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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.



Mpepucnosue

Xy,Z[OJKHI/IR — TOT, KTO CO3JaeT ImpekpacHoe. Pac-
KPBITh JIIOAAM ce0s U CKPBITh XYTOKHUKA — BOT
K YeMy CTPEeMUTCA UCKYCCTBO.

Kputuk — 3T0 TOT, KTO cmoco0eH B HOBOI (hopme
WJIY HOBBIMU CPEJICTBAMU MepenaTh CBOe BIeUaTIeHUe
OT IIPEeKpPacHOro.

Bricuras, kak u HusIasg, GopMa KPUTUKKN — OIUH
U3 BUAOB aBTOOMOTpadmUu.

Te, KTO B IPeKpPacHOM HAXOAAT AypPHOE, — JIIOAU
WCIOpPUYEeHHbIe, ¥ IPUTOM HMCIIOPUEHHOCTD He JejIaeT uX
IPUBJIEKATEIbHBIMU. OTO OOJBIION I'DEX.

Te, KTO crocobeH y3peTh B IPEKPACHOM €ro BBHICO-
KUl CMBICJI, — JIOAU KyJbTypHBIe. OHU He Oe3Hamex-
Hbl. Ho m30paHHUK — TOT, KTO B IPEKPACHOM BUIUT
auinb onuo: Kpacory.

Her KHUr HpaBCTBEHHBIX WU Oe3HPABCTBEHHBIX.
EcThb KHUI'M XOpOIIO HANWCAHHLIE WM HAIKUCAHHBIE
mi1oxo. BoT u Bce.

HenaBuctb meBATHamIaToro Bexka K Peamusmy —
aTo sspocTh Kanubawna, yBuaeBiiero ce6s B 3epKae.

Hemasucrsr peBaTHanmaToro Beka K PomaHTH3-
My — 9T0 ApocTh KammnbaHa, He HaXOAAIIEr0 B 3epKa-
Jie CBOETO OTPAKEeHMU.

JJ1st XyIOXHUKA HPABCTBEHHAS KU3HD YeJIOBEKA —
JIMIb OJHA W3 TEeM €ro TBOPUYECTBa. OTHUKA K€ HCKYyC-
CTBA — B COBEPIIEHHOM ITPUMEHEHUY HECOBEPIIeHHBIX
CpeCTB.



Ockap Yawnbpg

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



MopTpeT Hopuana Mpes

Xyoo:KHUK He CTPEMUTCS YTO-TO MOKa3bIBaTh. Jo-
KasaTh MOKHO JasKe HeOCIIOPUMBI€ UCTUHEI.

Xymo:KHUK He MopaJucT. Ilogo0Hasa CKIOHHOCTD XYy -
IOXKHUKA JaeT HeIPOCTUTEIbHYI0 MAHEPHOCTh CTHUJIA.

He npunwuceiBaiiTe XymZOKHUKY HE3IOPOBBLIX TEH-
IEeHINI: eMy H03BOJIEHO 1300pakaTh BCE.

Mgzicap u CioBo ana xymoskHUKa — cpeacta Hc-
KyccTBa. [Topok u J[oOpomeresib — MaTepuas AJA ero
TBOpUecTBa. Ecau roBopuTth 0 popmMe — mImpoodpasom

BCEX UCKYCCTB SBJIAETCA UCKYCCTBO My3bIKaHTa. Ecim
TOBOPUTH O YYBCTBE — HMCKYCCTBO aKTepa.

Bo BCAKOM HCKyCCTBE €CTh TO, YTO JIEKHUT HA IIO-
BEPXHOCTH, M CHUMBOJ. KTO IbITaeTCd HPOHUKHYTH
rIy0sKke MOBEPXHOCTH, TOT UAET Ha PHUCK.

U KTO packpbiBaeT CUMBOJ, MAET HA PUCK. B cyr-
HOCTH, VICKyCCTBO — 3€pPKaJio, OTPAKAIOIIEe TOTO, KTO
B HEro CMOTPHUTCS, & BOBCE He JKM3Hb. Eciu mpousse-

A€HNUEe MCKYCCTBa BbI3bIBA€T CIIOPBI, — 3HaA4YUT, B HEM
€CThb HEUYTO HOBOE, CJIOKHOE N 3HAUUTEJIbHOE.
HYCTL KPUTUKHN pPacxogdATcd BO MHEHHAX, — Xy-

JO'KHUK OCTaeTcs BepeH cede.

MosXHO IPOCTUTH YEJIOBEKY, KOTODBIH [gesiaeT He-
YTO MOJIE3HOE, €CJIU TOJIHLKO OH 3TUM He BOCTOPraeTcHd.
Tomy ke, KTO co3maeT Oeclojie3Hoe, eJUHCTBEHHBIM
OIpaBAaHUEM CJIY;KUT JHUILIb CTPACTHAS JII000Bb K CBO-
€My TBODEHWUIO.

Besikoe MCKYCCTBO COBEPIIEHHO GECIIOIe3HO.

Ockap Yaiinwd



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

8



masa |

F ycToIi apoMaTr Po3 HAIOJHAJI MAaCTEPCKYIO XYI0MK-
HUKa, a Korga B caAy HOAHWMAJICS JIETHUIN BeTe-
DPOK, OH, BJIeTas B OTKPBITYIO JBE€PH, IPUHOCUI C OO0
TO MbAHAIIUNA 3aIlaX CUPEHU, TO HEKHOe OaroyxaHue
aJBIX 1IBETOB OOAPBINITHUKA.

