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Joporue apy3pA!

Kak m3BecTHO, Jy4mInii crmocobd y4uTb WHOCTPAH-
HBIU fA3BIK — 3TO YUTATh XyJ0KECTBEHHYIO JIUTEPATYPY.
Ho yTeHue 0KHO OBITH He TOJTBKO MOJIE3HBIM, HO U YB-
JieKaTeabHBIM. [103TOMYy MBI OTOOpasH AJIA Bac JIydlIe
MIpOM3BeZleHHs MUPOBOM JIUTEPATyphl. B KHUTaxX cepuu
Bilingua BbI HaliZéTe afanTHPOBAaHHbIE TEKCTHI ITPOMU3-
BeJIeHUI Ha aHIIMWCKOM fI3bIKe C apaJIIeJIbHBIM Ilepe-
BOZIOM Ha pyCCKUU. B fgomosiHEeHUe K TeKCTaM JaroTcs
ylIpa)kHeH!s Ha [TOHUMaHUe IIPOYMTAHHOTO C OTBETa-
MM U aHIVIO-PYCCKUU CJI0Bapb, B KOTOPOM BBl MOKETe
YTOYHUTD 3HaUeHUEe KOHKPETHOTO CJIOBA.

Bce aHmIMiickye TEeKCTbl O3ByYeHBl HOCUTEIAMU
SI3bIKa W COBEpPIIEHHO OeCIUIaTHO JOCTYIIHBI JJIA IMPO-
CIyIIMBaHUA Ha oQUIMaTbHOM caiiTe U3JaTelbCTBA
ACT. YT0o6BI BOCIIOIB30BaThCsA OECIUIATHBIM ayANOIIPU-
JIOXKeHWEeM, HeOOX0AUMO:

* 3aperucTpupoBarhbCAd B paszee «HuTaabHA» Ha-
odbunmasbHOM caliTe uszareabcrBa ACT
(https://ast.ru/reading-room/),

* IIepeUTH B KaTaJlor «AyioMaTepUuabl»,

e BBIOpaTh HY>XHBIN ayAUOKYPC.

I[Tocste 3TOrO BBl CMOXKETE COBEPLIEHHO OeCIUIaTHO
MIPOC/IYIINBATh AyAVOIPWIOKEeHNe OHJIAWH WIN CKa-
YaTh Ha CBOE YCTPOMCTBO U UCIIOIb30BATh 6€3 MOJKIIIO-
yeHud K IHTepHeTy.

JKenaem ycniexos!
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sa Whitney, brother of the late Elias Whitney,

Principal of the Theological College of St. George’s,
was addicted to opium. He developed a habit, as
I understand, when he was at college. He found,
as so many people before him, that it is easier to
start than to stop smoking it, and for many years
he continued to be a slave to the drug, and his
friends and relatives felt horror and pity for him
at the same time. I can see him now, with yellow,
pale face, the wreck and ruin of a noble man.

One night my door bell rang, about the hour
when a man yawns and glances at the clock. I sat
up in my chair, and my wife laid her needle-work
down and made a disappointed face.

“A patient!” said she. “You’ll have to go out.”

I sighed, because I've just come back from a
hard day.



Aﬁsa YuTHU, O6paT MOKOWHOro JDiauaca YWUTHU, pek-
topa Teosoruuyeckoro kosnemka Cearoro I'eoprus,
IPUCTPACTWICA K OMUYMY. 3aBUCHUMOCTb 3Ty OH IIPH-
00pés1, Kak A MOHMMAIO, ellé Korza ObUl B KOJUIEIXKE.
OH OoOHapyXWI, KaKk U MHOTHE Jpyrue Z0 HEero, 4To
Ha4yaThb KypUTb rOpasZio Jjierde, 4eM OpOCUTb, U MHO-
ro Jer ObUT paboM HApKOTHKA, BBI3BIBAS Y JApy3eH
U POAHBIX OJHOBPEMEHHO W yXKac, M JKaJIOCTb. S
TaK U BIKY Iepes cOOOM ero 3emyucroe OJeZHOe
JIUII0 — JKaJIKasg pa3BajiHa OJaropofHOTO 4YeloBeKa.

OmHa)XIpI BEYEPOM 3a3BOHIUI JBEPHOM KOJIOKOBYMK, B
TO BpeMs, KOI7la y)Ke HauMHaelllb 3€BaTh U TIOIIAIbIBATD
Ha 4achl. fI BRIIPAMWICA B Kpecje, MOS JKeHa IOJIOXKIIa
IIUTHE HA KOJIEHW U CZejiajia pa3ovyapoBaHHOE JIHIIO.

— [lammeHT! — ckasana oHa. — Ilpuzgércs Tebe
BBIATH.

