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XOTHUTE YNTATh KJIACCUKY Ha aHIJIMMCKOM C MepeBOIoM ?ITa KHUra YCTPOeHa TakK:
KaK0€ aHIJIMKCKOE NIPEJIOKEHUE CPa3y COMPOBOXKIAETCS PYCCKUM TEKCTOM.

Bbi He nie3ere B clioBapb U He TepsieTe HUuTh. [IpocTo untaete — u moHuMaeTe

BCE ¢ niepBoil crpanulibl. «[loprper Jloprana I'pesi» — eqMHCTBEHHBI pOMaH
Ockapa Yannbaa. Mctopusi 0 Kpacote, MOJIOOCTU U LIEHE, KOTOPYIO 32 HUX ILUIATST.
JlopuaH OCTa€Tcs I0HBIM, a Ha €ro MOPTPETE OTPAKAIOTCS BCE TPEXU U TOIIbl. YalIb]]
Hamucajl KHUTY, KOTOpasl YUTAeTCs KaK MpUTYA U KaK TPUILJIEP OTHOBPEMEHHO.
CroxeT AepKUT B HANIPsIKEHUU, U Bbl HE 3aMevaeTe, Kak aHTJIMUCKUN CTAHOBUTCS
MOHATHEE C KoM cTpaHuliell. YnTtaiTe mpo ceOs1, YTOObI MPUBBIKHYTH K S3BIKY.
Yuraiite BCIyX, YTOOBI CIIBIIIATh peYb U CHUMATh SI3BIKOBOW Oapbep.
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XOTHUTE YNTATh KJIACCUKY Ha aHIJIMICKOM C MEpeBOIOM?

OTa KHUTA YCTPOEHa TaK: KaXI0€ aHITIMHACKOE MPEJIOKEHUE Cpa3y COMPOBOKIAETCS PYCCKUM
TekcToM. Bbl He JieeTe B ciioBaphb U He TepsieTe HUTh. IIpocTo untaete — 1 HoHMMaeTe BCE C IEpBO
CTpaHMIIBI.

«[Toprper dopuana I'pesi» — enuHcTBeHHbI pomaH Ockapa Yaitnbaa. Mcropus o kpacore,
MOJIOZIOCTH U IIeHe, KOTOPYIO 32 HUX TUIaTAT. JlopruaH OCcTa€Tcs I0HBIM, a Ha €ro OPTPEeTe OTPakKaIOTCS
BCE I'PEXU U TOMIbl. Yaiisib/l HAMMCAJI KHUTY, KOTOpasi YMTaeTCs KaK MpUTYa M KaK TPUJLJIEp OJHOBpE-
MeHHO. CIOKeT JepKUT B HAIIPSKEHUU, U Bbl HE 3aMevaeTe, Kak aHIJIMACKUI CTAHOBUTCS MOHSITHEE
C KaXJI0W CTpaHUIICH.

Yuraiite npo ceds1, YTOOB! MPUBBIKHYTD K S3bIKY. UnTaiiTe BCIyX, YTOOBI CIIBIIIATH PeUb U CHU-
MaThb SI3BIKOBOU Oaphep.

© Cawmoiinos A.T'., 2026r.

Oscar Wilde Ockap Yaiinbg
The Picture of Dorian Gray [Toptper Jopuana ['pes

Preface [IpenucioBue

An artist is one who creates beauty. XyqoXHUK — TOT, KTO CO3/1a€T MPEeKpacHoe.

To reveal oneself to people and to hide the artist—that is what art strives for. PackpbITh moasim
ceOs1 U CKPBITh XyJIO)KHUKA — BOT K Y€MY CTPEMHTCSI UICKYCCTBO.

A critic is someone who is able to convey his impression of the beautiful in a new form or by
new means. KpuTuk — 310 TOT, KTO cocoGeH B HOBOM (popMe MIIM HOBBIMHU CpEJICTBAMU TIepeaTh
CBOE BIIEUATJICHUE OT IIPEKPACHOTO.

The highest, as well as the lowest, form of criticism is one of the types of autobiography.
Beicmas, kak v Hu3Mmas, popMa KPUTUKH — OIWMH U3 BUJIOB aBTOOHOTpachui.

Those who find evil in the beautiful are corrupted people, and their corruption does not make
them attractive. Te, KTO B TpeKpacHOM HaXOAST AypHOE, — JIIOY UCTIOPUYEHHbIE, U TIPUTOM UCTIOP-
YEHHOCTh He JieJIaeT uX mpuBjekareabHbiMU. This is a great sin. DTo OOJBIION rpex.

Those who are able to see the high meaning in beauty are cultured people. Te, KTO crTOCOOHBI
y3peTh B MPEKPACHOM €ro BbICOKUI CMBICI, — JIIOM KylbTypHble. They are not hopeless. Onu He
Oe3HaIeKHBI.

But the chosen one is the one who sees only one thing in the beautiful: Ho n36pannuk — Tor,
KTO B IIPEKPACHOM BUJUT JIMIIb OOHO: Beauty. Kpacory.

There are no moral or immoral books. Het kaur HpaBcTBeHHBIX UM Oe3HpaBCTBEHHBIX. There
are books that are well written or poorly written. ECTb KHUT'M XOPOIIIO HAITUCAHHBIE WJTK HAITMCAHHBIE
mioxo. That's all. Bot u Bce.

The nineteenth century's hatred of Realism is the rage of Caliban seeing himself in the mirror.
HenaBuctsb aeBsiTHaALATOrO Beka Kk Peasmmzmy — 310 sipocts Kanubana, yBuzesiero ceosi B 3epkajie.

The nineteenth century's hatred of Romanticism is the rage of Caliban, who does not find his
reflection in the mirror. HenaBucTh neBSITHaAIIATOrO Beka kK PoMaHTH3My — 3TO sipocTh Kanubana,
HE HaXOJAIIIEro B 3epKajie CBOErO OTPAKECHUSI.

For an artist, the moral life of man is only one of the themes of his work. Ins xynoxHuka
HPABCTBEHHAsl ’KU3Hb YeJIOBEKa — JIMILb OJHA U3 TeM ero TBopuectBa. The ethics of art lies in the
perfect use of imperfect means. 9Tuka ke KCKyCCTBa B COBEPLIEHHOM ITPUMEHEHUN HECOBEPIIEHHBIX
CpencCTB.

The artist does not seek to prove anything. XynokHUK HE CTPEMUTCS YTO-TO JI0Ka3biBaTh. Even
indisputable truths can be proven. [loka3atb MOXKHO AaKe HEOCTIOPUMbIE UCTHHBI.
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The artist is not a moralist. XynoxHuk He Mopasuct. This inclination of the artist gives rise to
an unforgivable mannerism of style. [TogoOHast CKIIOHHOCTb XyHOKHHUKA POKIAET HEMPOCTUTEIHHYIO
MaHEPHOCTb CTHJIS.

