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CHAPTERI

The 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 saddlebags 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 alaburnum, whose
tremulous branches seemed hardly able to bear the burden of
a beauty so flame-like 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 Tokio who, through
the medium of an art that is necessarily immobile, seek to convey
the sense of swiftness and motion. 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 more oppre-
ssive. 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 himself, Basil Hallward, whose sudden disappearance some
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PO3OUI I

P 006iTHIO XY[J0>KHVIKA CIIOBHIOBA/IM TYCTi IAXOLIi TPOSIH,
a KOJIM B CafIKy 3HiIMaBCsA JIiTHI JIETIiT, BiH JOHOCUB KPi3b Bif4u-
HeHi /iBepi TO ITsTHKUII 3amax 6y3KOBOTO IBiTY, TO HMOTifHIIINI
apoMaT pOo>KeBMX KBiTOK IIVMIIIIVHIA.

3 IepCchKOro MBaHYy, fie 1eXKas n1opg lenpi Borron, manaan
CBOIM 3BMYA€EM OJJHY 110 Of{Hii1 He3/TiYeHHI IIUTapKu, MO>KHa 610
no6aunTy e 61MCK 30710TaBO-HDKHOTO, K Mefl, LIBiTy Bep-
007103y, 41€ TPEMT/INBE BiTTs, 34aBAIOCH, HACYITY BUTPUMYBAJIO
TATap MOMyM sIHOI Kpacu. 3pifika Ha JOBTYX IIOBKOBMX IITOpPAxX
BE/IMYE3HOT0 BiKHA MUTOTI/IM XMMEPHI TiHi ITaxiB, yTBOPIOIOYN
Ha MUTB IIOCh NTOIi0HE O AMOHCHKOTO MAJTIOHKA, i TOM1 IOPHOBi
Tenpi gymanocs npo 6nigomumx XymoKHuUKiB i3 Tokio, ski 3a-
cobaMy MMCTELTBA, 3 IPUPOAN CBOEI CTATUYHOTO, HAMATA/IICh
HepeiaTy BigdyTTA WBUAKOCTI it pyxy. llle 6imbin yraivyBamo
THLIY CEpANTE TYAIHHA OKiI, 110 Tpo6Mpaics BICOKOK HeBM-
KOIIEHOIO TPABOIO YV MOHOTOHHO 71 HACTIV/INBO KPY>K/Ls/n 61711
MOKPUTUX 30/I0TUCTUM IMIKOM BYCUKIB PO3JIOrOi >XMMOJIOCTI.
HeupasHuii kiekiT JIOHZOHa TOMMHAB, Hadye 6acoBa HOTA Jajle-
KOT'O OpraHa.

[Tocepen kiMHaTM CTOSIB Ha MONBOEPTi 3pO0JIEHNIT Y TIOBEH
3pIiCT MOPTPET HaA3BUYAITHO BPOIJIMBOTO I0HAKA, a IIepef IOPT-
peToM fello Bifmamik cupiB caM XyfoXHUK, besin Tonsopg,
panToBe 3HMKHEHHSA AKOTO Ki/IbKa POKiB TOMY TaK CXBU/IIOBAJIO
BC€ JIOH/IOHCbKE TOBAPMCTBO i BUK/IMKA/O Y/MaJIO HallpO3MaiTi-
MINX 3[J0TaflOK.



years ago caused, at the time, such public excitement, 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 answered, 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” 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 myself 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!
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XyIO>KHUK JUBJBCA Ha IIPErapHy I0HAKOBY IIOCTATD, 1110 ii BiH
TaK MajlCTEePHO BMOOpasyuB Ha IOMOTHI, i 067y iTOMy OIIpo-
MiHIOBaB 3a/I0BONIEHMI YCMiX.

PantoM BiH cxonmmBcH i, 3alUIIOIMBIIN OYi, IPUTUC NabLi
JI0 TIOBIK, Ha4e CYJIKYIOUMCh YTPUMATH B ITaM SATi SIKUIICh YyOBUIL
COH i 60s4MCh IPOOYAUTHUC.

