THE MAN WITH
THE TWISTED
LIP

B 9 Vaan,




)

C PACCEUYEHHOU

L

YEJIOBEK
I'YBOH




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 col-
lege. 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.

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
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Aﬁsa YuTHu, OpaT TOKOWHOTO Jjiuaca YWUTHH,
pekTopa Teosoruuyeckoro kosutemxa CBATOTO
Teoprusi, IPUCTPACTUICSI K OMUYMY. 3aBUCUMOCTH
3Ty OH TpHOOpEN, Kak f MOHUMAlO, ellé Koraa
6bL1 B Koytemke. OH OOHApyKWJ, KAK U MHOTHE
Apyrhe OO0 Hero, 4TO HayaTb KypHUTb TOpasfo
Jjlerye, 4eM OpOCHTb, M MHOI'0 JieT ObLI pabom
HapKOTHWKa, BBI3bIBAS Y [IPy3€H M POJHBIX OJHOBpE-
MEHHO U y»Kac, U JKaJoCThb. Sl Tak U BUXKY Iepes
coboil ero 3emsncroe OyefHOE JHUIO — KaaKas
pa3BajiMHa 0JIATOPOJHOTO YeJIOBEKa.

OpHaxApl BeyepoM 3a3BOHUJ [BEPHOU KO-
JIOKOJIBYMK, B TO BpeMs, KOrJa y)Ke HadyuHaelllb
3eBaTb ¥ IOIVIAABIBATH Ha Yachl. fI BBIIPAMUIICA
B KpecJjie, MOs K€Ha TOJIOKWJIA IUThE Ha KOJEHU
U cZejiajla pa3oyapoBaHHOE JIUIIO.

— I[lauuenT! — ckasana oHa. — Ilpugérca
Tebe BBINTH.

S B3AOXHYJ, IOTOMY YTO TOJBKO YTO BEpPHYJICSA
ZIOMOI TOc/ie TPYAHOTO [AHA.

Mbl ycaellnaaud, Kak OTKpPBIBaeTcA IMepeJ-

HsA /JBepb, IOTOM IepelléNnThiBaHUE U OBICTPBIE
maru Io JuHojeyMmy. Hama gBepb pacraxHyJach,
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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
comfortably 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 spo-

ken to us of her husband’s trouble, to me as a
doctor, to my wife as an old school friend. We
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U B KOMHATy BoOILIa JeAu, ofeTasd B TEMHOe
1 B 4YE€pHOU ByaJH.

— VI3BUHUTE MeHA 3a CTOJb MO3JHUU BU3UT, —
Hayaja OHA, a 3aTeM, BHE3AaITHO Tepsisd caMooObIa-
JlaHuve, 6pocuiIach K MOel JXKeHe W 3aphljajna y Heé
Ha 1miede. — O, 4 B Takou Oezie! — BCKpPUKHYJIA
OHa, — MHE€ TakK HY>XHa MNOMOIb!

— OT1o KeHUT YuTHH, — cKasaja XeHa, IOJ-
HUMas eé ByaJdb. — Kak TBl Halyraja MeHs,
Ke#iT! 1 U HOHATUS He HMMeja, YTO STO THL

— 4 He 3Haja, YTO Je/aTh, IO3TOMY IIPUILIA
npsAMo K Tebe.

Bor Tak Bcerza u OvLI0. Jlogu, KOTOpHIE
HaxoZWIUCh B Oeze, jeTeln K Moel >XeHe, Kak
OTULB K MasKy.

— Od4eHp MWJIO, YTO THl HpuUILIa. A Tenepb
BBITIEHl BWHA C BOZOH, Cajuch IOyZOOHee M pac-
CKaXW HaM, 4YTO CJIYy4YUJIOChb. Mau THI XO4Yells,
yTOOBI 5 oTmpaBwia JI)kedimca craTh?

— O, Her, Het! [loMoIllb U COBET JOKTOpA MHE
TOXKE€ HY)XHBI. DTO Hacuér Ai3el. OH He OBLI J0Ma
yKe fBa JHA. fl Tak TpPeBOXych O HeéMm!

