VIIK 811.111(075.4)
BBK 81.2 AHr-93

155

55

Hoiin, Apryp Konan.

Ipuxmouenusa Illepmoka Xommca. Cobaka backep-
Buneii=The Hound of the Baskervilles / A. K. Join. —
Mocksa : UznarensctBo ACT, 2019. — 160 ¢. — (Jlerko
YUTAEM ITO-aHTJIMIACKN).

ISBN 978-5-17-099914-9

B xuury Bollla OJHA M3 CAMBIX M3BECTHBIX JETEKTUBHBIX
uctopuii Aprypa Konana Jloiina o lllepioke Xonmce — «Cobaka
Bbackepsuneit» (The Hound of the Baskervilles). IIpennaznaua-
eTCsl TS TIPOIOJIKAIONINX M3y9aTh aHTJIMUCKWIA A3bIK (YPOBEHB
Intermediate). KHura takke comepKUT YIpaXKHEHMSI, KOMMEH-
Tapyuu U CIIOBapb.

YIK 811.111(075.4)
BBK 81.2 Anra-93

© I'mymenkosa E.B., ananranus
TEKCTa, ynpaxHeHHs, KOMMEHTApPHiA,
cJjoBapb, 2013

ISBN 978-5-17-099914-9 © 000 «U3pateasctBo ACT», 2017



INPEAUCJIOBUE

Apryp Urnarnyc Kounaun [lo#n poamica 22 masa
1859 roma B 9guuobypre. Ero orerr, Yapap3 AJIbTaMOHT
Hoiin, OBLT XYZOKHUKOM M apXHTEKTOPOM, a MaThb
yBJIeKaJIach JINTEPATyPOR 1, o0Jamasa ApKUM BoobOpa-
JKeHHEeM, ABJSAIach BeJINKOJEIIHON pPacCKa3uuIle.

MaTepuaibHOe TOJIOKeHUe ceMbu I[0HJI0B OBLIO
JIOCTAaTOYHO CKPOMHBLIM, W POIAUTENM HE MOTJIA obec-
IIEYUTH CIIOCOOHOMY MaJbYUKY X0poIllee o0pa3oBaHUe,
IO3TOMY, YBUZIEB B pebeHKe IoTeHInas, 6oraTbie PojI-
CTBeHHHUKU OTIPABUIN APTypa YUYHUTHCA B ME3YUTC-
kuii koaaemx Croyrxepcr. OO0yueHHe B KOJLIENKe
OBLIO ITPEIEIBHO CTPOTUM, a YUallecHd IMOJBEPTATINCH
(usryecKMM HaKasaHUAM, HO TeM He MeHee 9TO He
nomernaJjio oy cTaTh MOMYJIAPHON JIUUYHOCTBIO Cpe-
IVl CBEPCTHUKOB M OTKPBHITH B ce0e CIIOCOOHOCTU K CO-
YMHUTEJLCTBY.

B panbueitmem o mOJIyYMJI MeIUITMHCKOE 00-
pasoBaHue B AAMHOYPICKOM YHUBEPCUTETE, I'/le II03HAa-
KOMUJICA C HauMHAIIIUMU JutepaTopamu [[ixelimcom
Bappu, Pobeprom Jlproncom CTuBEHCOHOM, a TaKKe
omHUM M3 npoToTunoB chiiuka Illepimoka Xoamca —
npenonaBateaeM Ixozepom Besom.
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HWmenHo Bo BpeMsa yueObl B yHuUBepcurete o
MyOJIMKYeT CBOU IepPBbIe PAcCKa3hbI.

Ilo okornuanuu yHuBepcurtera loitn 3anmMaeTcsa
BpaueOHOW TPaKTUKOW, He 3a0bIBasg M O JIUTEepaTyp-
HOM TBOpUecTBe. B 1887 rony BBIXOAUT TIEPBBHIA PO-
maH [oiina o Illepioxke Xoamce — «ITION B 6aTPOBBIX
TOoHAx». PoMaH TeIIo IpUHUMAaeTCs IyOoJnKoii, 1 Ha
MPOTAMKEHUN IOCJEeNYIONINX HECKOJbKUX Jer I[oi
co3iaeT Ipyrue mpousBeleHUA O XOJIMCe, Cpeau KO-
TOPBIX «3HAK 4eThIpex», «Cobaxka BackepBuieii» m
HECKOJIBKO COOPHUKOB PacCKa30B.

