The preface

he artist is the creator of beautiful things. To re-
veal 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.

The highest as the lowest form of criticism is a
mode of autobiography.

Those who find ugly meanings in beautiful things
are corrupt without being charming. This is a fault.

Those who find beautiful meanings in beautiful
things are the cultivated. For these there is hope.
They are the elect to whom beautiful things mean
only beauty.

There is no such thing as a moral or an immoral
book. Books are well written, or badly written. That
is all.

The nineteenth century dislike of realism is the
rage of Caliban seeing his own face in a glass.

The nineteenth century dislike of romanticism is
the rage of Caliban not seeing his own face in a glass.

The moral life of man forms part of the subject-
matter of the artist, but the morality of art consists
in the perfect use of an imperfect medium.



lMpeaucnosue

Xyaomm/nc — TOT, KTO CO3ZaeT IpekpacHoe. Pac-
KPBITH JIIOIAM Ce0s U CKPBITH XYJOKHUKA — BOT
K UeMy CTPEeMUTCSI UCKYCCTBO.

Kputuk — 3TO TOT, KTO cIIoco0eH B HOBOII Gopme
WJIX HOBBIMU CPEACTBAMU II€PeJaTh CBOE BIleUATICHUE
OT IIPEeKpPacHoro.

Bricmiasi, Kak u HuU3IIad, popMa KPUTUKU — OAUH
13 BUAOB aBTOOMOrpadmu.

Te, KTO B IpeKpacHOM HaXONAT AYypHOe, — JIOOU
WCIIOPYEHHbIE, 1 IIPUTOM MCIOPYEHHOCTD He AejaeT UX
MIPUBJIEKATEIbHLIMU. ITO OOJIBINON IpPex.

Te, KTO cmmocobeH y3peTh B MPEKPAacCHOM ero BBICO-
KW CMBICII, — JIIOAU KyJAbTypHBIe. OHU He Oe3Hamex-
Hbl. Ho m30paHHUK — TOT, KTO B IIPEKPACHOM BUIUT
auirs ogHo: Kpacory.

HeT XKHMI HPaABCTBEHHLIX WJIN OE3HPABCTBEHHBIX.
EcThb KHUT'M XOpOIIO HaNMWCAaHHBLIE WM HAIHCAHHBIE
miIoxo. Bor u Bce.

HenaBuctb OeBsATHaAAIATOTO BeKa K Peanumamy —
aTo ApocTh Kamubawma, yBumeBIIero cedsa B 3epKaJe.

HenaBucTth pmeBATHaAIATOTO BeKa K PoMaHTH3-
My — 9TO ApocTb Kamnbama, He HAXOIAIIETO B 3epKa-
Jie CBOEro OTPaKeHU.

Jas Xyno:KHUKA HpaBCTBeHHAS KU3HDb UeJI0BEeKa —
JINIIBb OAHA M3 TeM ero TBOPUYeCTBa. JTHUKA JKe HCKYC-
CTBA — B COBEPIIEHHOM IIPUMEHEeHUY HEeCOBePIIeHHBIX
CpenCTB.



Ockap Yainbg

No artist desires to prove anything. Even things
that are true can be proved.

No artist has ethical sympathies. An ethical sympa-
thy in an artist is an unpardonable 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 ma-
terials 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.
Diversity of opinion about a work of art shows that
the work is new, complex, and vital.

When critics disagree, 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 excuse for
making a useless thing is that one admires it inten-
sely.

All art is quite useless.
Oscar Wilde



MopTtpeT HopuaHa pes

Xyno:XHUK He CTPEMUTCA UYTO-TO JOKa3bkIBaTh. lo-
KasaTh MOYKHO Jake HEOCIIOPMMBbIE MCTUHBI.

Xymo:xHuK He Mmopasuct. [Iogo0Has CKIOHHOCTD XY-
IOKHUKA TaeT HeIIPOCTUTEJIbHYI0O MAaHEePHOCTDb CTHJISA.

He npunucwiBailiTe XyZOXKHUKY HE3JOPOBBIX TeH-
IEeHIIU: eMy J03BOJIEHO N300pakaTh BCe.

