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THE PICTURE
OF DORIAN GRAY



CHAPTER 1

The studio was filled
with the rich smell of
roses!. Lord Henry Wot-
ton” was sitting on the
divan and smoking innu-
merable cigarettes.
Through the open door
came the distant sounds
of the London streets.

* Lord Henry Wotton —
gopxa I'eapu YorToH

' B cmyouu cmosa
2ycmoti apomam

po3. / Cmyous 6vL1a
HAano.HeHa 2ycmoim
apomamom pos.

was filled — 6bl1a
HarmoJjiHeHa; (hopma
MMacCUBHOIO 3aJ10ra
Passive Voice B
MPOILIEIIIEM BpEMEHU
riiarona fo fill —
HanoJHTh. CM. ¢. 516



Ockap Yaiiabnm

2 Omo meos aynmasn
paboma, b33ua, camoe
ayuuiee u3 eceeo, Hmo
mul Hanucan

your best work — TBOSI
JIy4inasi padbota; best —
MPEBOCXOAHAs CTETIEHb
MpuiaraTeJIbHOTO
good. Cm. c. 421

you have ever done —
¢opma rimarona fo

do — denamsb B Present
Perfect Tense. Cwm.
c.492.

6
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In the centre of the
room stood the full-
length portrait™ of a
young man of extraordi-
nary personal beauty, and
in front of it, some little
distance away™, was sit-
ting the artist himself,
Basil Hallward™".

As the painter looked
at the gracious and come-
ly form he had so skil-
fully mirrored in his art,
a smile of pleasure passed
across his face. He sud-
denly started up, and
closing his eyes, placed
his fingers upon the lids.

“It is your best work,
Basil, the best thing you
have ever done?,” said

* full-length portrait —
IIOPTPET B MOJHBIN POCT

oo,

* some little distance away —
Ha HeOOJIBIIIOM PACCTOSHUHI

“* Basil Hallward — Boasnua
Xouryop/




IToprpet Hopuauna I'pea

Lord Henry. “You must
certainly send it next
year to the Grosvenor®.
The Academy is too large
and too vulgar.

The Grosvenor is real-
ly the only place to ex-
hibit a painting like
that.”

“I don’t think I shall
send it anywhere,” the
painter answered, mov-
ing his head in that odd
way that used to make
his friends laugh at him
at Oxford. “No, I won’t
send it anywhere.3”

Lord Henry elevated
his eyebrows and looked
at him in amazement
through the thin blue
wreaths of smoke™. “Not
send it anywhere? My

* Grosvenor — I'pocBeHOD

wreaths of smoke — xoJIb-
Ia gbIMa

© © 0 0 0 0 0 0000 0000000000000 0000000000000 0000000000 000000000000 0000000

3 Hem, s nuxyda smo
He nowLro.

won’t = will not,;
oTpulaTeabHast popma
m1aroJa fo send —
nocol1ams B IPOCTOM
OymyiieM BpeMeH!
Future Simple. 3nech
will not (won’t) umeet
ellé U MoJaJIbHbII
OTTEHOK 3HAYCHUS
JUTST BBIDQOKEHMST
HeXXeJTaHUsT 9TO-T1U00
cnenatb. CM. c. 457.
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4 A 3naro, 6ot 6yoeme
cmeamoes Ha0o0 MHOI,
Ho 51 OelicmeumenvHo
He M02y 6bICINA6AAND
amom nopmpem.

you will laugh — BbI
OyneTe CMesIThCS;
¢dopmMma rmpocroro
OymylIero BpeMeH!
Future Simple riaroya
to laugh — cmesmocs.
Cwm. c. 477

[ can’t (= cannot) —

sl HE MOTY;
oTpuLaTeIbHas (hopMa
MOJIaJILHOTO IJ1aroja
can — mo4b, ObITh B
coctostHuu. [locne can
CMBICJIOBOW IJIaroJ
VITOTp. 6€3 YaCTHIIBI 0.
Cw. c. 450, 446.

© © 0 0 0 0 0 0000 0000000000000 0000000000000 0000000000 000000000000 0000000

dear fellow, why? What
odd people you painters
are! A portrait like this
would set you far above
all the young men in
England®.”

