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Hoporue npy3bs!

Kax wu3BecTHO, JydlmImii CIoco0 YYUTh WMHOCTPAHHBIN
SI3BIK — 3TO YUTATh XyIOXECTBEHHYIO uTepatypy. Ho uteHue
JIOJDKHO OBITh HE TOJBKO TOJIE3HBIM, HO U YBJIEKATeIbHBIM.
I[ToaTroMy MBI OTOOpanud IS Bac JIydlliMe ITPOM3BEICHUS
MUpPOBOIi TuTepaTypbl. B kHurax cepum Bilingua Bl Halinére
ajanTUpPOBaHHBIE TEKCTHl IIPOM3BENCHUII Ha aHIJIMICKOM
sI3bIKE C ITapasuieIbHbIM ITepeBOAOM Ha pPyCCKUiA. B nomonHeHue
K TEKCTaM JAl0TCs yIpaXKHEHWS Ha TOHMMaHWe MPOYUTAaHHOTO
C OTBETaMM U aHIJIO-PYCCKUI CJI0Baph, B KOTOPOM Bbl MOXKETE
YTOYHUTD 3HAYCHNE KOHKPETHOTO CJIOBA.

Bce aHrmuiickue TEKCThl 03ByYEHBI HOCUTEJISIMU SI3bIKA U
COBEPIIEHHO OecniamHo NOCTYIHbBI IS MPOCIYIIMBaHUS Ha
odpuumanbHoM caiite usnareabctBa ACT. YToObI BOCIOIbL30-
BaThCsl OECTUIATHBIM ayAMONPUIOXEHUEM, HEOOXOIUMO:

* 3aperucCTPUpPOBAThCS B pasaene «YuTtanabHsI» Ha ODUIIM-
anbHOM caiite uznareabctBa ACT
(https://ast.ru/reading-room/),

* TEepeiTH B KaTaor «AynuoMaTepuanbl»,

* BBIOpATh HYXKHBIN ayIUOKYpC.

ITocne 3TOrO0 BBl CMOXETE COBEPIIEHHO OECIIaTHO IMpo-

CIYIIMBATh ayIUONPUIOXKEHNE OHJIAH WJIM cKadyaTh Ha CBOE
YCTPOMCTBO 1 UCIOJIb30BaTh 0€3 MoAKIoueHUsI K MHTepHETY.

XKemaewm ycriexosn!



Chapter 1

he studio was filled with the rich smell of roses.

Lord Henry Wotton was sitting on the divan
and smoking 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
year to the Grosvenor. The Academy is too large and too
vulgar.



I'maBsa 1

MaCTepcxaﬂ ObUTa HaIOJHEHA TyCTBIM apoMaToOM
pos. Jlopa T'eHpu YOTTOH cuzaen Ha JUBaHe U
Kypwl OecuucieHHble Mamupochl. Yepe3 OTKPHITYIO
[IB€pb JIOHOCWINUCH OTAAJIEHHBIE 3BYKU JIOHJOHCKUX
Y/,

[Tocpeayn KOMHATHI CTOSI HOPTPET B IIOJHBIA POCT
MOJIOZIOTO YeJIOBeKa HeOOBIKHOBEHHOW KpAaCOThI, U
mepes HUM Ha HeOOJBIIOM pPAaCCTOSSHUM CHUZENT caM
Xy#oKHUK — basun Xosutyopz.

Korza xXyZo>KHUK CMOTpes Ha Tpalio3HYIo, IIpe-
KpacHyio ¢UTrypy, KOTOPYIO OH TaK YMeJO OTpa3uiI
B CBOEM IIOPTPETE, €ro JIMIO O3apsa JOBOJbHAA
ynpi0ka. OH BHe3aTHO BCKOYWJ M, 3aKphIB IJIa3a,
MpMKaja Maablbl K BeKaM.