Mpsicap u CioBo masa XyAoKHHUKA — cpencTBa He-
kycctBa. ITopok u JloOpomeresns — MaTepuas I ero
TBOpuecTBa. Ecau roBoputTh o0 popme — mpoodOpasom

BCeX MCKYCCTB ABJIAETCS MCKYCCTBO MYy3bIKaHTa. Ecinu
TOBOPHUTH O YYBCTBE — MCKYCCTBO aKkTepa.

Bo BcsKOM HMCKycCTBe €CThb TO, YTO JIEKUT Ha IIO0-
BEepXHOCTHU, M CHMBOJI. RTO IIbITa€TCA IIPDOHUKHYTH
Ty0sKe TTOBEPXHOCTH, TOT UJIET HA PUCK.

W KTO pacKpBIBaeT CUMBOJI, MJIET Ha puCK. B cymr-
HOCTH, VICKyCCTBO — 3€pKaJjo, OTpaskaloliee TOro, KTo
B Hero CMOTPUTCS, a BOBCe He XKU3Hb. Kcau mpousse-

JeHre NCKYCCTBa BbI3bIBaeT CIIOPBI, — 3HA4YUT, B HEM
€CTh HeUTO HOBO€, CJIOKHOE 1 3HAUYNUTEJIbHOE.
HYCTL KPUTHUKHX PacxogsdATCA BO MHEHUAX, — Xy-

IOKHUK OCTAeTCs BepeH cede.

Mo:KHO TPOCTUTH YEJOBEKY, KOTOPBIH mesaeT He-
YTO IOJIE3HOE, €CJIU TOJIBKO OH 3THM He BOCTOPraercs.
Tomy e, KTO cosmaeT GecloJie3HOe, eIWHCTBEHHBIM
OIpaBJaHUEM CIYKUT JUIIb CTPACTHASA JI0O0Bb K CBO-
€My TBOPEHHIO.

Beskoe MCKYCCTBO COBEPIINEHHO OECIIOIe3HO.

Ockap Yaiinwo



Chapter |

he studio was filled with the rich odour of roses,

and when the light summer wind stirred amidst
the trees of the garden, there came through the open
door the heavy scent of the lilac, or the more delicate
perfume of the pink-flowering thorn.

From the corner of the divan of Persian saddle-
bags on which he was lying, smoking, as was his
custom, innumerable cigarettes, Lord Henry Wotton
could just catch the gleam of the honey-sweet and
honey-coloured blossoms of a laburnum, whose trem-
ulous branches seemed hardly able to bear the burden
of a beauty so flamelike as theirs; and now and then
the fantastic shadows of birds in flight flitted across
the long tussore-silk curtains that were stretched
in front of the huge window, producing a kind of
momentary Japanese effect, and making him think
of those pallid, jade-faced painters of Tokyo who,
through the medium of an art that is necessarily im-
mobile, seek to convey the sense of swiftness and mo-
tion. The sullen murmur of the bees shouldering their
way through the long unmown grass, or circling with
monotonous insistence round the dusty gilt horns of
the straggling woodbine, seemed to make the stillness
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masa |

I‘yc'roﬁ apoMaT po3 HAIIOJHSAJI MACTEPCKYIO XYI0MK-
HUKa, a KoTma B caady HNOTHUMAJICSA JIeTHUI BeTe-
POK, OH, BJIETaA B OTKPBITYIO IBEPDH, IPUHOCHJI C COOOT
TO IbAHAIMNN 3alIaX CUPEHH, TO HeXXHoe OaroyxaHue
aJILIX IIBETOB OOSPBINTHUKA.

