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THE PREFACE


VORREDE





THE artist is the cre­at­or of beau­ti­ful things.

Der Künst­ler ist der Schöp­fer schö­ner Din­ge.

To re­veal art and con­ceal the artist is art’s aim.

Die Kunst zu of­fen­ba­ren und den Künst­ler zu ver­ste­cken ist die Auf­ga­be der Kunst.

The crit­ic is he who can trans­late into an­oth­er man­ner or a new ma­ter­i­al his im­pres­sion of beau­ti­ful things.

Der Kri­ti­ker ist der, der sei­nen Ein­druck von schö­nen Din­gen in eine neue Form oder ein neu­es Ma­te­ri­al über­tra­gen kann.




The highest, as the low­est, form of cri­ti­cism is a mode of auto­bi­o­graphy.

Die höchs­te wie die nie­ders­te Form der Kri­tik ist eine Art Selbst­bio­gra­phie.




Those who find ugly mean­ings in beau­ti­ful things are cor­rupt without be­ing charm­ing. This is a fault.

Wer häß­li­chen Sinn in schö­nen Din­gen fin­det, ist ver­derbt, ohne An­mut zu ha­ben. Das ist ein Feh­ler.




Those who find beau­ti­ful mean­ings in beau­ti­ful things are the cul­tiv­ated. For these there is hope.

Wer schö­nen Sinn in schö­nen Din­gen fin­det, ge­hört zum Rei­che der Kul­tur. Für ihn ist Hoff­nung.




They are the elect to whom beau­ti­ful things mean only Beauty.

Die sind die Aus­er­wähl­ten, de­nen schö­ne Din­ge ein­zig Schön­heit be­deu­ten.




There is no such thing as a mor­al or an im­mor­al book. Books are well writ­ten, or badly writ­ten. That is all.

So et­was wie ein mo­ra­li­sches oder un­mo­ra­li­sches Buch gibt es nicht. Bü­cher sind gut ge­schrie­ben oder schlecht ge­schrie­ben, wei­ter nichts.




The nine­teenth cen­tury dis­like of Real­ism is the rage of Caliban see­ing his own face in a glass.

Das Miß­fal­len des neun­zehn­ten Jahr­hun­derts am Rea­lis­mus ist die Wut Ka­li­bans, der sein ei­ge­nes Ge­sicht im Spie­gel sieht.




The nine­teenth cen­tury dis­like of Ro­man­ti­cism is the rage of Caliban not see­ing his own face in a glass.

Das Miß­fal­len des neun­zehn­ten Jahr­hun­derts an der Ro­man­tik ist die Wut Ka­li­bans, der sein ei­ge­nes Ge­sicht nicht im Spie­gel sieht.




The mor­al life of man forms part of the sub­ject-mat­ter of the artist,

Das mo­ra­li­sche Le­ben des Men­schen bil­det einen Teil des Stoff­ge­biets des Künst­lers,

but the mor­al­ity of art con­sists in the per­fect use of an im­per­fect me­di­um.

aber die Mo­ra­li­tät der Kunst be­steht im voll­kom­me­nen Ge­brauch ei­nes un­voll­kom­me­nen Mit­tels.

No artist de­sires to prove any­thing. Even things that are true can be proved.

Kein Künst­ler will et­was be­wei­sen. Selbst Wahr­hei­ten kön­nen be­wie­sen wer­den.




No artist has eth­ic­al sym­path­ies. An eth­ic­al sym­pathy in an artist is an un­par­don­able man­ner­ism of style.

Kein Künst­ler bat ethi­sche Sym­pa­thi­en. Eine ethi­sche Sym­pa­thie bei ei­nem Künst­ler ist eine un­ver­zeih­li­che Ma­nie­riert­heit des Stils.




No artist is ever mor­bid. The artist can ex­press everything.

Kein Künst­ler ist je de­ka­dent. Der Künst­ler kann al­les aus­drücken.




Thought and lan­guage are to the artist in­stru­ments of an art.

Den­ken und Spre­chen sind für den Künst­ler Mit­tel ei­ner Kunst.




Vice and vir­tue are to the artist ma­ter­i­als for an art.

Las­ter und Tu­gend sind für den Künst­ler Ma­te­ri­al ei­ner Kunst.




From the point of view of form, the type of all the arts is the art of the mu­si­cian.

Vom Stand­punkt der Form ist das Ur­bild al­ler Küns­te die Kunst des Mu­si­kers.

From the point of view of feel­ing, the act­or’s craft is the type.

Vom Stand­punkt des Ge­fühls ist das Hand­werk des Schau­spie­lers das Ur­bild.




All art is at once sur­face and sym­bol. Those who go be­neath the sur­face do so at their per­il.

Alle Kunst ist zu­gleich Ober­flä­che und Sym­bol. Wer un­ter die Ober­flä­che geht, tut es auf ei­ge­ne Ge­fahr.




Those who read the sym­bol do so at their per­il.

Wer das Sym­bol deu­tet, tut es auf ei­ge­ne Ge­fahr.




It is the spec­tat­or, and not life, that art really mir­rors.

Den Be­schau­er und nicht das Le­ben spie­gelt die Kunst in Wahr­heit.

Di­versity of opin­ion about a work of art shows that the work is new, com­plex, and vi­tal.

Mei­nungs­ver­schie­den­heit über ein Kunst­werk zeigt, daß das Werk neu, viel­fäl­tig und be­deu­tend ist.




When crit­ics dis­agree the artist is in ac­cord with him­self.

Wenn die Kri­ti­ker un­eins sind, ist der Künst­ler ei­nig mit sich selbst.




We can for­give a man for mak­ing a use­ful thing as long as he does not ad­mire it.

Wir kön­nen ei­nem Men­schen ver­zei­hen, daß er et­was Nütz­li­ches ge­macht hat, so­lan­ge er es nicht be­wun­dert.

The only ex­cuse for mak­ing a use­less thing is that one ad­mires it in­tensely.

Die ein­zi­ge Ent­schul­di­gung da­für, daß ei­ner et­was Nutz­lo­ses ge­macht hat, ist, daß man es sehr be­wun­dert.




All art is quite use­less.

Alle Kunst ist völ­lig nutz­los.




Oscar Wilde








CHAPTER I


ERSTES KAPITEL





THE stu­dio was filled with the rich odour of roses, and when the light sum­mer wind stirred amidst the trees of the garden,

Star­ker Ro­sen­duft durch­ström­te das Ate­lier, und als ein leich­ter Som­mer­wind die Bäu­me im Gar­ten hin und her wieg­te,

there came through the open door the heavy scent of the lilac, or the more del­ic­ate per­fume of the pink-flower­ing thorn.

kam durch die of­fe­ne Tür der schwe­re Ge­ruch des Flie­ders oder der fei­ne­re Duft des Rot­dorns.




