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Chapter One
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The artist and the sitter

The studio was filled with the rich smell of roses.
The light summer wind touched the trees in the garden.
The heavy smell of the lilac and the more delicate per-
fume' of the pink thorn blossoms came through the open
door.

Lord Henry Wotton was lying on the sofa and smok-
ing. He enjoyed the honey-sweet and honey-coloured
blossoms. Now and then the fantastic shadows of birds
from the long silk curtains made him think of Japanese
painters who had expressed the beauty of the motion.

Beyvond the soft sounds of the garden he could
hardly hear the noise of London.

' perfume = smell

* Chapter One *

In the centre of the room, near the upright easel,
stood the full-length portrait of a young man of extraor-
dinary personal beauty. In front of it, some little distance
away, was sitting the artist himself, Basil Hallward.

As the painter looked at the portrait, a smile of
pleasure passed across' his face. But he suddenly started
up, and closing his eyes, placed his fingers upon the eyes.
[t seemed he was afraid to awake some curious dream.

“It is your best work, Basil, the best thing vou have
ever done,” said Lord Henry. “You must certainly send it
next year to the best art gallery in London.”

“I don’t think I shall send it anywhere,” he an-
swered. “No, I won’t send it anywhere.”

Lord Henry looked at him in surprise through the
thin blue rings of smoke.

“Not send it anywhere? My dear fellow, why?
Have you any reason? What strange people you paint-
ers are! You do anything in the world to have a reputa-
tion. 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, that
is not being talked about?. A portrait like this would set
you far above all the young men in England. It will
make the old men quite jealous, if old men can feel any
emotion at all.”

“] know you will laugh at me,” he replied, “but I re-
ally. can’t exhibit it. I have put too much of myself into it.”

Lord Henry stretched himself out on the sofa and
laughed.

' passed across = came and went very quickly

*there is only one thing in the world worse than being talked about, that
is not being talked about — xyxe Toro, uto o Tebe roBopsT, MOXET
OBITL TOJILKO TO, YTO O TeOe He rOBOPAT
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* The Picture of Dorian Gray *

“Too much of yourself in it! Upon my word, Basil,
you don’t look like him at all. Your strong face and your
coal-black hair, and this young beautiful boy, who looks
as if he was made out of ivory and rose-leaves! Why, my
dear Basil — well, of course you have an intellectual ex-
pression and all that. But beauty, real beauty, ends where
an intellectual expression begins. Intellect destroys the
harmony of any face. The moment one sits down to
think, one becomes all nose, or all forehead, or some-
thing horrible. Look at the successful men! How terrible
they are! Except, of course, in the Church. But then in
the Church they don’t think. Your mysterious young
friend, whose name you have never told me, but whose
picture I really enjoy, never thinks. I’'m sure of that. He
is some brainless beautiful creature who should be always
here in winter when we have no flowers to look at. No,
Basil, you are not like him.”

“You don’t understand me, Harry,” answered the
artist. “Of course I am not like him. I know it. Indeed, I
should be sorry to look like him. You don’t belive me? |
am telling you the truth. The ugly and the stupid' enjoy
the life in this world. They can watch the life go on. They
live as we all should live — quiet and happy. You, Harry,
or me, or Dorian Gray — we all suffer for what the gods
have given us, suffer terribly.”

“Dorian Gray? Is that his name?” asked Lord
Henry, walking across the studio towards Basil Hallward.

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

“But why not?”

“Oh, I can’t explain. When 1 really like people, I
never tell their names to anyone. I have grown to love’

"' The ugly and the stupid = The ugly and stupid people
* I have grown to love = | have started to love
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secrecy. It seems to be the one thing that can make mod-
ern life mysterious. The ordinary thing becomes wonder-
ful if one only hides it. When I leave town now I never
tell my people where I am going. If I did, 1 would lose all
my pleasure. I suppose you think me foolish about it?”

“Not at all,” answered Lord Henry, “not at all, my
dear Basil. You seem to forget that I am married, and the
one good thing of marriage is that it makes a lie necessary
for both. I never know where my wife is, and my wife
never knows what I am doing. When we meet — we do
meet sometimes, when we go out together — 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. But when she finds me out!, she makes no row at all.
I sometimes wish she would; but she just laughs at me.”

“I hate the way you talk about your married life,
Harry,” said Basil Hallward, coming towards the door
that led into the garden. “I believe that you are really a
very good husband. You are an extraordinary person. 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,” cried Lord Henry,
laughing; and the two young men went out into the gar-
den together. The sunlight came through the shiny
leaves.

After a pause, Lord Henry looked at his watch.

“I am afraid I must be going, Basil,” he said, “and
before I go, I want you to answer a question.”

“What is that?” said the painter, looking at the
white daisies among the grass.

“You know quite well.”

' when she finds me out — koraa eii ynaercst MEHS yIM4UTh
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« Chapter One *

“I do not, Harry.”

“Well, I will tell you what it is. I want you to explain
to me why you won’t exhibit Dorian Gray’s picture. |
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 feeling is a
portrait of the artist, not of the sitter. It is not he who is
revealed by the painter; it is rather the painter who re-
veals himself. The reason 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.

“Oh, there is really very little to tell, Harry,” an-
swered the painter; “and I am afraid you will hardly un-
derstand it. Perhaps you will hardly believe it.”

Lord Henry smiled, and picked up a pink daisy
from the grass. :

“I am quite sure I shall understand it,” he replied!,
looking at the little flower, “I can believe anything, even
quite unbelievable.”

The wind shook some blossoms from the trees. A
grasshopper began to sing its song by the wall, and like a
blue thread a long thin dragon-fly flew on its light brown
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 was invited to Lady
Brandon’s. You know we poor artists have to appear in

' replied = answered



» The Picture of Dorian Gray *

society from time to time. Just to remind the public
that we are not wild people. With an evening suit and a
white tie, as you told me once, anybody can get a rep-
utation! Well, after I had been in the room about ten
minutes, I suddenly felt that someone was looking at
me. | turned round and saw Dorian Gray for the first
time. When our eyes met, I felt that I was growing
pale!. A curious sense of terror came over me. I knew
that I had come face to face with someone whose per-
sonality could absorb my whole nature, my whole soul,
my very art itself. I did not want any influence in my
life. You know yourself, Harry, how independent I am
by nature. I have always been my own master — till I
met Dorian Gray. Then — but I don’t know how to
explain it to you. I felt that something terrible was go-
ing to happen. I grew afraid and decided to leave the
room. The next moment I ran across Lady Brandon.
‘“You are not going to run away so soon, Mr. Hall-
ward?’ she said to me. So I could not escape from her.
She brought me up to royalties and nobles. She spoke
of me as her dearest friend. I believe some of my pic-
tures had made a great success at the time, at least had
been talked about in the penny newspapers?, which is
the nineteenth-century standard of immortality. Sud-
denly I found myself face to face with that young man.
We were quite close, almost touching. Our eyes met
again. I asked Lady Brandon to introduce me to him. It
was simply inevitable. I am sure of that. Dorian told

me so afterwards. He, too, felt that we would know"

each other.”

' to grow pale = to become pale
¢ penny newspapers — J€1lI€BbI€ ra3eThl
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“And how did Lady Brandon describe this wonder-
ful young man?” asked his companion.

“Oh, something like ‘Charming boy — poor dear
mother and I were close friends. Quite forget what he
does — afraid he — doesn’t do anything — oh, yes, plays
the piano — or is it the violin, dear Mr. Gray?’ We
couldn’t help laughing', and we became friends at once.”

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

Hallward shook his head.

“You don’t understand what friendship is, Harry”

“Tell me more about Mr. Dorian Gray. How often
do you see him?”

“Every day. I couldn’t be happy if I didn’t see him
every day. He is absolutely necessary to me.”

“How extraordinary! I thought you would never
care for anything but your art.” '

“He is all my art to me now,” said the painter. “He
is much more to me than a model or a sitter. I know that
the work | have done, since I met Dorian Gray, is good
work, is the best work of my life. But in some strange
way | see things differently, I think of them differently.
The harmony of soul and body — how much that is! We
in our madness have separated the two, and have invent-
ed a realism that is vulgar. Harry! if you only knew what
Dorian Gray is to me!”

“Basil, this is extraordinary! I must see Dorian
Gray.”

Hallward got up from the seat and walked up and
down the garden. After some time he came back.

' We couldn’t help laughing — M1 He MorH yﬂemxarbuﬁ:ﬂ OT CMexa
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» The Picture of Dorian Gray -

“Harry,” he said, “Dorian Gray is just a motive in
art. Perhaps you will see nothing in him. I see everything
in him...”

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

“It’s my secret. Dorian doesn’t know about my
feelings. He will never know anything about it. But the
world can guess it, and I don’t want anybody to see what
was going in my heart. My heart will never be put under
their microscope: There is too much of myself in the
thing, Harry — too much of myself!”

“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. As a rule, he is charming to me, and we sit

in the studio .and talk. But sometimes he is horribly

thoughtless, and seems to take a real pleasure in giving
me pain. Then I feel, Harry, that I have given away my
whole soul to some one who treats it as if it were a flower
to put in his coat. A flower that he can enjoy for a sum-
mer’s day and forget the next one.”

“Days in summer, Basil, are too long,” said Lord
Henry. “Perhaps you will be tired sooner than he will.
It is a sad thing to think of, but genius lasts longer
than beauty. That’s why we want to get education. In
the wild struggle for existence, we want to have some-
thing that lasts long. So we fill our minds with rubbish
and facts, in the silly hope of keeping our place. The
well-informed man — that is the modern ideal. And
the mind of the well-informed man is a dreadful thing.

"is Dorian Gray very fond of you = does Dorian Gray like you
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[ think you will be tired first, all the same. Some day
you will look at your friend, and he will seem to you to
be a little out of drawing. The next time you will be
cold and indifferent...”

“Harry, don’t talk like that. As long as I live, Dori-
an Gray will be important to me. You can’t feel what 1
feel. You change too often.”

“Ah, my dear Basil, how unkind you are!” and Lord
Henry began to smoke a cigarette. How pleasant it was in
the garden! And how wonderful other people’s emotions
were! Much more exciting than their ideas! He turned to
Hallward, and said, “My dear friend, I have just remem-
bered.”

“Remembered what, Harry?”

“Where I heard the name of Dorian Gray.”

“Where was it?” asked Hallward.

“Don’t look so angry, Basil. It was at my aunt,
Lady Agatha’s. She told me she had discovered a won-
derful young man, Dorian Gray. But she never told me
he was good-looking. She said that he had a beautiful na-
ture. So I decided that he was a creature with spectacles,
thin hair, unpleasant face and huge feet. I wish I had
known it was your friend.” |

“I am very glad you didn’t, Harry.”

“Why?”

“I don’t want you to meet him.”

“You don’t want me to meet him?”

“No.”

“Mr. Dorian Gray is in the studio, sir,” said the
servant, coming into the garden.

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

“Dorian Gray is my dearest friend. He has a simple
and a beautiful nature.Your aunt was quite right in what

13



* The Picture of Dorian Gray *

she said of him. Don’t spoil him. Don’t try to influence
him. Your influence would be bad.” -

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

®

Chapter Tiwwo

ey, & § P e

Youth is the only thing
worth having

As they entered, they saw Dorian Gray. He was sit-
ting at the piano, with his back to them, turning the pag-
es of music.

“You must lend me these, Basil,” he cried. “I want
to learn them. They are wonderful.”

“That depends on how you sit today, Dorian.”

*Oh, I am tired of sitting, and I don’t want a por-
trait of myself,” answered the young man. When he saw
Lord Henry, he suddenly got up. “I beg your pardon,
Basil, but I didn’t know you had anyone with you.”

' pages of music — HOTBI
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» The Picture of Dorian Gray *

“This is Lord Henry Wotton, Dorian, an old friend
of mine. I have just been telling him what a wonderful
sitter you were, and now you have spoiled everything.”

“You have not spoiled my pleasure in meeting you,
Mr. Gray,” said Lord Henry to the young man. “My aunt
has often spoken about you. You are one of her favourites.”

“l am afraid, I am in Lady Agatha’s black books at
present'. I promised to go to a club with her last Tuesday,
and [ really forgot all about it. We had to play a duet to-
gether. I don’t know what she will say to me. [ am too
frightened to call.”

Lord Henry looked at him. Yes, he was certainly
wonderfully handsome, with his red lips, his bright blue
eyes and his wavy golden hair. He had an open and hon-
est face. There were no dark secrets in his face. No won-

der Basil Hallward loved him.
| The painter was busy mixing his colours. He was
looking worried.

- “Harry, 1 want to finish this picture today. Would
you think it rude of me if I asked you to go away?”

Lord Henry smiled and looked at Dorian Gray.

“Must I go, Mr. Gray?” he asked.

“Oh, please don’t, Lord Henry. Basil doesn’t often
speak to me. It is so boring, you know. Please stay. [ want

you to talk to me.”
| “Well, I certainly shall not run away. You don’t re-
ally mind, Basil, do you? You have often told me that you
liked your sitters to have some one to talk to.”

Hallward didn’t say a word.

“If Dorian wants it, of course you must stay.”

Lord Henry took up his hat and gloves.

' Tam in Lady Agatha’s black books at present — 51 B 4epHOM CITHCKeE Y
Jlenn AraTbl
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“You are very kind, Basil, but I am afraid I must go.
Good-bye, Mr. Gray. Come and see me some afternoon
in Curzon Street. I am nearly always at home at five
o’clock. Write to me when you are coming.”

“Basil,” cried Dorian Gray, “if Lord Henry Wotton
goes, I shall go too. Ask him to stay.”

“Stay, Harry,” said Hallward, looking at his pic-
ture. “And now, Dorian, get up on the platform, and
don’t move about too much, or listen to what Lord Hen-
ry says. He has a very bad influence over all his friends.”

Dorian Gray was so unlike Basil.! What a great
contrast they made! And he had such a beautiful voice.
After a few moments Dorian said to Lord Henry, “Have
you really a very bad influence? As bad as Basil says?”

“There is no such thing as a good influence, Mr.
Gray. All influence is immoral.”

“Wh}’?”

“Because to influence a person is to give him one’s
own soul. He does not think his natural thoughts any
more. His sins, if there are such things as sins, are bor-
rowed. He becomes an echo of some one else’s music, an
actor of a part that has not been written for him. The aim
of life is self-development. To realize one’s nature perfect-
ly — that is what each of us is here for. People are afraid of
themselves, nowadays. They have forgotten their duty. Of
course, they feed the hungry’ and give clothes to the poor.
But their own souls are hungry and poor.”

~ “Just turn your head to the right, Dorian, like a
good boy,” said the painter, deep in his work?.

“And yet,” continued Lord Henry, in his low, mu-

' Dorian Gray was so unlike Basil. = Dorian Gray didn’t look like Basil.
* the hungry = the hungry people
"deep in his work = busy with his work
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* The Picture of Dorian Gray *

sical voice, “I believe that if one man lived out his life
fully and gave form to every feeling and reality to every
dream — I believe that the world would get such a fresh
impulse of joy... You, Mr: Gray, you yourself, with your
rose-red youth and your rose-white boyhood, you have
had passions that have made you afraid...”

“Stop!” cried Dorian Gray, “I don’t know what to
say. There is some answer to you, but I cannot find it.
Don’t speak. Let me think.”

For nearly ten minutes he stood there, motionless
and silent. His eyes were shining brightly. The few words
that Basil’s friend had said to him had touched some se-
cret part of him. Words! How terrible they were! How
clear, and bright, and dangerous! One could not escape
from them. And vet what a magic there was in them!

Yes, there had been things in his boyhood that he
had not understood. He understood them now. Life sud-
denly became coloured to him. It seemed to him that he
had been walking in fire. Why had he not known it?

Lord Henry watched him, smiling. He knew when
to speak and when to keep silence. He felt interested in
this young man. Lord Henry remembered a book that he
had read when he was sixteen. That book had revealed to
him much that he had not known before. “Is Dorian
Gray feeling the same?” Lord Henry thought.

“Basil, I am tired of standing,” cried Dorian Gray
suddenly. “I must go out and sit in the garden.”

“My dear fellow, |1 am so sorry. When I am painting, |
can’t think of anything else. But you never sat better. You
were perfectly still. And I have caught the effect I wanted —
the bright look in the eyes. I don’t know what Harry has
been saying to you, but he has certainly made you have the
most wonderful expression. I suppose he has been paying
you compliments. You mustn’t believe a word that he says.”

18
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“He has certainly not been paying me compliments.
Perhaps that is the reason that I don’t believe anything
he has told me.”

“You know you believe it all,” said Lord Henry,
looking at him with his dreamy eyes. _

“I will go out to the garden with you. It is very hot
in the studio. Basil, let us have something iced to drink,
something with strawberries in it.”

“Certainly, Harry. Just touch the bell, but I have to
go on working, so I will join you later on. Don’t keep Do-
rian too long. I have never been in better form for painting
than I am today. This is going to be my masterpiece.”

Lord Henry went out to the garden and found Do-
rian Gray burying his face in the great cool lilac-blos-
soms. He came close to him and put his hand on his
shoulder. “You are quite right to do that,” he said quitly.
“Nothing can cure the soul but the senses, just as noth-
ing can cure the senses but the soul.!”

The young man looked at him. There was a look of
fear in his eyes, such as people have when they are sud-
denly awakened.

“Yes,” continued Lord Henry, “that is one of the
great secrets of life — to cure the soul by means of the
senses, and the senses by means of the soul. You are a
wonderful creation. You know more than you think you
know, just as you know less than you want to know.”

Dorian Gray turned his head away. He could not
help liking the tall man? who was standing by him. His

' Nothing can cure the soul but the senses, just as nothing can cure the
senses but the soul. — Omymenua — ayuilee 1eKapcTBO 41 AVIIH, 4
lya — jyd4iiiee JIEKPacTBO OT OLIYILE HHIA.

*He could not help liking the tall man — EmMy He MOT HE TOHPABUTHCS
BRICOKMI MYyKUMHA
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* The Picture of Dorian Gray *

romantic, olive-coloured face interested him. There was
something in his low voice that was absolutely exciting.
His cool, white, flowerlike hands had a curious charm.

But he felt afraid of him, and ashamed of being
afraid.! How did it happen that a stranger taught him to
understand his own soul? He had known Basil Hallward
for months, but the friendship between them had never
changed him. Suddenly there had come someone across
his life who reveals him life’s mystery. And, yet, what
was there to be afraid of? He was not a schoolboy or a
girl. It was absurd to be frightened.

“Let us go and sit in the shade,” said Lord Henry.
“The servant has brought the drinks, and if you stay any
longer in the sun, your face will get brown, and Basil will
never paint you again. You really must not allow yourself
to become sunburnt. It will spoil your looks.”

“What can it matter?” cried Dorian Gray, laughing.

“It matters much to you, Mr. Gray.”

“Why?”

“Because you have the youth, and youth is the one
thing worth having.”

“I don’t feel that, Lord Henry

“No, you don’t feel it now. Some day, when you
are old and wrinkled and ugly, when thought has left
lines on your forehead, you will feel it, you will feel it
terribly. Now, wherever you go, you charm the world.
Will it always be so? You have a wonderfully beautiful
face, Mr. Gray. Don’t frown. You have. And beauty is
a form of genius — is higher, indeed, than genius, as it
needs no explanation. It is of the great facts of the
world, like sunlight, or spring-time, or the reflection

b

' But he felt afraid of him, and ashamed of being afraid. — Ho oH Gosuica
€ro M CThIIMJICS] CBOETO CTpaxa.
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in dark waters of that silver moon. You smile? Ah!
when you have lost the beauty, you won’t smile. To
me, beauty is the wonder of wonders. The true mystery
of the world is the visible, not- the invisible — yes, Mr.
Gray, the gods have been good to you. But what the
gods give, they quickly take away. You have only a few
years in which to live really, perfectly, and fully. When
your youth goes, your beauty will go with it, and then
yvou will suddenly see that there are no triumphs left
for you. Time is jealous' of you, and it wars against
your lilies and your roses. You will become old and
ugly. You will suffer horribly... Ah! realize your youth
while you have it. Live! Live the wonderful life that is
in you! Let nothing be lost upon you. Be always
searching for new sensations. Be afraid of nothing —
that is what our century wants. You might be its sym-
bol. With your beauty and personality there is nothing
you could not do. The world belongs to you for a sea-
son’. The moment I met youI saw that you didn’t re-
alize what you really are, what you really might be.
There was so much in you that charmed me that I felt
I must tell you something about yourself. 1 thought
how tragic.it would be if you were wasted. For there is
such a little time that your youth will last — such a lit-
tle time. The flowers appear every season but we never
get back our youth. Youth! Youth! There is absolutely
nothing in the world but youth!”

Dorian Gray listened, open-eyed and wondering.
Suddenly the painter appeared at the door of the studio
and asked them to come in. They turned to each other
and smiled.

' Time is jealous — BpeMs 3aBUCT/IHBO
“ for a season = for a very short period of time
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* The Picture of Dorian Gray *

“l am waiting,” he cried. “Do come in.”

They rose up. Two green-and-white butterflies flew
past them, and in the pear-tree at the corner of the gar-
den a bird began to sing.

“You are glad you have met me, Mr. Gray,” said
Lord Henry, looking at him.

“Yes, I am glad now. I wonder, shall I always be
glad?”

“Always! That is a terrible word. It makes me
frightened when I hear it. Women are so fond of using it.
They spoil every romance by trying to make it last for
ever. It is a meaningless word, too. The only difference
between a caprice and a lifelong passion is that the ca-
price lasts a little longer.”

As they entered the studio, Donan Gray put his
hand upon Lord Henry’s arm.

“In that case, let our fnendshlp be a caprice,” he
said quietly.

Lord Henry sat down into a large arm-chair and
watched the young man. The painter went on with his
work. Sometimes he stepped back to look at it from a dis-
tance. In the sunshine the dust danced and was golden.
The rich smell of the roses filled the air.

After about a quarter of an hour Hallward stopped
painting, looked for a long time at Dorian Gray, and
then for a long time at the picture.

“It is quite finished,” he cried at last, and wrote his
name on the left-hand corner of the canvas.

Lord Henry came over and looked at the picture. It
was certainly a wonderful work of art, and a wonderful
likeness as well.

“My dear friend,” he said. “It is the finest portrait
of modern times. Mr. Gray, come over and look at your-
self.”
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Dorian didn’t say a word, but came to the picture
and looked at it. When he saw it he drew back', and a
look of joy came into his eyes. He stood there motionless
and in wonder. The sense of his own beauty came on
him. He had never felt it before. Basil Hallward’s compli-
ments never influenced his nature. He had listened to
them, laughed at them, forgotten them. Then had come
Lord Henry with his strange speech on youth. And now
he stood looking at his own beauty. Yes, there would be a
day when his face would be wrinkled, his eyes dull and
colourless, the body broken and deformed. The red would
pass away from his lips? and the gold would go away from
his hair. He would become dreadful, old and ugly.

As he thought of it, a sharp pain went through him
like a knife. He felt as if a hand of ice had been laid upon
his heart.

“Don’t you like it?” cried Hallward at last, sur-
prised by his silence, not understanding what it meant.

“Of course he likes it,” said Lord Henry. “Who
wouldn’t like it? It is one of the greatest things in modern
art. I will give you anything you like to ask for it. I must
have it.”

“It is not my property?’, Harry.”

“Whose property is it?”

“Dorian’s, of course,” answered the painter.

“He is very lucky, indeed.”

“How sad it 1s!” said Dorian Gray with his eyes still
fixed upon his own portrait. “How sad it is! I shall grow
old, and horrible, and dreadful. But this picture will re-

' he drew back = he made a step back

* The red would pass away from his lips — Tonsl yHecyT ¢ coboii
anocTb rydo

* It is not my property — OH He Moit (doca. DTo He MOsi COOCTBEH-

HOCTB)
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main always young. It will never be older than this day of
June. If it were only the other way!' If it were I who was
to be always young, and the picture that was to grow old!
For that — for that — I would give everything! Yes, there
is nothing in the whole world I would not give! 1 would
give my soul for that!”

Dorian Gray turned and looked at the painter.

“Basil,” he said, “how long will you like me? Till I
have my first wrinkle, I think. I know, now, that when
one loses one’s good looks, one loses everything. Your
picture has taught me that. Lord Henry Wotton is right.
Youth is the only thing worth having. When I find that I
am growing old, I shall kill myself.”

Hallward turned pale and caught his hand.

“Dorian! Dorian!” he cried. “Don’t talk like that. |
have never had such a friend as you, and I shall never
have such another!”

“I am jealous of everything whose beauty does not
die. I am jealous of the portrait you have painted of me.
Why should it keep what I must lose? Every moment that
passes takes something from me and gives something to
it. Oh, if it were only the other way! If the picture could
change, and I could be always what I am now! Why did
you paint it?” _

The hot tears ran down his face and he buried it in
his hands.

“This is your doing, Harry,” said the painter.

“It is the real Dorian Gray — that is all,” Lord
Henry answered.

“It is not.”

“If it is not, what have I to do with it? I stayed
when you asked me,” was Lord Henry’s answer.

" If it were only the other way! — Eciiu Ob1 66110 Ha0GopOT!
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“Harry, I can’t quarrel with my two best friends at
once. But now I hate the finest piece of work, and I will
destroy it. What is it but canvas?' I will not let it come
across our three lives.”

Dorian Gray looked at the painter. What was he
going to do? Basil was looking for something. Yes, it was
for the long knife. At last he found it at last. He was go-
ing to destroy the portrait. The next moment Dorian
rushed to Hallward, got the knife out of his hand, and
threw it to the end of the studio.

“Don’t, Basil, don’t!” he cried. “It would be mur-
der!”

“I am glad you like my work, Dorian,” said the
painter coldly.

“Like it? 1 am in love with it, Basil. It is part of
myself. I feel that.”

“Well, as soon as you are dry, you shall be sent
home. Then you can do what you like with yourself.”
And he walked across the room and rang the bell for tea.
“You will have tea, of course, Dorian? And so will you,
Harry?”

There came a knock at the door, and the servant
entered with tea.

“Let us go to the theatre tonight,” said Lord Henry.

“It is so boring to put on evening clothes,” said
Hallward. “And, when one has them on, they are so
ugly.”

“Yes,” answered Lord Henry, “the costume of the
nineteenth century is terrible. It is so dark, so depressing.
Sin is the only real colour-element left in modern life.”

“You really must not say things like that before
Dorian, Harry.”

' What is it but canvas? — D10 BCcero JMilb X0JICT.
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“Before which Dorian? The one who is having tea
with us, or the one in the picture?”

“Before either.”

“I should like to come to the theatre with you, Lord
Henry,” said Dorian.

“Then you will come; and you will come, too, Basil,
won’t you?”

“I can’t, really. I have a lot of work to do.”

“Well, then, you and I will go alone, Mr. Gray.”

“I should like that awfully.”!

The painter bit his lip and walked to the picture.

“I shall stay with the real Dorian,” he said, sadly.

“Is it the real Dorian?” cried the original of the
portrait. “Am I really like that?”

“Yes; you are just like that.”

“How wonderful, Basil!”

“At least you look like it. But it will never change,”
said Hallward. “That is something. Don’t go to the thea-
tre tonight, Dorian. Stop and dine with me.”

“I can’t, Basil.”

“Why?”

“Because I have promised Lord Henry Wotton to
go with him.”

“I beg you not to go.”

Dorian Gray laughed and shook his head.

“I must go, Basil,” he answered.

“Very well,” said Hallward. “It is rather late, and,
as you have to dress, you had better lose no time. Good-
bye, Harry. Good-bye, Dorian. Come and see me soon.
Come tomorrow.”

“Certainly.”

“You won’t forget?”

' I should like that awfully. = | want it so much.
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“No, of course not,” cried Dorian.

“And... Harry!”

“Yes, Basil?”

“Remember what I asked you, when we were in the
garden this morning.”

“I have forgotten it.”

“I trust you.”

“I wish I could trust myself',” said Lord Henry,
laughing. “Come, Mr. Gray, I can drop you at your own
place. Good-bye, Basil. It has been a most interesting af-
ternoon.”

As the door closed behind them, the painter lay
down on a sofa, and a look of pain came into his face.

D

' I wish I could trust myself — Xores1 Obl 51 caMm cebe noBepATh



Chapter Three
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People take themselves
too seriously

At half-past twelve next day Lord Henry Wotton
came to see his uncle, Lord Fermor, a true aristocrat.
When Lord Henry entered the room, he found his uncle
sitting in an arm-chair and reading the newspaper.

“Well, Harry,” said the old gentleman, “what
brings you out so early? I thought you, young fasionable
men, never got up till two.”

“Ah, my dear uncle, I’ve come to see you and to get
something out of you.”

“Money, I think,” said Lord Fermor. “Well, sit
down and tell me all about it. Young people, nowadays,
imagine that money is everything.”
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“Yes,” answered Lord Henry, “and when they
grow older they know it. But I don’t want money. What |
want is information: not useful information, of course;
useless information.”

“Well, I can tell you anything that I know, Harry...”

“Mr. Dorian Gray? Who is he? That is what I have
come to learn, Uncle George. Or rather, I know who he
is. He is the last Lord Kelso’s grandson. His mother was
a Devereux, Lady Margaret Devereux. I want you to tell
me about his mother. What was she like? Whom did she
marry? You have known everybody in your time, so you
might have known her'. I am very much interested in
Mr. Gray at present. I have only just met him.”

“Kelso’s grandson!” said the old gentleman. “Kel-
so’s grandson! Of course — I knew his mother. She was
an extraordinarily beautiful girl, Margaret Devereux,
and made all the men fall in love with her. But then she
ran away with a penniless? young fellow... Certainly. I
remember it as if it happened yesterday. The poor man
was killed in a duel a few months after the marriage.
There was an ugly story about it. They said Kelso paid
money for it. He brought his daughter back with him, I
was told, and she never spoke to him again. Oh, yes; it
was bad. The girl died, too, died within a year. So she
left a son, did she? I had forgotten that. What sort of
boy is he? If he is like his mother, he must be a good-
looking boy.”

“He is very good-looking,” said Lord Henry.

“I hope he is not poor now,” continued the old man.
“And Kelso left him enough. His mother had money too.”

' you might have known her = perhaps you have known her
2 penniless = poor
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“I don’t know,” answered Lord Henry. “I hope
that the boy will be well off. And — his mother was very
beautiful?”

“Margaret Devereux was one of the loveliest crea-
tures, Harry. I never could understand why she had mar-
ried that poor fellow. And by the way, Harry, talking about
silly marriages, why is it so that Englishmen prefer Amer-
ican girls to English? Aren’t English girls good enough?”

“It is rather fashionable to marry Americans, Uncle
George.”

“They don’t last, I am told,” said his uncle.

“American girls are as clever at concealing their
parents, as English women are at concealing their past,”
Henry said, rising to go. “They behave as if they were
beautiful. Most American women do. It is the secret of
their charm.” -

“Why can’t these American women stay in their
own country? They are always telling us that it is the par-
adise for women.” |

“It is. That is the reason why, like Eve!, they are so
anxious to get out of it,” said Lord Henry. “Good-bye,
Uncle George. I shall be late for lunch, if I stop any long-
er. Thanks for giving me the information I wanted. I al-
ways like to know everything about my new friends, and
nothing about my old ones.” |

“Where are you lunching, Harry?”

“At Aunt Agatha’s. I have asked myself and Mr.
Gray. He is her latest favourite.”

As he left his uncle, Lord Henry thought about this
sad story. A beautiful woman risking everything for a mad
passion?. A few wild weeks of happiness cut short by a

' Eve — EBa
* a mad passion — Oe3yMHas CTpacTb
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terrible crime. Then a child born in pain. The mother
gone away by death, the boy left to the tyranny of an old
and loveless man. Yes; it was an interesting background'.

And how charming Dorian had been at dinner the
night before. Talking to him was like playing upon an ex-
pensive violin. He answered to every touch of the bow.
There was something terribly exciting in the exercise of
influence. No other activity was like it.

He was a wonderful creature, too, this boy, whom
he had met in Basil’s studio. Grace was his, and the
white purity of boyhood, and the beauty of old Greek
statues.2 What a pity it was that such beauty wouldn’t last
long!

Yes; he would try to be to Dorian Gray what, with-
out knowing it, the lad was to Basil. He would make that
wonderful soul his own. There was something exciting in
this son of love and death.

Suddenly he stopped and looked up at the houses.
He found that he had passed his aunt’s house, and, smil-
ing to himself, turned back. When he entered, the serv-
ant told him that they had gone to lunch. He gave the
man his hat and stick and came into the dining-room.

“Late as usual, Harry,” cried his aunt, shaking her
head at him. He took the seat next to her and looked
round to see who was there. He saw Dorian sitting at the
opposite end of the table. |

“We are talking about poor Dartmoor, Lord Hen-
ry,” said Lady Agatha. “Do you think he will really marry
this American girl? I wish America had never been dis-

' an interesting background — uHTepeCcHOE NPOLLLIOE

2 Grace was his, and the white purity of boyhood, and the beauty of old
Greek statues. — Y Hero ectb 00asiHie, O€10CHEKHAA YUCTOTA FOHO-
CTH ¥ KpacoTa IpeBHUX IPEYECKHUX CTaTYH.
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covered at all! Really, our girls have no chance nowadays.
It is most unfair.”

“They say that when good Americans die they go to
Paris,” laughed the man next to Lady Adatha.

“Really! And where do bad Americans go to when
they die?”

“They go to America,” answered Lord Henry.

“I am afraid that your nephew doesn’t like that
great country,” the man said to Lady Agatha. “I have
travelled all over it in the car and know that the Ameri-
cans are very interesting people. They are absolutely rea-
sonable. Yes, an absolutely reasonable people. I am sure
there is no nonsense about the Americans'.”

“How dreadful!” cried Lord Henry.

“Dear me!” said Lady Agatha, “how you men ar-
gue! I am sure I never can make out? what you are talking
about. Oh! Harry, I am angry with yvou. Why do you try to
make our nice Mr. Dorian Gray not to play in the East
End*? They would love his playing.”

“I want him to play to me,” cried Lord Henry,
smiling, and he looked down the table.

“But they are so unhappy there,’
Agatha.

“l can sympathize with everything except suffer-
ing*,” said Lord Henry. “I cannot sympathize with that.
It is too ugly, too horrible, too distressing. There is some-
thing terrible in the modern sympathy with pain. One

b

continued Lady

' there is no nonsense about the Americans — amMmeprKaHIIbI He A€1a10T
TJIVIIOCTEH

’ make out = understand

i the East End = the poor part of London

* I can sympathize with everything except suffering — f couyBcTBYIO
BCEMY, KPOME JIKOACKOrO rops
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should sympathize with the colour, the beauty, the joy of
life. The less said about life’s sores, the better.”

“Still, the East End is a very important problem,”
remarked the politician sitting next to Lord Henry.

“It is the problem of slavery, and we try to solve it
by amusing the slaves,” said Lord Henry.

“What change do you propose, then?”

Lord Henry laughed. “I don’t want to change any-
thing in England except the weather,” he answered.

“But we have such responsibilities,” went on the
politician.

“People take themselves too seriously.! It is the
world’s original sin. If the caveman had known how to
laugh, history would have been different.”

“Thank you, Lord Henry,” said one of the ladies.
“I have always felt guilty when I came to see your dear
aunt, because I take no interest at all in the East End.
For the future I shall be able to look her in the face with-
out a blush.”

“A blush is very becoming?, Duchess,
Lord Henry.

“Only when one is young,” she answered. “When
an old woman blushes, it is not good. Ah! Lord Henry, I
wish you would tell me how to become young again.”

He thought for a moment.

“Can you remember any great mistake that you
made in your early days, Duchess?” he asked, looking at
her across the table.

“A great many, I am afraid,” she cried.

»

remarked

' People take themselves too seriously. — J1roa1 npeyBe THUMBAIOT CBOIO
pOJib.
? Ablush is very becoming — PymsiHel[ O4eHb K THLLY
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e

“Then make them again,” he said. “To get back
one’s youth, one has to repeat one’s mistakes.”

A laugh ran round the table. He played with the
idea and transformed it; let it escape and got it again. It
was an extraordinary improvisation. He felt that the eyes
of Dorian Gray were fixed on him, and he never took his
eyes away from him. The young man sat like one under a
spell.

The lunch was coming to its end and the guests
were leaving. Lord Henry rose from his chair. “I am go-
ing to the park,” he said.

‘As he was leaving, Dorian Gray touched him on
the arm. “Let me come with you,” he said in a quiet
voice.

“But I thought you had promised Basil Hallward to
go and see him,” answered Lord Henry.

“I would sooner come with you; ves, I feel I must
come with you. Do let me. And you will promise to talk
to me all the time? No one talks so wonderfully as you
do.”

“Ah! T have talked quite enough for today,” said
Lord Henry, smiling. “All I want now is to look at life.
You may come and look at it with me, if you want to.”

®
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e A D D T —

His nature has developed
like a flower

One afternoon, a month later, Dorian Gray was
sitting in the little library of Lord Henry’s house. It was
a very charming room, with olive walls, cream-coloured
ceiling, and silk Persian carpet. On a little redwood table
stood a beautiful statuette. Some large blue china vases
were filled with parrot-tulips, and through the window
came the apricot-coloured light of a summer day in
London. |

Lord Henry had not yet come in. So Dorian was
looking through a book. It lasted for hours. At last he
heard a step outside, and the door opened.

“How late you are, Harry!” he said.
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“I am afraid it is not Harry, Mr. Gray,” answered a
woman. “It is only his wife. Can I introduce myself? 1
know you quite well by your photographs. I think my
husband has got seventeen of them.”

“Not seventeen, Lady Henry?”

“Well, eighteen, then. And I saw you with him the
other night at the Opera'.”

She laughed nervously as she spoke, and watched
him with her forget-me-not eyes. She was a curious
woman. Her dresses always looked as if they had been
designed in a rage and put on in a tempest®. She looked
like a bird of paradise that had been out all night in the
rain. Her name was Victoria, and she had a mania for
going to church. -

“That was at Lohengrin’, Lady Henry, I think?”

“Yes; it was at dear Lohengrin. 1 like Wagner’s mu-
sic better than anybody’s. It is so loud that one can talk
without other people hearing what one says. That is a
great advantage, don’t you think so, Mr. Gray?”

Dorian smiled and shook his head. “I am afraid I
don’t think so, Lady Henry. I never talk during music —
at least, during good music. If one hears bad music, it is
one’s duty to start talking.”

“Ah! that is one of Harry’s ideas, isn’t it, Mr.
Gray? 1 always hear Harry’s ideas from his friends. It is
the only way I get to know of them. But you must not
think I don’t like good music. I love it, but I am afraid of
it. It makes me too romantic.

' the Opera — Koponesckas Onepa

? as if they had been designed in a rage and put on in a tempest — xak
eCJv Obl OHH OBLTH 3aIyMaHbI B ITpUIanke 0e3yMusi U HaJIeThl B Oypio
3 Lohengrin = the name of the opera by Wagner, a famous German
composer
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“You have never been to any of my parties, have
you, Mr. Gray? You must come... But here is Harry!
Harry, I came in to look for you, to ask you something
— | forget what it was — and I found Mr. Gray here.
We have had such a pleasant chat' about music. We have
quite the same ideas. No, I think our ideas are quite dif-
ferent. But he has been most pleasant. I am so glad I've
seen him.”

“Hello, my love. So sorry I am late, Dorian.”

“I am afraid I must be going,” said Lady Henry, “I
have promised to meet my friend. Good-bye, Mr. Gray.
Good-bye, Harry. Perhaps I shall see you at Lady Thorn-
bury’s.”

“I hope so, my dear,” said Lord Henry, shutting
the door behind her. Then he lit a cigarette and sat down
on the sofa.

“Never marry a woman with straw-coloured hair?,
Dorian,” he said at last.

“Why, Harry?”

“Because they are so sentimental.”

“But I like sentimental people.”

“Never marry at all, Dorian. Men marry because
they are tired; women, because they are curious: both are
disappointed.”

“I don’t think I will marry sometime. I am too
much in love. That is one of your aphorisms. 1 am putting
it into practice, as I do everything that you say.”

“Who are you in love with?” asked Lord Henry af-
ter a pause.

“With an actress,” said Dorian Gray.

¥

' chat = talk, conversation
2 straw-coloured hair — co/toMeHHBIE BOJIOCHI
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“That is a rather commonplace debut.”!

“You would not say so if you saw her, Harry.”

“Who is she?”

“Her name is Sibyl Vane.”

“Never heard of her.”

“No one has. People will some day, however. She is
a genius.”

“My dear boy, no woman is a genius. Women are
decorative, but never genius. They never have anything to
say, but they say it beautifully.”

“Harry, how can you?”

“My dear Dorian, it is quite true. I am analysing
women at present, so I ought to know. There are only
five women in London who can give you real conversa-
tion. However, tell me about your genius. How long have
you known her?”

“About three weeks.”

“And where did you meet her?”

“I will tell you, Harry, if you promise not to laugh.
When 1 met you, Harry, you filled me with a wild desire
to know everything about life. When I was walking in the
park, or around the city, I used to look at every one and
wonder, with a mad curiosity, what sort of lives they had.
I liked some of them and | was afraid of others. 1 could
feel poison in the air — a passion for sensations’. Well,
one evening about seven o’clock, I was walking around. I
felt that there was something special for me in this grey
monstrous London.

“Soon I lost my way in a labyrinth of dark streets.
About half-past eight I saw an old dirty theatre. An ugly
old man was standing at the entrance and smoking a ci-

' That is a rather commonplace debut. — J10BO/1bHO DaHaIbHOE HaYa-
J10.

2 a passion for sensations — 30. XKax/1a HOBBIX Brie4aT/eHUH
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gar. ‘Have a box', my Lord?’ he said, when he saw me,
and he took off his hat. There was something about him,
Harry, that interested me. He was such a monster. You
will laugh at me, I know, but I really went in. To the
present day I can’t make out why I did so. I see you are
laughing. It is horrid? of you!”

“I am not laughing, Dorian; at least | am not
laughing at yvou. Don’t be afraid. This is just the begin-
ning. Go on with your story.”

“Well, I found myself seated in a terrible little box and
looked around. The gallery and pit® were full, but the two
rows in the stalls* were quite empty. I think there was not a
person in the dress-circle’. It was very depressing. I began to
wonder what on earth I should do when I saw the play-bill.
What do you think the play was, Harry? It was Romeo and
Juliet. 1 felt sorry for its great writer. There was a dreadful®
orchestra. The sounds of a cracked piano nearly drove me
away, but at last the curtain went up and the play began.

“Romeo was a fat old man with a terrible voice, and
a figure like a beer-barrel. Mercutio was almost as bad.
But Juliet! Harry, imagine a girl, about seventeen years of
age, with a little, flowerlike face, a small Greek head with
dark-brown hair, eyes that were violet wells of passion,
lips that were like the petals of a rose. She was the loveli-
est thing 1 had ever seen in my life.

“You said to me once that only beauty could fill
your eyes with tears. I tell you, Harry, I could hardly see

' a box — 10Xa (B Teatpe)

* horrid = very bad '

* The gallery and pit — [anepka v 3aiHMe pPAIBI
*stalls — naprep (B TeaTtpe)

* dress-circle — 6enbaTax (B Teatpe)

® dreadful = terrible, very bad
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this girl because tears came across me. And her voice — 1
never heard such a voice. It was like music. Harry, I do
love her!. She is everything to me in life. Night after
night I go to see her play. I have seen her in every age
and in every costume.

“Ordinary women — I am not interested in them.
They ride in the park in the morning, and chatter at tea-
parties in the afternoon. They have their stereotyped
smile and their fashionable manner. There is no mystery
in them. But an actress! How different an actress is! Har-
ry! why didn’t you tell me that the only thing worth lov-
ing is an actress??” .

“Because I have loved many of them, Dorian. Sibyl
Vane — you know her, I hope?”

“Of course I know her. On the first night 1 was at
the theatre, that ugly old man came into the box after the
performance was over. He offered to take me behind the
scene and introduce me to her. I was furious® with him,
and told him that Juliet had been dead for hundreds of
vears. | am afraid he thought that I was mad or had taken
too much champagne.”

“] am not surprised.”

“Then he asked me if 1 wrote for any of the
newspapers. I told him I never even read them. By this
time, however, the lights were being put out in the
theatre, and I had to go. The next night, of course, |
arrived at the place again. When he saw me, he met me
with a smile.”

“But when did you first speak to Miss Sibyl Vane?”

"I do love her = I love her very much
* that the only thing worth loving is an actress — 4T0 J1100UThL CTOUT

TO1bKO aKTPHUCY
' furious = very angry
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“The third night. I threw her some flowers, and she
looked at me. It was curious but I didn’t want to know
her. Wasn’t it curious, Harry?”

“No. I don’t think so.”

“My dear Harry, why?”

“I will tell you some other time. Now I want to
know about the girl.”