C IOKPBITOrO MEPCUACKUMHY UeIpakaMy JUBaHa, Ha
KOTOpOM JieskaJs Jiopa I'eHpu YOoTTOH, Kyps, Kak BCer-
Ia, ONHY 3a APYro¥ OecumcJieHHbIe HMaOWPOCHI, OBLI
BUJIEH TOJBKO KyCT PAKUTHUKA — €ro 30JI0ThIe U Y-
IIIHCTEIE, KAK Me, IIBeTHI JKapKo ILLIAJKM Ha COJHIE,
a TpemelryIliue BeTBU, KAa3aJ0Ch, €IBa BBLIAEP:KUBAU
TAMKECTb STOTO CBEPKAIOIIETr0 BEJIMKOJIENUWA; II0 Bpe-
MeHaM Ha JJINHHBIX IIeJKOBBLIX 3aHaBECAX I'POMAIHO-
'O OKHa MeJIbKaJIX NMPpUYyAJIMBbl€ TE€HU IIPOJIETaBIINX
MUMO IITUII, CO3AaBasdg HAa MUT MOA0OMe AMOHCKUX PU-
CYHKOB, — ¥ TOTZa JOpA I'eHpu AyMaJj O KeJITOJTUIIBIX
XYOOKHUKAX Aaekoro TOKMO, CTPEMUBIIHNXCS IIepe-
IaTh NBU)KEHWE U IOPBLIB CPeNCTBaAMU MCKYCCTBAa, IIO
mpupome cBoeii cratuuHOro. CepamToe Ky:KiKaHMIe
myesi, ITPOOUPABIINXCSA B HECKOIIEHHON BLICOKOU Tpa-
Be WJIM OJHOOOPA3HO M HACTOMYMBO KPY:KUBIIUX HAaJ
OCBITIAHHOM 30JIOTO¥ IBLIBI0 KYAPABON KMMOJOCTBIO,
KasaJioch, AeJIajio TUIINHY elne 0ojee rHeryIen. [oy-



Ockap Yainbg

more oppressive. The dim roar of London was like the
bourdon note of a distant organ.

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 artist him-
self, Basil Hallward, whose sudden disappearance
some years ago caused, at the time, such public excite-
ment 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. Whenever
I have gone there, there have been either so many
people that I have not been able to see the pictures,
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 an-
swered, tossing his head back in that odd way that
used to make his friends laugh at him at Oxford. “No,
I won’t send it anywhere.”
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MopTtpeT HopuaHa pes

xoii mym JloHmoHa HOHOCHUIICA CIOfa, Kak TyAeHue aa-
JIEKOTO OpraHa.

ITocpeau KoMHATHI CTOSJ HAa MOJbLOEpPTE IOPTPeT
MOJIOZOTO UeJIOBeKa HeOOLIKHOBEHHOU KPACOTHI, a Ie-
pen MoJbBOEpPTOM, HEMHOTO I0OMaJb, CUAET W XYIOK-
HUK, TOT cambiii Basun Xosmyops, ube BHe3amHOE
MCUe3HOBEHMEe HEeCKOJbKO JIeT HasajJ TaK B3BOJIHOBA-
JIO JIOHIOHCKOE OOIIEeCTBO M BBHIBBAJIO CTOJBKO CAMBIX
daHTaACTUUYECKUX TPEAIIOT0KEHUN.

Xymo:KHUK CMOTpPEJI Ha IPeKpacHoro HOIIy, ¢ Ta-
KMM WCKYCCTBOM OTOOpasKeHHOTO MM Ha IIopTpere,
U TOBOJIbHASA yJIbIOKA He cXOoAmJja ¢ ero gura. Ho Bapyr
OH BCKOYMJI 1, 3aKPLIB IUIas3a, IPMKAaJ IaJbIlbl K Be-
KaM, CJIOBHO KeJjas yAep:KaTh B IaMATU KaKOH-TO Y-
BUTEJbHBIN COH U 60SCH TPOCHYTHCH.

— 9ro Jayuiiasa TBosaA pabora, Basui, ayuliee u3
BCET0 TOT0, UTO TOOOI HAamMCaHO, — JIEHUBO IIPOMOJI-
BuI Jiopa I'eupu. — Hempemenso Hamo B OyayIeM ro-
Iy TIOCJIaTh ee Ha BBICTaBKYy B I'poBeHOp. B AKamgemuio
He cToMT. AKameMus CJOHIIKOM OOIIHMPHA 1 OO0IIemo-
crynHa. Korma Hu mpujelnb, BCTPEYAellb TAM CTOJIbKO
JI0fel, UTO He BUAUIINDL KaPTUH, UJIN CTOJbKO KapTHUH,
YTO He yAaeTcs JIIoAel mocMmorpersh. IlepBoe oueHb He-
IIPUSATHO, BTOPOE ele Xysxe. Her, eIMHCTBEHHOE IIOJ-
XoJsAIlee MecTo — 3To I'poBeHop.