C MOKPBITOTO MEePCUACKUME UellPaKaMy JUBAHA, HA
KoTOopoM Jiexkas jopa I'eHpu YOTTOH, Kyps, KaK BCer-
Ia, OMHY 3a APYroul OecUMCJIeHHBIE IMMAIUPOCHI, OBLI
BUJIEH TOJIbKO KYCT PAKUTHHKA — €ro 30JI0ThbIe W Y-
IINCThIEe, KAK MeJ, I[BEThI JKAPKO IbLIAJIMN HA COJIHIE,
a TperelryIue BeTBU, KAa3ajloCh, €IBa BBLIMEPKUBATU
TAMKECTh 9TOTO CBEPKAIOIIET0 BEJIUKOJIENNA; IO Bpe-
MeHaM Ha JJIWHHBIX NIEJKOBBIX 3aHABECAX I'POMATHO-
TO OKHA MeJbKaJi MPUUYYAJNBBIE TEHU ITPOJIETABIINX
MHUMO IITHI, CO3JJaBas Ha MUT IOA00ue ATOHCKUX pU-
CYHKOB, — ¥ TOTZa JopZa ['eHpu AyMas O KeJITOJUIIBIX
XYOOKHUKAX Oajgekoro TOoKuo, CTpeMUBIIMXCA IIepe-
IaTh ABM:KEHWE U IIOPBHIB CPEACTBAMM HCKYCCTBA, IIO
mpuponie cBoed cratuuHOoro. CepauToe KY:KiKaHUIE
myeJi, IpoOMPAaBIINXCA B HECKOIIIEHHOM BBICOKOM Tpa-
Be WJIM OJHOOOPa3HO M HACTOWUYMBO KPYKUBIINUX HaJ
OCBITIAHHOM 30JI0TO¥ IMBLIABI0 KYAPSABOI JKMMOJIOCTHIO,
KasaJjoch, Aesiajo TUIINHY elle 0ojee rueryieit. Ioy-

9



Ockap Yawnbpg

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.”

10



MopTpeT Hopuana Mpes

xoit mym JIoHIOHA HOHOCHUJCA CIOfA, KaK I'yaeHIUe Ia-
JIEKOT'O OpraHa.

ITocpenu KOMHATBI CTOSJI Ha MOJILOEpPTE IOPTPET
MOJIOJOTO UejIOBeKa HeOOBIKHOBEHHOI KPAcOThI, a Iie-
pen Moab0epTOM, HEMHOI'O MOOLaJlb, CHUAET U XYIOMK-
HUK, TOT cambiii Basmn Xossnyopn, ybe BHE3AIHOE
MCUEe3HOBEHNE HECKOJbKO JIeT Ha3ald TakK B3BOJHOBA-
JIO JIOHJOHCKOE€ OOIIECTBO M BHIZBAJO CTOJBKO CAMBIX
daHTACTHUYECKUX IIPEIIOJOMKEeHIIA.

XyIooKHUK CMOTPEJ HA IPEeKPaCcHOr'o IOHOIIY, C Ta-
KM WCKYCCTBOM OTOOPAa’KeHHOro MM Ha I[IOPTpeTe,
¥ IOBOJbHAA YJIBIOKA He cxoauia ¢ ero auiia. Ho Bapyr
OH BCKOYMJI W, 3aKPLIB IUIada, MPUWIKAJ HAJbIbI K Be-
KaM, CJIOBHO KeJlad yAep:KaTh B TaMATH KaKO-TO Y-
BUTEJLHBIN COH U 00ACH IPOCHYTHCA.

— 970 Jyuiiasg TBoA paborta, Baswmi, ayuiiee us
BCEro TOro, 4TO TOGOM HAMMCAHO, — JEHUBO IIPOMOJI-
But Jopx I'enpu. — HempemenHo Hago B OyAyIleM To-
Iy TIOCJIaTh ee Ha BhICTaBKy B I'poBeHop. B Akamemuio
He CcTOuT. AKageMus CJHUIIKOM OOIIMPHA W OOIIemo-
crynHa. Korma Hu mpumeIb, BCTpeUYaelrb TaM CTOJIBKO
Jofel, uTo He BUAUIIDL KaPTUH, UJIN CTOJIbKO KapTUH,
YTO He yaaeTcsd JoAel mocMoTpeThb. IlepBoe oueHb He-
MPUATHO, BTOpPOe ellle xXys:ke. HeT, eMHCTBEHHOE IIO[-
xopsiiee Mmecto — 9To I'poBeHOD.

— A a BooOOIIe He cOOMPAIOCH BBICTABIATH 3TOT
IIOPTPEeT, — OTO3BAJICA XYAOKHUK, OTKUHYB T'OJIOBY,
IO CBOEM XapaKTepHO#l NMPUBLIYKE, HajJd KOTOPOM, ObI-
BaJIO, MOATPYHUBAJIU ero ToBapuiiu B OKchopacKoMm
yuuBepcutere. — Her, HUKyJa s €ro He IIOILIIO.