“Sibyl? Oh, she was so shy and so gentle!. There is
something of a child about her. Her eyes opened wide
when I told her what I thought of her performance. She
didn’t know about her power. I think we were both rath-
er nervous. At last she said to me, ‘You look like a prince.
I must call you Prince Charming?.” ”

“Upon my word, Dorian, Miss Sibyl knows how to
pay compliments.”

“You don’t understand her, Harry. She knows
nothing of life.® She lives with her mother, a tired wom-
an. Harry, Sibyl is the only thing I care about. What is it
to me where she came from? From her little head to her
little feet, she is beautiful. Every night of my life I go to
see her act, and every night she is more wonderful.”

“That is the reason, I think, that you never have
dinner with me now.”

“My dear Harry, we either have lunch or supper to-
gether every day, and I have been to the opera with you sev-
eral times,” said Dorian, opening his blue eyes in wonder.

“You always come late.”

“Well, I can’t help going to see Sibyl play,” he
cried, “I get hungry for her presence.”

'gentle = kind and lovely

* Prince Charming — IMpekpacHsiii [1puHL; repoii ckasku «3oayii-
Ka» ppaniy3ckoro nucaress Llapas [Meppo

 She knows nothing of life. = She doesn’t know life at all.
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“You can have dinner with me tonight, Dorian,
can’t you?”

He shook his head. “Tonight she is Imogen'!,” he
answered, “and tomorrow night she will be Juliet.”

“When is she Sibyl Vane?”

“Never.”

“I congratulate you.”

“How terrible you are! She is all the great heroines
of the world in one. She is more than an individual. You
laugh, but I tell you she has genius. I love her, and | must
make her love me. You, who know all the secrets of life,
tell me how to charm Sibyl Vane to love me! I want to
make Romeo jealous. I want the dead lovers of the world
to hear our laughter and grow sad. My God, Harry, how
[ worship her!”

He was walking up and down the room as he spoke.
He was terribly excited.

Lord Henry watched him with pleasure. How dif-
ferent he was now from the shy frightened boy he had
met in Basil Hallward’s studio' His nature had developed
like a flower.? Out of its secret hiding-place had come out
his soul, and desire had come to meet it on the way.

“And what do you want to do?” said Lord Henry at
last.

“I want you and Basil to come with me some night
and see her act’. You will see her genius. Then we must
get her out of that terrible theatre. Then I shall take her
to a West End theatre. She will make the world as mad as
she has made me.”

' Imogen — VUMomxeHa; repounsi Tparukomenuu llexcnupa

* His nature had developed like a flower. — Bce ero cyiecTBo packpsbi-
JOCh KaK LIBETOK.

* see her act = see how she plays her part
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“That would be impossible, my dear boy.”

“Yes, she will.”

“Well, what night shall we go?”

“Let me see. Today is Tuesday. Let us go there to-
morrow. She plays Juliet that day.”

“All right. At eight o’clock and I will nd Basil.”

“Not eight, Harry, please. Half-past six. We must
be there before the curtain rises. You must see her in the
first act, where she meets Romeo.”

“Shall you see Basil between this and then? Or shall
I write to him?”

“Dear Basil! I have not seen him for a week. It is
rather horrid of me, as he has sent me my portrait. Per-
haps you will write to him. I don’t want to see him alone.
He says things that annoy me. He gives me good advice.”

Lord Henry smiled. “People are very fond of giving
away what they need most themselves.”

“It must be so, if you say it. And now I am off. Im-
ogen is waiting for me. Don’t forget about tomorrow.
Good-bye.”

As he left the room, Lord Henry began to think.
Certainly few people had ever interested him so much as
Dorian Gray. The lad was in love and it made him a more
interesting study. Lord Henry realized that it was his
words, his musical words that made Dorian love that
beautiful girl. The lad was his own creation. It was de-
lightful to watch him. With his beautiful face, and his
beautiful soul, he was a thing to wonder at. Soul and
body, body and soul — how mysterious they were!

While Lord Henry was thinking about these things,
a knock came to the door, and his servant came in and
said that it was time to dress for dinner. He got up and
looked out into the street. The sunset had covered the
houses opposite with the gold. The sky above was like a
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white-pink rose. He thought of his friend’s young colour-
ful life and wondered how it was all going to end.

When he arrived home, about half-past twelve
o’clock, he saw a telegram lying on the table. He opened
it and found it was from Dorian Gray. It told him that he
was going to marry Sibyl Vane.

(%o



Chapter Five
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Prince Charming

“Mother, mother, 1 am so happy!” cried the girl,
‘burying her face in the lap of the tired-looking woman. “I
am so happy!” she repeated, “and you must be happy too!”

Mrs. Vane put her thin white hands on her daugh-
ter’s head.

“Happy!” she said. “I am only happy, Sibyl, when I
see you act. You must not think of anything but your act-
ing. Mr. Isaacs has been very good to us, and we owe him
money'.”

The girl looked up.

“Money, mother?” she cried, “what does money
matter? Love is more than money.”

' we owe him money = he has lent us money and we must give it back
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“But we are poor. We owe money to Mr. Isaacs.
You mustn’t forget it, Sibyl. Fifty pounds is a very large
sum. Mr. Isaacs”

“He is not a gentleman, mother, and I hate the way
he talks to me,” said the girl, rising to her feet and going
to the window.

“I don’t know how we could manage without
him!,” answered the elder woman.

Sibyl Vane laughed.

“We don’t want him any more, mother. Prince
Charming rules life for us now.”

Then she paused. A rose shook in her blood and
shadowed her cheeks.? Quick breath parted the petals of
her lips. They trembled. Some southern wind of passion
swept over her and stirred the folds of her dress.

“I love him,” she said simply.

“Foolish child! foolish child!” she heard her moth-
er’s voice. The girl laughed again. The joy of a caged bird
was in her voice. Her eyes caught the melody, then
closed for a moment, as though to hide their secret.
When they opened, the mist of a dream had passed across
them.

“Mother, mother,” she cried, “why does he love
me so much? I know why I love him. I love him because
he is like what love himself?® should be. But what does he
see in me? I am not worthy of him.* And yet — why, I

' we could manage without him = we could live without his help

* Arose shook in her blood and shadowed her cheeks. — Kposb npuim-
71a K ee JIULLY, PO30BO# TEHBIO MOKPHLIA LIEKH.

* love himself — ¢ cospemenrom aneauiickom asvike cyuecmayem mpa-
OULUOHHAA COOMHECEHHOCT OMEACHEHHO20 CYUECMBLMENbHO20 love ¢

mecmoumenusmu he/him/himself

*1 am not worthy of him. — I He cTo10 ero.
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cannot tell — I feel proud, terribly proud. Mother, did
you love my father as I love Prince Charming?”

The elder woman grew pale. Sibyl rushed to her,
threw her arms round her neck, and kissed her.

*Forgive me, mother. 1 know it hurts you to talk
about our father. But it only hurts you because you loved
him so much. Don’t look so sad. I am as happy today as
you were twenty years ago. Ah! let me be happy for ever!”

“My child, you are too young to think of falling in
love. Besides, what do you know of this young man? You
don’t even know his name. And now when your brother
James is going away to Australia, we have a lot of prob-
lems. However, 'as | said before, if he is rich...”

“Ah! Mother, mother, let me be happy!”

At this moment, the door opened and a young lad
with untidy brown hair came into the room. His hands
and feet looked too large and he was clumsy in move-
ment. He did look like his sister at all.

And Sibyl ran across the room and hugged him.
James Vane looked into his sister’s face with love.

“I want you to come out with me for a walk, Sibyl.
I don’t suppose' I shall ever see this horrid London
again. I am sure I don’t want to.”

“My son, don’t say such dreadful things,” said his
mother.

“Why not, mother? I mean it.”

“You pain me, my son. I believe you will return from
Australia and you will be rich. An here, in London...”

“1 don’t want to know anything about that. I should
like to make some money to take you and Sibyl off the
stage. I hate it.”

' Idon’t suppose = | don’t think
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“Oh, Jim!” said Sibyl, laughing, “how unkind of
you! But are you really going for a walk with me? That
will be nice! It is very sweet of you to let me have your
last afternoon. Where shall we go? Let us go to the park.”

And she ran out of the room to get dressed for a
walk. |

James walked up and down the room two or three
times. Then he turned to his mother. “Mother, are my
things ready?” he asked.

“Quite ready, James,” she answered.

“All 1 say is, watch over Sibyl. Don’t let her come
to any harm. Mother, you must watch over her.”

“James, you really talk very strangely. Of course I
watch over Sibyl.”

“I hear a gentleman comes every night to the thea-
tre and talks to her. Is that right? What about that?”

“As for Sibyl, I do not know whether her sense is
serious or not. But there is no doubt! that the young man
is a perfect gentleman. He is always most polite to me.
Besides, he looks like a rich gentleman, and the flowers
he sends are lovely.”

“You don’t know his name, though,” said the lad.

“He has not yet told us his real name. I think it is
quite romantic of him.” |

“Watch over Sibyl, mother,” James cried, “watch
over her.”

“My son, Sibyl is always under my special care. Of
course, if this gentleman is rich, there is no reason why
she should not marry him. It can be a most brilliant mar-
riage for Sibyl. They would make a charming couple. His
good looks are really wonderful; everybody notices
them.”

' there is no doubt = I am sure

49



» The Picture of Dorian Gray *

That moment the door opened and Sibyl ran in.
“How serious you both are!” she cried. “What is the mat-
ter?”

“Nothing,” he answered. “I suppose one must be
serious sometimes. Good-bye, mother; I will have my
dinner at five o’clock. Everything is packed, except my
shirts, so you need not trouble. Come, Sibyl,” and they
went out.

The strangers looked in wonder at the heavy dark
boy who was in the company of such a graceful girl. He
was like a common gardener walking with a rose. James
didn’t like to be looked at.! Sibyl didn’t notice anything
around. Her love was trembling in laughter on her lips.
She was thinking of Prince Charming. She thought of
him but she did not talk of him. She talked about the ship
in which Jim was going to sail, about the gold he would
find, about the wonderful lady whose life he would save.
She was only a year older than he was, but she knew so
much more of life. He must be sure to write to her, and
to say his prayers each night before he went to sleep. God
was very good, and would watch over him. She would
pray for him, too, and in a few years he would come back
quite rich and happy.

The lad listened to her and made no answer. He
was heart-sick at leaving home. Yet it was not this alone
that made him gloomy and sad. He felt that his sister was
in great danger. This young man could mean her no good.
He was a gentleman, and he hated him for that.

“You are not listening to a word I am saying, Jim,”
cried Sibyl, “and I am making the most delightful plans
for your future. Do say something.”

' James didn’t like to be looked at. = James didn’t like when people
looked at him.
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“What do you want me to say?”

“Oh! that you will be a good boy and not forget us,”
she answered, smiling at him.

“You are more likely to forget me, Sibyl.”

“What do you mean, Jim?” she asked.

“You have a new friend, I hear. Who is he? Why
have you not told me about him? He means you no good.”

“Stop, Jim!” she cried. “You must not say anything
against him. I love him.”

“Why, you don’t even know his name,
the lad. “Who is he? I have a right to know.”

“He is called Prince Charming. Don’t you like the
name. Oh! you silly boy! you should never forget it. If you
only saw him, you would think him the most wonderful
person in the world. Some day you will meet him — when
you come back from Australia. You will like him so much.
Everybody likes him, and I love him. I wish you could come
to the theatre tonight. He is going to be there, and I am
eoing to play Juliet. Oh! how I shall play it! Fancy', Jim, to
be in love and play Juliet! To have him sitting there! To play
for his delight! I am afraid I may frighten the company. And
it is all his, his only, Prince Charming, my wonderful lover.
But I am poor beside him. Poor? What does that matter?
When poverty creeps in at the door, love flies in through the
window. Our proverbs want rewriting. They were made in
winter, and it is summer now; spring-time for me, I think,
a very dance of blossoms in blue skies.”

“He is a gentleman,” said the lad.

“A prince!” she cried musically. “What more do you
want?”

“He wants to enslave you.”

“I don’t want to be free.”

2

answered

'_Fam:y = Imagine
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“I want you to beware of him.”

“To see him is to worship him; to know him is to
trust him.”

“Sibyl, you are mad about him.”

She laughed and took his arm. “Dear old Jim, you
talk as if you were a hundred!. Some day you will be in
love yourself. Then you will know what it is. Surely you
should be glad to think that, though you are going away,
you leave me happier than I have ever been before. Life
has been hard for us both, terribly hard and difficult. But
it will be different now. You are going to a new world,
and I have found one. Here are two chairs; let us sit
down and see the people go by.”

They took their seats. The tulip-beds across the
road flamed like rings of fire. The brightly coloured para-
sols? danced like monstrous butterflies.

She made her brother talk of himself and his hopes.
Suddenly she saw the golden hair and laughing lips, and
in an open carriage with two ladies Dorian Gray drove
past. She started to her feet.

“There he is!” she cried.

“Who?” said Jim Vane.

“Prince Charming,” she answered, looking after
the victoria’.

He jumped up and took her by the arm.

“Show him to me. Which is he? Point him out, I
must see him!” he cried.

“He 1s gone,” said Sibyl sadly. “I wish you had
seen him.”

' as if you were a hundred — ciioBHO Tebe cTo €T

> parasols = umbrellas to keep you safe against the sun

S victoria — ucm. BUKTOpMSA; JIETKUIH IBYXMECTHBIN 3KHITAX C OTKPBI-
TBIM BEPXOM
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“I wish I had. If he ever does you any wrong, I shall
kill him.”

She looked at him in horror. He repeated his
words. They cut the air like a knife.

“Come away, Jim; come away,” she said. “You are
foolish, Jim; a bad-tempered boy, that is all. How can
you say such horrible things? You don’t know what you
are talking about. You are simply jealous and unkind. Ah!
[ wish you would fall in love. Love makes people good,
and what you said was wicked.”

“I am sixteen,” he answered, “and I know what I am
about. Mother is no help to you. She doesn’t understand
how to look after you. I wish now that I was not going to
Australia at all. I would, if my papers hadn’t been signed.”

“Oh, don’t be so serious, Jim. You are like one of
the heroes of those silly melodramas mother used to be
so fond of acting in'. I am not going to quarrel with you.
I have seen him, and oh! to see him is perfect happiness.
We won’t quarrel. I know you would never harm any one
| love, would you?”

“Not as long as you love him, I suppose,” was the
answer.

“I shall love him for ever!” she cried.

“And he?”

“For ever, too!”

“He had better.”

They took a bus and got home. It was after five
o’clock, and Sibyl had to lie down for an hour before act-
ing. Jim insisted that she should do so. In Sibyl’s own
room they parted. There was jealousy in the lad’s heart,

" mother used to be so fond of acting in — B KOTOpBIX MaMa Tak JTio0wiIa
MrpaTh
* He had better. — Tax-T0 jiyylie 11 HEro.
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and a strong hatred of the stranger who had come be-
tween them. Yet, when her arms came round his neck,
and her fingers went through his hair, he softened and
kissed his sister. There were tears in his eyes as he went
downstairs.

His mother was waiting for him. He sat down at the
table and his poor dinner was there. The flies buzzed
round the table and crawled over the dirty cloth.

~After some time, he pushed away his plate. “Moth-
er, I have something to ask you,” he said.

She made no answer.

- “Tell me the truth. I have a right to know. Were
you married to my father?”

“No,” she answered.

“My father was a scoundrel then!” cried the lad.

She shook her head.

“l knew he was not free. We loved each other very
much. If he had lived, he would have helped us. Don’t speak
against him, my son. He was your father, and a gentleman.”

“I don’t care for myself,” he said, “but don’t let
Sibyl... It is a gentleman, isn’t it, who is in love with her,
or says he is?” _

“Sibyl has a mother,” she said; “I had none.”

The lad was touched.! He went towards her, and he
kissed her.

“1 am sorry if I have pained you by asking about my
father,” he said, “but I could not help it. I must go now.
Good-bye. Don’t forget that you will have only one child
now to look after, and believe me that if this man
wrongs’ my sister, I will find out who he is and kill him
like a dog. I swear it.”

' The lad was touched. — Mosonoit yesTOBEK ObLI TPOHYT.
2 if this man wrongs = if this man does any harm to

Chapter Six

ey ¢ B i ¢ P———

Love is 2 more wonderful
thing than art

“1 suppose you have heard the news, Basil?” said
Lord Henry that evening.

“No, Harry,” answered the artist, giving his hat and
coat to the waiter. “What is it? Nothing about politics, |
hope! They don’t interest me. There is hardly a single per-
son in the House of Commons' worth painting.”

“Dorian Gray is going to get married,” said Lord
Henry, watching him as he spoke. Hallward started and
then frowned. “Dorian!” he cried. “Impossible!”

“It is perfectly true.”

' the House of Commons — najiata o0uIHH; HUXHSAS najiata OpuraH-
CKOTO MmapJjiaMeHTa
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“To whom?”

“To some little actress or other.”

“I can’t believe it.”

“Dorian is too clever not to do foolish things now
and then, my dear Basil.”

“Marriage is hardly a thing that one can do now
and then, Harry.”

“But I didn’t say he was married. I said he was go-
ing to get married. There is a great difference.”

“But think of Dorian’s birth and position. It would
be absurd for him to marry an actress.”

“If you want to make him marry this girl, tell him
that, Basil. He is sure to do it, then.! Whenever a man
does a very stupid thing, it is always from the noblest
motives.”

“I hope the girl is good, Harry. I den’t want to see
Dorian tied to some terrible creature, who could ruin his
nature and his intellect.”

“Oh, she is better than good — she is beautiful.
Dorian says she is beautiful, and he is not often wrong
about such things. Your portrait of him has taught him
that. It has had that excellent effect. We are going to see
her tonight, if that boy doesn’t forget about it.”

“Are you serious?”

“Quite serious, Basil.”

“But what do you think about it, Harry?” asked the
painter, walking up and down? the room and biting his
lip.

“Dorian Gray falls in love with a beautiful girl who
acts Juliet, and wants to marry her. Why not? I hope that
Dorian Gray will make this girl his wife and love her for

' He is sure to do it, then. = He will certainly do it.
2 up and down = all around, to and fro
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six months, and then suddenly fall in love with some one
else. He would be a wonderful study.”

“You don’t mean a single word of all that, Harry;
you know you don’t. If Dorian Gray’s life were ruined,
no one would be sorrier than yourself. You are much bet-
ter than you pretend to be.”

Lord Henry laughed. “But here is Dorian himself.
He will tell you more than I can.”

“My dear Harry, my dear Basil, you must both con-
gratulate me!” said the lad, shaking each of his friends by
the hand in turn. “I have never been so happy. Of
course, it is sudden — all really delightful things are. And
yet it seems to me to be the one thing I have been looking
for all my life.”

He was filled with excitement and pleasure, and
looked extraordinarily! handsome.

“I hope you will always be very happy, Dorian,”
said Hallward, “but I don’t quite forgive you. You didn’t
let me know of your engagement. You let Harry know.”

“And I don’t forgive you for being late for dinner,”
said Lord Henry, putting his hand on the lad’s shoulder
and smiling as he spoke. “Come, let us sit down and start
our dinner, and then you will tell us how it all came
about.”

“There is really not much to tell,” said Dorian as
they took their seats at the small round table. “What hap-
pened was this. After I left you yesterday evening, Harry,
[ dressed, had some dinner at a little Italian restaurant,
and went down at eight o’clock to the theatre. Sibyl was
playing Rosalind. You should have seen her!* As for her
acting — well, you will see her tonight. She is simply a

' extraordinarily = very
2 You should have seen her! = What a pity you didn’t see her yesterday!
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born actress'. | forgot that 1 was in London and in the
nineteenth century. I was away with my love in a forest
that no man had ever seen. After the performance was
over, | went behind and spoke to her. As we were sitting
together, suddenly there came into her eyes a look that I
had never seen there before. My lips moved towards hers.
We kissed each other. I can’t describe to you what I felt
at that moment. She trembled all over and shook like a
white narcissus. Then she kissed my hands. I feel that I
should not tell you all this, but I can’t help it. Of course,
our engagement is a dead secret. She has not even told
her own mother. I have been right, Basil, haven’t I, to
take my love out of poetry and to find my wife in Shake-
speare’s plays? Lips that Shakespeare taught to speak
have whispered their secret in my ear. I have had the
arms of Rosalind around me, and kissed Juliet on the
mouth.”

“Yes, Dorian, I suppose you were right,” said Hall-
ward slowly.

“When did you ask her to be your wife, Dorian?
And what did she say in answer? Perhaps you forgot all
about it,” said Lord Henry.

“My dear Harry, I did not make any formal propos-
al. 1 told her that I loved her, and she said she was not
worthy to be my wife. Not worthy! Why, the whole world
is nothing to me compared with her. When you see Sibyl
Vane, you will feel that the man who could wrong her
would be a beast, a beast without a heart. I cannot under-
stand how any one can wish to shame the thing he loves.
I love Sibyl Vane. I want to place her on a pedestal of
gold and to see the world worship the woman who is
mine. Let us go down to the theatre. When Sibyl comes

" a born actress = a very talanted actress
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on the stage you will have a new ideal of life. She will
show something to you that you have never known.”

“I have known everything,” said Lord Henry, with
a tired look in his eyes, “but I am always ready for a new
emotion. I am afraid, however, that, for me, there is no
such thing. Still, your wonderful girl may interest me. I
love acting. It is so much more real than life. Let us go.”

That night the theatre was crowded. The heat was
terrible, and the huge lamp flamed like a monstrous dahl-
ia with petals of yellow fire. The youths in the gallery had
taken off their coats and waistcoats. They talked to each
other across the theatre. Some women were laughing in
the pit. Their voices sounded too loud.

“What a place to find one’s love in!” said Lord
Henry. :

“Yes!” answered Dorian Gray. “It was here I found
her, and she is better than all living things. When she
acts, you will forget everything. These common people,
with their terrible faces, become quite different when she
is on the stage. They sit silently and watch her. They cry
and laugh as she wants them to do. She makes them as
responsive as a violin.”

“I understand what you mean, and I believe in this
girl,” said the painter. “Any one you love must be won-
derful, and any girl who has the effect you describe must
be fine and noble. If this girl can give a soul to those who

“have lived without one, if she can create the sense of

beauty in people whose lives have been so ugly, she is
worthy of your love. This marriage is quite right. I did not
think so at first, but I can see it now. The gods made Si-
byl Vane for you. Without her you will be incomplete.'”

' Without her you will be incomplete. — be3 Hee Baiua XWU3Hb OyneT
HEIOJIHOM.
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“Thanks, Basil,” answered Dorian Gray, pressing
his hand. “I knew that you would understand me. Harry
18 so cynical, he frightens me sometimes. But here is the
orchestra. It is quite dreadful, but it only lasts for about
five minutes. Then the curtain rises, and you will see the
girl to whom I am going to give all my life, to whom I
have given everything that is good in me.”

A quarter of an hour afterwards, Sibyl Vane ap-
peared on the stage. Yes, she was certainly lovely to look
at — one of the loveliest creatures, Lord Henry thought,
that he had ever seen. She stepped back and her lips
seemed to tremble. Basil Hallward leaped to his feet and
began to applaud. Motionless, and as one in a dream, sat
Dorian Gray, looking at her. Lord Henry watched
through his glasses, saying, “Charming! Charming!”

But although Sibyl looked beautiful, her voice
sounded unnatural. It was lovely but it was absolutely
false. It was wrong in colour. It took away all the life
from the great Shakespear’s play.

Dorian Gray grew pale as he watched her. Neither of
his friends couldn’t say anything to him. They were horribly
disappointed. Yet they knew that the true test of any Juliet is
the balcony scene of the second act'. They waited for that.
If she failed there, there was nothing in her. She looked
charming as she came out in the moonlight. But her acting
was very poor, and grew worse as she went on. It was simply
bad art. She was a complete failure.?

Even the common uneducated audience lost their
interest in the play. They got restless, and began to talk

' the true test of any Juliet is the balcony scene of the second act —
HaCTOSAIIHHA MPOOHBIA KaMeHb /1 110008 JIKyibeTbl — clieHa Ha
DaJIKOHE BO BTOPOM aKTe

* She was a complete failure. — D10 6511 moOMTHBII TPOBA.
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loudly and to whistle. The only person unmoved was the
girl herself.

When the second act was over, Lord Henry got up
from his chair and put on his coat.

“She is quite beautiful, Dorian,” he said, “but she
can’t act. Let us go.”

“l am going to see the play through,” answered the
lad. “I am very sorry that I have made you waste an
evening, Harry.”

“My dear Dorian, I should think Miss Vane was
ill,” said Hallward. “We will come some other night.”

“I wish she were ill,” Dorian said. “But she seems
to me cold. She has changed. Last night she was a great
actress. This evening she is a common actress.”

“Don’t talk like that about any one you love, Dori-
an. Love is a more wonderful thing than art.”

“But do let us go. Dorian, you must not stay here
any longer. It is not good for one’s morals to see bad act-
ing. Besides, I don’t suppose you will want your wife to
act, so what does it matter if she plays Juliet like a wooden
doll?” said Lord Henry. “My dear boy, don’t look so trag-
ic! The secret of remaining young is never to have an emo-
tion that is unbecoming.! Come to the club with Basil and
myself. We will smoke cigarettes and drink to the beauty of
Sibyl Vane. She is beautiful. What more can you want?”

“Go away, Harry,” cried the lad. “I want to be
alone. Basil, you must go. Ah! can’t you see that my heart
is breaking?” The hot tears came to his eyes. His lips
trembled, and rushing to the back of the box, he hid his
face in his hands.

' The secret of remaining young is never to have an emotion that is
unbecoming. — CekpeT coxpaHeHHS MOJIOIOCTH B TOM, YTOOBI H30e-
raTh BOJTHEHHWH, OT KOTOPBIX JIYPHEEIIb.,

61



* The Picture of Dorian Gray *

“Let us go, Basil,” said Lord Henry, and the two
young men went away.

A few moments afterwards the curtain rose on the
third act. Dorian Gray went back to his seat. He looked
pale and indifferent. The play went on. Half of the audi-
ence went out, laughing. The whole thing was a failure.
The last act was played to almost empty benches. At last
the curtain went down.

As soon as it was over, Dorian Gray went to see
Sibyl. The girl was standing there alone, with a look of
triumph on her face. Her eyes were lit with a fire. Her
lips were smiling over some secret of their own.

When he entered, she looked at him, and an ex-
pression of infinite joy came over her. “How badly I act-
ed tonight, Dorian!” she cried.

“Horribly!” he answered. “Horribly! It was dread-
ful. Are you ill?”

The girl smiled. “Dorian, you should have under-
stood. But you understand now, don’t you?”

“Understand what?” he asked, angrily.

“Why I was so bad tonight. Why I shall always be
bad. Why I shall never act well again.”

“You are ill, I suppose. When you are ill you
shouldn’t act. You make yourself ridiculous.! My friends
were bored. I was bored.”

She seemed not to listen to him. “Dorian, Dorian,”
she cried, “before I knew you, acting was the one reality
of my life. It was only in the theatre that I lived. 1
thought that it was all true. I was Rosalind one night and
Portia? the other. I believed in everything. The common
people who acted with me seemed to me to be godlike.

' You make yourself ridiculous. — Bbl cTaHOBUTECH TOCMELLIMIIIEM.
? Rosalind ... Portia — repontu npou3senenuid llekcnupa
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The painted scenes were my world. I knew nothing but
shadows, and I thought them real. You came — oh, my
beautiful love! — and you freed my soul from prison. You
taught me what reality really is. Tonight, for the first time
in my life, I saw that the Romeo was ugly, and old, and
painted, that the moonlight in the garden was false, that
the scenery was dreadful, and that the words were unreal.
They were not my words, were not the words what [
wanted to say. You had brought me something higher.
Now I could see that all art is nothing but a reflection.
You had made me understand what love really is. My
love! My love! Prince Charming! Prince of life! I have
grown sick of shadows. You are more to me than all art
can ever be. When I came on the stage tonight, | could
not understand why everything had gone from me. I
thought that I was going to be wonderful. I found that I
could do nothing. What could they know of love such as
ours? Take me away, Dorian — take me away with you,
where we can be quite alone. I hate the stage. You have
made me see that.”

He sat down on the sofa and turned away his face.

“You have killed my love,” he said. She looked at
him in wonder and laughed. He made no answer. She
came across to him, knelt down and pressed his hands to
her lips. He drew them away. Then he stood up and went
to the door.

“Yes,” he cried, “you have killed my love. 1 loved
you because you had genius and intellect, because you re-
alized the dreams of great poets and gave shape and sub-
stance to the shadows of art'. You have thrown it all
away. You are empty and stupid. My God! how mad I was

' gave shape and substance to the shadows of art — o0sieKaiu B XKHBYIO
MJI0Th U KPOBb OECTIOTHBIE 00pa3bl UCKYCCTBA
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to love you! What a fool I have been! You are nothing to
me now. I will never see you again. I will never think of
you. I will never mention your name. You don’t know
what you were to me, once. Why, once... Oh, I wish I
had never laid eyes upon you! You have spoiled the ro-
mance of my life. Without your art, you are nothing.”

The girl grew white, and trembled. “You are not
serious, Dorian?” she murmured. “You are acting.”

“Acting! I leave that to you,” he answered.

She rose from her knees and, with an expression of
pain in her face, came across the room to him. She put
her hand upon his arm and looked into his eyes.

“Don’t touch me!” he cried and pushed her away.
She fell on the floor and lay there like a trampled flower'.

“Dorian, Dorian, don’t leave me!” she whispered.
“I am so sorry I didn’t act well. I was thinking of you all
the time. But I will try — indeed, I will try. It came so
suddenly across me, my love for you. Don’t go away
from me. I couldn’t bear it. Oh! don’t go away from me.
My brother... No; never mind. He didn’t mean it... But
you, oh! can’t you forgive me for tonight? I will work so
hard and try to improve. I love you better than anything
in the world. After all, it is only once that I have not
pleased you. But you are quite right, Dorian. It was fool-
ish of me, and yet I couldn’t help it. Oh, don’t leave
me, don’t leave me.”

But Dorian Gray, with his beautiful eyes, looked
down at her, and left the room. Sibyl Vane seemed to
him to be absurdly unnatural. Her tears annoyed him. In
a few moments he was out of the theatre.

Where he went to he hardly knew. All night he
walked throught the dark London streets. The ugly and

' a trampled flower — pacTonTaHHBbI! LIBETOK
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terrible people frightened him in the dark. Early in the
morning in the warm sunshine the world looked differ-
ent. The air was heavy with the perfume of the flowers,
and their beauty seemed to bring him happiness.

At last Dorian came home. He wanted to have a
short rest in his bedroom and was going through the li-
brary towards the door of his bedroom. Suddenly his eye
fell upon' the portrait Basil Hallward had painted of him.
Then he went on into his own room, looking puzzled.

Then he came back, went over to the picture, and
examined it. There was something different about it, he
thought. The face looked different. One would have said
that there was a touch of cruelty in the mouth. It was
certainly strange.

He turned round and, walking to the window, drew
up the curtain. The bright sunshine came into the room.
But the strange expression that he had noticed in the face
of the portrait was there. The sunlight showed him the
lines of cruelty round the mouth as clearly as if he had
been looking into a mirror after he had done some dread-
ful thing.

He took from the table an oval mirror and looked at
his own face. No line like that on his red lips. What did it
mean?

He rubbed his eyes, and came close to the picture,
and examined it again. There were no signs of any change
when he looked into the painting, and yet there was no
doubt that the whole expression had changed.

He sat in the arm-chair and began to think. Sud-
denly he remembered what he had said in Basil Hall-
ward’s studio the day the picture had been finished. Yes,
he remembered it perfectly.

" his eye fell upon = he saw
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He had said aloud a mad wish that he himself might
remain young, and the portrait grow old; that his own
beauty might last forever, and the face on the portrait
bear the burden of his passions and his sins'.

But such things were impossible. It seemed mon-
strous even to think of them. And, yet, there was the pic-
ture before him, with the touch of cruelty in the mouth.
Cruelty! Had he been cruel? It was the girl’s fault, not his.

He had dreamed of her as a great artist, had given
his love to her because he had thought her great. Then
she disappointed him. And, yet, a feeling of infinite re-
gret came over him, as he thought of her lying at his feet.

Why is he made like that? Why is such a soul given
to him? But he suffered too. During the three terrible
hours that the play had lasted, he had lived centuries of
pain. Why should he trouble about Sibyl Vane? She was
nothing to him now.

But the picture? What can he say of that? It held
the secret of his life, and told his story. It had taught him
to love his own beauty. Would it teach him to hate his
own soul?

The portrait was watching him with its beautiful face
and its cruel smile. Its blue eyes met his own. A sense of
infinite pity, not for himself, but for the painted image of
himself, came over him. It had changed already, and would
change more. Its gold would turn into grey. Its red and
white roses would die. For every sin But he would not sin.

The picture, changed or unchanged, would be to
him the visible emblem of conscience. He would resist
temptation.? He would not see Lord Henry any more —

" the burden of his passions and his sins — re4ats ero crpacTeit u
[NOPOKOB
> He would resist temptation. — OH OyzeT NpOTHBOCTOATH CODIA3HY.
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would not listen to his poisonous theories. He would go
back to Sibyl Vane, marry her, try to love her again.

Yes, it was his duty to do so. She suffered more
than he did. Poor child! He had been selfish and cruel to
her. They would be happy together. His life with her
would be beautiful.

He got up from his chair and looked at his portrait
again. “How horrible!” he thought and he walked across
to the window and opened it.

He thought only of Sibyl. His love came back to
him. He repeated her name over and over again. The
birds that were singing in the garden seemed to be telling

the flowers about her.
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It was afternoon when he woke up. His servant had
come several times into the room to see if he was up'.

Finally his bell sounded, and the servant came in
with a cup of tea, and a pile of letters.

“Monsieur has well slept this morning,” he said,
smiling.

“What time is it, Victor?” asked Dorian Gray.

“One hour and a quarter, Monsieur.”

"he was up = he got up
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How late it was! He sat up and turned over his let-
ters. One of them was from Lord Henry. He didn’t open
it. After about ten minutes he got up, and went to the
bathroom. The cool water refreshed him after his long
sleep. He seemed to have forgotten all that he had gone
through.

As soon as he was dressed, he went into the library
and sat down to a light French breakfast that had been
laid out for him on a small round table close to the open
window. It was a lovely day. A bee flew in and buzzed
round the blue-dragon vase, filled with yellow roses. He
felt perfectly happy.

Suddenly his eye fell on the screen that he had
placed in front of the portrait, and he started.

“Too cold for Monsieur?” asked his servant,
putting an omelette on the table. “Shall I shut the win-
dow?”

Dorian shook his head. “I am not cold,” he an-
swered.

Was it all true? Had the portrait really changed? Or
was it his own imagination that made him see a look of
evil where there was a look of joy? Surely a picture could
not change? The thing was absurd. It would serve as a
tale to tell Basil some day.' It would make him smile.

But he could remember it clearly. First in the dark,
then in the bright sunshine he saw that touch of cruelty
round his lips. He was afraid of the moment when he
could have a look at the portrait again.

He was afraid of certainty. When the coffee and
cigarettes were brought and the man turned to go, he felt
a wild desire to tell him to stay. As the door was closing

' It would serve as a tale to tell Basil some day. — Koraa-1Hubyab 310
CTOMT paccka3athb bazuny.
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behind him, he called him back. The man stood waiting
for his orders. Dorian looked at him for a moment.

“I am not at home to any one, Victor,” he said at
last. The man left the room.

Then Dorian rose from the table, lit a cigarette, and
lay down on a sofa that stood facing the screen. Should he
move it aside, after all? Why not let it stay there? What was
the use of knowing? If the thing was true, it was terrible. If
it was not true, why trouble about it? But what if somebody
saw the horrible change? What should he do if Basil Hall-
ward came and asked to look at his own picture? Basil would
be sure to do that. No; the thing had to be examined, and at
once. Anything would be better than this doubit.

He got up and locked both doors. At least he would
be alone when he looked upon the mask of his shame.
Then he drew the screen aside and saw himself face to
face. It was perfectly true. The portrait had changed.

As he often remembered afterwards, and always
with no small wonder, he found himself at first looking at
the portrait with a feeling of almost scientific interest.
Then he felt afraid, and, going back to the sofa, lay there,
looking at the picture in sickened horror.

One thing, however, he felt that it had done for
him. It had made him conscious how unjust, how cruel,
he had been to Sibyl Vane. It was not too late to make
reparation' for that. She could still be his wife.

His unreal and selfish love would be transformed
into some nobler passion, and the portrait that Basil
Hallward had painted of him would be a guide to him
through life.

Three o’clock struck, and four, but Dorian Gray
did not move. He did not know what to do, or what to

' to make reparation — ucnpasuTth

T1



* The Picture of Dorian Gray -

think. Finally, he went over to the table and wrote a let-
ter to the girl he had loved, asking for her forgiveness and
accusing himself of madness. He covered page after page
with wild words of sorrow and wilder words of pain.
When Dorian had finished the letter, he felt that he had
been forgiven.

Suddenly there came a knock at the door, and he
heard Lord Henry’s voice outside.

“My dear boy, I must see you. Let me in at once. |
can’t bear your shutting yourself up like this.”

He made no answer at first, but remained quite
still. The knocking still continued and grew louder.
Yes, it was better to let Lord Henry in, and to explain
to him the new life he was going to lead, to quarrel
with him if it became necessary to quarrel. He jumped
up, drew the screen across the picture, and unlocked
the door.

“I am so sorry for it all, Dorian,” said Lord Hen-
ry as he entered. “But you must not think too much
about it.”

“Do you mean about Sibyl Vane?” asked the lad.

“Yes, of course,” answered Lord Henry, slowly
pulling off his yellow gloves. “It is dreadful, but it was not
your fault. Tell me, did you go behind and see her, after
the play was over?”

*Yes.”

“I felt sure you had. Did you make a scene with her?”

“I was rude, Harry. But it is all right now. I am not
sorry for anything that has happened. It has taught me to
know myself better.”

“Ah, Dorian, I am so glad you take it in that way!”

“I am perfectly happy now. I know what conscience

is, to begin with. I want to be good. I can’t bear the idea
of my soul being ugly.”
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“A very charming artistic basis for ethics', Dorian!
I congratulate you on it. But how are you going to begin?”

“By marrying Sibyl Vane.”

“Marrying Sibyl Vane!” cried Lord Henry, standing
up. “But, my dear Dorian...”

“Yes, Harry, | know what you are going to say.
Something dreadful about marriage. Don’t say it. Don’t
ever say things of that kind to me again. Two days ago 1
asked Sibyl to marry me. I am not going to break my
word to her. She is to be my wife.”

“Your wife! Dorian! Didn’t you get my letter? I
wrote to you this morning, and sent it by my man.” :

“Your letter? Oh, yes, | remember. I have not read
it yet, Harry. 1 was afraid there might be something in it
that I wouldn’t like.”

“You know nothing then?”

“What do you mean?”

Lord Henry walked across the room, and sitting
down by Dorian Gray, took both his hands in his own.

“Dorian,” he said, “my letter — don’t be fright-
ened — was to tell you that Sibyl Vane is dead.”

A cry of pain broke from the lad’s lips, and he jumped
to his feet, tearing his hands away from Lord Henry.

“Dead! Sibyl dead! It is not true! It is a horrible lie!
How can you say it?” '

“It is quite true, Dorian,” said Lord Henry.

“It is in all the morning papers. I wrote down to
you to ask you not to see any one till [ came. You must
not be mixed up in it.>” 1 suppose they don’t know your

' Avery charming artistic basis for ethics — OuapoBare/ibHast 3CTETH-
yeckast OCHOBA /Ui HPaBCTBEHHOCTH
2 You must not be mixed up in it. — Henb3s1, 4yToOBI BbI ObLTM 3aMeLLIa-

Hbl B 3TOM.
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name at the theatre? If they don’t, it is all right. Did any

one see you going round to her room? That is very im-
portant.”

Dorian did not answer for a few moments.

“Did Sibyl?.. Oh, Harry, l can’t bear it! But be
quick. Tell me everything at once.’

“I am sure it was not an accident, Dorian. When
she was leaving the theatre with her mother, about half-
past twelve or so, she said she had forgotten something
upstairs. They waited some time for her, but she did not
come down again. Then they found her lying dead on the
floor of her dressing-room. She had taken something by
mistake, some dreadful thing they use at theatres. I don’t
know what it was, but I think it was prussic acid!, be-
cause in a moment she was dead.”

“Harry, Harry, it is terrible!” cried the lad.

“Yes; it is very tragic, of course, but you must not
get yourself mixed up in it. She looked such a child, and
seemed to know so little about acting. Dorian, you
mustn’t let this thing get on your nerves. You must come
and dine with me, and afterwards we will look in at the
opera...”

“So 1 have murdered Sibyl Vane,” said Dorian
Gray, half to himself. “Yet the roses are not less lovely
for all that. The birds sing just as happily in my garden.
And tonight I will dine with you, and then go on to the
opera. How dramatic life is! If I had read all this in a
book, Harry, I think I would have cried over it. Some-
how, now that it has happened actually, and to me, it
seems far too wonderful for tears. Here is the first love-
letter I have ever written in my life. Strange, that my
first love-letter is addressed to a dead girl. Can they feel,

' prussic acid — cHHWIBHAA KMCIOTA
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[ wonder, those white silent people we call the dead?
Sibyl! Can she feel, or know, or listen? Oh, Harry, how
I loved her once! It seems years ago to me now. She was
everything to me. Then came that dreadful night when
she played so badly, and my heart almost broke. She ex-
plained it all to me. It was terribly pathetic.! But I was
not moved. Suddenly something happened that made
me afraid. I can’t tell you what it was, but it was terri-
ble. I said I would go back to her. I felt' I had done
wrong. And now she is dead. My God! My God! Harry,
what shall I do? You don’t know the danger I am in,
and there is nothing to keep me straight?. She would
have done that for me. She had no right to kill herself.
[t was selfish of her.”

“My dear Dorian,” answered Lord Henry, taking a
cigarette, “if you had married this girl, you would have
been unhappy. Of course, you would have treated her
kindly. One can always be kind to people about whom
one cares nothing. But she would soon find out that you
were absolutely indifferent to her...”

“I think I would,” said the lad, walking up and
down the room and looking horribly pale. “But I thought
it was my duty. It is not my fault that this terrible tragedy
has prevented it. Harry why is it that I cannot feel this
tragedy as much as | want to? I don’t think I am heart-
less. I am nothing of the kind. I know I am not. And yet
this tradgedy does not affect me as it should. It seems to
me to be a wonderful ending to a wonderful play. It has
all the terrible beauty of a Greek tragedy, a tragedy in
which I took a great part, but by which I have not been
wounded.”

' It was terribly pathetic. — 2710 6bL10 YKaCHO TPOTAaTE/IbHO.
 there is nothing to keep me straight = nothing can help me
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“It is an interesting question. But really, Dorian,
how different Sibyl Vane was from all the women! There
is something to me quite beautiful about her death. I am
glad I am living in a century when such wonders happen.
They make one believe in the reality of the things we all
play with, such as romance, passion, and love.”

“I was terribly cruel to her. You forget that.”

“I am afraid that women like cruelty, more than
anything else. They have wonderfully primitive instincts.
They are still our slaves looking for their masters, all the
same. | am sure you were fantastic. I have never seen you
really angry, but I can imagine how delightful you looked.
And, after all, you said something to me the day before
yesterday and it holds the key to everything'.”

“What was that, Harry?”

“You said to me that Sibyl Vane was to you all the
heroines of romance — that she was Desdemona one
night, and Ophelia the other; that if she died as Juliet,
she came to life as Imogen.”

“She will never come to life again now,” said the
lad, hiding his face in his hands.

“No, she will never come to life. She has played her
last part. But you must think of that lonely death in the
dirty dressing-room simply as a fragment from some
tragedy. The girl never really lived, and so she has never
really died. To you she was always a dream. The moment
she touched actual life, she destroyed it, and it destroyed
her, and so she passed away?.”

There was a silence. The evening darkened in the
room. Noiselessly, and with silver feet, the shadows crept
in from the garden. Everything lost its colour.

" it holds the key to everything = it explains everything
? she passed away = she died
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After some time Dorian Gray looked up.

“You have explained me to myself, Harry. 1 felt all
that you have said, but I was afraid of it. I could not ex-
press it to myself. How well you know me! But we will
not talk again of what has happened. It has been a won-
derful episode. That is all. I wonder if life has in store for
me' something wonderful like that.”

“I am sure it has, Dorian. There is nothing that
you, with your extraordinary good looks, will not be able
to do.”

“But suppose, Harry, I became ugly and old? What
then?”

“Ah, then,” said Lord Henry, rising to go, “then,
my dear Dorian, you would have to fight for your victo-
ries. Now you must keep your good looks. We live in an
age that reads too much to be wise, and that thinks too
much to be beautiful. And now you had better dress and
drive down to the club. We are rather late, you know.”

“I think I shall join you at the opera, Harry. 1 feel too
tired to eat anything. What is the number of your box?”

“Twenty-seven, I believe. You will see my name on
the door. But I am sorry you won’t come and dine.”