Do not attribute unhealthy tendencies to the artist: He npunuceiBaiite Xyn0KHUKY HE3AOPOBBIX
teHaeHiuii: he is allowed to depict everything. eMy 103BoJIeHO M300pakaTh BCe.

Thought and Word for the artist are the means of Art. Mbicab u CoBo 1715 XyJO)KHUKA —
cpencrsa MckyccrBa.

Vice and Virtue are the material for his creativity. [Topok u [JoOpoznerens — matepuain s
ero TBOpYeCTBa.

If we speak about form, the prototype of all arts is the art of the musician. Eciiu roBoputs o
dbopme, — mpooOpa3om Bcex UCKYCCTB SABJIAETCS UCKYCCTBO My3bIkaHTa. If we speak about feeling,
the art of the actor. Eciii roBoputh 0 4yBCTBE — MCKYCCTBO aKTepa.

In every art there is something that lies on the surface and a symbol. Bo BcsikoMm HckyccTBe
€CTh TO, UTO JISKHUT Ha TIOBEPXHOCTH, U CUMBOJL

Anyone who tries to penetrate deeper than the surface takes a risk. KTo nbitaercsi npoHUKHYTh
r1yOke TOBEpXHOCTH, TOT UIET Ha PUCK.

And whoever reveals the symbol takes a risk. Y1 KTo packpblBaeT CUMBOJI, UAET HA PUCK.

In essence, Art is a mirror that reflects the one who looks into it, and not life at all. B cymHocTy,
HckyccTBO — 3epKaio, oTpaxarollee Toro, KTo B Hero CMOTPUTCSI, @ BOBCE HE KU3Hb.

If a work of art is controversial, it means that it contains something new, complex and
significant. Eciu npousBeeHre UCKYCCTBA BbI3BIBAET CIIOPbI — 3HAYUT, B HEM €CThb HEUTO HOBOE,
CJIO)XKHOE U 3HAYMTEIHHOE.

Let the critics differ in their opinions - the artist remains true to himself. I[lycts kputuku
pacxoasTcsl BO MHEHHSIX — XY/IO0KHHUK OCTaeTCsl BepeH ceoe.

One can forgive a person who does something useful, as long as he does not admire it. MoxHo
MIPOCTUTH YEJIOBEKY, KOTOPBIN AENaeT HeuTO MOJIe3HOe, €CIM TOIBKO OH STUM He BocTopraercs. But
for someone who creates something useless, the only justification is passionate love for his creation.
Tomy *ke, KTO co3aaeTt Oecroyie3Hoe, eAMHCTBEHHBIM OITPABAAHUEM CITYKUT JIUIIb CTPACTHAS JIIOOOBb
K CBOEMY TBOPEHHIO.

All art is completely useless. Besikoe MCKycCTBO COBEpITIEHHO Oecoie3HO.

Oscar Wilde Ockap Yaiinbg

Chapter I I'naa I

The rich scent of roses filled the artist's studio, and when a summer breeze rose in the garden,
it flew in through the open door, bringing with it either the intoxicating scent of lilac or the delicate
fragrance of scarlet hawthorn flowers. I'ycToii apoMaT po3 HaroJHsT MAacTepCKYyI0 XyIOKHHUKA, a
KOrJa B cajly TIOJHUMAJICS JIETHUN BETEPOK, OH, BJIETask B OTKPHITYIO JIBEPb, IPUHOCKI C COOOM TO
MIbSIHSIIUN 3a11ax CUPeHHU, TO HeJKHOE OJlaroyxaHue aJibIx [IBETOB OOSIPHIITHUKA.

From the Persian-covered sofa on which Lord Henry Wotton lay, smoking, as usual, one after
another countless cigarettes, only a broom bush was visible - its golden and fragrant, like honey,
flowers glowed hotly in the sun, and its trembling branches seemed barely able to bear the weight
of this sparkling magnificence; C mokpbITOro nepcuckMMy 4erpakamy AUBaHa, Ha KOTOPOM JieKall
nopn I'erpu YOTTOH, Kypsl, Kak BCeraa, OHy 3a APyroi OecurciIeHHbIe apOChl, ObUT BUIEH TOJHKO
KYCT PAKMUTHHKA — €T0 30JI0ThIE M TYIIMCThIE, KaK MEJI, [IBETHI XKaPKO ML Ha COJTHIIE, a TPETeNTy-
I BETBH, Ka3aJI0Ch, €/1Ba BHIEPKUBAIN TSHKECTh STOTO CBEPKAIOIIETO BeIUKoJenus; from time to
time, on the long silk curtains of the huge window, whimsical shadows of birds flying past flickered,
creating for a moment a semblance of Japanese drawings - and then Lord Henry thought of the
yellow-faced artists of distant Tokyo, who strove to convey movement and impulse by means of an art
that is by nature static. Mo BpeMeHamMHa JUIMHHBIX [IEJIKOBBIX 3aHABECSX IPOMAJHOTO OKHA MEJIbKaJIH
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MPUYY/JIMBbIE TEHH MPOJIETABIIMX MUMO MTHUII, CO3/1aBasi HA MHT TOJOOUE STIOHCKUX PUCYHKOB, —
1 Toraa Jopn 'eHpy {yMaut o JKeaTOMMIBIX XYJOKHUKaxX JajieKoro TOKHO, CTpeMUBIIMXCS TIepeaTh
JBUKEHUE U MOPBIB CPECTBAMM MCKYCCTBa, IO NMpUpoae cBoell cratuuHoro. The angry buzzing of
bees, making their way through the unmown tall grass or monotonously and persistently circling above
the curly honeysuckle sprinkled with golden dust, seemed to make the silence even more oppressive.
CepnuTtoe XysxoKaHue Iuell, TPOOHPABIINXCS B HECKOIIEHHON BBICOKOM TpaBe WM OIHOOOPA3HO U
HACTOMYMBO KPYKUBIIMX HaJl OCHIITAHHOU 30JI0TOM IMbLIBIO KYAPSIBOW KUMOJIOCTHIO, Ka3aJI0Ch, IeJ1aJI0
TrvHy emie 6onee raerymieii. The dull noise of London came here like the hum of a distant organ.
['myxoi mrym JIoH10Ha JOHOCKIICS CloJa, Kak Ty/IeHHe JaJIeKOro opraHa.

In the middle of the room, on an easel, stood a portrait of a young man of extraordinary beauty,
and in front of the easel, a little further away, sat the artist, the same Basil Hallward, whose sudden
disappearance several years ago had so excited London society and given rise to so many of the
most fantastic assumptions. [Tocpean KOMHATHI CTOSIT HA MOJILOEPTE MOPTPET MOJIOAOTO YesoBeKa
HEOOBIKHOBEHHOM KPACOTHI, a epeji MOJbOEPTOM, HEMHOTO MOOAJTb, CHUJIEI U XyIOXKHUK, TOT CAMBI
Basun Xosutyopa, ube BHE3aITHOE MCYE3HOBEHME HECKOJIBKO JIET Ha3a/] TaK B3BOJTHOBAJIO JIOHIOHCKOE
OOIIECTBO M BBI3BAJIO CTOJIBKO CaMbIX (PaHTACTUUYECKUX MPEATIONOKEHUN.