— A a BooOIie He cOOMpAalOCh BLICTABJIATH STOT
IIOPTPET, — OTO3BAJICS XYIOKHUK, OTKHHYB I'OJIOBY,
II0 CBOEI XapaKTepHOM IPUBBIUKE, HAJ KOTOPOM, ObI-
BaJIO, HOATPYHUBaJM ero tToBapuinu B Oxcdopacrom
yuuBepcurere. — Her, HUKyZa A ero He IIOILIIO.
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Lord Henry elevated his eyebrows and looked at
him in amazement through the thin blue wreaths of
smoke that curled up in such fanciful whorls from his
heavy, opium-tainted cigarette.

“Not send it anywhere? My dear fellow, why? Have
you any reason? What odd chaps you painters are!
You do anything in the world to gain a reputation.
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 exhibit 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, Bas-
il, I didn’t know you were so vain; and I really 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 ivory and
rose-leaves. Why, my dear Basil, he is a Narcissus,
and you — well, of course you have an intellectual
expression and all that. But beauty, real beauty, ends
where an intellectual expression begins. Intellect is

12



MopTtpeT HopuaHa pes

YnuBiaeHnHo mogHAB OpoBU, Jopa I'empu mocmoTpet
Ha DBso3mia CcKBO3b Togy00od MAbIM, OPUYYAJIUBLIMU
KOJILIIAMY ITOJHUMABIINICA OT €ro IPOINTAHHOM OITH-
YMOM IaIHPOCHI.

— Hukyna zHe nomnutems? 9to nmouemy ke? Ilo ka-
KO TaKo mpuunHe, Mo Muibiii? Yygaxku, IpaBo, 9Tu
xyno:xxHuKN! VI3 KOXKH J1e3yT, UTOOBI JOOUTLCS M3BECT-
HOCTH, a KOI'ZIa CJaBa IPUXOAUT, OHU KaK OyATO TAro-
TaTcdA ero. Kak sTo riymo! Ecau HenpuATHO, KoTma o Te-
0e MHOT'O TOBOPST, TO eIlfe Xy:Ke, KoTha o Tede coBceM He
TOBOPAT. ITOT IMOPTPET Bo3HeC ObI TeOsA, Basuy, MHOTO
BBIIIE BCEX MOJIOABIX XYIOKHUKOB AHIVINM, a CTAPBIM
BHYIINJI ObI CUJIBHYIO 3aBUCTDb, €CJN CTAPUKH BOOOIIE
ele CHOCO6HLI HNCIIBIThIBATh KaKI/Ie'JII/I6O YyBCTBaA.

— 3Haio, ThI OyAelb HaJo MHOIO CMEeAThCSA, — BO3-
pasui Xyoo:KHUK, — HO s, IIPaBO, HE MOT'Y BLICTABUTDH
HAIIOKAa3 9TOT IIOPTPET... I BIOKKUI B HEro CIAUIIKOM
MHOTO caMoro ceos.

Jlopn T'ermpu pacxoxoTajicsi, moymoOHee ycTpawuBa-
sCh Ha ITUBaHe.

— Hy BoT, s Tak u 3HaJ, 4YTO Tebe 9TO MOKAKETCS
cMmemrHbIM. TeM He MeHee 9TO UCTUHHAS IIPaB/a.

— Caumnikom MHOTO camoro cebs? Eii-6ory, Basuu,
{ He IIOJ03PeBaJ B Tebe TAKOro caMOMHeHHusA. He BIKy
HU MaJIeHIIero cxXoJcTBa MeXIy To0O0M, MO UepHOBO-
JIOCBIHM, CYPOBOJIUIIBIA APYT, ¥ 3TUM IOHBIM AJTOHUCOM,
CJIOBHO CO3JaHHBIM M3 CJIOHOBOI KOCTH M PO3OBBIX Jie-
nmectkoB. Iloiimmu, Basui, o — Hapnuce, a TvI... Hy,
KOHEUHO, JIUI0 Yy Te6s OAYXOTBOPEHHOe U Bee Takoe. Ho
KpacoTa, IOJJINHHAS KpacoTa, ncue3aeT TaM, T/e II0IB-
JseTcs OLYXOTBOPEHHOCTh. BHICOKO pa3BUTHIN MHTeEJI-

13
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in itself a mode of exaggeration, and destroys the
harmony of any face. The moment one sits down to
think, one becomes all nose, or all forehead, or some-
thing horrid. Look at the successful men in any of
the learned professions. 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 absolutely delightful. Your mysterious
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 beau-
tiful creature who should be always here in winter
when we have no flowers to look at, and always here
in summer when we want something to chill our intel-
ligence. Don’t flatter yourself, Basil: you are not in
the least like him.”