“I don’t feel like doing that?,” said Dorian. “But I
am awfully obliged to you for all that you have said to me.
You are certainly my best friend. No one has ever under-
stood me as you have.”

“We are only at the beginning of our friendship,
Dorian,” answered Lord Henry, shaking him by the hand.
“Good-bye. I shall see you before nine-thirty, I hope.”

As he closed the door behind him, Dorian Gray
touched the bell, and in a few minutes Victor appeared

' life has in store for me — xu3Hb npunacna (npudeperna) Wist MeHs
* 1 don’t feel like doing that = | don’t want to do it
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with the lamps and drew the curtains down. He waited
for him to go.

As soon as he had left, Dorian came to the screen
and drew it back. No; there was no further change in the
picture. It had received the news of Sibyl Vane’s death
before he had known of it himself. It was conscious of!
the events of life as they happened. He wondered, and
hoped that some day he would see the change taking
place before his very eyes though he was afraid of it.

Poor Sibyl! What a romance it had all been! She
had often acted death on the stage. Then Death himself?
touched her and took her with him. How had she played
that dreadful last scene? She died for love of him and love
would always be a sacrament to him now’. He would not
think any more of that horrible night at the theatre.
When he thought of her, it would be as a wonderful trag-
ic figure sent on to the world’s stage to show the reality
of love. A wonderful tragic figure? Tears came to his eyes
as he remembered her childlike look. Then he quickly
looked again at the picture.

He felt that the time had really come for making his
choice. Or had his choice already been made? Yes, life
had decided that for him — life, and his curiosity about
life. Endless youth, wild joys and wilder sins — he would
have all these things. The portrait was to bear the burden
of his shame* that was all.

' It was conscious of = It knew about

2 Death himself — 6 cospemennom aneauiickom A3vike cyluecmayem mpa-
QULLOHHASR COOMHECEHHOCMb OMEAeHeHH020 cywecmaumensrozo death
c mecmoumenusmu he/him/himself

3 love would always be a sacrament to him now — oTHbIHE 11000Bb BCE~
roa Oyner i Hero CBATbIHEN

4 was to bear the burden of his shame — noJixeH Oyaer HecTH OpeMs
€ro rnoszopa
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A feeling of pain crept over him. Would his picture
become a monstrous thing, to be hidden away in a locked
room, to be shut out from the sunlight? The pity of it!
The pity of it!

But who would miss the chance of remaining al-
ways young? If the picture was to change, it was to
change. That was all.

There would be a real pleasure in watching it. He
would be able to follow his mind into its secret places.
This portrait would be to him the most magical of mir-
rors. He would see his soul in it. And when winter came
upon it, he would still be standing where spring lives. He
would be young anf beautiful forever like the gods of the
Greeks. What did it matter what happened to the picture?
He would be safe. That was everything.

He drew the screen back, smiling as he did so. An
hour later he was at the Opera with Lord Henry.

®
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What is past is past

As Dorian was sitting at breakfast next morning,
Basil Hallward came into the room.

“I am so glad | have found you, Dorian,” he said. “I
came to your house last night, and they told me you were
at the Opera. Of course, I knew that was impossible. I
spent a dreadful evening, half afraid that one tragedy could
be followed by another. Why didn’t you telegraph for me
when you heard of it first? I read of it quite by chance in a
newspaper. | came here at once and didn’t find you. |
can’t tell you how heart-broken I am about the whole
thing. 1 know what you must suffer. But where were you?
Did you go down and see the girl’s mother? For a moment
I thought of following you there. Poor woman! And her
only child, too! What did she say about it all?”
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“My dear Basil, how do I know?” answered Dorian
Gray, drinking some wine from a delicate glass and looking
dreadfully bored. “I was at the Opera. I met Lady Gwendo-
len, Harry’s sister, for the first time. She is perfectly charm-
ing. Don’t talk about horrid subjects. Besides, Sibyl was not
the woman'’s only child. There is a son, a charming boy. But
he is not on the stage. He is a sailor, or something. And
now, tell me about yourself and what you are painting.”

“You went to the Opera?” said Hallward, speaking
very slowly and with a touch of pain in his voice. “You
went to the Opera while Sibyl Vane was lying dead? You
can talk to me of other women?”

“Stop, Basil! I won’t hear it!” cried Dorian, jump-
ing to his feet. “You must not tell me about things. What
is done is done. What is past is past.”

“You call ‘yesterday’ the past?”

“I just don’t want to be at the mercy of my emo-
tions.! I want to use them, to enjoy them, and to domi-
nate them.”

“Dorian, this is horrible! Something has changed
you completely. You look exactly the same wonderful boy
who, day after day, used to come down to my studio to sit
for his picture. But you were simple, natural, and kind
then. You were the most unspoiled creature in the whole
world. Now, I don’t know what has happened to you.
You talk as if you had no heart, no pity in you. It is all
Harry’s influence. I see that.”

The lad stood up and came to the window. “I don’t
know what you want.”

“I want the Dorian Gray I used to paint,” said the
artist sadly.

"I just don’t want to be at the mercy of my emotions. — f npocro He
KeJialo ObITh paOOM CBOMX MEPeXBaAHMA.

81



* The Picture of Dorian Gray *

“Basil,” said the lad, going over to him and putting
his hand on his shoulder, “you have come too late. Yes-
terday, when I heard that Sibyl Vane had killed herself...”

“Killed herself! Is there no doubt about that?” cried
Hallward, looking up at him with a horror.

“My dear Basil! Surely you don’t think it was an
accident? Of course she killed herself.”

The elder man hid his face in his hands. “How ter-
rible,” he said.

“No,” said Dorian Gray, “there is nothing terrible
about it. It is one of the great romantic tragedies of the
age. As a rule, actors lead the most common lives. They
are good husbands, or wives. How different Sibyl was!
She lived her finest tragedy.! She was always a heroine.
The last night she played — the night you saw her — she
acted badly because she had known the reality of love.
When she knew its unreality, she died. She passed again
into the sphere of art. But you must not think I have not
suffered. If you had come in yesterday at about half-past
five, you would have found me in tears. Even Harry who
brought me the news, had no idea what I was going
through. I suffered. Then it passed away. I cannot repeat
an emotion. To become the spectator of one’s own life,
as Harry says, is to escape the suffering of life. I know
you are surprised at my talking to you like this. You have
not realized how | have developed. I was a schoolboy
when you knew me. [ am a man now. I have new pas-
sions, new thoughts, new ideas. I am different, but you
must not like me less. I am changed, but you must always
be my friend. Of course, I am very fond of Harry. But I
know that you are better than he is. You are not strong

' She lived her finest tragedy. — Ona nmpoxuia npexkpacHeN Iy Tpa-
reIMIo.
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— you are too much afraid of life — but you are better.
And how happy we used to be together! Don’t leave me,
Basil, and don’t quarrel with me. I am what 1 am. There
is nothing more to be said.”

The painter felt strangely moved. There was so
much in him that was good, so much in him that was
noble.

“Well, Dorian,” he said at last, with a-sad smile, “I
won’t speak to you again about this horrible thing, after
today. I only trust your name won’t be mentioned in con-
nection with it. The inquest is to take place this after-
noon..."~

“They don’t know my name,” he answered.

“But surely she did?”

“Only my Christian name!, and that I am quite sure
she never mentioned to anyone. She told me once that
they were all curious to learn who I was, and that she
told them my name was Prince Charming. It was pretty
of her. You must do me a drawing of Sibyl, Basil. I
should like to have something more of her than the
memory of a few Kisses.”

“I will try and do something, Dorian, if it would
please you. But you must come and sit to me yourself
again. I can’t get on without you.”

“I can never sit to you again, Basil. It is impossi-
ble!” he cried out. |

The painter looked at him with a surprise. “My dear
boy, what nonsense! Do you mean to say you don’t like
what | did of you? Where is it? Why have you pulled the
screen in front of it? Let me look at it. It is the best thing
[ have ever done. Do take the screen away, Dorian. Why
are you hiding the picture?”

' Christian name = first name — Dorian
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“No, I’m not but the light was too strong on the
portrait.”

“Too strong! Surely not, my dear fellow? It is a nice
place for it. Let me see it.” And Hallward walked towards
the corner of the room.

A cry of terror broke from Dorian Gray’s lips!, and
he ran between the painter and the screen. “Basil,” he
said, looking very pale, “you must not look at it. I don’t
wish you to.”

“Not look at my own work! You are not serious.
Why shouldn’t T look at it?” asked Hallward, laughing.

“If you try to look at it, Basil, I will never speak to
you again as long as I live. I am quite serious. I don’t offer
any explanation, and you are not to ask for any. But, re-
member, if you touch this screen, everything is over be-
tween us.”

Hallward was shocked. He looked at Dorian Gray
in absolute amazement. He had never seen him like this
before. The lad was trembling all over.

“Dorian!”

“Don’t speak!”

“But what is the matter? Of course I won’t look at
it if you don’t want me to,” he said, rather coldly, going
to the window. “But, really, it seems absurd that I
shouldn’t see my own work, especially as I am going to
exhibit it in Paris in the autumn. So I must see it some
day, and why not today?”

“To exhibit it! You want to exhibit it?” cried out
Dorian Gray, a strange sense of terror came over him.
Would the world learn his secret? Would people see at the
mystery of his life? That was impossible. Something — he
did not know what — had to be done at once.
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' A cry of terror broke from Dorian Gray’s lips = He cried with terror
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“Yes; the exhibition will open the first week in Oc-
tober. The portrait will only be away a month. I should
think you could spare it for that time. And if you keep it
always behind a screen, you don’t care much about it'.”

Dorian Gray passed his hand over his forehead. He
felt that he was in danger. “You told me a month ago
that you would never exhibit it,” he cried. “Why have you
changed your mind? You told Harry exactly the same
thing.” Perhaps Basil, too, had his secret. He would ask
him and try.

“Basil,” he said, coming quite close and looking
him straight in the face, “we have each of us a secret. Let
me know yours, and I shall tell you mine. What was your
reason for refusing to exhibit my picture?”

“Dorian, if I tell you, you will like me less than you
do. You will laugh at me. I can’t bear either of those two
things. If you wish me never to look at your picture again,
I will never do. I have always you to look at. If you wish
the best work I have ever done to be hidden from the
world, I am satisfied. Your friendship is dearer to me
than anything.”

“No, Basil, you must tell me,” said Dorian Gray. “I
think I have a right to know.” His feeling of terror had
passed away, and curiosity had taken its place. He wanted
to find out Basil Hallward’s mystery.

“Let us sit down, Dorian,” said the painter, looking
troubled. “Let us sit down. And just answer me one question.
Have you noticed in the picture something curious? Some-
thing that probably at first did not surpy,,ve0u, but later...”

“Basil!” cried the lad.

“I see you did. Don’t speak. Wait till you hear what [
have to say. Dorian, from the moment I met you, your per-

' you don’t care much about it = you don’t like it so much
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sonality had the most extraordinary influence over me. I was
dominated by you.' I worshipped you. I grew jealous of eve-
ry one to whom you spoke. I wanted to have you all to my-
self. I was only happy when I was with you. When you were
away from me, you were still present in my art... Of course,
I never let you know anything about this. It would have
been impossible. I hardly understood it myself. One day I
decided to paint a wonderful portrait of you as you actually
are. Whether it was the realism of the method, or the won-
der of your own personality, I cannot tell. But I know that
as I worked at it, every flake seemed to me to reveal my se-
cret. | grew afraid of that. I felt, Dorian, that 1 had told too
much, that I had put too much of myself into it. When the
picture was finished, and I sat alone with it, I felt that T was
right... Well, after a few days the thing left my studio, and
soon it seemed to me that I had been so foolish. And so
when I got this offer from Paris, 1 decided to make your
portrait the principal thing in my exhibition. It never hap-
pened to me that you would refuse.? | see now that you were
right and the picture cannot be shown. You must not be
angry with me, Dorian, for what I have told you. As I said
to Harry, once, you are made to be worshipped.”

Dorian Gray drew a long breath. The colour came
back to his cheeks, and a smile played about his lips. He
was safe for the time.

“It is extraordinary to me, Dorian,” said Hallward,
“that you should have seen this in the portrait. Did you
really see it?” |

“I saw something in it,” he answered, “something
that seemed to me very curious.”

' T was dominated by you. — Bbi iMeJ1M BIacTh HaZIO MHOIA.
> It never happened to me that you would refuse. = | was sure you would
agree.
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“Well, you don’t mind my looking at the thing now?”

Dorian shook his head. “You must not ask me that,
Basil. I can’t let you even stand in front of that picture.”

“You will some day, surely?”

“Never.”

“Well, perhaps you are right. And now good-bye,
Dorian. You have been the one person in my life who has
really influenced my art. Whatever 1 have done that is
good, I owe to you'. Ah! you don’t know what it cost me
to tell you all that I have told you.”

“It was very disappointing.”

“Why, what did you expect, Dorian? You didn’t see
anything else in the picture, did you? There was nothing
else to see?”

“No; there was nothing else to see. Why do you ask?
But you mustn’t talk about worship. It is foolish. You and I
are friends, Basil, and we must always remain so.”

“You have got Harry,” said the painter sadly.

“Oh, Harry!” cried the lad, with laughter. “Harry
spends his days in saying what is incredible and his evenings
in doing what is improbable. Just the sort of life I would like
to lead. But still I don’t think I would go to Harry if I were
in trouble. I would sooner go to you, Basil.”

“You will sit to me again?”

“Impossible!”

“You spoil my life as an artist by refusing, Dorian. No
man comes across two ideal things. Few come across one.?”

“I can’t explain it to you, Basil, but I must never sit
to you again. There is something fatal about a portrait. It
has a life of its own. I will come and have tea with you.
That will be just as pleasant.”

' T owe to you — g 00s3aH Bam
2 Few come across one. = Few people meet an ideal in their life.
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“I am sorry you won’t let me look at the picture
once again. But that can’t be helped. I quite understand

what you feel about it.”
As he left the room, Dorian Gray smiled to himself.

Poor Basil! How little he knew of the true reason! Al-
though he had told his own secret, he had not discovered
Dorian’s secret. But the portrait... It must be hidden
away. He could not run such a risk of discovery again. It
had been mad of him to have allowed the thing to stay in
the library, even for an hour.

%




Chapter Nine
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His wonderful youth seemed
never to leave him

When his servant came in, Dorian looked at him
carefully. “Does he want to look behind the screen?” The
man was quiet and waited for his orders. Dorian lit a ciga-
rette and walked over to the mirror and looked into it. He
could see his sevant’s face perfectly. There was nothing to
be afraid of. Yet he thought it best to be on his guard'.

Speaking very slowly, he told him to tell the house-
keeper’ that he wanted to see her, and then to go to the

frame-maker and ask him to send two of his men round
at once.

' to be on his guard — GuITEL HacTopoxe
* housekeeper — 3KOHOMKa, 1OMOTIPABUTEIbHUIIA
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It seemed to him that as the man left the room his
eyes moved in the direction of the screen. Or was that
just his own fancy?

After a few moments Mrs. Leaf, housekeeper, came
into the library. He asked her for the key of the school-
room.

“The old schoolroom, Mr. Dorian?” she was sur-
prised. “Why, it is full of dust. It is not fit for you to see,
sir. It is not, indeed.”

“Oh, I only want the key.”

“Well, sir, you’ll be covered with spiderwebs if you
go into it. Why, it hasn’t been opened for nearly five
years — not since your grandfather died.”

“That does not matter,” he answered. “I simply
want to see the place — that is all. Give me the key.”

“And here is the key, sir,” said the old lady. “But
you don’t think of living up there, sir?”

“No, no,” he cried. “Thank you, Leaf. That will
do."

As the door closed behind her, Dorian put the key
in his pocket and looked round the room. His eye fell on
a large, purple satin cover, a splendid piece of Italian
cloth. Now it would hide something worse than the death
— something that would breed horrors and yet would
never die. His sins would eat away its beauty and make it
shameful. And yet the picture would still live on. It would
be always alive.

He took up from the sofa the great purple-and-gold
cover, and, holding it in his hands, looked behind the
screen. Did the face change again? It seemed to him that
it was unchanged, and yet his hatred of it was intensified.
Gold hair, blue eyes, and rose-red lips — they all were

' That will do. = It’s OK..
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there. It was the expression that had changed. His own
soul was looking out at him from the picture and calling
him to judgement. A look of pain came across him, and
he put the cover over it. As he did so, a knock came to
the door and his servant came in.

“The persons are here, Monsieur.”

He thought, “I must send him away from home. I
don’t want him to know where the picture will be taken
to.” He sat down at the table and wrote a note to Lord
Henry, asking him to send him something to read and
reminding him that they were to meet at eight-fifteen
that evening.

“Wait for an answer,” he said, handing it to him,
“and show the men in here'.”

In two or three minutes there was another knock,
and Mr. Hubbard himself, the celebrated frame-maker,
came in with a young assistant.

“What can I do for you, Mr. Gray?” he said, rub-
bing his fat hands.

“I am so sorry you have given yourself the trouble
of coming round, Mr. Hubbard. Today I only want a pic-
ture carried to the top of the house for me. It is rather
heavy, so I thought 1 would ask you to lend me a couple
of your men.”

“No trouble at all, Mr. Gray. I am delighted to be
of any service to you. Which is the work of art, sir?”

“This,” replied Dorian. “Can you move it covered,
just as it is? I don’t want it to get scratched going up-
stairs.”

“There will be no difficulty, sir,” said the frame-
maker. “And, now, where shall we carry it to, Mr.
Gray?”

' show the men in here — nposoau aroaeii cioaa
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“I will show you the way, Mr. Hubbard, if you will
kindly follow me. Or perhaps you had better go in front. I
am afraid it is right at the top of the house.”

He held the door open for them, and they passed
out into the hall and began to go upstairs.

“I am afraid it is rather heavy,” said Dorian as he
unlocked the door that opened into the room where he
was going to keep the curious secret of his life and hide
his soul from the eyes of men.

He had not entered the place for more than four
years — not, indeed, since he had used it first as a play-
room when he was a child, and then as a study when he
grew older.

It was a large room, specially built by his grandfa-
ther for him. It appeared to Dorian to have but little
changed. How well he remembered it all! Every moment
of his lonely childhood came back to him as he looked
round. It seemed horrible to him that it was here the fatal
portrait was to be hidden away. How little he had thought
in his childhood of all that was in store for him!!

But there was no other place in the house so se-
cret. He had the key, and no one else could get there.
Beneath its purple cover, the face painted on the canvas
could grow dreadful. What did it matter? No one could
see it. He himself would not see it. Why should he
watch it? He kept his youth — that was enough. And,
besides, his nature can grow finer, after all? There was
no reason that the future will be so full of shame. Some
love can come across his life, and save him from sins.
Perhaps, some day, the cruel look will pass away from
the red lips, and he will show to the world Basil Hall-
ward’s work.

' that was in store for him — uto 66110 yroToBaHO eMy
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No; that was impossible. Hour by hour, and week
by week, the thing on the canvas was growing old. Per-
haps it would escape the horror of sin, but the horror of
age was in store for it. The cheeks would become lifeless.
Yellow crow’s feet' would appear round his eyes and
make them horrible. The hair would lose its brightness.
There would be the wrinkled throat, the cold, blue-
veined hands, the twisted body. The picture had to be
hidden. There was no help for it.2

“Bring it in, Mr. Hubbard, please,” Dorian said,
turning round. “I am sorry I kept you so long. I was
thinking of something else.”

“Always glad to have a rest, Mr. Gray,” answered
the frame-maker. “Where shall we put it, sir?”

“Oh, anywhere. Here: this will do. I don’t want to
have it hung up. Just put it near the wall. Thanks.”

“Can I have one look at the work of art, sir?”

“It would not interest you, Mr. Hubbard,” Dorian
said, keeping his eye on the man. He felt ready to jump
upon him if he touched the secret of his life. “I shan’t
trouble you any more now. Thank you very much.”

“Not at all, not at all, Mr. Gray. Ever ready to do
anything for you, sir.” And Mr. Hubbard went down-
stairs, followed by the assistant. When the sound of their
footsteps had died away, Dorian locked the door and put
the key in his pocket. He felt safe now. No one would
ever look on the horrible thing. No eye but his would
ever see his shame.

On reaching the library, he found that it was just
after five o’clock and that the tea had been already
brought up. On a little table of dark wood was lying a

' crow’s feet = the wrinkles, the lines
2 There was no help for it. = Nothing could be done.
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note from Lord Henry, and beside it was a book in yellow
paper. There was a newspaper on the table too. He sighed
and opened Lord Henry’s note. He sent him the evening
paper, and a book that could interest him, and confirmed
that he would be at the club at eight-fifteen.

He opened the newspaper and looked through it. A
red pencil-mark caught his eye: '

INQUEST ON AN ACTRESS. — An inquest was
held this morning by Mr. Danby, the District Coroner!,
on the body of Sibyl Vane, a young actress. A verdict of
death by misadventure was returned?...

He tore the paper in two and went across the room.
How ugly it all was! And how horribly real ugliness made
things! Why did Lord Henry send the newspaper? Did his
servant read it? Perhaps he had read it. And, yet, what
did it matter? What had Dorian Gray to do with Sibyl
Vane’s death? There was nothing to fear. Dorian Gray
had not killed her.

His eye fell on the yellow book that Lord Henry
had sent him. He took the book, sat down in the arm-
chair and began to turn over the pages. After a few min-
utes he became absorbed’. It was the strangest book that
he had ever read. It seemed to him that the sins of the
world were passing before him. It was a novel without a
plot and with only one character. It was a psychological
study of a young Parisian* who spent his life trying to re-
alize all the passions.

' coromer — KOpPOHep; CJieJ0BaTeb, BEAYILUii Aes1a 00 yOHIICTBe

* Averdict of death by misadventure was returned — YcraHoB/I€HO, 4TO
CMEPTH MPOMU30IILIA OT HECYACTHOTO CIIyYast

* he became absorbed — oH MOJIHOCTBIO MOrPY3UJICS B YTEHHE

% a Parisian = a person who lives in Paris
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It was a poisonous book. Dorian read on till he
could read no more. The book was frightening, full of
strange ideas and dangerous dreams. Then, after his serv-
ant had reminded him several times of the lateness of the
hour, he got up, and put the book on the table that al-
ways stood at his bedside.

It was almost nine o’clock when he reached the
club, where he found Lord Henry sitting alone, in the
morning-room, looking very much bored.

“I am so sorry, Harry,” he cried, “but really it is
your fault. That book you sent me so fascinated me that I
forgot how the time was going.”

“Yes, I thought you would like it,” replied Lord
Henry, rising from his chair.

“I didn’t say I liked it, Harry. I said it fascinated
me. There is a great difference.”

“Ah, you have discovered that?” said Lord Henry.
And they passed into the dining-room.

Dorian read this book many times. For many
years, he could not free himself from the influence of
this book. Or perhaps he never tried to free himself
from it. The hero of the book became to Dorian a type
of himself. And, indeed, the whole book seemed to him
to contain the story of his own life, written before he
had lived it. Dorian thought that he was more fortunate
than the novel’s character. He never knew the fear of
mirrors. But the hero of the book was afraid of them.
Even still water reflected the terrible changings through
years. It was with cruel joy that Dorian read the last
chapters of the book. They told about a man who had
lost everything in his late days®.

"in his late days = when he was old
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The wonderful beauty seemed never to leave Do-
rian. Even those who had heard the most terrible
things against him could not believe anything when
they saw him. He had always the look of one who had
kept himself unspotted! from the world. Men won-
dered how one so charming and graceful had escaped
the sins of our age.

Often, on returning home, he went upstairs to the
locked room, opened the door with the key, and stood,
with a mirror, in front of the portrait. He was looking
now at the evil and aging face on the canvas, and now at
the young face that laughed back at him from the mirror.
The very contrast pleased him. He grew more and more
in love with his own beauty, more and more interested in
the corruption of his own soul’. He examined with a
monstrous and terrible delight, the hideous lines that ap-
peared in the wrinkling forehead or around the mouth.
He was wondering sometimes which were the more hor-
rible — the signs of sin or the signs of age. He placed his
white hands near the hands of the picture, and smiled.
He laughed at the portrait.

There were moments, indeed, at night, when he
thought of the ruin of his soul. But such moments were
rare.’ That curiosity about life which Lord Henry had
showed him grew. The more he knew, the more he
wanted to know.

Yet he enjoyed the life of a rich and fashionable
man. Famous artists and scientists came to his parties
where the food, the music and the conversation were the
best in London. Indeed, there were many, especially

' had kept himself unspotted — coxpannn ce6s He3anATHAHHBIM
* the corruption of his own soul — pa3noxeHue ero ayuu
* But such moments were rare. = But it didn’t happen often.
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among the very young men, who saw in Dorian Gray an
ideal person.

He studied religions of the world and art and
filled his house with beautiful things from every corner
of the world. He was always busy with the search for
new and delightful sensations. He became interested in
perfumes. At another time he studied music, and he
gave curious concerts in his house. The wild primitive
music of gipsies and Indians made a great impression
on him. He collected together from all parts of the
world the strangest instruments. He loved to touch and
try them. The fantastic character of these instruments
fascinated him. He felt a curious delight in the thought
that art, like Nature, has her monsters!, things of ugly
shape and with dreadful voices. Then he took up? the
study of jewels. It lasted for many years. He often
spent a whole day looking at his stones. He discovered
wonderful stories about jewels. He said that the dia-
mond could make a man invisible, and the agate of In-
dia made him brilliant speaker. The cornelian stopped
anger, and the amethyst drove away the fumes of wine,
and the garnet sent out demons. As he studied the
works of art, he got very sad because the time ruined
beautiful and wonderful things. He had escaped that.
Summer followed summer but he was unchanged. No
winter spoiled his flowerlike beauty. How different it
was with material things! Where did they pass to? Eve-
rything that he collected in his lovely house, helped
him to forget his sins and to escape from the fear.

" art ... has her monsters — & cogpemenHoOM AH2AUTICKOM A3bIKE CYUje-
cmeyem mpaouyuoHHaa COOMHECEHHOCMb OMBAEHEHHO20 CYUecmaEu -
meabHoeo art c mecmoumernuamu she/her/herself

? took up = got interested in
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Upon the walls of the lonely locked room where he
had spent his early days, he had hung the terrible por-
trait. Its changing features showed him the real degrada-
tion of his life. For weeks he didn’t go there and forgot
the dreadful painted thing. Then, suddenly, he left his
home and went down to dreadful London places, and
stayed there, day after day, until he was driven away. On
his return he sat in front of the portrait and looked at the
terrible face smiling with secret pleasure.

After a few years he could not stay far from home.
He hated to be separated' from the picture that was such
a part of his life. Yet Dorian was also afraid that someone
could come into the room. He was sure that this would
tell them nothing. Even if he told them, would they be-
lieve it?

Yet he was afraid. Sometimes during his fashiona-
ble parties, he suddenly left his guests and went to see
that the picture was still there. What if it should be sto-
len?? The thought made him cold with horror. Surely the
world would know his secret then. Perhaps the world al-
ready suspected it.

Curious stories about him appeared after he had
passed his twenty-fifth year. He was sometimes away
from home for several days. Same people saw him fight-
ing with sailors in bars. The others said Dorian was
friendly with thieves and other criminals. Sometimes
when he appeared in the society men started whispering
in corners, or turned away from him, or look at him with
cold eyes, trying to discover his secret. Women turned
white when he entered the room.

' He hated to be separated = He hated to be far away
*'What if it should be stolen? — Yo, eciu oHa ykpaneHa?
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Of course, he took no notice and many people only
laughed at such stories. They still loved Dorian. His
charming boyish smile, and the infinite grace of that
wonderful youth seemed never to leave him.

(i.)

Chapter 1én

Come, you will see my soul!

[t was on the ninth of November, the evening before
his thirty-eighth birthday, as he often remembered after-
wards. He was walking home about eleven o’clock from
Lord Henry’s. At the corner of the street, a man passed
him, walking very fast and with the collar of his grey coat
turned up. He had a bag in his hand. Dorian recognized
him. It was Basil Hallward. A strange sense of fear came
over him. He went on quickly in the direction of his own
house. But Hallward saw him and then hurried after him.
In a few moments, his hand was on Dorian’s arm.

“Dorian! What an extraordinary piece of luck!' I
have been waiting for you since nine o’clock. Finally I

'What an extraordinary piece of luck! = How very lucky I am!
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took pity on your tired servant and told him to go to bed,
as he let me out. I am off to Paris by the midnight train,
and I wanted to see you before I left. I thought it was
you, as you passed me. But I wasn’t quite sure. Didn’t
you recognize me?”

“In this fog, my dear Basil? [ can’t even recognize
the street. I believe my house is somewhere about here,
but I’'m not sure. I am sorry you are going away. But I
suppose you will be back soon?”

“No, I am going to be out of England for six
months. 1 want to take a studio in Paris and shut myself
up till I have finished a great picture I have in my head.
However, it wasn’t about myself I wanted to talk. Let me
come in for a moment. I have something to say to you.”

“I'll be very happy. But won’t you miss your train?”
said Dorian Gray and opened the door. Hallward looked
at his watch.

“I have a lot of time,” he answered. “In fact, I was
on my way to the club to look for you, when I met you.
All 1 have with me is in this bag, and I can easily get to
Victoria' in twenty minutes.”

Dorian looked at him and smiled. “What a way for
a fashionable painter to travel! Come in, or the fog will
get into the house. And mind you don’t talk about any-
thing serious. Nothing is serious nowadays. At least noth-
ing should be.”

Hallward shook his head, as he entered, and fol-
lowed Dorian into the library. There was a bright wood
fire burning. The lamps were lit, and on the small elegant
table there were glasses and soda-water.

“You see your servant made me quite at home, Do-
rian. He gave me everything I wanted, including your

' Victoria = the name of the central railway station in London
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best cigarettes. He is a most hospitable creature. I like
him much better than the Frenchman you used to have.
What has become of the Frenchman, by the way?”

“He got married and left for Paris. But he was not
at all a bad servant. He was really very devoted to me and
seemed quite sorry when he went away. Have another
brandy-and-soda?”

“Thanks, I won’t have anything more,” said the
painter, taking his coat off. “And now, I want to speak to
you seriously. Don’t look at me like that. You make it so
much more difficult for me.”

“What is it all about?” cried Dorian. “I hope it is
not about myself. I am tired of myself tonight. 1 should
like to be somebody else.”

“It is about yourself,” answered Hallward in his deep
voice, “and I must say it to you. I shall only keep you half
an hour. It is for your own sake' that I am speaking. I
think it right that you should know that the most dreadful
things are being said against you in London.”

“I don’t wish to know anything about them. I love
scandals about other people, but scandals about myself don’t
interest me. They have not got the charm of novelty?.”

“They must interest you, Dorian. Every gentleman
is interested in his good name. Of course, you have your
position and your wealth. But position and wealth are not
everything. Mind you, I don’t believe these stroies at all..
At least, I can’t believe them when I see you. Sin is a_
thing that writes itself across a man’s face. It cannot be
hidden. It shows itself in the lines of his mouth, his eyes,
even his hands. But you, Dorian, with your bright, inno-
cent face, and your wonderful untroubled youth — I can’t

' It is for your own sake — 3710 B BalIMX Ke HHTEpecax
* the charm of novelty — nipesiecTs HOBM3HBI
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believe anything against you. And yet I see you very sel-
dom, and you never come down to the studio now, and
when I am away from you, and I hear all these terrible
things about you, I don’t know what to say. Why is it,
Dorian, that the Duke of Berwick leaves the room when
you enter it? Why is it that so many gentlemen in London
don’t come to your house and don’t invite you to theirs?
You used to be a friend of Lord Staveley. I met him at
dinner last week. When he heard your name, he said that
you were a man whom no girl should be allowed to know.
I reminded him that I was a friend of yours, and asked
him what he meant. He told me. He told me right out
before everybody. It was horrible! Why is your friendship
so fatal to young men? There was that poor boy who
killed himself. You were his great friend. There was Sir
Henry Ashton, who had to leave England. You and he
were friends too. What about Adrian Singleton and his
dreadful end? What about Lord Kent’s only son and his
career? I met his father yesterday. He seemed broken
with shame.! What about the young Duke of Perth? What
sort of life has he got now?” |

“Stop, Basil. You are talking about things of which
you know nothing,” said Dorian Gray, biting his lip. “You
ask me why Berwick leaves a room when I enter it. It is
because I know everything about his life, not because he
knows anything about mine. If Kent’s silly son takes his
wife from the streets, what is that to me? If Adrian Single-
ton writes his friend’s name across a bill?, is it my fault?”

“Dorian,” cried Hallward, “that is not the ques-
tion. England is bad enough, I know, and English society

' He seemed broken with shame. — OH ci1omieH no3opowm.
* writes his friend’s name across a bill — noanmuUceIBaeT YeK UMEHEM
CBOETO JApyra
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is all wrong. That is the reason why I want you to be fine.
You have not been fine. One has a right to judge of a
man by the effect he has over his friends. You have filled
them with a madness for pleasure. They have gone down
into the depths. You led them there. Yes, and yet you can
smile, as you are smiling now. And there is worse behind.
[ know you and Harry are friends. Surely for that reason,
vou should not have made his sister’s name a by-word'.”

“Take care, Basil. You go too far.”

“I must speak, and you must listen. Is there a wom-
an in London now who would drive with her in the park?
Then there are other stories — stories that you have been
seen visiting dreadful London houses. Are the stories
true? When 1 first heard them, | laughed. What about
your country-house and the life that is led there? Dorian,
vou don’t know what is said about you. Dorian, I love
you and I want you to lead such a life as will make the
world respect you. I want you to have a clean name. |
want you to get rid of the dreadful people. Don’t look at
me like that. They say that you corrupt every one with
whom you become friends. I don’t know whether it is so
or not. How should I know? But it is said of you. Do I
know you? I wonder do I know you? Before I could an-
swer that, I should have to see your soul.”

“To see my soul!” quietly said Dorian Gray, stand-
ing up from the sofa and turning white from fear.

“Yes,” answered Hallward, “to see your soul. But
only God can do that.”

A laugh came from the lips of the younger man.
“You shall see it yourself, tonight!” he cried, taking a
lamp from the table. “Come: it is your own work. Why

' you should not have made his sister’s name a by-word — BaM He ciiez10-
BaJIO OBI MO30PUTh UMSA €T0 CECTPHI
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shouldn’t you look at it? You can tell the world all about
it afterwards, if you choose. Nobody would believe you. If
they believed you, they would like me all the better for it.
Come, you will see my soul.”

There was the madness in every word he said.

“This is impossible, Dorian!” Hallward cried. “You
must not say things like that. They are horrible, and they
don’t mean anything.”

“You think so?” He laughed again.

“I know so. As for what I said to you tonight, I said
it for your good'. You know I have been always a friend
to you.” |

Pain shot across the painter’s face. He paused for a
moment, and a wild feeling of pity came over him. After
all, what right had he to enter the life of Dorian Gray?

“I am waiting, Basil,” said the young man in a hard
clear voice. _

“What I have to say is this,” Basil cried. “You must
give me some answer to these horrible charges? that are
made against you. If you tell me that they are absolutely
untrue from beginning to end, I shall believe you. Deny
them, Dorian, deny them! My God! Don’t tell me that
you are bad, and corrupt, and shameful.”

Dorian Gray smiled. “Come upstairs, Basil,” he
said, quietly. “I keep a diary of my life from day to day,
and it never leaves the room in which it is written. I shall
show it to you if you come with me.”

“I shall come with you, Dorian, if you wish it. I see
| have missed my train. That makes no matter. I can g0

tomorrow. But don’t ask me to read anything tonight. All
I want is a true answer to my question.”
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“That shall be given to you upstairs. I could not give
it here. You will not have to read long.”

He left the room and Basil followed him. They
walked softly and the lamp gave fantastic shadows on the
wall and staircase. When they reached the top, Dorian
unlocked the door.

“You want to know it, Basil?” he asked in a low voice.

“Yes.o

“I am delighted,” he answered, smiling. “You are the
one man in the world who has right to know everything
about me. You have had more to do with my life than you
think!,” and he opened the door and they went in.

The room looked as if it had not been lived in for
years. An old carpet, a covered picture, an empty bookcase,
a chair and a table. The whole place was covered with dust
and the carpet was in holes. A mouse ran across the room.

“So you think that it is only God who sees the soul,
Basil? Draw that curtain back, and you will see mine.”

The voice that spoke was cold and cruel. “You are
mad, Dorian, or playing a part,” said Hallward.

“You won’t? Then I must do it myself,” said the
young man, and he drew the curtain away.

A word of horror broke from the painter’s lips as he
saw the dreadful face on the canvas grinning at him. There
was something in its expression that filled him with disgust
and terror. Good heavens! It was Dorian Gray’s own face
that he was looking at! The horror had not yet entirely
spoiled that wonderful beauty. There was still some gold in
the hair and some red on the mouth. The eyes had kept
something of the loveliness. Yes, it was Dorian himself.
But who had done it? He seemed to recognize his own

' You have had more to do with my life than you think = You have
influenced my life more than you think
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work. The idea was monstrous, yet he felt afraid. He took
the lamp, and held it to the picture. In the left-hand cor-
ner was his own name. But he had never done that. Still, it
was his own picture. He knew it. His own picture! What
did it mean? Why had it changed? He turned and looked at
Dorian Gray with the eyes of a sick man. He couldn’t say
a word. “What does this mean?” cried Hallward, at last.
His own voice sounded curious in his ears.

“Years ago;, when I was a boy,” said Dorian Gray,
“you met me and taught me to be proud of my good
looks. One day you introduced me to a friend of yours,
who explained to me the wonder of youth. You finished a
portrait of me that revealed to me the wonder of beauty.
In a mad moment that, even now, I don’t know whether
I regret or not, | made a wish...”

“I remember it! Oh, how well I remember it! No!
The thing is impossible. 1 tell you the thing is impossible.”

“Ah, what is impossible?” asked the young man.

“You told me you had destroyed it.”

“I was wrong. It has destroyed me.”

“I don’t believe it is my picture.”

“Can’t you see your ideal in it?” said Dorian bitterly.

“My ideal, as you call it...”

“As you called it.”

“There was nothing evil in it, nothing shameful.
You were to me such an ideal as I shall never meet again.
This is the face of a satyr.”

“It is the face of my soul.”

“Christ! It has the eyes of a devil.” _

“Each of us has heaven and hell in him, Basil,”
cried Dorian.

Hallward turned again to the portrait and looked at
it. “My God! If it is true,” he said, “and this is what you
have done with your life!”
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He came nearer to the picture and examined it. It
was from within, that the horror had come. Through
some strange inner life the sins were slowly eating the
thing away. The rotting of a corpse in a watery grave was
not so fearful.!

“Good God, Dorian, what a lesson! What an awful
lesson!”

There was no answer.

“Pray, Dorian, pray. Let us say that together. I
worshipped you too much. I am punished for it. You
worshipped yourself too much. We are both punished.”

Dorian Gray turned slowly around and looked at him.

“It is too late, Basil,” he said. “The pray means
nothing to me now.”

“Hush! Don’t say that. You have done enough evil
in your life. My God! Don’t you see that terrible face
smiling at us?”

Dorian Gray looked at the picture, and suddenly
hatred for Basil Hallward came over him. The mad pas-
sion of a hunted animal came to life inside him. He hated
the man who had painted that portrait. He looked wildly
around. Something was shining on the table. His eye fell
on it. He knew what it was.

It was a knife that he had brought up, some days
before, and had forgotten to take away with him. He
moved slowly towards it. As soon as he got behind him,
he quickly took it, rushed at Hallward and dug the knife
into his neck. Then he hit Hallward three more times.
The man’s head fell forwards. And the blood ran slowly
across the table and down on the floor. His friend was
dead. Then he threw the knife on the table, and listened.

' The rotting of a corpse in a watery grave was not so fearful. — 3to
OBUTO CTpalllHEE, YEM PA3JIOKEHME TEJIa B CBIPOM MOTHJIE.
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He could hear nothing. He opened the door and
went out. The house was absolutely quiet. No one was
about. How quickly it had all been done! He felt strangely
calm. Then he left the room. He did not even look at the
murdered man. Many years ago the artist painted the fa-
tal portrait. Now he had gone out of his life. That was
enough.

When Dorian came into the library, he saw the bag
and coat in the corner. He had a secret place in his house
where he hid the bag and the coat. He could easily burn
them afterwards. Then he looked at his watch. It was
twenty minutes to two.

He sat down and began to think. What evidence
was there against him? Basil Hallward had left the house
at eleven. No one had seen him come in again. His serv-
ant had gone to bed... Paris! Yes. It was to Paris that Bas-
il had gone, and by the midnight train. It would be
months before people asked where he was. Months! Eve-
rything could be destroyed long before then.

A sudden thought came to him. He put on his coat
and went out. Then he rang the bell. In about five min-
utes his servant appeared, half-dressed and looking very
sleepy.

“I am sorry, Francis,” he said, coming in; “but I
left the key at home. What time is it?”

“Ten minutes past two, sir,” answered the man,
looking at the clock.

“Ten minutes past two? How horribly late! You
must wake me at nine tomorrow. I have some work to do.
Did anyone call this evening?”

“Mr. Hallward, sir. He stayed here till eleven, and
then he went away to catch his train.”

“Oh! I am sorry I didn’t see him. Did he leave any
message?”
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“No, sir, except that he would write to you from
Paris, if he did not find you at the club.”

“That will do, Francis. Don’t forget to call me at
nine tomorrow.”

Dorian Gray threw his coat on the table and passed
into the library. For a quarter of an hour he walked up
and down the room, thinking. Then he took down his

addressbook and began to turn over the pages.
“Alan Campbell, 152, Hertford Street, Mayfair.”

Yes; that was the man he wanted.

S

Chapter Eleven
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“You are mad, Dorian.”

At nine o’clock the next morning his servant came
in with a cup of chocolate. Dorian was sleeping quite
peacefully, lying on his right side. He looked like a boy
who had been tired out' with play or study.

The man had to touch him twice on the shoulder
before he woke. When he opened his eyes, a smile passed
across his lips, as though he had been lost in some de-
lightful dream. Yet he had not dreamed at all. His night
had been untroubled by any images. But vouth smiles
without any reason. It is one of its chiefest charms.

He turned round, began to drink his chocolate. The
November sun came into the room. The sky was bright,

" tired out = very tired
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and the air was rather warm. It was almost like a morn-
ing in May. Then he remembered what had happened
last night. For a moment the same curious feeling of ha-
tred for Basil Hallward came back to him, and he grew
cold. The dead man was still sitting there, too, and in the
sunlight now. How horrible that was! Such dreadful
things belong to the darkness, not for the day. He had to
do something.

Half an hour later he got up in a hurry, dressed and
got down for breakfast. After he had drunk his cup of
black coffee, he wrote two letters. One he put in his
pocket, the other he gave to his man.

“Take this to 152, Hertford Street, Francis, and if
Mr. Campbell is out of town, get his address.”

As soon as he was alone, he lit a cigarette and began
drawing on a piece of paper, drawing first flowers, and
then human faces. Suddenly he saw that every face had a
fantastic likeness to! Basil Hallward. He got angry, and
getting up, went over to the bookcase and took out a
book. He decided not to think about what had happened
until it became absolutely necessary that he should do so.
He started reading it but after a time the book fell from
his hand. He grew nervous, and terror came over him.
Perhaps Alan Campbell is out of England. Perhaps he
would refuse to come. What could he do then? Every
moment was of great importance.

They had been great friends five years ago. Then
their friendship came suddenly to an end. When they
met now, it was only Dorian Gray who smiled: Alan
Campbell never did. He was an extremely clever young
man. He loved science. At Cambridge he spent a great
deal of his time working in the laboratory. He was de-

' had a fantastic likeness to = looked exactly like
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voted to the study of chemistry, and had a laboratory
of his own in which he used to shut himself up all day
long. He was a talented musician and played both the
violin and the piano. In fact, it was music that had first
brought him and Dorian Gray together. For eighteen
months their friendship lasted. To him, as to many
others, Dorian Gray was the type of everything that is
wonderful in life. Whether or not a quarrel had taken
place between them no one ever knew. But suddenly
people noticed that they didn’t speak when they met.
Campbell always went away early from any party at
which Dorian Gray was present. He had changed, too.
He was strangely melancholy at times. He almost dis-
liked hearing music, and never played himself. Every
day he became more interested in biology, and his
name appeared once or twice in some of the scientific
magazines.

This was the man Dorian Gray was waiting for.
Every second he kept looking at the clock. As the min-
utes went by he became very nervous. At last he got up
and began to go up and down the room, looking like a
beautiful caged thing'. His hands were as cold as ice.
Each minute seemed an hour for Dorian.

At last the door opened and his servant came in.

“Mr. Campbell, sir,” said the man.

The colour came back to Dorian’s cheeks.

“Ask him to come in at once, Francis.” He felt that
he was himself again.
| In a few moments, Alan Campbell walked in, look-
ing rather pale.

