HuOyAb HpaB-

. CTBeHHAsl >XKU3Hb MOXKET TOPOH
artist, but the morality of art con- :
sists in the perfect use of an imper- :
© XyAOJKECTBA —
prove anything. Even things that :
are true can be proved. No artist :

OKa3aTbCsd CIO’KETOM XYAOKHU-
Ka; OAHAKO BCS HPABCTBEHHOCTH
B COBEpPIIEHHOM
IpPUMEHEHUU HECOBEPIIEHHBIX
cpepCcTB. HU epAuMHBIN 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 JKeraeT YTO-AM0O AOKa3bIBaTh,
BeAb AOKa3aHbI MOTYT OBLITH AdaKe
AOCTOBEpHBbIE UCTUHBIL.

Hu y Kakoro XypOKHUKa He
ObIBaeT 3TUYECKUX IPUCTPACTUM.
OTHYecKre IMPUCTPACTUSI B Xy-
AOKHUKE eCTb HeNpOCTUTEeAbHas
MaHEePHOCTh CTHAS. boae3HeHHBIX
XyAOKHUKOB HeT. XyAOKHUK MO-
JKeT m300pa’kaTh Bce. MBICAL U
A3BIK AAST XYAOKHUKQ, — OPYAUS
ero xypoxkecrsa. I'lopok u Gecro-
POYHOCTBL AAS XYAOKHUKA — Ma-
TepHUaAbl ero XyAOXKecTBa. B oT-
HOIIIeHUU (POPMBI, MYy3BIKa €CThb
nepBoobpa3 BCSKOTO HCKYCCTBA.
B oTHoOueHWM 4YyBCTBa, II€PBO-
0o0pa3oM SIBASIETCS AMITEAEUCTBO
akTepa. Bcsikoe MCKycCTBO OAHO-
BPEMEHHO eCTb U MOBEPXHOCTb U
CUMBOA. Te, KTO IIPOHUKAIOT IrAyO-
Ke IIOBEePXHOCTH, CaMM OTBET-
CTBEHHHI 3a 3TO. Te, KTO pa3rajbl-
BaIOT CUMBOA, CAMU OTBETCTBEHHEBI
3a 9T0. 160 3puTeAs, a He KU3Hb,
IIOMCTUHE OTpa’kaeT MCKYCCTBO.
Hecoraacue MHeHUM 0 KaKOM-HU-
OyAb CO3AQHUM WCKYCCTBA CBU-
AETEeABCTBYET, YTO 3TO CO3AaHUe
HOBO, CAOKHO M >XuU3HeHHO. Ecan
KPUTUKU MeKAY cOO0OM He COoTAac-
HBI, — XYAOXHHUK B COTAACHUU C
co6010. MBI MOXKeM MPOCTUTH de-
AOBEKQ@, CO3AAIOUIET0 IIOAE3HYIO
BeIllb, €CAM CaM OH He BOCXUIIaeT-
cs ero. EAMHCTBEHHOE olipaBAaHUe
AAST  CO3AQIOIIETO  OeCIIOAE3HYIO
Belllb — 5TO TO, YTO Ka>XABLIN BOC-
XMIaeTcs ero 6e3MepHO.

Bce wuCKycCcTBO COBepIIEHHO
OeCIIOAe3HO.

Ockap Yaliabg



Chapter |

The studio was filled with the
rich odour of roses, and when the
light summer wind stirred amidst :
TepKa IIPOHOCUAOCH B CaAy MeK
. ACPEeBBLSIMH, B OTKPBLITYIO ABEpb
scent of the lilac, or the more del-
icate perfume of the pink-flower- :
 30BOTO ITHUIIOBHUKA.

From the corner of the divan of
Persian saddle-bags on which he :

the trees of the garden, there came
through the open door the heavy

ing thorn.

was lying, smoking, as was his cus-

honey-coloured blossoms of a la-

um of an art that is necessarily im-
of swiftness and motion. The sul-
len murmur of the bees shoulder-

monotonous insistence round the

stillness more oppressive. The dim

don note of a distant organ.

—X

Yacre |

MacTepckast OblAa TIpONIUTaHa
IIPSSHBIM apoOMaToOM PO3, U, KOTAA
AerKoe AyYHOBEHUe AEeTHEero Be-

BIIABIBAA YAYIHAHBBIﬁ 3allaX cCrupe-
HHW UAM TOHKOE 6AaFOYXElHI/Ie PoO-

/\esKa B YTAY AUBAHQ, IIOKPHITOTO
IIEPCUACKUME YellpakaMU, U Kyps,

{ II0 OOBIKHOBEHMIO, OAHY 3@ APYTOO
tom, innumerable cigarettes, Lord :
Henry Wotton could just catch
the gleam of the honey-sweet and
{ AOBO-IIBETHBIX AEIEeCTKOB AaAbIIMUH-
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-
: ABVWDKEHUE B HEIIOABYIKHOM IO CBO-
mobile, seek to convey the sense
© JKyJKOK@HHUe IT9eA, TO IPOOUBABIIIX
: cebe AOpOr'y B HECKOIIIEHHOMN BBICO-
ing their way through the long
unmown grass, or circling with :
. MBIALHBIMH, 30AOYEHBIMU yCUKaMU
dusty gilt horns of the straggling :
woodbine, seemed to make the

OeCurCAeHHBbIE TIAMPOCHL,  AOPA,
lerpu YOTTOH MOT MEABKOM YAQBAU-
BaThb CUSTHUE MEABSIHO-CAQAKUX U Me-

CKOT'O PAaKUTHUKA, TPETeTHhIE BETBU
KOTOPOTO, Ka3aA0Ch, EABA BHIAEPIKU-
BaAM TSKECTb CBOEM TAaMeHHO-Ip-
KOM KpacOThl; U3PEAKA IO AAUHHBIM
IIIEAKOBBIM 3aHaBeCSIM TPOMAAHOTO
OKHQ, CO3AaBasi Ha MIHOBeHUe 3(-
deKT SATTOHCKOM >KUBOMHUCH, ITPO-
HOCUAUCHE (PAHTACTUYECKUE TeHU
MPOAETABIINX MUMO HTHII, 3aCTaB-
ASIsT AOPAQ YOTTOHA AyMaTb O TOKUU-
CKUX JKEATOAUIIBIX XYAO’KHUKAX,
CTPEMSIITUXCS BBLIPA3UTL TIOPLIB U

el IIPUPOAE UCKyCCTBe. ApEeMOTHOE
KOU TpaBe, TO C OAHOOOpA3HOM Ha-
CTOMYMBOCTBIO KDY KUBIIMXCSI HaA,

BBIOIIIENCSI A€CHOM MaABBBIL, KakK
OyATO AeAand THUIIMHY ellle Ooaee

TATOCTHOM. [Ayxoi Irya AOHAOHA AO-
roar of London was like the bour- :
: AQAEKOro OpraHa.

7

HOCHACS CIOAQ@, KaK 0acoBBI€ HOTHI
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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 I have gone there, there have
been either so many people that I
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

[Tocpepyn KOMHATBHI Ha MOAB-
OepTe CTOSIA TOPTPET MOAOAOTO
YeAOBeKa HEeOOBLIKHOBEHHOM Kpa-
COTBI BO BECh POCT, a Iepeap HUM,
HEMHOTI'O II0OAAAB, CUAEA U CaM XY-
AOKHUK, B33uab XOAAYOpA, BHe-
3aMHOe UCYe3HOBEHUEe KOTOPOTO
HECKOABKO AeT TOMY Ha3aA BbI3Ba-
AO B OOIIIeCTBe TaK MHOTIO IIIYMY U
BO30YAUAO HEMAAO CTPAHHBIX TOA-
KOB.

Korpa XypOKHUK B3TASTHYA Ha
Irpalo3HYyI0, KPacuBylo (hUrypy,
TaK KUCKYCHO OTPa’kKeHHYIO €Tr0 KU-
CTBIO, YABIOKA YAOBOABCTBUS IIOSI-
BHAACh U KakK OBI 3aCTHIAA Y HETO
Ha Amnile. BHe3amrHo OH BCKOYHA H,
3aKPBIB I'Ad3a, IPUKaA CBOU BEKUA
MaAbLlAMU, OYATO CTapasCh yAep-
KaTb y cebd B MO3Ty KaKOMU-TO
YYAHBIM COH, OT KOTOPOro OH 00-
SIACSI IPOCHYTHCS.