— Orto Jsyymias TBosi pabota, baswi, Jydiee, 4To
THI Korga-mubo genan, — ckasan Jlopa Tlerpu. —
Tbl, KOHEYHO, [O/DKEH IIoCjaTh €€ B CIeAYIoLIeM
rogy B I'pocBeHOp. AKajeMWs CIUIIKOM OOIIMpHAas
U CIUIIKOM ByJbrapHasd.
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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.”

“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-
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I'POCBEHOP — 3TO €JMHCTBEHHOE MEeCTO, YTOOEI

BBICTABJIATH TaKHeE pa6OTbI.

— He aymar, uTo Kyza-HUOyAb MOIUIKO 3TOT
MOPTPeT, — OTBETWI Xy[OXXHUK, OTKHMHYB T'OJIOBYy IIO
TOW CTpPaHHOM IPUBBIYKE, KOTOpass OOBIYHO BeceImia
ero apyseii B Oxcdopze. — Het, 1 He Oyay ero
HUKYy/Z]a TOCBLIATD.

Jlopa TeHpu mofHssl OpoBHM YW B HU3YMJIEHHUU IIO-
CMOTpel Ha Hero CKBO3b TOHKUE ToybOble KOJbIa
ZbIMa.

— Hukyza He nouwméms? Mou goporoul Apyr,
noyemy? Kakue cTpaHHBIE JIOAU BB, XYZAOXKHUKU!
OTOT TOpPTpeT BO3HEC ObI TebGA MHOTO BHIIIE BCEX
MOJIOJBIX XYZO0XXHUKOB AHIVIUU.

— 4 3Hato, 9TO THI OyZeITb HAaJO MHOW CMESThb-
¢, — OTBeTHI ba3wn, — HO s JeHCTBUTENbHO He
MOTY BBICTaBUTBH 3TOT IOPTpPeT. fl BIOXWI B HEro
CJIUIIKOM MHOI'O CaMoro ceos.

Jlopa, TeHpu BBITAHYJICA Ha JUBaHE U 3aCMESJICA.
— CnumkoM MHOTO camoro cebs! YectHoe ciio-
BO, ba3wi, 5TOT 4enoBeK AelCTBUTEIbHO KpacuB. He
abCTU cebe, Ba3wi: THI HUYYTh HAa HETO HE IOXOX.

— Tbl He NOHMMaelb MeHd, ['appu, — OTBETUI
XyIO)KHUK. — §I 3TO OoTIM4YHO 3Hat. Jla MHe Obl
M He XOTeJoCh TOXOAWUTh Ha Hero. fl roBopio Tebe
npaszy. Jlydiie He OTIMYaTbCA OT JPYTUX JIIOJEU.
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G

pid and ugly have the best of this world. Dorian Gray

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

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

“But why not?”

“Oh, I can’t explain. When I like people 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.”

“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.
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[ymble ¥ ypoaJiviBble B 3TOM MHpe IIpeyCIeBaroT.
Jopuan TI'peii...

— Jlopuan I'peit? Tak ero 30ByT? — CIPOCHJ JIOP/,
l'enpu, npoxogd yepe3 KOMHATy K baswiy Xosutyopzy.

— [la, 310 ero uMs. fl He XOTeJ TOBOPUTH Tebe.

— Ho nouemy HeTt?

— O, a1 He mory obbacHUTh. Korzma MHe oueHb
HpaBATCA JIIOAU, 1 HUKOIZIA HUKOMY He Ha3blBal0 UX
nméH. Korza A Ternepb yesxaro U3 ropoza, A HUKOIZAA
He cooOmialo pozAHBIM, KyZa eny. Ecim O6bl ckasai,
TO JULIWICA ObI BCEro yZoBOJbCTBUA. CoIvIaceH, 3TO
Iynas IpuBblYKa. HaBepHAKa Tl AyMaellb, 4TO 3TO
OYeHb IUIyIO?