— Ile TBOs HajiKpaIa pobora, besine, Haiikpaiia 3 ycix, 1110
TV CTBOPUB, — MJIABO cKasaB nopy lenpi. — Tu koHue noBuHEeH
Ha/[ic/IaTy 1i HACTYIIHOTO POKY Ha BUCTaBKY B «[poBHepi». Tinbkn
He lo akaneMii — 3any akageMmii 3aHaTO Be/MKi it By/ibrapHi. Tam
BiuHO 260 Tak 6araTo Jrofielt, 10 3a HUMM He BUTHO KapTIH, 200
Tak 6araTo KapTyH, 110 32 HUMM He BUIHO mrofieit. OnHe )Kax/mBe,
a gpyre e ripmwe. Hi, <<Fp03Hep>> — Ile €AVHE BiMIOBIiTHE MicClIe.

— 1 B3arasi He 30MpaloCh Ii BUCTAB/IATY, — BiATYKHYBCSA
besin, xymenHo 3aKkngandy ronoBy — XapaKTepPHMIL PyX, 3 AKO-
ro Ky jtoro npusreni mwe B Okcdoppi. — Hi, s He BucTapsa-
TUMY I Hifie.

Jlopz Tenpi spuBoBaHO 3BiB 6pOBM i IIOIVIIHYB Ha HBOTO KPi3h
NPUMX/IUBI Kilblsg roy6oro JUMYy Bij 3ampaBjIeHOl OIieM Iu-
TapKIu.

— Hipe ne BucraBnarumemt? Miit mro6uit, vomy? Tu maem
akicp migcrasu? o 3a guBambkuit Hapop Ui XygoxHuKM! I3
IIKipM MTHYTbCA, a6 HaOy TN MONYIAPHOCTI, a AK TiIbKM BOHA
IPUXOANTD, — 3[AETHCS, IPAarHyTh N030yTuch ii. Lle x Tak He-
posymHo! bo ko mpukpo, 1o mpo Tebe 3ab6araTo roBOpATH, TO
1je IPMKpillle, KO Ipo Tebe 30BCiM He TOBOPATD. A Iieil HOpT-
pet migHic 61 TBOE iM’s, besine, ganeko Haj yciMa MOIORUMU
XyZOXXHMKaMM B AHIJIII i IpMMycuB 61 CTapuX 3aIIaIUTICh PeB-
HOIIIaMM, KOJIV BOHM IIle 3JJaTHi Ha eMOIIii.

— 4] sHamw, ™1 6y,ueLu CMIATHCA 3 MEHE, ajie 1 CIpaB/i He
MO>XY BMCTaBUTH IJbOTO IOPTPETA, — MOBTOPUB XY/IOKHUK. —
3aHaaTo 6araTo caMoro cebe s BKIaB y HbOTO.

Jlopp I'enpi 3acmiABcsA, BUIPOCTYIOYMCH HA IVBAHI.

— Hy or, 4 3HaB, 0 TU cMiATUMeICA. AJle e TAaKM IUpa
IpaBja.