“Alan! This is kind of you. I thank you for coming.”

looking like a beautiful caged thing — c10BHO KpacHBblIii 3Bepb, KOTO-
PbIM MEYeTCH B KJIETKE
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“l] had decided never to come into your house
again, Gray. But you said it was a matter of life and
death.” His voice was hard and cold.

“Yes: it is a matter of life and death, Alan, and to
more than one person. Sit down.”

Campbell took a chair by the table, and Dorian sat
opposite to him. The two men’s eyes met. In Dorian’s
there was infinite pity. He knew that what he was going
to do was dreadful. After a moment of silence, he said,
very quietly, but watching the effect of each word upon
the face of Alan, “Listen, in a locked room at the top of
this house, a dead man is seated at a table. He has been
dead ten hours now. Don’t move, and don’t look at me
like that. Who the man is, why he died, how he died, I
won’t tell you. What you have to do is this™

“Stop, Gray. I don’t want to know anything further.
Whether what you have told me is true or not true doesn’t
matter. I’m not going to come into your life. Keep your hor -
rible secrets to yourself. They don’t interest me any more.”

“Alan, they will have to interest you. This one will
have to interest you. I am awfully sorry for you, Alan. But
[ can’t help myself. You are the one man who is able to
save me. Alan, you are scientific. You know about chem-
istry and things of that kind. You have made experiments.
What you have got to do is to destroy the thing that is
upstairs — to destroy it completely. Nobody saw this per-
son come into the house. Indeed, at the present moment
he is supposed to be in Paris'. He will not be missed for
months. You, Alan, you must change him, and every-
thing that belongs to him, into a handful of ashes.”

“You are mad, Dorian.”

“Ah! I was waiting for you to call me Dorian.”

" he is supposed to be in Paris = people think he is in Paris
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“You are mad, I tell you — mad to imagine that I
would help you, mad to make this monstrous deed. I will
have nothing to do with this matter, whatever it is.”

“He killed himself, Alan.”

“I am glad of that. But who drove him to it? You, I
think.”

“Do you still refuse to do this for me?”

“Of course I refuse. I will have absolutely nothing
to do with it. I don’t care what shame comes on you. You
have come 'to the wrong man. Go to some of your
friends. Don’t come to me.”

“Alan, it was murder. I killed him. You don’t know
what he had made. Whatever my life is, he had more to
do with the making of it than poor Harry has had.! Per-
haps he didn’t want it, the result was the same.”

“Murder! Good God, Dorian, is that what you have
come to? I shall not inform upon you.? It is not my busi-
ness. I hope you will be arrested soon. Nobody ever com-
mits a crime without doing something stupid. But I will
have nothing to do with it.”

“You must have something to do with it. Wait, wait
a moment; listen to me. Only listen, Alan. All I ask of
you is to perform a scientific experiment. You go.to hos-
pitals and dead-houses. What I want you to do is what
you have often done before. Indeed, I want you to destroy
a body. Nothing more. And, remember, it is the only ev-
idence against me. If it is discovered, I am lost; and it is
sure to be discovered unless you help me.”

' Whatever my life is, he had more to do with the making of it than poor
Harry has had. — B ToM; 4TO XXHM3Hb MO$I CJIOKMJIACh TaK, a4 HE HHAYE,
OH BHHOBAT 00Jbllle, YeM OeaHblit [appu.

* I shall not inform upon you. = I won’t tell the police that you have done
that,
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“1 have no desire to help you. You forget that. It
has nothing to do with me.!”

“Alan, think of the position I am in. Just before you
came I was dying of terror. You may know terror yourself
some day. No! Don’t think of that. Look at it from the
scientific point of view. You don’t ask questions where
the dead things for your experiments come from. Don’t
ask them now. I have told you too much as it is. We were
friends once, Alan.”

“Don’t speak about those days, Dorian — they are
dead.”

“Please, Alan. The man upstairs will not go away.
Alan! Alan! If you don’t help me, I am ruined. Why, they
will hang me, Alan! Don’t you understand? They will
hang me for what I have done.”

“There is no good in continuing our talk. I will not
do anything in the matter. It is mad of you to ask me.”

“You refuse?”

“Yes. It is useless.”

The same look of pity came into Dorian Gray’s
eyes. Then he stretched out his hand, took a piece of pa-
per, and wrote something on it. He read it over twice and
pushed it across the table. Then he got up and went over
to the window.

Campbell looked at him in surprise, and then took
up the paper, and opened it. As he read it, his face be-
came pale and he fell back in his chair. A horrible sense
of sickness came over him. He felt as if his heart was
beating itself to death.

After two or three minutes of terrible silence, Dori-
an turned round and came and stood behind him, putting
his hand upon his shoulder.

' It has nothing to do with me. — D10 coBepLIEHHO MeHS HE KacaeTcs.
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“I am so sorry for you, Alan,” he said “but you
leave me no choice. I have a letter written already. Here
it 1s. You see the address. If you don’t help me, I must
send.it. If you don’t help me, I will send it. You know
what the result will be. But now you are going to help me.
[t is impossible for you to refuse now. Now it is for me to
dictate terms.”

Campbell buried his face in his hands.

“Yes, it is my turn to dictate terms, Alan. You
know what they are. The thing is quite simple. The thing
has to be done. Face it, and do it. Come, Alan, you must
decide at once.”

“I cannot do it,” he said, mechanically, as though
words could change things.

“You must. You have no choice.”

“Is there a fire in the room upstairs?”

“Yes.”

“I shall have to go home and get some things from
the Taboratory.” .

“No, Alan, you must not leave the house. Write out
what you want and my servant will bring the things back
to you.”

Campbell wrote a note to his assistant. Dorian took
the note up and read it carefully. Then he rang the bell
and gave it to his servant. He ordered him to return as
soon as possible and to bring the things with him.

As the door shut, Campbell started nervously. He
got up from the chair and went to the fireplace. For near-
ly twenty minutes, neither of the men spoke. A fly
buzzed noisily about the room, and the ticking of the
clock was like the beat of a hammer. As the clock struck
one, Campbell turned round, and looking at Dorian
Gray, saw that his eyes were filled with tears.

“You are terrible, absolutely terrible!” he said quietly.
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“Hush, Alan. You have saved my life,” said Dorian.

“Your life? Good heavens! What a life that is! You
have gone from corruption to corruption, and now you
have committed the crime. In doing what I am going to
do — what you make me do — it is not of your life that I
am thinking.”

“Ah, Alan,” said Dorian, “I wish you had a thou-
sandth part' of the pity for me that I have for you.” He
turned away as he spoke and stood looking out at the gar-

den. Campbell made no answer.

After about ten minutes a knock came to the door,
and the servant entered, carrying a large bag full of
chemicals.

“Shall I leave the things here, sir?” he asked

Campbell.
“Yes,” said Dorian. “What is the name of the man

who sells the best orchids in London?”

“Harden, sir.”

“Yes, Harden. You must go to him at once, se¢
Harden personally, and tell him to send twice as many
orchids as I ordered, and to have as few white ones as
possible. In fact, I don’t want any white ones.”

“No trouble, sir. At what time shall I be back?”

Dorian looked at Campbell.

“How long will your experiment take, Alan?” he
said in a calm indifferent voice. The presence of a third
person in the room seemed to give him extraordinary
courage.

Campbell bit his lip. “It will take about five hours,”
he answered.

“It will be time enough, then, if you are back at
half-past seven, Francis. Or stay: just leave my things out

| a thousandth part — TeicAYHaA 1014
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for dressing. You can have the evening to yourself. I am
not dining at home, so I shall not want you.”

“Thank you, sir,” said the man, leaving the room.

“Now, Alan, there is not a moment to be lost. How
heavy this chest is! I'll take it for you. You bring the oth-
er things.”

They left the room together. When they reached
the locked room, Dorian took out the key and turned it
in the lock. Then he stopped, and a troubled look came
into his eyes. “I don’t think I can go in, Alan,” he said.

“It is nothing to me,” said Campbell coldly.

Dorian half opened the door. As he did so, he saw
the face of his portrait in the sunlight. On the floor in
front of it the curtain was lying. He remembered that the
night before he had forgotten, for the first time in his
life, to hide the fatal canvas.

What was that terrible red thing on one of the
hands? It was blood! How horrible it was! More horrible,
1t seemed to him for the moment, than the silent dead
thing at the table. He quickly came into the room and
covered the picture with the cloth. He heard Campbell
bringing in the heavy bag and the other things that he
needed for his dreadful work. He began to wonder if he
and Basil Hallward had ever met, and, if so, what they
had thought of each other.

“Leave me now,” said a voice behind him.

He turned and hurried out. As he was going down-
stairs, he heard the key being turned in the lock.

It was long after seven when Campbell came back
into the library. He was pale, but absolutely calm. “I have
done what you asked me to do,” he said. “And now,
good-bye. Let us never see each other again.”

“You have saved me from ruin, Alan. I cannot for-
get that,” said Dorian simply.
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As soon as Campbell had left, he went upstairs.
There was a horrible smell of nitric acid! in the room.
But the dead thing that had been sitting at the table was

gone.

! nitric acid — a3oTHas KUc/0TAa

Chapter Twelve
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Devil’s bargain

That evening, at eight-thirty, beautifully dressed,
Dorian Gray came into Lady Narborough’s drawing-
room. He felt wildly excited, but he was smiling as easy
and graceful as ever. Certainly no one looking at Dorian
Gray that night could have an idea that he had passed
through a tragedy. For a moment Dorian himself felt the
terrible pleasure of a double life.

It was a small party. Lady Narborough was a very
clever woman and Dorian was one of her favourites. She
always told him that she was glad she had not met him in
early life. “I know, my dear, I should have fallen madly in
love with you!,” she used to say.

' T should have fallen madly in love with you — 5 Bjitobunach Obi B Bac 10
De3yMus
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Dorian said a graceful compliment and looked
round the room. Yes: it was certainly a boring party.
But when Dorian heard Henry’s slow musical voice,
he didn’t feel bored any more. But at dinner he could
not eat anything. Plate after plate went away untasted.
Now and then Lord Henry looked across at him, won-
dering at his silence. From time to time the servant
filled his glass with champagne. He drank in a hurry,
but his thirst grew.

“Dorian,” said Lord Henry at last, “what is the
matter with you tonight? You are quite out of sorts.!”

“I am quite well, Harry. I am tired. That is all.”

“You were charming last night. By the way, Dori-
an, you ran off very early last night. You left before elev-
en. What did you do afterwards? Did you go straight
home?”

Dorian looked at him hurriedly. “No, Harry,” he
said at last, “I did not get home till nearly three.”

“Did you go to the club?”

“Yes,” he answered. Then he bit his lip. “No, I
don’t mean that. I didn’t go to the club. I walked about. |
forget what I did... How curious you are, Harry! You al-
ways want to know what one has been doing. 1 always
want to forget what I have been doing. | came in at half-
past two, if you wish to know the exact time. I had left
my key at home, and my servant had to let me in. If you
want any evidence on the subject, you can ask him.”

Lord Henry looked at him with surprise. “My dear
fellow! Something has happened to you, Dorian. Tell me
what it is. You are not yourself tonight.”

“Don’t mind me, Harry. I am out of temper. I shall
come round and see you tomorrow or next day. Make my

' You are quite out of sorts. — Bsl Ha ce6s1 He TOX0XM.
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excuses to Lady Narborough.!' I shan’t go upstairs. I shall
go home. I must go home.”

“All right, Dorian. I hope to see you tomorrow at
tea-time.”

“I will try to be there, Harry,” he said, leaving the
room. As he drove back to his own house, he felt that the
sense of terror come back to him. Lord Henry’s question
had made him lose his nerves for the moment. Basil’s
things had to be destroyed. He was afraid. He hated the
idea of even touching them. Yet it had to be done. He
realized that, and when he had locked the door of his li-
brary, he opened the secret place into which he had hid-
den Basil Hallward’s coat and bag. A huge fire was burn-
ing in his room. The smell of the burning leather and
cloth was horrible. It took him three-quarters of an hour
to finish everything. At the end he felt sick.

Suddenly he started and his eyes grew strangely
bright. He wanted to forget everything for a while. He
wanted to escape from the prison of life and to lose him-
self in the dreamland. In a moment he left the room and
came into the bedroom.

At midnight Dorian Gray, dressed as a poor man,
went out of his house. In Bond Street he found a cab.
The man shook his head. “It is too far for me," he said.

“I’ll pay you well,” said Dorian.

“All right, sir,” answered the man, “you will be
there in an hour.”

A cold rain began to fall, and the street-lamps
looked ghastly in it. The pubs were just closing, and men
and women were standing in groups round their doors.
From some of them came the sound of horrible laughter.

' Make my excuses to Lady Narborough. — Ilepenaii neau Hapbopo
MOH U3BHHCHHA.
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Lying back in the cab, Dorian Gray watched the
shame of the great city, and now and then he repeated to
himself the words that Lord Henry had said to him on
the first day they had met: “To cure the soul by means of
the senses, and the senses by means of the soul.!” Yes,
that was the secret. He had often tried it, and would try it
again now. There were opium dens? where the memory
of old sins could be destroyed by the madness of sins that
were new. The moon hung low in the sky like a yellow
skull. From time to time a huge ugly cloud stretched a
long arm across and hid it. The gas-lamps grew fewer,
and the streets more narrow and gloomy.

To cure the soul by means of the senses, and the
senses by means of the soul!

How the words rang in his ears! His soul, certainly,
was sick to death. Was it true that the senses could cure
it? What could help it? The forgiveness was impossible,
forgetfulness was possible still. Dorian wanted to forget
what he had done. Indeed, what right had Basil to have
spoken to him like that? Who had made him a judge over
him?

The cab was going more and more slowly. Dorian
looked out and called to the man to drive faster. The
dreadful hunger for opium grew inside. His throat burned
and his delicate hands trembled nervously. The way
seemed endless and the streets looked like the black spi-
derweb. The monotony became unbearable, and as the
mist thickened, he felt afraid.

It 1s said that passion makes one think in a circle.
He could think only about that Henry’s phrase — “To

' To cure the soul by means of the senses, and the senses by means of the
soul. — Jleuute ay1ury OLLYLLIEHHUSAMH, a OLIYILEHHS ITYCTh JIEYNT AYLIA.
2 opium den — NPUTOH /UIsi KYPHJIBLILUKOB OMUYyMa
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cure the soul by means of the senses, and the senses by
means of the soul.” He could feel nothing but the wild
desire to live, most terrible of all man’s appetites. Ugli-
ness that had once been hateful to him because it made
things - real, became dear to him now for that very rea-
son. Ugliness was the one reality. The dirty opium dens,
the rude life, the thieves and criminals interested him
more now than all the wonderful works of art. They
were what he needed for forgetfulness. In three days he
would be free.

In about seven or eight minutes he reached a small
dirty house. In one of the top-windows stood a lamp. He
stopped and gave a knock. After a little time he heard
steps in the passage and the door opened quietly. He
went in without saying a word. At the end of the hall
there was an old green curtain. He drew it away and en-
tered a long low room. It was rather dark and smelly. The
floor was covered with brown dust. In one corner, with
his head buried in his arms, a sailor sat at the table. Two
unpleasant women were laughing at an old man who was
brushing his coat. “He thinks he’s got red ants on him,”
laughed one of them, as Dorian passed by. The man
looked at her in terror and began to cry.

At the end of the room there was a little staircase,
leading to a dark room. As Dorian hurried up its three
steps, the heavy smell of opium met him. He made a deep
breath with pleasure. When he entered, a young man
with yvellow hair, looked up at him.

“You here, Adrian?” said Dorian.

“Where else should I be?” he answered. “None of
my friends will speak to me now.”

“I thought you had left England.”

“As long as one has this thing, one doesn’t want
friends. I think I have had too many friends.”
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Dorian looked round at the grotesque things that
- _ gi e lay in such fantastic postures on the dirty floor. The
e e twisted limbs, the gaping mouths, the staring lustreless

i e

: i eyes, fascinated him.! He knew what they felt. They felt
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better than he did. He was prisoned in thought. Memory,
like a horrible ilness, was eating his soul away. From time
to time he seemed to see the eyes of Basil looking at him.
Yet he felt he could not stay. He wanted to be where no
one would know who he was. He wanted to escape from
himself. “I am going on to the other place,” he said after
a pause. He didn’t want to see the man who used to be
his friend. “Good night, then.”

*“Good night,” answered the young man.

Dorian walked to the door with a look of pain in his
face. As he drew the curtain aside, a dreadful laugh broke
from the painted lips of a woman. “There goes the devil’s
bargain!?” she cried out.

“Don’t call me that!” Dorian answered.

“Prince Charming is what you like to be called,
isn’t it?” she asked.

The sleepy sailor jumped to his feet as she spoke,
and looked wildly round. The sound of the door fell on
his ear. He ran out into the darkness and saw Dorian
Gray going away.

Dorian walked quickly along the road, but as he
reached a corner, hands closed around his neck. Before
be had time to do something, he was pushed back against
the wall. He fought madly for life. In a second he saw the

' The twisted limbs, the gaping mouths, the staring lustreless eyes,
fascinated him. — CynopoXHo CKplOYeHHBIE PYKH H HOTH, pPa3uHY-
TbI€ PThl, OCTAHOBHUBILKMECHA TYCKJIbIE 3paYKH — BCE 3TO 3aBOpaKMBa-
J10 €10,

’There goes the devil’s bargain! — Bot yxoaut 1o6s1ya npssona!
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revolver, pointing straight at his head. “What do you
want?” he asked a short dark man.

“Keep quiet,” said the man. “If you move, I'll kill you.”

“You are mad. What have I done to you?”

“You destroyed the life of Sibyl Vane,” was the
answer, “and Sibyl Vane killed herself. She was my
sister. I know it. I swore I would kill you in return. For
years I have looked for you. The two people who could
describe you are dead. I knew nothing of you but the
pet name she used to call you. I heard it tonight by
chance. Make your peace with God, for tonight you
are going to die.”

Dorian Gray grew sick with fear. “I never knew
her,” he said. “I never heard of her. You are mad.”

“Down on your knees!” cried the man. There was a
horrible moment. Dorian did not know what to say or do.

“I give you one minute to make your peace! —
no more. | leave England for India, and I must do my
job first.”

Paralysed with terror, Dorian did not know what
to do. Suddenly a wild hope came across. “Stop,” he
cried. “How long ago is it since your sister died? Quick,
tell me!”

“Eighteen years,” said the man. “Why do you ask
me? What do years matter?”

“Eighteen years,” laughed Dorian Gray, with tri-
umph in his voice. “Eighteen years! Just look at my face!”

James Vane took Dorian Gray to the light. There
he saw the face of a twenty-year-old boy. He was too
young. This was not the man who had destroyed Sibyl’s
life. “My God! my God!” James cried, “and I nearly
murdered you! Forgive me, sir.”

' to make your peace — 4TOOBI TOMOJIUTHLCA
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“You had better go home and put that gun away, or
you may get into trouble,” said Dorian, turning round
and going slowly down the street.

James Vane stood near the lamp in horror. He was
trembling from head to foot. After a little while, a black
shadow moved out into the light and came close to him.
He felt a hand on his arm and looked round. It was one
of the women who had been drinking at the bar. “Why
didn’t you kill him?” she asked. “I knew you were follow-
ing him when you ran out. You fool! You should have
killed him.! He has lots of money, and he’s as bad as
bad.”

“He is not the man I am looking for,” he answered,
“and I want no man’s money. I want a man’s life. The
man whose life I want must be nearly forty now. This one
is little more than a boy. Thank God, I have not got his
blood upon my hands.”

The woman gave a bitter laugh. “Little more than a
boy! I've known him for eighteen years. Prince Charming
made me what | am.”

“You lie!” cried James Vane.

“Before God I am telling the truth,” she cried.

“Before God?”

“He is the worst one that comes here. They say he
has sold himself to the devil for a pretty face. I’ve known
him for eighteen years. He hasn’t changed much since
then.”

“You swear it?”

“l swear it, but don’t give me away to him. I am
afraid of him.”

James ran to the corner of the street, but Dorian
Gray had disappeared.

' You should have killed him. — TeGe ciiexoBasio Obl €ero youTh.
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Let it live

A week later Dorian Gray was at his house in the
country, where he had invited Lord Henry and several
other friends. Among them was the pretty Duchess of
Monmouth with her old husband. She seemed to like
Dorian very much.

It was tea-time, and the warm light of the huge
lamp that stood on the table lit up the delicate cups. The
friends were having tea and laughing and talking about
the evening party.

“Let me get you some orchids, Duchess,” cried
Dorian, starting to his feet.

“I hope you are not in love with Dorian, my dear.
He is very dangerous. You had better take care,” said
Lord Henry to Duchess of Monmouth.
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“If he were not, there would be no battle. How long
Mr. Gray is! Let us go and help him. I have not yet told
him the colour of my dress.”

“Ah! You must suit your dress to his flowers...”

He had hardly finished the sentence before they
heard the dull sound of a heavy fall. Everybody started up.
The Duchess stood motionless in horror. And with fear
in his eyes, Lord Henry ran out of the room. He found
Dorian Gray lying face downwards on the floor. He was
carried at once into the blue drawing-room and laid upon
on a sofa.

“What has happened?” he asked at last. “Oh! I re-
member. Am [ safe here, Harry?” He began to tremble.

“My dear Dorian,” answered Lord Henry, “you are
not well. You had better not come down to dinner. I will
take you to your place.”

“No, I will come down. I would rather come down.
[ must not be alone.” He went to his room and dressed.
Now and then cold fear and terror ran through him. He
had seen the face of James Vane, pressed against the win-
dow and watching him.

The next day he did not leave the house, and, in-
deed, spent most of the time in his own room. He was
sick with a wild terror of dying, and yet indifferent to life
itself. If the curtain trembled in the wind, he shook. The
dead leaves that were blown against the windows fright-
ened him. When he closed his eyes, he saw again the sail-
or’s face looking through the glass. Horror seemed laid
its hand upon his heart. He tried to tell himself that he
had dreamt it. Yes, it was impossible. Sibyl Vane’s broth-
er had not come back to kill him. He had sailed away in
his ship. From him he was safe. Why, the man did not
know who he was, could not know who he was. The
mask of youth had saved him. And yet the fear stayed
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with him. Oh! In what a wild hour of madness he had
killed his friend! He saw it all again. Each dreadful detail
came back to him. When Lord Henry came in at six
o’clock, he found him crying as one whose heart will
break.

It was not till the third day that he went out. It was
a bright clear winter morning and the friends were going
to hunt in the forest. Dorian joined the shooting-party.
Near the forest he saw Sir Geoffrey Clouston, the Duch-
ess’s brother, and came up to him. “Have you had good
sport, Geoffrey?” he asked.

“Not very good, Dorian. I think most of the birds
have gone to the open. I hope it will be better after lunch,
when we get to new place.”

The cold clear air, the sounds and the smells of the
forest filled Dorian with happiness. Suddenly, with up-
right ears and long legs, started a hare. It disappeared in
the nearest bush. Sir Geoffrey put his gun to his shoul-
der, but there was something in the animal’s beauty that
strangely charmed Dorian Gray, and he cried out at
once, “Don’t kill it, Geoffrey. Let it live.”

“What nonsense, Dorian!” laughed his companion,
and he fired. There were two cries heard, the cry of a
hare in pain, which is dreadful, and the cry of a man in
agony, which is worse.

“Good heavens! I have hit a beater!'” cried Sir Ge-
offrey. “Stop shooting there!” he called out at the top of
his voice. “A man is hurt.”

In a few moments a dead body was pulled into the
sunlight. Dorian turned away in horror. It seemed to him
that misfortune followed wherever he went. The wood

' T have hit a beater! —  nonan B 3arodumkal
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seemed to him to be alive with faces. There were the
sounds of stamping feet and the low buzz of voices.

After a few moments — that were to him endless
hours of pain — he felt a hand on his shoulder. He start-
ed and looked round.

“Dorian,” said Lord Henry, “I had better tell them
that the shooting is stopped for today. It would not look
well to go on.”

“I wish it were stopped for ever, Harry,” Dorian
answered bitterly. “The whole thing is dreadful and cruel.
Is the man...” He could not finish the sentence.

“T am afraid so,” said Lord Henry. “Come; let us go
home.”

They walked side by side without speaking. Then
Dorian looked at Lord Henry and said, with a heavy sigh,
“What a terrible thing!”

“Oh! My dear fellow, it can’t be helped. It was the
man’s own fault. Why did he get in front of the guns?
Besides, it is nothing to us.”

Dorian shook his head. “Harry, I feel something
horrible is going to happen to some of us. To myself, per-
haps.” '

“What on earth could happen to you, Dorian? You
have everything in the world that a man can want. There
is no one who would not be delighted to change places
with you.”

“There is no one with whom I would not change
places, Harry. I am telling you the truth. I have no terror
of death. It is the coming of death that terrifies me. 1 feel
its monstrous wings around me. Don’t you see a man
moving behind the trees there, watching me, waiting for
me?”

“Yes,” Lord Henry said, smiling, “I see the gar-
dener waiting for you. I suppose he wants to ask you what
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flowers you wish to have on the table tonight. How ab-
surdly nervous you are, my dear fellow! You must come
and see my doctor, when we get back to town.”

The gardener came and gave Dorian a letter from
the Duchess. Dorian didn’t open it but said to the gar-
dener, “Tell the Duchess that I am coming in.”

“How fond women are of doing dangerous things!”
laughed Lord Henry.

“How fond you are of saying dangerous things,
Harry! I like the Duchess very much, but I don’t love
her. I wish I could love but I seem to have lost the pas-
sion and forgotten the desire. I am too much concentrat-
ed on myself. I want to escape, to go away, to forget. It
was silly of me to come down here at all.”

“Dorian, you are in trouble. Why not tell me what
it 1s? You know I would help you.”

“I can’t tell you, Harry,” he answered sadly. “I
hope it was an accident, but I can’t help feeling some-
thing terrible is going to happen to me. Ah! Here is the
Duchess. You see we have come back, Duchess.”

“I have heard all about it, Mr. Gray,” she an-
swered. “Poor Geoffrey is shocked. And it seems that you
asked him not to shoot the hare. How curious!”

“Yes, it was very curious. I don’t know what made
me say it. The hare looked the loveliest of little live
things. But [ am sorry they told you about the man. It is
terrible.”

“It is annoying',” said Lord Henry. “It is of no in-
terest. But if Geoffrey had done the thing on purpose,
how interesting he would be! I should like to know some
one who had committed a real murder.”

' It is annoying — JlocanHas Wctopus
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“How horrid of you, Harry!” cried the Duchess.
“Isn’t it, Mr. Gray? Harry, Mr. Gray is ill again. He is
going to faint.”

“It is nothing, Duchess,” Dorian answered, “my
nerves are dreadfully out of order. That is all. I am afraid
I walked too far this morning. I didn’t hear what Harry
said. Was it very bad? You must tell me some other time.
[ think T must go and lie down. You will excuse me,
won’t you?”

At five o’clock next morning Dorian rang his bell
for his servant and gave him orders to pack his things for
the night-express to town. He didn’t want to stay in his
house in the country any longer. Death walked there in
the sunlight. The grass of the forest had been spotted
with blood.

Then he wrote a note to Lord Henry, telling him
that he was going up to town to consult his doctor. As he
was finishing the letter, a knock came to the door, and
the policeman came.

“I suppose you have come about the unfortunate
accident of this morning?” Dorian said, taking up a pen.

“Yes, sir,” answered the policeman.

“Was the poor fellow married? Had he any family?”
asked Dorian, looking bored. “If so, I will send them any
sum of money.”

“We don’t know who he is, sir. That is why I decid-
ed to ask you about him. Nobody saw him before. He
looks like a sailor.”

“A sailor?” Dorian cried out. “Did you say a sailor?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Was there anything found on him?” said Dorian,
looking straight at the man. “Anything that would tell his
name?”

“Some money, sir. And a revolver. But no name.”
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Dorian started to his feet. “Where is the body?
Quick! I must see it at once.”

He hurried to the house where the dead body was
and in less than a quarter of an hour, Dorian Gray was
standing near it. The face was covered with cloth but
Dorian couldn’t touch it. “Take that thing off the face. I
want to see it,” he said to his servant.

When the servant did it, a cry of joy broke from
Dorian’s lips. The dead man was James Vane. Dorian
stood there for some minutes looking at the dead body.
As he rode home, his eyes were full of tears, for he knew

he was safe.

Chapter Fourteen
Quite perfect
|
é
s :

“You are going to be good?” cried Lord Henry.
“But you are quite perfect. Please, don’t change.”

Dorian Gray shook his head. “No, Harry, I have
done too many dreadful things in my life. I am not going
to do any more. I began my good actions yesterday.”

“Where were you yesterday?” |

“In the country, Harry. I was staying at a little
country hotel by myself.”

“My dear boy,” said Lord Henry, smiling, “any-
body can be good in the country. There are no tempta-
tions there.! There is nothing to do in the country, so it is
impossible to do anything bad.”

' There are no temptations there. — Tam HeT co01a3HOB.
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“Now I have a new ideal, Harry. I am going to
change. I think I have already changed.”

“You have not yet told me what your good action
was. Or did you say you had done more than one?” asked
Lord Henry.

“I can tell you, Harry. It is not a story I could tell to
any one else. I spared a girl’s life. I hope you’ll under-
stand what I mean. She was quite beautiful and wonder-
fully like Sibyl Vane. You remember Sibyl, don’t you?
How long ago that seems!' Well, Hetty was not one of
our own class, of course. She was simply a girl in a vil-
lage. But I really loved her. I am quite sure that I loved
her. All during this wonderful May that we have been
having, I used to come and see her two or three times a
week. Yesterday she met me in a little apple-garden. The
apple-blossoms were coming down on her hair, and she
was laughing. We wanted to go away together this morn-
ing. Suddenly I decided to leave her as flowerlike as I had
found her.”

“Can I finish the story for you, Dorian? You gave
her good advice and broke her heart. That was your good
action!”

“Harry, you are horrible! You mustn’t say these
dreadful things. Hetty’s heart is not broken. Of course,
she cried and all that. But”

“My dear Dorian, you are absolutely boyish. Do
you think this girl will ever be really happy now with an-
yone from her village? I suppose she will be married some
day to a country boy. Well, the fact of having met you,
and loved you, will teach her to hate her husband, and
she will be the unhappiest woman in the world. Perhaps,
she got so unhappy after you had left her in the garden

' How long ago that seems! — Kax naBHo 310 OBLIO!
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alone that she killed herself. Are you sure that she
didn’t?”

“I can’t bear this, Harry! I am sorry I told you now.
I don’t care what you say to me. I know I was right in
acting as I did. Poor Hetty! As I rode past the farm this
morning, I saw her white face at the window. Don’t let
us talk about it any more! I want to be better. I am going
to be better. Tell me something about yourself. What is
going on in town? I have not been to the club for days.”

“The people are still discussing Alan Campbell’s su-
icide and poor Basil’s disappearance. The police still in-
sists that the man in the grey coat who left for Paris by
the midnight train on the ninth of November was poor
Basil, and the French police say that Basil never arrived
in Paris at all. I suppose in two weeks they will say that
he has been seen in San Francisco.”

“What do you think has happened to Basil?” asked
Dorian.

“I have no idea. If Basil wants to hide himself, it is
no business of mine. If he is dead, I don’t want to think
about him. Death is the only thing that ever terrifies me.
I hate it.”

“Why?” said the younger man.

“Because,” said Lord Henry, “one can survive eve-
rything nowadays except that. Let us have our coffee,
Dorian. You must play Chopin' to me.”

Dorian said nothing, but rose from the table, and
passing into the next room, sat down to the piano. After
the coffee had been brought in, he stopped playing, and
looking at Lord Henry, said, “Harry, did it ever happen
to you that Basil was murdered?”

' Chopin — @penepuk LLloneH; u3BeCTHDIHA MOJBCKWI MTHAHUCT H
KOMITO3UTOP
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“Basil was very popular, and always wore a cheep
watch. Why should he have been murdered? He was not
clever enough to have enemies. Of course, he had a won-
derful genius for painting. But Basil was really very dull.
He only interested me once, and that was when he told
me, years ago, about you.”

“1 was very fond of Basil,” said Dorian sadly.
“What would you say, Harry, if I told you that I had mur-
dered Basil?”

Lord Henry smiled. “No, Dorian. Murder wouldn’t
please you. You know different pleasures. You know quite
well one of the most important secrets of life. The mur-
der is always a mistake. One should never do anything
that one cannot talk about after dinner. But our poor
Basil — during the last ten years his painting wasn’t good
at all. It had lost an ideal. When you and he stopped to be
great friends, he stopped to be a great artist. Why did you
stop being friends? 1 suppose he bored you. By the way,
what has become of that wonderful portrait he did of
you? I don’t think I have ever seen it since he finished it.
Oh! I remember your telling me years ago that you had
sent it to an art gallery. You never got it back? What a
pity!”

“But I never really liked it. 1 am sorry I sat for it.
The memory of the thing is hateful to me. I prefer not to
think about it.”

For twenty minutes the two men were silent. The
elder man lay back in the chair and asked Dorian with
half-closed eyes, “Why are you so serious? Play me
something beautiful, and, as you play, tell me, in a low
voice, how you have kept your youth. You must have
some secret. I am only ten years older than you are, and I
am wrinkled, and worn, and yvellow. You are really won-
derful, Dorian. You have never looked more charming
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than you do tonight. You remind me of the day I saw you
first. You have changed, of course, but not in appearance.
I wish you would tell me your secret. To get back my
youth I would do anything in the world, except take exer-
cise, get up early, or be respectable. Youth! There is
nothing like it. Ah, Dorian, how happy you are! What a
fantastic life you have had! Nothing has been hidden
from you. And it has all been to you no more than the
sound of music. It has not spoiled you. You are still the
same.”

“I am not the same, Harry.”

“Yes, you are the same. I wonder what the rest of
your life will be. At present you are a perfect type. You
need not shake your head: you know you are. I am so glad
that you have never done anything, not a statue, not a
picture! Life has been your art.”

Dorian rose up from the piano and passed his hand
through his hair.

“Yes, 1 have had a wonderful life,” he said, “but I
am not going to have the same life, Harry. You don’t
know everything about me. I think that if you did, even
you would turn from me. You laugh. Don’t laugh.”

“Why have you stopped playing, Dorian? Look at
that great, honey-coloured moon that hangs in the air.
She is waiting for you to charm her, and if you play she
will come closer to the earth. You won’t? Let us go to the
club, then. It has been a charming evening, and we must
end it charmingly.” .

“But I am tired tonight, Harry. I shan’t go to the
club. It is nearly eleven, and I want to go to bed early.”

“Do stay. You have never played so well as tonight.
There was something in your touch that was wonderful.”

“It is because I am going to be good,” Dorian an-
swered, smiling.
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“You cannot change to me, Dorian,” said Lord
Henry. “You and I will always be fnends

“Yet you poisoned me with a book once. I should
not forgive that. Harry, promise me that you will never
lend that book to any one. It does harm.”

“You and I are what we are, and will be what we
will be. As for being poisoned by a book, there is no such
thing as that. The book showed you the world’s own
shame. That is all. But we won’t discuss literature. Come
round tomorrow. I am going to ride at eleven. We might
go together.”

“Very well. I shall be here at eleven,” said Dorian.
“Good night, Harry.”

As he came to the door, he stopped for a moment,
but sighed and went out without a word.

It was a lovely night, so warm that he took off his
coat. On his way home he was smoking his cigarette and
two voung men in evening dress passed him. He heard
one of them say to the other, “That is Dorian Gray.”

He remembered how pleased he used to be when
people in the street recognized him. But now he was tired
of hearing his own name. When he was in the country, in
that little village, no one knew who he was. And he loved
it! He had often told the girl that he was poor, and she
had believed him. He had told her once that he was very
bad, and she had laughed at him and answered that bad
people were always very old and very ugly. What a laugh
she had! And how pretty she had been in her cotton dress
and her large hats! She knew nothing, but she had every-
thing that he had lost.

When he reached home, he found his servant wait-
ing up for him. He sent him to bed, and threw himself
down on the sofa in the library, and began to think over
some of the things that Lord Henry had said to him.
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Was it really true that one could never change? He
knew that he had lived an evil life, and had destroyed the
lives of many other people, even his friends’. Was there
no hope for him? Why had he made that monstrous wish
about the portrait? He had kept his beauty and youth, but
he had paid a terrible price for it. His beauty had de-
stroyed his soul. |

A lovely mirror was standing on the table. Dorian
took it up, as he had done on that night of horror when
be had first noted the change in the fatal picture, and
with wild eyes looked into it. Once, some one who had
terribly loved him had written to him a mad letter, end-
ing with these words: “The world is changed because you
are made of ivory and gold. Your lips rewrite history.”
But the next moment he hated his own beauty, and threw
the mirror on the floor. It was his beauty that had ruined
him. His endless youth had spoiled him. It was better not
to think of the past. Nothing could change that. It was of
himself, and of his own future, that he had to think.
James Vane was hidden in a nameless grave. Alan Camp-
bell had shot himself one night in his laboratory. Basil
Hallward’s disappearance would soon be forgotten. So he
was perfectly safe now. He didn’t feel sorry for the death
of Basil. The living death of his own soul troubled him
most. Basil had painted the portrait that had ruined his
life. He could not forgive him that. It was the portrait
that had done everything. The murder had been simply
the madness of a moment. As for Alan Campbell, his su-
icide had been his own act. He had chosen to do it. It was
nothing to him.

A new life! That was what he wanted. That was
what he was waiting for. Surely he had begun it already.

As he thought of Hetty, he began to wonder if the
portrait in the locked room had changed. Surely it was
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not still so horrible as it had been? Perhaps the signs of
evil had already gone away. He would go and look. He
took the lamp from the table and went upstairs. As he
opened the door, a smile of joy went across his strangely
young-looking face. Yes, he would be good, and the
dreadful thing that he had hidden away would no longer
be a terror to him.

He went in quietly, locking the door behind him
and uncovered the picture. A cry of pain broke from him.
He could see no change but in the eyes there was a look
of cunning and in the mouth the curved wrinkle of the
hypocrite'. The face in the picture was still terrible —
more hateful, if possible, than before — and the red on
the hand was even brighter, like new blood. Then he
trembled.

What should he do? To go to the police? To be put
to death? He laughed. He felt that the idea was mon-
strous. Besides, even if he went to the police, who would
believe him? Everything belonging to Basil had been de-
stroyed. He himself had burned it. The world would sim-
ply say that he was mad. They would shut him up in hos-
pital. The death of Basil Hallward seemed very little to
him. There was the only evidence left against him. The
picture itself — that was evidence. He would destroy it.
Why had he kept it so long? For many years it had given
him pleasure to watch it changing and growing old. Now
he didn’t feel such pleasure. He hated it and was afraid of
it. He would destroy it.

He looked round and saw the knife. As it had killed
the painter, so it would kill the painter’s work. It would

" in the eyes there was a look of cunning and in the mouth the curved
wrinkle of the hypocrite — B BeipaxkeH1H r71a3 OBLTO UTO-TO XUTPOE, U
ryobl KpUBMIIA TMLIEMEPHAsA YCMELLIKA
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kill the past, and when that was dead, he would be free.
It would kill this monstrous soul-life, and he would be at
peace. He took the thing, and dug it into the picture.

There was a terrible cry, and a loud crash. The cry
was so horrible in its agony that the frightened servants
woke and left their rooms. Two gentlemen, who were
passing in the street, stopped and looked up at the great
house. They walked on till they met a policeman and
brought him back. The man rang the bell several times,
but there was no answer. Except for a light in one of the
top windows, the house was all dark.

“Whose house is that?” asked the elder of the two
gentlemen.

“Mr. Dorian Gray’s, sir,” answered the policeman.

They looked at each other, as they walked away.
' Inside the servants were talking in low frightened
voices. After about a quarter of an hour they went up-
stairs. They knocked, but there was no answer. They
called out. Everything was quiet. They couldn’t open the
door and had to climb down from the roof and got
through the window.

When they entered, on the wall they found a lovely
portrait of their master as they had last seen him, in all
the wonderful youth and beauty. Lying on the floor was a
dead man, in evening dress, with a knife in his heart. He
was old, and ugly, and yellow with illness.

Only when the servants examined the rings, they

recognized who it was.

Short Stories




Lord Arthur Savile’s Crime
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Chapter One
He tells fortune and misfortune

It was Lady Windermere’s last reception' before
Easter, and her house was even more crowded than usu-
al. In fact, it was one of Lady Windermere’s best nights.
Six ministers, four political economists, nine famous sci-
entists and all the pretty women were there.

Lady Windermere looked wonderfully beautiful with
her grand ivory throat, her large blue forget-me-not eyes,
and her shiny golden hair. She was a curious psychologi-
cal study. Early in life she had discovered the important
truth — nothing looks so like innocence as an indiscre-
tion. She had more than once changed her husband but
she had never changed her lover. She was now forty years

' reception = great party
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of age, childless, and with that extraordinary passion for
pleasure which is the secret of remaining young.

Suddenly she looked round the room, and said, in
her clear voice, “Where is my cheiromantist?”

“Your what, Gladys?” asked the Duchess.

“My cheiromantist, Duchess; I can’t live without
him.”

“Dear Gladys! You are always so original,” said the
Duchess, trying to remember what a cheiromantist really
was, and hoping it was not the same as a cheiropodist'.

“He comes to see my hand twice a week regularly,”
continued Lady Windermere.

“Good heavens!” said the Duchess to herself. “He
is a sort of cheiropodist after all. How very dreadful. I
hope he is a foreigner at least. It wouldn’t be quite so bad
then.”

“I must certainly introduce him to you.”

“Introduce him!” cried the Duchess. “You don’t
mean to say he is here?” and she began looking about.
“He tells fortunes?, I suppose?” '

“And misfortunes, too,” answered Lady Winder-
mere, “as many as you like. Next year, for instance, I am
in great danger, both by land and sea, so I am going. to
live in a balloon, and draw up my dinner in a basket every
evening. It is all written down on my little finger, or on
the palm of my hand, I forget which... Now, I’'m going to
bring it here myself if nobody wants to help me.”

“Let me go, Lady Windermere,” said a tall hand-
some young man, who was standing by, listening to the
conversation with an amused smile.

' a cheiromantist — xupomaHnT;a cheiropodist — MacTep 1o neaukiopy
1 MO30JISIM
* He tells fortunes — OH npenckasbiBaeT Oyayuiee
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“Thanks so much, Lord Arthur; but I am afraid you
wouldn’t recognize him.”

“If he is as wonderful as you say, Lady Winder-
mere, I couldn’t miss him. Tell me what he is like, and
I’ll bring him to you at once.”

“Well, he is not a bit like! a cheiromantist. |
mean he is not mysterious or romantic-looking. He is a
little, fat man, with a funny, bald head, and great gold
spectacles; something between a family doctor and a
country attorney. I’'m really very sorry, but it is not my
fault. People are so annoying. All my pianists look ex-
actly like poets, and all my poets look exactly like pian-
ists. Ah, here is Mr. Podgers! Now, Mr. Podgers, I
want you to tell the Duchess of Paisley’s hand. Duch-
ess, you must take your glove off. No, not the left
hand, the other.”

“Dear Gladys, I really don’t think it 1s quite right,”
said the Duchess, taking off her glove.

“Mr. Podgers, this is the Duchess of Paisley, and if
you say that she has a larger mountain of the moon? than
I have, I will never believe in you again.”

“l am sure, Gladys, there is nothing of the kind in
my hand,” said the Duchess seriously.

“You are quite right,” said Mr. Podgers, looking at
the little fat hand with its short square fingers, “the
mountain of the moon is not developed. The line of life,
however, is excellent. You will live to a great age, Duch-
ess, and be extremely happy. Ambition — very moderate,
line of intellect not exaggerated...”

“Please go on, Mr. Podgers,” said the Duchess,
looking quite happy.

' he is not a bit like = he doesn’t look like
> mountain of the moon — 6yropok JIyHbl (vacms aadoHu)
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“You like comfort,” said Mr. Podgers, “and mod-
ern improvements, and hot water in every bedroom. You
are quite right. Comfort is the only thing our civilisation
can give us.”

“You have told the Duchess’s character perfectly,
Mr. Podgers, and now you must tell Lady Flora’s.”

Lady Flora was a tall girl, with sandy hair. She
came to Mr. Podger and held out a long, bony hand.

“Ah, a pianist! I see,” said Mr. Podgers, “an excel-
lent pianist, but perhaps hardly a musician. Very re-
served, very honest, and with a great love of animals.”

“Quite true!” exclaimed the Duchess, turning to
Lady Windermere. “Absolutely true! Flora keeps two
dozen dogs, and would turn our town house into a Zoo if
her father would let her.”

“But you must read some more hands for us. Come,
Sir Thomas, show Mr. Podgers yours,” and an old gen-
tleman, in a white waistcoat, came forward, and held out
a fat hand with a very long third finger.

“An adventurous nature; four long voyages in the
past, and one to come. Been shipwrecked three times.
No, only twice, but in danger of a shipwreck your next
journey. Very punctual, and with a passion for collecting
curiosities. Had a serious illness between the ages of six-
teen and eighteen. Was left a fortune' when about thirty.
Doesn’t like cats.”