From the corner of the di­van of Per­sian saddle­bags on which he was ly­ing, smoking, as was his cus­tom, in­nu­mer­able ci­gar­ettes,

Von dem Per­ser­di­wan, auf dem er lag und nach sei­ner Ge­wohn­heit un­zäh­li­ge Zi­ga­ret­ten rauch­te,

Lord Henry Wot­ton could just catch the gleam of the honey-sweet and honey-col­oured blos­soms of a laburnum,

konn­te Lord Hen­ry Wot­ton ge­ra­de die süß­duf­ten­den und ho­nig­far­be­nen Blü­ten ei­nes Gold­re­gen­strauchs ge­wah­ren,

whose trem­u­lous branches seemed hardly able to bear the bur­den of a beauty so flame-like as theirs;

des­sen zit­tern­de Zwei­ge die Last ei­ner so flam­men­den Schön­heit kaum tra­gen zu kön­nen schie­nen;

and now and then the fant­ast­ic shad­ows of birds in flight flit­ted across the long tussore-silk cur­tains that were stretched in front of the huge win­dow,

und hie und da flitz­ten die phan­tas­ti­schen Schat­ten vor­bei­flie­gen­der Vö­gel über die lan­gen bast­sei­de­nen Vor­hän­ge des großen Fens­ters

pro­du­cing a kind of mo­ment­ary Ja­pan­ese ef­fect, and mak­ing him think of those pal­lid jade-faced paint­ers of Tokio

und brach­ten eine Art ja­pa­ni­sche Au­gen­blicks­wir­kung her­vor, so daß ihm die blas­sen, ne­phrit­far­be­nen Ma­ler To­ki­os ein­fie­len,

who, through the me­di­um of an art that is ne­ces­sar­ily im­mob­ile, seek to con­vey the sense of swift­ness and mo­tion.

die ver­mit­telst ei­ner Kunst, die nicht an­ders als un­be­weg­lich sein kann, den Ein­druck der Rasch­heit und Be­we­gung her­vor­zu­ru­fen su­chen.

The sul­len mur­mur of the bees shoul­der­ing their way through the long un­mown grass,

Das sum­men­de Mur­ren der Bie­nen, die in dem lan­gen un­ge­mäh­ten Gras hin und her tau­mel­ten

or circ­ling with mono­ton­ous in­sist­ence round the dusty gilt horns of the strag­gling wood­bine,

oder mit ein­tö­ni­ger Hart­nä­ckig­keit die stau­big­gol­de­nen Blü­ten­t­rich­ter des wu­chern­den Geiß­blatts um­kreis­ten,

seemed to make the still­ness more op­press­ive. The dim roar of Lon­don was like the bour­don note of a dis­tant or­gan.

schie­nen die Stil­le noch drücken­der zu ma­chen. Das dump­fe Ge­tö­se Lon­d­ons klang wie das Schnarr­werk ei­ner ent­fern­ten Or­gel.




In the centre of the room, clamped to an up­right easel, stood the full-length por­trait of a young man of ex­traordin­ary per­son­al beauty,

In der Mit­te des Ge­ma­ches stand auf ei­ner hoch auf­ge­rich­te­ten Staf­fe­lei das le­bens­große Por­trät ei­nes un­ge­wöhn­lich schö­nen jun­gen Man­nes,

and in front of it, some little dis­tance away, was sit­ting the artist him­self, Basil Hall­ward,

und ihm ge­gen­über, et­was ent­fernt da­von, saß der Künst­ler, der es ge­malt hat­te, Ba­sil Hall­ward,

whose sud­den dis­ap­pear­ance some years ago caused, at the time, such pub­lic ex­cite­ment, and gave rise to so many strange con­jec­tures.

des­sen plötz­li­ches Ver­schwin­den vor ei­ni­gen Jah­ren das Pu­bli­kum er­regt und so vie­le selt­sa­me Ver­mu­tun­gen er­weckt hat.




As the paint­er looked at the gra­cious and comely form he had so skil­fully mirrored in his art,

Als der Ma­ler auf die an­mu­ti­ge Ge­stalt blick­te, die er so schön in sei­ner Kunst ge­spie­gelt hat­te,

a smile of pleas­ure passed across his face, and seemed about to linger there.

über­flog ein Lä­cheln der Freu­de sei­ne Züge und schi­en auf ih­nen ver­wei­len zu wol­len.

But he sud­denly star­ted up, and, clos­ing his eyes, placed his fin­gers upon the lids,

Aber er fuhr plötz­lich auf, schloß die Au­gen und drück­te die Li­der mit den Fin­gern zu,

as though he sought to im­pris­on with­in his brain some curi­ous dream from which he feared he might awake.

wie wenn er einen ab­son­der­li­chen Traum, des­sen Er­wa­chen er fürch­te­te, im Hir­ne ge­fan­gen hal­ten woll­te.




“It is your best work, Basil, the best thing you have ever done,” said Lord Henry, lan­guidly.

»Es ist dei­ne bes­te Ar­beit, Ba­sil, das Bes­te, was du je ge­macht hast,« sag­te Lord Hen­ry mit mü­der Stim­me.

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

»Du mußt es be­stimmt nächs­tes Jahr ins Gros­ve­nor schi­cken. Die Aka­de­mie-Aus­stel­lung ist zu groß und zu ge­wöhn­lich.

Whenev­er I have gone there, there have been either so many people that I have not been able to see the pic­tures, which was dread­ful,

Je­des­mal, wenn ich hin­ging, wa­ren ent­we­der so vie­le Men­schen da, daß ich die Bil­der nicht se­hen konn­te, und das war schreck­lich,

or so many pic­tures that I have not been able to see the people, which was worse. The Gros­ven­or is really the only place.”

oder so vie­le Bil­der, daß ich die Men­schen nicht se­hen konn­te, und das war noch schlim­mer. Das Gros­ve­nor ist wirk­lich der ein­zi­ge Ort, der in Fra­ge kommt.«




“I don’t think I shall send it any­where,”

»Ich den­ke nicht dar­an, es über­haupt aus­zu­stel­len,«

he answered, toss­ing his head back in that odd way that used to make his friends laugh at him at Ox­ford.

ant­wor­te­te der Ma­ler und warf den Kopf in der be­son­de­ren Art zu­rück, über die sei­ne Freun­de in Ox­ford so oft ge­lacht hat­ten.

“No: I won’t send it any­where.”

»Nein, ich stel­le es nir­gends aus.«




Lord Henry el­ev­ated his eye­brows, and looked at him in amazement through the thin blue wreaths of smoke

Lord Hen­ry zog die Brau­en hoch und blick­te ihn durch die dün­nen blau­en Rauch­gir­lan­den,

that curled up in such fanci­ful whorls from his heavy opi­um-tain­ted ci­gar­ette.

die sich in phan­tas­ti­schen Win­dun­gen aus sei­ner schwe­ren, opi­um­ge­tränk­ten Zi­ga­ret­te em­por­kräu­sel­ten, er­staunt an.

“Not send it any­where? My dear fel­low, why? Have you any reas­on?

»Nir­gends aus­stel­len? Mein Lie­ber, warum? Hast du einen Grund?

What odd chaps you paint­ers are! You do any­thing in the world to gain a repu­ta­tion.

Was ihr Ma­ler für ku­rio­se Ker­le seid! Ihr tut al­les in der Welt, um be­rühmt zu wer­den.

As soon as you have one, you seem to want to throw it away.

So­wie ihr es seid, scheint ihr des Ruhms über­drüs­sig.