— Huckonbko, — oTBeTun Jopz l'eHpu, — HU-
CKOJIbKO, MOU goporoi baszwmi. Tel, Kaxkercs, 3a0blI-
Baelllb, YTO fA >XEHAT, [I03TOMY MOfA >XU3Hb II0JHA
TallH: A HUKOIZIAa He 3Hal, e MOod KeHa, a MoA
)K€Ha HUKOIZla He 3HaeT, 4To A Jenaro. Korza Mbl
BCTpeYaeMcsA, MBI C CaMbIMU CEPbE3HBIMU JIMILIAMU
pacckasblBaeM Jpyr ApPYyry camble Heslellble MCTOPHU.

— TeprieTb He MOry, Kak Thl F'OBOPUILb O CBOEU
ceMelHOU ku3Hu, ['appu, — ckasan bazun Xosnyopq,
Wad K JABepu, KoTopad Beia B caj. — f aymaro,
YTO THl Ha CaMOM /iejie OYeHb MPUMEPHBIN MYyX, HO
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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-
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.

10
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Thl CTBIAUIIIBCA 3STOIO. TBI _— y,Z[I/IBI/ITe]'[bHBII';I ,Z[pyl"
TBI HUKOTrZa HeE FOBOpI/IU.[b HHU4Yero XOPOH.[eFO — U

Thl HUKOI'ZITA HE COBE€pIIA€Ilb HUYETO AYPHOTIO. TBo
OWHNU3M — IIPOCTO IIO3a.

— BBITh ecTeCcTBEHHBIM — 3TO IIPOCTO I03a, —
KPUKHYJ, cMesich, JiopZ, [eHpU; U ZBa MOJIOABIX dYe-
JIOBEeKa BMeCTe BBIILIM B caj,.

[TomonyaB, jopA T'eHpU BBHITALIWI Yachl.

— boroch, 4TO AoKeH uATH, basua, — THXO
ckazanm oH. — Ho mpexze, 4yeM A yiify, A XO4y,
9TOOBI TBI OOBACHWI MHe, [OYeMy Thl HE XOdYelllb
BBICTaBIAThL IopTpeT JlopuaHa I'ped.  xody 3HaTh
HaCTOAILYIO IPUYUHY.

— 51 HasBan Tebe HACTOALIYIO MPUYMHY.

— Het, He HasBan. Tel ckasajg, 4TO 3TO M3-3a
TOro, 4TO B HEM C/JIMIIKOM MHOro Tebs camoro. Ho
Belb 3TO pebavecTBO.

— Tlappu, — ckasan baswn XosutyopZs, CMOTpA
eMy IpAMO B JIMII0, — KaXX/ZbIil MOPTPeT, HANKWCAHHBIN
C YyBCTBOM, ABJIAETCA [OPTPETOM XYZOXXHUKA, a He
TOro, KTO eMy IIo3upoBas. [IpuuyvHa, IO KOTOpPOHU
A He OyZy BBICTABIATH 3Ty KapTUHY, 3aKJII0YaeTcs
B TOM, 4TO 51 OOIOCh, 4YTO TIOKa3ajJl B HeH TailHy
CBOEl COOCTBEHHOM YIIU.

Jlopa T'eHpu 3acmescd.
— W B uyém ke oHa? — CIPOCUJI OH.

11
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“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.”

U

“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?”
“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,

12
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— O, Ja ¥ roBOpUTH MOYTH Heyero, lappu, —
OTBETWJ XYAOXKHUK, — U A OOICh, YTO ThI BPSZ JU
nonMeénb. [Toxasnyi, Tel BpAZ JIU M IOBEPHUIIb 3TOMY.

Jlopz TeHpu y/IBIOHYJICS Y COpBajl B TpaBe IIBETOK.

— { coBepuIeHHO yBepeH, YTO IONMY, — OTBe-
TWI OH, pasmiAAblBad LIBETOK, — A MOI'Y IIOBEPUTb
yeMmy YTr'OZHO.