A B3MOXHY/Z, TOTOMY 4YTO TOJIBKO YTO BEpPHYJCS
ZIOMO TOcCJie TPYyAHOTO [JHS.
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i, The Man with the Twisted Lip

(3

We heard the front door open, a few hurried
words, and then quick steps upon the linoleum.
Our own door opened, and a lady, dressed in dark-
coloured clothes, with a black veil, entered the room.

“Excuse me for coming so late,” she began,
and then, suddenly losing her self-control, she ran
forward to my wife and sobbed upon her shoulder.
“Oh, I'm in such trouble!” she cried; “I need help so
much!”

“It is Kate Whitney,” said my wife, pulling up
her veil. “How you frightened me, Kate! I had no
idea who you were when you came in.”

“I didn’t know what to do, so I came straight to
you.” It was always like that. People who were in
trouble came to my wife like birds to a light-house.

“It was very sweet of you to come. Now, you
must have some wine and water, and sit here com-
fortably and tell us all about it. Or would you like
me to send James off to bed?”

“Oh, no, no! I want the doctor’s advice and help,
too. It’s about Isa. He has not been home for two
days. I am so frightened about him!”

It was not the first time that she had spoken to

us of her husband’s trouble, to me as a doctor, to
my wife as an old school friend. We tried to find
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YesloBEeK C paccedyéHHON ry0oit

MBI ycaplliaayd, KaK OTKPBIBAeTCA IepeAHAsd
JIBepb, TIOTOM IEPEIIENTHBAHNE U OBICTPHIE IIard IO
JuHoNeyMy. Hama gBepp pacriaxHynach, ¥ B KOMHAry
BOIIIA JIeAiW, OfleTasd B TEMHOe W B YEPHOU ByasH.

— V3BuHUTEe MeHA 3a CTOJb TMO3AHUN BU3UT, —
Havajia OHA, a 3aTeM, BHE3AIHO Tepss caMoobIajaHue,
Opocwiack K MOeH jKeHe W 3apbljaja y Heé Ha
miedye. — O, A B Takou Oeze! — BCKPUKHYIA
OHa, — MHe€ TaK HYy)XHa [OMOIIb!

— 3Jt1o KeWT YUTHHM, — CKa3aja >KeHa, IMOJHHMAas
e€ Byanb. — Kak 1Bl Hamyrasma MeHsa, Keut!
U IIOHATHA He HMejia, YTO 3TO ThI.

— {1 He 3Hasa, YTO JejaTh, IO3TOMY IpHILIA
mpsAMo K Tebe.

Bot Tak Bcerza u 6bUIO. JIFOZM, KOTOpBIE HAXOAWIVChH
B OeJle, JleTeu K MOEU jKeHe, KaK NITHUIBI K MasKy.

— O4YeHb MWIO, YTO ThI MpUIIIA. A Telepb BbINeH
BHHA C BOZOW, CaAWCh IMOYyJ0OHEe M pacCKaXh HaM,
YTO CJIyYWIOCh. VT THI XOYelllb, YTOOBI S OTIpaBHIA
JxelimMca criaTh?

— O, Hert, Het! IloMowp U COBET AOKTOpa MHE
TOXXe HY)XHBI. JTO HacuéT Am3el. OH He OBUT Zl0Ma
yKe ABa [HA. fI Tak TpeBOXyCcb O HEM!

YXe He TepBBIM pa3 OHa TOBOpPWIA C HaMH

O HENpHUATHOCTAX CBOEro My»a: CO MHOW — Kak
C BpadyoM, C MoOeH XeHOW — KakK CO CTapou

9



,;éﬁ.iz s, The Man with the Twisted Lip

the words to comfort her. Did she know where her
husband was? Was it possible that we could bring
him back to her?

It seems that it was. She had the surest infor-
mation that lately he had used an opium den in
the east of the City. So far his absence had al-
ways been limited with one day, and he had come
back, twitching and exhausted, in the evening. But
now the spell had been upon him eight-and-forty
hours, and he lay there, doubtless among the dregs
of the docks, breathing in the poison or sleeping
off the effects. There he could be found, she was
sure of it, at the Bar of Gold, in Upper Swandam
Lane. But what was she to do? How could she, a
young and modest woman, come to such a place
and pluck her husband out from among the dregs
who surrounded him?

There was the case, and of course there was only
one way out of it. Could I accompany her to this
place? And then, as a second thought, why should
she come at all? I was Isa Whitney’s doctor, and
so I had influence over him. I could do it better
if T were alone. I gave her my word that I would
send him home in a cab within two hours if he
were indeed at the address which she had given
me. And so in ten minutes I left my armchair and
cheerful sitting-room behind me, and was speeding
to the east in a cab on a strange commission, as it
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IIKOJIBHOM MOAPYroui. Mpl NONBITAJIWCh YCIOKOUTh
e€. 3HaeT M OHa, rAe Myx? Moxem JU MBI €ro
BEpHYTH?