“Extraordinary!” exclaimed Sir Thomas. “You must
really tell my wife’s hand, too.”

“Your second wife’s,” said Mr. Podgers quietly, still
keeping Sir Thomas’s hand in his. “Your second wife’s. |
shall be charmed.” But Lady Marvel, a melancholy-look-
ing woman, with brown hair and sentimental eyelashes,

' a fortune = a lot of money
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refused to have her past or her future read. There were
some more people who didn’t want even to take gloves
off. They seemed to be afraid to face the strange little
man with his stereotyped smile, his gold spectacles, and
his bright beady eyes.

Lord Arthur Savile, however,- who had been watch-
ing Mr. Podgers with a great deal of interest, was filled
with curiosity to have his own hand read. But he was
feeling a little shy, so he asked Lady Windermere if she
thought Mr. Podgers would mind'.

“Of course, he won’t mind,” said Lady Winder-
mere, “that is what -he is here for?. But I must remember
that [ shall tell Sybil everything. She is coming to lunch
with me tomorrow and if Mr. Podgers finds out that you
have a bad temper or a wife, I shall certainly let her know
all about it.”

Lord Arthur smiled, and shook his head. “I am not
afraid,” he answered. “Sybil knows me as well as I know her.”

“Ah! I am a little sorry to hear you say that. The
basis for marriage is a mutual misunderstanding. No, I
am not at all cynical, I have just got experience. Mr.
Podgers, Lord Arthur Savile is dying’ to have his hand
read. Don’t tell him that he is going to marry one of the
most beautiful girls in London, because that appeared in
the newspapers a month ago. Mr. Podgers, tell us some
nice details. Lord Arthur is one of my special favourites.”

But when Mr. Podgers saw Lord Arthur’s hand he
grew curiously pale, and said nothing. A terror seemed to
pass through him, he turned absolutely white and his fat
fingers grew as cold as ice. |

' would mind = would agree
2 that is what he is here for — /U151 3TOro oH 34€Ch ¥ HAaXOAUTCH
*is dying = wants very much
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Lord Arthur noticed these changings in the man’s
appearance and, for the first time in his life, he himself
felt fear. His was about running away from the room, but
he did his best and stayed. It was better to know the
worst, whatever it was, than to be left in this hideous
uncertainty. .

“I am waiting, Mr. Podgers,” he said.

“We are all waiting,” cried Lady Windermere, in
her quick, impatient manner, but the cheiromantist made
no reply. :

Suddenly Mr. Podgers dropped Lord Arthur’s right
hand, and took his left one. For a moment his face be-
came a white mask of horror, but he soon recovered, and
looking up at Lady Windermere, said with an unnatural
smile, “It is the hand of a charming young man.”

“Of course it is!” answered Lady Windermere, “but
will he be a charming husband? That is what 1 want to
know.”

“All charming young men are,” said Mr. Podgers.

“My dear,” cried Lady Windermere. “But what I
want are details. Details are the only things that interest
everybody. What is going to happen to Lord Arthur?”

“Well, within the next few months Lord Arthur will
g0 a voyage...”

“Oh yes, his honeymoon, of course!”

“And lose a distant relative.”

“Well, I am dreadfully disappointed,” said Lady
Windermere. “I have absolutely nothing to tell Sybil to-
morrow. No one cares about distant relatives nowadays.
They went out of fashion years ago. However, I suppose
she had better have a black silk by her; for church, you
know. And now let us go to supper.”

All this time Lord Arthur Savile was standing by the
fireplace, with the same feeling of horror, the same sick-
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ening sense of coming evil. He was thinking of Sybil
Merton, and the idea that anything could come between
them made his eyes wet with tears. Now for the first time
he became conscious of the terrible mystery of Destiny.
How mad and monstrous it all seemed! Could it be, that
written on his hand, in a way that he could not read him-
self, but that another could, was some fearful secret of
sin, some blood-red sign of crime? Was there no escape
possible? Were we no better than chessmen', moved by
an unseen power?

Suddenly Mr. Podgers entered the room. When he
saw Lord Arthur he started, and his face became a sort of
greenish-yellow colour. The two men’s eyes met, and for
a moment there was silence.

Lord Arthur walked across the room to where Mr.
Podgers was standing, and held his hand out. “Tell me
what you saw there,” he said. “Tell me the truth. I must
know it. I am not a child.” -

“What makes you think that I saw anything in your
hand, Lord Arthur, more than I told you?”

“I know you did, and I insist on your telling me
what it was. I will pay you. I will give you a cheque for a
hundred pounds. Be quick,” cried Lord Arthur, looking
very pale, and holding his hand out.

Mr. Podgers looked nervously round. “It will take a
little time, Lord Arthur, you had better sit down.”

“Be quick, sir,” cried Lord Arthur again, stamping
his foot angrily on the polished floor.

Mr. Podgers smiled, drew from his pocket a small
magnifying glass. “I am quite ready,” he said.

Ten minutes later, with white face and wild eyes,
Lord Arthur Savile rushed from Lady Windermere’s

' chessmen — maxmatHbie GUTYpBI; 30. NELIKH
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house. The night was terribly cold, but his hands were
hot with fever, and his forehead burned like fire. On and
on he went. Once he stopped under a lamp, and looked at
his hands. He thought he could see blood on them, and a
cry broke from his trembling lips.

Murder! That is what the cheiromantist had seen
there. Murder! The very night seemed to know it, and the
wind to whisper it in his ear. The dark corners of the
streets were full of it. It grinned at him from the roofs of
the houses.

First he came to the park, then he went along Ox-
ford Street. At the corner of the street stood two men,
reading something. A strange feeling of curiosity came
over him. The word ‘Murder’, printed in black letters,
met his eye. He started, and a deep red came into his
cheek. It was an advertisement offering a large sum of
money for any information leading to the arrest of a man
of medium height!, between thirty and forty years of age,
wearing a black coat, and check trousers?, and with a scar
upon his right cheek. He read it over and over again, and
wondered if the man would be caught, and how he had
been scarred. Perhaps, some day, his own name would be
placed on the walls of London. Some day, perhaps, a
price would be set on his head also.

The thought made him sick with horror. He turned
away and hurried on into the night. Where he went he
hardly knew. Later he remembered a labyrinth of dark
houses, a giant web of endless streets. Early in morning he
found himself on his way home. There he met the great
waggons on their way to Covent Garden’. The drivers in

! of medium height — cpenxero pocra
2 check trousers — KjieTyarbie OpIOKM
3 Covent Garden = London market place
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white shirts, with their pleasant sunburnt faces and curly
hair, moved on and on. The great piles of vegetables looked
like masses of green jewels against the morning sky. Lord
Arthur felt curiously affected, he could not tell why. There
was something in the dawn’s delicate loveliness that seemed
to him inexpressibly pathetic. He thought of all the days that
start in beauty, and that end in storm. These common
country men with their good-humoured voices and un-
spoiled natures, what a strange London they saw! A London
free from the sin of night and the smoke of day! He won-
dered what they thought of it, and whether they knew any-
thing of its shame and its horrible hunger. He felt that they
had lived with Nature, and that she had taught them peace.
He envied them all that they did not know.

By the time he had reached his house the sky was a
light blue, and the birds were beginning to sing in the
gardens.

Chapter Two
Murder! The sooner, the better

When Lord Arthur woke it was twelve o’clock. He
got up and looked out of the window. It was a wet and
hot day, and the roofs of the houses were like dull silver.
In the green of the square below some children were
playing, and the street was crowded with people on their
way to the park. Never had life seemed lovelier to him,
never had the things of evil seemed more remote’.

After breakfast, he lay down on a sofa and lit a cig-
arette. He was looking at a large photograph of Sybil

' remote = far away
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Merton, as he had seen her first at the ball. The small,
beautifully shaped head, the thin, graceful neck, the part-
ed lips — all the tender purity of girlhood looked out in
wonder from the dreaming eyes.

Now as Lord Arthur looked at her, he was filled
with the terrible pity that is born of love!. He felt that to
marry her, with the murder hanging over his head, would
be a sin. What happiness could there be for them? The
marriage must be put off. Of this he was quite sure. Lord
Arthur was fully conscious of the fact that he had no
right to marry until he had committed the murder. This
done, he could stand before the altar with Sybil Merton,
and give his life into her hands. This done, he could take
her to his arms, knowing that she would never have to
blush for him, never have to hang her head in shame. But
done it must be first; and the sooner the better for both.

Lord Arthur couldn’t set pleasure above principle.
There was more than passion in his love; and Sybil was to
him a symbol of all that is good and noble. For a moment he
had a strong feeling of dislike against what he was asked to
do, but it soon passed away. His heart told him that it was
not a sin, but a sacrifice. He knew that there was no other
way for him. He had to choose between living for himself
and living for others. Sooner or later we are all called upon
to decide on the same question. To Lord Arthur it came
early in life, before his nature had been spoiled by the calcu-
lating cynicism of middle-age. Fortunately also, for him, he
was not a dreamer. Life to him meant action, rather than
thought. He had that rarest of all things, common sense.

The only question troubled him was, whom to
make away with?, He was not a genius, so he had no

! pity that is born of love — xanocTb, pox/ieHHas TI060BBIO
* whom to make away with — ot koro u36aBurbcs
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enemies. So he made out a list of his friends and rela-
tives, and after careful study, chose Lady Clementina
Beauchamp who was his own second cousin by his
mother’s side. He had always been very fond of Lady
Clem. In fact, the more he thought over the matter,
the more she seemed to him to be just the right per-
son. She was the oldest one and she lived in the near-
est street to him.

The first thing to be done was, of course, to send a
cheque to Mr. Podgers. So he did. Then he looked at Sy-
bil Merton’s photograph, and swore that he would never
let her know what he was doing for love. He would keep
the secret of his self-sacrifice hidden always in his heart.

Then he went out to a flower shop and sent Sybil a
beautiful basket of narcissi. He was going to spend some
hours in the library studying books on Toxicology'. He
had fully decided that poison was the best means for this
troublesome business. It was safe, sure, and quiet, and
did away with any necessity for painful scenes, which,
like most Englishmen, he hated.

Of the science of poisons, however, he knew abso-
lutely nothing, and spent four hours studying endless
books on that subject. Finally he found a book written in
fairly clear English. It seemed to him to be exactly the
poison he wanted. It was quick — indeed, almost imme-
diate, in its effect — perfectly painless, and taken in the
form of a gelatine capsule. Lord Arthur made a note, put
the books back in their place, and went to Pestle and
Humbey’s, the great chemist’s>. Mr. Pestle was very
much surprised. However, as soon as Lord Arthur ex-
plained to him that it was for a large Norwegian mastiff

! Toxicology = the science of poisons and their effects
2 the chemist’s = the shop where drugs and medicines are prepared
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that he had to get rid of, because it was very aggressive,
the poison was made immediately.

Lord Arthur put the capsule into a pretty little silver
box and went at once to Lady Clementina’s.

“Well, Lord Arthur,” cried the old lady, as he en-
tered the room, “why haven’t you been to see me all this
time? I think you go about all day long with Miss Sybil
Merton. Of course, that is the only reason you come to
see an ugly old woman like myself. Why, if it were not for
dear Lady Jansen', who sends me all the worst French
novels she can find, I don’t think I could get through the
day. Doctors are no use at all, except to get money. They
can’t even cure my heartburn.”

“I have brought you a cure for that, Lady Clem,”
said Lord Arthur quickly. “It is a wonderful thing, in-
vented by an American.”

“I don’t think I like American inventions, Arthur. I
am quite sure I don’t. I read some American novels late-
ly, and they were very bad.”

“Oh, Lady Clem, it is a perfect cure. You must
promise to try it,” and Lord Arthur brought the little box
out of his pocket, and handed it to her.

“Well, the box is charming, Arthur. Is it really a
present? That is very sweet of you. And is this the won-
derful medicine? It looks like a sweet. I’ll take it at once.”

“Good heavens! Lady Clem,” cried Lord Arthur,
catching hold of her hand, “you mustn’t do anything of
the kind. It is a special medicine, and if you take it with-
out having heartburn, it won’t work. Wait till you have an

attack, and take it then. You will be surprised with the
result.”

"if it were not for dear Lady Jansen — eciu Obl He noporas jeon
x3HceH
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“I should like to take it now,” said Lady Clementi-
na, looking at the capsule. “I am sure it is delicious. The
fact is that, though I hate doctors, I love medicines.
However, I'll keep it till my next attack.”

“And when will that be?” asked Lord Arthur eager-
ly. “Will it be soon?”

“I hope not for a week. I had a vcry bad time yes-
terday morning with it. But one never knows.”

“You are sure to have one before the end of the
month then, Lady Clem?” |

- “I am afraid so. But how kind you are today,
Arthur! Really, Sybil is lucky to have such a husband.
And now you must run away, for I have to take my after-
noon sleep. Good-bye, Arthur, give my love to Sybil, and
thank you so much for the American medicine.”

“You won’t forget to take it, Lady Clem, will you?”
said Lord Arthur, rising from his seat.

“Of course 1 won’t, you silly boy. I shall write and
tell you if I want any more.”

Lord Arthur left the house absolutely happy.
| That night he had a talk with Sybil Merton. He told
her that the marriage must be put off for a while but he
didn’t explain the reason. He asked her to trust him, and
not to have any doubts about the future. Everything
would come right, but patience was necessary. Sybil got
very unhappy and nearly cried. Lord Arthur had to stay
with Sybil till nearly midnight, but early in the next
morning he left for Venice'.

In Italy he met his brother, Lord Surbiton. The
fagui two young men spent two delightful weeks together.
% ' -.ﬁ:' : - Yet Lord Arthur was not happy. Every day he studied
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the Endlish newspapers, expecting to see a notice of
Lady Clementina’s death. But every day he was disap-
pointed. He began to be afraid that some accident had
happened to her. Sybil’s letters were full of love, and
trust, and tenderness, but they were often very sad,
and sometimes he used to think that he was parted
from her for ever.

Finally he got it! One morning (It was the 22nd
of June!) his servant brought him a pile of newspapers,
letters and a telegram. Everything had been successful.
Lady Clementina had died quite suddenly on the night
of the 17th!

His first thought was for Sybil, and he sent her off
a telegram. He then ordered his servant to pack his
things and ran up to his sitting-room to get dressed.
There he sat into his arm-chair and read two other let-
ters. One was from Sybil herself. The others were from
his mother. She wrote to him that the old lady had
dined with the Duchess that very night, and had gone
home rather early, complaining of heartburn. In the
morning she was found dead in her bed. A few days be-
fore she died she had made her will, and left Lord
Arthur her little house in London with all her furniture
and pictures.

Lord Arthur was very much touched by Lady Clemen-
tina’s kind remembrance of him, and felt that Mr. Podgers
had a great deal to answer for'. His love of Sybil, however,
dominated every other emotion, and the consciousness that
he had done his duty gave him peace and comfort. When he
arrived in London, he felt perfectly happy.

' Mr. Podgers had a great deal to answer for — muctepy Iloxxepcy
OBL10 33 YTO OTBETUTD
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Sybil met him very kindly and made him promise
that he would never again allow anything to come be-
tween them. The marriage was fixed for the 7th of June.
Life seemed to him more bright and beautiful, and all his
old gladness came back to him again.

One day Lord Arthur and Sybil were in the Lady
Clementina’s house. Suddenly the young girl gave a little
cry of delight.

“What have you found, Sybil?” said Lord Arthur,
smiling.

“This lovely little silver box, Arthur. Do give it
to me!”

It was the box that had held the poisoned sweet.

Lord Arthur started, and a blush came into his
cheek. He had almost forgotten what he had done. “Of
course you can have it, Sybil. I gave it to poor Lady Clem
myself.”

“Oh! thank you, Arthur; and may I have the sweet
too? I didn’t know that Lady Clementina liked sweets. 1
thought she was far too intellectual.”

Lord Arthur grew deadly pale, and a horrible idea
crossed his mind. “Sweet, Sybil? What do you mean?” h
said in a low voice. :

“There is one in it, that is all. It looks quite old and
dusty. What is the matter, Arthur? How white you look!”

Lord Arthur rushed across the room, and took
the box. Inside it was the golden capsule, with its poi-
son inside. Lady Clementina had died a natural death
after all!

The shock of the discovery was almost too much
for him. He threw the capsule into the fire with a cry of
despair.
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Chapter Three
Let us be married tomorrow!

Mr. and Mrs. Merton, Sybil’s parents, were very dis-
tressed when the marriage was put off for the second time.
They even tried to make Sybil break off the engagement.
But the young girl had given her whole life into Lord
Arthur’s hands, and had nothing to do but wait. As for Lord
Arthur himself; it took him days to get over! his terrible dis-
appointment. Fortunatly his excellent common sense and
practical mind did help him to find the answer. Poison was
a complete failure, dynamite seemed to be much better.

He looked again over the list of his friends and rel-
atives, and decided to blow up his uncle who was a man
of great culture and learning. Besides, he was extremely
fond of clocks. He had a wonderful collection of clocks,
old and modern, and it seemed to Lord Arthur that his
hobby offered him a good chance. Where to get an explo-
sive machine was, of course, quite another matter.

Suddenly he thought of his friend Rouvaloff, a
young Russian of very modern ideas. He had met him at
Lady Windermere’s in winter. But they said him to be a
revolutionary agent. Lord Arthur felt that he was just the
man for his purpose, and one morning he came to his
house to ask for his advice and help. |

“So you are taking up politics seriously?” said Count
Rouvaloff, when Lord Arthur had told him about dyna-
mite. Lord Arthur had nothing to do but say that he simply
wanted the explosive machine for a purely family matter”.

Count Rouvaloff looked at him for some moments
in amazement, and then seeing that he was quite serious,

' to get over = to recover from
2 a purely family matter — uncTo cemeliHbIi BONPOC
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wrote an address on a piece of paper and handed it to
him across the table. “Scotland Yard would give a good
deal of money to know this address, my dear fellow.”

“They shan’t have it,” cried Lord Arthur, laughing;
and after shaking the young Russian warmly by the hand
he ran downstairs, examined the paper, and told the cab-
man to drive to Soho Square!.

There he walked on and on along the narrow
streets, till he came to a place described in the note.
He knocked at a little green house. After some minutes
of silence, the door was opened by a rather strange
foreigner, who asked him in very bad English what his
business was. Lord Arthur handed him the paper
Count Rouvaloff had given him. When the man saw it,
he invited Lord Arthur into a very small room on the
ground floor. In a few moments Mr. Winckelkopf came
into the room.

“Count Rouvaloff has given me your address,” said
Lord Arthur, bowing, “my name is Smith, Mr. Robert
Smith, and I want to get an explosive clock.”

“Glad to meet you, Lord Arthur,” said the little
German, laughing. “Don’t look so worried, it is my duty
to know everybody, and I remember seeing you one
evening at Lady Windermere’s. I hope she is quite well.
Well, explosive clocks... if you want one for home use, I
can give you an excellent clock, and guarantee that you
will be satisfied with the result. May | ask for whom it is
for? If it is for the police, I am afraid I cannot do any-
thing for you. The English detectives are really our best
friends, and I have always found? that by relying on their
stupidity, we can do exactly what we like...”

' Soho Square = the square in central London
* I have always found — s Bcerma cuuran
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“I should tell you,” said Lord Arthur, “that it has
nothing to do with the police at all. In fact, the clock is
for my uncle. As you can see, the matter is purely pri-
vate.”

Mr. Winckelkopf smiled and left the room, return-
ing in a few minutes with a round cake of dynamite'
about the size of a coin, and a pretty little French clock.
The golden figure of Liberty was trampling on the hydra
of Despotism — that was it.

Lord Arthur’s face brightened up when he saw it.
“That is just what I want,” he cried, “and now tell me
how it works.”

“Ah! there is my secret,” answered Mr. Winckel-
kopf, “let me know when you wish it to explode, and I
will set the machine to the moment.”

“Well, today is Tuesday, and if you could send it off
at once...”

“I can send it off tomorrow.”

“Oh, it will be quite enough!” said Lord Arthur po-
litely, “if it is delivered tomorrow night or Thursday
morning. For the moment of the explosion, say Friday at
noon exactly. My uncle is always at home at that hour.”

“Friday, at noon,” repeated Mr. Winckelkopf, and
he made a note in a big book.

“And now,” said Lord Arthur, rising from his seat,
“let me know how much is it?”

“It is such a small matter, Lord Arthur. The dyna-
mite comes to seven and sixpence, the clock will be three
pounds ten.”

“But your trouble, Mr. Winckelkopf?”

“Oh, that is nothing! It is a pleasure to me. I do not
work for money; I live for my art.”

' around cake of dynamite — xpyr/blit NJIOCKMIA KyCOY€K AMHAMHUTA
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Lord Arthur laid down money on the table, thanked
the little German for his kindness, and left the house.

For the next two days he was greatly excited, and
on Friday at twelve o’clock he drove down to the club. At
four o’clock the evening papers came in, and Lord
Arthur disappeared into the library with them. None of
the papers, however, told about his uncle. Lord Arthur
felt that the matter had failed. It was a terrible blow to
him, and for a time he was shocked.

Two days later, as he was going upstairs, his mother
called him into her room and showed him a letter she
had just received from his uncle’s family. “Your cousin,
Jane, writes charming letters,” she said, “you must really
read her last. It is quite as good as the novels.”

Lord Arthur took the letter from her hand. It went
as follows:

‘My Dearest Aunt,

We have had great fun over a clock that an un-
known person sent my father last Thursday. It arrived in
a wooden box from London. My father thinks it was sent
by someone who had read his remarkable speech about
Liberty. Because on the top of the clock was a figure of a
woman, with the cap of Liberty on her head. I didn’t
think it very becoming myself !, but father said it was his-
torical. Father unpacked it and put it on the table in the
library. We were all sitting there on Friday morning,
when just as the clock struck twelve, we heard a strange
noise, a little puff of smoke? came from the pedestal of
the figure, and the goddess of Liberty fell off and broke
her nose! It looked so ridiculous, that we went off into

' T didn’t think it very becoming myself = As for me, 1 didn’t like it at all
2 a little puff of smoke — He6o1bILIOE O6TAYKO AbIMA
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laughter, and even father was amused. When we exam-
ined it, we found it was a sort of alarm clock. If you set it
to a particular hour, and put some gunpowder inside, it ex-
plodes whenever you want. Father said it must not stay in
the library, because it is too noisy, so the wonderful clock
was taken away to the schoolroom. So my little brother does
nothing but have small explosions all day long. Do you think
Arthur would like such a clock for a wedding present? I sup-
pose they are quite fashionable in London. Father says they
are very useful. Besides, they show that Liberty can’t last,
but must fall down. How awful it seems!..’

Lord Arthur looked so serious reading the letter,
that his mother smiled. “My dear Arthur,” she said,
“why are you so serious? What do you think about the
clock? I think it is a great invention, and I should like to
have one myseltf.”

“I don’t think it is a nice thing to have at home,”
said Lord Arthur, with a sad smile, and, after kissing his
mother, he left the room.

When he got upstairs, his eyes filled with tears. He
had done his best to commit this murder, but he had
failed again. But there was no fault of his own. He had
tried to do his duty. Perhaps, it would be better to break
off the marriage. Sybil would suffer, it is true, but suffer-
ing could not really spoil a nature so noble as hers. As for
himself, what did it matter? There is always some war in
which a man can die, and as life had no pleasure for him,
so death had no terror. Let Destiny work out his doom.!

At half-past seven he dressed, and went down to
the club. His cousin, Lord Surbiton was there with some

' Let Destiny work out his doom. — I'lycTb cyns0a BEpIIUT CBOM MPHU-
rOBOP HaJl HUM.
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young men, and he had to stay there for dinner with
them. Their conversation and jokes did not interest him.
As soon as coffee was brought he left them. He had made
up his mind not to try any more experiments. He walked
along the London streets till he came to the Thames, and
sat for hours by the river. The moon looked through
thick clouds, as if it were a lion’s eye, and thousands of
stars shone like gold dust. Now and then a ship sailed by,
and the railway signals changed from green to red as the
trains ran across the bridge. After some time, twelve
o’clock struck from the tall tower. Then the railway lights
went out and the sound of the great city became weak.

At two o’clock he got up, and went home. How un-
real everything looked! How like a strange dream! Suddenly
he saw a man looking into the water of the Thames. When
he came nearer the man looked up. It was Mr. Podgers, the
cheiromantist! No one could mistake the fat face, the gold
spectacles, the weak smile, the smiling mouth.

Lord Arthur stopped. A brilliant idea came to his
mind, and he came softly to the man. In a moment he
had caught Mr. Podgers by the legs, and threw him into
the Thames. There was a heavy splash, and all was still.
Lord Arthur looked anxiously over, but could see nothing
of the cheiromantist.

“Have you dropped anything, sir?” said a voice be-
hind him suddenly.

He turned round, and saw a policeman. “Nothing
of importance,” he answered, smiling.

The next moment he jumped in the cab.

For the next few days there were moments when he
almost expected Mr. Podgers to walk into the room.
Twice he went to the cheiromantist’s address, but he
could not ring the bell. He wanted to know the truth, and
was afraid of it.
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Finally it came. He was sitting in the smoking-
room of the club having tea, when a strange story caught
his eye: SUICIDE OF A CHEIROMANTIST.

He turned pale with excitement, and began to read.
It ran as follows: ‘Yesterday morning, at seven o’clock,
the body of Mr. Septimus R. Podgers, the famous cheiro-
mantist, was washed on shore of the Thames...’

Lord Arthur rushed out of the club with the paper
in his hand, to the great amazement of his servant and
drove at once to Sybil. She saw him from the window,
and something told her that he was bringing good news.
She ran down to meet him, and, when she saw his face,
she knew that all was well.

“My dear Sybil,” cried Lord Arthur, “let us be
married tomorrow!”

“You foolish boy! Why the cake is not even or-
dered!” said Sybil, laughing through her tears.

Chapter Four
What nonsense!

When the wedding took place, some three weeks
later, the church was crowded with people. Everybody
agreed that they had never seen a handsomer couple than
Lord Arthur and Sybil. They were more than handsome,
however — they were happy. Never for a single moment
did Lord Arthur feel sorry for all that he had suffered,
while she gave him the best things a woman can give to
any man — worship, tenderness, and love. For them ro-
mance was not killed by reality.

Some years afterwards, when two beautiful children
had been born to them, Lady Windermere came down on
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a visit to them. One afternoon as she was sitting with
Lady Arthur in the garden, watching the little boy and
girl as they played in the garden, she suddenly asked,
“Are you happy, Sybil?”

“Dear Lady Windermere, of course I am happy.
Aren’t you?”

“I have no time to be happy, Sybil. I always like the
last person who is introduced to me; but, as a rule, as
soon as I know people I get tired of them. Do you re-
member that horrid Mr. Podgers? He was a dreadful liar.
Now I go in for telepathy. It is much more amusing.”

“You mustn’t say anything against cheiromancy
here, Lady Windermere. It is the only subject that Arthur
is quite serious over'.”

“You don’t mean to say that he believes in it, Sybil?”

“Ask him, Lady Windermere, here he is,” and Lord
Arthur came up the garden with yellow roses in his hand,
and his two children dancing round him.

“Lord Arthur?”

“Yes, Lady Windermere.”

“You don’t mean to say that you believe in cheiro-
mancy?”

“Of course I do,” said the young man, smiling.

“But why?”

“Because I owe to it all the happiness of my life,” he said.

“My dear Lord Arthur, what do you owe to it?”

“Sybil,” he answered, handing his wife the roses,
and looking into her violet eyes.

“What nonsense!” cried Lady Windermere. “I nev-
er heard such nonsense in all my life.”

' Arthur is quite serious over = Arthur believes in



The Model Millionaire
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Unless one is wealthy there is no use in being a
charming fellow. Romance is the privilege of the rich, not
the profession of the unemployed. The poor should be prac-
tical and prosaic. It is better to have a permanent income
than to be fascinating. These are the great truths of modern
life which Hughie Erskine never realized. Poor Hughie! In-
tellectually he was not of much importance.! He never said a
brilliant or even an ill-natured thing in his life. But then he
was wonderfully good-looking, with his thick brown hair,
his clear-cut? profile, and his grey eyes. He was as popular
with men as he was with women, and he was very success-
ful in everything except making money. He had tried every-
thing but was a complete failure. He became nothing, a de-
lightful young man with a perfect profile and no profession.

! Intellectually he was not of much importance. = He was not very clever.
2 clear-cut — 30. yeTKui
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To make matters worse', he was in love. The girl he
loved was Laura Merton, the daughter of a retired Colo-
nel who had lost his temper and his digestion’? in India,
and had never found either of them again. Laura loved
him, and he was ready to kiss her shoe-strings. They
were the handsomest couple in London, and had not a
penny-piece between them. The Colonel was very fond of
Hughie, but would not hear of any engagement.

“Come to me, my boy, when you have got ten
thousand pounds of your own, and we will see about it,”
he used to say; and Hughie looked very sad on those days.

One morning, as he was on his way to Laura, he
dropped in to see a great friend of his, Alan Trevor. Trevor
was a painter. Indeed, few people escape that nowadays. But
he was also an artist, and artists are rather rare. Personally
he was a strange rough-looking fellow. However, when he
took up the brush he was a real master, and his pictures
were wonderful. He had been very much attracted by
Hughie at first because of the young boy’s charm. “The only
people a painter should know,” he used to say, “are people
who are beautiful, people who are a pleasure to look at and
an intellectual to talk to. Men who are dandies and women
who are pretty rule the world, at least they should do so.”
However, after he knew Hughie better, he liked him quite
as much for his bright spirits and his generous nature.

- When Hughie came in he found Trevor finishing a
wonderful picture of a beggar-man. The beggar himself
was standing on a platform in a corner of the studio. He
was a old man, with a face like wrinkled parchment, and
a most unhappy expression. Over his shoulders there was
a dirty brown coat; his thick boots were worn, and in one

' To make matters worse — ELuie xyxe 061710 TO, YTO
> had lost his temper and his digestion — rcriopTiu xapakrep u xesynok
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hand he had a rough stick, while with the other he held
out his hat for money.

“What an amazing model!” whispered Hughie, as
he shook hands with his friend.

“An amazing model?” shouted Trevor at the top of
his voice; “I should think so! Such beggars as he are not

1 »

to be met with every day'.

“Poor old chap!” said Hughie, “how miserable he
looks! But I suppose, to you painters, his face is his fortune?”

“Certainly,” replied Trevor, “you don’t want a beg-
gar to look happy, do you?”

“How much does a model get for sitting?” asked
Hughie, as he found himself a comfortable seat on a divan.

“A shilling an hour.”

“And how much do you get for your picture, Alan?”

“Oh, for this I get two thousand!”

“Pounds?” .

“Guineas?®. Painters, poets, and physicians always
get guineas.”

“Well, I think the model should have a percentage,”
cried Hughie, laughing; “they work quite as hard as you do.”

“Nonsense, nonsense! Why, look at the trouble of
laying on the paint alone, and standing all day long at
one’s easel!”

After some time the servant came in, and told
Trevor that the frame-maker wanted to speak to him.

“Don’t run away, Hughie,” he said, as he went out,
“I will be back in a moment.”

' beggars as he are not to be met with every day — takue Huiuue Ha

N0POTE HE BAISAIOTCS

’guinea — rMHes; CTApMHHAsA aHITIMUACKas JeHeXHad eqIuHHLIA U MO-
HeTa, paBHasi GyHTY cTepauMHroB; 40 1971 roga npumeHsiiach Npu
WCYHCIIEHWH TOHOPAapOB, OLIEHKE KAPTHH, CKAKOBBIX JIOLIAAEH U T.11.
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The old beggar-man took advantage' of Trevor’s
absence to rest for a moment on a wooden bench that
was behind him. He looked so tired and miserable that
Hughie could not help pitying him. He felt in his pockets
to see what money he had. All he could find was a sover-
eign and some coppers. “Poor old fellow,” he thought to
himself, “he wants it more than I do, but it means no
cabs for two weeks,” and he walked across the studio and
threw the sovereign into the beggar’s hand.

The old man started, and a faint smile passed across
his thin lips. “Thank you, sir,” he said, “thank you.”

Then Trevor arrived, and Hughie left his studio,
blushing a little at what he had done.

That night he went to his club and found Trevor
there.

“Well, Alan, did you finish the picture all right?” he
said, as he lit his cigarette.

“Finished and framed, my boy!” answered Trevor;
“By the way, that old model is quite devoted to you? I
had to tell him all about you — who you are, where you
live, what your income is, what prospects you have...”

“My dear Alan,” cried Hughie, “I shall probably
find him waiting for me when I go home. But of course
you are only joking. Poor old thing! I wish I could do
something for him. I think it is dreadful that any one
should be so miserable. I have got a lot of old clothes at
home — do you think he would care for any of them?”

“But he looks splendid,” said Trevor. “I wouldn’t
paint him in an evening dress for anything. What seems
poverty to you is picturesqueness to me. However, I’ll tell
him of your offer.”

' took advantage — Bocrionp3oBaics
*is quite devoted to you — oyeHb BHMMAaTENEH K Tebe
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“Alan,” said Hughie seriously, “you painters are
heartless.”

“An artist’s heart is his head,” replied Trevor; “and
besides, our business is to realize the world as we see it,
not to reform it as we know it. And now tell me how
Laura is. The old model was quite interested in her.”

“You don’t mean to say you talked to him about
her?” said Hughie.

“Certainly I did. He knows all about the lovely Lau-
ra, her father and 10, 000 pounds.”

“You told that old beggar?” cried Hughie, looking
very red and angry.

“My dear boy,” said Trevor, smiling, “that old beg-

- gar, as you call him, is one of the richest men in Europe.
He could buy all London tomorrow. He has a house in
every capital and dines on gold plates.”

“What on earth do you mean?” exclaimed Hughie.

“What I say,” said Trevor. “The old man you saw
today in the studio was Baron Hausberg. He is a great
friend of mine, buys all my pictures and that sort of
things, and asked me a month ago to paint him as a beg-
gar. And I must say he made a lovely beggar!”

“Baron Hausberg!” cried Hughie. “Good heavens! |
gave him a sovereign!”

“Gave him a sovereign!” shouted Trevor, and he burst
into laughter. “My dear boy, you’ll never see it again.”

“Why didn’t you tell me who he was?” said Hughie.

“Well, to begin with, Hughie,” said Trevor, “it nev-
er came to my mind that you went about giving away
money'. I can understand your kissing a pretty model, but
your giving a sovereign to an ugly one — no! Besides, I
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didn’t know whether Hausberg would like his name
mentioned. You know he wasn’t in full dress.”

“What a fool he must think me!” said Hughie.

“Not at all. He was in the highest spirits after you
left. I couldn’t make out why he was so interested to
know all about you; but I see it all now. He’ll have a cap-
ital story to tell after dinner.”

“I am an unlucky devil,” said Hughie. “The best
thing I can do is to go to bed; and, my dear Alan, you
mustn’t tell any one.”

“Nonsense! Don’t run away. Have another ciga-
rette, and you can talk about Laura as much as you like.”

However, Hughie wouldn’t stop, but walked home,
feeling very unhappy.

The next morning, as he was at breakfast, the serv-
ant brought him up a letter.

On the outside was written, “A wedding present to
Hugh Erskine and Laura Merton, from an old beggar,”
and inside was a cheque for 10, 000 pounds.

“Millionaire models,” said Alan at the wedding,
“are rare enough; but model millionaires are rarer still!”

(D
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1)

2)

3)

4)

5)

6)

Before Reading

Have you ever heard about the Canterville Ghost or the
Happy Prince? Perhaps you have read the tales by Oscar
Wilde or seen the Russian cartoons. They are wonderful
stories, sad and funny at the same time, aren’t they? Beau-
ty, humour and paradox are the great features of all Wil-
de’s works. Why do people love them?

Do you know anything about Oscar Wilde, the famous Eng-
lish writer? If you try, you will find out some very interest-
ing information about him and his works!

Do you like art? Why do some painters make beautiful pic-
tures — lovely landscapes and portraits of charming peo-
ple, — but others draw crazy and dreadful ones? What do
pictures show — the reality or the soul of the artist? |

Have you got your own photographs? And painted pictures?
What do you like more? Why?

You are going to read a story about a magic picture. What
magic can a portrait have? Any ideas?

Cheiromantist is a person who can tell your future reading

your hand. Do you believe in his or her power? Have you
ever been told your future? How do you feel about it?
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While Reading

The Picture of Dorian Gray

1) Read Chapter One. You have just met the main characters of the
story. Try to remember what people they are at the very beginning. Choose
the right sentences about them and correct the false ones.

9.

10.

Lord Henry was fond of grace and beauty and enjoyed beau-
tiful things, sounds and smells. |
Basil made a wonderful portrait of a very good-looking
young man and wanted to exhibit it to get a reputation.
Lord Henry was happy in his married life. His wife was a
very open-hearted woman and never told him a word of
lie.

Basil didn’t want to reveal the secret of his soul. That’s
why he didn’t want to send the picture to the exhibition.
Basil was very independent by nature and didn’t like Dori-
an’s influence on him.

When Basil and Dorian met, they both felt that their friend-
ship was inevitable.

The harmony of beautiful soul and beautiful face im-
pressed Basil a great deal and he saw everything differently.
Dorian was always charming to Basil and never gave him
pain. |

Lord Henry and Basil were friends, but they were very dif-
ferent.

Lord Henry and Basil were friends, and Basil wanted Har-
ry to meet a charming young man — Dorian Gray.

.2) Read Chapter Two and answer the questions. Each time try to give

three sentences at least.
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What did Dorian look like?

Why did Basil want Lord Henry to leave the studio?

What did Dorian like in Lord Henry at first sight?

Why couldn’t Dorian find words to answer Lord Henry?

Why did Lord Henry feel interested in Dorian?

Which of Henry’s words frightened Dorian? Why?

Why did Basil believe that the picture was Dorian’s prop-

erty? "y

8. Why did Dorian feel sad when he looked at the finished
picture?

9. What wish did he make when he was looking at his por-
trait?

10. What was Dorian jealous of?

umm-ﬁwm;—-

3) Read Chapter Three. Now you know more about Dorian Gray. Can
you fill the gaps with the following adjectives in the box?

rich loveless

mad beautiful
loveliest young

ugly penniless
unhappy good-looking
poor

He was a grandson of Lord Kelso, a gentleman.
His mother was Lady Margaret Devereux. She was an extraor-
dinarily girl, Margaret Devereux, and made all the
men fall in love with her. But then she ran away with a
fellow. One of the creatures risked everything for a
passion. A few wild weeks of happiness were cut
short by a terrible crime. The poor man was killed in a duel.
There was an story about it. They said Lord Kelso
paid money for it because he didn’t want his daughter to be
married to a man. He brought Margaret back with
him, but girl never spoke to him again. The girl died,
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too, died within a year. She left a son, a very boy.
He was left to the tyranny of an old and man.

4) Read Chapter Four and put the sentences in the right order. You will
get the story told by Dorian.

1. When I met you, Harry, you filled me with a wild desire to
know everything about life. I could feel poison in the air.

2. About half-past eight I saw an old dirty theatre. An ugly
old man was standing at the entrance and smoking a cigar.
‘Have a box, my Lord?’ he said, when he saw me, and he
took off his hat.

3. But Juliet! Harry, imagine a girl, about seventeen years of
age, with a little, flowerlike face, a small Greek head with
dark-brown hair, eyes that were violet wells of passion, lips
‘that were like the petals of a rose. She was the loveliest
thing I had ever seen in my life.

4. The third night I threw her some flowers, and she looked
at me. It was curious but I didn’t want to know her. I love
her too much. Every night I go to see her act, and every
night she is more wonderful.

5. Well, one evening about seven o’clock, I was walking
around. I felt that there was something special for me in
this grey monstrous London.

6. Well, I found myself seated in a terrible little box. It was
Romeo and Juliet. There was a dreadful orchestra. Romeo
was a fat old man with a terrible voice. Mercutio was al-
most as bad.

5) Read Chapter Five. You have just met some new characters of the
book: Sibyl Vane, Mrs. Vane, her mother, and James, her brother. Who
said the following words and why? What were they doing at that moment?

1. I am so happy!
2. Foolish child!
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5
6.
7.
8
9.
I

0.

I am not worthy of him!

I don’t suppose I shall see this horrid London again.
Watch over her!

It can be a most brilliant marriage for Sibyl.

Who is he? I have a right to know.

He is called Prince Charming. I do love him.

You are mad about him.

If this man wrongs my sister, I will kill him like a dog.

6) Read Chapter Six and match up the two parts of the sentences.

1.
2.

3.
4,

Ln

"o oo o

But although Sibyl looked beautiful, ...

As Dorian and Sibyl were sitting together, suddenly there
came into her eyes a look...

Dorian told her that he loved her, and...

I loved you because you had genius and intellect...
Dorian thought that he had the arms of Rosalind around
him, and... '

The sunlight showed him the lines of cruelty round the
mouth as clearly as if...

If this girl can give a soul to those who have lived without
one, if she can create the sense of beauty in people whose
lives have been so ugly, ...

When I came on the stage tonight, ...

There were no signs of any change when he looked into the
painting, and vet...

I don’t suppose you will want your wife to act, so...

that Dorian had never seen there before.

kissed Juliet on the mouth.

Sibyl said she was not worthy to be his wife.

she is worthy of your love.

her voice sounded unnatural.

what does it matter if she plays Juliet like a wooden doll?
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I could not understand why everything had gone from me.
because you realized the dreams of great poets and gave
shape and substance to the shadows of art.

he had been looking into a mirror after he had done some
dreadful thing.

there was no doubt that the whole expression had changed.

7) Read Chapter Seven. All the following sentences are true. Try and
prove that:

L

2.

9.

in the morning Dorian felt fine, he nearly forgot what had
happened the night before.

Dorian was afraid of the picture. He was afraid even to
look at it.

when Dorian realized that he had been cruel to Sibyl, he
decided to write a love-letter to her and to ask her to be his
wife.

when he was writing the letter, he didn’t know the girl had
been dead.

Dorian didn’t want Lord Henry to dominate him, but he
couldn’t get rid of his influence on him.

Sibyl killed herself.

Dorian didn’t love Sibyl.

Dorian made his final choice — to remain young and beau-
tiful forever.

Dorian was afraid that anyone could see the picture.

10. Dorian wanted the picture to be the mirror of his soul.

8) Read Chapter Eight and explain why:

1.
2

3.
4.

Basil came to Dorian’s house the night before.

Basil didn’t believe that Dorian was in the theatre the night
before.

Dorian didn’t want to talk to Basil about Sibyl.

Basil felt that Dorian had completely changed.
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Dorian said there was nothing terrible about Sibyl.
Dorian was sure that his name wouldn’t be mentmned in
connection with the death of Sibyl.

Dorian refused to sit to Basil.

Dorian put the picture behind the screen.

Basil decided to exhibit the picture in Paris.

Dorian didn’t tell Basil about the secret the picture had.

9) Read Chapter Nine. Now you have read the first part of the book. You
have learnt all the main characters and their natures. Can you guess what
happens to them later on and explain your predictions?

1.

g 9

10.

Dorian Gray was an ideal for Basil, his motive of art. Will
Basil love Dorian as he used to? Will they be friends?
Basil wanted to exhibit the picture of Dorian in Paris. Will
he manage to do that?

Dorian didn’t want Basil to see his picture. Will the artist
ever see it?

Dorian Gray was dominated by Lord Henry. Will the young
man be influenced by him later on?

Dorian was afraid of his picture. Will he have any other
feelings towards it?

Dorian hid his portrait in the locked room. Will he keep it
there forever?

Dorian’s mad wish came true and he never lost his beauty.
But his soul came into the picture. Will there be any more
magic in the book?

Dorian realized that he had destroyed Sibyl’s life. Will he
ever fall in love with anybody? Will love cure his soul?
James Vane, Sibyl’s brother, promised to kill anybody who
wronged his sister. Will he keep his promise?

Dorian changed for the worse. Will he change for the bet-
ter?
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10) Read Chapter Ten and complete the sentences.

1. Dorian recognized Basil in the street
a) and he was glad to see his old friend again
b) but he didn’t want to see the artist because he was
afraid of him
c) and he felt frightened and tried to escape
d) but Basil didn’t recognize him because Dorian had
changed a lot

2. Basil had been waiting for Dorian in the library because he
wanted to
a) see the picture agam
b) tell Dorian a dreadful story against him
c) talk to him about Dorian’s reputation in London
society
d) borrow some money for a trip to Paris

3. Basil didn’t believe the terrible stories against Dorian be-
cause he
a) knew none of them
b) knew Dorian well and they spent a lot of time to-
gether
¢) was sure the sin writes itself across a man’s face
d) didn’t have any friends worth believing

4. — that fact surprised and frightened Basil!
a) Dorian didn’t recognize him in the street
b) Dorian’s face hadn’t changed
¢) Dorian was out when Basil visited him
d) The effect Dorian had had on his friends

5. A word of broke from the painter’s lips as he
saw the dreadful face on the canvas grinning at him.

189



* Activities *

a) horror
b) joy
c¢) delight

d) excitement

Basil recognized his work in the dreadful portrait when

a) he saw it was Dorian Gray’s own face

b) he saw his own name in the corner of the picture
¢) Dorian told him that

d) the ugly face in the picture grinned at him

Basil saw
a) his own soul
b) the eyes of devil
¢) his ideal |
d) Dorian’s untroubled face

in the disgusting portrait.