It is silly of you, for there is only one thing in the world

Das ist dumm von dir, denn es gibt nur ein Ding in der Welt,

worse than be­ing talked about, and that is not be­ing talked about.

das schlim­mer ist, als daß über einen ge­re­det wird, näm­lich, daß nicht über einen ge­re­det wird.

A por­trait like this would set you far above all the young men in Eng­land,

Ein Por­trät wie die­ses muß dich weit über alle jun­gen Leu­te in Eng­land he­ben

and make the old men quite jeal­ous, if old men are ever cap­able of any emo­tion.”

und die Al­ten ganz nei­disch ma­chen – wenn alte Leu­te über­haupt ei­ner Ge­müts­be­we­gung fä­hig sind.«




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

»Ich weiß, du wirst mich aus­la­chen,« er­wi­der­te je­ner, »aber ich kann es wirk­lich nicht aus­stel­len. Ich habe zu viel von mir selbst hin­ein­ge­bracht.«




Lord Henry stretched him­self out on the di­van and laughed.

Lord Hen­ry streck­te sich auf dem Di­wan aus und lach­te.




“Yes, I knew you would; but it is quite true, all the same.”

»Ja, ja, das wuß­te ich, aber es ist völ­lig wahr, trotz­dem.«




“Too much of your­self in it! Upon my word, Basil, I didn’t know you were so vain;

»Zu viel von dir soll dar­in sein! Auf mein Wort, Ba­sil, ich wuß­te nicht, daß du so ei­tel bist;

and I really can’t see any re­semb­lance between you, with your rugged strong face and your coal-black hair,

ich kann wahr­haf­tig nicht die ge­rings­te Ähn­lich­keit zwi­schen dir mit dei­nem ecki­gen stren­gen Ge­sicht und dei­nen kohl­schwar­zen Haa­ren

and this young Ad­onis, who looks as if he was made out of ivory and rose-leaves.

und die­sem jun­gen Ado­nis fin­den, der aus­sieht, als sei er aus El­fen­bein und Ro­sen­blät­tern ge­macht.

Why, my dear Basil, he is a Nar­cissus, and you — well, of course you have an in­tel­lec­tu­al ex­pres­sion, and all that.

Nein, lie­ber Ba­sil, er ist ein Nar­cis­sus, und du – nun, na­tür­lich hast du geis­ti­gen Aus­druck und so wei­ter.

But beauty, real beauty, ends where an in­tel­lec­tu­al ex­pres­sion be­gins.

Aber Schön­heit, wah­re Schön­heit hört auf, wo geis­ti­ger Aus­druck an­fängt.

In­tel­lect is in it­self a mode of ex­ag­ger­a­tion, and des­troys the har­mony of any face.

Geist ist an sich eine Art Über­trie­ben­heit und zer­stört das Eben­maß je­des Ge­sichts.

The mo­ment one sits down to think, one be­comes all nose, or all fore­head, or something hor­rid.

So­wie man sich ans Den­ken macht, wird man ganz Nase oder ganz Stirn oder der­art Gräß­li­ches.

Look at the suc­cess­ful men in any of the learned pro­fes­sions.

Be­trach­te die Män­ner, die in ir­gend­ei­nem ge­lehr­ten Be­ruf Er­folg hat­ten.

How per­fectly hideous they are! Ex­cept, of course, in the Church. But then in the Church they don’t think.

Wie vollen­det häß­lich sind sie! Aus­ge­nom­men na­tür­lich die Män­ner der Kir­che. Aber in der Kir­che den­ken sie eben nicht.

A bish­op keeps on say­ing at the age of eighty what he was told to say

Ein Bi­schof bleibt da­bei, mit acht­zig Jah­ren das­sel­be zu sa­gen, was man ihm

when he was a boy of eight­een, and as a nat­ur­al con­sequence he al­ways looks ab­so­lutely de­light­ful.

als acht­zehn­jäh­ri­gem Jun­gen bei­ge­bracht hat, und die na­tür­li­che Fol­ge ist, daß er im­mer ganz won­nig aus­sieht.

Your mys­ter­i­ous young friend, whose name you have nev­er told me, but whose pic­ture really fas­cin­ates me, nev­er thinks. I feel quite sure of that.

Dein ge­heim­nis­vol­ler jun­ger Freund, des­sen Na­men du mir nie ge­sagt hast, des­sen Bild mich je­doch wahr­haft be­zau­bert, denkt nie­mals. Das ist mir ganz si­cher.

He is some brain­less, beau­ti­ful creature, who should be al­ways here in winter

Er ist so ein hirn­lo­ses, schö­nes Ge­schöpf, das wir im Win­ter im­mer ha­ben soll­ten,

when we have no flowers to look at, and al­ways here in sum­mer when we want something to chill our in­tel­li­gence.

wenn es kei­ne Blu­men gibt, auf die wir bli­cken kön­nen, und im­mer im Som­mer, wenn wir et­was zur Ab­küh­lung un­se­res Geis­tes brau­chen.

Don’t flat­ter your­self, Basil: you are not in the least like him.”

Schmeich­le dir nicht, Ba­sil: du hast nicht die min­des­te Ähn­lich­keit mit ihm.«




“You don’t un­der­stand me, Harry,” answered the artist. “Of course I am not like him. I know that per­fectly well.

»Du ver­stehst mich nicht, Har­ry,« ant­wor­te­te der Künst­ler. »Na­tür­lich habe ich kei­ne Ähn­lich­keit mit ihm – das weiß ich sehr wohl.

In­deed, I should be sorry to look like him. You shrug your shoulders? I am telling you the truth.

Ich wäre so­gar trau­rig, wenn ich so aus­sä­he wie er. Du zuckst die Ach­seln? Ich sage dir die Wahr­heit.

There is a fatal­ity about all phys­ic­al and in­tel­lec­tu­al dis­tinc­tion, the sort of fatal­ity

Es schwebt ein Ver­häng­nis um alle kör­per­li­che und geis­ti­ge Aus­zeich­nung; die Art Ver­häng­nis,

that seems to dog through his­tory the fal­ter­ing steps of kings.

die in der gan­zen Ge­schich­te den schwan­ken­den Schrit­ten der Kö­ni­ge auf dem Fuße zu fol­gen scheint.

It is bet­ter not to be dif­fer­ent from one’s fel­lows.

Es ist bes­ser, sich nicht von sei­nen Ge­nos­sen zu un­ter­schei­den.

The ugly and the stu­pid have the best of it in this world. They can sit at their ease and gape at the play.

Die Häß­li­chen und die Dum­men sind in die­ser Welt am bes­ten dar­an. Sie kön­nen be­hag­lich da­sit­zen und sorg­los dem Spiel zu­schau­en.

If they know noth­ing of vic­tory, they are at least spared the know­ledge of de­feat.

Wenn sie nichts von Sie­gen wis­sen, so ist ih­nen da­für auch er­spart, Nie­der­la­gen ken­nen zu ler­nen.

They live as we all should live, un­dis­turbed, in­dif­fer­ent, and without dis­quiet.

Sie le­ben, wie wir alle le­ben soll­ten: sorg­los, gleich­gül­tig und ohne Un­ru­he.