11



Ockap Yawnbpg

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



MopTpeT Hopuana Mpes

VYnusneHHO OgHAB O6poBU, Jiopa ['eHpu mocMoTpesa
Ha DBossmia CcKBO3b Tronyboil ALIM, IPUYYIJIUBLEIMUI
KOJIBI[AaMY MOSHUMABIINIACS OT ero MPONUTAHHOI OIIM-
YMOM ITAIIMPOCHI.

— Huryna He mountems? Jto mouemy xe? Ilo ka-
KO# Tako¥ nmpuumHe, Mo MuibIii? Yymaku, IpaBo, 9Tu
xymo:xxuauku! M3 KoxKU J1e3yT, YTOOBI JOOUTHCA M3BECT-
HOCTHU, a KOIZa CJIaBa IPUXOAUT, OHU KaK OYATO TAro-
rsaTcs ero. Kak aro riryno! Eciiu HempuATHO, KOrma o Te-
0e MHOTO TOBOPAT, TO eIlle XyiKe, KOoTma o Tebe cOBceM He
TOBOPSAT. ITOT MOPTPET Bo3Hec Obl TebsA, Basui, MHOTO
BBITIIE BCEX MOJIOJBIX XYAOKHUKOB AHIVINMU, a CTapPbIM
BHYIIUJ ObI CUJILHYIO 3aBUCTDb, €CJIY CTAPUKU BOOOIIE
ele CIIoCOOHBI MCTIBITHIBATL KaKue-I1n00 YyBCTBA.

— 3Halo, ThI OyIenrb HaJo MHOIO CMeAThCA, — BO3-
pasua Xyno:KHUK, — HO A, TPaBO, He MOT'Y BBICTaBUTD
HAIIOKAa3 3TOT IOPTPET... I BIOKUJI B HEr0 CIUIIKOM
MHOTO camMoro ce6s.

Jlopn T'enpu pacxoxoTajcs, mOygoOHee ycTpamwBa-
sch Ha TUBaHe.

— Hy BoT, 4 Tak u 3HaAJ, UTO Tebe 3TO MOKAMKeTCs
cMmenrHbIM. TeM He MeHee 9TO MCTHUHHASA IIPaBia.

— Caumkom MHOr0 camoro ceda? Eii-6ory, Basui,
d He TIOA03peBaJ B Tebe Takoro caMoMHuenusa. He BuKy
HU MaJjeHInero cXoacTBa MexIy To0oii, MOl UepHOBO-
JIOCBIH, CYPOBOJIUIILIN APYT, X STUM IOHBIM ATOHUCOM,
CJIOBHO CO3JJaHHBIM 13 CJIOHOBOI KOCTU U PO3OBBIX JIe-
nectkoB. Ilotimu, Basui, on — Hapiuce, a TeI... Hy,
KOHEYHO, JIUII0 Y Tebs 04yX0TBOpeHHOoe 1 Bce Takoe. Ho
KpacoTa, IOJJINHHAs KpacoTa, NCUe3aeT TaM, I/[e MOIB-
JsieTCA OAYXOTBOPEHHOCTH. BBICOKO pPasBUTHINT WHTEJI-

13



Ockap Yawnbpg

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



MopTpeT Hopuana Mpes

JIEKT y:Ke caM 1o cebe HEKOTOpas aHOMAaJus, OH Ha-
pyliaeT rapMoOHUIO Juna. Kak TOJBKO UYeJIOBEK HauHeT
MBICJIUTh, Y HEro HEIPOIOPIIMOHAJIBLHO BHITATUBAETCS
HOC, WJIU YBEJIUUUBAETCA JIO0, UM UTO-HUOYIb Apyroe
mopTuT ero Juiio. IlocMOTpHU HA BBIZAIOUINXCSA desATe-
Je# n10001 yueHoit nmpodeccur — KaK OHU YPOAJIUBEI!
HckiaroueHre COCTABJISAIOT, KOHEUHO, HAIIKU IYXOBHBIE
MMacThIPU, — HO TH Belb He YTPYIKIAIOT CBOUX MO3IOB.
Enuckon B BoceMbeCAT JIeT IIPOI0JIKAET TBEPAUTD TO,
YTO eMy BHYIIAJU, KOIJa OH ObLI BOCEMHAIIATUJIET-
HUM IOHI[OM, — €CTECTBE€HHO, UTO JIAIIO €r0 COXPaHs-
eT Kpacoty u 6sarooopasue. Cyns mo mopTpery, TBOM
TaMHCTBEHHBIN MOJIOAOM MIPUATENb, UYbe UMSA ThI YIIOP-
HO He XOUYeIllb Ha3BaTh, OUapoBaTeJeH, — 3HAUUT, OH
HUKOTIA HU O ueM He AyMaeTr. S B 3TOM cCOBepIIeHHO
yoe:xxgern. HaBepHoe, OH — 0€3MO3IJVIOE U IPEJIeCTHOe
00o:Kbe co3maHme, KOTOpOe HaM cJiejoBajio ObI Bcerma
UMeTh Iiepel co60i: 3MMOi, KoTaa HeT IIBeTOB, — UTO-
OBl pagoBaTh IJIa3a, a JJETOM — YTOOBLI OCBEKATh pPas-
ropAavYeHHbI# Mo3r. Het, Basui, He JIbcTH cebe: ThI HU-
YyTh Ha HEro He IMOX0XK.

