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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 CO3ZaeT IpeKpacHoe. Pac-
KPBITh JIIOAAM ce0s 1 CKPBITh XYJTOKHUKA — BOT
K YeMy CTPEeMUTCA UCKYCCTBO.

Kputuxk — 3T0 TOT, KTO cmocoOeH B HOBOI (hopme
WJIY HOBBIMU CPEJICTBAMM MHepenaTh CBOe BIeUaTIeHUe
OT IIPEeKpPAacHoro.

Briciras, kak u HusIasg, GopMa KPUTUKU — OTUH
U3 BUAOB aBTOOMOTpadmUU.

Te, KTO B IPeKpacHOM HAXOAAT AypPHOE, — JIIOAU
UCIOPUYEeHHbIe, ¥ IPUTOM HMCIIOPUEHHOCTD He JejIaeT uX
IPUBJIEKATEIbHBIMU. OTO OOJIBIION I'DEX.

Te, KTO criocobeH y3peTh B IPEKPACHOM €ro BBHICO-
Kuii cMBICJI, — JIOOU KyJbTypHBIe. OHU He Oe3Hamex-
Hbl. Ho M30paHHUK — TOT, KTO B IPEKPACHOM BUIUT
auink onuo: Kpacory.

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

HenaBuctb nmeBaATHammaToro Bexka K Peamusmy —
aTo sspocTh Kanubawna, yBumeBiiero ce6ss B 3epKae.

Hemasucrsr pgeBaTHazmaToro Beka K PomaHTH3-
My — 9T0 ApocTh KammnbaHa, He HaXOOAIIEr0 B 3epKa-
Jie CBOETO OTPAaKEeHMU.

JJ1st XyIOXHUKA HPABCTBEHHAS KU3HD YeJIOBEKA —
JINIb OOHA W3 TEM €ro TBOPUYECTBa. JTHKA K€ HCKYycC-
CTBa — B COBEPIIIEHHOM ITPUMEHEHUY HECOBEPIIEHHBIX
CpeJICTB.



Ockap Yawnnbpg

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 Hopunana Mpes

Xyoo:KHUK He CTPEMUTCS UTO-TO MOKa3bIBaTh. Jlo-
KasaTh MOKHO JasKe HeOCIIOPUMBI€ UCTUHEI.

Xymo:xKHUK He MopaucT. Ilogo0Hasa CKIOHHOCTD XY-
IOKHUKA JaeT HeIPOCTUTEIbHYI0 MAHEPHOCTh CTHUJIA.

He mpunwuckiBaiiTe XymOKHUKY HE3JOPOBBIX TEH-
IEeHINI: eMy H03BOJIEHO 1300pakaTh BCE.

Mgzicap u CioBo ana xymoskHUKa — cpeacra Hc-
KyccTBa. [lopok u J[oOpomeressb — MaTepuas AJA ero
TBOpUecTBa. Ecau roBopuTth o popme — mpoodpasom

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

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

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

A€HNUEe MCKYCCTBa BBI3bIBA€T CIIOPBI, — 3HA4YUT, B HEM
€CTh HEUYTO HOBOE, CJIOKHOE N 3HAUUTEJIbHOE.
HYCTL KPUTUKHN pPacxogdATCdA BO MHEHHAX, — Xy-

JO'KHUK OCTaeTcs BepeH cede.

MosXHO IPOCTUTH UYEIOBEKY, KOTODBIH [gesiaeT He-
YTO MOJIE3HOE, €CJIU TOJIBKO OH 3TUM He BOCTOPraeTcHd.
Tomy ke, KTO co3maeT OGeclose3Hoe, eJUHCTBEHHBIM
OIpaBAAHUEM CJIY:KUT JHUILIb CTPACTHAS JII0O0Bb K CBO-
€My TBODEHWUIO.

Bcsikoe MCKYCCTBO COBEPIIEHHO GECIIOIe3HO.

Ockap Yaiinwd



Chapter I

he studio was filled with the rich odour of roses,

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

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

F yCcTOIl apoMaTr Po3 HAIOJHAJI MAaCTEPCKYIO XYI0MK-
HUKa, a Korga B caAy HOAHMMAJICS JIETHUIN BeTe-
DPOK, OH, BJIeTasA B OTKPBITYIO JBE€PH, IPUHOCUI C OO0t
TO IbAHAIIAIN 3allaX CUPEHU, TO HEeKHOe Oiaroyxamue
aJbIX IIBETOB OOAPBINIHUKA.