They neither bring ruin upon oth­ers, nor ever re­ceive it from ali­en hands.

Sie brin­gen über an­de­re kein Ver­der­ben und emp­fan­gen es auch nicht aus frem­den Hän­den.

Your rank and wealth, Harry; my brains, such as they are — my art, whatever it may be worth; Dori­an Gray’s good looks

Dein Rang und dein Reich­tum, Har­ry; mein Hirn, wie es nun schon ist – mei­ne Kunst, sie mag wert sein, was sie will – Do­ri­an Grays schö­nes Äu­ße­re:

— we shall all suf­fer for what the gods have giv­en us, suf­fer ter­ribly.”

wir wer­den alle drei un­ter dem lei­den, was uns die Göt­ter ge­ge­ben ha­ben, schreck­lich lei­den.«




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

»Do­ri­an Gray? So heißt er?« frag­te Lord Hen­ry und ging durch das Ate­lier auf Ba­sil Hall­ward zu.




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

»Ja, so heißt er. Ich woll­te dir den Na­men nicht nen­nen.«




“But why not?”

»Aber warum nicht?«




“Oh, I can’t ex­plain. When I like people im­mensely I nev­er tell their names to any­one.

»Oh! Ich kann das nicht er­klä­ren. Wenn ich einen Men­schen un­mä­ßig lieb habe, sage ich nie je­man­dem sei­nen Na­men.

It is like sur­ren­der­ing a part of them. I have grown to love secrecy.

Es ist, als über­gä­be man da­mit einen Teil von ihm. Ich bin dazu ge­kom­men, das Ge­heim­nis zu lie­ben.

It seems to be the one thing that can make mod­ern life mys­ter­i­ous or mar­vel­lous to us.

Das scheint al­lein im­stan­de zu sein, das Le­ben un­se­rer Zeit für uns zum Mys­te­ri­um oder zum Wun­der zu ma­chen.

The com­mon­est thing is de­light­ful if one only hides it.

Das ge­meins­te Ding ist vol­ler Schön­heit, wenn man es nur ver­steckt.

When I leave town now I nev­er tell my people where I am go­ing. If I did, I would lose all my pleas­ure.

Wenn ich die Stadt ver­las­se, sage ich den Men­schen nie mehr, wo­hin ich gehe. Täte ich es, so büß­te ich all mei­nen Ge­nuß ein.

It is a silly habit, I daresay, but some­how it seems to bring a great deal of ro­mance into one’s life.

Es ist eine tö­rich­te Ge­wohn­heit, ich gebe es zu, aber ir­gend­wie scheint da­durch viel Ro­man­tik ins Le­ben zu kom­men.

I sup­pose you think me aw­fully fool­ish about it?”

Ver­mut­lich hältst du mich dar­um für schreck­lich ver­rückt?«




“Not at all,” answered Lord Henry, “not at all, my dear Basil.

»Nicht im ge­rings­ten,« er­wi­der­te Lord Hen­ry, »nicht im ge­rings­ten, lie­ber Ba­sil.

You seem to for­get that I am mar­ried, and the one charm of mar­riage is

Du scheinst zu ver­ges­sen, daß ich ver­hei­ra­tet bin, und die Ehe hat den einen Reiz,

that it makes a life of de­cep­tion ab­so­lutely ne­ces­sary for both parties.

daß sie bei­den Tei­len ein Le­ben der Täu­schung völ­lig zur Not­wen­dig­keit macht.

I nev­er know where my wife is, and my wife nev­er knows what I am do­ing.

Ich weiß nie, wo mei­ne Frau ist, und mei­ne Frau weiß nie, was ich trei­be.

When we meet — we do meet oc­ca­sion­ally, when we dine out to­geth­er, or go down to the Duke’s

Wenn wir zu­sam­men sind – wir sind manch­mal zu­sam­men, wenn wir mit­ein­an­der ein­ge­la­den sind oder zum Her­zog aufs Land fah­ren –,

— we tell each oth­er the most ab­surd stor­ies with the most ser­i­ous faces.

er­zäh­len wir uns die ver­rück­tes­ten Ge­schich­ten mit der ernst­haf­tes­ten Mie­ne.

My wife is very good at it — much bet­ter, in fact, than I am. She nev­er gets con­fused over her dates, and I al­ways do.

Mei­ne Frau ver­steht sich treff­lich dar­auf – ei­gent­lich bes­ser als ich. Sie bringt ihre Da­ten nie durch­ein­an­der; und ich im­mer.

But when she does find me out, she makes no row at all. I some­times wish she would; but she merely laughs at me.”

Aber wenn sie mich er­tappt, macht sie kei­nen Lärm dar­über. Ich wünsch­te manch­mal, sie täte es; aber sie lacht mich bloß aus.«




“I hate the way you talk about your mar­ried life, Harry,” said Basil Hall­ward, strolling to­wards the door that led into the garden.

»Die Art, wie du über dein Ehe­le­ben sprichst, ist mir ver­haßt, Har­ry,« sag­te Ba­sil Hall­ward und ging lang­sam zu der Tür, die in den Gar­ten führ­te.

“I be­lieve that you are really a very good hus­band, but that you are thor­oughly ashamed of your own vir­tues.

»Ich glau­be, du bist in Wahr­heit ein sehr gu­ter Ehe­mann, schämst dich je­doch hef­tig über dei­ne ei­ge­ne Tu­gend­haf­tig­keit.

You are an ex­traordin­ary fel­low. You nev­er say a mor­al thing, and you nev­er do a wrong thing. Your cyn­icism is simply a pose.”

Du bist ein ab­son­der­li­cher Bur­sche. Du sagst nie et­was Mo­ra­li­sches, und du tust nie et­was Schlech­tes. Dein Zy­nis­mus ist le­dig­lich Pose.«




“Be­ing nat­ur­al is simply a pose, and the most ir­rit­at­ing pose I know,” cried Lord Henry, laugh­ing;

»Na­tür­lich­sein ist le­dig­lich eine Pose, und die är­ger­lichs­te, die ich ken­ne,« rief Lord Hen­ry und lach­te;

and the two young men went out into the garden to­geth­er,

und die bei­den jun­gen Leu­te gin­gen mit­ein­an­der in den Gar­ten

and en­sconced them­selves on a long bam­boo seat that stood in the shade of a tall laurel bush.

und setz­ten sich in dem Schat­ten ei­nes großen Lor­beer­bu­sches auf ein lan­ges Bam­bus­so­fa.

The sun­light slipped over the pol­ished leaves. In the grass, white dais­ies were trem­u­lous.

Das Son­nen­licht glitt über die glän­zen­den Blät­ter. Im Gra­se zit­ter­ten wei­ße Gän­se­blüm­chen.




After a pause, Lord Henry pulled out his watch. “I am afraid I must be go­ing, Basil,” he mur­mured, “and be­fore I go,

Nach ei­ner Pau­se zog Lord Hen­ry sei­ne Uhr. »Ich fürch­te, ich muß gleich ge­hen, Ba­sil,« brumm­te er, »und ehe ich gehe,

I in­sist on your an­swer­ing a ques­tion I put to you some time ago.”

be­ste­he ich dar­auf, daß du mir die Fra­ge be­ant­wor­test, die ich vor­hin an dich rich­te­te.«




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

»Was denn?« frag­te der Ma­ler, ohne auf­zu­bli­cken.