— Tsl MeHsa He TOHAN, 'appu, — cKasaJd XyI0MK-
HUK. — PasyMeeTcs, MeXIy MHOIO 1 9TUM MaJIbUNKOM
HEeT HUKAKOTO cXoacTBa. 1 aT0 oTaimyHO 3Hato. [[a s ObI
¥ He XOTeJ ObITh TAKUM, KaK OH. Thl MOKMMAEIIh ILIe-
yaMu, He BepUIllb? A MeKIy TeM S rOBOPIO BIIOJIHE HC-
KpeHHe. B cynb0e Jrogeii, pusnyecKu Uau TyXOBHO CO-
BEPIIEHHBIX, €CTh UTO-TO POKOBOE — TOYHO TAaKOU Ke
POK Ha MPOTAXKEHUU BCEH MCTOPUU KaK OyATO Hampas-
JAJ HeBepHBIe marum KopoJsei. I'opasmo OesomacHee
HUYEeM He OTINYAThCSA OT APYyruxX. B aToM Mupe Bceraa

15



Ockap Yawnbpg

know nothing of victory, they are at least spared the
knowledge of defeat. They live as we all should live —
undisturbed, indifferent, and without disquiet. They
neither bring ruin upon others, nor ever receive it
from alien hands. Your rank and wealth, Harry; my
brains, such as they are — my art, 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? Is that his name?” asked Lord Hen-
ry, walking across the studio 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 immensely,
I never tell their names to any one. It is like surren-
dering 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 commonest
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 aw-
fully foolish about it?”

16



MopTpeT Hopuana Mpes

oCTaloTCcs B Oaphlilie MIYIIbl U ypoabl. OHU MOTYT CH-
IeTh CIIOKOMHO M CMOTPeTh Ha 60oph0Oy apyrux. M He
IaHO y3HATh TOPKECTBO mobex, HO 3aTO OHM u3baBie-
HBI OT ropeun nopaskenuii. OHU KUBYT TaK, KaK CJIem0-
BaJIo OBI JKUTh BCEeM HaM, — 0e3 BCAKUX TPEBOJIHEHUI,
0e3MATEKHO, KO BceMy paBHOAyIIHBIe. OHU HUKOTO He
ry0AT u caMu He TUOHYT OT BpasKeCKO# PYyKH... Thl 3HA-
TeH u 6orart, 'appu, y MeHs eCTb MHTEJIJIEKT U TAJIAHT,
Kak ObI OH HU ObLI MaJi, y [Jlopuana I'pea — ero xpaco-
Ta. M 3a Bce 9Tu mapbl OOTOB MBI pacIIaTHUMCS KOTaa-
HUOYIb, 3alJIATUM TSKKHMU CTPASAHUSIMU.

— Hopuama I'pess? Ara, 3HAUUT, BOT KakK ero 30-
ByT? — cmpocu jgopxa 'erpu, mogxons K XoaIyopay.

— Ha. I He x0oTes HA3BIBATDH €T0 UMA...

— Ho nouemy xe?

— Kak Tebe 00baAcHUTH... Korma a odeHs 10010
KOTo-HUOYIb, S HUKOTIA HUKOMY He Ha3bIBAl0 ero
UMeHH. ITO BCe PABHO UTO OTHATH APYTUM KAaKYIO-TO
YacTHUIy JOpoToro Tebe uesoBeka. U 3Haelrs — s cTaj
CKPBLITEH, MHE HPABUTCA MMETh OT JIIOJeil TailHbI. ITO,
MOXKANIYi, eTMHCTBEHHOE, UTO MOYKET CIeJaTh AJIA Hac
COBPEMEHHYIO KM3Hb YBJIEKATEJbHON M 3aragouyHOIi.
CaMmas oOBIKHOBEeHHAs Oe3enniia mpruobpeTaeT yaAUBU-
TeJbLHBI WHTEpPeC, KaK TOJbKO HAUMHAEIh CKPLIBATD
ee ot Jonei. Yes:xkasa us JIoHmOHA, A Temeph HUKOTIA
He TOBOPIO CBOMM POACTBEHHUKAM, Kyna eny. Crasu
A UM — ¥ BCe YIO0BOJbCTBHUE IIPOIALET. ITO CMEeIIHA
MIPUXOTh, COIVIACEH, HO OHA KAKMM-TO 00pa3oM BHOCHUT
B MOIO KM3Hb U3PATHYIO JOJII0 POMAHTHUKHU. TbI, KO-
HEYHO, CKaKelllb, UTO 3TO Y:KACHO TVIyImo?
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“Not at all,” answered Lord Henry, “not at all,
my dear Basil. You seem to forget that I am married,
and the one charm of marriage is that it makes a life
of deception absolutely necessary for both parties.
I never know where my wife is, and my wife never
knows what I 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 nev-
er gets confused over her dates, and I always 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 thor-
oughly ashamed of your own virtues. You are an ex-
traordinary 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 most irri-
tating 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 laurel bush. The sunlight
slipped over the polished leaves. In the grass, white
daisies were tremulous.
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— Hwuckonbrko, — Bospasua Jopn I'eapu. — Hwu-
CKOJIbKO, moporoii Basui! Tbl 3a0bIBaeIlb, UTO S UEJIO-
BeK JKeHaThIil, 4 B TOM U COCTOUT eIWHCTBEHHAas IIpe-
JecTh Opaka, uTo 00erM CTOPOHAM Hen30e:KHO IPUXO0-
OUTCS U30IMPAThCA BO JuKHU. I HUKOrma He 3HAIO, TIe
MOs JKeHa, U MOsd KeHa He 3HaeT, yeM 3aHAT A. Ilpu