The artist looked at the handsome young man, depicted with such skill in his portrait, and a
satisfied smile did not leave his face. XynoxHUK cMOTpes1 Ha TPEKPACHOTO IOHOIITY, C TAKUM UCKYC-
CTBOM OTOOpaXKEHHOTO UM Ha IOpPTpeTe, U IOBOJIbHAS YIIBIOKA He cxouJa ¢ ero juia. But suddenly he
jumped up and, closing his eyes, pressed his fingers to his eyelids, as if wanting to retain some amazing
dream in his memory and afraid to wake up. Ho Bapyr oH Bckouwi 1, 3aKpbIB IJ1a3a, IPUKa HaJIbLibl
K BEKaM, CJIOBHO KeJiasi yAepXkKaTb B MaMsTH KaKOW-TO YAWBUTEIBHBINA COH M OOSICh TIPOCHYThCSI.

“This is your best work, Basil, the best of all that you have written,” said Lord Henry lazily. —
70 nydmas TBos padoTa, basu, ydiiee U3 BCEro Toro, 4Yro To060i HaNMcaHo, — JIEHUBO MPOMOJT-
Bus Jjiopn ['enpu. We must certainly send it to the exhibition at Grosvenor next year. HenpemeHnHo
HaJI0 B OyAyIlleM Tofy TMoc/iaTh ee Ha BhICTaBKy B ['poBeHOp. It is not worth going to the Academy:
B Axkanemuto He crout: The Academy is too large and too accessible to everyone. Akagemusi CJIUIII-
KoM oOmpHa 1 odmenoctynsa. Whenever you go, you meet so many people there that you do not
see the paintings, or so many paintings that you do not get a chance to see the people. Korga uu
MIpU/Iellib, BCTPEYaellb TaM CTOJIBKO JIIOZIEH, YTO He BUAMIIL KAPTUH, WM CTOJBKO KapTHH, YTO HE
yaaetcs Jioaeit nocmorpetb. The first is very unpleasant, the second is even worse. [lepBoe oueHb
HENpUATHO, BTopoe elne xyxe. No, the only suitable place is Grosvenor. Het, equHcTBeHHOE NIOZIXO-
Jsiee Mecto — 310 I'poBeHop.

“I don’t intend to exhibit this portrait at all,” the artist responded, throwing back his head,
as was his characteristic habit, which his comrades at Oxford University used to make fun of. —
A 51 BOOOIIIe HE COOMPAIOCh BHICTABJIATH ITOT MOPTPET, — OTO3BAICS XYI0XKHHUK, OTKHHYB TOJIOBY,
0 CBOE XapaKTEePHOU MPUBBIUKE, HAJl KOTOPOU, OBIBAJIO, TPYHIIN ero ToBapuiim B OKcgopackoM
yausepcutere. “No, I won’t send it anywhere.” — Her, HUKyJa 51 €ro He NOLLTIO.

Lord Henry raised his eyebrows in surprise and looked at Basil through the blue smoke that rose
in strange rings from his opium-soaked cigarette. YauBieHHo nogusiB 6poBy, Jiopa ['eHpu nocMoTtpen
Ha B3a3uia ckBo3b roy0ou JbIM, TPUYYIUBEIMU KOJBIIAMU TIOMHUMABIIHMIACS OT €r0 MPOIMUTAHHOW
OITMYMOM TaIpPOCHL.

— You won'’t send it anywhere? — Hukyna He nomuienis? And why is that? 1o nouemy xe?
For what reason, my dear? I'lo kakoi Takoii npuunHe, Mot Musiblii? These artists are really eccentrics!
Uynaku, npaso, 3t xynoxkHuku! They go out of their way to achieve fame, and when fame comes,
they seem to be burdened by it. I3 koxu ne3yT, 4TOOBI JOOUTHCS M3BECTHOCTH, a KO/l CJIaBa MpH-
XOIWT, OHU Kak Oyaro Tarotsatcs eo. How stupid it is! Kak 3to ryno! If it is unpleasant when they
talk a lot about you, then it is even worse when they don’t talk about you at all. Eciiu HenpusTHo,
Korja o Tebe MHOTO TOBOPST, TO eIlle Xyxke, Koraa o Tede coBceM He roBopsT. This portrait would
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have elevated you, Basil, far above all the young artists in England, and would have inspired strong
envy in the old ones, if old people are still capable of experiencing any feelings at all. 9tot noprper
BO3HeC Obl TeOsi, B33mii, MHOTO BBIIIIE BCEX MOJIOBIX XYIOKHUKOB AHIJIMU, & CTAPHIM BHYIIHII ObI
CHJIbHYIO 3aBHCTh, €CJTU CTAPUKHU BOOOIIIE ellle CIIOCOOHBI UCIIBITHIBATH KAKUe-TMOO0 YyBCTBA.

“I know you’ll laugh at me,” the artist objected, “but I really can’t put this portrait on display...
I’'ve put too much of myself into it.” — 3Hato, Tl OyJelh HaJJO MHOIO CMESIThCSI, — BO3PA3HJII XY/I0K-
HUK, — HO 4, IpaBO, HE MOI'Y BBICTABUTb HAITOKA3 3TOT IMMOPTPET. .. $1 BNOXKWII B HETO CJIMIIIKOM MHOT'O
camoro ceosl.

Lord Henry laughed, settling himself more comfortably on the sofa. Jlopn I'enpu pacxoxotascs,
NoyoOHee yCTpauBasiCh Ha AUBaHE.

- Well, I knew you would find it funny. — Hy BOT, s Tak u 3Haj, 410 TeOE ITO MOKAKETC
cmerHbiM. However, it is the absolute truth. Tem He MeHee TO UCTUHHAS TIpaB/a.