“I know you will laugh
at me,” Basil replied,
“but I really can’t exhib-
it it*. I have put too much
of myself into it™.”

Lord Henry stretched
himself out on the divan
and laughed. “Too much
of yourself in it! Upon
my word, Basil, this man
is truly beautiful. Don’t
flatter yourself, Basil:

“ A portrait like this would
set you far above all the young
men in England. — 9ror mop-
TpeT BO3HEC OBl TebOA MHOTO
BBIIIIE BCEX MOJIOABIX XYIOKHU-
KOB AHIINm.

“* I have put too much of my-
self into it. — {1 BaoxMI B Hero
CJAUIIKOM MHOT'O CaMOT0 cels.
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you are not in the least
like him®.”

“You don’t understand
me, Harry®,” answered
the artist. “I know that
perfectly well. Indeed,
I should be sorry to look
like him. I am telling
you the truth®. It is bet-
ter not to be different
from other people. The
stupid and ugly have the
best of this world. Dori-
an Gray™ —”

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

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

“ you are not in the least
like him — T®I HUUYTH Ha HeETO
He TOXO0K

* Dorian Gray — Hopuan
Tpeit

© © 0 0 0 0 0 0000 0000000000000 0000000000000 0000000000 000000000000 0000000

5 Tot ne nonumaeurs
mensa, lappu

don’t understand —

He TTOHUMAIo,

He MOHNMaelllb;
oTpuLaTeIbHas popma
MPOCTOTO HACTOSIIIIETO
BpeMeHHu Present
Simple rinarosna

to understand —
nouumams. CM™. c. 468.
¢ S mebe npaedy
2060pI0.

am telling — roBopio;
(opma HacTostIero
MPONIOJIKEHHOTO
BpeMeHu Present
Continuous riaroja
to tell — eosopumo.
Present Continuous
OITUCHIBAET ACHCTBUE,
KOTOPOE TIPOVCXOIUT
B HACTOSIIIIUIA MOMEHT.
CwMm. c. 482.

7 S ne namepesaacsa
2060puntv 3mo mebe.
didn’t intend — He
HamepeBascs;
OoTpULIaTeTbHAsS
¢opma rmpocroro
MPOIIIEIIIEro
Bpemenu Past Simple
riiarona fo intend —
Hamepesamocs. CM.

c. 473.
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$ Hy, a nowemy nem?
YnorpebuTteabHbIN

BOIIPOC B YCTHOI peyu.

Crnenyet 3alIOMHUTb.

O A noaazaro, mot
dymaeuts, umo 3mo
ouens eayno? — Coecem
Hem, coécem Hem,
dopoeoii moii brzua.

not at all — coBcem
HET; HUYero
IMOJ0OHOT0, YBEPSIIO
Bac. BexxnuBbrit
OTPUILIATEIBHBII OTBET
Ha BOIPOC, OYEHb
YIIOTPEeOUTEIbHBIN B
ycTHOM peun. CiemyeT
3aTIOMHUTb.

10 wcenam

I am married — st
JKEHAT; 51 3aMyKeM.
VYnorpeburenbHast
KOHCTPYKIIHUSI; CIIeTyeT
3alIOMHUTb.

1" gpye opyea

each other —

ApYr Apyra;
CJIOBOCOYETAHUE,
HCTIONIb3yeMoe B
KayecTBe B3aUMHOTO
MECTOMMEHMUSI.

10
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“But why not?%”

“Oh, I can’t explain.
When I like people im-
mensely, I never tell
their names to any one.
When I leave town now
I never tell my people
where I am going. If
I did, I would lose all
my pleasure. It is a silly
habit, I dare say. I sup-
pose you think that’s
very foolish?”

“Not at all,” answered
Lord Henry, “not at all,
my dear Basil®. You seem
to forget that I am mar-
ried'°, so my life is full
of secrets, I never know
where my wife is, and my
wife never knows what
I am doing. When we
meet we tell each other!!
the most absurd stories
with the most serious
faces.”




IToprpet Hopuauna I'pea

“I hate the way you
talk about your married
life, Harry,” said Basil
Hallward, walking to-
wards the door that led
into the garden. “I be-
lieve you are really a
very good husband, but
that you are ashamed of
it. You are an extraordi-
nary fellow. You never
say a good thing, and
you never do a wrong
thing. Your cynicism is
simply a pose!2.”