BCTpeYax, — a MBI C Hell MHOTZAa BCTpedyaeMcs, KOr-
Ia BMecTe obefaeM B I'OCTSX WJM ObIBaeM C BU3UTOM
y repiora, — MBI C CAMBIM CE€PbEe3HBIM BUIOM PaccKa-

3BIBAEM JIPYT APYTY BCSAKMe HeObLIUILI. JHeHa meraer
3TO ropasno Jyuiie, ueM si. OHa HUKOTIA He 3aIyTaeT-
cs, a CO MHOM 5TO ObIBaeT MOCTOSAHHO. Bupouem, eciu
el ciaydaercda MeHA YJIWYUTL, OHA He CepPAUTCA W He
ycTpamBaeTr cieH. VIHOU pa3 MHe 3TO Ja’sKe JOCAamHO.
Ho oma TonbKO OAITyYBaeT HaJ0 MHOM.

— Tepmers He MoOry, Korga Thl B TAKOM TOHE TO-
BOPUIIIL O CBOEN CeMENHOM KM3HU, 'appu, — cKasall
Basun Xomnyopn, moaxonda K ABepu B cax. — S1 yBe-
peH, UTo Ha caMOM [ejie Thl HPEKPACHBIN MY, HO
CTBIAUINBCA CBOEH Mo6GpojeTe . YIWBUTENLHBINA ThI
yesioBek! HuKkorga He TOBOPHUINL HUYET0 HPAaBCTBEHHO-
T0 — W HUKOTZA He JeJlaelllb HUUero 6e3HpaBCTBEHHO-
ro. TBoil MUHU3M — TOJILKO II03a.

— 3Haw, 4YTO OBITH €CTEeCTBEHHBLIM — JTO II034,
U caMas HEHAaBUCTHAsS JIIOAAM Mo3al — BOCKJIUK-
"y  jgopx I'eapu co cmexom. Mosiogble JIIOAW BBIILIT
B caJ U yceJanch Ha 0aMOYKOBOM CKaMbe B TE€HU BbI-
COKOTO0 JIaBpoBOTro KycTa. CoHeUHbIe 3aHUYNKU CKOJIb-
3UJIN II0 ero OJIeCTAIUM, CJIOBHO JIAKMPOBAHHBLIM JIN-
CcThbAM. B TpaBe TMXOHBKO MOKAUMBAJINCH Oejble Map-
TapUTKH.
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After a pause, Lord Henry pulled out his watch.

“I am afraid I must be going, Basil,” he murmured,
“and before I go, I insist on your answering a question
I put to you some time ago.”

“What is that?” said the painter, keeping his eyes
fixed on the ground.

“You know quite well.”

“I do not, Harry.”

“Well, I will tell you what it is. I want you to ex-
plain to me why you won’t exhibit Dorian Gray’s pic-
ture. I want the real reason.”

“I told you the real reason.”

“No, you did not. You said 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 of the sitter. The
sitter is merely the accident, the occasion. It is not he
who is revealed by the painter; it is rather the painter
who, on the coloured canvas, reveals himself. 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.

“I will tell you,” said Hallward; but an expression
of perplexity came over his face.

“I am all expectation, Basil,” continued his com-
panion, glancing at him.

“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.”
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Hexotopoe BpeMsA X03AWH U I'OCTH CHUAEIU MOJYA.
ITorom sopx 'erpu mocMoTpes HA YaCHI.

— Hy, ¥ coxkaneHnuio, MHe mopa, Basui, — cKasaJ
oH. — Ho paHbuie uem s y#iay, ThI JOJYKEH OTBETUTH
MHe Ha BOIIPOC, KOTOPBIH A 3am1aJ Tebe.

— Kaxkoii Bompoc? — CIPOCUJ XYJOKHUK, HE IIOA-
HUMAadA Tas.

— TsI oTnuuHO 3HaemIb KaKoOMU.

— Her, T'appu, He 3Ha0.

— Xopomro, A Tebe HamoMHO. OOBbACHU, MIOXKa-
Jyi#icTa, moYeMy ThI PEIuJ He HMOChLIATH Ha BBICTABKY
noptpet Hopuana I'pes. I xouy 3HaThH IpaBay.

— §1 u ckasan Tebe mpaBzy.

— Her. T®I ckazami, YTO B 9TOM MOPTPETE CIUIIKOM
MHOro Tebs1 camoro. Ho Beap 9T0 Ke pebsauecTBo!

— Ilotimu, T'appu. — XoJryopr mocMOTPEJI B TJIa3a
aopny 'enpu. — Beakuit mopTpeT, HalMCaHHBIH C JIIO-
00BBIO, — 9TO, B CYITHOCTHU, MMOPTPET CAMOTO XYIO¥K-
HUKAa, a He TOro, KTo eMy mo3upoBaJ. He ero, a camoro
ce0s1 pacKphIBaeT Ha MOJIOTHe XyAo:KHUK. W a 6oioch,
YTO MOPTPET BhIgACT Taiiny moelt xymu. IloTromy u He
XOUy er'o BBICTABJATH.