Dorian killed Basil because
a) he got mad
b) hatred for Basil came over him
¢) he was afraid that the whole world would know hi:
secret
d) he had always hated Basil

Dorian killed Basil with
a) the knife
b) the stick -
¢) the gun
d) his own hands

10. He hid Basil’s coat and bag in his secret place because

a) he didn’t want to leave evidence
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b) he needed those things himself
c¢) he didn’t know what to do with those things
d) they were too dirty

11) Read Chapter Eleven. You have just met another character of the
book — Alan Campbell. Why did he come to Dorian? What was he like?
Try and say as much as you can about him. The following word combina-
tions and some of his sentences can help you.

1.

great friend; five years ago; sudden end; extremely clever;
science chemistry; talented musician; violin and piano;
had changed; strangely melancholy; disliked music.

I had decided never to come into your house again, Gray.
But you said it was a matter of life and death.

I don’t want to know anything further. I’'m not going to
come into your life. Keep your horrible secrets to yourself.
They don’t interest me any more.

man can save; to destroy it completely; into a handful of
ashes; a piece of paper, and wrote something on it; his face
became pale; a horrible sense of sickness; heart was beat-
ing itself to death; impossible to refuse.

Your life? Good heavens! What a life that is! You have gone
from corruption to corruption, and now you have com-
mitted the crime.

get some things from the laboratory; large bag full of chem-
icals; dreadful work; pale, but absolutely calm; horrible
smell of nitric acid; was gone.

12) Read Chapter Twelve and put the sentences in the right order.

1.

2.

At midnight Dorian Gray, dressed as a poor man, went out
of his house. He took the cab and went to the opium den.
Dorian walked quickly along the road, but as he reached a
corner, somebody’s hands closed around his neck.
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10.

“I am going on to the other place.” He didn’t want to see
the man who used to be his friend. “Good night, then.”
The sleepy sailor jumped to his feet. He ran out into the
darkness and saw Dorian Gray going away.

“You destroyed the life of Sibyl Vane,” was the answer,
“and Sibyl Vane killed herself. I swore I would kill you in
return. I knew nothing of you but the pet name she used to
call you. Now you are going to die.”

It was a small dirty house. A long low room was dark and

smelly. Dorian looked round at the grotesque things that

lay in such fantastic postures on the dirty floor.

As he drew the curtain aside; a dreadful laugh broke from
the painted lips of a woman. “Prince Charming is what
you like to be called, isn’t it?” she asked.

“Why didn’t you kill him?” she asked. “Prince Charming
is the worst one that comes here. They say he has sold him-
self to the devil for a pretty face. I’ve known him for eight-
een years. He hasn’t changed much since then.”
Memory, like a horrible illness, was eating his soul away.
From time to time he seemed to see the eyes of Basil look-
ing at him. Yet he felt he could not stay. He wanted to be
where no one would know who he was. He wanted to es-
cape from himself.

“Eighteen years,” laughed Dorian Gray. “Eighteen years!

" Just look at my face!” James Vane took Dorian Gray to
the light. There he saw the face of a twenty- year—nld boy.

He was too young.

13) Read Chapter Thirteen and answer the following questions. Your
friends can have different points of view. Prove your answer!

2

3

Was Dorian in love with the Duchess?
Was he afraid of James? Was he sure that James had gone

to India?
Did Dorian see James looking at hlm through the glass?
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Was Dorian safe in his country house?

Did Dorian not want his friend to shoot the hare?

Was Dorian frightened when he heard two cries of death at
the shooting-party?

Did Dorian guess who his friend had shot?

Was Dorian absurdly nervous that day?

Was he afraid to look at the dead man under the cloth?
Was Dorian calm when he saw who had been killed at the
shooting-party?

14) Read Chapter Fourteen and try to remember who said it — Dorian or
Lord Henry and try to explain what they meant.

1.
2.

OO0 ~1 O h B W

10.
11.

But you are quite perfect. Please, don’t change.
Anybody can be good in the country. There are no tempta-
tions there.

I spared a girl’s life.

You gave her good advice and broke her heart.

You are absolutely boyish.

What do you think has happened to Basil?

Did it ever happen to you that Basil was murdered?

What would you say if I told you that I had murdered Basil?
Play me something beautiful, and tell me, in a low voice,
how you have kept your youth.

How happy you are! What a fantastic life you have had!
Promise me that you will never lend that book to any one.

Lord Arthur Savile’s Crime

1) Read Chapter One. Can you prove that:

1
2
3.

Lady Windermere was a charming woman.
Lady Windermere believed in cheiromancy.
Mr. Podgers didn’t look like a real cheiromantist.
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9.

Mr. Podgers was a successful cheiromantist.

some people wanted to have their hands read but the oth-
ers didn’t.

Lord Arthur loved Sybil.

Mr. Podgers was frightened when he saw Lord Arthur’s
hand.

Mr. Podgers didn’t want to tell what he had seen on
Arthur’s hand.

Mr. Podgers told Lord Arthur what he had seen on his hand.

10. Lord Arthur believed Mr. Podgers.

2) Read Chapter Two. Choose the right sentences about the characters
of the story and correct the false ones.

L.

2

LS

N Lh

9.

Lord Arthur decided not to marry Sybil after he had been
told his fortune.

Lord Arthur was a born criminal and any murder was noth-
ing to him.

He decided to Kill his relative feeling no regret.

Lord Arthur decided to poison Lady Clem because he was
an expert on Toxicology.

Lord Arthur was a shy man who hated painful scenes.
Lord Arthur had a big angry dog.

Lord Arthur brought a new American medicine for heart-
burn to Lady Clem.

When Lord Arthur was in Italy, he was afraid that some
accident had happened to Lady Clem.

Lady Clem loved Lord Arthur and left him her house.

10. Lady Clem died a natural death.

3) Read Chapter Three. Who said the following sentences and why?
What were the other characters of the story doing at that moment?

L

So you are taking politics seriously?
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If you want one for home use, I will give you one and you
will be satisfied with the result.

I do not work for money. I live for my art.

Your cousin writes lovely letters. They are as good as nov-
els.

[ don’t think it is a nice thing to have at home.

Have you dropped anything important?

My dear Sybil! Let us be married tomorrow!

4) Read Chapter Four and do the final test.

1.

Who was among Lady Windermere’s guests?
a) Sybil
b) a famous cheiromantist
¢) a famous cheiropodist
d) English Queen

What did Lord Arthur feel when he saw Mr. Podgers at work?
a) He was afraid.
b) He had little interest in it.
¢) He was filled with hatred.
d) He was filled with curiosity.

Why did Mr. Podgers turn white when he was reading Lord
Arthur’s hand?

a) He couldn’t read it.

b) He saw something terrible there.

c) He felt Lord Arthur didn’t believe him.

d) He saw no detail about Lord Arthur’s future.

What did Mr. Podgers saw on Lord Arthur’s hand?
a) the name of his future wife
b) murder
¢) happy life till his late days
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d) nothing

What decision did Lord Arthur make after he had learnt
his fortune?

a) He decided to poison himself.

b) He decided to put off his marriage.

c) He decided to break his engagement.

d) He decided to leave England for Italy.

Why did Lord Arthur believe Lady Clem to be the best
candidate for the murder?

a) He hated her, she was an ugly dreadful creature.

b) She was the oldest one and lived nearby.

c¢) She was tired of life and wanted to die.

d) She hated him.

Why did Lord Arthur decide to poison her?
a) He was an expert on poisons and their effects.
b) It was the easiest way of killing the old lady.
c¢) It was a safe and quiet way.
d) It was the cheapest way of killing a person.

How did Lady Clem die?
a) Lord Arthur poisoned her.
b) She died a natural death.
c) She poisoned herself.
d) Sybil shot her dead.

How many people did Lord Arthur murder?
a) one
b) two
C) none
d) three
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- 10. Why did Lord Arthur believe in cheiromancy absolutely?

a) He had committed a murder.

b) He was happy in his married life after he had com-
mitted a crime.

¢) He was a talented pupil of Mr. Podgers.

d) He was a born cheiromantist.

The Model Millionaire

1) Read the story and say who said the following sentences and why.

1.

Lth B Lo 2

= ®© N

Come to me, my boy, when you have got ten thousand
pounds of your own, and we will see about it.

What an amazing model!

How much does a model get for sitting?

Oh, for this I get two thousand guineas!.

Why, look at the trouble of laying on the paint alone, and
standing all day long at one’s easel!

By the way, that old model is quite devoted to you. I had to
tell him all about you — who you are, where you live, what
your income is, what prospects you have.

You painters are heartless.

What on earth do you mean?

I am an unlucky devil.

. Millionaire models are rare enough; but model million-

aires are rarer still!
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After Reading
The Picture of Dorian Gray

1) Do you know anybody who is really beautiful? Is that person open-
hearted and helpful or reserved and selfish? Is it easy to be beautiful?

2) What would you do if you had a picture like the one Dorian had?

3) What do you think about the following ideas of Lord Henry?

1. One should never do anything that one cannot talk about
after dinner. |

2. Thereis only one thing in the world worse than being talked
about, that is not being talked about.

3. When we are happy, we are always good, but when we are
good we are not always happy.

4. Nothing can cure the soul but the senses, just as nothing
can cure the senses but the soul.

5. When your youth goes, your beauty will go with it, and
then you will suddenly see that there are no triumphs left
for you.

6. Icansympathize with everything except suffering. It is too
ugly, too horrible, too distressing.

7. People are very fond of giving away what they need most

themselves.

It’s today that is important.

9. Whenever a man does a very stupid thing, it is always from
the noblest motives.

10. The secret of remaining young is never to have an emotion
that is unbecoming.

o a]
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Lord Arthur Savile’s Crime

The Model Millionaire

What do you think about the characters of these stories? Were they nice
or terrible, clever or stupid? Who do you like most? Who do you like least?
Who did you feel most sorry for? Try to complete the sentences.

1.
2.
3

I feel sorry for because
I suppose was wrong (right) to ;
I believe did a dreadful (a nice, a very stu-

pid, an unjust) thing when

(%
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IIpMHATHIEC COKPAIICHHAA

a adjective — MMs MpWiararejbHoe
adv adverb — Hapeuue

a predic adjective predicative —
NpeauKaTHBHOE yroTpebiieHue
MMEHHM TIpUIAraTebHOro

¢/ conjunction — CoO103

A NOun — UM CYLLECTBUTEIbHOE
past past tense — IpouIeniee
BpEMS

A

able [ "e1b(a)l] a ymenslii; yme-
IOLLIMI; CITOCOOHBIH
be able Mmo4b, OBITH B COCTOS -
HUU

above [2 'bav| prep Han

absence [ ‘a&bs(a)ns] n oTcyT-
CTBHE

absolute [ "&bsalu:t] a abco-
JIIOTHBIN; OeCITIpUMEPHbIH

absolutely [ 2bsa’lu:tli] adv
[MOJIHOCTBIO, ADCOTIOTHO

absorb [ab "z2:b] v norsiomars;
BITUTBHIBATh

absurd [ab "s3:d] a aGcypaHbiii

accent [ “aks(a)nt] n npous-
HOILIEHUE; AKLIEHT; yAapeHUe

accident [ "aksid(a)nt] n cy-
yaii; cJIy4anHOCTh; Hecyac-
THbIHU CITy4yau

accuse [2 'kju:z] v oOBUHATD
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p.p. past participle — npuyactue
MPOLICALIETO BPEMEHU

pl plural — MHOXECTBEHHOE YHCIIO
prep preposition — npeanor
pron pronoun — MecCTOMMEHHE
v verb — rnaron

b6uba. — O6MOIEN3IM

6036bil. — BO3BBILLICHHO

ucm. — OTHOCAIIMHCA K HCTOPHUH

across [2 'kros] prep ckBo3b;
yepes

act [ekt] v neiictBoBaTh, no-
CTYTIaTh; BECTH ceDs1; UTpaTh

action [ "k [(a)n] n neiicTBueE;
MOCTYTIOK

active [ "aektiv]  akTUBHBIH

activity [ak "tivit1] n neiicTBus,
NESITEIbHOCTD

actress [ aktris] n akTpuca

actual [ "zktfval] a neicTBu-
TeNLHEIN

actually [ “kt[(v)ali] adv Ha
CaMOM Jene

add [2ed] v 106aBiaTh; MPHUCO-
edUHSTh; MpUIaBaTh

address [o "dres] n anpec; v 06-
palaThkCs

admire [od 'maia] v Bocxu-
1aTbcs

advantage [od ‘'va:ntid3] n
MPEMMYLLECTBO
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adventure [od "vent[a] n mpu-
KJIIOYEHHE

advice [od "vais] n coset

advise [ad "vaiz] v coBeTOBaTh

affair [2 fea] n neno

affect [o "fekt] v nopaxars,;
BJIMSITD; BPEAUTh

afraid [2 "freid] a predic ucny-
raHHbli, OOSIIUMUCS; COXa-
JICIOIIUI
be afraid of 6osaTHCS

afterwards [ "a:ftowad(z)] adv
BIOCJIEICTBUM, MO3XKE, MNO-
TOM

again [2 'ge(1)n] adv cHoBa,
OTISATE

against [2 "ge(1)nst] prep npo-
THB

agate [ “aqgot] n arat (noaydpa-
20UEHHbLI KAMEHD)

age [eid3] n Bo3pacT;, HONTHH
CPOK

agent [ "eid3(2)nt] n areHT

ago [2'gav] adv Tomy Ha3zan
long ago naBHO

agony | ‘@gani| n arOHUs

agree [2 "@ri:] v cornamarscs

ahead [o"hed] adv Bnepen;
BIIEpeaU

aim [e1m ] # Lie1b; V LETUTHCSA

air [ea] n'Bo30yX; BHI, BbIpa-
XEHME TH11a

alarm clock [2 ‘la:mklok] » 6y-
JAWITBHUK

alive [2 "laiv] a xuBo
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allow [2 "lav] v no3BonsTs, pas-
peliaTh |

almost [ "o:lmavst] adv noury,
eBa He

alone [2 "lavn] a predic onmHO-
KH#H

along [2 "lon] prep BooABL

aloud [ 'lavd] adv rpomko;
BCJIYX

already [o:] ‘redi1] adv yxe

altar [ "o:1ta] n anTaps

amazement [9 'meizmont] n
U3yMJIEHUE |

ambition [22m "bif(a)n] n am-
OMLIMM, LI

amethyst [ "2ma0ist] n ame-
THUCT (OpazoyerHblil KaMeHb)

among [2'mAn] prep cpenu,
MEXITY

amuse [2 ‘'mju:z] v 3a6aBATS,
pa3BiieKaTh

analyse [ "&nalaiz] v aHanusm-
poBaTh .

ancient [ "‘em[(a)nt] a npeBHUNA

anger [ &nga] nrues

angry [ "@ngri] a cepanTiii;
APOCTHBIN; pa3gpaXeHHbIH
be angry (with) cepauthcs (Ha)

annoy [5 'noi] v HanoeaaTh, A0-
CaXxnarb

another [2 "'nAd2] pron npyroii;
ele OavH

ant [&nt] n Mmypaseii

anxious [ "2pk[as] a 03abo-
YeHHBIN, 6eCOKOSALINICS
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aphorism [ &faoriz(a)m] n
adopusm
appear [2'p1a] v mosBAATHLCS;
MOKa3biBaTbCs |
appearance [2 pi(a)rans]| n
BHELLIHOCTh
appetite [ "@pitait] n annerur
applaud [2 "plo:d] v xionars B
JIaloWIM, arJIOAMPOBATh
apricot [ “erprikot] n abpukoc
argue [ "a:gju:] vcnoputh
argument [ ‘a:gjumant] »n no-
BOI, apTYMEHT; CIIOp
arm-chair | "a:mtfea] n xpecno
around [5 ‘ravnd] adv Bcioay;
BOKPYT
arrest [2 ‘rest] v apecToBbIBaTh
arrival [3 ‘raiv(9)l] n npuGmi-
THE, TpUE3N
arrive [d ‘raiv] v npuGBIBaTH,
MPUE3XKATh
art [a:t] »n uckyccTBo
ari gailery XyA0XeCTBEHHAs
rajgepest
artist [ "a:tist] » xynoxHuk
as |&z| adv kax; ¢j BTO BpeMsl Kak
as ... as TaK Xe ... KaK
as s00n as KakK TOJIbKO
as far as I know HackoJbKO 51
3HAI0
as if kak ecnu Obl
as well Takxe
ash [&[] n nenen, 301a
ashamed [o " [eimd] a predic
NMPUCTBIKEHHBIA
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be ashamed (of) cTHLIMTBCS

aside [2 "said] adv B cTopony,
OTIENbHO

ask [a:sk| v cnpammBare; oc-
BEIOMJISITBCS
ask for npocuTs

assistant [2 sist(a)nt] » mo-
MOIIHUK

ate past om eat

attack [2 'tazk] n Hananenwue;

aTaka; MpPMCTYII; v HaNnaJaTh;

aTakoBaTh

attention [2 "ten[(3)n] n BHHU-
MaHue

attorney [ t3:n1] # TOBepeHHBI

audience [ "o:d1ons] n nyGauka,
3putesiu (e meampe)

awake (awoke, awoken) [0 “welk]
([#"wavk], [a"'wavkan]) v
pa3dyauTh; MPOCHYTLCSA

awful [ "2:f(3)]] a yxacHwii,
CTpallHbIA

awhiie {2 "wail]j adv Ha HeKoTO-
poe BpeMsi, HEHAZIOITro

awkward [ "o:kwad] a Heyki0-
XHUH, HETOBKHHA

awoke past om awake

awoken p.p. om awake

B

back [bak] n criuHa; o6parHas
CIOpOHa

background [ "bakgravnd] n
(hoH, 3anHMI TU1aH; MPOLLUIOE

* Vocabulary *

backwards | "bezkwadz] adv
Ha3aa; HaobopoT

badly [ "baedli] adv cunbHO

balance | ‘bzlons| n 6anaHc,
paBHOBECHE
keep balance ynepxuBaTb
paBHOBECHE

balcony | "balkani| n 6ankon

bald [bo:1d] @ abichbiii

ballad [ ‘baelad] n 6annana

balloon [ba 'lu:n] » Bo3aywWI-
HbIW LLIAp

bang [bap] v yaapurts(cd);
CTYKHYTb(Cs)

bank [bank] n 6eper (pexu)

bar [ba:] n 6ap

bark! [ba:k] »n kopa

bark? [ba:k] v naats

basket [ "ba:skit] n kop3uHka

bath [ba:0] n BaHHa
have a bath npuHuMaTh BaH-
HY |

batter [ 'bzta] v cuiabHO OUTS,

- oTaybacuTth -

battle [ "baetl] n 6uTBa, cpaxke-
HUE

be (was, “‘were; been) [bi:]
([woz], [w3:]; [bi:n]) v OBITD,
SABJISITHCS
be off yxoauTb, youpatbcs
be out 6bITH BHE 10MA
be over 3aKaH4YMBaTHCH
be up and down xoauTth TYAa-
ciona

beach [bi:t[] n musx
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beady [ ‘bi:di] @ noxoxuii Ha
OVCHHKY

beak [bi:k] n k0B

bean [bi:n]| » 6060BOE 3epHbILL-
KO; dacoJib

bear (bore, born) [bea] ([bo:],
[ba:n]) v BBIHOCHTD, TEpHETH

beard [biad] n 6Gopona

beast [bi:st] » XuBoTHOE; 3Bepb

beat (beat, beaten) [bi:t] ([bi:t],
[ "bi:tn]) v yaapsaTe; Kojo-
THUTh, OUTb '

beaten p.p. om beat

beautiful [ "bju:tif(a)l] a xpa-
CMBbBIH; NMpEeKpacHbIA; Mpe-
BOCXOIHBIH

beauty [ "bju:ti] n xpacorta

became past om become

because [b1 "kpz] ¢j notomy 4T,
TaK Kak

become (became, become)
[b1"kam]  ([br'keim],
[b1 'kam]) v craHOBHTBCH

bedroom [ ‘bedru:m] n cnans-
HSl

bedside [ "bedsaid] n mecTo ps-
JIOM C KPOBaTblO; @ MPUKPO-
BaTHBIN

bee [bi:| n nuena

been p.p. om be

beer-barrel [ "bia, baral] n
MUBHAas Do4YKa

before b1 fo:] adv Bnepeawu,
BIEPEJ; PaHblle; ¢j Mpexne
yeM; CKOpee YeM



* Vocabulary *

beg [beg] v npocuTs, yMONSATH
I beg your pardon ripoiuy rnpo-
CTUTb MEH$

beggar [ ‘'bega] n Huuwii

began past om begin

begin (began, begun) [b1 gin]
([br’geen], [br’gan]) v Hauu-
HaTb
to begin with 1ns Hayana

beginning [b1°ginin] » Hauano

begun p.p. om begin

behind [b1 "haind] adv nocne;
1o3a1u, c3aau

believe [b1 "li:v] v BepuTh

bell [bel] #n konokonbuuk; 380-
HOK

" belong [b1’lon] v npunamie-
XaTb

below [b1 "1av] prep noxn; Huxe

belt [belt] n nosic

bench [bent[] n ckameiika, na-
BOYKa

bend [bend] n n3ru6; mosopor;
(bent, bent) ([bent], [bent])
V THYTh; Cru0arth; HAKJIOHSATh

beneath [b1 'ni:0] adv BHuU3Y,
HILKE

bent past u p.p. om bend

beseech (besought, besought)
[br si:tf] ([b1sa:t],
[bi’so:t]) v ymonATSh, Mpo-
CHUTh

beside [b1 "said] prep psinom

besides [b1 saidz] prep xpome
TOrO, CBEPX TOTO

besought past u p.p. om beseech

better [ "beta] a nyuwnii; adv
Jayyure

between [b1 "twi:n| prep mexay

beware [b1'wea| v Gepeuncs,
ocTeperaTbCcs

beyond [b1 “jond] prep Bhilue,
BHE

biology [bai "plad31] n 6uonorus

birth [b3:0] n poxnenue

bit' [bit] n xycok, Kycouek

bit? past om bite

bite [bait] n ykyc; (bit, bitten)
([bit], [ "bitn]) v kycaTs

bitten p.p. om bite

bitter [ ‘bita] a ropbkuii; My-
YUTETbHBIN; CHIbHBIMA
bitter tears ropbKue cje3sl

blanket [ ‘blaenkit]| n onesino

bleed [bli:d] v kpoBOoTOUMTE

blew past om blow?

blind [blaind] a crenoii

blood [blad] # kpoBb

bloody [ "bladi] a xpoBaBsiii

blossom [ ‘blps(a)m|] » usetox
(depeea); v pacuBeTath (0 de-
pesbsx)

blow! [blav] n ynap

blow? (blew, blown) [blav]
([blu:], [blavn]) v nyTH
blow up HanyBaTh; B3pHI-
BaTh(Cs)

blown p.p. om blow?

blush [blA[] n Kkpacka cTbIOa; v
BCMBIXHYTh OT CThI/IA
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* Vocabulary *

board [bo:d] n 6opT (kopabias)
on board Ha Gopry

boat [bavt] n monxa

body | "bodi] » Teno; Tynosu-
oie -

bone [baun| n kocTe

bony [ "bavni] @ kocTsBBII

book-shelf [ "bukfelf] n kHux-
Has MoJiKa

boot [bu:t] n GoTuHOK; camor

bore past om bear

boring [ "bo:rip] a ckyuHBIi

born’ [ba:n] @ npupoXxneHHbIN

born? p.p. om bear

borrow [ "borav] v6parts B3aiiMEl

both [bav0] pron oba

bought past u p.p. om buy

bow' [bav] n nyk; nyra; cmbi-
4OK

bow? [bav] n nokioH; v cor-
HYTbCS ; KJTaHATbCS

box [boks| » kopoOka; noxa
(meampanvHas)

boyhood [ "bothud] n netctBO
(0 Maavuure, MymcuuHe)

brain [brein] n yMm; MyapocTs;
MO3T

brave [bre1v] v xpalOpuiit, cme-
JIBIA

break [breik] » nepephiB;
(broke, broken) ([bravk],
[ ‘bravken]) v nomartb, pas-
PYLLIATh; Pa3opsTh(Cs)
break the silence HapymuTh
TULLWHY
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breath [bre6| n nvixaHue
be out of breath 3anbixarbcsl,
3anbIXaThCs

breathe [bri:d] v apiuaTh

breed [bri:d] v pa3BoauTk;
BCKapMJIUBaTh

bridge [brid3] n mocT

bright [brait] a sspkuii, G61ec-
TAIIWUH; CBETJABIH, YMHBIH,
CMBILLLTEHHBIH

brilliant [ "briliant] a 6nects-
LI, BEJIUKOJIEITHBIN, CBEP-
Kalouum

bring (brought, brought) [brip]
([bro:t], [bro:t]) v npuHOCHTS

broad [bro:d] a umpokwuii, 06-
ILIMPHBIA, TTPOCTOPHBIM

broke past om break

broken p.p. om break

brought pasf u p.p. om bring

brush [bra[] n kuctb (xydoac-
HUKA, Manapa u m.n.); v Yuc-
THUTD

build (built, built) [bild] ([bilt],
[bilt]) vcTpouTs

built past u p.p. om build

bump [bAmp]| » rayxoii wym;
yaap; v yIapuTh; OUThCS 000
YTO-JI.

burn (burnt, burnt) [b3:n]
([b3:nt], [b3:nt]) v cxurats;
ropeTh, MbLIATh

burnt past u p.p. om burn

bury [ "beri]| v noxopoHuTs; 3a-
pbIBaTh



» Vocabulary *

bury one’s face cnpsararh
JIMLIO, 3aKPbIThCA

bush [bu[] n xyct

business [ "biznis] » neno, 3a-
HSITHE

busy [ "bizi] a 3ansTOM

buttercup [ "'batakap] n 100THK
(ueemox)

butterfly [ "bataflai] n 6abou-
Ka

button [ ‘batn] » nyrosuua

buy (bought, bought) [bai]
([bo:t], [bo:t]) v mokynarts,
npuobperaThb

buzz [bAz] v XyxXaTb

C

calculate [ ‘kaelkjvleit] v cun-
TaTh, NOACYMUTHIBATH

call [ko:1] v 3BaTh, OKJIMKATE;
3BOHMTb; HAa3bIBATh
call after smb 3axoquTh K KO-
MY-JL.

came pasf om come

camp [kemp]| n nareps

can (could) [kan] ([kvd]) v
MOUb, YMETb

candle [ "kendl] n cBeua

canvas [ "kanvas] n xonct

capital [ "kaepitl]| n cronnua

caprice [ka "pri:s] n kanpu3

card [ka:d] n kapra (#epans-
Has)

care [kea] n 3ab6ota, nomneye-

HHe, YXO/; BHUMaHH1e, 0CTO-
POXHOCTb; v 3a00TUTHCS
care (for) 3a06oTuThCH (0)
take care (of) 3a00THTBCs (0)
I don’t care MHE BCE paBHO
careful [ "keaf(a)l] a BHMMa-
TeNbHbIH; TIIATEJIbHBIHI; 3a-
OOTIMBbIN; OCTOPOXHbIN
careless [ "kealis] a HeOpex-
HbI/i; HEBHMMATE/IbHBIN;
HEOCTOPOXHBIN
carpet [ "ka:pit] n kosep
carriage [ "keerid3] » noBo3ka
carrot [ "kaerat] n MOpPKOBb
carry [ "kaer1] v HocuTb, BO3UTh
case [kers] n cnyyaii, neno; cy-
nAebHOe Aeno; AWMK, QyTIsp
in any case B TIOOOM cjiyyae
catch (caught, caught) [kat/]
([ko:t], [ko:t]) v 1OBHTB,
MoHMaTh, CXBATUTH
catch cold npocTbITh
caught past u p.p. om catch
cause [ko:z] n mpuunHa; v npu-
YUHATH, BbI3BATh
caveman [ ‘kervman| n newep-
Hblif YEJTOBEK
ceiling [ “si:lip] » moTosnoK
celebrate [ ‘selibreit] v npasa-
HOBATb
centre [ ‘senta] n ueHTp
century [ ‘sentfar1] n Bek, cTO-
JaeTue
ceremony [ ‘serimani| » uepe-
MOHHS
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* Vocabulary -

certain [ "s3:tn] a onpeneneH-
HBIi; YBEpEeHHBIA
for certain HaBepHsKa

certainly [ "s3:tnli] adv koHeu-
HO

certainty [ ‘s3:tnti] » yBepeH-
HOCTb, OTNIPEAEICHHOCTh

chain [t[ein] » uens

chair [tfea] ncTyn

chairman [ "tfeaman] » npen-
cexaresb

‘champagne [[&m 'pein] n

IIaMITaHCKOe

chance [tfa:ns] n cayuaii;
LLIAHC, BO3MOXHOCTb, BEPO-
STHOCTD
by chance cayyaiino

change [tfeind3] n mepemeHa;
v OOMEHMBATBhCS, MEHATBCS
change clothes nepeonesath-
cs
change the subject nepeme-
HUTBb TEMY (paszzoeopa)

chapter [ "tfaepts] n rnasa
(KHuezu)

character [ "kzrikta] n repoi
(npoussedenusn)

charm [tfa:m] » ouapoBaHue

charming [ “tfa:mip] g ouapo-
BaTeJIbHBIA

chat [tfzet] v 6onrars, Geceno-
BaTh

cheap [t[i:p] a nemieBniit

cheat [ti:t] v oOMaHBIBaTH

cheek [t[i:k] 7 weka

cheer [t[12] v ipuBeTcTBOBaTH

cheiromancy [ "kararomeensi]
n XUPOMAHTHSI

cheiromantist | "karoromaentist]
1 XUPOMaHT

cheiropodist| "kaierapodist] »
MacTep no neamkKiopy, Mo-
30JIbHBIM OTMEPATOP

chemical [ "kemik(3)l] @ xumu-
YECKUMH

chemist [ "kemist] n anrtexapb

chemistry [ "kemuistri] » xumus

cheque [tfek] n yex

chiefly [ "t[i:fl1] adv B ocHoBHOM

childish [ "tfaildif] a pe6siuec-
KWW, MATbYMILECKHH

chimney [ "tfimni] #» niMmoBas
Tpyba

chin [tfin] n non6opomok

china [ "tfaina] a papdopossiii
china vase papdoposas Baza

choice [t[o15] 7 BLIGOP

choose (chose, chosen) [tfu:z]
([tfavz], [ "tfavz(a)n]) v BEI-
OupaThb

chorus [ "ko:ras] n xop

chose past om choose

chosen p.p. om choose

Christmas [ "krismas| #n Pox-
HECTBO (pea. npa3onux)

church [tf3:t[] » uepkosb

circle [ "s3:k(2)l] n kpyr

civilisation [ siv(2)lar "zeif(a)n]
1 UMBUIN3ALIAS

clap [klaep] v x1onars
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» Vocabulary *

clear [klia] @ uncthiit; v ymc-
THThb
clear away pacuuiuarhb; you-
paTh (co cmoaa um.n.)

- climb [klaim] v na3uts, B36H-
paTbCs

close [kloavs] a 6nuskuit; adv
OM3Ko |
close friend 6s1m3kui opyr

close [klavz] v 3akpbIBaTh

clothes [klov(8)z] n onexna

club [kiab] n x1y6

clumsy [ ‘klamzi] a Heyxito-
XU

coal-black [ "kavl 'blek] a
yroJibHBI (yeem)

coat [kavt] n nansro

coin [koin] » MoHeT(K)a

cold [kovld] » npoctyna

collar [ "kola] n BopoTHMK

collect [ko "lekt] v cobupaTh

collection [ka ‘lek[(a)n] n xon-
NeKuus; coopaHue '

colour [ "kalo] n 1iBeT; OTTEHOK;
TOH

colourless [ "kalalis| a 6ecuBer-
HbIH

column [ "kolam] # konoHHa
comb [kavm] v pacuecsiBaTh
come (came, come) [kam]
([keim], [kam]) v npuxo-
IWTh, MpUOBIBATH, TIPHE3-
KaTh; MPOUCXOOHUTh
come across BCTPETUTHCSA
come back BepHYTbCH
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come from NMpPoOMCXOAUThH,
OBITE POIOM
come out BLIXOOUTD
come over rpue3xXarb, Npu-
XOIUTh
come up NOAXOIHTh

comfort [ "kamfat] n komdopt

comfortable [ "kamf(a)tab(a)l]
a ynoOHbIH

common [ ’kpman] a npocToii,
OOBIYHBINI; 001U
common sense 3JpaBHIid
CMBIC]

companion [kom "panian] n
KOMITAaHbOH(KA)

company [ ‘kampani] n Tpyn-
na (apmucmoe)

compare [kom "pea] vcpaBHUBATL

complain [kom "plein] v xano-
BaTbCs

complete [kom "pli:t] a non-
HBIii; 3aBepLICHHbIA

compliment [ "komplimant] »
KOMILTUMEHT

conceal [kan “si:l] v ckpriBath,
yTaWuBaTh

concentrate [ ‘'kons(2)ntreit]| v
KOHLIEHTPUPOBATL(CA)

concert [ ‘'konsat] » koHLEpT

condemn [kon ‘dem] v ocyx-
JIaTh; IPUIroBapUBaTh

confirm [kon “f3:m] v noaTsep-
XIaTb

congratulate [kan gratjuleit]
V IO30paBJiSTh

* Vocabulary -+

connection [ka 'nek[(a)n] n
CBSI3b
conscience [ "konf(a)ns] n co-
BECTD :
conscious | "konJas| a co3na-
TEJILHBIN, CO3HAKOLLIHU I
consequence [ ‘konsikwans]| n
[MOCNEACTBHE
consider [kan 'sida] v nmona-
raTh, CYUTaTh
construct [kan "strakt] v co-
OpyXaThb
consult [kon “salt] v coBeTo-
BaThCsl, KOHCYJIETHPOBATHCS
consultation [ kons(a)! "terf(a)n]
1 KOHCYJIBTaLMs
contain [kon ‘tein] v comep-
XAaThb
contents [ 'kontents] »n p/ co-
- IepXaHHe
continent [ "'kontinant] # KoH-
THHEHT |
continue [kan 'tinju:] v npo-
JOJIKaTh
convenient [kon "vi:niont] a
YIOOHBII
conversatioh [ konva "seif(2)n]
1 pa3roBop
cook [kuk] v roroButs eny
cool [ku:l] @ npoxnaamsrii
copper [ ‘'kppa] n MeaHas MoO-
HeTa
cornelian [ko: "ni:lian] » kop-
HeJIMaH (KameHb)
corner [ 'ko:na] n yromn; Mecto
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correct [ka ‘rekt] a npasuab-
HBIW; V UCTIPABJISITh

corridor [ "kprido:| n kopunop

corrupt [ka 'rapt] v passpa-
LLATh; TOPTUTDb

corruption [ko 'rapf(a)n] n
paspylleHue; TIopya; pa3Bpa-
ILIeHUe

costume [ "kostjum|] # kocTioM,
Hapsil
costume ball kocTioMupoO-
BaHHbIK Oan, Mackapan

cotton [ "kotn] n xsionok

cough [kof] n kawenp; v kaw-
JSATh

could past om can

count [kavnt] v cuuratb

couple [ ‘kap(2)l] » mapa

courage [ "karid3| n myxectBO

cousin [ "kaz(a)n] n aBotopoa-
HbIii Opart, ABOIOpOAHAas cec-
Tpa

cover | 'kAva] n oKpsIBaio; v
MOKPbIBATh

crack [krak]| » Tpeck; Tpemiu-
Ha; LIe/b; vV pacKaibiBaTh,
TPeCKaThbCs

crash [krz[] n rpoxor, Tpeck; v
naaaTh, PYLUUTLCS C Tpec-
KOM

cravat [kra "vat] n ranctyk

crawl [kro:1] v mon3tu

cream [Kkri:m] n KpeMm; a Kpe-
MOBBIA

create [kri ert] v coznaBartb



* Vocabulary *

creation [kr1 e1f(a)n] » co3na-
HHe, COTBOpEHHUE (npouyecc)

creature [ ‘kri:tfa] n cyuecTso,
cOo31aHue (pe3yasmam)

creep (crept, crept) [kri:p]
([krept], [krept]) v nonsars,
BUTBCS

crept past u p.p. om creep

crime [kraim] » npectyruieHue

criminal [ "krimin(2)1] » npe-
CTYMHHUK

cross [kros] n kpecT; v nepexo-
IINTH, TIEPECEKATD

crowd [kravd] » Tonna; v Ha-
MOJHSATH

crown [kravn] n xopoHa

cruelty [ "kru:alt1] n xecTo-
KOCTh

cry [krai] n KpuK; v Kp1M4aTh;
IUIaKaTh; BOCKJIMLIATh
cry out BLIKpUKUBATb

crystal [ "kristl] @ xpycrans-
HbI, KPUCTALTHYECKHU A

cunning [ ‘kAnin] a xuTphii;
KOBapHBIN

cupboard [ "kapbad] n mixad

cure [kjua] n nexapcTBo; v M3-
NIeYHBaTh

curiosity [, kju(a)ri ositi] n
M00O0MBITCTBO

curious [ ‘kju(a)rias] a mobo-
NMbITHBIA; CTPAHHBII, HEMO-
HATHBIA

curl [k3:1] v BuTbCH; KIIy-
OUThCA

curly [ "k3:11] a kyapsBslii,
BbIOLLMHCA

curtain [ ‘k3:tn] n 3aHaBec(ka),
nopreepa |

cushion [ "'kuf(a)n] n nmonyi-
Ka

cut [kat] #» mopes; (cut, cut)
([kat], [kat]) v pe3aTs, py-
OMTDb; Cpe3aTh; CTPHYb

cynical [ ‘sinik(2)l] @ unHKMY-
HbIA

cynicism [ “sinisiz(2)m] » uu-
HU3M

D

dahlia [ "deilja] n acTpa
daisy [ "deizi] » maprapuTKa
danger [ 'demd3a] n onacHocTh
dangerous [ ‘deind3aras] a
OMAaCHBIN; PUCKOBAHHBIH
dare [dea] v ocMenuBaThCA
dark [da:k] a TemHB1i
darkness [ "da:knis] » reMHOTa
date [deit] » naTa, yucno
dawn [do:n] n paccBeT
dead [ded] a mepTBHIii, yMED-
LLIHHA -
dead leaves onaBiuye JIMCTh s
dead-houses [ ‘dedhavziz] n pi
MOpT
deaf [def] a rnyxoit
death [deO] n cMepTh
decide [d1’said] v peuwars,
NPUHMMATh PEIICHUE
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» Vocabulary *

decision [d1"s13(2)n] n perue-
HUe

decorate [ ‘dekareit] v ykpa-
LiaTh, HAPSXaTh

decorative [ "dek(a)rativ] a ne-
KOpaTHUBHBINA

deed [di:d] n neiicTBUE, noCTY-
MOK

deep [di:p] a riyOoKMii, HU3-
KH1H (0 eonoce)

deer [d12] n oneHb

defeat [d1 "fi:t] v mopaxats, mo-
OexXmaThb -

deform [d1 fo:m] v nedopmu-
poBaTh

degradation [, degra ‘derf(a)n]
n Jerpanauus

delicate [ "delikit] a neiukar-
HbIH; XpYNKWH, HEXXHBIH

delight [di "lait] #» BocTOpT

delightful [d1laitf(2)]] @ BOC-
XUTHTENbHBIN

deliver [d1 "l1va] v nocTaBisATh,
MPUHOCHTD

demonstrate [ "demonstreit| v
NEMOHCTPUPOBATh

den [den] # ToroBo; npuTOH

denial [d1 nai(a)l] » orpuua-
HUe

deny [d1 "nai] v oTpuuate

depend [d1 "pend] v 3aBucetb
it depends (on) 51O 3aBUCHUT
OT MHOTHX MTPHUYHH

depressing [d1 "presin] a yrHe-
TAIOIIWI
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describe [dis "kraib] v onucei-
BaTh; H300paxarsb

desert [ "dezat] n mycTeIHA

desire [d1’zaia] n xenanue; v
XOTETh, XKeNIaTh

despair [d1s "pea] n oTuasiHue

despotism [ ‘despoatiz(a)m] »
IECTOTU3M

destiny [ "destini] n cyanba

destroy [dis "tra1] v paspyuiats,
MOPTUTH; YHUYTOXATh

detail [ "di:te1l] n nerans; non-
pOOHOCTB

develop [d1 "velop] v pa3BuBath

devoted [d1 "vovtid] @ npenaH-
HbIN

diamond [ "daiomand] »n 6pu-
JIMAHT

diary [ "darari] » 1HeBHUK

dictate [dik "teit] v aukTOBaTH
dictate terms IUKTOBaTH yC-
JIOBUSA

did past om do

die [da1] v ymepeThb; CKOHYATHCS

difference | "dif(a)rans] # oriu-
yMe; pa3HUlA

different [ "dif(a)rant] ¢ apy-
roi, HEMOXOXHI |

difficult [ "difik(a)lt] @ Tpyn-
HbI

difficulty [ "difik(a)lt1] #» Tpyz-
HOCTh

dig (dug, dug) [dig] ([dag],
[dag]) v konmaTb, pbITh;
TKHYTb (HoX¥coM)



« Vocabulary +

digestion [d(a)1"d3zestf(a)n]n
MUIleBapeHUe

dine [dain] v oGenars

dining-room [ "dammru(:)m|n
cToNOBad (KoMHama 6 dome)

direction [d(a)1'rek[(a)n] n
HarpamicH e
in the direction of no Hanpas-
JICHUIO K YeMy-J1.
give a direction yka3arb Ha-
paBieHKue

dirty [ "d3:t1] @ rpsi3HBIi

disagree [,disa "gri:] v He co-
rJ1alaThes

disappear [,diso "pia] v ucue-
3aTh

disappoint [, disa "'point] v pac-
CTpauBaTh; pa30yapoBbIBaTh

discover [d1s 'kava] v oTKpHI-
BaTb, OOHAPYXWBAaTh; pac-
KPbIBATh

discovery [d1s "kav(a)ri] n oT-
KPBITHE

discuss [d1s "kas| v obcyxaarts,
NUCKYTHPOBATh

disgust [dis "gast] n oTBpatie-
HUe

dispute [d1s "pju:t] n aucnyT

distance [ "dist(a2)ns] n pac-
CTOSIHUE; IUCTaH LM
in the distance Baanu

distant [ “dist(a)nt] @ otnaneH-
HbIH

distressed [dis "trest] a cTpa-
narun; 0eICTBYOLLIHH
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divide [d1"vaid] v neauts

do (did, done) [du:] ([d:id],
[dan]) v nenarsb
do one’s best esiath Bce BO3-
MOAKHOE

document | "dokjumant] n no-
KYMEHT

doll [dpl] n xykna

domestic [da ‘'mestik] ¢ no-
MallHUWH (0 HCUBOMHBIX)

dominate [ 'dominert] v tomu-
HUPOBATb, BACTBOBATh

done p.p. om do

door [do:] n nBepb

double [ "dabl] a nBoiiHoM

doubt [davt] n comHeHue; v co-
MHEeBaTbCs, KojaebaTbes,
ObITh HEVBEPEHHBIM
no doubt 6e3 comHeH s

downstairs [ dauvn "steaz] adv
BHU3Y

downwards | "davnwadz]| adv
BHU3

dragon [ 'dragon| n n1pakoH

dragon-fly | "draganflar]| »
CTpeKOo3a

dramatic [dro ‘'metik] a apa-
MATUYECKHU I

drank past om drink

draw (drew, drawn) [dro:]
([dru:], [dra:n]) v pucoBats;
TalllUTh
draw back oTripssHYTb, OTCTY-
MATH

drawing | "dro:ip| » pucyHok

* Vocabulary +

drawing-room [ "dro:ipru(:)m]|
1 TOCTUHAA

drawn p.p. om draw

dreadful [ "dredf(2)l] a crpauu-
HBIH, VKACHBIH

dream [dri:m] n coH, meura;
(dreamt, dreamt) ([dremt],
[dremt]) v BuneTs BO cHe;
MEUTAaThb

dreamland [ "dri:mland] »
CKa304Hasl CTpaHa, LlapCcTBO
rpes

dreamt past u p.p. om dream

dreamy | ‘dri:mi] a meyTartenn-
HbIH

dress [dres| n nnaTbe; v one-
BaTbCsl, HAPSKATHCS
dress-circle [ "dres, s3:kl]
OenbaTax

dressing-room | "dresipru(:)m]
n rapnepoOHasi, KoMHaTa Uisl
OeBAHMS; apTUCTHUYECKas
yoopHas

drew past om draw

drink (drank, drunk) [dripk]
([draenk], [drapk]) v nuts

drive (drove, driven) [draiv]
([dravv], [ "drivn]) v exats;
YN paBJisiTh
Who drove him toit? Kto n0-
BeJI €ro 110 3Toro?

driven p.p. om drive

drop [drop| n kanas; v kanats,
naaaTh; POHATh; 3aX0ANTh

drove past om drive
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drown [dravn] v 3aronusTe; TO-
HYTh

drunk p.p. om drink

dry [dra1] a cyxoii; v cylunTs,
BLICYLLIMBATD

duchess [ "datfis] n rpaduHsa

dug past u p.p. om dig

dull [dal] @ ckyuHBIit; macmyp-
HBIW; XMYpPBIH

during [ "djvarip] prep B Teue-
HME, BO BPEMSI |

dust [dAst] # mbUTB; vV BBEITUPATD
MbLTb _

dusty [ “dasti] @ nbLIBHBINA

duty [ "dju:t1] » nonr, ob6s3aH-
HOCTb

dynamite [ "damnamait| n nuna-
MMT (63pbl84amoe seuecmen)

E

each [i:t[] pron kaxabiii
each other apyr npyra

eager [ 'i:ga] a ctpemsumiics
be eager for smth ctpemMuTh-
s K 4yemy-JI.

ear [12] n yxo

early [ "3:11] adv paHo

earth [3:0] n 3emus

easel [ "1:z(2)l] n mosibOEPT.