— Too much of yourself? — Cnummkom mMHoro camoro ceds? By God, Basil, I didn’t suspect
you of such conceit. Eii-6ory, Ba3wi, s He mono3peBan B Tede Takoro camoMHenus. I don’t see the
slightest resemblance between you, my black-haired, stern-faced friend, and this young Adonis, as if
created from ivory and rose petals. He Bixy HI MaJieiiIiero CXojicTea Mex 1y ToOO0i, MOW YepHOBOJIO-
CBIi, CYpPOBOJIMIIBIN IPYT, ¥ STUM IOHBIM AJIOHUCOM, CJIOBHO CO3JJAaHHBIM U3 CJIOHOBOUM KOCTU M PO30-
BbIX JieriecTkoB. Understand, Basil, he is Narcissus, and you... Well, of course, your face is spiritual
and all that. IToiimu, Basun, on — Hapiucc, a 1ol... Hy kKoHeuHO, U0 y TeOs1 OMyXOTBOPEHHOE U
Bce Takoe. But beauty, true beauty, disappears where spirituality appears. Ho kpacota, nojymHHas
KpacoTa, UCUe3aeT TaMm, Ije nossisiercss ogyxoTBopeHHocTb. A highly developed intellect is in itself
a certain anomaly; it disrupts the harmony of the face. Bbicoko pa3BUTBIII UHTEIJIEKT yKe caM 1O
ceOe HEKOTOpasi aHOMaJIMsI, OH HapyIllaeT TapMOHMUIO JIUIa. As soon as a person begins to think, his
nose becomes disproportionately elongated, or his forehead enlarges, or something else spoils his
face. Kak TOJIBKO 4eIOBEK HAYHET MBICJINTD, Y HEIO0 HECIPOIOPIHUOHAJIBHO BBITATMBACTCA HOC, WA
yBEJIMYMBAETCS JI00, WM YTO-HUOYIb apyroe moptut ero juio. Look at the outstanding figures of
any learned profession—how ugly they are! IlocMoTpu Ha BBIIAIONIMXCS AesTeNel JIIOOOH yUeHO!
npoeccun — kak oHu ypomsussl! The exception is, of course, our spiritual shepherds, - but these
do not bother their brains. VckmoueHue cocTapisiioT, KOHEYHO, HAIIIM JYXOBHbIE TACTBIPU, — HO 3TU
Be/lb HE YTPYKJAI0T cBouX MO3roB. A bishop at eighty continues to repeat what he was told when he
was an eighteen-year-old youth - it is natural that his face retains its beauty and good looks. Enuckorn B
BOCEMBECSAT JIET MPOJOJIKAET TBEPAUTD TO, UTO €My BHYIIAJIH, KOT/Ia OH ObLI BOCEMHAIATHIIETHUM
IOHIIOM, — ©CTEeCTBEHHO, UTO JIUIIO €ro COXpaHsieT KpacoTy u Onmarooopasue. Judging by the portrait,
your mysterious young friend, whose name you stubbornly refuse to mention, is charming - which
means he never thinks about anything. Cyas no noprpery, TBOM TAMHCTBEHHBII MOJIOJOM MPUSATEb,
Ybe UMsI Thl YIIOPHO HE XOYeIllb Ha3BaTh, 04apoBaTesieH, — 3HAYUT, OH HUKOTJa HA O YeM He JyMaeT.
I am absolutely convinced of this. 51 B 3Tom coBepiieHHO yoexaeH. Probably he is a brainless and
charming creature of God, whom we should always have before us: HaBepHoe, on — 6e3mo3rioe
U TpesiecTHOe O0Xkbe CO3[JaHue, KOTOpoe HaM CliefoBasio Obl BCEraa UMETh epes coOou: in winter,
when there are no flowers - to please the eyes, and in summer - to refresh the overheated brain.
3MMOM, KOT/Ia HEeT IIBETOB, — YTOOBI PaIoBaTh IJ1a3a, a JETOM — YTOObI OCBEXATh Pa3rOpsUCHHBIN
mo3r. No, Basil, do not flatter yourself: Her, b33ui, He nbctu cede: you are not at all like him. 1o
HUYYTb Ha HECTO HE ITOXOK.

“You misunderstood me, Harry,” said the artist. — Tbl Menst He nonsut, ['appu, — ckazan
xynoxHUK. “Of course, there is no resemblance between me and that boy.” — Pa3zymeercs, mexy
MHOIO 1 3TUM MaJIbUMKOM HeT HUKakoro cxoictsa. I know that very well. f ato omnuHo 3Hat0. And
I wouldn’t want to be like him. [la st 661 1 He xOTes1 OBITH TAKMM, Kak OH. You shrug your shoulders,
don’t believe me? Tbl noxkumaensb 1iedamu, He Beputib? And yet I speak quite sincerely. A mexay
TeM 51 roBopio BrosiHe uckpeHHe. There is something fatal in the fate of people who are physically
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or spiritually perfect - exactly the same fate throughout history seemed to guide the uncertain steps
of kings. B cynn0e moneid, (pM3N4YecKu WK JyXOBHO COBEPIIEHHBIX, €CTh YTO-TO POKOBOE — TOYHO
TAKOM K€ POK Ha MPOTSKEHUU BCEH MCTOPUM Kak Oy/ATO HANpPaBJIsl HEBepHbIE IIaru Koposei. It is
much safer to be no different from others. ['opazno 6e3onacHee HUYEM He OTIMYATHCS OT APYrux. In
this world, fools and freaks always come out on top. B 3ToM Mupe Bceraa ocraiotcsi B Oapbliiie TTyIIibl
u ypoapl. They can sit quietly and watch others struggle. OHu MOT'yT CHETh CHOKOMHO M CMOTPETh Ha
60pr0Oy apyrux. They are not given to know the triumph of victory, but they are spared the bitterness
of defeat. im He naHO y3HaTh TOPXKECTBO MOOEM, HO 3aTO OHHM M30aBJIEHBI OT TOPEYU MOPAKECHUI.
They live as we all should live - without any worries, serenely, in addition to everything indifferent.
OHM KUBYT Tak, KaK cJIeJJOBajIo Obl )KUTh BCEM HaM, — 0e3 BCSIKMX TPEBOJIHEHUM, Oe3MATERKHO, KO
Bcemy paBHoayiHble. They do not destroy anyone and do not perish themselves at the hands of the
enemy... You are noble and rich, Harry, I have intellect and talent, no matter how small it may be,
Dorian Gray has his beauty. OHu HUKOTO He TYOAT M cCaMU He TUOHYT OT BPaXeCKOW PyKH... Thl
3HaTeH u Oorat, ['appu, y MeHs eCTh MHTEJUIEKT M TAJIAHT, Kak Obl OH HU ObUT MaJ, y Jopuana I'pess —
ero kpacota. And for all these gifts of the gods we will pay someday, we will pay with great suffering.
U 3a Bce 3TH Japbl OOroB MBI pacruiaTUMCs KOraa-HUuOy b, 3aIUIaTUM TSUKKUMU CTPaJIaHUSIMH.

“Dorian Gray?” — Jlopuana I'pesi? “Aha, so that’s his name?” Ara, 3Ha4uT, BOT Kak €ro 30ByT?
asked Lord Henry, approaching Hallward. — cnipocui jopa I'enpu, nogxons k Xosutyopay.

- Yes. — [la. I didn’t want to name his name... 5l He XoTeJ1 Ha3bIBATh €rO UMSH. . .

- But why? — Ho nouemy xe?