— OTO Ballle Ay4lllee IIpOu3Be-
AeHue, B33uAb, Ayulllag U30 BCEX
BaMU HAIMCAHHBLIX KapTUH, —
IPOrOBOPUA AOpA, [eHpu TOM-
HO. — BBl HenmpeMeHHO AOAKHBI
BBEICTABUThH €ro B OyAyIIleM rOAY B
Grosvenor Gallery. AkapeMuue-
CKasl BBICTABKAa CAMIIIKOM BEAUKAa
U ByAbrapHa. Korpa Obl MHe HU
CAY4aAOCh TaM OBIBATh, TaM BCeT-
Ad TaKOe MHOXECTBO AIOAEH, 4TO
HEMBICAUMO PAa3TASIAETh KapTH-
HBI, @ 3TO Y>KaCHO, UAU K€ TaKoe
MHOXXEeCTBO KapTWH, YTO HEeAb-
351 Pa3TAIAETh AIOAEM, a 9TO ellle
y>KacHee. I'pocBeHOp, MO-MoeMy,
eAUHCTBEHHOE MeCTO AASI Bac.

— Bepsree Bcero, g1 He CcTaHy
HUTAE BBICTAaBASAITH 3Ty Belllb, —
OTBeTUA b331AL, 3aKHABIBAS TOAO-

_—



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

—X

BY HA3aA II0 CBOEU CTPAHHOU IIpU-
BBIUYKE, 3aCTaBASBIIElN, OBIBaAO,
ero ToBapuiiei B Okcdopae cMme-
SITbCS Hap HUM. — HerT, g Hurae He
BBICTaBAIO ee.

Aopp, Tenpu mopHSIA OpOBU U
B HM3YMAEHHU IIOCMOTPEA Ha Hero
CKBO3b IIPO3PAYHO-TOAyObIE 3aBUT-
KU ABIM@Q, TPUYYAAUBBIMY KOABIIAMU
TTIOAHVUMABIITHUECS OT €ro KpenKou
AU POCHI, TPOIIUTAHHOMN OTTUEM.

— Bri ee He BeIcTaBUTE ? Ad 1TO-
yeMy ke, Murenmmin? 1o xkakou
npruunHe ¢ Kakue BbI, XyAOKHUKY,
cTpaHHbIe Afoar! BEI Bce Ha cBeTe
T'OTOBEI CAEAATH, YTOOBI AOOUTHCS
M3BECTHOCTH; @ KaK TOABKO BEI €e
AoOBeTech, BBl TOYHO CTapaeTech
OT Hee OTBS3aThCI. ODTO, IIO-Moe-
MY, TAYTIO, OO 4TO MO>KeT OBITh Ha
CBeTe Xy’>Ke TOro, UTO O YeAOBeKe
Bce TOBOPST? TOABKO OAHO: KOTAQ
O HEeM MOAYaT. A TaKOU MOPTPeT,
KaK 3TOT, IIOCTAaBUT BaC TOAOBOIO
BBIIIIE BCEX MOAOABIX XYAOKHUKOB
AHTAWM, a CTapbIX MPEUCITOAHUT
YyBCTBOM 3@BUCTH, €CAU TOABKO
CTapuKHU BOOOIIe-TO CITOCOOHBI Ha
KaKue-HUOYAb 4yBCTBA.

— 41 3HA10, 4TO BHI OypeTe HAAO
MHOIO CMeSITbCSl, — OTBETHUA XY-
AOKHUK, — HO §, IPaBoO, He MOTy
BBICT@BUTL 3TOT IOPTPET, S BAO-
KHUA B HETO CAUIIIKOM MHOTO ceOs
caMoro.

Aopp I'eHpHr pacTaHyACS Ha AU-
BaHe 1 3aCMEeSIACS.

— Aa, g 3HaA, 4TO BHI OypeTe
CMesIThCS,; HO, TeM He MeHee, 3TO
Tak.

— CAmmKkoM MHOTro cebs ca-
moro! YectHoe caoBo, B33uan, 4

>



know you were so vain; and [ 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, YTO BBI AO TOT'O TIIJ€CAAB-
HBI, U 5, IIPaBO, HE BUKY HUKAKO-
IO CXOACTBA MEXAY BaMU, — Yy BacC
Takoe CypOBO€, CUABHOE AUIIO0 U
JepHBIe, KaK yIrOAb, BOAOCQ, — U
3TUM IOHBIM AAOHHCOM, KOTOPBIN
CAOBHO COTBOPEH U3 CAOHOBOU
KOCTHM U AEIeCTKOB pO3bI. Beap,
poporou mou basuab, oH — Hap-
IIVCC, @ BBL... 'M... KOHEUHO, Y BacC
O4YeHb OAYXOTBOPEHHOE BBIpa’ke-
HIe AWIIa U BCe TAaKO€; HO KPacoTa,
HACcToOAIllasd KpacoTa KOHYAeTCsd
TaM, I'Ae HAUUHAETCSI OAYXOTBO-
peHHOCTh. ITHTEeAAEKT caM 1o cebe
y’Ke eCTb BU)A IpPEyBEeAUdYeHUd],
U OH HapyllaeT rapMOHUIO BCH-
KOTro Aulla. Kak TOABKO 4eAOBEK
HAQUMHAET AyMaTb, Y HEro AHUI0
NIPEeBPAIIAETCS B OAUH CIIAOIITHOM
HOC, UMAM AOO, WMAU 4YTO-HUOYAB
Takoe >XKe yxkacHoe. Ilocmorpu-
Te Ha BBIAQIONINUXCS AIOAEM KaKOoM
YTOAHO ydeHoOU npodeccuu. Kak
oHU Bce 6e300pa3nbl! Mckatouad,
KOHEYHO, AUl AYXOBHBIX. HO Te
BeAb HUKOTAA M He AyMaroT. Enu-
CKOIl U B BOCEMBAECAT AET OOBIK-
HOBEHHO IIOBTOpPSET TO, YTO €ro
VUYUAU TOBOPUTH, KOTAQ OH OBIA
MAABYMIIKONM BOCEMHAAIIATU A€T,
U eCTeCTBEHHO II0O3TOMY, 4YTO Ha-
PY’KHOCTBb €r'0 HaBCEerpd OCTaeTCs
OpuATHOM. Baml TaWHCTBEHHBIN
IOHBIU IPUATEAB, UMEHU KOTOPOT'O
BBl HE CKa3aAUW MHe, HO 4el Iop-
TPeT MeHs IPAMO BOCXUINAeT, Ha-
BEpPHOE, He MBICAUT HUKOTAQ. S B
5TOM COBEpIIeHHO yBepeH. OH —
0e3MO03TA0€e, MpPEeAeCTHOEe CO3Aa-
HUe, U ero HapAeKaAo OBl BCerAa
UMeThb 3AeCh 3MMOU, KOrAa HeT



“Youdon'tunderstand me, Har-
ry," answered the artist. “Of course

fectly well. Indeed, I should be sor-

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,
ferent, and without disquiet. They

ever receive it from alien hands.
Your rank and wealth, Harry; my

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?
name?" asked Lord Henry, walk-
ing across the studio towards Basil
Hallward.

—X

indif- : pakenwmit. OHU >XUBYT TaK, Kak

. I[BETOB, Ha KOTOPbI€ MOKHO CMO-
i TpeTb, M Ae€TOM, KOTAQ YyBCTBYelllb
. MOTPeGHOCTH OXAQAUTH CBOU MBIC-
: an. ITokaay¥icTa, He ABCTUTe cebe
camMmoMy, MUABIY b33WAB; BB HU Ka-
{ TIeABKU Ha HEro He TTOXOXKHU.

— Brnl MeHsa He IIOHHMaAaeTe,

lappu, — OTBeTHA XYAOKHUK. —
: KoHeuHO, 1 He IOXOX Ha Hero. S
I am not like him. I know that per- :

9TO 3Hal0 IpekpacHo. U, mpaso, g

OLI OUeHD JKaAeA, €CAU OBI OKa3aA-
ry to look like him. You shrug your :
shoulders? I am telling you the :

CsI IOXOJK Ha Hero. Bel o’kuMaeTe
nAedamMu? 1 roBopio BaM IIPaBAY.