Okasanoch, uro MoxeM. OHa 3Hasa HaBepHAKA,
YTO B IIOCJeJHee BpeMs OH Iocelan OMUNWHBIN
IIPUTOH B BOCTOYHOM KOHIle Cutu. /o cux mop ero
OTCYTCTBHE BCerZa OrpaHUYUBAJIOCh OJHUM [JHEM,
W OH BO3BpallajJici Be4epoM — B H3HEMOXKEHUH,
COBepIIEHHO pa36uTeiii. Ho Ha ceil pa3 MpUCTYI
pacTAHY/ICA Ha COPOK BOCEMb 4acOB, U OH, HECOMHEHHO,
JieXKasl B KOMIIAHWW TOPTOBOM IIBAaJIM, BABIXASA A1 WIN
OTCHIMIAsACh TOCJe OAypH. TaM ero U MOXXHO HaWTH,
oHa ObUIa yBepeHa B 3TOM, B «30JI0TOM CJIUTKe» Ha
Annep-CBoHzaM-IsMiH. Ho 4YTO OHa Moria cenarhb?
Kak Morna oHa, MosoZad M CKPOMHAas >»KeHIIMHA,
OTIIPAaBUTHCA B TaKOE€ MECTO U BBIPBATb CBOEr'O My:Ka
U3 OKpy)Xarlero ero cobpoga?

BoT Tak 4 0OCTOSLIO Z1eI0, Y, KOHEYHO, BBIXOJ OBbLI
TOJNBKO OfiH. He Mor OBl s CONPOBOAUTH €€ B 3TOT
mpUTOH? BrmpodeMm, 3aueM el BooOmie Tyza uatu? S
ObUT BpayoM AW3bl YUTHU W, TAaKUM OOpa3oM, MMeJ Ha
Hero BiusHUE. Sl MOT ObI cZenaTh BCE JIydllle, eCid
Ob1 felicTBOBal OAWH. §1 Zlal el CJI0BO, YTO OTOIILTIO
eé Myka ZIoMOii B K306e B TedeHHe JBYX 4YacoB, €CIU
OH JIEWICTBUTENIHHO HAXOAUTCSA MO aJpecy, KOTOPBIH
oHa MHe Jana. M depe3 ZAecATb MHUHYT 51 TOKWHYJ
CBOE Kpeclo M VIOTHYIO TOCTHHYIO U YCTPEMIUICS Ha
BOCTOK B K30€ — BBIMIOJHATh CTPAHHOE IMOPYy4YEHUE,
KaKMM OHO II0Ka3ajJioChb MHE TOT/Zla, XOTS TOJIBKO
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seemed to me at the time, though the future only
could show how strange it was to be.

But there was no great difficulty in the first
stage of my adventure. Upper Swandam Lane is
a disgusting street hiding behind the high docks
which line the north side of the river to the east
of London Bridge. Between a slop-shop and a gin-
shop, there were steep steps leading down to a black
gap like the mouth of a cave. There I found the
den I was looking for. Ordering my cab to wait, I
passed down the steps, with a hollow in the centre,
made by thousands of drunken feet. By the light of
an oil-lamp I found the door and entered a long,
low room, thick and heavy with the brown opium
smoke, and full of wooden beds, that reminded me
of an emigrant ship.

Through the dark one could notice bodies ly-
ing in strange fantastic poses, bowed shoulders,
bent knees, heads thrown back, and chins pointing
upward, with here and there an eye turned upon
the newcomer. The most lay silent, but some mut-
tered to themselves, and others talked together in a
strange, low, monotonous voice, their speech began
and then suddenly stopped, each mumbled out his
own thoughts and paid no attention to the words
of his neighbor. At the end was a small brazier,
beside which on a three-legged wooden stool there
sat a tall, thin old man, with his face resting upon

12
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Oyaylllee MOIVIO OTKPBHITh, HACKOJIBKO CTPAaHHBIM BCE
OBLUIO Ha caMOM JeJle.