C MOKPBITOTO MEePCUACKUME UellPaKaMu JUBaHA, HA
KoTOpOM Jiexkas jopJ I'eHpu YOTTOH, Kyps, KaK BCer-
Ia, OMHY 3a APYrol OecUMCJIeHHBIE IMMAIUPOCHI, OBLI
BUJIEH TOJIBKO KYCT PAKUTHHKA — ero 30JI0Thble W Y-
IINCThIEe, KAK MeJ, I[BEThI JKAPKO IbLIAJIN HA COJIHIE,
a TperelryIue BeTBU, KAa3ajoCh, €IBa BBLIIEPKUBATHU
TSYKECTh 9TOTO CBEPKAIOIIET0 BEJIUKOJIENNs; IO Bpe-
MeHaM Ha AJUHHBIX IIeJKOBBLIX 3aHABECAX I'POMAHO-
T0 OKHA MeJIbKAJIN MPUYYAJIUBLIE TEeHU MPOJIETABIINX
MUMO ITHII, CO3/JaBad Ha MUT MOL00Ve ATMOHCKUX PU-
CYHKOB, — U ToTfa JiopA ['eHpU JyMaJs O KeJITOJUIIBIX
XYIOKHUKAX najmekoro TOKMO, CTPEeMUBIINXCS IMepe-
IaTh MBUKEHUWE U IIOPHIB CPENCTBAMU WCKYCCTBa, IO
mpupofiie cBoeil cratuyHOro. CepauToe KYKKaHUIe
myeJi, TpOOMPABIINXCA B HECKOIIIEHHOM BBICOKOU Tpa-
B€ WU OMHOOOPa3HO WM HACTOMYMBO KPY:KUBIINX HAaJ
OCBHITIAHHOM 30JIOTOM HBLIBI0 KYAPSABOM JKUMOJIOCTHIO,
KasaJloch, JeJajio TUIIUHY elle 6ojee rHeTyIne. Iy-

9



Ockap Yawnnbpg

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 Hopunana Mpes

xXoit mym JIoHIOHA HOHOCHUJCA CIOLA, KaK I'yaeHIUe aa-
JIEKOT'O OpraHa.

ITocpenu KOMHATBI CTOSJI Ha MOJILOEpPTE IOPTPET
MOJIOJOTO UejIOBeKa HeOObIKHOBEHHOI KPAacOThI, a Iie-
pen MoJibOepTOM, HEMHOI'O IOOHAJb, CUAE] U XYIOMK-
HUK, TOT camblii Basmn Xossnyopn, ybe BHE3AIHOE
VCUEe3HOBEHNE HECKOJbKO JIeT Ha3ald TaK B3BOJHOBA-
JIO JIOHJOHCKOE€ OOIIECTBO M BHIZBAJIO CTOJBKO CAMBIX
daHTACTHUYECKUX IIPEIIOJOMKESHIIA.

XyooKHUK CMOTPEJ HA IPEeKPacHOro IOHOIIY, C Ta-
KM KMCKYCCTBOM OTOOPAajkKeHHOro MM Ha I[IOPTpeTe,
¥ IOBOJbHAA YJIBIOKA He cxoauia ¢ ero autia. Ho Bapyr
OH BCKOYMJI W, 3aKPLIB IUIada, MPUWIKAJ HaJbIbI K Be-
KaM, CJIOBHO KeJiad yAep:KaTh B TaMATH KaKOM-TO Y-
BUTEJBLHBIN COH U 00ACH IPOCHYTHCA.

— 970 Jyuiiag TBOA pabora, Baswmi, ayuiiee us
BCEro TOro, 4TO TOOOM HANMCAHO, — JEHUBO IIPOMOJI-
Bu Jopx I'enpu. — HempemenHo Hago B OyAyIleM To-
Iy TIOCJIaTh ee Ha BhICTaBKy B I'poBeHop. B Akamemuio
He CTOUT. AKaJeMus CJHUIIKOM OOIIMPHA W OOIIemo-
crynHa. Korma Hu mpueIb, BCTpeUYaellb TaM CTOJIBKO
Jofel, UuTo He BUAUIIDL KaPTUH, UJIN CTOJILKO KapTUH,
UTO He yaaeTcd JoAel mocMoTpeTh. IlepBoe oueHb He-
MPUATHO, BTOpPOe elle xy:ke. HeT, eqMHCTBEHHOE IIO[-
xopsiiee Mecto — 9To I'poBeHOD.

— A a BooOOIIe He cOOMPAIOCH BBICTABIATH 3TOT
IIOPTPeT, — OTO3BAJICA XYAOKHUK, OTKUHYB T'OJIOBY,
IO CBOEM XapaKTepHO#l NMPUBLIYKE, HaJ KOTOPOM, OBI-
BaJIO, MOATPYHUBaJIU ero ToBapuiiu B OKchopacKom
yuuBepcutere. — Her, HUKyJa s ero He IOILIIO.
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Ockap Yawnnbpg

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, T 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 Hopunana Mpes

VYnusneHHO mOogHAB OpoBU, Jiopa ['eHpu mocMoTpesa
Ha DBossmia CKBO3b Tronyboil ABIM, IPUYYIJIUBLEIMUI
KOJIBI[AaMY MOSHUMABIINICS OT ero MPONUTAHHON OIIN-
YMOM ITAIIPOCHI.