— How can I explain it to you... When I love someone very much, I never tell anyone their name.
— Kak te6e o0bsicHuTb. .. Korza s1 oueHb mo0:mo Koro-Huoyib, s HUKOT/Ia HUKOMY He Ha3bIBalo €ro
umenu. It's like giving away a piece of someone dear to you. 1o Bce paBHO UTO OT/IaTh IPYTUM KaKyIo-
TO YacTHIly Jjopororo Tede yenoBeka. And you know, I've become secretive; I like having secrets from
people. 1 3Haem» — 5 cTajl CKpbITEH, MHE HPaBUTCS UMETh OT Jnofer TailHbl. This is perhaps the
only thing that can make modern life exciting and mysterious for us. 910, noxanyi, eTMHCTBEHHOE,
YTO MOXKET CHIeJIaTh JJIsl HAC COBPEMEHHYIO KU3Hb YBJIeKaTe bHOU 1 3arajouHoi. The most ordinary
trifle acquires amazing interest as soon as you start hiding it from people. Camast 0OBIKHOBEHHasI
Oe3nenuiia MpuoOpeTaeT yIUBUTEIbHBIN UHTEPEC, KaK TOJbKO HAUMHACIIh CKPbIBATh €€ OT JIIZIEH.
When I leave London, I now never tell my relatives where I'm going. Vesxkas u3 JlongoHa, s tenepb
HUKOIJ/Ia HE TOBOPIO CBOMM pOjICTBeHHHKaM, Kyaa eny. If I told them, all the fun would be gone.
Ckaxu s UM — U Bce yoBosIbCTBHE nponajert. It's a funny whim, I agree, but it somehow brings a
fair amount of romance into my life. 910 cMeIlHass MPUXOTh, COrIACEH, HO OHA KAaKMM-TO 00pa3oM
BHOCHUT B MOIO ’KM3Hb U3PSIHYIO 100 poMaHTUKU. You'll say, of course, that this is terribly stupid?
Tbl, KOHEYHO, CKaXEIIlb, YTO ITO YKACHO TIIYNo?

“Not at all,” replied Lord Henry, “not at all, my dear Basil!” — Huckonbko, — Bo3paszui jiopa
I'enpu, — Huckonbko, noporoi basun! You forget that I am a married man, and that is the only
joy of marriage, that both parties are inevitably forced to invent lies. Tbl 3a0bIBaeliIb, 4TO 5 YeJIOBEK
JKEHAThIH, & B TOM U COCTOMT €JMHCTBEHHAsI TpeJiecTh Opaka, 4To 00eUM CTOpOHAM HEM30EKHO NpH-
XOIUTCS U30IIPAThCS BO JukU. | never know where my wife is, and my wife does not know what I
am doing. §l HUKOrIa HE 3HAI0, I7Ie MOsI JKEeHa, U MOsI ’KeHa He 3HaeT, ueM 3aHAT . When we meet—
and we sometimes meet when we dine together at a party or pay a call on the Duke—we tell each
other all sorts of tall tales with the most serious air. IIpu BcTpeuax, — a Mbl ¢ Hell MHOTAA BCTpeva-
emMcs1, Korjaa BMecTe o0ejaeM B rOCTsIX WJIM ObIBAEM C BUSUTOM Y TepIIora, — MbI C CAMbIM CEPhE3HBIM
BHUJIOM paccKa3biBaeM JpyT Ipyry Besikue HeObutHibl. My wife does this much better than I do. JKena
JeJaeT 3TO ropasjo Jyuie, 4yeMm s1. She never gets confused, whereas with me it always happens. Ona
HUKOT/Ia He 3aIlyTaeTcs, a co MHOH 3To ObIBaeT rnoctostnHo. However, if she happens to catch me out,
she does not get angry and does not make a scene. Bripouem, eciu el cirydaercsi MeHs1 yIUUUTh, OHA

"’
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HE CepIMTCS U He yCTpauBaeT CLeH. Sometimes it even annoys me. MHoii pa3 MHe 3T0 Aaxe 10CaHO.
But she only makes fun of me. Ho ona Tospko nopiryynBaet Hajio MHOM.

"I hate the way you talk about your family life, Harry," said Basil Hallward, coming to the
garden door. — TepreTs He MOry, KOrga Thl B TAKOM TOHE TOBOPHUIIL O CBOEUM CeMeNHOM KU3HH,
Iappu, — ckazan baszun Xostyopn, noaxons K asepu B caj. "I'm sure you're a really good husband,
but you're ashamed of your virtue. — I yBepeH, 4To Ha caMOM Jiejie Thl TPEKPACHBIA MY3K, HO CThI-
IWIbes cBoel mooponerenu. You're a wonderful man! YauBurenbHbIl TH YesoBek! You never say
anything moral - and you never do anything immoral. Hukorna He roBopHIlIb HUYET0 HPABCTBEHHOTO
— ¥ HUKOTJA He JieJlaelllb HUJero Oe3HpaBCTBEHHOro. Your cynicism is just a pose. TBOU IMHN3M
— TOJIBKO T1034.

“I know that being natural is a pose, and the most hated pose by people!” — 3Hato, 4TO OHITH
€CTEeCTBEHHBIM — 3TO 11032, ¥ camasi HeHaBUCTHas1 Jmofsim ro3a! exclaimed Lord Henry with a laugh.
— BOCKJIMKHYJI Jiopa ['eHpu co cmexom.

The young people went out into the garden and sat down on a bamboo bench in the shade of
a tall laurel bush. Mosnozpie Jiionu BHIIUTH B cajl M yCEIUCh Ha 6aMOYKOBOI CKaMbe B TEHU BHICOKOTO
naBpoBoro Kycra. Sunbeams glided across its shiny, varnished leaves. ConHeuHble 3aYUKHA CKOJTb-
3WJIM TIO €r0 OJIECTSIINM, CJIOBHO JJAKMPOBaHHBIM JHCcThsiM. White daisies swayed gently in the grass.
B TpaBe THXOHBKO MOKAYUBAIUCH OeJIble MApPrapUTKH.

For some time the host and guest sat in silence. Hekotopoe Bpemsi XO35IUH U TOCTh CUAETU
moiya. Then Lord Henry looked at his watch. ITotom nopn I'enpu mocmotpest Ha dachl.

“Well, unfortunately, I must go, Basil,” he said. — Hy, k coxanenuto, mue nopa, bazun, —
ckazan oH. “But before I go, you must answer the question I asked you.” — Ho panbliie, uem 1 yiiny,
THI JJOJKEH OTBETUTh MHE Ha BOIIPOC, KOTOPBIH 1 3371411 Teoe.

“What question?” — Kakoit Boripoc? asked the artist without looking up. — cnpocun xynox-
HUK, HE TIOJHUMAsI IJ1a3.

- You know very well which one. — Tbl 0OTJINYHO 3Ha€IIb KAKOIA.

- No, Harry, I don’t know. — Hert, I'appu, He 3Hai0.

- Okay, I'll remind you. — Xopomo, s Te6e HaromHio. Please explain why you decided not
to send the portrait of Dorian Gray to the exhibition. O0bsicHH, MOXKaJTyiCTa, TIOUYEMY Thl PEIINIT He
MOChUIaTh Ha BbIcTaBKY noptpeT dopuana I'pes. I want to know the truth. §I xouy 3Hath npasay.

- I told you the truth. — ¢ u cka3an Tebe paBmy.