Easter | "i:sta] n INacxa (pea.
NPazoHuK)

easy [ '1:z1] a 1erkuii; mpocTon

eat (ate, eaten) [i:t] ([et],
[ "i:tn]) v ecTh, Ky1IATH



» Vocabulary *

eaten p.p. om eat

echo [ "ekav] n 3x0; (3ByKOBOE)
OTpaXeHHE

economist [1'kopnamist] n
3KOHOMHCT |

education [,edjv ‘keif(o)n] n
0Opa3oBaHUE

effect [1 "fekt] n abdexr

elderly [ eldali] a noxwunoii

embroidery [1m "broid(a)r1] n
BBILIMBKA

emotion [i ‘'mavf(2)n] n amo-
LLMsT; EPEXUBAHUE

empty [ "empti] a mycToii; Gec-
colepXareJabHbli

end [end] n koHeLl, OKOHYAHUE

endless [ "endlis] a 6eckoHeu-
HBIH

enemy [ ‘enami] » Bpar, npo-
TUBHMK |

engagement [1n "geid3mant] n
MOMOJIBKA

enjoy [1n "d301] v nosty4ars yno-
BOJIbCTBHME, HACIAXAATbCS

enough [1'naf] adv nosonbHoO,
IOCTATOYHO

enslave [1n "slerv] v nopa6o-
aTh

enter [ ‘enta] v BXOAUTB; MO-
cTynaTth

entrance [ ‘entrans] n Bxon

envelope [ “envalavp] 7 KoH-
BEPT

envy [ ‘envi] n 3aBUCTB; v 3a-
BUIIOBaTh

escape [1 skeip] v ybexars;
BBIpBaThLCSA; U30€XaTh

especially [1 ' spe[(a)l1] adv
O0cobeEHHO

even [ i:v(2)n] adv naxe

event [1'vent] n cobbiTHE; CITY-
qyan

evidence [ "evid(a)ns] n noka-
3aTe/IbCTBO

evil [ "i:v(a)l] n 3110; a 3n0it

evolution [,eva'lu:f(a)n] »
IBOTIOLIMS

exact [1g "zakt] a TouHbBI}

exactly [1g “zaktli] adv Touno

exaggerate [1g ‘zaed3zoreit] v
npeyBeINYUBaTh

examine [1g "zeemin| v ocmar-
pUBaTh; UCCIETOBATH

excellent [ "eks(a)lont] a ot-
JIAYHBINA, BEJTHKOJICTTHBIN

except [1k "sept] prep uckio-
yasi, KpoMme

excitedly [1k "saitidli] adv Bo3-
OyXIEHHO, B3BOJTHOBAaHHO

exciting [1k "sartin] a BonHyl0-
LM, 3aXBaTbiBAIOLLIUHA

exclaim [1k *sklerm| v BockJi-
LaTh

excuse [1k “skju:s| » npouie-
HHE; oTmpaBAaHHE;
[1k "skju:z] v MBBUHATB, ITPO-
LATh

execute [ “eksikju:t] v ka3HUTB

execution [ eksi ‘kju:f(a)n] »
Kd3Hb
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exhibit [1g zibit] v BrIicTaB-
JIATh, 3KCIIOHUPOBAaTh (Ha
8bicmaeKe)

existence [1g "zist(a)ns] » cy-
LLIECTBOBAHUE

expect [1k "spekt] v oxunars

expedition [, ekspi'dif(a)n] n
IKCMEANLIHA

expensive [1k ‘spensiv] a mopo-
ron

experiment [1k "sperimant] »
IKCTIEPUMEHT
make experiment CTaBUTH
IKCMEPUMEHT
perform experiment nposo-
OUTh 3KCTIEPUMEHT

explain [1k "splein] v o6bsc-
HATD

explanation [, ekspla "nerf(a)n]
n 0ObACHEHHE

explode [1k "splavd] v B3pHI-
BaTb(cs)

explore [1k "splo:] v uccneno-
BaTh |

explorer [ik "splo:ra] n uccne-
AOBaTeJIb

explosion“[1k "splav3(a)n] n
B3pbIB

explosive [1k “splovsiv] a
B3pBIBYATHIA

express [1k "spres|] v Beipaxarts

expression [1k ‘spref(a)n] n
BbIPaXXEHHUE

expressive [1k ‘spresiv] a BhI-
pa3vMTeIbHBIA
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extra | "ekstra] ¢ nononHu-
TeJNbHBI, N0OABOYHBIH

extraordinary [1k ‘stro:d(a)n(a)ri]
a HEOOBIYHbIH -

eyelash [ "aile[] n pecHnua

F

face [fe1s] v cMoTpeTs B M0,
HE UCMTYTATbCSl; CTANTKUBATh-
CS1 TULIOM K JIHILY

fail [fe1l] v moreprieTs nopaxe-
HHe

failure [ "feilja] n nopaxenue

faint [feint] v morepartk co3na-
HHE

fair [fea] a yecTHurit, cipaBen-
JIUBBIH
it isn’t fair 5To HecnipaBewIH-
BO

faithful [ "fe10f(2)1] @ BepHbIiA,
npenaHHbIN

fall [fo:1] » nanenue; (fell,
fallen) ([fel], [ "fo:lan]) v na-
AaTh
fall asleep ycHyTh
fall in npoBanuTLCS BHYTPE
fall in love with Bi0OHTBCS B
KOTO-J1.

fallen p.p. om fall

false [fo:1s] a panbumBeit

famous [ ‘fermas] @ 3HamMeHu-
Thi, U3BECTHHIN

fan [faen] n Beep

fancy [ fensi] » ¢aHTasus,



* Vocabulary *

NMpUYyIa; v NpeacTaBisTh,
(paHTaznposaTh
fantastic [feen "teestik] a Hepe-
AJIbHBIA ; YAUBUTENbHBIN
fascinate [ ‘feesineit] v ouapo-
BbIBAaTh
fashion [ "fae[(2)n] n Mona; da-
COH; MaHepa
fashionable [ ‘fae[(2)nab(a)l] a
MOIHbIN
fast [fa:st] @ OpICTPBIH
fasten [ ‘fa:s(o)n] v npukpen-
AT, MPUCTETUBATh
fastness [ "fa:stnis| n cko-
poCThb; DECNYTCTBO, JIETKO-
MBbICTTHE
fatal [ "fertl] @ dparanbHbIi, po-
KOBOM
fault [fo:1t] » olunbka; BUHa
favourite [ "ferv(a)rit] n mobu-
MelLl; a JTIOOUMBIA
fear [fia] n cTpax, 60s13HB; v 60-
SAThCS
for fear of n3-3a crpaxa ne-
pen
fearful [ "f1af(2)l] a crpatunbiii,
y>KaACHBIH
fed past u p.p. om feed
feed (fed, fed) [fi:d] ([fed], [fed])
vV KOPMUTB(Cs1)
feel (felt, felt) [fi:1] ([felt], [felt])
V YyBCTBOBATb
feel important owyiiats TOp-
XECTBEHHOCTb, COOCTBEH-
HYK 3HAYUMOCTD

I don’t feel like doing that s
HE X0y AeJaTh 3TO
feel bad/well yyBcTBOBaThH
ce0s1 TU1I0X0/XOpOoLLO
feel ashamed of cTeiIMTECH
feeling [ “fi:lip] n yyBcTBO
feet [fi:t] n p/ HOTH
fell past om fall
fellow [ "felov] n mapeHb
felt past u p.p. om feel
fever [ “fi:va] n xap, nuxopaa-
Ka
few [fju:] @ HemHOrHME, Malo,
HEMHOTO
a few HECKOJIBKO
quite a few 1OBOJIBHO MHOI'O
fight [fait] » cxBarka, Apaka;
(fought, fought) ([fo:t], [fo:t])
v ApaThCA, cpaxaTbhes
figure | "figa] n ¢wurypa; BHe-
LLIHWHA BUI
fill [fil] v HanonHaTL, 3aMomn-
HSITb
final [ "fain(3)l] a okoHuarenb-
HBIH, TOCAEIHUIA
finally | "fainali] adv HakoHell,
B 3aKJIIOUEHUE
find (found, found) [faind]
([favnd], [favnd]) v Haxo-
JAHUTDb
find out BLISICHUTD
find oneself ouyTuThCst, OKa-
3aThCS
fine [fain] a oTi4HBIA, 3aMe-
4aTeJIbHBIN
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finger [ ‘finga] n naneu (pyxu)
finish [ "finif] v 3axaHuuBato,
3aBEpIIATh

fire [ "faia] n moxap, orons; v

CTPENATH

fire the gun BLICTPEIUTD U3 py-
XbsI

fireplace [ ‘farapleis] » kamuH,
ouar

fit [fit] @ rogHerit; nonxons-
LIV ; ZOCTOHHBIN

fix [fiks] v ykpenisaTs, ycra-
HaBJIMBaTh, QUKCUPOBATH

flake [fleik] n Ma3ok (xydoarc-
HUKQ)

flame [fleim| » niamsa; v mna-
MEHETD

flew pasr om fly?

float [flout] v napuTs (06 0621a-
Kax); TUILITh ITO TEYEHUIO

floor [flo:] n mon

flow [flov] v Teus

flower-bed | "flavabed] n kiym-
0a

flowerlike [ "flavalaik] a moxo-
KWW Ha LIBETOK

flower-pot { "flavapot] n use-
TOYHBIM rOpIIOK

flown p.p. om fly?

fly' [flair] n myxa

fly* (flew, flown) [flai] ([flu:],
[floun]) v netars
fly open GbicTpO OTKpPBITECH,
pacnaxHyThCs

fog [fog] n Tyman
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fold [favld] n cknanka; v ckna-
IObIBaTh
fold one’s hands ckpecTuthb
PYKH Ha rpyau
follow [ "folov] v cienosats
fond [fond| @ HexHbI; MIOGALIAII
be fond of moGuTH
food [fu:d] nena
fool [fu:l] @ rnynsrii
foolish [ “fu:lif] @ rnymmrii
foot [fut] (p/ feet) n Hora
footmark [ “futma:k] n cien
forehead [ "forid] n 106
foreigner [ "forina] n uHocrpa-
Hell
forest [ “forist] n nec
forever [fo ‘reva] adv HaBcerna
forget (forgot, forgotten)
[fa"get] ([fa "gpt], [fs "gptn])
v 3a0bIBaTh
forgetfulness [fa*getf(a)lnis] »
3abBeHMe
forget-me-not [fo’getmi not]
n He3abynka
forgiveness [fo "givnis] » npo-
LICHHKE
forgot past om forget
forgotten p.p. om forget
fork [fo:k] » Bunka
formal [ ‘fo:m(3)l] a popmass-
HbII; OULIHATIBHBI
fortunate [ "fo:tf(a)noat] a
yaa4YHbIi
fortunately [ "fo:t[(a)natli] adv
K CYACThIO



* Vocabulary *

fortune | "fo:tf(a)n] n ynaua;
cyabba; MHOro IeHer
tell fortune nmpenckasbiBaTh
Oyayuuee

fought past u p.p. om fight

found past u p.p. om find

frame [freim ] n pama

free [fri:] a cBoGOOHBIIA; v OC-
BODOXIaTh
set smb free ocBoGoxaaTh
KOTO-J1.

French [frent ] a ppaHLy3cKMii

fresh [fre[] a ceexwuit

friendly [ "frendli] a npyxemo6-
HBIN

friendship [ “frend[1p] » npyx6a

frighten [ "fraitn] v nyrars

frightened [ "fraitnd] a ucny-
raHHbIA, HAaMMyraHHbIA

frightening [ "fraitnip| a nyra-
IOLLUMA; CTpAaLLTHBIN

front [frant] a nepenHmit

front feet nepenHue Horu

frown [fraun] v xmypuThCs

full [fvl] @ momHBII
full-length portrait noptper
BO BECb POCT

fume [fju:m| n neim; p/ napsi,
UCTIapeHUs
fumes of wine BUHHBIE napbI

fur [f3:] n Mex

furious [ "fju(2)rias] a B30Ge-
LIEHHBIA

further [ 'f3:02] adv nanbure,
aanee
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fury [ "fju(a)r1] n HeucToBCTBO,

SIPOCTb
future [ ‘fju:tfa] n Gynyiuee

G

gallop [ ‘galap] v ckakarts ra-
JIOTIOM

gardener [ "ga:dna] n canos-
HUK

garnet [ "ga:nit] » rpaHar (no-
Ay0pazoyeHHblll KAMEHD)

gate [gelt] » BopoTa, KaTUTKa

gave past om give

gelatine [ "dzelati:n] » xena-
nm i

generous [ ‘d3en(a)ras] a
LUEAPBIA

genius | "d3i:nias| n reHuit; a
reHUanbHbIA -

gentle [ "d3entl] a markuii,
NOOpbIA; TUXUI, CTOKOHHBIN

gentleman [ "d3entlman] n
TOCTIONMH, [DKEHT/IBMEH

geography [d31 pgrafi] n reo-
rpapus

get (got, got) [get} ([gnt],
[got]) v monyuars; craHo-
BUTbCS, CTaTb
get across nepebparbcs
get away yXoauThb, BhIOH-
paTbcs
get down CrTyCTHUTBCH
get in/inside BOiTH, NPOHMK-
HYTb

» Vocabulary «

get off cHuMarthb
get out of BLIXOAUTH, BbIOM-
paThbCs

get up BctaBaThb

giant [ 'd3zaiant] n ruranT, Be-
JIMKaH

gigantic [d3a1‘'gentik] @ ru-
raHTCKUM

Gipsy | "d31psi| » ubiraH(ka)

give (gave, given) [g1v] ([gerv],
[ ‘giv(2)n]) v naBate
give away oTaaBaTh

given p.p. om give

glad [glaed] a moBoOBHBIIA; pa-
JOCTHBIN; BeCceJlbli

glass [gla:s]| n 6okan, promka

glassy [ “gla:si] a creknAHHBI

gloomy [ "glu:mi] a MmpauHsiit

glory [ "glo:ri] n cnaBa

glove [glav] n nepuaTka

go (went, gone) [gov] ([went],
[gpn]) v xoauTh; yXoauTh,
ye3Xxarhb
g0 away YXOIHUTb
go off yxonuth
£0 ONn MPOAOJIKATHCA
g0 out BBIXOAMUTh; BCTpEYaTh-
cA

God [gnd] n Bor

goddess [ "godis| n 6oruHs

godlike [ 'godlaik| ¢ moxoxwuii
Ha bora

gold [gavld] n 3010710

golden [ "gavld(2)n] a 30noToii
(0 useme)
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gone p.p. om go

good [gud| a xopowuwii
be good at smth xopoiuo pa3-
OMpaThCA B YEM-J1., YMETh XO-
POLLO AeNaTh YTO-J1.

got past u p.p. om get

grace [greis| n U341LeCTBO

graceful [ "greisf(a)l] a uzsm-
HBIH .

grass [gra:s| n Tpasa

grasshopper [ ‘gra:s hopa] n
KY3HEUMK

grassy | ‘gra:si| a TpaBSHUC-
ThIH

grave [greiv] n Moruia

greedy | "gri:di] @ xanHwbIit

greengrocer [ ‘gri:n grovsa] n
3eJICHILMK; Mpoaasel GpykK-

- TOB

grew past on grow

grin [grin) # yXMbIIKa; v yXMbi-
NSAThCSA

grip [grip] v cxBaTuth

grotesque [grav "tesk] n rpo-
TECK

ground [gravnd] n 3emas

ground floor nepBBIi 3TAX

grow (grew, grown) [grav]
([gru:], [gravn]) v pacTu;
BEIPALLIMBATh

growl [gravl] v peiuats; Bop-
YaTh

grown p.p. om grow

guarantee [ geran 'ti:] » ra-
PaHTHS; v TapaHTUPOBATh



* Vocabulary *

guard [ga:d] n oxpaHHHUK, CTO-
pox

guess [ges| v noranatbcs; yra-
naTh, OTraaaTh

guest [gest] n rocThb

guide [gaid] » run; npoBonHUK

guilty [ "g1lti] a BUHOBHBIN

guinea [ ‘gini] » runes (cma-
PUHHAA QHeAUICKAs OeHeNc-
Has eOuHUUa U MoHema, pag-
naa 21 wunauney)

gun [gAn| n pyxbe

gunpowder [ "gan, pavda|n no-
pox

H

had past u p.p. om have

hairy [ "he(2)r1] @ BosiocaThlit

half [ha:f] » nonoBuHa

hammer [ "h&ma] n Mo0TOK

hand [hand] n pyka (kucTb)
go hand in hand xoauTtb 3a
PYUKY
be a great hand in smth ObITH
MacTepoOM CBOEro jaeJa;
YMETb A€1aTb 4TO-JI. O4YCHb
XOpoiuo

hand [haend] v nepenasars,
BPY4dTb

handful [ "heendful] 7 ropcTs

handkerchief [ "hapkat[if] »
HOCOBOM 1u1aTo(4e )K

handle [ "handl] n pyuka (dee-
pU, KPYACKU)
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handsome [ h@ns(a)m] a
KpacHBbI '

hang (hung, hung) [hap]
([han], [hap]) v Bewats,
MOoABELIMBAThH, Pa3BeLLIu-
BaTh; BUCETh

happen [ "hapan] v ciyuatses,
MPOUCXOIUTD

hard [ha:d] @ TBepaslii; ycepa-
HbIi, YIIOPHBIN; XECTKUIA;
adv HACTOIYMBO, YIIOPHO;
TSDKEJ10, TPYAHO

hardly [ "ha:dli] advensa

hare [hea] n 3asu

harm [ha:m| » Bpea, yiepo

harmony [ “ha:mani] n rapmo-
HUSI

hate [heit] v HeHaBuaeTh

hateful [ "heitf(a)l] a HenaBu-
IS, TTOJTHBIH HEHABUCTH,
HEHABUCTHBIN

hatred [ "hertrid] » HeHaBUCTD

have (had, had) [hav]| ([had],
[haed]) v umets
have smth for breakfast ectb
4TO-JI. Ha 3aBTPaK

head [hed] n ronosa; v Bo3rnas-
JISTh

headache [ "hedeik| n roaos-
Hasi 00Jb

health [helO] n 3n0poBbe

hear (heard, heard) [hio]
([h3:d], [h3:d]) v cabiars

heard past u p.p. om hear

heart [ha:t] n cepaue

* Vocabulary *

by heart Hau3ycTb
heart-sick moaaBieHHbIH
heartburn [ "ha:tb3:n] n u3xora
heat [hi:t] » xapa
heavens [ "hev(a)nz] n pl 6uba.
LIAPCTBO HEDECHOE; 8036611,
MPOBUIEHHUE, DOT

. (Good heavens! boxe moii!

heavy | "hevi] a Tstxenblii; Tpya-
HBIN; CUJIbHbIA

height [hait] n BeicoTa; poct

held past u p.p. om hold

hell [hel] n an

here [hia] adv 3nech; TyT; clona

hero | "hi(a)rov] n repoii

heroine [ "heravin| n repouns

hid past om hide

hidden p.p. om hide

hide (hid, hidden) [haid]| ([hid],
| "hidn}]) v npstate(cs)

hiding-place [ "haidippleis] »
MOTAMHOE MECTO

high [hai] @ BeIcOKHMIi
high voice rpomkuii ronoc

hire [ "haia] v Hannmars

history | "hist(a)r1] n ucropus
(hayka) |

hit (hit, hit) [hit] ([hit], [Hit]) v
VIAPUTh

hold (held, held) [hovld]
([held], [held]) v nepxats;
MPOBOAMNTD (0 coOparuu)
hold hands over ears 3aKkpbiTh
YW pyKaM#
hold out npoTsaHYTL

hole [havl] n awipa; Hopa
honest [ ‘'Dnist] a yecTHbII

“honestly [ "pnistli] adv oTkpo-

BEHHO, YECTHO

honey | "hani] n men
honey-coloured uuBeTa meaa
honey-sweet ciiaakuii Kak
MeL

honeymoon [ "hanimu:n| » me-
NOBBIN MeCH1L

honour [ ‘ona] » yects; vrioun-
TdTh, HTHTb

hope [havp] » Hanexkna; v Ha-
NEeSAThCS, YI1OBATh; MPEABKY-
LIaTh

horrible | "horab(a)l] a yxac-
HbIH

horrid [ "horid] a yxacHbiii

horror [ "hora] n yxac

hospitable [ "hospitab(a)l] a
rocTernpUuMUMHbIH

hot-tempered [ hpt "tempad]a
BCITBLIIbY UBBIA

“housekeeper [’hauslfki:pa] n

IKOHOMKA, IOMOTIPaBUTE b~
HULA

however [hav "eva] ¢/ onHako,
BMPOYEM |

hug [hAag] v oOHMMaTB

huge [hju:d3] a orpomHbiii

human [ "hju:man]| @ yenose-
YECKHUM

humorous [ 'hju:m(a)ras] a
IOMOPHUCTHUYECKHH

| hung past u p.p. om hang



« Vocabulary *

hunger [ "hanga] n ronoa

hungry [ "hAngri] a ronoaHbli

hunt [hant] v oxoTuTbCs

hurry [ "hari] n cneuika; v To-
ponuTh(cs)
be in a hurry ToponuThcH,
CHELIHTD

hurt (hurt, hurt) [h3:t] ([h3:t],
[h3:t]) v6oneTh; NPUUUHSTD
Ooub
hurt smb’s feelings ockop-
OUTbL YbM-J1. YYBCTBA

hydra [ "haidra] » runpa

I

idea [a1’d12] n unes; nOHATHE;
MpeACTaB/IEHHE

ideal [a1 "dial] n nnean

idiotic [,idi ‘otik | @ naKoTCKuii

if [1f] ¢j ecin

ill [11] @ 6onbHOI, HE3AOPOBBI

ill-natured [, 1l "neitfad] a 30#

image [ '1m1d3] » oOpa3

imagine [1 'mad3in] v BooOpa-
XaTh, NMpeAcTaBIsTh cede

immediate [1"mi:diat] @ Hemen-
JIEHHBIN

immoral [1"'moral] a amopanb-
HbI

immortality [, ima reeliti] n
beccMepTHe |

impenetrability [rm  penitra "biiti|
1 HETIOCTVKMMOCTD; HEMPOXO-
IMMOCTD

impertinence [1m "p3:timans] »
HarJ10CTh

importance [1m "po:t(a)ns] n
BaXXHOCTb

important [1m "po:t(a)nt] a
BaXKHBIN, 3HAYUTEbHBIH

impossible [1m "posab(a)l] a xe-
BO3MOXHBIH; HEBBINMOIHHUMBIN

impression [1m ‘pref(a)n] n
BIIEYATIIEHHE

improbable [1m "probab(a)l] a
HEBO3MOXHBIN; HEBEPOSAT-
HBIH

improvement [1m ‘pru:vmant]
n YIy4lIeHUE |

improvisation
[,1mpravai’zeif(2)n]| n um-
MPOBU3ALIMSA

impulse [ ‘1mpals] n umnyabe

incessantly [in "ses(a)ntli] adv
HEMpepbIBHO

inch [1nt[] n moim (anaauiickas
mepa daumbl, pagHas 2,5 cm)

incident [ ‘msid(o)nt] » cay-
4yai, MpOMCIUECTBUE

include [1n "klu:d] v BkitiouaTs

income [ ‘thkam] n noxon

incomplete [, inkom "pli:t] a
HETIOTHBIN

incredible [1n "kredob(a)l] a
HeBEpPOATHbIH

indeed [1n "di:d] adv neiicTBn-
TEJbHO, B CAMOM JIEJIE

independent [, ind1 "pendant] a
HE3aBUCHMBIH
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* Vocabulary *

Indian [ "indian] #» uHaoueu; a -

HHIUHACKUH

indifferent [in "dif(a)rant] a
Oe3paTHYHbIH

indiscretion [, ind1 skref(a)n]
n HECKPOMHOCTb

individual [, ind1 "vid3val] @ un-
JUBHIOYaIbHBIA

inevitable [1"'nevitab(2)l] a
OYEBHUIHbIN; HEM30EXKHBIN

infinite [ "Infinit] @ Heonpene-
JICHHBIH

influence [ ‘inflvons|] » BiusiHue

information [, infa "'me1f(a)n] »
HHPOpMaLIUA

injure [ "1nd32] v noBpenuTs,
PaHUTb '

ink [1nk] #n yepHuna

inner [ 'Ina] @ BHyTpeHHMIA

innocence [ ‘mnas(a)ns] # He-
BUHHOCTb

inquest [ ‘inkwest] n paccneno-
BaHHe

insect [ ‘insekt] n Hacexomoe

inside [In "said] adv BHyTpH,
M3HYTPU

insist [in “sist] v HacTauBaTh

instant [ "1nstant] » MoMeHT,
MTHOBEHHE

instead of [n "stedav] prep Bme-
cTO ‘

instruction [in ‘strakf(a)n] n
MHCTPYKLIMSA

intellect | “intilekt] n unren-
JIEKT, yM
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intellectual [, int1"lektfval] n
UHTEJJIMTEHT, MBICASIILHH
Yea0BeK; d YMCTBEHHBIN; HH-
TeJUIEKTYaJIbHBIA

intelligent [1n "telid3(a)nt] a
YMHBIM, pa3yMHBIi

intensify [In "tensifai] v ycunu-
BaTb

interested [ "Iintristid] a 3auH-
TEPECOBAHHbIH
be interested (in) uHTepeco-
BaTbCA

interrupt [, inta "'rApt] v npepsi-
BaTh

introduce [,intra’dju:s] v
MPEACTABSATh, 3HAKOMHUTH

invent [1n "vent] v u306peTaTh

invention [in ven[(a)n] n
HU300peTeHHe

invitation [, invi teif(a)n] n
MpUrialieHue

invite [1n "vait] v npurnamare

involve [In "vplv] v Bki11OYaTL B
ce0si; BTSArMBaTh, BOB/IEKATh

iron [ ‘a1on] n xene30; a xene3-
HbIH

ivory | "arv(a)ri] n cioHoBas
KOCTb

J

Japanese [ ,d3apa 'ni:z] a
SATIOHCKMH

jealous | "d3elas| a peBHMBBI;
3aBUCT/IMBBIH,, 3aBUIAYIOLLIMHA



. Vacatiufmy .

jewel [ "d3u:al] n nparoueH-
HOCTh
job [d3pb] # paboTa

join [d351n] v npucoevHATH(-

cA)

joke [d3ouk] n ryTKa

journey [ "d33:n1] n noe3nka,
MyTeleCTBUE

joy[d30o1] n panocTs

judge [d3ad3] n cynbpd

judgement [ "d3adzmont] n
TIPUTOBOP; CYXIECHHE

jump [d3Amp] v npbIraTs, noa-
TPLITUBATh
jump to one’s feet BCKOUUTD

just [d3Ast] adv TOuHO, KaK pa3,
MMEHHO

justice [ "d3astis] » cipaBe -
BOCTb; TPaBOCYAHE

K

keep (kept, kept) [ki:p] ([kept],
[kept]) v aepxarb; coxpa-
HATb, XPAHUTD
keep up (with) ycnesats (3a)

kept past u p.p. om keep

key [ki:] n xit04; pa3sraaxka

kick [kik] v naratbest, OpBI-

KaThbCH

kill [kil] v yousathb

kind [kaind] » Bua, pa3HOBHII-
HOCTb; @ JOOPbIit

knee [ni:] n koneHo

kneel (knelt, knelt) [ni:l]
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([nelt], [nelt]) v BcTaTs Ha
KOJIEHH, IIPEKJIOHUTD KOJIEHA

knelt past u p.p. om kneel

knew past om know

knife [naif] n HOX

knock [npk] n cTyK; v yaapATs,
OUTB; CTY4YaTh

knot [npt] # y3en

know (knew, known) [nav]
([nju:], [navn]) v 3HaTh;
OBITH 3HAKOMBIM; Y3HABATh,
OT/INYATD

knowledge [ ‘'nolid3] » 3HaHue

known p.p. om know

L

laboratory [12 "boratri] n 1a6o-
paTopus

lad [leed] n napens; Mononon
YEeJIOBEK |

ladder [ "lds] n nectHnLa

laid past u p.p. om lay’

lain p.p. om lie?

lake [leik] n o3epo

land [lend] n 3emns

lane [lein] » npoxon

language [ "lepgwid3] 7 a3bIK

lap [l&ep] n Konenu (cudawezo
4eN08€Ka)
in the lap Ha KONeHAX

large [la:d3) a orpomHBIii

last [la:st] @ mocneaHuit
at last HaKoHell
last year B ITpOLLLIIOM IOy

» Vocabulary *

late [le1t] @ no3nHwmiA; 3anosna-
JIBIA |
be late (for) onasnbiBaTh
in late days B KOHLIE XKM3HH

latitude [ "lzetitju:d] n nonrora

laugh [la:f] v cMeaTses

laughter [ "la:fta] n cmex

law [1o:] n 3akoH

lawyer [ "15:j2] n 1opuct

lay! (laid, laid) [le1] ([leid],
[lerd]) v ktacTh, NOMOXUTH

lay? past om lie?

lazy [ "le1zi] a neHuBbIH

lead (led, led) [li:d] ([led],
[led]) v BecTH; pyKOBOOUTH

leaf [1i:f] (p/leaves) n nucT (de-
pesa)

leap [li:p] v npeIrats

learn (learnt, learnt) [I3:n]
([13:nt], [13:nt]) v yuurs; y3-
HaBaTh

learnt past u p.p. om learn

least [li:st] @ maneituii; adv
MEHee BCEero
at least mo kpailHE Mepe

leather [ "leda] n xoxa (mame-
puan)

leave (left, left) [li:v] ([left],
[left]) v mokuaate; ocTaBiATh
leave the room yxoauth U3
KOMHaThl

led past u p.p. om lead

left! [left] a nesbiid

left? past u p.p. om leave

lend (lent, lent) [lend] ([lent],
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[lent]) v naBath B3aiimsbl, Ha
BpEMSI

length [len®] » tivHa |

lent past u p.p. om lend

let (let, let) [let] ([let], [let]) v
OCTaBJISITh, MO3BOJIATh, Pa3-
peluaTthb
let go oTriycTUTB
let us (let’s) naBairte, nanre

letter [ "leta] » nuceMmo; OykBa

liberty [ "libat1] » cBOGONA

library [ "laibr(a)r1] » 6ubamo-
TeKa

lick [lik] v nu3arte

lie! [la1] » 10X®b; v iraTh, OOMa-
HbIBaTh

lie? (lay, lain) [la1] ([lei], [lein])
V JIeXKaTh

lifelong [ "laiflon] a masimiics
BCIO XH3Hb

lift [1ift] v nonHuMmaTs

light' [lait] a nerxwii; cBeTablit
light-green cBeT/10-3€/I€HBIM

light? (lit, lighted) [lart] ([11t],
[ ‘lartid]) v 3axwurarp; ocse-
aTh '

like! [laik] v moGuTE, HpaBUTECS
like best no6UuTE OOsbLLIE
BCETO

like* [laik ] prep nonobHoO

likeness | "laiknis| » cxoxcTBo

lilac [ "lailak] » cupeHs; a cu-
PEHEBBIA

line [lain] » nuHMA; ouepens,
MOpILMHA



» Vocabulary *

lip [lip] 7 ry6a

list [list] » ciucok

listen | "lis(2)n] v caywarth

lit past u p.p. om light?

live [larv] a xxuBoii

lock [Iok] n 3amoK; v 3aKkphI-
BaTh Ha 3aMOK

loneliness [ "lovnlinis] n oau-
HOYECTBO

lonely [ ‘lounli] adv omunoKoO;
rPYCTHO

look [luk] v cMoTpeTh
look about ornsimeTses
look all round ornsineTscs
BOKPYT
look after npucmarpuBath 3a
look at cMmoTpeTh Ha
look for uckarn
look like 6bITE MOXOXHM
look very much alike 6biTh
OYEHb [TOXOXHUM
Look out! beperucs!

look-out [ "lvkavt] n no3op

looks [luks| n p/ HapyxHOCTB
(yenoBeKa), BHELLIHOCTD

lose (lost, lost) [lu:z] ([lost],
[lost]) v TepsiTh
lose the way notepsitecsi, 3a0-
JIYIUTBCS

lost past u p.p. om lose
be lost noTepaThe

loud [lavd] @ rpomMkuii

lovely [ "lavli] @ uwynecH®If,
NpeJIECTHBIN

loving [ "1avin] @ no6sMit
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low [lav] a Hu3KkWiIi; HeGONDb-
LIO#; TUXUH (0 2010cCe)

luck [1ak] n ynava, Besenne
Good luck! Ynauu!

lucky [ "1aki] a Be3yuwmii, ynau-
HBIA

luggage [ "1ag1d3] n 6arax

M

machine [ma’fi:n] n mexa-
HHU3M; IPUCTIOCOOIEHHE

mad [mad] a cymaciuenmmui,
Oe3yMHBIN |

made past u p.p. om make
be made out of 6bITH CiETAH-
HBIM U3

madness [ ‘'madnis] n 6e3ymue

magazine [, maga ‘zi:n] n Xyp-
Ha

magnify [ ‘'magnifai] v ysenu-
4YHBaTh
magnifying glass yBennuu-
TEJIbHOE CTEKJIO

maid [me1d| n neBywika; rop-
HHYHAs

main [mein| a rnaBHBIMA

make (made, made) [meik]
(|meid], [meid]) v aenats
make smb do smth 3acras-
JIATH KOTO-JI. IEJIATh YTO-JI.
make faces at KopuuTh rpu-
Machl, CTPOMTH POXH
make out BLISICHATD
make up COYMHATH

* Vocabulary *

manage [ ‘manid3] v cnpas-
JIATBbCS, OOXOOUTHCH

mania [ ‘'meinia]| n MaHus

manner [ ‘'mana] n MaHepa;
obpa3 nercTBusd

map [map] » Kapra; 1uiaH

march [ma:tf] v mapiupo-
BaTh

mark [ma:k] # cnen; vormevatsb

marry [ ‘mari] v XeHUThCH,
BBIXOIMTh 3aMYX

marvellous [ 'ma:v(2)las] a Be-
JIUKOJIETTHBIN

master [ ‘ma:sta] » x035UH

masterpiece [ ‘ma:stopi:s] n
LeeBp

matter [ ‘mata] n neno, CyTh; v
3HAYWUTh, UMETh 3HAYCHHE
What’s the matter? B uem
neno?
It doesn’t matter He BaxXHO
(D10 HE UMEET 3HAYECHHUHA)

may (might) [mei1] ([mart]) v
MOYb, UMETh BO3MOXHOCTB

meal [mi:l] n ena (npuem nuwu),
Tpamnesa

mean (meant, meant) [mi:n]
([ment], [ment]) v 3Ha4UTH
What do you mean? YTo ThI
X0uelllb 3TUM CKa3aTh?

meaningless [ ‘'mi:niplis] a
OeccMBbICIEHHbIA

meant past u p.p. om mean

medicine [ ‘'meds(a)n] » ne-
KapCTBO

take medicine npyHUMAaThb Jie--
KapCTBO

medium [ ‘'mi:diam] n Mmeauym
(y cnupumos)

meet (met, met) [mi:t] ([met],
[met]) v BcTpeuaThcs; 3Ha-
KOMUTBCA

meeting [ ‘mi:tip] » BcTpeua;
cobpaHue

melancholy [ "'melank(a)li] n
METAHXO0NMU, becrnpudnHHaN
TPyCTh

melt [melt] v Tasite

memory [ ‘'mem(a)r1] n na-
MSITb; BOCTTOMMHAHHE

mention [ ‘'menf(a)n] n yno-
MHHaHHWEe; Vv YIIOMUHATD,
CChUIATBCSA HA YTO-II.

message [ ‘mesid3] n coobiue-
HHE; TUCbMO; TIOC/IaHKE; TIO-
py4eHue

messenger [ ‘mes(a)nd3a] n
MOCJaHHHUK; TOHELL

met past u p.p. om meet

middle [ "'midl] n cepeauna

midnight [ ‘midnait] » noinHoub

might' [mait] » cuna, molub
with all one’s might co Bceii
CWJIbl, U130 BCEX CUJI

might? past om may

mild [maild] ¢ markuit; kpoT-
KUK

millionaire [, miljo "'nea] n
MWUTHOHED

mind [maind] » yM, paccynok;
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* Vocabulary -

V BO3paxaTh, UMeTh (Y4TO-J1.)
MPOTHB
if you don’t mind ecnu TEI HE
BO3paxacllb
Never mind! Huyero!
minister | 'minista] n MuHUCTp
mirror [ “mira] n 3epkaio
miserable [ 'miz(a)rab(a)l] a
HEeCYacCTHBIX
misfortune [mis fo:tf(a)n] n
HECYACThe
miss [mis]| v mpoMaxHyThCH,
YIIYCTUTb 4YTO-JI.; CKy4YaTh,
TOCKOBaTh
mist [mist] » TymaH
mistake |[mi "steik| # onbka;
(mistook, mistaken)
([m1’stuk], [mi1’steikan]) v
oln0aTbCA
mistaken p.p. om mistake
mistook past om mistake
misunderstanding
[, misands "steendin] #» Heno-

IMOHUMAaHUE, HeTopa3yMeHHe

mix [miks] v cMeiuBath

mock [mok| a danbluuswii,
MMONAENbHbIN

moderate [ ‘'mpd(a)rit] a yme-
PEHHBIN

modern [mondn] a coBpeMeH-
HBIH

monotony [ma ‘not(3)ni] » Mo-
HOTOHHOCTb, OTHOOOpasHe

monsieur [ma 'sj3:] n Mecee,
rOCIMOAMH

I8

monstrous [ ‘monstras] a
MOHCTpOOOpa3HbIi, YyIo0-
BULIHBIH

month [mAn®] n mecau

moon [mu:n| n nyHa

moonless [ ‘'mu:nlis] a 6e3nyH-
HBbIH

moonlight [ ‘'mu:nlait] » ayu-

~ HBIii CBeT

more [mo:] adv Gonblue
the more yeM Gonblue
what is more 6osee Toro

motion [ ‘'mav[(a)n] » nBrxKe-
HHE

motionless [ ‘'mavf(a)nlis] a
HETOABUKHBIH

motive [ ‘'moavtiv] » MoTUB

mouth [mav0] » por

move [mu:v] v ABUrartbcs, 1iie-
BEJIMTbCS ; CIBUHYTHCS C Me-
CTa; pacTporartb

movement [ ‘mu:vmoant] n
JIBHXKECHHE

murder [ ‘'m3:da] n y6uiicTso;
v YOUBATb

musician [mju: “zif(a)n] n my-
3bIKaHT

mysterious [mi sti(a)rias] a
TaUHCTBEHHBII

mystery [ “mist(a)r1] n TaiiHa;
ceKkper

N

name [neim|» ums; v Ha3bIBaTh

* Vocabulary *

narcissus [na: "s1sas] n Hap-
LIMCC

narrow [ ‘nzerav] a y3kuii; Tec-
HBI

nasty [ ‘'na:sti] @ yXacHblii

natural [ ‘natf(a)ral] a ecre-
CTBEHHBIH

nature [ ‘neit[a] » npupona;
XapakTep

nearly [ "niali] adv 61u3ko; no-
YTH

necessary [ ‘nesis(2)ri] a Heob-
XOOUMBIH

necessity [n1 “sesiti] » Heobxo-
IUMOCTb

neck [nek]| » mes

need [ni:d] v Hyxnartbcs

neither ... nor [ 'naida 'no:] ¢

HU ... HH
nephew [ ‘nefju:| #» ruieMAHHMK
nervous [ ‘'n3:vas] @ HepBHBI
never [ ‘neva| adv Hukoraa
new [nju:] a HOBBIA
news [nju:z] n HOBOCTH
next [nekst| a cnenyroumii; co-

CeAHWUHN
noble [ 'natb(a)l] » nBopsiHuUH;

a OJ1aropoAHbIN
nod [nod] v kuBaTte
noise [no1z] n 1ym
noisy [ ‘noizi] a wyMHbIH
nonsense [ ‘nons(a)ns] » Gec-

CMBbICJIULIA, YETTyXa
noon [nu:n| » noiaeHb
north [n2:0] n cesep
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note [navt] n 3anucka; 3aMeT-
Ka, 3amuch

notice [ ‘navtis] n o6bsiBIEHHE,
BBIBECKA; V 3aMeyaTh, MpHU-
Meyarb

novel [ ‘'nov(3)l] n poman

nowadays [ ‘navadeiz] adv B
HaUIA JHU

number [ 'namba] n HoMmep,
YKCJI0; V HYMEPOBATh

nurse [n3:s] 7 HAHS

O

obey [a(v) ‘bei] v monYMHSATL-
csl

oblige [2 ‘blaid3] v 06s13b1BaTh,
MPUHYXIaTh

obstacle [ ‘'pbstak(2)l] n npe-
MATCTBUE

odd [pd] a ctpaHHBIi

offend [5-"fend| v obuxats

offer [ 'pfa] v npennararn

olive-coloured [, oliv ‘kalad] a
OJIMBKOBBIN

once [WAnNs|] adv oouH pas, ol-
HAXK/1bl
at once HeEMeIEHHO, Cpa3y
Xe
once more eLLe pa3

only [ "aunli] adv Tonsko
the only eaMHCTBEHHBIH

opium [ "aupram| n onuym

opportunity [ ppa’tju:niti| n
BO3MOXHOCTb



* Vocabulary +

» Vocabulary *

opposite [ ‘'Dpazit] prep Hanpo-
THB

orange [ ‘'orind3| »n aneabcun

orchid [ "o:kid] » opxuzes

order [ "5:da] n mpukas; v npu-
Ka3bIBaTh
give order oTaars npuKa3s

ordinary [ "0:d(2)nr1] @ 0ObI4-
HbIH

original [2 'ridzin(a)l] a nep-
BOHa4YaibHbIN; MOLTUHHBIN;
OpruHaJIbHBIA

outside [avt "said] adv cHapyxwu

oval [ "auv(2)l] @ oBanbHBII

over [ ‘ouva] prep Hal, CBbILLIE;
yepes

owe [aV] v OBITh TOIXKHBIM,
OBITh 00A3aHHEIM

own [aun] a coOBCTBEHHBIN; V
BJIageTh, UMETh,00/1a0aTh

owner | ‘auna] n Bianeneir

P

pack |pak]| v yknaagmBats,
yaKOBbIBaTh

page [peid3] n cTpaHuia

paid past u p.p. om pay

pain [pein | n 6oib; v oropyars;
NpUYHHATEL 00/b
give smb pain NpUUKMHATE
©oJib KOMY-]1.