Ha mpors:xennn MHOTHX JieT IpousBemeHus Ap-
rypa Kouan [oiina o Illepioke XosamMce MOIB3YIOTCS
OOJIBLIIIM YCIEeXOM CPeIU UUTATEeNel caMbIX Pas3HBIX
Bo3pacToB. OHu ObLIM IepeBefeHbI Oojiee ueMm Ha 70
SIBBIKOB, DKPAHN3UPOBAHBI O€CUUCIEHHOE KOJIMYECTBO
pas, a cam Illepsoxk XoaMC Ha CETOOHANIHUN IeHb,
MOXKAJNIYH, ABJIAETCA CAMBIM M3BECTHBLIM CBHIIITUKOM B
MUpe JUTePaTyphl.



Chapter 1 — Mr. Sherlock Holmes

Mr. Sherlock Holmes, who usually got up very
late in the mornings, except on those occasions
when he was up all night, was sitting at the break-
fast table. I stood near the fireplace and picked up
the stick which our visitor had left behind him the
night before. It was a fine, thick piece of wood.
Under the head was a broad silver band. “To Dr.
James Mortimer, from his friends of the C.C.H.,”
was engraved upon it, with the date “1884.” It was
just such a stick as old-fashioned family doctors
carried.

“Well, Watson, what do you make of it?'”

Holmes was sitting with his back to me.

“How did you know what I was doing? I believe
you have eyes in the back of your head.”

“I have a well-polished, silver coffee-pot in front
of me,” said he. “But, tell me, Watson, what do you
make of our visitor’s stick? Since we have missed
him and have no idea why he came, this souvenir
becomes of importance?.”

“I think,” said I, following as far as I could the
methods of my companion, “that Dr. Mortimer is a
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successful, elderly medical man, since those who
know him give him this mark of their respect.”

“Good!” said Holmes. “Excellent!”

“I think also that he is probably a country doctor
who does a good deal of his visiting on foot.”

“Why so?”

“Because this stick has been so worn out that I
can hardly imagine a town doctor carrying it. It is
evident that he has done a lot of walking with it.”

“Perfect!” said Holmes, pushing back his chair
and lighting a cigarette. “I must say that in all the
accounts which you have given of my investigations
you have written very little about yourself. It may
be that you do not have genius yourself, but you are
very good at stimulating it. My dear fellow, I am
very much in your debt.?”

He had never said as much before, and his words
gave me keen pleasure. I was proud, too, to think
that I had mastered his system. He now took the stick
from my hands and examined it for a few minutes ,
then he carried it to the window and looked over it
again with a lens.

“Interesting, though elementary,” said he. “There
are one or two marks on the stick, which allow us to
make several deductions

“I am afraid, my dear Watson, that most of your
conclusions were wrong. When I said that you stim-
ulated me I meant, that your mistakes guided me
towards the truth. Not that you are entirely wrong
in this case. The man is certainly a country doctor.
And he walks a good deal.”

“Then I was right.”



“No, no, my dear Watson. A present to a doctor
is more likely to come from a hospital*, and when
the initials ‘C.C.” are placed before that hospital the
words ‘Charing Cross’ very naturally occur to you.”

“You may be right.”

“Now, you will see that he could not be a doctor
at the hospital, since only a man with a good London
practice could have such a position, and such a man
would not go to live in the country. What was he,
then? A student. And he left five years ago — the
date is on the stick. So your middle-aged family
doctor turns into a young fellow under thirty, with
a favourite dog, larger than a terrier and smaller
than a mastiff.”

“A dog?”

“A dog has been in the habit of carrying this stick
behind his master. The marks of his teeth are very
well seen. These marks are too broad for a terrier
and not broad enough for a mastiff. It may be — yes,
it is a spaniel.”

I looked at him in surprise. He was now standing
at the window.

“How can you be so sure of that?”

“For the very simple reason that I see the dog
himself at our door, and there is the ring of its own-
er. Don’t go away, Watson. He is a professional
brother of yours®, and your presence may help me.
What does Dr. James Mortimer, the man of science,
ask of Sherlock Holmes, the specialist in crime? Come
in!”

The appearance of our visitor was a surprise to
me, since I had expected a typical country doctor.
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He was a very tall, thin man, with a long nose like a
beak, keen, gray eyes, sparkling brightly from be-
hind a pair of glasses. Though he was young, his
long back was already bowed. As he entered his eyes
fell upon the stick in Holmes’s hand, and he ran to-
wards it with an exclamation of joy. “I am so very
glad,” said he. “I was not sure that I had left it here.
I would not like to lose that stick.”

“A present, I see,” said Holmes.

“Yes, sir.”

“From Charing Cross Hospital?”

“From one or two friends there on the day of my
marriage.”

“Your marriage, you say?”