: Hap BCIKUM (DU3MYECKUM MAU YM-
{ CTBEHHBIM MTPEBOCXOACTBOM TSITO-
! TeeT KaKOHM-TO POK, TOT CaMBIH,
. KOTOPBIM Ha BCEM HPOTSIKEHUM
! MCTOPHUHU INIPeCAepyeT HeTBEPAYIO
. HOCTyNb Ijapeii. Aydiie He OTAU-
i 4aTbCd OT APYTUX. YPOABI U Aypa-
. KM B 9TOM MHUPE BCETAA OCTAIOTCs
: B Oapsbimax. OHU MOTYT CITOKOWHO
© CHAETB U TIPa3AHO B3UPATh Ha TO,
! Kak UrparoT Apyrue. Ecau oHu He
edge of defeat. They live as we all :

3HAIOT HO6€A, 3dTO He 3HAIOT IIO-

! BCe MBI AOAKHBI OBl JKUThH: HEBO3-
neither bring ruin upon others, nor :

MYTHUMO, DPABHOAYIITHO, He 3HAid

: TpeBor. OHM HUKOMY HE IIPUHO-
i caT rubeAr M CaMU He TUOHYT OT
brains, such as they are—my art, :

BpakbUX PyK. Bale moaokeHue

u OorarcTtBo, I'appu; Mmout yM, Ka-
. KOB OBI OH HU OBIA, MOe HCKyC-
: CTBO, KakoBa OBl HU OBIAG €My
1eHa; Kpacota AopuaHa Ipesa —
i 3a BCe 3TU Aapbl OOTOB MBI 3aTIAa-
. TUM KOTAQ-HUOYAL CTpapaHHeM,
! CTpAIIHBIM CTPAAAHUEM.

Is that his :

— Aopuan I'peir? Ero Tak 30-

BYT? — CIIPOCHUA AOPA 'eHpH, Mea-
{ A€HHO IIepexoApsd uepe3 BCIO Ma-
{ CTepcKyto K Ba3nuaro XOAAyOpAY.
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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 1
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 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, 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?"

"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 I am. She never gets

— Ag, ero Taxk 30ByT. Bam g He
XOTeA Ha3bIBaTh €TI0 UMH.

— Ho nouemy xe?

— O, sTOro 1 He MOry o0Ob-
SCHUTh. BuauTe AM, KOraa MHe
KTO-HUOYAb OYe€Hb HPABUTCH, £
HUKOTA@ HUKOMY He CKaXy ero
UMeHHU. DTO IIOYTU TO >Ke caMoe,
YTO OTA@BAThH €ro YaCTb APYTHM.
Sl Hayumacs AIOOUTH TaWHCTBEH-
HOCTb. BeAb TOALKO OHa M MOXKET
CAE€AATh AASI HAC COBPEMEHHYIO
KU3Hb YyA€CHOU U 3arapO4YHOM.
Bcakuit IyCTAK CTQHOBUTCS UHTe-
pecHBIM, KaK TOABKO HauMHaelllb
ero CKpbIiBaThb. Korpa s Temepb
ye3’Kalo U3 ropoAa, 1 HUKOTAA He
COOOIIaI0 CBOMM OAM3KUM, KyAd
s epy. Ecam OBl 4 3TO cpenan, Bce
YAOBOABCTBUE IIOE3AKU OBIAO OBI
AN MEHSI IIOTePSaHO. DTO TAyIas
MTPUBBIYKA, OBITH MOJKET, HO OHa
BHOCHUT KaKUM-TO 00Opa3oM 3Ha-
YUTEABHYIO AOAIO POMaHTU3Ma B
>KU3Hb. KoHeuHo, BBI BCe 3TO CUH-
TaeTe Y>KaCHO TAYIIBIM ?

— BoBce HeT, — OTBETHUA AOPA,
l'enpu, — BOBce HeT, poporoi ba-
31UABb. BBI, KaxkeTcs, 3aOnIBaeTe,
YTO 51 KeHAT, ¥ UYTO eAUHCTBeHHAas
mpeAecTb Opaka COCTOUT B TOM,
YTO OH AeAdeT KU3Hb, IOAHYIO 00-
MaHOB, HeM30eXHOU AAS 00eunx
CTOPOH. Sl HUKOTAA He 3HAlO, TAE
MO KeHa, a JKeHa MOsI HUKOTAA He
3HaeT, 4TO A AeAraro. [Ipu BcTpe-
Yye — a M3peAKa MBI BCTpeyaeMcs,
KOTIAA BMecTe oOepaeM TAe-HU-
OyAb, AW OBIBaeM y reprora — Mbl
paccKa3blBaeM APYT APYTY CaMble
HeBepOSITHbIE UCTOPUU C CaMbIMU
cepbe3HbIMU AUIlaMU. Mosi >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."

"I hate the way you talk about
your married life, Harry," said
Basil Hallward, strolling towards
the door that led into the garden.
"I 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 I 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.

XOPOIIIO 3TO AeAdeT, B CyLIHOCTH,
ropaspo Ayuite, dem . OHa HU-
KOTAQ He cOMBAeTCd B YUCAAX, a 5
BCe BCeTAa nepemnyTato. Ho, koraa
el CAy4YaeTcsl MeHs IIOMMaTh, OHA
HUKOI'AQ HEe MOAHUMAET UCTOPHUU.
WHorpa MHe pake XOTEAOCH OB,
YTOOBI OHA PacCepAUAACh, HO OHA
TOABKO CMeeTCs HaAO MHOMU.

— Tepnetrs He MOry 3Ty Baury
MaHepy TOBOPUTH O CBOEU CYIIPYy-
KeCKOM >Ku3Hu, [appu, — MOABHUA
Ba3uab, MOAXOASL K ABEpPSIM, BEAy-
IIUM B cap. — Sl yBepeH, 4To BEI Ha
CaMOM AeAe IIPUMEPHBIA MYK, HO
YTO BB, B CYIIHOCTH, CTBIAUTECH
COOCTBEHHBIX CBOMX AOOPOAETENEN.
Brel cTpanHBIN yenoBeK. Hukoraa He
CKa’KeTe HWYEero HPAaBCTBEHHOTIO,
HO HUKOTA@ He COBEepILIUTe HUYEro
Oe3HpaBCTBEeHHOro. Bamr 1uHM3M
IIPOCTO-HAIIPOCTO — I1034.
beITH  ecTecTBEHHBIM —
11033, W caMas pasppa’karolas,
KaKyI0 TOABKO g 3HAIO, — CMesCh,
BO3TAACUA AOPA T'eHpu. Moaoanie
AIOAU BBIIIAW B CaA U YCEAUCH Ha
AMAUHHOM 0aMOYKOBOU CKaMeUKe,
MOA, TE€HBIO BBICOKOTO AABPOBOTO
KyCTa. /\Y4M COAHIIA CKOAB3UAM IIO
TAQAKOM AUCTBe AepeBbeB. B Tpa-
Be ApOJKaAu Oenble MapTapuTKY.

Onu nomoavaau. Aopp lenpu
B3TASTHYA Ha 4acChl.

— K coxxanenumio, MHe ceH-
yac HaAO UATH, b33uAb, — cKa-
3aA OH: — HO g He YHAY, IIOKYyAQ
BBl HEe OTBETHUTE MHE Ha TOT MOU
BOIIPOC...

— Kaxkoi1 Bomipoc? — cOpocua
Basuap Xoanyopa, He NOAHMMASA
TAa3 OT 3€MAMN.



"You know quite well."”

"I do not, Harry."

— BBl mpekpacHO 3HaeTe —

{ KaKOW.

"Well, [ will tell you what it is. I
: Ky. 51 XOuy, YTOOHI BEI OGBACHUAL

want you to explain to me why you

won't exhibit Dorian Gray's pic- :
: CcTaBUTH MOpTpeT AopuaHa I'pes. S
i XOYy 3HATh HACTOLIIYIO IPUYUHY.

ture. I want the real reason.”