paint [peint| n kpacka; v kpa-
CHTb; TTMCATh KpacKaMu, 3a-
HUMATbCS KHUBOMKUCHIO
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painter [ "peinta] n Xy10XHUK,
XXM BOIHCEL
pair [pea] n napa
pale [peil] a 6neanbiii
palm [pa:m| n nagoHb
paper [ ‘peipa] n Gymara; mo-
KYMEHT; ra3era
paradise [ "pzradais] » pait
paralyse [ "paeralaiz] v napanu-
30BaTh
parasol [ "paraspl] n 30HTUK OT
COMHUA
parchment [ "pa:tfmant] »
[ePraMeHT
pardon [ 'pa:dn] » mpouieHue
Parisian [pa 'r1zian| n napnxa-
HUH
parrot-tulips [ "paerat, tju:lips]
1 IeCTPbIe TIOJbMaHbI C pac-
CEYCHHbIMM JIEMIECTKaAMM
part [pa:t] #» yacTb; poJib; v pac-
CTaBaThCSi
take part in npyuHMMaTh y4ya-
 CTHE B
partner [ ‘pa:tna] n napTHep
party [ ‘pa:ti] n BeuepuHKa
give a party yctpauBath Be-
YEPUHKY, NPUIrIallaTh roc-
TeH
pass [pa:s] v npoBoAuTh Bpe-
Msl; TPOXOAMTE, MPOE3XKaTh
pass the examination cnatb
3K3aMeH
pass across nMPoMeJIbKHYTh
passage [ ‘pasid3] n kopuaop

passion [ ‘p&[(2)n] n cTpacTb

past [pa:st] n mpoiiutoe; @ npo-

. LUIBINA; adv, prep MUMO

path [pa:0] n TponuHKa, A0-
pOXKa -

pathetic [pa "Oetik] a Tpora-
TeNbHbII; TATeTUYECKUHA

patience [ "peif(a)ns] n reprneHne

patient [ 'peif(a)nt] n naumu-
€HT; a TepTEeJIUBbIH

pause [po:z] n nmay3a; v ocTa-
HaBJIMBAThCA; AENATh Nay3y

paw [po:] n nana (acusomuozo)
paw-mark ciel Ot iansl

pay (paid, paid) [pe1] ([peid],
[peid]) v mnatutsb

peaceful [ "pi:sf(2)l] @ MyupHBIi

pear [pea] n rpyiia

pedestal [ "pedistl] n nbenecran

penniless [ “penilis] a 6eaHbIi

penny [ ‘peni] » neHHU (MeaKasn
anaaulickas MoHema)

 penny newspaper neluesas
rasera

percentage [pa ‘sentid3] » ripo-
LIEHT

perfect [ "p3:fikt] a Benukonen-
HBIi; COBEpILEHHbIH, 6e3yTI-
PEYHBII

perform [pa ‘fo:m] v npencras-
JISITh, UTPATh Ha CLIEHE

performance [pa fo:moans] »
NpeacTaBIEHUE

perfume [ p3:fju:m] » 3anax,
apomar; Iyxu

231

perhaps [pa "haps] adv Bos-
MOXKHO, MOXET OBITh

permanent [ "p3:monant] a no-
CTOAHHBIH

person [ ‘p3:s(2)n] n yenosek

personality [, p3:sa 'naeliti] »
JTHIHOCTD

petal [ "petl] n nenecTox

phrase [freiz] n ppasa

pick [pik] v nonHumars; codu-
paTh; CPBEIBaTh

picturesque [, piktfo ‘resk] a
XUBOIIMCHBIN

piece [pi:s] # Kycouek

pigeon [ pid3in] n rony6n

pile [pail] » xyua, ropa

pink [pink] a po3oBbiii

pity [ “pit1] n xanocThb
What a pity! Kax xans!

place [pleis] n mecTo; v nomec-
TUTD

plant [pla:nt] v caxats (o pac-
MmeHUAX)

plaster [ “pla:sta] n rurc

plate [pleit] n Tapesika

platform | “pletfo:m| » noou-
yM, Tiatgopma

pleasantly [ ‘plez(a)ntli] adv
MPUATHO, MWIO -

please [pli:z] v HpaBHUTBCH;
YIOXaTh, A0CTABASATH YAO-
BOJILCTBUE

pleasure [ ‘ple3a] n ynoBolb-
CTBUE

plenty [ ‘plenti] adv MHoOrO



* Vocabulary -

plot [plot] n cioxer

pocket [ "pokit] » kapman

poetry [ “pavitri] n noa3us

point [ point] » nyHKT; Bompoc;
V YKa3biBaTh

poison [ "poiz(a)n] n san

poisonous [ ‘poiz(a2)nas] a
SNOBUTBIN

polite [pa "lait] a BexnuBbIH

politician [, poli "tif(3)n] n mo-
JIUTHK

politics [ “politiks] n noauu-
Ka

poor [pva] a GenHbIi, HEUMY-
LU, HECYACTHBIN

popular [ "popjvla] @ nonymsip-
HEIH; pacnpoCcTpaHEeHHBIH

portrait [ "po:trit] n moptper

pose [pavz] n ro3a; v no3upo-
BaThb

position [pa “zif(2)n] n mo3u-
LS, MTOJTIOKEHUE

possible [ "ppsab(a)l] @ Bo3-
MOXHBIN, BEPOSITHBIH

post [pavst] » moura; v oTnipas-
JSTh O TIOYTE

posture [ ‘post[a] n no3a

pot [pot] n ropiok

pound [pavnd] n dyHT cTep-
JIMHTOB (OeHexcHas eduruua
Beauxobpumanuu)

pour [p2:] v TUTh, HATUBATH

poverty [ ‘ppvati] n,6eqiHOCTD

power | "pava] n BnacTh; cuna,
MOLLIb

FAT

powerful [ "pavaf(a)l] a cunsb-
HbIA, MOLIIHBIH ; BTACTHBIA

practical [ "praktik(a)l] a
NMpakTUYHBIN; MpaKTHYEC-
KUK

practice [ "'praktis] » npakTu-
Ka

practise [ ‘praktis] v TpeHupo-
BaTbCSl; YNPAXHATLCSA

pray [prei1] v MOTUTBECS

prayer [prea] n MonuTBa

prefer [pr1 'f3:] v npeanouurars

presence [ ‘prez(a)ns] n npu-
CYTCTBHE

present’ [ "'prez(a)nt]| a HbI-
HEIIIHUWIH, HACTOSILIMIA

present? [ “prez(o)nt] n nona-
POK '

presently [ "prez(a2)ntli] adv
BCKOpE

press [pres] v 1aBuTh; cAaBIM -
BaTh

pretend [pri tend] v mpuTBo-
pATLCS

pretty [ priti] a xopoleHbKMIA,
CUMITaTUYHBIN

prevent |pri’'vent] v npeayn-
peXIaTh; Mpe10TBPALIATh

price [prais] » LieHa

principal [ "prinsip(a)l] a
IJIaBHBIH

print [print] v meyarartb

prison [ "priz(2)n] » TioppMa

privilege [ "privilid3]| » npusu-
nerus

» Vocabulary *

prize [praiz| n npu3; Harpazaa

probably [ "probabli] adv Bo3-
MOXHO

procession [pra’sef(a)n] n
[MPOLIECCUS

promise [ ‘promis] v obeath

proof [pru:f] n nokazatenscTBO

property [ ‘propati] n co6-
CTBEHHOCTb '

proposal [pra’pavz(2a)l] n
npeanoxeHue (o 3amyxce-
cmee)

propose [pra “pavz] v npenna-
raTh

prosaic [pra(v) ‘zenk] a npo-
3au4eCcKUi -

proud [pravd] a ropagtii

prove [pru:v] v ZoKa3bIBaTh

proverb [ "provs:b] n nocnosu-
a

pub [pab] n na6 (nuenoii pec-
mopat 6 Aneauul)

public [ "pablik] n ny6nuka; a
00LECTBEHHBIN

pull [pvl] v TAHYTB; TAlUUTB,
BLITACKUBATh

punctual [ papktfval] a myn-
KTYaJIbHBIN

punish [ "panif] v Haka3biBaTh

punishment [ pAnifmant] »
HaKa3aHue |

purity [ "pju(a)rit1] v yucrora

purple [ "p3:p(a)l] a nypnyp-
HbIi

push [pu[] v Tonkate
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put (put, put) [put] ([pvt],
[put]) v nonoxuTts; nocra-

BUTh
put on HaZeBaTh
put out racuTh
put off oT10XUTH
puzzle [ "paz(2)l]} » 3aranka

Q

quantity [ "kwontiti] » konnue-
CTBO

quarrel [ "kworal] # ccopa; v
CCOPHUTBCS

quarter [ "kwo:ta] n yeTBepTh

question [ ‘kwest[(2)n]n Borpoc

quickly [ "kwikli] adv GeicTpo

quiet [ "kwaiat] a Tuxuit

quite [kwait] adv Bnonse, co-
BEPLLEHHO

R

railway [ ‘reilwei] n xene3Has
aopora

raise [reiz] v nooHMMarhb; no-
BbIILIATD .

ran past om run

rang past om ring

rather [ ‘ra:0a] adv nocrarou-
HO; OXOTHE€E, MPEANOYTHU-
TeJIbHEe
I’d rather s1 npeanoues Ol

reach [ri:t[] v nocturars; ao-
PHpaTbCH



» Vocabulary -

read (read, read) [ri:d] ([red],
[red]) v unuTaTh; NPOYMTHI-
BaTh; pa3dupaTb
read future npeackaseiBaTh
Oyayiuee

read pastup.p. omread

ready [ ‘red1] a roroBbIi

reality [r1 2liti] » peanrbHOCTD

realize [ ‘r10laiz] v oco3HaBaTh;
OCYLIECTBUTb, PEAIU30BaTh
(naaw, 3ambicea um.n.)

really [ ‘ri(2)li] adv neiictBu-
TEJIbHO

reason [ ‘ri:z(a)n] n npuuKHa;
TOBOJ

reasonable [ ‘ri:z(2)nab(a)l]
a ODOCHOBAHHBIN, pa3syM-
HBII

receive [r1’si:v] v moay4yatb

reception [r1 sepf(2)n] n npu-
eM (eocmeti)

recognize [ ‘'rekognaiz] v y3Ha-
BaTh; PacMO3HAaBaTh

recover [r1 kAva] v Bbi3nopas-
JIUBATH |

. redwood [ 'redwvd] n kpacHoe
nepeBo (Mamepuan)

reflect [r1'flekt] v oTpaxats

reflection [r1 flek[(a)n] n or-
paXeHue

refreshment [r1'frefmont] n
MOAKPETJIeHUE; 3aKYCKa

regret [r1°gret] n coxaneHme;
pacKkasiHUe; v COXaJIEThb; pac-
KanBaThbCsl

regular [ ‘regjvla] a peryasp-
HBbIH; MPaBUJIBHBIN

relative [ ‘relativ] n poncTeeH-
HMK _

religion [r1'lid3(a)n] n penn-
rust

remain [r1’'mein] v ocraBaTbCs

remark [r1'ma:k] » momerxa

remarkable [r1'ma:kab(a)l] a
3aMeyvaTeIbHbIN

remember [r1"’memba] v no-
MHHTb, BCIOMUHATD

remembrance [r1 ' membrans]
n CXOACTBO

remind [r1'maind] v Hanom#u-
HaTh

repeat [r1 pi:t] v mOBTOPATDH

reply [r1”plai] n oTBeT; v OTBE-
yaThb

reputation [, repjv ‘teif(a)n] n
penyTauus

rescue [ ‘reskju:] n cnacenwue;
Vv criacathb

reserved [r1°z3:vd] a cKpHIT-
HbIH; cCAepXaHHBIA

respect [r1"spekt] n yBaxeHue,;
v yBaxarth

respectable [r1 spektab(a)l] a
OCHOBATEJIbHBIN; yBaxae-
MBIA

responsibility [r1, sppnsa “biliti]
1 OTBETCTBEHHOCTb

responsive [r1’sponsiv] a or-
3bIBUMBBIN; YYTKUH

rest [rest] » OTaBIX; v OTABIXaTh
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* Vocabulary *

restless [ ‘restlis] a 6Gecnokoii-
HbIN _

result [r1°zalt] » pesyasrar

return [r1’t3:n] v Bo3Bpa-
larb(cs)

reveal [r1 vi:l] v packpbiBaTh,
pasobnayarthb

revolutionary [, reva “lu:fon(a)ri]
a PEBOJIIOLIMOHHHBIN

revolver [r1 vplva] n peBonbBEp

rewrite [, ri: ‘rait] v nepenucsi-
BaTh

rich [rit[] a Gorarbiit

riddle [ 'ridl]| » 3aranka

ride [raid] » moe3nxa (Bepxom);
V €30UTh (BEPXOM)

ridiculous [r1 dikjvlas] a Hene-
MbIA, CMEXOTBOPHBIN

right' [rait] » npaso

right* [rait] ¢ npaBslii; npa-
BWJIbHBIH
that’s right! BepHo!

ring' [rip] » konbLiO
rings of smoke kKonbua aeiMa

ring* (ran, rung) [rin] ([raen],
[rAD]) v 3BOHUTB; 3BeHETH

rise (rose, Tisen) [raiz] ([ravz],
[ ‘r1iz(a)n]) v momHuMmarscs,
BCTAaBaTh; BO3BbILLATHCS

risen p.p. om rise

risk [risk] » puck; v puckoBaTh

risky [ ‘riski] a puckoBaHHBII

road [rovd] »n 1opora

roll [ravl] v kaTtutbcs

romance [ra(v) ‘mans| n po-
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MaH (ar0bosHoe npukiaioye-
Hue)

romantic [ra(v) ‘'meentik] a
POMAaHTHYECKHH; pOMaHTHY-
HbI

roof [ru:f] n kpbilia

root [ru:t] » kopeHb

rope [ravp] » BepeBka

rose past om rise

rough [rAf] a rpy6ulit; HeoBpa-
OOTaHHBIHN

round [ravnd] g Kpyrabrii

row [rav]| # psa; nporyaka B
JIOAKE; CKaHAan; v TPecTH,
MMPaBUTb JIOAKOH

royal [ ‘ro121] @ koponeBckuit

royalty [ "roislti] » unen kopo-
JIEBCKOM CEMbH

rub [rab] v repets

rubbish [ ‘rabif} » mycop,
XJIaM; B310p, IYTMOCTH

rude [ru:d] a rpyObIii
It’s very rude of him 3To
O4Y€Hb rpy0O C €ro CTOPOHBI

rule [ru:l] » npaBuO
as a rule kak npaBuJio

run (ram, run) [ran] ([ren],
[ran]) v 6exarb
run across HaCKO4YMTh, Bpe-
3aThCsl B KOTO-JI.
run out of KOH4YUTBLCS
run smb over nepeexaTb KO-
ro-.

rung p.p. om ring

rush [rA[] v 6pocuThcs



* Vocabulary *

S

- sacrifice [ “sakrifais] n xeprsa
sad [saed] a rpycTHblii, TTeYaib-
HbI
safe [seif] g be3omacHbI
said past u p.p. om say
same [se1rm | @ TOT e caMblii
sand [s&nd] n necok
sandy [ ‘sendi] @ mecuaHbIit
sang past om sing
sat past u p.p. om sit
satisfy [ "satisfai] v ynosier-
BODSITh
satyr [ ‘saeta] n catup (mugho-
Ao2uyeckoe bodcecmeo, omau-
uaeuleecs pasepaueHHoOCMbio
U HOXOMAUBOCMBIO)
sauce [sJ:s] n coyc
save [seIv] v coxpaHAThb; cla-
caThb
saw past om see
say (said, said) [se1] ([sed],
[sed]) v ckasatb
I say [Tocnyan
scandal | "skaendl] n ckannan
scar [ska:] n wpam
scarcely [ skeasli] adv ensa in
scene [si:n]| n cueHa, MECTO
IEUCTBUS
make a scene ycrpauBaTh
CLIEHY
scenery | "si:n(2)r1] n nexopauuu
schoolroom [ “sku:lru(:)m] »
KOMHATa U1 3aHATUH

science [ "sarons] n Hayka
scientific [, saron "tifik | @ HayqHBI
scoundrel [ “skavndral] » nox-
netl
scratch [skrat[] v uecaTb(cs)
scream [skri:m] # KpUK, BOIUIb,
V TMPOH3UTEIbHO KPHUYaTh,
BU3XaTb
screen [skri:n] n 3kpaH
search [s3:tf] v uckatb, 0BbIC-
KUBATh
season [ 'si:z(a)n] n Bpems
rona, Ce30H
seat [si:t] n mecTo
secrecy [ “si:krisi] n cekper-
HOCTb
secret [ “si:krit] n cexpet
see (saw, seen) [si:] ([so:],
[si:n]) v BUOETH
see smb off npoBoxaTth; BH-
NeTh, KaK KTO-J1. yTiaJ
seek (sought, sought) [si:k]
([sa:t], [so:t]) v uckaThb
seem [si:m] v ka3arbcs
seen p.p. om see
seldom | ‘seldoam| adv peaxko
self-development
[,selfdi’velopmant] n ca-
MOpa3BUTHE
selfish [ “selfif] a sroncTnyHbIi
sell (sold, sold) [sel] ([sovld],
[sovld]) v nponasath
send (sent, sent) [send] ([sent],
[sent]) v oTrIpaBsTh, MOCHI-
J1dThb
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* Vocabulary +

sensation [sen 'seif(a)n] n
OLUYIIEHME, IYBCTBO

sense [Sens| # 4yBCTBO; pa3ym
have no sense He oT/IMYATHCS
Onaropasymuem

sensible [ "sensab(2)l] a pa-
3YMHBbIN; 31IpABOMBIC/IA LTI

sent past u p.p. om send

sentence [ ‘sentans] n mpeaio-
XEHHE; U3peUeHUe
sentence of execution mpuro-
BOp .

sentimental [ senti 'mentl] a
CEHTUMEHTAIbHBIN

separate [ ‘sep(2)rit] a otnens-
HBIA, OCOOBIN; Vv pa3nensTh,
OTHENATD; pa3jiydyaTh

serious | "si(2)rias] a cepre3Hblit

servant [ "s3:v(a)nt] » ciyra

serve [$3:v| v c1yXuTh, 06cy-
XXKMBaTh

set (set, set) [set] ([set], [set])
V ITIOCTABUTh, TOMECTUTE
setting sun 3axomsiiee coJi-
HLIE

severely [s1 "viali] adv cTporo

shade [feﬂ] n TE€HB; V 3aTEHATh

shadow [ " [&edov] n Tens; v 3a-
TEHATH

shake (shook, shaken) [[eik]
([Jvk], [ feikan]) v TpscTi
shake free from ocsoboaAUTD-
CS OT KOTO-JI.
shake hands xatb pyky, 310-
poBaThCH
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shake the head nokauars ro-
JIOBOM, OTKA3aThCA
shaken p.p. om shake
shame [ [exm| » cTBIn, nozop; v
MPUCTBIIUTD
Shame on you! Te6e nonxHo
OBITb CTBITHO!
shape [ [e1p] # hopma, ouepranme
shark [ [a:k] n akyna
sharp [[a:p] a ocTprrid
shawl [ [o:1] # wans, Goabioji
MJIaTOK
shine (shone, shone) [[ain]
([faun], [favn]) v cBeTUTS,
CBEpKaTh
shiny | " faini] @ cBeTawmiics,
CBEPKAIOLLIUHA
shipwrecked [ " [iprekt] a no-
TEPIEBLINI Kopalaekpyiie-
HUe
shirt [[3:t] n pybawika
shock [fok] n wok, norpsce-
HHE; V LWOKUPOBATh, ropa-
XKaTh, NOTPSACATH
shoe [ fu:] » boTHOK
shone past u p.p. om shine
shook past om shake
shoot (shot, shot) [ [u:t] ([[ot],
[/ot]) vcTpensiTs, 3acTpenuts
shore [[2:] n Geper (mops)
short [ [2:t] a kopoTkuii
for short kopoue, 119 kpat-
KOCTH
shot past u p.p. om shoot
shot [ [pt] n BeicTpen



» Vocabulary -

shoulder [ " [avlda] n ruieyo
shout [ favt] v kpuuaTh
show [[av] n 3penuiue, no-
Ka3(bIBaHHUE); V TOKA3bIBATD,
JIEMOHCTPUPOBATh
shower [ "[ava] n Ayul; TMBEHb
shut (shut, shut) [fat] ([fat],
[fat]) v 3axpbiBaTh, 3aXJI0-
MbIBaTh
shy [fa1] @ cMylIEHHBIX; 3aC-
TEHUWBbIH
sick [s1k] @ 60IbHOM; YYBCTBY-
FOLLMI TOLLIHOTY
sickness [ “s1knis] » owyiueHue
TOLIHOTBI
side [said] » ctopoHa
sigh [sa1] 7 B310X; v B30bIXaThb
sight [sait] » Bua, 3penniie
sign [sain| 7 3HaK
silence [ "sailons| n TMiLIMHA
silent [ “sailont] @ Tuxui, Mo~
YATUBBIN
silk [s1lk] n lwienK; a WeaKoBbIH
silly [ “sili] a rynibiid
silvery [ “silv(a)r1] a cepebpu-
CThIH
simple [ "simp(2)l] a npocToii
sin [sin] n rpex; v rpelimnTh
since [sins] ¢j ¢ Tex Mop Kak
sing (sang, sung) |sin] ([s&D],
[sap]) v neTs
single [ "sing(2)1] @ onuH, onu-
HOKU
sit (sat, sat) [sit] ([s&t], [s®t])
V CUJIETh; MO3MPOBATh

sitter [ 'stta] n HaTYpLUKK, MO-
nenb (041 Xy0oxcHuKa)

sitting-room [ “sitipru(:)m] »
rocTUHas

situation [ sitfv"e1f(a)n] » cu-
Tyauns

size [sa1z| n pazmep

skin [skin] n xoxa; WwKypa

skip [skip] v npbIraTh

skull [skal] 7 yepen

slave [sleiv] n pab

slavery [ “slerv(a)r1] n padcTBO

sleep (slept, slept) [sli:p]
([slept], [slept]) v cnaThb

sleepy [ “sli:p1] @ coHHBII

slept past u p.p. om sleep

slice [slais] n Kycouek, TOMTHK

slide [slaid] v ckonb3HTH

slip [slip] v ckoJb3NTH

slippery [ “slip(2)r1] @ cKonb3-
KU

slow [slov] @ MeLIEHHBII

slowly [ "slovli] adv MeUIeHHO

- smell [smel] » 3anax; (smelt,

smelt) ([smelt], [smelt]) v
HIOXaTh; CJbIIIATh 3amnax;
MaxHyThb
smell out BLIHIOXUBATH
smelly [ "smel1] a BoH10OUHH
smelt past u p.p. om smell
smile [smail] n ynbibKka
smoke [smavk] n abiM; v Ky-
DHUTh; ABIMUTH
smoker [ "'smoauvka] n Kypuib-
LUK
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SO [sau] adv TaK, TaKum obpa-
30M
SO as YTOOBI |
SO On ¥ TaK nanee
so0 that 115 Toro, 4yToOHI
sob [sob] v peiaaTh
society [sa "saiati] n o6mecTBO
soda-water [ "sovda,wo:ta] n
MHHEpalbHasA Boaa (uckyc-
CMGEEeHHaA)
soft [soft] a msrkwuii
soften [ "spf(a)n] v cMaryars
sold past u p.p. om sell
soldier [ "savld3a] n connar
solve [splv] v pemrats
some [SAm] pron HECKOJIBKO,
HEKOTOPOE KOJIMYECTBO
somebody [ “sambadi] pron
KTO-TO, KTO-HHUOYIb
sometimes [ ‘samtaimz] adv
WHOrIa
somewhere [ 'samweod] adv
rae-To, Kyaa-Huoyab

“song [spn] n necHs

soon [su:n] adv Bckope
the sooner ... the better yem
PaHBIIIE ... TEM JTYYLIe
sore [so:] a 6ose3HEHHBIN;
00JIbHOM; BOCTIAIEHHbIH
SOITOW [ “sDrav] n nevans
sorry [ "sori] @ noaHwIi coxa-
JIEHUS
be sorTy coxaneTs
I’m so sorry! MHe Tak xass!
sought past u p.p. om seek
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soul [savl]| #» nywa
sound [savnd] » 3ByK; v 3By-
YyaTb, U3[aBaTh 3BYK
sour [ sava] @ kucaeli
sovereign [ "spvrin] n coBepeH
(MoHema docmouncmeom: 6
o0un gpynm cmepaunz08) :
special [ "spef(a)l] a ocoben-
HbI; CrIeLIMAJIBHBIA
spectacles [ ‘spektak(a)lz] »
OYKH
spectator [spek "terta] n Ha-
osomarens
speech [spi:tf] n peun
spell [spel] n npoknsiTHE; 3aK-
JIMHaHHE
spend (spent, spent) [spend]
([spent], [spent]) v TpaTuTh,
MPOBOAMTE
spent past u p.p. om spend
sphere [sf1a] n cepa
spiderweb [ "spardoweb] » nma-
yTHHa
splash [spla[] n Bcnneck; v
IUIECKaTh, MIECKATBCH
splendid [ “splendid] a Benuko-
NIEMHbIA |
spoil (spoilt, spoilt) [spoil]
([spoilt], [spoilt]) v mopTUTS
spoilt past u p.p. om spoil
spoke past om speak
spoken p.p. om speak
spot [spot] n maTHO; MecTO; v
3aMsITHATDh
spread (spread, spread) [spred]



* Vocabulary *

([spred], [spred]) v pacnipo-
cTpaHATh (uHopmayuio)

square [skweoa] n xkBanpar;
TUIOILAb; d KBaJAPATHBIN

squeak [skwi:k] v numarts,
MIPONMILATh

stable [ “sterb(a)l] n xoHIOLI-
Hs1

staircase [ ‘steakeis] n nect-
HHLIA

stairs [steaz] n p/ necTHULIA

stalk [sto:k] n creGenn

stalls [sto:1z] » naptep (¢ me-

ampe)

stamp [stemp] n Mapka,
IITAMIT; TOMaHbE; V TOMATh
(Hoeoil); IITAMITOBATh

stand (stood, stood) [stand]
([stud], [stvd]) v cTOSITD; BBI-
HOCUTb, BBIIEPXKHUBATD
he could not stand oH He MOT
BBIHECTH

standard [ 'steendad] » cran-
napr

start [sta:t] » Hauano; v HauYM-
HaTb; B3IparuBaTh
start up BCKOYHTh, 3aBeC-
TH(CB)

station [ "ste1f(2)n] n craHuMA

statue [ ‘steetfu:] n craTys

stay [ster] v ocraBaThbcs

steal (stole, stolen) [sti:l]
([stavl], [ "stavlan]) vkpacTs

step [step] # war; cTyneHbKa,
y OTCTYNUTD; LUArHYTh
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stereotyped [ “steriotaipt] a
CTEPEOTUITHBIA

stick! [stik] #» nanka

stick? (stuck, stuck) [stik]
([stak], [stak]) v 3acTpsaTh;
TOpYaTh

still' [st1l] @ HenonBYXHBIH

still? [st1l] adv Bce ee

sting (stung, stung) [SIHJ].

([stap], [stap]) v xanuThb

stir [st3:] v mieBenMTLCS; BOJI-
HOBAaTb

stole past om steal

stolen p.p. om steal

stone [stoun] n KaMeHb; @ Ka-
MEHHBIH

stood past u p.p. om stand

stool [stu:l] n TaGypeTka

storm [std>:m] » ITOPM

stove [stovv| n nuTa (Kyaunap-
Has)

straight [streit] a npsmoit; adv
MpsAMO
keep straight (uaTu) Bce Bpe-
MSI TIPSIMO

strange [streind3] a cTpaH-
HBblii; HE3HAKOMBbI i

stranger [ "streind3a] n He3Ha-
KOMELIL; YyXaK

straw [stro:] n conoma

strawberry [ "stro:b(o)ri] n
KJIYyOHHKa

strength [strep@] n cuna

stretch [stret(] v pactsirusars,

TAHYTH

» Vocabulary *

stretch one’s arms packu-
HYTh PYKH, Pa3BECTU PYKH B
CTOPOHBI

strike (struck, struck) [straik]
([strak], [strak]) v ynapsTs,
OUTH

strong [stron] a cUIbHBIA

struggle [ “strag(a)l] n 6oprba

stuck past u p.p. om stick

studio [ "stju:diav] n crynus

study [ “stadi] n kaGuHer;
0OBEKT U3YYECHHA

stung past u p.p. om sting

stupid [ ‘stju:pid] a rmynbri

stupidity [stju: "piditi] » ray-
nocTh |

subject [ "sabd3ikt] n npenmer

substance [ “sabstans] » Belue-
CTBO, CyOCTaHLIUA

subtraction [sab "trak[(a)n] »
BEIYMTAHHUE

success [sok ‘ses] n ycniex

successful [sok "sesf(a)l] a
YIAYHbIH, YCICUIHBINA

such [sat[] a Takoi

sudden [ "sadn ] @ BHe3anHbli

suffer [ "safo] v ctpanats

suicide [ ‘s(j)u:isaid] n camo-
YOMHCTBO

suit [s(j)u:t] » kocTiOM; V yCT-
pPauBaTh, MOIXOOUTh

sunburnt [ “sanb3:nt] a 3arope-
JIBIH

sung p.p. om Sing

sunset [ ‘sanset] n 3akar
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sunshine [ "sanfain] n conHeu-
HBIV CBET

suppose [sa ‘pavz] v npeanona-
raTb

suppress [s2 pres| v nonas-
JATh

sure [[va] a BepHBIt, HageX-
HbIW; YBEPEHHbIN

surprise [s3 'praiz] n cloprpus,
V YAUBIATD _ _

surround [sa2 ‘ravnd] v okpy-
KaTb

survive [s2 "valv| v BBXMBaTh

suspect [sa "spekt] v nomo3pe-
BaTh

swam past om Swim

swear [swea| v 1aBaTh KJIATBY

sweep (swept, swept) [swi:p]
([swept], [swept]) v mecTH,
MOMMETATh

sweet [swi:t] a cnanxuit, MHIBIHA
it is very sweet of you 370 04€Hb
MMJIO C TBOEH CTOPOHbI

swept past u p.p. om Sweep

swim (swam, swum) [swim ]
([sweem], [swam|) v rUiaBaTh

swum p.p. om Swim

sympathize [ 'simpafaiz] v co-
YyBCTBOBaTh; CUMMATH3UPO-
BaTh

T

tablecloth [ "teib(2)lkIn®] n
CKaTepTh



* Vocabulary *

tail [te1l] » xBoCT

take (took, taken) [teik] ([tvk],
[ "teikan]) v 6pats, B3sTH
take away YHOCHUThb, YBOIUTH
take hold nepxarp

taken p.p. om take

talk [to:k] n pasroBop, Gecena;
vV pa3roBapHMBark, 0eceno-
BaTb

tall [to:1] a BeICOKMIA

tapestry [ ‘tapistri] n KoBpbi;
ro0oeneHbl

taste [teist] n Bkyc; v npobo-

BaTb Ha BKYC

taught past u p.p. om teach

teach (taught, taught) [ti:tf]
([to:t], [to:t]) v yuuTs

tear! [t1a] n cne3a; v rutakathb

tear? (tore, torn) [tea] ([to:],
[to:n]) v pBaTh, BHIPHIBATD

tease [ti:z] v Apa3HUTB

teeth [t1:0] n p/ 3yObI

telepathy [t1 "lepa01]| n Tenenatusa

tell (told, told) [tel] ([tovld],
[tavld]) v paccka3biBaTh

temper | 'tempa] # XapakTep,
pa3fpaxeHHue, THEB
dog’s temper yXacHbIil xa-
PaKTCp
keep one’s temper ncpxarb
cebs B pykax

. lose one’s temper BBIXOAMTH
U3 ceds

temperature [ ‘temp(a)ratfa]n
Temreparypa
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tender [ "tenda] a HeXHBIi

tenderness [ ‘tendanis] n He-
XHOCTb

terrible [ "terab(a)l] a crpawHeii

terrify [ "terifar] v yxacarp

territory [ "terit(a)ri] n reppm-
TOpUS

terror [ ‘tera] » yxac

test [test] n npoBepka, UCIIBI-
TaHUE; v MPOBEPSITh, TECTH-
pOBaTh, UCMBITHIBATD

thank [@zepk] v Gnarogapursb

thick [01k] a ToncTeIi; rycroi

thick wood rycToii nec

thief [0i:f] n Bop

thimble [ "6imb(3)l] » Hanep-
CTOK

thin [01n] a TOHKMI; XHUOKKUH,
penkuii (o goaocax)

think (thought, thought) [O1pk|
([02:t], [B2:t]) v mymaTh

think over 0OnyMBIBaTH

thirst [03:st] n xaxna

thirsty [ "03:st1] a ucneiThIBA-
IOIIHH XKaxnoy

thistle [ "01s(3a)l] n yeprononox

thorn [05:n] 7 wikn, KOIYoUKa;
OOSIPBILLIHMK

thoroughly [ "0arali] adv Tia-
TEJILHO

though [0av] ¢j xoTH

thought' [0o:t] n MmeiCcTB

thought? past u p.p. om think

thoughtful [ "65:tf(3)l] a 3a-
JTYMYHBBIH

» Vocabulary *

thoughtless [ '02:tlis] a 6e3-
JYMHBIA

thread [Ored] n HuTh

threw past om throw

throat [Oraut] n ropno; rnoTka

through [Oru:] prep ckBo3b

throw (threw, thrown) [Orov]
([Bru:], [Brauvn]) v 6pocats,
KHIATh

thrown p.p. om throw

thump [0Amp] » rayxoii cTyK;
TSXENbIN yaap

thunder [ "6anda] » rpom

thunderstorm [ "OAndasto:m|]n
rposa

ticket [ “tikit] » Guner

ticket-office [ “tikit, ofis] n (6u-
JIeTHas) Kacca

tidy [ "taidi| a onpsiTHBIN, aK-
KYpaTHbIH

tie [tar] » rancTyk; v cBS3bI-
BaTh

tiger [ "taiga] n Turp

tiger-lily [ "taiga, lili] n Turpo-
Bast ILJ1US

tight [tait] @ Tyroi; TeCHbIl

time [taim] n Bpemsi
it was time HacTyInuio Bpe-
Msi
just in time Kak pa3 BOBpeM#

tired [ "tarad| a ycraBuimi

tired out 0YeHBb yCTaBILUA

tiring [ "tai(2)rip] a yromu-
TEJIbHBIN

toe [tov] n manew (ka Hoze)
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together [to "geda] adv BmecTe,
coob1ua

told past u p.p. om tell

tomorrow [ta "'mprauv] » 3aBTpa

tonight [to "nait] » ceronHs Be-
yepoMm

took past om take

tooth [tu:0] (p/ teeth) n 3y0

toothache [ "tu:0eik] n 3ybHas
bosib

top [top] # BepuiMHa, BepXyLIKa

tore past om tear*

torn p.p. om tear”

touch [tAt[] v noTpoHyTBCS

towards [ta "wo:dz] prep no Ha-
MPABJICHMIO K

tower [ “tava] n Gawns

toxicology [,toks1 kolad3i] n
TOKCUKOJI0THS (Hayka o adax)

track [traek]| ncnen

tragedy [ "traed3idi] n Tpareaus

tragic [ "traed3ik]| @ Tparnuec-
KHUH

transform [trens form] v
TpaHCc(OpMHPOBATh; MPE0O-
paxarhb

travel [ "traev(a)l] v nyremwe-
CTBOBAaTh -

treat [tri:t] v OTHOCUTBCA; 0O-
pallaThes ¢ KeM-I.

tremble [ "tremb(2)l] v npo-
XaTb

trick [trik] » xuTpocTs, 0OMaH
play a trick (on) pa3sirpatb

triumph [ “traromf] n Tpuymd



» Vocabulary *

triumphant [trai'amf(a)nt] a
no6eI0HOCHBIN, TOPXECTBY -
IOIIHI

trouble [ "trab(a)l] » oropue-
HUE; OECMOKOUCTBO
be in trouble nonacTsb B 6eay

trouble-maker
[ "trab(a)l, meika] n Hapy-
LLIUTETh CIOKOMCTBUS, CMY-
ThSH

troublesome [ ‘trab(a)ls(a)m]
a IMpo0JIeMHBIA

true [tru:] @ npaBaMBbIiA; Ha-
CTOSILINHA _

trumpet [ "trampit] n Tpyba
(My3biKaNBHBI UHCMPYMEHN)

trust [trast] » Bepa, noBepue; v
IOBEPSITh, BEPUTH

truth [tru:0] » npaBna

truthful [ "tru:0f(a)l] @ npas-
IUBBIA

try [trai] v mbITaThCS ; CTAPATH-
csl

tunnel [ "tanl] » TyHHENB

turn [t3:n] # TOBOPOT; O4Yepenb;

v NOBOpPAYMUBAaTh
turn away OTBEPHYTLCH
turn into rpeBpaTUTHCS
turn over rNepeBEPHYTH
turn round o0epHyTHLCH, MO-
BEPHYTHCS
turn to oOpaTuThCs K
turn white nodeneTsb
turtle | "t3:tl] n yepenaxa
twice [twars] ady nBaxubl
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U

ugly [ "Agli] a 6e306pa3nbii,
YPOA1UBbIA

umbrella [Am "brela] n 30H-
THK

unbearable [An "be(a)rab(9)]]
a HENepeHOCUMBIi, HEBLIHO-

. CUMBIH

unbelievable [, Anb1li:vab(a)l]
a HEBEPOATHBIN

uncertainty [An "s3:t(a)nt1] n
HEYBEPEHHOCTD

uncomfortable
[an "kamf(a)tab(a)l] a He-
YIOOHBIA

undergo (underwent, undergone)
[,anda "gav] ([,anda "went],
[ ,anda "gon]) v ucnbITHIBATD;
roaBepraTb(cs)

undergone p.p. om undergo

understand (understood,
understood) [ Anda ‘stznd]
([,anda "stud], [,anda "stvd])
V MOHUMATb

understood pasi u p.p. om
understand

underwent past om undergo

undid past om undo

undo (undid, undone) [an "du:]
([an"did], [an "dAn]) v yHHY-
TOXAaThb; Pa3Ba3biBaTh

undone p.p. om undo

uneasy [An 'i:z1] a Gecriokom-
HbI, TPEBOXHbIM

* Vocabulary *

uneducated [an ed3vkertid] a
HeoOpa30BaHHbBII

unemployed [, anim "ploid] a
0e3paboTHBIN |

unfair [an "fea] a HecripaBeaIM-
BbIH

unfavourable [An “ferv(a)rab(a)l]
a HeOaronpusATHbLIN; HEBbI-
rOAHbBIN

unjust [an "d3ast] a Hecnpa-
BEIUIMBBIA

unkind [,An ‘kaind] a Heno-
Opblid

unless [An “les] ¢j eciu He

unlike [An “laik] @ Henoxoxwi

unmoved [An ‘'mu:vd] @ ocTas-
LIniics 6e3pasIMuHbBIM

unnatural [an naetf(a)ral] a
HeeCcTeCTBEHHBIN

unpleasant [An "plez(a)nt] a
HENPUSITHLIN

unsatisfactory
[ ansaetis “fakt(a)r1] a He-
YIOBIETBOPUTENIbHBIH

untasted [An "teistid] @ HeTpo-
HYTBIH (0 ede)

untidy [an "taidi] a HeonpAT-
HBIH, HeaKKYypaTHBIH

until [an "til] prep no Tex mop
noka

upright [ "Aprait] a npsmoi,
BEPTUKAIBHBINA; adv cTONMS

upset (upset, upset) [Ap “set]
([ap set], [ap “set]) v nepe-
BEPHYTb; paCCTPOUTh
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upside down [,apsaid "davn]
adv BBEpPX IHOM
upstairs [,Ap ‘steaz] adv Ha-
BepXy (8 dome) |
upwards [ ‘Apwadz] adv Ha-
BEpX, BBEPX
use [ju:s] n mone3a; [ju:z] v uc-
MOJIb30BaTh
get used to NpUBLIKHYTh
useful [ "ju:sf(a)l] @ monesHsbii
useless [ ‘ju:slis| a Gecrione3Hbi
usual [ "ju:zval] a o6BIYHBIA

V

vein [vein] n BeHa

velvet [ “velvit] n 6apxar

victoria [vik "to:ria] n ucm.
BUKTOPHSA (1e2Kuii ogyxmecm-
HbLU 3KUNANC C OMKPbIMbM
8EpPXOM)

victory [ ‘vikt(a)r1] n nobena

view [vju:] » BuA; B3], Ha-
MepeHue

village [ "vilid3] n nepeBHA

vinegar [ "viniga] n ykcyc

violet [ "vaialit] n dmanka; a
(pHONETOBBIN

violin [,vaid 'lin| n ckpunka

visible [ "vizob(2)l] a BuOMMBIH

visit [ "vizit] n BU3MT; v moce-
I1aTh, HABELIATh

voice [vo1s] n rosoc

voyage [ ‘'voud3] n noesaka,
MyTelecTBHUe



* Vocabulary *

vulgar [ 'valga] @ BysibrapHbii,
HHU3KOINPOOHBIA

A\

wagon [ ‘'wagan| n moBo3ska,
BaroHYMK

waist [weist] » Tanua

waistcoat | “werskavt| n xuner
waistcoat-pocket XuieTHbI
KapMaH

wait [weit] v Xnathb

waiter [ ‘weita] n odpuumant

wake (woke, woken) [weik]|
([wavk], [ "'waukan]) v mpo-
ChINATLCH; OYAUTH

walk [wo:k] v xomuTs, naru; ry-
NSTh

wall [wa:l] n ctena

war [wo:] n BoiiHa

warm [wo:m| a TeruibIi

was past om be

wash [wp[] v MBITB
wash one’s face yMbIBaThCS

waste [weist] v TpaTuth, pac-
TOYaTh

watch [wot[] n dacsl (Hapy4-
Hble); v Habnwaare, CIEAUTh

water-lily [ "wo:ta, lili] n Boms-
Hasd TUTUSA

wave [Welv] n BOJHa; v noMa-
XaTh PYKOW

wavy [ “'wervi| @ BOTHUCTBIH

wax-work [ ‘waeksw3:k] n Boc-
KoBas purypa
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way [wel| n myTh, HOpora
on the way no nytu
way out BbIxo[,
way up MyTh HaBepXx
a little way off HeBnaneke

weak [wi:k] a cnabwrii
weak tea Hekpenkuii yau

wealth [wel®] n 6oraTcTBO;
u3obume

wear (wore, worn) [wea] ([wa:],
[wa:n]) v HocuTh (06 odexc-
de)

weather [ "'weda| n norona

wedding [ ‘'wedip] » cBanb0a,
OpakocoyeTaHUE
wedding present cBageOHBIN
MofapokK

week [wi:k] n Henens

weep (wept, wept) [wi:p]
([wept], [wept]) v nakars,
3aniakartb

well [wel] n kononeu

went past om go

wept past u p.p. om weep

were past om be

west [west| n 3anan

wet [wet] a cbIpoOii, BIaXHBbIiA

whatever [wp "teva] pron xakoi
OBbI HH, YTO ObI HH

wheat [wi:t] » mueHnua

whenever [we ‘neva] ¢j korna
ObI HU

which [wit[] pron xoTopbIii

whisper [ ‘wispa] » wenor; v
LIETITaTh

» Vocabulary -

whistle [ "wis(2)]] v cBuCTETD

whole [hovl] @ uensiid, Bece

whom [hu:m] pron xoro, KoMy

why [wai] pron nouemy

wicked [ “wikid] a anoit, roxo#

wide [waid] g wmMpokwuii

wild [waild] a aukwii

wilderness [ ‘'wildanis] » myc-
THIHA, JMKasi MECTHOCTb

will [wil] 7 3aBeluanue

willow-tree [ “wilavtri:] n uBa

win (won, won) [win] ([wan],
[wan]) v mobexnath, BHIMI-
pHIBaTh

wind [wind] n BeTep

wine [wain] 7 BUHO

wing [wip] 7 KpbLI1O

wink [wipk ] v MOprHyTh

wise [waiz] @ MyaphbIii

wish [wi] 7 XxenaHue; v Xenars

without [w1 davt] prep 6e3

witness [ ‘'witnis] n cBuaeTeNb;
v ObITb CBUIETEIEM, TPUCYT-
CTBOBaThb

woke past om wake

woken p.p. om wake

woman [ "'wuman | (p/ women) n
XeHIIWHA

won past u p.p. om win

wonder [ "wanda] v yauBiATh-
Csi; MHTEPECOBAThLCS
I wonder MHTEpPECHO

wonderful [ ‘'wandaf(a)l] @ yau-
BUTEJIBHBINA, 3aMEYaTEIbHBIN

wood [wud] n ec

wooden [ ‘wudn] a aepeBsHHbIH

word [w3:d] n cioBo

wore past om wear

world [w3:1d] n Mup

worn' [wo:n | a U3HOLIEHHBIH

worn’ p.p. om wear

worried [ “warid] @ oGecrnioko-
EHHBIN

worse [w3:s] a xyxe

worship [ ‘'w3:[ip] v 6ororso-
PMTb

worst [w3:st] @ xyamui, ca-
MbI¥ IJIOXOH '

worth [w3:0] a croauui
be worth 3aciyxXuBarth, CTO-
UTh

wound [wu:nd] n paua; v pa-
HUTb

‘wrinkled [ 'ripk(2)ld] a mop-

LUMHHUCTHIM

write (wrote, written) [rart]
([ravt], [ ‘ritn]) v mucatsb
write down 3anuMchiBaTh

written p.p. om write

wrong [rpn] a HenpaBUIbHbIA,
HeBepHBIN; v o0palaThes
HEBEPHO

wrote past om write

Y

year [jia] n ron

yesterday [ jestadi] n Buepa
young [jAD]| a MoJIOIO#M
youth [ju0] n MmonozoCTh
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