“Yes, sir. I married, and so left the hospital. It
was necessary to make a home of my own.”

“We are not so wrong, after all,” said Holmes.
“And now, Dr. James Mortimer —”

“ I think that it is Mr. Sherlock Holmes to whom
I am speaking —”

“Yes, and this is my friend Dr. Watson.”

“Glad to meet you, sir. I have heard your name
and that of your friend. You interest me very much,
Mr. Holmes.”

Sherlock Holmes asked our strange visitor to take
a seat.

“I came to you, Mr. Holmes, because I have a very
serious and extraordinary problem. I called here last
night and again today —”

“Indeed, sir! I would like to know, Dr. Mortimer,
what your problem is in which you want my help.”
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EXERCISES

. Answer the questions:
. What did Dr. Watson think about the visitor who had left his

stick behind the day before? How did he come to these conclu-
sions?

. Were his conclusions correct? What mistakes did he make?
. What did Sherlock Holmes think of Dr. Watson’s role as his

companion?

. Who visited Sherlock Holmes?
. What did Dr. Mortimer look like?
. Were Sherlock Holmes’s deductions about Dr. Mortimer cor-

rect?

. Why did Dr. Mortimer call on Sherlock Holmes?

. Find the following phrases in the text and reproduce situa-

tions from the text with them. Give Russian equivalents.

. on an occasion

. to be in smb’s debt

. to occur to smb

. to be in the habit of doing smth

. Complete the sentences with the phrases above in the correct

form (one gap for a phrase).

. It is easy to find him and talk to him in private as he ... walk-

ing with his dog in the park every evening.

. You can ask me for help whenever you need it. I ... and would

gladly do anything for you.

. Alice and Peter are going to the best restaurant in town ... of

their engagement.

. Has it ... you that your parents can’t support you any longer?

They’re elderly and would like to retire. Find yourself a job.

. Paraphrase the underlined parts of the sentences so as to use

the phrases above.

. He has said many times that I owe him a lot and that I should

substitute for him whenever he asks me to.

. Our neighbour has a habit of singing in the shower and that is

awful. He has no idea that we hear his singing.

. Asother children asked Tom Sawyer to let them paint the fence

he suddenly had an idea that he could make some money at it.



Chapter 2 —
The Curse of the Baskervilles

“I have a manuscript in my pocket,” said Dr.
James Mortimer.

“The exact date is 1742.” Dr. Mortimer drew it
from his pocket. “This family paper was given to
me by Sir Charles Baskerville, whose sudden and
tragic death three months ago was much talked
about in Devonshire!. I may say that I was his
personal friend as well as his doctor. He was a
shrewd, practical man, but he took this document
very seriously, and his mind was prepared for just
such a death as he met.”

Holmes took the manuscript and looked at it.

I looked over his shoulder at the yellow paper
where it was written: “Baskerville Hall,” and below:
“1742.”

“It is a legend of the Baskerville family.”

“But I understand that it is something more mod-
ern and practical upon which you wish to consult
me?”

“Very modern. A very practical, pressing matter,
which must be decided within twenty-four hours. But
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the manuscript is short and is connected with it.
With your permission I will read it to you.”

Holmes leaned back in his chair, and closed his
eyes. Dr. Mortimer turned the manuscript to the
light and started reading:

“There have been many stories about the Hound
of the Baskervilles. I come in a direct line from Hugo
Baskerville, and I had the story from my father, who
also had it from his. I have written it down with all
belief? that it occurred as is written here

“About a hundred years ago Baskerville Hall® was
owned by Hugo, a most wild, and godless man. It so
happened that this Hugo fell in love (if, indeed, so
dark a passion may be known under so bright a name)
with the daughter of a farmer who had land near
Baskerville Hall. But the young girl avoided him,
for she feared this evil man. So it happened that one
day this Hugo, with five or six of his idle and wicked
companions, came to the farm and carried off the
girl, as he knew that her father and brothers were
away from home. When they had brought her to the
Hall the girl was locked in a room upstairs, while
Hugo and his friends sat down to a long dinner, as
was their custom. Now, the poor girl upstairs was
frightened by the wild singing and shouting and
terrible cursing which came up to her from below,
for they say that the words used by Hugo Basker-
ville, when he was in wine, were really terrible. And
in her fear she did what could only be done by the
bravest man. With the help of the ivy which covered
(and still covers) the wall she came down, and ran
across the moor to her father’s farm.
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“It so happened that some little time later Hugo
left his guests to carry food and drink to the girl,
and so found the cage empty and the bird escaped.
Then he rushed down the stairs into the dining-hall,
sprang upon the great table, and he cried aloud be-
fore all the company that he would give up his body
and soul to the Powers of Evil if he caught the girl.
And while the guests stood frightened at the fury of
the man, one more wicked or, it may be, more drunk-
en than the rest, cried out that they should put the
hounds upon her*. At once Hugo ran from the house,
crying to his grooms that they should saddle his
horse. And giving the hounds a kerchief of the girl’s,
he put them on the scent?, and off they went over
the moor.