“You know quite well.”

»Du weißt schon.«




“I do not, Harry.”

»Nein, 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. I want the real reas­on.”

»Nun, dann will ich dirs sa­gen. Du sollst mir er­klä­ren, warum du Do­ri­an Grays Bild­nis nicht aus­stel­len willst. Ich ver­lan­ge den wirk­li­chen Grund zu wis­sen.«




“I told you the real reas­on.”

»Ich sag­te dir den wirk­li­chen Grund.«




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

»Nein, das ta­test du nicht. Du sag­test, der Grund sei, weil zu viel von dir in dem Bil­de sei. Nun, das ist kin­disch.«




“Harry,” said Basil Hall­ward, look­ing him straight in the face, “every por­trait

»Har­ry,« sag­te Ba­sil Hall­ward und schau­te ihm ge­ra­de ins Ge­sicht, »je­des Por­trät,

that is painted with feel­ing is a por­trait of the artist, not of the sit­ter.

das mit Emp­fin­dung ge­malt ist, ist ein Por­trät des Künst­lers, nicht des­sen, der ihm sitzt.

The sit­ter is merely the ac­ci­dent, the oc­ca­sion.

Der ist bloß der An­laß, die Ge­le­gen­heit.

It is not he who is re­vealed by the paint­er; it is rather the paint­er who, on the col­oured can­vas, re­veals him­self.

Nicht er wird vom Ma­ler of­fen­bart; es ist eher der Ma­ler, der auf der far­bi­gen Lein­wand sich sel­ber of­fen­bart.

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.”

Der Grund, warum ich die­ses Bild nicht aus­stel­len will, ist, daß ich fürch­te, ich habe in ihm das Ge­heim­nis mei­ner ei­ge­nen See­le auf­ge­deckt.«




Lord Henry laughed. “And what is that?” he asked.

Lord Hen­ry lach­te. »Und das wäre?« frag­te er.




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

»Ich will es dir er­klä­ren,« sag­te Hall­ward; aber ein Aus­druck der Rat­lo­sig­keit leg­te sich über sei­ne Züge.




“I am all ex­pect­a­tion, Basil,” con­tin­ued his com­pan­ion, glan­cing at him.

»Ich bin ganz Er­war­tung, Ba­sil,« fing sein Ge­fähr­te wie­der an und sah zu ihm hin.




“Oh, there is really very little to tell, Harry,” answered the paint­er; “and I am afraid you will hardly un­der­stand it.

»Oh! Es ist wirk­lich nicht viel zu er­zäh­len, Har­ry,« ant­wor­te­te der Ma­ler, »und ich fürch­te, du wirst es kaum ver­ste­hen.

Per­haps you will hardly be­lieve it.”

Viel­leicht wirst du es kaum glau­ben.«




Lord Henry smiled, and, lean­ing down, plucked a pink-pet­alled daisy from the grass, and ex­amined it.

Lord Hen­ry lä­chel­te; dann bück­te er sich, pflück­te ein rot ge­färb­tes Gän­se­blüm­chen aus dem Gras und be­trach­te­te es.

“I am quite sure I shall un­der­stand it,” he replied, gaz­ing in­tently at the little golden white-feathered disk,

»Ich be­zweifle gar nicht, daß ich es ver­ste­hen wer­de,« gab er zu­rück und blick­te an­hal­tend auf das klei­ne gol­de­ne, weiß­ge­fie­der­te Rund in sei­ner Hand;

“and as for be­liev­ing things, I can be­lieve any­thing, provided that it is quite in­cred­ible.”

»und was das Glau­ben an­geht, so kann ich al­les glau­ben, vor­aus­ge­setzt, daß es un­wahr­schein­lich ge­nug ist.«




The wind shook some blos­soms from the trees, and the heavy lilac-blooms, with their clus­ter­ing stars, moved to and fro in the lan­guid air.

Der Wind schüt­tel­te ein paar Blü­ten von den Bäu­men, und die schwe­ren Ster­nen­bü­schel des Flie­ders schwank­ten in der schwü­len Luft hin und her.

A grasshop­per began to chir­rup by the wall, and like a blue thread a long thin dragon-fly floated past on its brown gauze wings.

Eine Gril­le fing an der Mau­er zu zir­pen an, und wie ein blau­er Fa­den schweb­te eine lan­ge, dün­ne Li­bel­le auf ih­ren brau­nen Ga­ze­flü­geln durch die Luft.

Lord Henry felt as if he could hear Basil Hall­ward’s heart beat­ing, and wondered what was com­ing.

Lord Hen­ry war es, als könn­te er Ba­sil Hall­wards Herz klop­fen hö­ren, und war ge­spannt, was er hö­ren soll­te.




“The story is simply this,” said the paint­er after some time. “Two months ago I went to a crush at Lady Brandon’s.

»Die Ge­schich­te ist ein­fach die,« sag­te der Ma­ler nach ei­ner Wei­le. »Vor zwei Mo­na­ten ging ich ein­mal zu ei­nem Ge­sell­schafts­rum­mel bei Lady Bran­don.

You know we poor artists have to show ourselves in so­ci­ety from time to time, just to re­mind the pub­lic that we are not sav­ages.

Du weißt, wir ar­men Künst­ler müs­sen uns von Zeit zu Zeit in der Ge­sell­schaft se­hen las­sen, bloß um dem Pu­bli­kum ins Ge­dächt­nis zu ru­fen, daß wir kei­ne Wil­den sind.

With an even­ing coat and a white tie, as you told me once, any­body, even a stock­broker, can gain a repu­ta­tion for be­ing civ­il­ised.

Mit ei­nem Ge­sell­schafts­an­zug und ei­ner wei­ßen Bin­de, wie du mir ein­mal sag­test, kann je­der, selbst ein Bör­sen­mak­ler, in den Ruf ei­nes Ge­bil­de­ten kom­men.

Well, after I had been in the room about ten minutes, talk­ing to huge over-dressed dow­agers

Nun, ich war etwa zehn Mi­nu­ten da und plau­der­te mit um­fang­rei­chen, über­la­de­nen, vor­neh­men Wit­wen

and te­di­ous Aca­dem­i­cians, I sud­denly be­came con­scious that someone was look­ing at me.

und lang­wei­li­gen Aka­de­mi­kern, als mir plötz­lich ins Be­wußt­sein kam, daß mich je­mand an­sah.

I turned halfway round, and saw Dori­an Gray for the first time.

Ich dreh­te mich halb um und er­blick­te zum ers­ten­mal Do­ri­an Gray.

When our eyes met, I felt that I was grow­ing pale. A curi­ous sen­sa­tion of ter­ror came over me.

Als uns­re Au­gen sich tra­fen, fühl­te ich, daß ich blaß wur­de. Ein selt­sa­mes Ge­fühl des Ban­gens über­kam mich.