[lepBasg yacTb MOero MPHUKJIIOYEHHUs MpoIwia 6e3
0COOBIX 3aTpyAHeHUH. Amnmep-CBOHAAM-I9HH — 3TO
OTBpaTUTENbHAA YJIWIA, CKPBIBAIOIIAACA 34 BBICOKUMU
JIOKaMU, KOTOpble TAHYTCA II0 CEBEPHOM CTOPOHE PEeKHU
K BOCTOKY OT JIOHAZOHCKOro MocTa. Mexzay MarasiHOoM
JIeEBOro IUIaThsd U KabaKoM ObUTM KpyThble CTYIIEHBKHU,
BeZlylllie BHU3 B YEPHYIO JBIPY, MOXOXYI0 Ha BXOZ, B
neuiepy. Tam A W HamEN MPUTOH, KOTOPBIM HCKAaJl.
BeneB ka6MeHy MeHS KJaTbh, S CIIyCTWICA BHU3 IIO
JIOXKOWHKe, CAEeNaHHOM TBHICAYaMHU IbSHBIX HOT. [Ipm
CBeTe MAacCJAHOM JiaMMbl f HAIIENn JABEepPb W BOMIEN
B /JUIMHHOE, HU3KOe IIOMellleHHWe, 3alOoJIHEHHOE
TYCTBIM, TSKEJIBIM KOPWUYHEBBIM ONUKWHBIM JBIMOM
U JepeBAHHBIMU KpOBaTAMHU, YTO HANOMHWIO MHE
06 sMUTpaHTCKOM Kopabie.

CKBO3b TBMy MOXHO OBUIO 3aMETHTh TeJa, JieXKallye
B CTPAaHHBIX (AaHTACTUYECKUX T103aX: IUIEYU CTOPOJIEHBI,
KOJIEHU TIO/KAThI, TOJIOBbBI OTKUHYTBHI Ha3al, TIOAO0POIKH
TOPYKOM; TYyT M TaM BUJHEIUCH IJ1a3a, OOpalléHHbIe
Ha BHOBb INPUOBIBINETO. BOJBIIMHCTBO JIIOAEN JIEXKAIO
MOJ9a, HO HEKOTOphle YTO-TO OGopMoTaiu cebe Mo
HOC, Jpyrde pa3roBapuBajiil CTPAHHBIMU, HU3KHUMH,
MOHOTOHHBIMU TOJIOCAMH, WX peYb OOpBIBajsach TaK
’Ke BHe3alHO, KaK HauyMHalach, KaXKABIM OOpMOTasl
KaKhe-TO CBOM MBICJIM M He oOpaiajq BHUMaHUA
Ha cJoBa coceZa. B KoHIle Haxojwiach MaJjeHbKas
’KapOBHSI, OKOJIO KOTOPOM Ha TPEXHOTOM JIEPEBIHHOM

13
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his two fists, and his elbows upon his knees, star-
ing into the fire.

As I entered, a Malay servant had hurried up
with a pipe for me, showing me the way to an
empty place.

“Thank you. I have not come to stay,” said I
“There is a friend of mine here, Mr. Isa Whitney,
and I wish to speak with him.”

Somebody moved and exclaimed on my right,

and looking through the dark I saw Whitney, pale,
exhausted, and unkempt, staring out at me.

“My God! It’s Watson,” said he. He was in a
terrible state and seemed very nervous. “I say, Wat-
son, what time is it?”

“Nearly eleven.”

“Of what day?”

“Of Friday, June 19th.”

“Good heavens! I thought it was Wednesday. It is

Wednesday. What do you want to frighten me for?”
He sank his face onto his arms and began to sob.

14



o

)

YesloBEeK C paccedyéHHON ry0oit

TabypeTe cuzen BBICOKHU, XyAOU CTApUK; OIEpeB
rOJIOBY O KyJIaK{, a JIOKTU — O KOJIEHH, OH CMOTpes
Ha OrOHb.

Korza a Bowés, ciyra-mMasael] MOCHEIT IPOTAHYTh
MHe TpyOKy, MOKa3blBasg MyTb K IIYCTOMY MECTY.

— Cnacub6o. §I He HaMepeH OCTaBaTbCsA, — CKa3as
. — 37ech HaXOAWUTCA MOU JApyr, MucTep Aii3a
YUTHU, U A XO4y TIOTOBOPUTH C HUM.

CrpaBa OT MEHA KTO-TO IIEBEIbHY/ICA U BOCKIUKHYIL.
BcmartpuBadacs CkBO3b TbMy, A YBUAEA YUTHU —
671eIHOTO, U3MOXKIEHHOTO M HEOIIPATHOTO; OH CMOTpes
Ha MEHA.

— Moii Bor! Dto YorcoH, — ckasan oH. OH
ObLT B Y)XaCHOM COCTOSSHMM UM Kasajicd OYeHb
BO30Y)KAE€HHBIM. — [lociymraiite, YOTCOH, KOTODPBIU

qac?
— IlouTu oAMHHAAIIATH.
— A Kakou JgeHb?
— Ilarenna, 19-oe wuiOHA.
— boxe wmou! A myman, uto cpega. CerogHsa

BeZb cpeZa. 3aueM BBl MeHA myraere? — OH 3aKpbUI
JIUIIO JIaZIOHAMU M Hadajl BCXJIUIIBIBATH.

15