“For some time the guests stood still, unable to
understand what had been done. But soon thirteen
of them took horses and followed Hugo and the
hounds.

“They had gone a mile or two when they passed a
man, and they cried to him to know if he had seen
the girl. And the man, as the story goes, said that he
had seen the unhappy girl, with the hounds on her
track. ‘But I have also seen,’ said he, ‘Hugo Basker-
ville on his black horse, and a hound of hell ran be-
hind him.’ The drunken squires cursed the man and
rode on. But they saw Hugo’s horse soon galloping
across the moor, with an empty saddle. They came at
last upon the hounds. They were standing and whim-
pering. The moon was shining bright upon the clear-
ing, and there lay the unhappy girl where she had
fallen, dead of fear and of exhaustion. But it was
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neither her body, nor the body of Hugo Baskerville
lying near her, which raised the hair upon the heads
of the men. A great, black beast, looking like a
hound, but larger than any hound in the world was
standing over Hugo and biting at his throat. And as
they looked the beast tore the throat out of Hugo
Baskerville, as it turned its blazing eyes upon them,
the men shrieked with fear and rode, still scream-
ing, across the moor. One, it is said, died that very
night of a heart attack, and the others were broken
men for the rest of their days.

“Such is the story, my sons, of the hound which
has plagued the family ever since. Many deaths in
the family have been unhappy, sudden, bloody, and
mysterious. My sons, I ask you, and I advise you not
to cross the moor in those dark hours when the pow-
ers of evil are the strongest.”

When Dr. Mortimer had finished reading this un-
usual story he looked at Mr. Sherlock Holmes.

“Well?” said he. “Do you find it interesting?”

“To a collector of fairy tales.”

EXERCISES

=Y

. Answer the questions:

. How did Dr. Mortimer get the manuscript he brought to Sher-
lock Holmes?

. What was the manuscript about?

. When did the events described in the manuscript occur?

. What kind of a man was Hugo Baskerville?

. What did Hugo do to bring a curse on his family?

. What happened to many Baskervilles after Hugo?

. Did the story interest Sherlock Holmes?
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. Find the following words and phrases in the text and repro-

duce situations from the text with them. Give Russian equiv-
alents.

. to take smth seriously

. to decide a pressing matter within twenty-four hours
. to occur

. it so happened that

. to fall in love with smb

. Complete the sentences with the words and phrases above in

the correct form (one gap for a word or phrase).

. — Do you believe in love at first sight? — Yes, I ... my wife the

moment I saw her.

. He’s very jolly and light-minded, he doesn’t ... . Nothing can

upset him or make him stop and think.

. Sherlock Holmes was deep in thought, considering several in-

cidents that ... to his client.

. You have to ... . Tomorrow will be too late to do anything.
. ... that Mrs Symington was alone at home that afternoon.

. Paraphrase the underlined parts of the sentences so as to use

the words and phrases above.

. When Emory was in his last year at university, the situation

was such that he was offered a well-paid job and he had to de-
cide whether to stay at the university or drop out.

. You have to make a decision on the urgent matter before to-

morrow. If you take this offer, you’ll have to start work in three
days’ time.

. He thought very much about his failure at the exam and was

very much upset by it.

. Aunt Polly asked Tom what had happened, why the cat had

shrieked so loudly.



Chapter 3 — Sir Charles’s Death

Dr. Mortimer drew a folded newspaper out of his
pocket.

“Now, Mr. Holmes, we will give you something
more recent. This is the paper from Devonshire of
May 14th of this year. It is a short account of the
death of Sir Charles Baskerville which occurred a
few days before that date.”

My friend’s expression became interested. Our
visitor began:

“The recent sudden death of Sir Charles Basker-
ville has struck every one in the county. Though Sir
Charles had lived at Baskerville Hall for a short
period, his good character and generosity had won
the love and respect of all who knew him. In these
days of nouveaux riches, he was a rare man of an old
county family who was able to make his own fortune
and to bring it back with him to restore the fallen
greatness of his family. Sir Charles, as is well known,
made large sums of money in South Africa, and re-
turned to England with them. It is only two years
since he came to Baskerville Hall, and we all know
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