"I told you the real reason.”

was because there was too much
of yourself in it. Now, that is child-
ish."

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

— Her, He 3mat0, I'appu.
— B Takom cayuae g BaM CKa-

MHe, I109YeMY BEI He JXeAdeTe BhI-

— 4 ckazan BaMm HACTOAIIYIO

. IPUYUHY.
“No, you did not. You said it :
! JKUAM B OTOT IOPTPET CAHUIIKOM
MHOTO cebs camoro. Ho Beab 3TO
. peGsuecTBO!

— Hert. Bul cka3aau, 4TO BAO-

— Tappu! — ckazan basuab

: XOAAYOpA, TASIASL €My MpSIMO B

“every portrait that is painted with :
! IMCAHHBIM C YyBCTBOM, €CTh, B

feelingis a portrait of the artist, not

of the sitter. The sitter is merely
the accident, the occasion. It is not :
: A€Ab — 3TO IPOCTO CAYYaMHOCTE.
: He ee packpblBaeT Ha IIOAOTHE
: XYAOJKHEK, & CKOpee caMoro ce0sl.
: [loroMmy-TO S U He BBICTABASIO
© BTOT MOPTPET, 9TO GOIOCH, He Pac-

he who is revealed by the painter;
it is rather the painter who, on the
coloured canvas, reveals himself.
The reason I will not exhibit this
picture is that I am afraid that I

have shown in it the secret of my :
 CTBEHHOMU AYIIIHN.

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

"I will tell you," said Hallward;

‘And |

raasa. — KaskabIll mopTper, Ha-

CYLIHOCTH, IIOPTPeT XYAO’KHUKQ,
a OTHIOAL He ero MopeAu. Mo-

KPBIA AU 9 B HEM TallHy CBOeU CcO0-

Aopa I'eHpu 3acMesAcs.
— Yrto Xe 3TO 3a TaWHa? —

CIIPOCHA OH.

but an expression of perplexity :
: IIaTeAbCTBA IMOSIBUAOCH y HEro Ha
! AUIe.

came over his face.

"I am all expectation, Basil,"

continued his companion, glanc- :
! HUK M IIOCMOTPEA Ha Hero.

ing at him.

"Oh, there is really very little to

tell, Harry," answered the painter;

. Heuero, lappu, —

“and I am afraid you will hardly :
: mommeTe. A IIOXKAAYH, BPSIA AU U
. MoBepuTe.

understand it. Perhaps you will
hardly believe it."

—X
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— 4 ckaxy BaMm, — OTBETHUA
XOAAYOpA; HO BBIpAKeHUE 3ame-

S Bech oxxupanue, boa-
3UABb, — MPOAOAIKAA eTo cobecea-

— O, TOBOPUTBH-TO TYT IIOYTU

OTBETUA XY-
AOXKHHUK., — Ho BpdA AW BBL 9TO

_—



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-
en, white-feathered disk, “and as
for believing things, I can believe
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

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 : mOMYy BbIpa>keHUIO, BCIKUM, AdXKe

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

—X

Aopp Tenpu yABIOHYACHA, Ha-

! KAOHUACS U, COPBABIIM B TpaBe

: GA@AHO-PO30BYIO

MaprapuTKy,

: MIPUHSACS ee pacCMaTPUBATh.

— 1 cOBeplIEeHHO YBEpPEeH, YTO

. TIOWMY BCe, — BO3Pa3uA OH, IIPU-
! CTAABHO PA3TASIABIBAst MAACHBKUM,

: 30AOTHCTBHIM KPYIKOK,

OIlyIlIEeH-

HBIM OGALIMU AeIIeCTKaMHU, — 4YTO
© JKe KacaeTcs Bephl, TO s TOBEPIO
: 4eMy YTOAHO, AHUIIBL ObI OHO OBIAO
{ COBCEM HeBepOSITHO.

The wind shook some blos- :

[TopwsIB BeTpa CTPSAXHYA C Ae-

! peBbEB HECKOABKO AENECTKOB, a
i TSDKeABIE TPO3AbSI CHUPEHHU, MU-

: pHUapBL

KPOIII€YHBIX 3BE€3A04YEK,

3aKOABIXaAMCh B COHHOM BO3AY-
: xe. Ky3Heuuk 3aTpelaa y CTEHBI;
YU, CAOBHO CHUHSAS HUTH, AWHHAA,
: TOHEHBbKasl CTpeKo3a IPOHeCAaCh
MHMO Ha CBOUX TE€MHBIX I'a30BbIX
i KpBIABIIIKAX. Aopay [eHpu moKa-
3aA0Ch, UTO OH CABIIIUT OueHUe
. cepana Basuas Xoaayoppa, U oH
YAUBAEHHO KAAA, UTO OYAET AQAb-
© e,

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

— ,A,er IIOIIPOCTY BOT BUeM, —
CKa3adA 4Yepe3 HeKOTOopoe BpeM:id
XYAOXHUK, — ABa Mecslia TOMY

{ Ha3a) MHe IIPUIIAOCH OBITh Ha pa-
poor artists have to show ourselves :

yTe y Aepu BpaHAOH. BBl 3Haete,

. MBI, GEAHBIE XYAOIKHUKH, AOAKHEL
. BpeMs OT BPEMEHH IIOSBAATBCI B
: OOIIeCcTBE TOABKO AASI TOTO, YTOOBI
. HAIIOMHUTD AIOASIM, YTO MBI HE CO-
. BceM AMKapu. Bo dpake u 6erom
. TaACTyKe, 1O BallleMy COGCTBeH-

OMp>XeBOU MaKAep, MOXKEeT IIpHU-
: 00pecTH permyTanuio ITUBUAU30-
BaHHOTO YyeAoBeKa. Hy, BOT, Bopsa
{ B 3aAy W IMOOOATaB MHHYT AECSThH
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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 I was growing pale.
A curious sensation of terror came
over me. | knew that [ 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.”

N

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

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

2

: C pa3HBIMU Pa30AETHIMU TUTYAO-
BaHHBIMU BAOBHUIIAMH U CKYyYHBI-
MU aKAaAeMUKaMHU, 51 BAPYT ITOUYB-
. cTBOBaA Ha cebe UeH-TO B3TALA.
¢ 51 IOBEPHYACS B ITOA-0O0POTa U B
IIEPBHIU Pa3 B KU3HU yBUAEA AO-
. puana Ipest. Koraa Hamm raasa
. BCTPETUAUCH, I TOYYBCTBOBAA, UTO
: 6aepHero. CTpaHHBINA yXKac OXBa-
: TUA MeHs. ] TIOHSA, UTO CTOAKHYA-
Csl C YeAOBEKOM, camMasi AMYHOCTh
 KOTOPOro OBbIAA TaK O0AsITeALHA,
YTO, €CAU OBl 51 TOABKO ITOAAQACH,
OHa MOTAA OBI ITIOTAOTHUTEL BCE MOe
: CYIIEeCTBO, BCIO AYIITY, Ad’Ke caMoe
MOe UCKYCCTBO. I He XOTeA, 4TOOBI
: Ha MOIO JKU3Hb KTO-HUOYAD BAUSA
CO CTOPOHBI. BBl BeaAb caMu 3HaeTe,
: Tappu, HACKOALKO $I HE3aBUCHUM
: mo mpupoae. 1 Bcerpa OLIA caM
cebe rOCIOAVH, TIO KpaliHel Mmepe,
: A0 BcTpeuu ¢ AopuaHoMm ['peem. A
. TyT... HO s He 3HAIO, KaK 9TO BaM
! OOBSICHUTL... UTO-TO IIOACKA3aAO0
MHe, 4TO B MOeW >KU3HU cendac
: COBEpIIUTCS Y>KACHBIM KaKOU-TO
nepeAoM. S Kak Obl IOYyBCTBOBAA,
: 4TO cyAb0a 3arOTOBHWAA AAST MEHST
M3LICKaHHBIE PAAOCTH U KaKHe-TO
M3BICKAHHBIE MYKH. MHe CcTaao
: CTPAlIIIHO, U S IOBEPHYACS, YTOOHI
. IOKWHYTH KOMHaTy. He coBecTb
: moOyAUAA MeEHsSI TaK IOCTYIIUTH,
a CKopee KakKag-To TpPycocTb. U g
! He MOTy IIOCTaBUTh cebe B 3aCAYTY
! 9TO JKeAaHHe YOeKaTb.