“Being natural is sim-

2 Baw uyunuzm —
npocmo nosa.

00 ynoTpebiaeHIN
HEOTIPENETEHHOTO
apTUKIIS cM. c. 387
your — TIpUTSIKa-
TEJIbHOE MECTOUME-

. Hue. Cwm. c. 410.
ply a pose,” cried Lord 5 Borocs, 1 doacen
Henry, laughing; and the cetinac yiimu

have to go — NOJIXeH
UATH/YIATH; have

10 — DKBUBAJIEHT
MOJAJILHOTO IJIaroJa
must — doadcen,
3ByyYalllMii Msrye,
MeHee KaTeropuyHo,
yeM must; TIO3TOMY
have to ynotpe0isieTcs
B peyuu valle, 4emMm
must. CM. c. 454, 438.

11

two young men went out
into the garden together.
After a pause, Lord Hen-
ry pulled out his watch.
“I am afraid I have to
go'3, Basil,” he said in a
quiet voice. “But before
I go I want you to ex-

© © 0 0 0 0 0 0000 0000000000000 0000000000000 0000000000 000000000000 0000000
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4 ¢ kapmune caumxom
MHO020 OM 84C CAMOZ0.
yourself — BO3BpaTHOE
MECTOMMEHHUE.

Cwm. c. 413.

12

plain to me why you
won’t exhibit Dorian
Gray’s picture. I want
the real reason.”

“I told you the real
reason.”

“No, you did not. You
said that it was because
there was too much of
yourself in it!*. Now,
that is childish.”

“Harry,” said Basil
Hallward, looking him
straight in the face,
“every portrait that is
painted with feeling is a
portrait of the artist,
not the sitter. The rea-
son I will not exhibit
this picture is that I am
afraid that I have shown
in it the secret of my
own soul.”

Lord Henry laughed.
“And what is that?” he
asked.
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“Oh, there is really
very little to tell, Har-
ry,” answered the paint-
er, “and I am afraid you
will hardly understand
it!®. Perhaps you will
hardly believe it.”

Lord Henry smiled and
picked a flower from the
grass. “I am quite sure
I’ll understand it,” he
replied, staring at the
flower, “and I can believe
anything.”

“The story is simply
this,” said the painter.
“Two months ago I went
to a party at Lady Bran-
don’s'. After I had been
in the room for about ten
minutes, I suddenly real-
ized that someone was
looking at me. I turned
around and saw Dorian
Gray for the first time!".
When our eyes met, I felt

© © 0 0 0 0 0 0000 0000000000000 0000000000000 0000000000 000000000000 0000000

15 6orocw, 6t 6ps0 au
noiiméme smo.

will hardly understand —
enBa Jiu morMeTe; pop-
Ma IIPOCTOro OYIyILEro
Bpemenu Future Simple
rarona to understand —
nonumams. Hapeune
hardly — edsa npunaér
KOHCTPYKITUY JIETKUI
MOIATbHBIN OTTEHOK
COMHEHMSI.

16 Jlea mecaua momy
Ha3zao s 6bL1 6 20cMAX HA
eeuepe y aedu bpsnoon.
two months ago — n1Ba
Mecsilia ToMy Hazan. Ha-
peure BpeMeHH ¢ Ipo-
JTYKTUBHBIM KOMITOHEH-
TOM ago, 00pa3yIoLIuM
C IpyTUMHU CJI0OBaMU
(day, year, etc.), 060-
3HAYaAIOLIMU BpeMsI,
COOTBETCTBYIOIINE
KOHCTpYKUUU: three days
ago — mpu OHs Ha3ao, ten
years ago — decamp j1em
momy Ha3ad U T. Ii.

Lady Brandon’s — y nenn
BpaHmoH (1. €. B 1oMe
neny bpanmoH), ykaza-
HUE Ha JIOM OIyCKaeTCst
Brandon’s — hopma nipu-
TSKATebHOTO Majexa
amumu bpaHpoH. CM.
c. 400.

13
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17" 6 nepevtii pas, enepevie
Koncrpykuus, nmero-
111as1 3HaYE€HUEe Hapeuust
BpEMEHHU, YIIOTpeOu-
TeJIbHA B peuu.