I knew that I had come face to face with someone whose mere per­son­al­ity was so fas­cin­at­ing

Ich spür­te, ich stand ei­nem von An­ge­sicht zu An­ge­sicht ge­gen­über, des­sen blo­ße Er­schei­nung so be­zau­bernd war,

that, if I al­lowed it to do so, it would ab­sorb my whole nature, my whole soul, my very art it­self.

daß sie, wenn ich es ihr ge­stat­te­te, mei­ne gan­ze Na­tur, mei­ne gan­ze See­le und so­gar mei­ne Kunst an sich rei­ßen muß­te.

I did not want any ex­tern­al in­flu­ence in my life. You know your­self, Harry, how in­de­pend­ent I am by nature.

Ich brauch­te in mei­nem Le­ben kei­ner­lei Ein­wir­kung von au­ßen. Du weißt selbst, Har­ry, wie un­ab­hän­gig ich von Na­tur aus bin.

I have al­ways been my own mas­ter; had at least al­ways been so, till I met Dori­an Gray.

Ich bin im­mer mein ei­ge­ner Herr ge­we­sen; war es zum min­des­ten ge­we­sen, bis ich Do­ri­an Gray ge­trof­fen habe.

Then — but I don’t know how to ex­plain it to you. Something seemed to tell me that I was on the verge of a ter­rible crisis in my life.

Dann – aber ich weiß nicht, wie ich es dir er­klä­ren soll. Ich hat­te ein Vor­ge­fühl, daß ich un­mit­tel­bar vor ei­ner furcht­ba­ren Kri­se in mei­nem Le­ben ste­he.

I had a strange feel­ing that Fate had in store for me ex­quis­ite joys and ex­quis­ite sor­rows.

Ich hat­te die selt­sa­me Emp­fin­dung, das Schick­sal hal­te er­le­se­ne Freu­den und er­le­se­ne Schmer­zen für mich in Be­reit­schaft.

I grew afraid, and turned to quit the room. It was not con­science that made me do so; it was a sort of cow­ardice.

Mich schau­der­te, und ich wand­te mich zum Ge­hen. Es war nicht das Ge­wis­sen, was mich dazu trieb; es war eine Art Feig­heit.

I take no cred­it to my­self for try­ing to es­cape.”

Ich rech­ne es mir nicht zur Ehre an, daß ich zu flie­hen ver­such­te.«




“Con­science and cow­ardice are really the same things, Basil. Con­science is the trade-name of the firm. That is all.”

»Ge­wis­sen und Feig­heit sind in Wahr­heit ein und das­sel­be. Ge­wis­sen ist der ein­ge­tra­ge­ne Name der Fir­ma, wei­ter nichts.«




“I don’t be­lieve that, Harry, and I don’t be­lieve you do either. However, whatever was my motive — and it may have been pride,

»Ich glau­be das nicht, Har­ry, und ich glau­be, auch du nicht. In­des­sen, das oder je­nes mag mein Mo­tiv ge­we­sen sein – viel­leicht war es Stolz,

for I used to be very proud — I cer­tainly struggled to the door.

ich bin im­mer sehr stolz ge­we­sen –, ge­wiß ist, daß ich die Tür er­rei­chen woll­te.

There, of course, I stumbled against Lady Brandon.

Dort na­tür­lich prall­te ich mit Lady Bran­don zu­sam­men.

‘You are not go­ing to run away so soon, Mr. Hall­ward?’ she screamed out. You know her curi­ously shrill voice?”

›Sie wer­den doch nicht so früh weg­lau­fen wol­len, Herr Hall­ward?‹ schrie sie. Du kennst ihre selt­sam gel­len­de Stim­me?«




“Yes; she is a pea­cock in everything but beauty,” said Lord Henry, pulling the daisy to bits with his long, nervous fin­gers.

»O ja, die Dame ist, von der Schön­heit ab­ge­se­hen, ein Pfau,« sag­te Lord Hen­ry und zer­zupf­te mit sei­nen lan­gen, ner­vö­sen Fin­gern das Gän­se­blüm­chen.




“I could not get rid of her. She brought me up to Roy­al­ties, and people with Stars and Garters, and eld­erly ladles with gi­gant­ic tiaras and par­rot noses.

»Ich konn­te mich nicht von ihr los­ma­chen. Sie pro­du­zier­te mich kö­nig­li­chen Ho­hei­ten und Leu­ten mit Ster­nen und Ho­sen­bandor­den und ält­li­chen Da­men mit rie­sen­haf­ten Dia­de­men und Pa­pa­gein­asen.

She spoke of me as her dearest friend. I had only met her once be­fore, but she took it into her head to li­on­ise me.

Sie sprach von mir als von ih­rem bes­ten Freund. Wir hat­ten uns ein ein­zi­ges Mal vor­her ge­se­hen, aber sie hat­te es sich in den Kopf ge­setzt, mich als be­rühm­ten Mann zu be­han­deln.

I be­lieve some pic­ture of mine had made a great suc­cess at the time,

Ich glau­be, ir­gend­ein Bild von mir hat­te ge­ra­de großen Er­folg ge­habt,

at least had been chattered about in the penny news­pa­pers, which is the nine­teenth-cen­tury stand­ard of im­mor­tal­ity.

oder es war we­nigs­tens in den Abend­blät­tern da­von ge­schwatzt wor­den, und das ist der Un­s­terb­lich­keits­maß­stab uns­res Jahr­hun­derts.

Sud­denly I found my­self face to face with the young man whose per­son­al­ity had so strangely stirred me.

Plötz­lich be­fand ich mich dem jun­gen Man­ne ge­gen­über, des­sen Er­schei­nung mich so son­der­bar er­schüt­tert hat­te.

We were quite close, al­most touch­ing. Our eyes met again.

Wir wa­ren ein­an­der ganz nahe und be­rühr­ten uns fast. Uns­re Au­gen tra­fen sich wie­der.

It was reck­less of me, but I asked Lady Brandon to in­tro­duce me to him. Per­haps it was not so reck­less, after all.

Es war un­be­dacht von mir, aber ich bat Lady Bran­don, mich ihm vor­zu­stel­len. Viel­leicht war es, al­les er­wo­gen, nicht so un­be­dacht.

It was simply in­ev­it­able. We would have spoken to each oth­er without any in­tro­duc­tion. I am sure of that.

Es war ein­fach un­ver­meid­lich. Wir hät­ten an­ge­fan­gen, mit­ein­an­der zu spre­chen, auch ohne jede Vor­stel­lung – des­sen bin ich si­cher.

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

Do­ri­an sag­te es mir spä­ter. Auch er hat­te das Ge­fühl, daß wir dazu be­stimmt wa­ren, ein­an­der ken­nen zu ler­nen.«









THE PREFACE
 



THE artist is the cre­at­or of beau­ti­ful things. 
To re­veal art and con­ceal the artist is art’s aim. 
The crit­ic is he who can trans­late into an­oth­er man­ner or a new ma­ter­i­al his im­pres­sion of beau­ti­ful things. 



The highest, as the low­est, form of cri­ti­cism is a mode of auto­bi­o­graphy. 



Those who find ugly mean­ings in beau­ti­ful things are cor­rupt without be­ing charm­ing. This is a fault. 



Those who find beau­ti­ful mean­ings in beau­ti­ful things are the cul­tiv­ated. For these there is hope. 