Jlopa 'enpu pacxoxorascs.

— W uTo ke 5TO 3a TaliHa? — CIPOCHJ OH.

— Tax u 6BITH, paccKaKy Tebe, — Havas XOoJLIyop.T
KaK-TO CMYIIIEeHHO.

— Hy-c? { cropaio oT HeTepuenus, basua, — Ha-
cramBaJ jopx ['eHpu, OTIAABIBAaA Ha HETO.

— Jla TOBOPUTHL-TO TYT IIOUYTH HeUero, lappu...
W Bpan au Te1 MeHA noiiMelrb. [lokanyii, gaxe He 10-
BEePUIIb.
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Lord Henry smiled, and leaning down, plucked a
pink-petalled daisy from the grass and examined it.

“I am quite sure I shall understand it,” he replied,
gazing intently at the little golden, white-feathered
disk, “and as for believing things, I can believe any-
thing, provided that it is quite incredible.”

The wind shook some blossoms from the trees, and
the heavy lilac-blooms, with their clustering stars,
moved to and fro in the languid air. A grasshopper
began to chirrup by the wall, and like a blue thread
a long thin dragon-fly floated past on its brown gauze
wings. Lord Henry felt as if he could hear Basil Hall-
ward’s heart beating, and wondered what was coming.

“The story is simply this,” said the painter after
some time. “Two months ago I went to a crush at Lady
Brandon’s. You know we poor artists have to show
ourselves 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
civilized. Well, after I had been in the room about ten
minutes, talking to huge overdressed dowagers and
tedious academicians, I suddenly became conscious
that some one 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 cu-
rious sensation of terror came over me. I knew that
I had come face to face with some one whose mere per-
sonality was so fascinating that, if I allowed it to do
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Jlopx T'eHpy TOJBKO YCMEXHYJICS B OTBET W, HAKJIO-
HsCh, COPBAJ B TPaBe PO3OBYIO MaprapuTKy.

— §1 coBepIleHHO yBEPEH, UTO IIONMY, — OTO3BAJICS
OH, BHUMATEJbHO PAa3MVIAIbIBas 30JOTUCTHIN ¢ Gesoit
ONYIIKON MHEeCTHUK IIBeTKa. — A IOBEPUTH S CIIOCOOeH
BO UTO YI'OAHO, M TEM OXOTHee, UeM OHO HeBepOsTHee.

HaunereBmiuii BeTEPOK CTPAXHYJ HECKOJBKO IIBET-
KOB C [IePEBbEB; TsKeJble KMCTU CHUPEHU, CJIOBHO CO-
TKaHHbIe U3 3BE3J0YEK, MEIJIeHHO 3aKauajiiCh B pas-
HEeKeHHOUN 3HOeM COHHOII THIINHE. Y CTeHbI TPela
Ky3HeuHnK. [[JTMHHON Toay00il HUTHIO Ha ITPO3PAUHBIX
KOPUYHEBHIX KPBLIBIIIIKAX ITPOMEJbKHYJIa B BO3AyXe
cTpekosa... Jlopay I'eHpu Kasanoch, YTO OH CJIBIIIUT,
KaK CTYYHUT cephile B rpyau Basuia, 1 OH ImbITAJICS yra-
IaTh, UTO OyHeT maJbIie.

— Hy, Tax BOT... — 3aTOBOPUJ XYIOKHUK, HEMHO-
ro momoJsiuaB. — MecsAlla ABa HaszaJ MHe TPUILIOCH
ObITh Ha payTe y Jenu BpsHmou. Bemb HaMm, 6eTHBIM
XYTOKHUKAM, CJIEIYEeT BPeMs OT BPeMeHU IMOABIATHCS
B oOmiecTBe, XOTs OBI JJiA TOTO, YTOOBI MOKAa3aTh JIIO-
IAM, UTO MBI He AuKapu. IIoOMHIO TBOM CJIOBAa, UTO BO
dpake u 6esioM rajICTyKe KTO YTOTHO, JasKe OMPIiKeBO
MakKJep, MOKeT COMTH 3a IUBUIN30BAHHOI0 UYeJI0OBEKA.
B roctunoii seau BpsHIOH A MUHYT JecaTh OeceqoBa
C paspsKeHHLIMHU B NMyX W MIpax 3HATHBIMU BAOBAMU
¥ ¢ HYJHBIMU aKaJeMUKaMU, KaK BAPYT IIOYYBCTBOBAJ
Ha cebe ueii-To B3MIAL. I OMIAHYJICA UM TYT-TO B IEp-
BbIl pa3 yBuzesa Mopuana I'pesa. Iyiaza mamm BcTpeTu-
JIUCH, U I IIOYYBCTBOBAJI, 4TO OsiegHero. MeHsa oXBaTHII
KaKOU-TO MHCTUHKTUBHLIN CTpax, U s HMOHSAJ: Iepeno
MHOH YeJIOBEK HACTOJIBbKO 00aATeJbHBINA, UYTO, €CJU
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so, it would absorb my whole nature, my whole soul,
my very art itself. I did not want any external influ-
ence in my life. You know yourself, Harry, how inde-
pendent I am by nature. I have always been my own
master; 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 terrible 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 conscience that made me
do so: it was a sort of cowardice. I take no credit to
myself for trying to escape.”