'8 s nowyecmeoean, Kax
KP06b OMX.AbIHYAA OM
auua.

felt the blood leaving —
0co0ast TpaMMaTHYeCKasT
KoHcTpykimst Complex
Object (cmoxHoe
JIOTIOIHEHME) C PSIIOM
IJIaroJioB, TAKMX KaK

fo want — xomems,

to know — 3namo,

to ask — npocumos 1

IIp. ¥ C TJIarojlaMH,
BBIPXAIONIMUMU
YYyBCTBEHHOE
BOCIIPUSITHE: 10

see — gudemy, to

hear — caviuams, fo
Sfeel — uyscmeosamo

u np. IlepeBonurcs

Ha PYCCKUM SI3bIK
MIPUIATOYHBIMU
JOTIOTHUTETbHBIMU
MIPeUTOXKEHUSIMU C
COI03aMM 4mo, 4moobl,
Kak. 37ech mnocie
riaroa feel (B hopme
TIPOLIE/IIIETO BPEeMEH!
felt) — uyscmeosamo
TIOCJIEAY IO TIarosa
yIoTpeOIEH B popme

14
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the blood leaving my
face!®. I knew that this
boy would become my
whole soul, my whole art
itself. I grew afraid and
turned to quit the room.”

“What did you do?”

“We were quite close,
almost touching. Our
eyes met again'®. I asked
Lady Brandon to intro-
duce me to him. It was
simply inevitable.”

“What did Lady Bran-
don say about Mr. Dorian
Gray?”

“Oh, something like
‘Charming boy. I don’t
know what he does —
I think he doesn’t do an-
ything. Oh, yes, he plays
the piano?° — or is it the
violin, dear Mr. Gray?’
Dorian and I both
laughed and we became
friends at once?'.”
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“Laughter is not at all
a bad beginning for a
friendship,” said the
young lord, picking an-
other flower, “and it is
the best ending for one.”

Hallward shook his
head. “You don’t under-
stand what friendship is,
Harry. Everyone is the
same to you?2.”

“That’s not true!”cried
Lord Henry, pushing his
hat back, and looking at
the summer sky. “I make
a great difference be-
tween people. I choose
my friends for their
beauty, my acquaintanc-
es for their good charac-
ters and my enemies for
their intelligence. A man
cannot be too careful in
the choice of his enemies.
Of course, I hate my re-
lations. And I hate poor

© © © 0 0 0 0 0 0 0 00 000000000000 0000000000000 0000000000000 0000000000000 000

TIPUYACTHST HACTOSIIIIETO
BpeMeHHU leaving (OT
raroJa fo leave —
noKuoamo, 0CMagAsimy).
Cwm. c. 533.

1 Hawu 63245001 cHosa
ecmpemuauce.

met — BCTPETUITHCH;
(opma mpoctoro
MPOILEIIEer0 BpeMEHU
Past Simple riarona fo
meet. CMm. ¢. 473

our — Halll, HalllK;
MPUTSIKATETBHOE
MeCTOMMEHME, CM.

c. 410.

2 on uzpaem na
dopmenuano

plays — urpaert; ¢popma
MPOCTOTO HACTOSIIIIETO
BpeMeHu Present Simple
riarona fo play B 3-m
JIMLIE efl. Yyuca.

to play the piano —
WTPaTh Ha (hOPTENraHo;
obpartuTe BHUMaHHe Ha
OTCYTCTBUE TIPEJIOra,
KOTODBIi €CTh B
PYCCKOM MepeBojie

(Ha dopTenuaHo).

OO0 ymotpebieHun
OTpeneIEHHOTO apTUKIIS
cMm. c. 391.

2L Tlopuan u s, mot 06a,
paccmesauch u cpasy
cmaau opy3vamu.

15
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to become friends —
CTaTh IPY3bsIMU.
YnorpebutenbHoe
CJIOBOCOYETAHUE,
cliefyeT 3alIOMHUTb.

2 Jlas eac 6ce a100u
00UHAKOBDL.

everyone — KaXIbli,
BCe, BCAKMUIA; Heorpee-
JIEHHOE MECTOMMEHME,
uMeeT obodatoniee
3HAYCHMUE.