- No. — Her. You said that there is too much of you in this portrait. Tsl cka3ai, 4To B 3TOM
NopTpeTe CAUIIKOM MHOTO Tebst camoro. But that is childish! Ho Bexb 3710 e pedsiuecTso!

“Understand, Harry.” — Iovimu, ['appu. Hallward looked into Lord Henry’s eyes. — Xosutyopa
rocMoTpen B rasa jgopay I'enpu. “Every portrait painted with love is, in essence, a portrait of the
artist himself, and not of the one who posed for him. — Bcskuii moprper, HarMcaHHBIH C JIIOOOBBIO,
— 3T0, B CYIIIHOCTH, ITOPTPET CaMOro XyJOKHHUKA, a HE TOro, KTo eMy nosuposai. It is not him, but
himself, that the artist reveals on canvas. He ero, a camoro ce6s1 pacKpbiBaeT Ha MOJIOTHE XYJOKHUK.
And I am afraid that the portrait will reveal the secret of my soul. I s 6010ch, 4TO MOPTPET BHIIACT
TaiiHy moe# aymu. That is why I do not want to exhibit it. [IoTomy 1 He XO4y €ro BbICTaBJISITh.

Lord Henry burst out laughing. Jlopa I'enpu pacxoxoTtaicsi.

“And what is this secret?” — U 4o xe 310 3a TaitHa? he asked. — cripocui oH.

“Okay, I'll tell you,” Hallward began, somewhat embarrassed. — Tak u ObITh, pacckaxy Tebe,
— Havaj XOJUTyopll KaK-TO CMYILIEHHO.

“Well?” — Hy-c? “I'm dying of impatience, Basil,” Lord Henry insisted, looking at him. A
cropato oT HeteprieHus1, basui, — HactauBan jopa ['eHpu, norsapiBas Ha HEro.

- There’s almost nothing to say here, Harry... And I doubt you’ll understand me. — [la roBo-
PUTBL-TO TYT IOUTH Hevero, [appu. .. VI Bpsa jim Tel MeHs noiiMenib. You probably won’t even believe
it. [Toxasnyi, gaxe He TOBEPHUIIIb.
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Lord Henry only grinned in response and, bending down, plucked a pink daisy from the grass.
Jlopn I'eHpy TOBKO YCMEXHYJICSI B OTBET U, HAKJIOHSICh, COPBAJI B TPAaBE PO30OBYI0 MAPTapyTKYy.

“I am absolutely sure that I will understand,” he responded, carefully examining the golden
pistil of the flower with a white edge. — { coBepilieHHO yBepeH, UTO MOWMY, — OTO3BAJICS OH,
BHUMATEJILHO PasIJIsi/ibiBasi 30JI0TUCTHINA C Oeslol OmyIKo# rmectuk nBetka. “And I am capable of
believing in anything, and the more likely it is, the more readily it will be.” — A noBepuTs 51 ciocobex
BO UYTO YTOIHO, U TEM OXOTHEE, YeM OHO HEBEPOSITHEE.

A slight breeze shook a few flowers from the trees; HanereBiuii BeTepok CTpsIXHYJI HECKOJIBKO
LIBETKOB C JiepeBbeB; the heavy lilac brushes, as if woven from stars, slowly swayed in the sleepy
silence softened by the heat. Tskesnble KUCTH CUPEHH, CJIOBHO COTKAHHBIE U3 3BE3[0YEK, MEAJIEHHO
3aKavyaiCh B pa3HEKEHHOW 3HOeM COHHOM TuilimHe. A grasshopper chirped near the wall. ¥V crenbt
Tpeman Ky3Heuuk. A dragonfly flashed through the air like a long blue thread on transparent brown
wings... Lord Henry seemed to hear Basil's heart beating in his chest, and he tried to guess what would
happen next. JIMHHOM TOTyOON HUTHIO HA MPO3PAYHBIX KOPUIHEBBIX KPBUIBIIIKAX IPOMEIbKHY/IA B
BO3/IyXe cTpeko3a... Jlopay I'eHpu Ka3aaock, 4To OH CHBIIIUT, KaK CTYYUT cepaie B rpyau basua,
Y OH TIBITAJICS YTa/laTh, YTO OyAeT Jajiblile.

“Well, so...” the artist began after a short silence. — Hy, Tak BOT... — 3aroBOpuj XyA0KHHUK,
HeMHoro nomosyas. “About two months ago I had to attend a reception at Lady Brandon’s. — Mecsiiia
JBa Ha3aJ MHE NPUIILIOCh OBITh Ha payTe y Jeau bpsnmon. After all, we, poor artists, should appear
in society from time to time, if only to show people that we are not savages. Benp Ham, OeHBIM
XyIO)KHUKAM, CJEIyeT BpeMsi OT BPEMEHH MOSIBIIATHCS B OOIIECTBE, XOTs OB Il TOr0, YTOOBI TOKa-
3aTh JIOJSM, YTO MBI He AuKapu. | remember your words that in a tailcoat and white tie anyone, even
a stockbroker, can pass for a civilized person. [ToMHI0 TBOM CJIOBa, YTO BO (ppake M OSJIOM rajcTyke
KTO YTOIHO, 1a)ke OMP:KeBOW MaKJiep, MOXKET COMTH 3a IIMBUJIM30BAHHOTO YeJIOBeKa.