“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. However, whatever was my motive —
and it may have been pride, for I used to be very
proud — I certainly 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 curiously 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 el-
derly ladies with gigantic tiaras and parrot noses. She
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A mogmamcs ero o0asHWIoO, OH IIOTVIOTUT MEHS BCero,
MOIO AVINY U JaKe MOe MCKYCCTBO. A A He XOTeJ HU-
KaKuX IIOCTOPOHHUX BIUAHUN B Moeli :KusHu. Thl 3HA-
elrb, I'eHpU, KaKol y MeHs He3aBUCHUMBIN XapakKTep.
S Bcerma 0wl cam cebe XO3SHMH... BO BCAKOM cJiydae,
o Bctpeun ¢ Hopuanom I'peem. Hy a TyT... He 3HAaIO,
Kak M O0bACHUTDL Tebe... BHYTPeHHUII TOJIOC TOBOPUJI
MHe, 4TO f HaKaHyHe CTPAIIHOro IIepejioMa B JKU3HMU.
51 cMyTHO TpegYyBCTBOBAJ, UTO CyJb0a T'OTOBUT MHE
HeoObIYaliHbIe PAJOCTH U CTOJB K€ U30IIPEeHHbIE MyyYe-
Hus. MHe cTaio }KyTKO, 1 A y:Ke IarfyJ ObLIo K JABe-
pu, pemus yirtu. Cuesan a aTo mouTu 6ecco3HATEeIBHO,
U3 KaKoii-To TpycocTu. KoHeuHO, MONBITKA cOeKaTh He
IesaeT MHe uecTu. IIo coBecTu roBopH...

— CoBecTb 1 TPYCOCTD, B CYITHOCTH, OMHO U TO ’Ke,
Basun. «CoBecTb» — oduimaibHOE Ha3BaHUe TPYCO-
CTH, BOT U BCe.

— He Bepio a stomy, I'appu, Ja u ThI, MHe IyMa-
eTcs, He Bepwulb... ClI0BOM, He 3HAI0, M3 KAKUX IIO-
Oy:KIeHuii, — OBITb MOJKET, M3 T'OPJOCTU, TaK KakK i
OUeHb ropjl, — A CTaJl IPoOoUPaThCAa K BbhIXxony. OmHaKo
y IBepU MeHs, KOHEeUHO, IIepexBaTuia Jeau BpsHIoH.
«Y:X He HAMepeHBI JU BhI cOeKaTh TaK PaHO, MUCTEP
Xomayopa?» — 3akpuuaja oHa. 3HaAelllb, KAKOHW y Hee
MIPOH3UTEJHLHEIN ToJioc!

— Ee 651! OHa — HaACTOALUI IIABINH, TOJILKO 0e3
ero KpacoThl, — IIOAXBaTuJ Jopa I'eHpu, paspbiBas
MaprapuTKy AJIUHHBIMY HEPBHBIMU HAaTbIIAMIU.

— M=ue He ymajgoch oT Hee ormenaThbed. OHa Ipen-
cTaBWJIa MEHs BbICOUAMIIINM 0co0aM, IIOTOM Pa3HBIM ca-
HOBHUKAM B 3Be3gax U opaeHax IIoABA3KM M KAKUM-TO
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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 standard of immortality.

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

“And how did Lady Brandon describe this wonder-
ful young man?” asked his companion. “I know she
goes in for giving a rapid precis of all her guests. I re-
member her bringing me up to a truculent and red-
faced old gentleman covered all over with orders and
ribbons, and hissing into my ear, in a tragic whisper
which must have been perfectly audible 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 auctioneer
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CTapbIM JaMaM B OTPOMHLIX AUaJeMax 1 ¢ KPIOUKOBATHI-
Mu HocaMu. BceM OHa peKoMeHJoBaJjia MeHsI KaK CBOEro
JIyUIlIero Apyra, XOTsA BuUIejia MeHs BTOPOU pas B JKU3-
Hu. BumHo, oHa 3a6pajia cebe B IOJIOBY BKJIIOUUTH MEHS
B CBOIO KOJUIEKIIMIO 3HaMeHuTOoCcTel. Kaskercs, B Ty mopy
KaKas-To M3 MOUX KapTUH MMeJjia OOJIBIION yclex, — BO
BCSAKOM cJy4ae, O Hell 60JTajii B IPOIIOBBIX raseTax,
a B HaIlle BpeMsd 9TO IIaTeHT Ha GeccMepTHe.

W Bapyr s ouyTWIICA JUIOM K JIAIY C TEM CAMBIM
IOHOIIIe#, KOTOPLIA ¢ IIePBOr0O B3TJISAAA BBI3BAJ B MOeil
IyIlle CTOJIb cTpaHHOe BosHeHme. OH cTosAnM Tak O6Jyms-
KO, YTO MBI IIOYTH CTOJKHYJINCH. [JIa3a HAIlIX BCTPETHU-
auchk cHoBa. TyT a 6e3paccyHO MOTPOCUJI JieAu BpaH-
JIOH TO3HAKOMUTL Hac. BmpoueM, 310, OKaNyii, OBLIO
He TaKoe YK Oe3paccyZCcTBO: Bce paBHO, ecau ObI HAC
M He TTO03HAKOMWJIU, MBI Heun30e:KHO 3aroBOPUIU OBI
IpyT ¢ apyroM. I B aTOM yBepeH. ITO Ke camMoe cKasaJl
MHe motoMm Jlopuam. U oH Toxke cpa3y IOUYYBCTBOBAJI,
YTO Hac CBeJ He cJydvail, a cyanoa.