— CoBecCTb U TPYCOCTB, IIpa-

: BO, 0AHO U TO Xe. CoBeCTb — 3TO
© AMIIIbL BBIBeCKa PuUpMbL. BoT u
: Bce.

— 41 sTomMy He Bepio, I'appu; g

Ad’Ke He Bepro, 4TO 3TOMY Bepure



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 [
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-

BBEL. BO BCAKOM CcAydae, KAKOBO ObI
HU OBINO MOe IOOy>KAeHUe, — MO-
XeT ObITh, 3TO OBbIAA TOPAOCTD, TaK
KaK 51 Bceraa ObIA OUeHb Iropa, — S
CTaA MPOTHMCKUBATHLCSI K ABEPSIM.
Ho Ttam g, KoHe4HO, HATOAKHYACS

Ha Aepu BpsaHAOH. — «BEI He co-
OupaeTrech AU yOeXaThb TaK pPaHo,
MuUCTep XOAAYOpPA?» — 3aKpuya-

Aa oHa. Bepb BB 3HaeTe ee u3ymu-
TEABHO-PE3KUU TOAOC ¢

— A@a, OHa — IIaBAMH BO BCeX
OTHOIIIEHUSIX, TOABKO He B OTHO-
IIEHUU KPacOThl, — CKa3aA AOPA
l'enpwu, pa3pbiBas B KAOYKU Mapra-
PUTKY CBOMMM TOHKMMHU, HEPBHBI-
MU MaAbIIAMM.

— Sl He MOT OT Hee OTAeAAThLCS.
Omna cTara TOABOAUTEL MEHS K BbI-
couaummm ocobaM, pa3HBIM ca-
HOBHUKAaM B 3Be3AaX U OpAeHax,
K CTapbIM AaMaM B TUT@HTCKHUX
AMapeMax UM ¢ TaKUMHU HOCaMy,
Kak y nonyraeB. OHa roBopuaa
000 MHe, KaK O CBOEM AyuIlleM
Apyre. Ao TeX IIOp 51 AMIIb OAHAXK-
ABL BUAEA €€, HO OHa BO UTO OBI TO
HU CTaAO, ’KeAaAd, I0-BUAUMOMY,
pa3AyTh MeHSI B 3HAMEHHUTOCTb.
Ka>xeTcs, Kakasi-TO M3 MOUX Kap-
TUH UMeAd B TO BpeMs OOABIIOU
yCIlex; IO KpauHen Mepe, O Hel
KpUYaAU pa3Hble Ta3eThbl, 4YTO B
XIX Beke AOAKHO CAYKUTh Me-
puaoM OeccMmepTud. BaApyr g ouy-
TUACSI AWUIIOM K AHWIIY C T€M MO-
AOABIM YEAOBEKOM, BHEIIHOCTb
KOTOPOT'O TaK CTPAaHHO MOpa3uAa
MeHsa. MBI OLIAM OAM3KO, IIOUY-
TH KaCaAUChb APYr Apyra. B3opsl
HAIlld BCTPETUAMCH OISATh. OTO
OBIAO 0e3pacCypCTBOM C MOeU



rian told me so afterwards. He, too,
felt that we were destined to know
each other.”

"And how did Lady Brandon
describe this wonderful young
man?" asked his companion. “I
know she goes in for giving a
rapid précis of all her guests. [ re-
member her bringing me up to a
truculent and red-faced old gen-
tleman covered all over with or-
ders and ribbons, and hissing into
my ear, in a tragic whisper which
must have been perfectly audi-
ble to everybody in the room, the
most astounding details. I simply
fled. I like to find out people for
myself. But Lady Brandon treats
her guests exactly as an auction-
eer treats his goods. She either
explains them entirely away, or
tells one everything about them
except what one wants to know."

"Poor Lady Brandon! You are
hard on her, Harry!" said Hallward
listlessly.

"My dear fellow, she tried to
found a salon, and only succeed-
ed in opening a restaurant. How
could I admire her? But tell me,

CTOPOHBI, HO 51 THOIPOCHUA AEAU
Bp3HAOH TIO3HAKOMUTH MEHST C
HUM. B KOHIIe KOHIIOB, MOJKET
OBITh, 3TO U He OBIAO YK TAKUM
0e3paccypACTBOM. OTO OBIAO IIPO-
cTo Henu30e>kHo, MBI OBl BCe paB-
HO 3arOBOPHUAU APYT C APYTOM U
0e30 BCAKUX MMpeACTaBAeHUN. S B
5TOM yBepeH. AOpUaH MHe II0TOM
cKazaA To ke camoe. OH Takke
IIOYYBCTBOBAA, YTO HaM CY’KAEHO
OBIAO BCTPETUTHCH.

— A 4YTO >Xe TOBOpHAA BaM
Arep BpsHAOH 00 3TOM uypec-
HOM IOHOIIEe? — CIIPOCUA AOPA
lenpu. — {1 Bepb 3HAIO ee IIpU-
BBIUKY AABaTh OErABIA Précis
Ka>kAoTro m3 ee rocrer. [TomHIO,
KakK OHA pa3 MOoABeAa MeHd K
KAaKOMY-TO CypOBOMY, OarpsHo-
AMIIEMY CTaply, YBeIIaHHOMY
opAeHaMUu U AeHTaMM, M HauvaAa
HIelITaTh MHE HA yXO Tparuue-
CKMM TIIIEeIIOTOM, CABIIITHBIM AAS
BCeX IIPUCYTCTBOBABIINUX, CAMbIE
YYAOBMIIIHBIE O HEM IIOAPOOHO-
ctu. S cbexan. I Ar0OAIO y3Ha-
BaThb Alopel caM. Ho 6epHast Aepu
bpaHAOH oOpaliaeTcs CO CBOUMU
rOCTSIMH, KaK ayKIIHOHEep CO CBO-
um ToBapom. OHa paccKa3blBaeT
BaM O HUX BCSIKHUE HUUTOKHBIE
MOAPOOHOCTHU, UAU K€ TOBOPUT
BaM Bce, KpOMe TOTO, 4YTO OblI BHI
XOTEeAUM 3HATh.

— beanas aepu Bpanpon! Brhi
CAHUIIIKOM JKECTOKHU K Hel, [appu, —
OTBETHA PACCETHHO XOANYOPA,

— Mo¥1 MUABIM, OHA HOBITAAACh
OCHOBAThb CAAOH, a €U YAAAOCh
IIPOCTO OTKPHBITh ¥ ce0s peCcTOpaH.
Kaxk >xke MHe BocTOpraThcs eto? Ho



what did she say about Mr. Dorian
Gray?"

ing boy—poor dear mother and
I absolutely inseparable. Quite
forget what he does—afraid he—
doesn't do anything—oh, vyes,
plays the piano—or is it the vio-
lin, dear Mr. Gray?' Neither of us

came friends at once."

far the best ending for one," said
the young lord, plucking another
daisy.
Hallward
"“You don't understand what
friendship is, Harry," he mur-
mured—"or what enmity is, for
that matter. You like every one;

to every one."

: CKa’KMTe MHe, 4TO OHA BaM CO00-
¢ muAa po AopuaHa ['pes?
"Oh, something like, '‘Charm- :

— O, uTo-TO B poae; «IIpeaect-

HBIU IOHOINA... MBI OBIAM Hepas-
: AYYHBI C ero GeAHOU MaTepeblo...
i 4 3abblra, yeM OH 3aHUMAETCH...
: 60I0Ch, UTO HUYEM... aX, Aa! urpa-
! eT Ha pPOsIAe... UAU Ha CKPUIIKE, He
TakK AM, AOporo#t muctrep I[peir?»
could help laughing, and we be- :

MBs1 06a He MOTAM YAEePKATbCS OT

. CMexa U Cpasy CTaAU APY3bsIMH.
“Laughter is not at all a bad be- :
ginning for a friendship, and it is :

— CMex — HepAypHOe HAudaao
AASL APY’KOBI M, IOJKAAYH, Ay4IINHT

. KOHeI| AT Hee, — 3aMeTHA AODA,
. Tenpu, cpbIBasi APyTyIO Maprapur-
: KY.

shook his head.§

XOAAYyOpA, IIOKAQ4aA TOAOBOMU.