In Lady Brandon's drawing room I had been chatting for about ten minutes with the elegant
widows and the tedious academics when I suddenly felt someone's eyes on me. B roctunoii neau
BpaHO0H 51 MUHYT JecsATh OeceoBall ¢ pa3psKEHHBIMU B IyX U Mpax 3HATHBIMU BJOBAMHU U C HY[-
HBIMH aKaJIeMUKaMH, KaK BJPYT NMOYyBCTBOBAI Ha cede yei-To 3. | looked around and it was
then that I saw Dorian Gray for the first time. {I omisiHysCA M TYT-TO B NIepBbIA pa3 yBuaen Jlopu-
ana ['pes. Our eyes met and I felt myself turning pale. ['1a3a Hamm BCTpeTWIUCh, U 51 IOYYBCTBO-
BaJI, 4yto Onennero. I was overcome by some instinctive fear and I realized: MeHst oxBaTU/T KaKo¥-
TO MHCTUHKTHUBHBIN CTpax, U s MOHsT: before me was a man so charming that if I succumbed to his
charm he would swallow me up entirely, my soul and even my art. nepeo MHOI YeJIOBEK HaCTOJIbKO
00asITeNIbHBIN, UTO, €CJIH 51 MMOAJAMCS ero 00AsTHUIO, OH MOTJTIOTUT MEHsI BCETro, MOIO AYIIY U Jake MOe
uckyccrBo. And I didn't want any outside influences in my life. A 1 He xO0Tes1 HUKAKMX [TOCTOPOH-
HUX BJIMSHUN B Moel ku3Hu. You know, Henry, what an independent character I have. Tol 3Hae1b,
I'enpu, kakoil y MeHs He3aBUcUMBIN xapakrtep. | have always been my own master... at least until I
met Dorian Gray. 5 Bcerma ObuT caM ceOe XO3sIMH... BO BCSIKOM clIydae, 10 BCTpeuu ¢ JloppaHom
I'peem. Well, and now... I don't know how to explain it to you... An inner voice told me that on the eve
of a terrible a turning point in my life. Hy a TyT... He 3Hai0, Kak 1 00BSICHUTH Tebe... BHyTpeHHMI
roJIOC TOBOPWJI MHE, UTO 51 HAKaHYHE CTpAIlIHOro nepesioma B xu3HU. I had a vague premonition that
fate was preparing extraordinary joys and equally sophisticated torments for me. { cmyTHO npeauyB-
CTBOBAJI, YTO Cy/b0a TOTOBUT MHE HEOObIYalHbIE PAIOCTH U CTOJIb XKe M30IIpeHHble Myuenusl. | felt
terrified, and I was already stepping towards the door, deciding to leave. MHe cTaiio XyTKO, U 5 ykKe
marHys 6eu10 K ABep, perms yith. I did it almost unconsciously, out of some kind of cowardice.
Caenan st 3T0 IOUTH OecCcO3HATENTbHO, U3 Kakol-To Tpycoctu. Of course, trying to escape does not do
me honor. KoHeuHo, monbITka coexarh He nenaet Mae yecTd. In all honesty... ITo coBectu roBopsi. . .
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— Conscience and cowardice are essentially the same thing, Basil. — CoBectb u TpycocTb,
B CYITHOCTH, OfHO U TO ke, basmn. “Conscience” is the official name for cowardice, that’s all.
«CoBecTb» — O(pHUIMATBHOE Ha3BaHUE TPYCOCTH, BOT M BCE.

“I don’t believe it, Harry, and I don’t think you believe it either... In short, I don’t know for what
reasons — perhaps out of pride, for [ am very proud — I began to make my way to the exit. — He Bepio
s13ToMy, ['appu, A2 ¥ Tbl, MHE yMaeTcsi, He Bepulllb. .. CJIOBOM, He 3HAI0, U3 KAKUX NOOYKISHUA, —
OBITh MOXET, U3 TOPIIOCTH, TaK KaK 51 OYeHb ropll, — I CTaJl MpoOUpaThcsik Bbixody. However, at the
door, of course, Lady Brandon intercepted me. OnHako y qBepu MeHsl, KOHEUHO, TiepexBaTuia Jieau
Bpannon. “You don’t intend to run away so early, Mr. Hallward?” «Y3x He HamMepeHbI Jiv BbI cOEKaTh
Tak paHo, muctep Xosutyopa? she cried. » — 3akpuyana oHa. Do you know what a shrill voice she
has! 3Haeliib, Kakoil y Hee MPOH3UTEbHBIN TOJ0C!

“You bet!” — Emie 061! “She’s a real peacock, only without his beauty,” Lord Henry continued,
tearing apart the daisy with his long, nervous fingers. OHa — HacTOSIIIMIA MABJIMH, TOJIBKO O€3 ero
KPacoThl, — MOAXBATWII JIOPA I eHpy, pa3peiBass MaprapuTKy JJIMHHBIMA HEPBHBIMU ITaJIbLAMMU.

— I couldn’t get rid of her. — MHue He ynanoch oT Hee otaenarbcs. She introduced me to
the highest persons, then to various dignitaries wearing stars and the Order of the Garter, and to
some old ladies in huge tiaras and with hooked noses. OHa npeacTaBuia MeHs BBICOYalIIIIM 0codam,
MIOTOM Pa3HBIM CAHOBHHMKAM B 3Be371aX 1 opieHax [1oABsI3KM U KaKMM-TO CTapbIM JIaMaM B OT POMHBIX
JMajiemMax 1 ¢ KploukoBaThiMu HocaMu. She recommended me to everyone as her best friend, although
she saw me only for the second time in her life. Bcem ona pekomeHg0BaIa MEHs Kak CBOETO JIyUIIIero
Apyra, XOTs BU/iesa MeHsl BTOpoi pa3 B xku3HU. Apparently, she took it into her head to include me in
her collection of celebrities. Bugno, oHa 3a6pajia cede B roJioBy BKJTIOYUTH MEHS B CBOIO KOJUICKITUIO
3HameHuTocTel. It seems that at that time one of my pictures had a great success - in any case, they
chatted about it in the penny newspapers, and in our time that is a patent for immortality. Kaxercs,
B Ty NIOPY KaKasi-TO U3 MOMX KapTUH MMeJia OOJBIION YCIieX, — BO BCSAKOM Cilydae, O Heil Oonranu
B TPOIIOBBIX Ta3eTax, a B Hallle BpeMsI 3TO MaTeHT Ha OeccmepTue.

And suddenly I found myself face to face with the very young man who, at first sight, had
caused such a strange excitement in my soul. VI BOApyr s ouyTHJICS JIMLIOM K JIMILy C TEM CaMbIM
IOHOILIEH, KOTOpPBII C MEPBOro B3MJIsa BbI3BaJ B MOEH Jylle CTOJIb CTpaHHOe BoiaHeHue. He stood
so close that we almost collided. On cTosi1 Tak OIM3KO, YTO MBI TIOUTH CTONMKHYJIUCh. Our eyes met
again. ['maza namm Berpermuchk cHoBa. Then I recklessly asked Lady Brandon to introduce us. Tyt
s Oe3paccyIHO morpocui Jeau bpanaon nmosHakomuth Hac. However, this, perhaps, was not such
recklessness: Bripouem, 3710, moxanyi, OblJI0 He Takoe yxk Oe3paccyactso: all the same, even if we
had not been introduced, we would inevitably have started talking to each other. Bce paBHO, eciu
Obl HAC W HEe TIO3HAKOMMUJIM, Mbl HEM30EKHO 3aroBopuiv Obl Apyr ¢ apyrom. I am sure of it. I B
3ToM yBepeH. Dorian told me the same thing later. 9to xe camoe ckazan mHe rnoroM dopuan. And
he, too, immediately felt that it was not chance that brought us together, but fate. 11 on toxe cpazy
MOYYBCTBOBAJI, UTO HAC CBEJI HE CIIy4Yai, a cynpoa.