They are the elect to whom beau­ti­ful things mean only Beauty. 



There is no such thing as a mor­al or an im­mor­al book. Books are well writ­ten, or badly writ­ten. That is all. 



The nine­teenth cen­tury dis­like of Real­ism is the rage of Caliban see­ing his own face in a glass. 



The nine­teenth cen­tury dis­like of Ro­man­ti­cism is the rage of Caliban not see­ing his own face in a glass. 



The mor­al life of man forms part of the sub­ject-mat­ter of the artist, 
but the mor­al­ity of art con­sists in the per­fect use of an im­per­fect me­di­um. 
No artist de­sires to prove any­thing. Even things that are true can be proved. 



No artist has eth­ic­al sym­path­ies. An eth­ic­al sym­pathy in an artist is an un­par­don­able man­ner­ism of style. 



No artist is ever mor­bid. The artist can ex­press everything. 



Thought and lan­guage are to the artist in­stru­ments of an art. 



Vice and vir­tue are to the artist ma­ter­i­als for an art. 



From the point of view of form, the type of all the arts is the art of the mu­si­cian. 
From the point of view of feel­ing, the act­or’s craft is the type. 



All art is at once sur­face and sym­bol. Those who go be­neath the sur­face do so at their per­il. 



Those who read the sym­bol do so at their per­il. 



It is the spec­tat­or, and not life, that art really mir­rors. 
Di­versity of opin­ion about a work of art shows that the work is new, com­plex, and vi­tal. 



When crit­ics dis­agree the artist is in ac­cord with him­self. 



We can for­give a man for mak­ing a use­ful thing as long as he does not ad­mire it. 
The only ex­cuse for mak­ing a use­less thing is that one ad­mires it in­tensely. 



All art is quite use­less. 



Oscar Wilde 








CHAPTER I
 



THE stu­dio was filled with the rich odour of roses, and when the light sum­mer wind stirred amidst the trees of the garden, 
there came through the open door the heavy scent of the lilac, or the more del­ic­ate per­fume of the pink-flower­ing thorn. 



From the corner of the di­van of Per­sian saddle­bags on which he was ly­ing, smoking, as was his cus­tom, in­nu­mer­able ci­gar­ettes, 
Lord Henry Wot­ton could just catch the gleam of the honey-sweet and honey-col­oured blos­soms of a laburnum, 
whose trem­u­lous branches seemed hardly able to bear the bur­den of a beauty so flame-like as theirs; 
and now and then the fant­ast­ic shad­ows of birds in flight flit­ted across the long tussore-silk cur­tains that were stretched in front of the huge win­dow, 
pro­du­cing a kind of mo­ment­ary Ja­pan­ese ef­fect, and mak­ing him think of those pal­lid jade-faced paint­ers of Tokio 
who, through the me­di­um of an art that is ne­ces­sar­ily im­mob­ile, seek to con­vey the sense of swift­ness and mo­tion. 
The sul­len mur­mur of the bees shoul­der­ing their way through the long un­mown grass, 
or circ­ling with mono­ton­ous in­sist­ence round the dusty gilt horns of the strag­gling wood­bine, 
seemed to make the still­ness more op­press­ive. The dim roar of Lon­don was like the bour­don note of a dis­tant or­gan. 



In the centre of the room, clamped to an up­right easel, stood the full-length por­trait of a young man of ex­traordin­ary per­son­al beauty, 
and in front of it, some little dis­tance away, was sit­ting the artist him­self, Basil Hall­ward, 
whose sud­den dis­ap­pear­ance some years ago caused, at the time, such pub­lic ex­cite­ment, and gave rise to so many strange con­jec­tures. 



As the paint­er looked at the gra­cious and comely form he had so skil­fully mirrored in his art, 
a smile of pleas­ure passed across his face, and seemed about to linger there. 
But he sud­denly star­ted up, and, clos­ing his eyes, placed his fin­gers upon the lids, 
as though he sought to im­pris­on with­in his brain some curi­ous dream from which he feared he might awake. 



“It is your best work, Basil, the best thing you have ever done,” said Lord Henry, lan­guidly. 
“You must cer­tainly send it next year to the Gros­ven­or. The Academy is too large and too vul­gar. 
Whenev­er I have gone there, there have been either so many people that I have not been able to see the pic­tures, which was dread­ful, 
or so many pic­tures that I have not been able to see the people, which was worse. The Gros­ven­or is really the only place.” 



“I don’t think I shall send it any­where,” 
he answered, toss­ing his head back in that odd way that used to make his friends laugh at him at Ox­ford. 
“No: I won’t send it any­where.” 



Lord Henry el­ev­ated his eye­brows, and looked at him in amazement through the thin blue wreaths of smoke 
that curled up in such fanci­ful whorls from his heavy opi­um-tain­ted ci­gar­ette. 
“Not send it any­where? My dear fel­low, why? Have you any reas­on? 
What odd chaps you paint­ers are! You do any­thing in the world to gain a repu­ta­tion. 
As soon as you have one, you seem to want to throw it away. 
It is silly of you, for there is only one thing in the world 
worse than be­ing talked about, and that is not be­ing talked about. 
A por­trait like this would set you far above all the young men in Eng­land, 
and make the old men quite jeal­ous, if old men are ever cap­able of any emo­tion.” 



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



Lord Henry stretched him­self out on the di­van and laughed. 



“Yes, I knew you would; but it is quite true, all the same.” 



“Too much of your­self in it! Upon my word, Basil, I didn’t know you were so vain; 
and I really can’t see any re­semb­lance between you, with your rugged strong face and your coal-black hair, 
and this young Ad­onis, who looks as if he was made out of ivory and rose-leaves. 
Why, my dear Basil, he is a Nar­cissus, and you — well, of course you have an in­tel­lec­tu­al ex­pres­sion, and all that. 
But beauty, real beauty, ends where an in­tel­lec­tu­al ex­pres­sion be­gins. 
In­tel­lect is in it­self a mode of ex­ag­ger­a­tion, and des­troys the har­mony of any face. 
The mo­ment one sits down to think, one be­comes all nose, or all fore­head, or something hor­rid. 
Look at the suc­cess­ful men in any of the learned pro­fes­sions. 
How per­fectly hideous they are! Ex­cept, of course, in the Church. But then in the Church they don’t think. 
A bish­op keeps on say­ing at the age of eighty what he was told to say 
when he was a boy of eight­een, and as a nat­ur­al con­sequence he al­ways looks ab­so­lutely de­light­ful. 
Your mys­ter­i­ous young friend, whose name you have nev­er told me, but whose pic­ture really fas­cin­ates me, nev­er thinks. I feel quite sure of that. 
He is some brain­less, beau­ti­ful creature, who should be al­ways here in winter 
when we have no flowers to look at, and al­ways here in sum­mer when we want something to chill our in­tel­li­gence. 
Don’t flat­ter your­self, Basil: you are not in the least like him.” 