— MHcropua TakoBa, — cKasald XyAOXKHUK. — /IBa
Mecsilla HazaZA A ObUl Ha Tpuéme y Jeau BpaHZOH.
[TpoOBIB B KOMHATE OKOJIO JIECATH MUHYT, S BHE3aITHO
MOHSJI, YTO HA MeHS KTO-TO CMOTPUT. I 0bepHyscA
u Brepsble yBuzen /lopuana ['pea. Korga Hamwu mia-
3a BCTPETWIWCh, s TIOYYBCTBOBAJI, Kak OsezHero. S
3HaJ, YTO 3TOT IOHOIIA CTaHET BCeW MOeu JAyIlou,
BCEM MOMM WHCKYCCTBOM. fl HcIyrajaca U IOCIEIINI
BBIUTU U3 KOMHATBHI.

— YTto THI czenan?

— MBbI 6bUTH OYeHb OJM3KU, TIOYTU KaCaJIUCh APYT
ZApyra. Hammu riasa cHoOBa BCTPETWIWCH. fl mOIIpOCHIL,
yTOOBI Jieiu BpaHZOH MeHA eMy IpefcTaBWIa. JTO

OBUIO TPOCTO HEM3OEKHO.

— Yrto negu bpsHgoH ckasama o mucrepe [lo-
puaHe I'pee?

— O, Heuto Bpoje: «OuapoBaTeNbHBIN MaJb-
yuK. Sl He 3HAIW, YeM OH 3aHUMAaeTCA: AyMar, YTO

13
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(3

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 charac-
ters and my enemies for their intelligence. A man can-
not be too careful in the choice of his enemies. Of
course, I hate my relations. And I hate poor people
because they are ugly, stupid and drunk —”

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

Lord Henry touched his pointed brown beard with
his finger, and the toe of his boot with his stick. “How
English you are, Basil! An Englishman is only inter-
ested in whether he agrees with an idea, not whether
it is right or wrong. I like persons better than princi-
ples, and I like persons with no principles better than

14
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HU4YeM. AX ﬂa, OH I/II‘paeT Ha (I)OpTeHbHHO — WINn

Ha CKpUIIKe, Zoporoul mucrtep ['peir?» [lopuaH U A
3aCMesINCh, U MBI Cpasy CTaIXU JApY3bAMHU.

— CMex — COBCEM HEIUIOXOe Hayauo AT APYK-
OBI, — CKa3aJ MOJIOZION JIOpZ, CphIBasA emeé OAuH
IIBETOK, — U OH — JIydillee €€ OKOHYaHUE.

XoJutyops, moKadas TOJIOBOM.
— Tsl He TIOHMMAEIb, YTO TaKoe Apy:kba, Iappu.
it Tebst BCE emuHO.

— DOTo He Tak! — BOCkJUKHYN Jopz l'eHpu,
CABWras LUIANy Ha 3aTbUIOK U CMOTpPA Ha JIeTHee
Hebo. — f mpekpacHo pasnuyaio jroged. f BbIOU-
par CBOMX /[py3ed 3a HUX KpacoTy, 3HAKOMBIX — 3a
VX J0OphIli HpaB, a BparoB — 3a ux yM. Henb3sa
OBITH CNUIKOM OCTOPOXXHBIM B BBIOOpe BparoB. Pas-
yMeeTcs, 1 HEHaBWXXy CBOMX POACTBEHHUKOB. U 4
HEHABWXKY OeJHAKOB, MOTOMY 4YTO OHH YPO/JIUBEL,
IJIyIIbl W IIbAHHL...

— 4 He commamyCb HMU C €AMHBIM TBOHMM CJIOBOM.
U a YBEPEH, YTO Thl CaM C HMMHM TAKXKE HE COIJIaCEH.

Jlopa, TeHpH ToOIIaZwI CBOIO KaIITAHOBYIO OGOPOAY
U KOCHYJICSI TPOCThIO HOCKa OOTHHKA.

— Kaxko# Thl MCTBHIM aHIMIMYaHUH, ba3wa! AHIIU-
YaHUH TOJBKO HWHTEpeCcyeTcsa TeM, COIVIaCeH JU OH
C KaKOW-TMOO MBICTBIO WIM HET — HE3aBUCHUMO OT
TOTO, ABJAETCA OHA IPABWIbBHOW WINM HENpPaBUJIbHOU.
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