“And what did Lady Brandon tell you about this charming young man?” — A 4ro *e jieau
Bpannon ckazana tede 00 3tom ouapoBartenbHoM IoHome? asked Lord Henry. — cnpocun sopn
I'enpu. I know her habit of giving a cursory description of each guest. 51 Beaib 3Hat0 ee MaHepy 1aBaTh
Oernylo XxapakTepiucTHKy Kaxaomy roctio. I remember how she once led me to some formidable,
red-faced old man, hung with orders and ribbons, and along the way, in a tragic whisper - probably
heard by everyone in the drawing room - she told me in my ear the most stunning details of his
biography. [lomHI0, Kak OHa pa3 MojBeJIa MEHsSI K KAKOMY-TO T'PO3HOMY KPAaCHOJIMIIEMY CTapily, yBe-
[IIaHHOMY OpAEHAMH U JIEHTAMH, a T10 JIOPOre TPAru4ecKUM IIErOTOM — €ro, HaBEPHOE, CIIBIIIAIH
BCE B TOCTHHOW — c000II1a/1a MHE Ha YXO caMble OIIeJIOMUTEbHbIE TIOAPOOHOCTH ero ouorpadum. |
simply ran away from her. { mpocro-nanpocro coexan ot Hee. I like to understand people myself,
without anyone else's help. 51 mo6mo cam, 6e3 dyxoi oMoy, pazouparbcs B Joasax. And Lady
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Brandon describes her guests exactly like an appraiser at an auction sells things under the hammer:
A neny BpaHIOH OMMCHIBAET CBOMX TOCTEH TOUYb-B-TOUb KaK OLIEHIMK HA ayKIIMOHE MPOAAIOIINECS
¢ MosioTKa Beuu: she either tells you the most intimate things about them, or tells you everything
except what you would like to know. oHa — 1160 paccka3biBaeT 0 HUX CaMOe COKPOBEHHOE, — JINOO
coo0IaeT BaMBce, KpOMe TOTO, YTO BBl XOTEJIM OBl Y3HATb.

“Poor Lady Brandon!” — bennas nenu bpangon! “You are too hard on her, Harry,” Hallward
remarked absently. TbI cruikom yx cTpor K Heid, ['appu, — paccestHHO 3aMeTu1 XO0JUTyop/.

- My dear, she tried to create a “salon” for herself, but it turned out to be simply a restaurant.
— Jloporoii MO¥, OHa CTpeMIJIaCh CO3/1aTh y ce0sl «CaJlOH», HO TIOTyYHJICS TIONPOCTY pectopad. And
you want me to admire her? A Tbl Xouerb, 4ToObI s efo Bocxummaics? Well, God be with her, tell
me instead, what did she say about Dorian Gray? Hy, 6or ¢ Heii, CKaxu-Ka MHe JIydllle, Kak OHa
oto3Bajack o [lopuane I'pee?

— She muttered something like: — IIpobopmotana uto-To Takoe Bpozme: “A lovely boy...
his poor mother and I were inseparable... I've forgotten what he does... I'm afraid he doesn’t do
anything... Oh yes, he plays the piano... Or the violin, dear Mr. Gray?” «[IpeiecTHblil MAJIbUUK. . .
MBI C ero OeJHOI MaTepbio ObUTM HEPA3TYUHHI. .. 3a0blIa, YeM OH 3aHUMAETCsl. .. BOIoCh, UTO HUYEM. . .
Ax nia, urpaet Ha posuie. .. Mnu Ha ckpurike, noporoi muctep ['peii? We both couldn’t help but laugh,
and it somehow immediately brought us closer together. » O6a MBI He MOIJIN yAepKaThCS OT CMeXa,
¥ 3TO HaC KaK-To cpa3y COMM3UIIO.

"It is a good thing for a friendship to begin with laughter, and best of all for it to end with it,"
remarked Lord Henry, plucking another daisy. — HenypHno, ecnu qpyx0a HauuHaeTCsI CMEXOM, U
JIydIlIe BCEro, €CJIM OHA UM ke KOHYaeTCsl, — 3aMeTuII JopI [ eHpu, cpbiBas elie OfHy Maprapurky.

Hallward shook his head. Xonnyopn nokayuas roioBoi.

“You don’t know what true friendship is, Harry,” he said quietly. — Tsl He 3HaellIb, 4TO Takoe
HacTostmas apyxo6a, [appu, — ckazan oH tuxo. “And you don’t know true enmity either. — Jla u
Bpaskjia Hacrosimas Tede Toke He3Hakoma. You love everyone, and to love everyone means to love
no one. Thl TOOHIIB BCEX, a JIIOOUTHh BCEX — 3HAUYMT HE JIIOOUTH HUKOro. You are equally indifferent
to everyone. TeOe Bce olMHAKOBO Oe3pa3InYHBbI.

“How unfair you are to me!” — Kak Tbl HecripaBeauB ko MHe! exclaimed Lord Henry. —
BockJIMKHYJ Jopa I'enpu. Pushing his hat back on his head, he looked at the clouds floating in the
turquoise depths of the summer sky and looking like disheveled skeins of shiny silk. CaBuHyB muisimy
Ha 3aThUIOK, OH CMOTpeJI Ha 00JIauka, POIUIBIBABIIME B OMPIO30BOM TITyOMHE JIeTHero HeOa U MoXo-
JKMe Ha pacTperiaHHble MOTKH OJIeCTSIIero meinka. “Yes, yes, outrageously unfair!” — Jla, na, Bo3my-
TuTeabHO HecnpaBeaauB! I am far from treating people equally. S najgeko He OJMHAKOBO OTHOIIYCh
k nogsM. I choose beautiful people as close friends, people with a good reputation as acquaintances,
and I make only intelligent enemies. B 6:1m3kue qpy3bsi BRIOUpaio cede JIiofiei KpachBbIX, B IPUATEN
— JIIOJIeW C XOPOIIIel peryTallyei, BparoB 3aBoxy Tojbko yMHbIX. One should choose one’s enemies
most carefully. TmatenbHee Bcero cieayeT BeiOUparh BparoB. There is not a single fool among my
enemies. Cpeau Moux Heapyros HeT HU enuHoro riynua. They are all thinking people, intelligent
enough, and therefore know how to appreciate me. Bce oHM — i1 MBICISITIME, TOCTATOUHO UHTEJ-
JIMTEHTHBIE U NTIOTOMY YMEIOT MeHs LieHUTh. You will say that my choice is explained by vanity? Te
CKasKelllb, 4TO MO BbIOOp 00bsicHsieTcs TmecnasreM? Well, perhaps that is true. Yro x, moxanyii,
3TO BEPHO.
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O. VYaiina. «[loprper dopuana ['pesi. AHTIO-pycckast OMTMHTBa»

KoHen 03HakoMuUTEJIbHOT0 (pparmMeHra.

Texkcr npenocrasinen OO0 «JIutpec».

IIpounTaiiTe 3Ty KHUTY LIEJIMKOM, KYIMB II0OJHYIO JIETaJIbHYIO Bepcuio Ha JluTpec.

BesomnacHo onnatuTh KHUTY MOKHO OaHKOBCKOM Kaprtoit Visa, MasterCard, Maestro, co cuera
MOOWIIBHOTO TenepoHa, C TUIaTeKHOro tepMuHana, B catone MTC wm Cesi3Hoii, yepes PayPal,
WebMoney, fAunekc.densru, QIWI Komesnek, 60HyCHbIME KapTaMu WX APYTUM YIOOHBIM Bam crio-
coOom.
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