— 3ananro 6arato camoro cebe!
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Upon my word, Basil, 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 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 something 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 myste-
rious 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, beautiful 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
intelligence. 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
intellectual 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 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,
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Cnoso 4ecri, besine, 1 He yMas, 1110 B TO61 CTiNBKMU Map-
HOC/TaBCTBA. 111, 3 TBOIM CyBOpYMM OOIMYYAM i JOPHMM SIK BYTi/Ib
BOJIOCCAM, — 1 11eil FoHui AmoHic, Hade 3po671eHM17[ 13 CZIOHOBOI
KOCTi 71 TpossHROBUX TemocTok! He 6ady HallMeHIIO! CXOXKOCTi
MK Bamn!.. Afke Bin Hapiuc, miit n00uiL, a TH... Hy, sBuyaiino,
B Tebe offyxoTBOpeHe /e i Take iHe... Asne Kpaca, cnpapxHA
Kpaca, KiH4a€eTbcs TaM, Jie IOYMHAETHCA Oy XOTBOPEHICTh. IHTe-
JIEKT — y>Ke caM co0010 10Ch Jucrponopiiiiae. Bin HiBeunThb
rapMoHito o6mryuA. Ty >k MUTb, AK XTOCh 6epeTbcA AyMATH, Y
HbOTO 260 BUIOBXKYETbCA HiC, 200 PO3LIMPIOETHCA Y070, 260 LIOCH
inme ncye nuue. BisbMy nepmoro-inmoro 3 uux BUSHAYHMX
y4eHUX MYXiB i MOgUBUCE, O YOT0 BOHM Bci Bigpasnmsi! fAcHa
pid, 3a BUHATKOM LIePKOBHMKIB. AJle B 1]epKBi iM He TOBOJUTbCA
roJiB CymuTu. BiciMaecATUPIYHNII ENMCKOIN Y IIPOIIOBiZi TOBTO-
PIO€ Te, 10 JIOMY Kasajy, KoMy BiH OYB BiCiMHaAUATUPIYHUM
XJIONIEM, — TOX, IPUPOJHO, JIOT0 BUITIAL, yCe TaK CaMo 110-MO-
nogedyoMy npuHagHuit. Cyfsdy 3 NOpTpeTa, TBill TaEMHUYMIT
IOHUIA JPYT, iIMEHi AKOTO T! He XO4elll Ha3BaT!, Ma€ YapiBHY BpO-
Iy, OTKe, BiH HiKO/IM He iyMa€. S Taky Li/IKoM nieBeH Toro. Bin —
IpeKpacHe 0e3[yMHe CTBOPiHHSA, IKe MYCUTD Oy TV 3 HAMM 3aBK-
A i B3UMKY, KO M) He Ma€EMO KBiTOK, 1100 MMU/TyBaTUCDh HUMY,
i BIiTKY, KOMM My IOTpe6yeEMO 4OTOCh, 1110 OCTyAuI0 6 Mo3ok. He
nectu cobi, besine: Tn ani KPVIXTU HE CXOXKII1 Ha HbOTO.

— Tu He posyMier MeHe, [appi, — Bigkaszas MuTenp. — 3BU-
YajlHO, 51 He CXOXWI1 Ha Hboro. S 3Halo 1le ay>xe mobpe. Sk Ha
IpaBJy, TO s 6 HaBiTb >Ka/JIKyBaB, AKOM CTaB HA HbOTO CXOXKMUM.
Tu sumsyem nneunma? S mypo kaxy.

Ycima, XTO Ma€ HelepeciyHmMii po3yM 4u Kpacy, IIpaBye B
JKUTTI Muxuit GpaTyM, — TON CaMUit, 0 CIPSIMOBYBaB HELIEBHY
XOJly MOHApPXiB IIPOTATOM Yciei icTopii. Kpaiie He BUAiNATIC Hafl
CBOIM cepepioBuILeM. Bo Ha 1jiM CBiTi BUTpaIOTb JIN1IIE IIOTBOPY i
Hesfiapy. BoHy MOy Th HEBUMYIIEHO CUJIITU i ITO3iXaTy Ha BUCTAB]
KNUTTA. Hexail IM 30BCiM He 3HaHa paJjiCTb IIEPEMOTH, ajIe XK 3aTe
BOHM 00XOATBCA 11 6€3 TipKOTV ITopasKu. BoHM XMUBYTb TaK, AK
MU Bci Manm 6 sxutu: 6aiiny>xHo, 6e3 TypOoT, 6e3 XBUITIOBaHb.
BoHu He 3aBJjal0Th PyiHM iHIIVM i He 3a3HAIOTD 11 caMi Bifi 9y>KUX
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