: — Bg1, [appu, He moHUMaeTe HU
APYKOBI, HU BPA’KABL. BEI AtoOuUTe
: BCeX pPaBHO, TO eCTh BBl KO BCEM
. PaBHOAYIIIHEL..

that is to say, you are indifferent :

“"How horribly unjust of you!"

cried Lord Henry, tilting his hat
back and looking up at the lit-
tle clouds that, like ravelled
skeins of glossy white silk, were

quoise of the summer sky. "Yes;

great difference between peo-
ple. I choose my friends for
their good looks, my acquaint-
ances for their good characters,
and my enemies for their good
intellects. A man cannot be too
careful in the choice of his ene-
mies. I have not got one who is
a fool. They are all men of some
intellectual power, and conse-
quently they all appreciate me.

—X

— Kaxk y>KaCHO BBl HECIIpaBeA-

. AMBBHIl — BOCKAMKHYA AOpA IeH-
. pH, CABUTasl Ha 3aTHIAOK ILIASITY M
i TIOTASIABIBAsl BBEPX HA MaA€HbKHe
. TY4KH, 9TO, TIOAOGHO CITyTaHHBIM
drifting across the hollowed tur- :

KAyOKaM OAecTdlero 0enaoro Iiea-

. Ka, TABIAM MHUMO MO OWPIO30BO-
horribly unjust of you. I make a :

My KyIIOAy AeTHero Heba.— Aa,

. y’KaCHO HecIpaBepAuBEl! S OueHb
. pasamuar0 AroAei. S BEIGHparo
: cebe Apy3ell 3a WX BHEIIHOCTD,
. 3HAKOMBIX — 3a MX XOPOILYIO pe-
: IyTaruio, ¥ BpParoB — 3a HUX yM.
: YeroBeK HUKOTAQA HE MOXKET ObITh
i AOCTATOYHO OCTOPOKHBIM B BEIOO-
. pe CBOMX BparoB. Y MeHs HET CPeAU
! HMX HU OAHOTO Aypaka. Bce onu —
! AIOAM C H3BECTHBIME yMCTBEHHEI-
{ MM AOCTOMHCTBaMH, W IIOTOMY BCe
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Is that very vain of me? [ think it
is rather vain."

"I should think it was, Harry.
But according to your category I
must be merely an acquaintance.”

"My dear old Basil, you are
much more than an acquaintance."

“"And much less than a friend. A
sort of brother, I suppose?”

"Oh, brothers! I don't care for
brothers. My elder brother won't
die, and my younger brothers
seem never to do anything else.”

"Harry!" exclaimed Hallward,
frowning.

"My dear fellow, [ am not quite
serious. But I can't help detesting
my relations. I suppose it comes
from the fact that none of us can
stand other people having the same
faults as ourselves. I quite sympa-
thize with the rage of the English
democracy against what they call
the vices of the upper orders. The
masses feel that drunkenness, stu-
pidity, and immorality should be
their own special property, and
that if any one of us makes an ass
of himself, he is poaching on their
preserves. When poor Southwark
gotinto the divorce court, their in-
dignation was quite magnificent.
And yet I don't suppose that ten
per cent of the proletariat live cor-
rectly.”

= -
%QF =S

OHU MeHS IleHsT. Pa3Be 3TO O4eHb
TIIECAABHO C MOEU CTOPOHKI? MHe
Ka’KeTCsl, 3TO HEMHOTO TIIIeCAQBHO.

— MHe 3TO TOXe KakeTcd,
lappu. Ho, coraacHO Bamemy
OIIPEAEAEHUIO, 5, AOAJKHO OBITH, ¥
BaC OKa3bIBalOCh TOABKO IMTPOCTHIM
3HAaKOMBIM.

— A1o0e3Hennu b33uAL, BBI
OOABIIIE, YeM TIPOCTO 3HAKOMBIN.

— W mensb1te, uem ppyr. Heuto
BpoAe OpaTa, BEpPOSTHO ¢

— Hy, 6patssa! f He oueHb-TO
ux AroOAro! Mol crapiiuii Opart
HUKAK He J>KeAraeT yMepeTh, a
MAQAIIIHE TOABKO 3TO U AEAQIOT.

— l'appu! — BOCKAUKHYA, HaX-
MYPHUBIIUCH, XOAAYOPA.

— MUABIY MOM, 1 BEeAb I'OBO-
pIO He coBceM cepbe3Ho. Ho g He
MOTY AIOOUTH CBOWUX POACTBEH-
HUKOB. Sl AyMaro, 3TO IIPOUCXO-
AUT OTTOTO, YTO MBI HE MOJKEM
BHLIHOCUTH AIOAEU C TeMUu Ke
HeAOCTaTKaMH, 4TO M Yy HAcC ca-
MUX. I BIIOAHE COYYBCTBYIO aH-
TAMNCKOU AeMOKpaTUM B ee 03-
AOOAEHUU NMPOTUB TOTO, YTO OHA
Ha3bIBaeT IIOPOKAMHU BBICIIHX
KAaccoB. HapoapHBIe MacChHl 4yB-
CTBYIOT, YTO IIbSHCTBO, TAYIIOCTH
n OEe3HPaBCTBEHHOCTb AOAJKHEI
OBITH UX COOCTBEHHBEIM AOCTOSI-
HUEM, U 9YTO €CAM KTO-HUOYAD U3
HAC AeAdeT TAYIIOCTh, TO OH IIO-
csiraeT Ha WX NpuBuAeruu. Kor-
Aa npotuB OepHoro CayTBOpKa
OLIA HayaT OpaKOpPa3BOAHBINU
mpoIliecc, TO BeAb WX HEropoBa-
HUe OBIAO MPOCTO Gecrop00HO.

: A MeXXAy TeM s He AyMalo, YTOOBI

XOTh A€CATHb IIPOLEHTOB M3 AIO-



“l don't agree with a single
word that you have said, and, what
ismore, Harry, I feel sure youdon't
either."

Lord Henry stroked his pointed
brown beard and tapped the toe of
his patent-leather boot with a tas-
selled ebony cane. "How English
you are Basil! That is the second
time you have made that observa-
tion. If one puts forward an idea
to a true Englishman—always a
rash thing to do—he never dreams
of considering whether the idea
is right or wrong. The only thing
he considers of any importance is
whether one believes it oneself.
Now, the value of an idea has noth-
ing whatsoever to do with the sin-
cerity of the man who expresses it.
Indeed, the probabilities are that
the more insincere the man is, the
more purely intellectual will the
idea be, as in that case it will not
be coloured by either his wants,
his desires, or his prejudices. How-
ever, | don't propose to discuss
politics, sociology, or metaphysics
with you. I like persons better than
principles, and I like persons with
no principles better than anything
else in the world. Tell me more
about Mr. Dorian Gray. How often
do you see him?"

A€M HHU3IIEeTro KAacca JKHUAO BIIOA-
He HPaBCTBEHHO.

— 41 He coTrAaceH HHU C OAHUM
CAOBOM K3 BCEro TOTO, YTO BEI
ceryac roBopuaM, lappu; u paxe
Ooaee TOro, — 4 AyMalo, 4TO U ca-
MM-TO BBl HE COTAACHBI C COOO0IO.