“You don’t understand me, Harry,” answered the
artist. “Of course I am not like him. I know that
perfectly well. Indeed, I should be sorry to look like
him. You shrug your shoulders? I am telling you the
truth. There is a fatality about all physical and intel-
lectual distinction, the sort of fatality that seems to
dog through history the faltering 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

14
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JIEKT y:Ke caM II0 cebe HeKoTopas aHoMaausd, OH Ha-
pyliiaetT rapMoHuIo Juiia. Kaxk TOJIbKO UeJI0BeK HauHeT
MBICJIUTD, Y HETO HEeIPOIOPINOHAJIBHO BLITATHUBACTCS
HOC, NN YBEeJINUYKUBAETCA J00, NN YTO-HUOYAL Apyroe
IMOPTUT ero Juimo. IlocMOTPpM HA BBIAAIOIIUXCS OesATe-
Jieit 1000 yueHoi nmpodeccun — KaK OHU YPOIJIUBEI!
HckaoueHne cOCTaBISIOT, KOHEUHO, HAIIM TYXOBHBIE
IIACTBIPU, — HO 9TU BeJb He YTPYKIAIOT CBOUX MO3I'OB.
Enuckon B BoceMbIecAT JIeT IPOAOIKAeT TBePAUTD TO,
YTO eMy BHYIIAJMN, KOTZa OH OBLT BOCEMHAAIIATHJIET-
HUM IOHI[OM, — €CTECTBEHHO, UTO JIMI[O er0 COXPAaHs-
eT KpacoTy u 6saroobpasue. Cynsd mo IOPTPETy, TBOM
TAUMHCTBEHHBIH MOJIOLOM IIPUATENDb, UYbe UMA ThI YIIOP-
HO He Xouelllb Ha3BaTh, oOuapoBaTeJIeH, — 3HaivuT, OH
HUKOTZIa HU O UeM He AyMaeT. S1 B 9TOM COBEpIIEHHO
yoe:xxmen. HaBepHoe, oH — 06e3M03TJI0€ U TIpeEJIeCTHOe
00Kbe co3maHMe, KOTOpoe HaM CJIeJOoBaJIOo Obl Bcerga
UMeTH Iepen co0oii: 3uMOoii, KOra HeT I[BeTOB, — UTO-
OBl pajJoBaTh IIas3a, a JIETOM — UYTOOBI OCBEXKaTh pas-
ropsaueHHbIN Mo3r. Her, Basui, He abcTu cebe: ThI HU-
YyTh Ha HEro He IMOX0XK.

— Tsl MeHa He HMOHAJ, ['appm, — CKasaJ XyI0xK-
HUK. — Pasymeercs, MeXKAy MHOIO U 3TUM MAJbUNKOM
HeT HUKAKOT0 CXOACTBAa. §1 9T0 OTiIimuHOo 3Ha0. Jla g Obl
U He X0TeJ OLITh TAaKUM, KaK OH. ThI IMOoKUMAaeIb IIe-
yaMu, He Bepuillb? A MeXXIy TeM s TOBOPIO BIIOJIHE MC-
Kpeune. B cyanbe mromeit, puU3MUECKN MK JYXOBHO CO-
BepIIEeHHBIX, €CTh UTO-TO POKOBOE — TOUYHO TaKOI iKe
POK Ha MPOTAKEHUU BCel MCTOPUU KaK OyATO HalIpaB-
JSJ HeBepHbIe Iarum KopoJeit. I'opasmo OesomacHee
HH4YeM He OTIMYaTbCA OT APYTuX. B 9TOM MUPe€ BCerjga
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