Y’)ke He TEpBBI pa3 OHA TrOBOpWIA C HaMU

O HENpHUATHOCTAX CBOEro My)Ka: cO MHOM — Kak
C BpayoM, C MOeN >EeHOM — KaK CO CTapou
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tried to find 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
information that lately he had used an opium
den in the east of the City. So far his absence
had always 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 I 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
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IITIKOJTBHOU TIOAPYToi. MBI IOMBITAJUCh YCIIOKOUTH
e€. 3HaeT JM OHa, rZe MyxX? MoxeMm U MBI €ro
BEPHYTH?

Oxkaszasoch, 4To MOXeM. OHa 3Hajla HaBEpHAKA,
YTO B TIOCJeJHee BpeMs OH IIocelllaJ OMWHHBIN
IIPUTOH B BOCTOYHOM KOHIle Cutu. [lo cux mop ero
OTCYTCTBHE BCErJja OrPaHUYMBAJIOCH OAHUM JHEM,
U OH BO3BpaljajJCci BeYepOM — B HM3HEMOXXEHUH,
coBepiIeHHO pa3buThiii. Ho Ha ceil pa3 mpuCTyI
pacTAHyJCA Ha COPOK BOCEMb 4YacoOB, U OH, HeCO-
MHEHHO, Jie)XaJl B KOMIIaHUU IOPTOBOU IIBAJH,
BABIXaA [/ WJIW OTCHINIAACh mocje ogypu. Tam ero
¥ MOXXHO HaAWTH, OHa OblJIa yBepeHa B 3TOM, B
«307I0TOM CcAUTKe» Ha Annep-CBoHzaM-IsWH. Ho
YTO OHa MoIvia cJenaTh? Kak Morsia oHa, MOJIO-
lasg U CKpOMHasd >KEHIIVHA, OTIPAaBUTbCA B TaKOe
MEeCTO U BBIPBaThb CBOEr0 MY>Ka M3 OKPY KaIOIero
ero cobpoza?

BoT Tak M 06CTOAIO ZIe/I0, Y, KOHEYHO, BBIXO/,
OB TOBKO OAWMH. He MoOTr OBbI S CONMPOBOAUTDH €€
B 9TOT IPUTOH? BrpoyeM, 3ayeM eii BooOle Tyzaa
uatu? 1 ObL1 BpauoM AM3bl YUTHU U, TaKUM 00-
pa3oMm, uMeJl Ha Hero BiausAHUe. SI Mor Obl cenaTh
BCc€ Jyullle, ecau OBl JAelcTBOBaj OAWH. f gai
elf CJIOBO, YTO OTOLLTI0 e€é MYy»a JOMOH B K30e
B Te4YeHHe JBYX 4YacoB, €CIU OH JeWCTBUTENHHO
HaXOAWTCA TIO aZipecy, KOTOPbI OHA MHeE /Jaja.
1 yepe3 fecsaTh MHUHYT s MOKUHYJ CBOE KpPECJO
U VIOTHYIO TOCTUHYIO M YCTPEMUJICS Ha BOCTOK B
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a strange commission, as it 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 hol-
low 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 point-
ing upward, with here and there an eye turned
upon the newcomer. The most lay silent, but some
muttered 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
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K30e — BBINOJHATH CTPAHHOE IOpy4YeHUe, KaKUM
OHO TIOKAa3aJIOCh MHE TOTZa, XOTSA TOJBKO Oyzyliee
MOTJIO OTKPBITh, HAaCKOJIBKO CTPAaHHBIM BCE OBLIO
Ha caMOM JerJe.