Aopp, ['eHpu noraapma oCTpyro
TEMHYIO OOPOAKY U IIOCTY4YaA I10
CBOMM AAKUPOBAHHBLIM Oallma-
KaM KOHYUKOM 30eHOBOU TpO-
CTH, YKpAaIleHHOW KHCTOYKAMHU.
— Kako¥ BBl THUIINYHBIA aAHTAU-
yaHWH, b33uAb. Bel BTOpUYHO Ae-
AdeTe OAHO M TO JKe 3aMedaHue,
Ecan KTO-HHMOyAb pas3BHBAeT Ka-
KyIO-HUOYAB MBICAB II€peA aHTAU-
YaHWHOM, — YTO BCETrAd HEeOCTO-
POKHO, — MOCAEAHUU HUKOTAQ HE
3apaeTcsa BOIIPOCOM, IMTpaBUABHA
oHa WMAU HeT. EAMHCTBEHHO, 4YTO
€My Ba’XHO, 3TO BEpPUT AU CaM
YeAOBEK B TO, UTO OH TOBOPUT. A
Me>XAY TeM II€eHHOCTb KaKOW-HU-
OyAb MBICAW HUKOTAQ He 3aBUCHUT
OT UCKPEHHOCTHU YeAOBeKa, KOTO-
pBIM ee BbICKa3biBaeT. HaobGopor,
10 BCeM BEPOSTHOCTH, UYeM MeHb-
Ile y YeAOBeKa MCKPEeHHOCTH,
TeM pa3dyMHee AOAKHA OBITh cama
MBICAB, TaK KaK B TAKOM CAyYae
OHa He OTpa’kaeT HU ero >Keaa-
HUM, HU €ro HY>KA, HU ero IIpeA-
paccypkoB. Ho g He cobuparoch
0OCY>KAQTh C BaMU IOAUTUYECKUE,
COITUOAOTHUECKHE HUAU MeTadu-
3UYecKre BOIPOCH. S OoOAbIle
AIOOAIO AIOAEM, YeM MPUHITMILI,
a Atopelt 6e3 IPUHITUIIOB OOABITIE
Bcero Ha cBete. Paccka>kuTe MHe
erre o AopuaHe I'pee. HacTo BEI C
HHUM BUAAETEeCh?



“Every day. I couldn't be happy
if  didn't see him every day. He is
absolutely necessary to me."

"How extraordinary! I thought
you would never care for anything
but your art.”

"He is all my art to me now,"”
said the painter gravely. "I some-
times think, Harry, that there are
only two eras of any importance
in the world's history. The first is
the appearance of a new medi-
um for art, and the second is the
appearance of a new personality
for art also. What the invention
of oil-painting was to the Vene-
tians, the face of Antinous was to
late Greek sculpture, and the face
of Dorian Gray will some day be
to me. It is not merely that I paint
from him, draw from him, sketch
from him. Of course, I have done
all that. But he is much more to
me than a model or a sitter. Iwon't
tell you that I am dissatisfied with
what I have done of him, or that his
beauty is such that art cannot ex-
press it. There is nothing that art
cannot express, and I know that
the work I have done, since I met
Dorian Gray, is good work, is the
best work of my life. But in some
curious way—I wonder will you
understand me?—his personali-
ty has suggested to me an entire-
ly new manner in art, an entirely
new mode of style. I see things
differently, I think of them differ-
ently. I can now recreate life in a
way that was hidden from me be-

— ExxepneBHo. /I He 4yBCTBO-
BaA OBI ceOsd CUYACTAMBBIM, He
BCTPEeYasiCh C HUM Ka’KABIM AEHb.
OH abCOAIOTHO MHE HEOOXOAUM.

— Kaxk crpanno! f He aAyman,
YTO KOTAQ-AMOO BBl OyA€Te AIO-
OUTH YTO-HUOYAb, KpOMe BAallleTO
HUCKYCCTBa.

— OH Tenepb AAI MeHST —
caMO MCKYCCTBO, — Cepbe3HO
CKazan XyAOKHUK. — [lopoio 4
AyMato, [appu, uTo B ucTopum ue-
AOBeYeCcTBa eCTb TOABKO ABe Ma-
AO-MAAbCKM 3HAUUTEABHBIE 3PBHI.
[TepBasgs — 3TO OTKpPBITME HOBO-
rO CpeACTBa BBIpaXeHUSI B HC-
KyCCTBE, U BTOpas — IMOSBAEHUE
HOBOW MHAVUBHUAYAABHOCTU B HC-
KyccTBe xe. CO BpeMeHeM AHUIIO0
Aopuana I'pesa OypeT Ard MeHS
HUMEThb TO Ke 3HaueHUe, KaKoe AN
BeHEIUaHIleB MMEAO OTKpBITUE
MAaCASIHBIX KPACOK, UAU AAS TIO3A-
HeUllle TIPEeYeCKOU CKYABITY-
pBl — AUIIO0 AHTHHOS. Sl He TOABKO
pucyto, numry ¢ AopuaHa, — KO-
HEUYHO, 51 BCe 3TO YK€ IIPOAEAAA.
HeT, oH aAA MeHs OOABIIe, YyeM
IIPOCTast MOAEAB. S He cKaxXy, OyA-
TO s1 HEAOBOAEH TeM, KaK g ero
Hanucaa, AU OYyATO ero Kpaco-
Ta TAKOBA, YTO OHA He MOAAAETCS
HUCKyCCTBY. B cymnHocTu, Ha cBeTe
HeT HUYero, YTO He MOXKeT OBIThb
BBIPA’KEHO UCKYCCTBOM; U 1 3HAIO,
YTO BCe, HAIMCAHHOE MHOIO IIOCAE
BcTpeuu ¢ AopuaHoMm [peem, —
XOpPOIIIO, ¥ A@XKe AyUIlle BCEero, 4To
g CAeAAA 3a BCIO MOIO >XH3HbL. Ho
KaKUM-TO CTPAaHHBIM 0OOpa3zoM —
He 3Halo, IIoMiMeTe AU Bbl MEHSI —
€ro MHAMBUAYAABHOCTH BHYIIINAQ



fore. 'A dream of form in days of
thought'—who is it who says that?
[ forget; but it is what Dorian Gray
has been to me. The merely vis-
ible presence of this lad—for he
seems to me little more than a lad,
though he is really over twenty—
his merely visible presence—ah!
I wonder can you realize all that
that means? Unconsciously he
defines for me the lines of a fresh
school, a school that is to have in
it all the passion of the romantic
spirit, all the perfection of the spir-
it that is Greek. The harmony of
soul and body—how much that is!
We in our madness have separated
the two, and have invented a real-
ism that is vulgar, an ideality that
is void. Harry! if you only knew
what Dorian Gray is to me! You
remember that landscape of mine,
for which Agnew offered me such
a huge price but which I would
not part with? It is one of the best
things I have ever done. And why
isit so? Because, while I was paint-
ing it, Dorian Gray sat beside me.
Some subtle influence passed from
him to me, and for the first time in
my life [ saw in the plain woodland
the wonder I had always looked for
and always missed."

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

MHEe COBEpPIIEHHO HOBYIO MaHepy
B HCKYCCTBE, COBEPIIEHHO HO-
BB CTUAB. I BUJXKY BeIlllM WHBI-
MU, TIO3HAI0 UX WHaue. Teneps 4
MOI'y BOCCO3AQTh ’KU3Hb B TAKUX
dopMax, KOTOpble paHbllle OLIAU
CKPBITHI OT MeHs. «I'pe3a o dop-
M€ BO AHU PA3MBIIMIACHUN» —
KTO 3TO cKas3aAa? He moMHIO;, HO
BOT 4eM AAG MeHd cTan AopuaH
['peri. ¥>)K OAHO IPUCYTCTBHE 3TO-
ro MaAbuMKa — MHE OH Ka’kKeTCsd
IIOYTU MAAbBYUKOM, XOTS €My yIKe
3a ABAALATH... — OAHO Yy»K €ro
IIpUCYTCTBUE... ax! He 3HaI0, MO-
>KeTe AU Bbl ce0e MPEeACTaBUTD BCE
3HaueHue 3Toro? OH Oecco3Ha-
TEABHO BBISICHSIET AASI MeHS KOH-
TYpbl HOBOMU IIIKOABI, B KOTOPOU
AOMKHBI CAUTHCS BCA CTPACTHOCTD
POMaHTH3Ma U BCe COBEPIIEHCTBO
KAacculmaMa. [apMoHus Aymm u
TeAad, — KaK 3TO MHoTro. B Harrem
0e3yMUU MBI PA3AyUYUAU 3TU ABE
CYIIHOCTU W BBIAYMAAM BYABIap-
HBIM pEaAu3M U IIYCTOU UACAAN3M.
lappu! Ecan OBI BBI TOABKO 3HAAH,
YTO TaKoe AN MeHd AopuaH [peit!
ITomHUTEe MOU HmeM3a’k, 3a KOTO-
PBIN ATHBIO IIPEAAATAA MHE TaKYO
BBICOKYIO II€HY, a 1 He XOTeA C HUM
paccTaTbCcsa? OTO OAHA U3 AyUIIUX
Moux Bemel. A nouemy? [Toromy
4TO, KOTAQ 4 NUcCaA ee, AopuaH
I'pent cupen psspoMm co MHOU. Ka-
Kasg-TO HEeyAOBUMas MHe CHUAA Iie-
peAanach OT HEro, M g BIIEpBHIE B
KN3HU YBUAAQA B OOBIKHOBEHHEU-
IINX AEPEeBBSIX — YYyAO, KOTOPOTO
s IIOCTOSIHHO Y HAIIPACHO UCKAA.
— B33uAB, 3TO IOPA3UTEABHO.
A porkeH BUAETH AopuaHa [ped.