3 Kak wacmo 6ot suoume
e20? / Kax wacmo 6ot ¢
Hum eudumecn?
CrieLiuabHbIi BOIPOC,
TJIe BOITPOCUTENTBHOE
CJI0BO how often — kak
Yacmo CTOUT Tepe],
BCIIOMOTATEILHBIM TJIa-
ToJIoM do; B OCTaJIbHOM
TTOPSIIOK CJIOB B CITELIM-

16
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people because they are
ugly, stupid and drunk

”»

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

Lord Henry touched
his pointed brown beard
with his finger, and the
toe of his boot with his
stick. “How English you
are, Basil! An English-
man is only interested in
whether he agrees with
an idea, not whether it is
right or wrong. I like
persons better than prin-
ciples, and I like persons
with no principles better
than anything else in the
world. But tell me more
about Mr Dorian Gray.
How often do you see
him?23”
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“Every day. I couldn’t
be happy if I didn’t see
him every day.”

“How extraordinary!
I thought you only cared
about your art.”

“He is all my art to me
now,” said the painter.
“I know that the work
I have done since I met
Dorian Gray, is the best
work of my life. He is
much more to me than a
model or a sitter. In some
strange way his personal-
ity has shown me a new
kind of art. He seems
like a little boy — though
he is really more than
twenty — and when he is
with me I see the world
differently.”

“Basil, this is extraor-
dinary! I must see Dorian
Gray.”

?

AJIbHBIX BOITpOCax TaKoi

. 2Ke, KaK 1 B BOIIpocax

obmero tuma. O Tumax

BOIIPOCOB CM. €. 539.

17
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% Bot, 603M04CHO, HUYE-
20 He yeuoume 6 ném. S
BUIICY 8 HEM 6CE.

might — MOITJIbHBIN TJIa-
TOJI, YIIOTPeOISIeTCS ISt
BBIPAXXCHMSI BO3MOX-
HOCTH, BEPOSITHOCTH,
TIPETONOKEHUS C He-
KOTOPOW 10JIEN COMHE-
Hust. UHGuHUTYB mocie
might yniotpebJsiercs 6e3
qacTulisl f0. CM. c. 453.
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Hallward got up from
his seat and walked up
and down the garden. Af-
ter some time he came
back. “Harry,” he said,
“Dorian Gray is the rea-
son for my art. You
might see nothing in
him. I see everything in
him.2*”

“Then why won’t you
exhibit his portrait?”
asked Lord Henry.

“An artist should paint
beautiful things, but he
should put nothing of
his own life into them.
There is too much of my-
self in the thing, Har-
ry — too much of my-
self! Some day I will
show the world what that
beauty is. For that rea-
son the world will never
see my portrait of Dorian
Gray.”
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“I think you are
wrong?’, Basil, but
I won’t argue with you.
Tell me, is Dorian Gray
very fond of you?”

The painter thought
for a few moments. “He
likes me,” he answered,
after a pause. “I know he
likes me. Of course I flat-
ter him dreadfully and
tell him things that
I should not. He is usual-
ly very charming to me,
and we spend thousands
of wonderful hours to-
gether. But sometimes he
can be horribly thought-
less and seems to enjoy
causing me pain. Then
I feel, Harry, that I have
given my whole soul to
someone who uses it like
a flower to put in his coat
on a summer’s day.”

= Jlymaro, vt
owubaemecs

to be wrong —
OIIMobaThC,
HEBEPHO CYIIUTB;
yIOTpeOuTeIbHOE
CJIOBOCOYETAHUE.
O rnaroje fo be cM.
c. 436.
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% Moxcem 6vimb, 6am
3mo nadoecm panvuie,
uem emy.

to get bored —
HaJ0eCTb; 3aCKy4aTh;
YIOTpeOUTETEHOE
CJIOBOCOYETAHME.

7 Iappu, ne 2060pume
makx.

don’t talk — ve
roBopu(Te);
oTpuLaTeNbHas hopMa
TTOBEJTUTETHHOTO
HaKJIOHEHWSI TJIaroja
to talk — 2060pumo B
Present Simple. Cu.

c. 468

20

“Summer days are
long, Basil,” said Lord
Henry in a quiet voice.
“Perhaps you will get
bored before he will?®.
Intelligence lives longer
than beauty. One day you
will look at your friend
and you won’t like his
colour or something. And
then you will begin to
think that he has be-
haved badly towards you

2

“Harry, don’t talk like
that?’. As long as I live,
Dorian Gray will be eve-
rything to me. You can’t
feel what I feel. You
change too often.”