[lepBasg 4YacTb MOEro NIpPUKJIIOYEHUA IIPOLLIA
6e3 ocobbix 3aTpysHeHUH. Amnmep-CBOHAAM-TOUH —
3TO OTBpaTUTeJbHAA VyIUIA, CKpbIBalIIasgcad 3a
BBICOKHMMU JIOKaMU, KOTOpPble TAHYTCA II0 CEeBEPHOU
CTOPOHE PEKU K BOCTOKY OT JIOHZOHCKOrO MOCTA.
Mexy mMaraspuHOM [eHI€BOTO IIaThs U KabakoM
OBLIM KPyThle CTYIEHBbKH, BeAyIIWEe BHU3 B YEP-
HYIO ABIPY, IIOXOXKYI0 Ha BXOJ, B Ieulepy. Tam A u
HaIIEJ TPUTOH, KOTOPBIM HCKasl. BejeB KabOMeHY
MeHs KJaTh, f CIYCTWUJCA BHHU3 IO JIOXKOMHKE,
C/leJaHHOM ThICAYaMU IbAHBIX HoOr. [lpu cBere
MacJfAHON JaMIIbl g HaWEN JABepb M BOWIEN B
JJIVUHHOe, HU3KOe IIOMellleHHe, 3aIlloJIHeHHOoe Ty-
CTBIM, TSXKEJIBIM KOPHUYHEBBIM ONUWHBIM /JBIMOM
U JlepeBAHHBIMU KPOBATAMH, YTO HAIIOMHUJIO MHeE
06 SMHUTpPaHTCKOM Kopabie.

CKBO3b TbMY MOXHO OBLJIO 3aMETUTh TeJa,
JleXxaliye B CTPaHHBIX (aHTACTUYECKUX I03aX:
IJIeYr CropOJIeHBl, KOJEHU TOXKAThI, TOJOBBI OT-
KUHYTBl Ha3aJ, MOAOOPOAKU TOPYKOM; TYT U TaM
BU/JHENINCh [Jla3a, OOpamiéHHble Ha BHOBb MPU-
ObiBIIETO. BONBUIMHCTBO JIIOZEH JIeXKaao MoJva,
HO HEKOTOpble 4YTO-TO GopMoTanu cebe mOJ HOC,
[pyrve pasroBapuBajlu CTPAaHHBIMU, HU3KUMU,
MOHOTOHHBIMM TOJIOCAMH, UX Pe4b OOpBIBaJach Tak
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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 his two fists, and his elbows upon
his knees, staring into the fire.

As 1 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,
Watson, what time is it?”

“Nearly eleven.”

“Of what day?”

“Of Friday, June 19th.”
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’Ke BHe3aIlHO, KaK HauMHajach, Ka)KJblii 60opMmoTasl
KaKre-TO CBOM MBICIM M He obpalaj BHUMAaHUS
Ha cjoBa cocela. B KoHIle HaxoAuach MajeHbKasd
’KapOBHA, OKOJIO KOTOPOW Ha TPEXHOTOM /[lepeBsH-
HOM TabypeTe CHJENT BBICOKUH, XyJOH CTapHK;
olepeB TOJIOBY O KyJaKH, a JOKTU — O KOJIEHH,
OH CMOTpeJ] Ha OrOHb.

Korza a Boweésn, ciayra-Masaern MOCHENINI IIPO-
TAHYTb MHe TPYOKY, IOKa3blBas IYTh K ITYCTOMY
MeCTY.

— Cmacu6o. S He HamepeH OCTaBaTbCSd, —
cKasanl . — 34ech HAaXOAUTCA MOW APYT, MUCTEP
Ailiza YUTHU, U A XOUy IIOTOBOPUTH C HUM.

CnpaBa OT MeHfA KTO-TO IIEeBEJbHYJCA U BOC-
KJUKHYJI. BcMaTpuBasich CKBO3b TbMY, 51 yBH/EI
YuTHU — OJIeTHOTO, U3MOXKAEHHOTO W HEOIPAT-
HOTO; OH CMOTpeJ Ha MeHS.

— Moii 6or! 3to YoTcoH, — ckasayn oH. OH
OBLT B y)XaCHOM COCTOSSHUM M KasaJjcs OYeHb
BO30YKAEHHBIM. — [lociymraliTe, YOTCOH, KOTO-
phIM yac?

— TlouTn oAWMHHAALATH.
— A kakoH JeHb?

— Ilarauma, 19-oe wuioOHA.
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