— Huryna He mountems? Jto mouemy xe? Ilo ka-
KO# Tako¥ nmpuumHe, MO MubIii? Yymaku, IpaBo, 9Tu
xymoxxuuku! M3 KoxKU J1e3yT, 4TOObI JOOUTHCA M3BECT-
HOCTHU, a KOIZa CJIaBa IPUXOIUT, OHU KaK OYATO TAro-
rsarcs ero. Kak aro riryno! Eciiu HempuATHO, KOrma o Te-
0e MHOTO TOBOPAT, TO eIle XyiKe, KOoTma o Tebe coBceM He
TOBOPSAT. ITOT MOPTPET Bo3Hec Obl Te6sA, Basui, MHOTO
BBIIIIE BCEX MOJIOABIX XYAOKHUKOB AHIVINM, a CTAPBIM
BHYIIUJ ObI CUJILHYIO 3aBUCTD, €CJIY CTAPUKU BOOOIIE
ele CIIoCOOHBI UCTIBITHIBATL KaKue-I1n00 YyBCTBA.

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

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

— Hy BoT, 4 Tak 1 3HaAJ, UTO Tebe 5TO MOKAMKeTCH
cMmentHbIM. TeM He MeHee 9TO MUCTHUHHASA IIPaBIa.

— Caumkom MHOr0 camoro ceba? Eii-6ory, Baswui,
d He TIOJ03peBaJ B Tebe Takoro caMoMHuenusa. He BuKy
HU MaJjeiIIero cXoacTBa MexXIy To0oii, MOl YepHOBO-
JIOCBIH, CYPOBOJIMIILIN APYT, ¥ STUM IOHBIM ATOHHCOM,
CJIOBHO CO3JaHHBIM 13 CJIOHOBOI KOCTU W PO3OBBIX JIe-
necTtkoB. Ilotimu, Basui, on — Hapiuce, a TeI... Hy,
KOHEUHO, JIUI0 Y TeOA 0 yXOTBOPEeHHOe 1 Bce Takoe. Ho
KpacoTa, IOJJINHHAs KpacoTa, NCUe3aeT TaM, I/[e MOIB-
JsieTCA OAYXOTBOPEHHOCTH. BBICOKO pPasBUTHINT MHTEJI-
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Ockap Yawnnbpg

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
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MopTpeT Hopunana Mpes

JIEKT y:Ke caM 1o cebe HEKOTOpas aHOMAaJus, OH Ha-
pyliaeT rapMoOHUIO Juia. Kak TOJbKO UeJI0BEK HaUHET
MBICJIUTh, Y HEro HEIMPOIOPIIMOHAJIBLHO BHITATUBAETCS
HOC, WJIU YBeJIUUUBAETCA JI00, UM UYTO-HUOYIb APyroe
mopTuT ero auiio. IlocMOTpHU HA BBIZAIOUINXCSA desTe-
Jei n10001 yueHo#t mpodeccuy — KaK OHU YPOAJIUBEI!
WckiaroueHre COCTABJISAIOT, KOHEUHO, HAIKU IYXOBHBIE
MMacThIPU, — HO TH Belb He YTPYIKIAIOT CBOUX MO3IOB.
Enuckon B BoCeMbIECAT JIeT IIPOJ0JIKAET TBEPAUTD TO,
YTO eMy BHYIIAJU, KOTJa OH ObLI BOCEMHAIIATUJIET-
HUM IOHIIOM, — €CTECTBE€HHO, UTO JIKIIO €r0 COXPaHs-
eT Kpacoty u 6sarooopasue. Cyns mo mopTpery, TBOM
TaMHCTBEHHBIN MOJIOAOM MIPUATENb, UYb€ UMSA ThI YIIOP-
HO He XOUeIllb Ha3BaTh, OUapoBaTeJieH, — 3HAUYUT, OH
HUKOTIA HU O UueM He AyMmaeTr. S B 3TOM COBepIIIeHHO
yoe:xxnern. HaBepHoe, OH — 0€3MO3IJVIOE U IPEJIeCTHOe
0o:KXbe co3maHme, KOTOpOe HaM cJiejoBajio ObI Bcerma
UMeTh Tiepel cob0i: 3MMOi, KoTaa HeT IIBeTOB, — UTO-
OBl pagoBaTh IJIa3a, a JJETOM — YTOOBLI OCBEKATh pPas-
ropAaYeHHbIH Mo3r. Het, Basui, He JIbcTH cebe: ThI HU-
YyTh Ha HEro He IMOXO0XK.

— Tsl MeHsA He TOHAN, I'appu, — cKasald XYI0MK-
HUK. — PasyMeeTcs, MeXIy MHOIO 1 9TUM MaJILUNKOM
HEeT HUKAKOTO cXoAcTBa. 1 aT0 oTaimyHO 3Hato. [{a s ObI
¥ He XOTeJ ObITh TAKUM, KaK OH. Thl MOKMMAEIIE ILIe-
YyaMu, He BepUIlb? A MeXKIy TeM s TOBOPIO BIIOJIHE HC-
KpeHHe. B cynb0e Jrozeii, pusuyecKy Uau TyXOBHO CO-
BEPIIEHHBIX, €CTh UTO-TO POKOBOE — TOYHO TAaKOil Ke
POK Ha IPOTAXKEHUU BCEH MCTOPUU KaK OyATO Hampas-
JAJ HeBepHBIe maru KopoJsei. I'opasmo OesomacHee
HUYEeM He OTINYAThCSA OT APYyruxX. B aToM Mupe Bceraa
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