— A uro ke Jgenu BpsumoH ckasasia Tebe 06 3TOM
ouapoBaTeJbHOM IoHOIIe? — cHpocua Jopa l'edpu. —
f Benn 3HAIO ee MaHepy 0eryio gaBaTh précis! kaxmomy
roctio. IToMHIO, Kak OHA pa3 IMoABeJIa MEeHsS K KaKOMY-
TO TPO3HOMY KPACHOJUIIEMY CTapIily, YBeIIAaHHOMY
opJeHaMM U JIEHTAMH, a [0 JOPOre TPArMYeCcKUM Iie-
IIOTOM — €ro, HaBEepPHOeE, CJBIIIAJN BCE B TOCTUHON —
coo011aza MHe Ha YXO caMble OIIeJIOMUTEJbHBIEe IIOJ-
pobHocTHu ero 6uorpaduu. I mMpocTo-HAIPOCTO COLKAT
ot Hee. 1 m106110 cam, 6e3 Uy:KOi ITOMOIIY, Pa3dupPaTh-

! KpaTKyIo XapaKTepUCTUKY, KPaTKuil 0630p (¢p.).
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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 succeeded in opening a restaurant. How could
I admire her? But tell me, what did she say about Mr.
Dorian Gray?”

“Oh, something like, “Charming boy — poor dear
mother and I absolutely inseparable. Quite forget
what he does — afraid he — doesn’t do anything —
oh, yes, plays the piano — or is it the violin, dear
Mr. Gray?” Neither of us could help laughing, and we
became friends at once.”

“Laughter is not at all a bad beginning for a friend-
ship, and it is far the best ending for one,” said the
young lord, plucking another daisy.

Hallward shook his head.

“You don’t understand what friendship is, Harry,”
he murmured—”or what enmity is, for that matter.
You like every one; that is to say, you are indifferent
to every one.”

“How horribly unjust of you!” cried Lord Henry,
tilting his hat back and looking up at the little clouds
that, like ravelled skeins of glossy white silk, were
drifting across the hollowed turquoise of the summer
sky. “Yes; horribly unjust of you. I make a great dif-
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cdA B T0AAX. A Jenu BpsHIOH OMMCHEIBAET CBOUX TrOCTeH
TOYb-B-TOUb KaK OIEHIIMK Ha ayKI[MOHEe IPOJAI0IIecs
C MOJIOTKAa BeIllX: OHa 00 pacCKashbIBAeT 0 HUX caMoe
COKpPOBeHHOe, 60 cooOIlaeT BaM Bce, KpOMe TOTO,
YTO BBI XOTEJU Obl Y3HATb.

— Begunas smenu Bpsumon! Tel cAUIIKOM YK CTPOT
K Hel, [appu, — paccesHHO 3aMeTUJ XOJIYOPHI.

— Hoporoi#t Mo#i, OHA CTpPeMUJIACh CO3JaTh Yy ceds
«CaJIOH», HO IIOJIYYMJICA IIOIPOCTY PecTopaH. A ThI XO-
Yyellb, YToOHI i eto Bocxumascsa? Hy, 6or ¢ Hell, craxu-
Ka MHe JIy4llle, KaKk OHa oTo3Bajach o Jlopuane I'pee?

— IIpobopmoTasa uTo-To Takoe Bpoze: «IIpeiect-
HBIM MaJbUMUK... MBI C ero 0eJHOii MaTepbio OBLIN He-
pasayumbl... 3abblia, 4YeM OH 3aHUMAaeTcd... BoioCh,
YTO HUYEM... AX 1a, UTpaeT Ha posJe... Iau Ha CKPHUII-
Ke, moporoii muctep I'peii?» Oba MBI He MOTVIN yaAep-
JKaThbCs OT CMeXa, U 3TO HAac KaK-TO cpasy COJIM3UIIO.

— Hegypuo, ecau apy:kba HaumHaAeTCsI CMeXOM,
U JIy4Yllle BCero, ecJiM OHA MM ’Ke KOHUaeTcd, — 3aMe-
T gopa I'eHpu, cpbIBas elle OAHY MaprapuTky.

Xosryop[ oKavas roJIoOBOM.

— TsI He 3Haelb, UTO TaKoe HACTOAIAs APYy:KOa,
T'appu, — ckasaj oH Tuxo. — [la 1 Bpaskaa HacToAIasa
Tebe To)Ke He3HakoMma. ThI JIIOOUIIEL BCEX, a JIOOUTH
BCeX — 3HAUUT He JIOOUTH HUKoro. Tebe Bce oquHAKO-
BO 0€3pasINYHBI.

— Kak TblI HecripaBeAJuB KO MHe! — BOCKJIHKHY.JI
aopx enpu. CABUHYB ILIANY Ha 3aTHLIOK, OH CMOTPEJI
Ha 00JauKa, IPOILIBIBABIINE B OMPIO30BOM IIyOuHHE
JeTHero He0a 1 OX0:KKe Ha pacTpenaHHbIe MOTKU OJie-
cramero menka. — Jla, ga, BOBMYTUTEJIBLHO HecIIpa-
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