“You don’t un­der­stand me, Harry,” answered the artist. “Of course I am not like him. I know that per­fectly well. 
In­deed, I should be sorry to look like him. You shrug your shoulders? I am telling you the truth. 
There is a fatal­ity about all phys­ic­al and in­tel­lec­tu­al dis­tinc­tion, the sort of fatal­ity 
that seems to dog through his­tory the fal­ter­ing steps of kings. 
It is bet­ter not to be dif­fer­ent from one’s fel­lows. 
The ugly and the stu­pid have the best of it in this world. They can sit at their ease and gape at the play. 
If they know noth­ing of vic­tory, they are at least spared the know­ledge of de­feat. 
They live as we all should live, un­dis­turbed, in­dif­fer­ent, and without dis­quiet. 
They neither bring ruin upon oth­ers, nor ever re­ceive it from ali­en hands. 
Your rank and wealth, Harry; my brains, such as they are — my art, whatever it may be worth; Dori­an Gray’s good looks 
— we shall all suf­fer for what the gods have giv­en us, suf­fer ter­ribly.” 



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



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



“But why not?” 



“Oh, I can’t ex­plain. When I like people im­mensely I nev­er tell their names to any­one. 
It is like sur­ren­der­ing a part of them. I have grown to love secrecy. 
It seems to be the one thing that can make mod­ern life mys­ter­i­ous or mar­vel­lous to us. 
The com­mon­est thing is de­light­ful if one only hides it. 
When I leave town now I nev­er tell my people where I am go­ing. If I did, I would lose all my pleas­ure. 
It is a silly habit, I daresay, but some­how it seems to bring a great deal of ro­mance into one’s life. 
I sup­pose you think me aw­fully 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 charm of mar­riage is 
that it makes a life of de­cep­tion ab­so­lutely ne­ces­sary for both parties. 
I nev­er know where my wife is, and my wife nev­er knows what I am do­ing. 
When we meet — we do meet oc­ca­sion­ally, when we dine out to­geth­er, or go down to the Duke’s 
— we tell each oth­er the most ab­surd stor­ies with the most ser­i­ous faces. 
My wife is very good at it — much bet­ter, in fact, than I am. She nev­er gets con­fused over her dates, and I al­ways do. 
But when she does find me out, she makes no row at all. I some­times wish she would; but she merely laughs at me.” 



“I hate the way you talk about your mar­ried life, Harry,” said Basil Hall­ward, strolling to­wards the door that led into the garden. 
“I be­lieve that you are really a very good hus­band, but that you are thor­oughly ashamed of your own vir­tues. 
You are an ex­traordin­ary fel­low. You nev­er say a mor­al thing, and you nev­er do a wrong thing. Your cyn­icism is simply a pose.” 



“Be­ing nat­ur­al is simply a pose, and the most ir­rit­at­ing pose I know,” cried Lord Henry, laugh­ing; 
and the two young men went out into the garden to­geth­er, 
and en­sconced them­selves on a long bam­boo seat that stood in the shade of a tall laurel bush. 
The sun­light slipped over the pol­ished leaves. In the grass, white dais­ies were trem­u­lous. 



After a pause, Lord Henry pulled out his watch. “I am afraid I must be go­ing, Basil,” he mur­mured, “and be­fore I go, 
I in­sist on your an­swer­ing a ques­tion I put to you some time ago.” 



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



“You know quite well.” 



“I do not, Harry.” 



“Well, I will tell you what it is. I want you to ex­plain to me why you won’t ex­hib­it Dori­an Gray’s pic­ture. I want the real reas­on.” 



“I told you the real reas­on.” 



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



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



“I am all ex­pect­a­tion, Basil,” con­tin­ued his com­pan­ion, glan­cing at him. 



“Oh, there is really very little to tell, Harry,” answered the paint­er; “and I am afraid you will hardly un­der­stand it. 
Per­haps you will hardly be­lieve it.” 



Lord Henry smiled, and, lean­ing down, plucked a pink-pet­alled daisy from the grass, and ex­amined it. 
“I am quite sure I shall un­der­stand it,” he replied, gaz­ing in­tently at the little golden white-feathered disk, 
“and as for be­liev­ing things, I can be­lieve any­thing, provided that it is quite in­cred­ible.” 



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



“The story is simply this,” said the paint­er after some time. “Two months ago I went to a crush at Lady Brandon’s. 
You know we poor artists have to show ourselves in so­ci­ety from time to time, just to re­mind the pub­lic that we are not sav­ages. 
With an even­ing coat and a white tie, as you told me once, any­body, even a stock­broker, can gain a repu­ta­tion for be­ing civ­il­ised. 
Well, after I had been in the room about ten minutes, talk­ing to huge over-dressed dow­agers 
and te­di­ous Aca­dem­i­cians, I sud­denly be­came con­scious that someone was look­ing at me. 
I turned halfway round, and saw Dori­an Gray for the first time. 
When our eyes met, I felt that I was grow­ing pale. A curi­ous sen­sa­tion of ter­ror came over me. 
I knew that I had come face to face with someone whose mere per­son­al­ity was so fas­cin­at­ing 
that, if I al­lowed it to do so, it would ab­sorb my whole nature, my whole soul, my very art it­self. 
I did not want any ex­tern­al in­flu­ence in my life. You know your­self, Harry, how in­de­pend­ent I am by nature. 
I have al­ways been my own mas­ter; had at least al­ways been so, till I met Dori­an Gray. 
Then — but I don’t know how to ex­plain it to you. Something seemed to tell me that I was on the verge of a ter­rible crisis in my life. 
I had a strange feel­ing that Fate had in store for me ex­quis­ite joys and ex­quis­ite sor­rows. 
I grew afraid, and turned to quit the room. It was not con­science that made me do so; it was a sort of cow­ardice. 
I take no cred­it to my­self for try­ing to es­cape.” 



“Con­science and cow­ardice are really the same things, Basil. Con­science is the trade-name of the firm. That is all.” 



“I don’t be­lieve that, Harry, and I don’t be­lieve you do either. However, whatever was my motive — and it may have been pride, 
for I used to be very proud — I cer­tainly struggled to the door. 
There, of course, I stumbled against Lady Brandon. 
‘You are not go­ing to run away so soon, Mr. Hall­ward?’ she screamed out. You know her curi­ously shrill voice?” 



“Yes; she is a pea­cock in everything but beauty,” said Lord Henry, pulling the daisy to bits with his long, nervous fin­gers. 



“I could not get rid of her. She brought me up to Roy­al­ties, and people with Stars and Garters, and eld­erly ladles with gi­gant­ic tiaras and par­rot noses. 
She spoke of me as her dearest friend. I had only met her once be­fore, but she took it into her head to li­on­ise me. 
I be­lieve some pic­ture of mine had made a great suc­cess at the time, 
at least had been chattered about in the penny news­pa­pers, which is the nine­teenth-cen­tury stand­ard of im­mor­tal­ity. 
Sud­denly I found my­self face to face with the young man whose per­son­al­ity had so strangely stirred me. 
We were quite close, al­most touch­ing. Our eyes met again. 
It was reck­less of me, but I asked Lady Brandon to in­tro­duce me to him. Per­haps it was not so reck­less, after all. 
It was simply in­ev­it­able. We would have spoken to each oth­er without any in­tro­duc­tion. I am sure of that. 
Dori­an told me so af­ter­wards. He, too, felt that we were destined to know each oth­er.” 
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