“My dear Basil, that is
exactly why I can feel it.”
Lord Henry took a ciga-
rette from his pretty sil-
ver box and lit it. Then
he turned to Hallward
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and said, “I have just re-
membered.”

“Remembered what,
Harry?”

“Where I heard the
name of Dorian Gray.”

“Where was it?” asked
Hallward with a slight
frown.

“Don’t look so angry,
Basil. It was at my
aunt’s, Lady Agatha’s.
She told me that she had
discovered this wonder-
ful young man. He was
going to help her?® work
with the poor people in
the East End of London,
and his name was Dorian
Gray. Of course I didn’t
know it was your friend.”

“I am very glad you
didn’t, Harry.”

“Why?”

“I don’t want you to
meet him?°.”
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2 On cobupaacs nomouo
el

KoHcTpykuust to be going
to — cobupamucs coeaams
YMo-1 OTIMCHIBACT
omkaiiinee Oymyuiee.
Cw. c. 480.

¥ S ne xouy, umobot vt
NO3HAKOMUUCH C HUM.
don’t want you to meet —
rpaMmaTHiecKast
KoHcTpykims Complex
Object ¢ rarojaoMm o
want B OTpULIATEbHOM
dopme, mocie KOTOporo
MOCJICAYIOLIMI IJ1aroJ
VITOTPeOIsIeTCs ¢
YyacTUlIeH fo, T. K.

o want He SBIISIETCA
[J1aroJIOM YyBCTBEHHOTO
BOCTIPUATHS (B OTIMYME
OT IJIaroJioB /o see, fo
hear, to feel, etc.). CMm.
c.533.
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30" Bot doaxuchol cetinac
npedcmagumo MeHs
(emy)

must — OJKEH;
MOIJIbHBIA

[J1aroJ, BhIpaxaeT
NOJDKEHCTBOBAaHUE,
HaCTOSITEJIbHbIN COBET

U uMeeT GopMY TOJIBKO
HACTOSIIIIETO BPEMEHU.
Kaxk u Bce MonmanbHbIe
[JIaroJibl, yIoTpeosieTcst
¢ UHUHUTUBOM
CMBICJIOBOTO IJ1aroa 6e3
yacTuiibl 0. CMm. ¢. 454.
3t S npudy myoa uepes
HeCK0.16K0 MUHyn.

I will come — s mpuny;
(opma pocToro
Oymyl1lero BpeMeH!
Future Simple rirarona fo
come. CM. c. 477

in a few moments — yepe3
HECKOJIbKO MUHYT;
YIOTpeOUTETbHOE
BbIpaXKeHUE IS
0003HaYEHNUsI BpEMEHU
¢ ImpetoroM in (in a

few hours, days, etc.).
CrienmyeT 3alIOMHMTb.
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“Mr. Dorian Gray is in
the studio, sir,” said the
butler, coming into the
garden.

“You must introduce
me now?°,” cried Lord
Henry, laughing.

The painter turned to
his servant. “Ask Mr.
Gray to wait, Parker.
I will come in in a few
moments3!.”

Then he looked at Lord
Henry. “Dorian Gray is
my dearest friend,” he
said. “He has a simple
and a beautiful nature.
Don’t spoil him. Don’t
try to influence him. Your
influence would be bad.
Don’t take away from me
the one person who makes
me a true artist. Mind,
Harry, I trust you.”

“What nonsense you
talk!” said Lord Henry,
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smiling, and taking Hall-
ward by the arm, he al-
most led him into the
house??.

2 u 6316 noo pyxy
Xoaayopoa, on noumu
HACUABHO NOBEN €20 6
dom.

taking — npuyacTue
HACTOSIIIETO BPEMEHU
Present Participle
rarona fo take —
835mb, Opamv. 31eCh
OHO TIEPEBOIUTCS

Ha PYCCKMM S3bIK
JeeTpUIacTHEM.

00 obpazoBaHNN
MPUYACTHSI HACTOSIILIETO
BpeMeHU

cM. c. 433.