Hallward got up from the seat
and walked up and down the gar-
den. After some time he came
back. "Harry," he said, "Dorian
Gray is to me simply a motive in
art. You might see nothing in him.
I see everything in him. He is nev-
er more present in my work than
when no image of him is there. He
is a suggestion, as I have said, of
a new manner. I find him in the
curves of certain lines, in the love-
liness and subtleties of certain col-
ours. Thatis all."”

L7

“Then why won't you exhibit
his portrait?" asked Lord Henry.

"Because, without intending it,
I have put into it some expression
of all this curious artistic idolatry,
of which, of course, I have never
cared to speak to him. He knows
nothing about it. He shall never
know anything about it. But the
world might guess it, and I will not
bare my soul to their shallow pry-
ing eyes. My heart shall never be
put under their microscope. There
is too much of myself in the thing,
Harry—too much of myself!"

L7

"Poets are not so scrupulous
as you are. They know how useful
passion is for publication. Now-
adays a broken heart will run to
many editions."

—X
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XOAAYOpPA BCTAaA U OBICTPO 3a-
IIaraA B3aA, M BIIEpeA IO CapAy.
HeMHOTO IOrops OH BEpHYACHA. —
lappu, — ckazaa oH: — AopuaH
I'pent AT MeHS — BAOXHOBEHUE B
UCKyCCTBe. Bbl, MOXeT OBITh, HU-
yero B HeM He yBuUAMTE. Sl BUXKY
B HeM Bce. Hurae ero BausiHue He
BBIpa>kaeTcsi Tak CHMABHO, KaK B
TeX MIPOU3BEAEHUIX, TA€ ero coo-
CTBEHHBII 00pa3 OTCyTCTBYeT.
[TpocTOo, KaK s y’>Ke rOBOPHUA, OH
BHYIIIA€T MHE HOBYIO MaHepy, HO-
BBIM CTUAB. 51 HAXOXKY €ro B U3ru-
Oe HEKOTOPBIX AUHUM, B IIPEAECTHA
W HEKHOCTH HEKOTOPBIX TOHOB.
Bort u BCe.

— Torpa moueMy ke BBI HE XO-
TUTE BBICTABUTHL €r0 MOPTpPeT? —
CIIPOCHUA AOPA l'eHpn.

— IloToMy 4TO, cCaM He CO3Ha-
Basl, I BAOKHA B HEro Kakoe-TO
IIPOSIBA€HHWE TOI'0 CTPAHHOTO XYy-
AOKEeCTBEHHOTO  HMAOAOMOKAOH-
CTBa, O KOTOPOM $, KOHEYHO, HU-
KOTA@ He 3aroBapuBaA ¢ HUM. OH
Huuero o0 3ToM He 3HaeT. OH HU-
KOTAQ HUYEro He y3HaeT 00 3TOM.
Ho Aropr MOTYT AOT@AQThCH; a g
He O0OHaXXy CBOEU AYIIU IIepep UX
IIYCTBIM U AIOOONBITHBIM B30POM.
51 HUKOTAA HE ITOACTABAIO CBOETO
cepAlia oA X MUKPOCKOII. B aToi
KapTuHe CAMIITIKOM MHOTO MeHS
camoro, lappu, CAUIIKOM MHOTO
MEeHS$ caMOTO.

— I'ToaThI He TaK HIeNeTUABLHEI,
Kak Bbl. OHM 3HAIOT, HaCKOABKO
CTPacThb ITOAE3Ha AASL pacIpocTpa-
HeHUsd KHUTU. B Hallle BpeMsi pas-
OuTOEe cepAlle BHIAEP)KMBAeT MHO-
KeCTBO U3AAHUMH,

_—



"T hate them for it," cried Hall-
ward. “An artist should create
beautiful things, but should put
nothing of his own life into them.
We live in an age when men treat
art as if it were meant to be a form
of autobiography. We have lost
the abstract sense of beauty. Some
day I will show the world what it
is; and for that reason the world
shall never see my portrait of Do-

rian Gray."
P

“I think you are wrong, Bas-
il, but I won't argue with you. It
is only the intellectually lost who
ever argue. Tell me, is Dorian Gray
very fond of you?"

The painter considered for a
few moments. “He likes me," he
answered after a pause; "I know
he likes me. Of course I flatter him
dreadfully. I find a strange pleas-
ure in saying things to him that I
know I shall be sorry for having
said. As a rule, he is charming to
me, and we sit in the studio and
talk of a thousand things. Now
and then, however, he is horribly
thoughtless, and seems to take
a real delight in giving me pain.
Then I feel, Harry, that I have given
away my whole soul to some one
who treats it as if it were a flower to
put in his coat, a bit of decoration
to charm his vanity, an ornament
for a summer's day."”

Pt

— Sl nx HeHaBUXKy 3a 3TO! —
BOCKAUKHYA XOAAYOPA, — XyAOXK-
HUK AOAKEH CO3AaBaTh IIPeKpac-
HBIE IIPOM3BEACHUS, HO He AOAKEH
B HHUX BKAAABIBATH HU YaCTHUIIBI
CBOEU AMYHOU XKM3HU. MEI JKuBeM
B TAKOU BEK, KOTAQ AIOAU CMOTPAT
Ha MCKYCCTBO, KaK Ha KaKylO-TO
aBToOMorpaduio. Mul 3a0bIAH,
YTO TAKOe OTBAEUYEHHOE YyBCTBO
KpacoTel. ECAM MHe Cy’>KA€HO elne
IIPOJKUTB, g IIOKAXKY AFOASIM, KaKO-
BO OHO, U IOTOMY MUP HUKOTAQ He
YBUAUT MOero noprpera AopuaHa
I'pes.

— MHe KaykeTcs, BBl HEIIPaBHI,
B33uasb; HO 4 He OyAy € BamMu CIIO-
puTb. TOABKO AIOAM YMCTBEHHO
HeCOCTOsITeAbHBIEe crnopaT. Cka-
xxure MHe, AopmaH Ipeli oueHb
MPUBSI3aH K BaM ?

XyAOKHUK  HA  HECKOABKO
MTHOBEHUU 33aAYMAACH. On
MeH$ AKOOUT, — OTBETHUA OH, IIO-
MOAYAB HEMHOTO: — $ 3HAlO0, OH
MeHd AIOOUT. KoHeuHO, 9 eMy ro-
BOPIO MHOTO AECTHOTIO. Sl HaXOXy
CTPAaHHOE YAOBOABCTBUE TOBO-
PUTH €My TaKue CAOBa, O KOTOPHIX
IIOTOM cO>KaAero. A OH, B o0IIeM,
O4YeHb MUA CO MHOIO, U MBI 4aCTO
CHUAUM Yy MEHSI B MacTepCcKou, Oe-
CepyeM O ThICdYe Pa3HbIX Bellel.
Ho wnnHorapa oH ObIBaeT y’>KaCHO
HeOpeXXeH, U eMy, KakeTcs, AO-
CTaBASEeT UCTUHHOE YAOBOABCTBUE
oropuaTh MeHd. Torapa, I'appu, 4
YYBCTBYIO, UTO OTAAQA BCIO CBOIO
AYIIIy Y4eAOBEKY, OOpallarolemMycs
C HeH He Ayullle, YeM C KaKUM-HU-
OyAb IIBETKOM, KOTOPBIM MOYKHO
CYHYTB B IIETAUIY CBOETO CIOPTY-



