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(3abaBHbIii ciydaii ¢ benmkamMmuHoM baTTOHOM: «TFOOOTBITHBIN Clydait
benmkamuna bartToHay; CUrioUS —  r06onbimmubIl,  CMPAHHLLIL,
Kypbe3Hulil, Case — cayyau, obcmosmenbcmeo, med. 3abonesanue,

cayuatl, ucmopusi 601e3Hu)

As long ago as 1860 (B mamexom 1860 romy: «rak maBHo kak 1860»; long
— ooneo, oasno) it was the proper thing to be born at home (cunranoce
NPaBUJIBHBIM TMOSIBJIATHCS HA CBET: «OBITh POXKICHHBIMY» JIOMa; Proper —
NPUCYWULL, CEOUCMBEHHbLI, O0IXNCHbIL, npasuibHblil). At present, so | am
told (upIHe ke, kak MHe ckaszainu = kak rosopsT; to tell), the high gods of
medicine have decreed (BepxoBHBIE JKPEIIBI: «BBLICOKHE OOTH» MEIUIIUHBI
pemmn; to decree — uzdasams dexpem,; nocmanosisime) that the first

cries of the young shall be uttered upon the anaesthetic air of a hospital
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(4TO TEPBBI KPUK HOBOPOXKIECHHOIO MOJDKEH pa3faThCs B CTEPHIIbHOM:
«anecresupyromiei» armochepe kianankn), preferably a fashionable one
(mpenmoutuTenbHO (emenedenpHoit; fashionable — ymoonwiil, cmunvuwbiil,
ceemckull, (ewenebenvuulii; fashion — mooa). SO young Mr. and Mrs.
Roger Button were fifty years ahead of style (BoT mouemy Mmoso/bie
MHUCTep U Muccuc Pomkep BaTToH Ha MATHAECAT JET ONEPEAMIH MOIY;
style — cmunw, manepa; mooa) when they decided, one day in the
summer of 1860 (korma pemman B oauH u3 JeTHUX aHeil 1860 roma), that
their first baby should be born in a hospital (uto ux nepeenern pomwkeH
poauThes: «ObITh pokacH» B Oonbuuie). Whether this anachronism had
any bearing upon the astonishing history (cBsizan i 3TOT aHaXpPOHU3M C
TOM MOpPAa3HUTENBHOM HUCcTOpHEl; bearing — nowenue, omnowenue, céssn,
to have a bearing on/upon sth. — umems omnowenue k uemy-1.) I am
about to set down (xotopyro st cobuparoch moBenath; to set down —
HONONCUMb HA 3eMJII0; NUCbMEHHO uziazamo, 3anucvieams) Will never be
known (octaHeTcss HCHM3BECTHBIM: «HHKOTAA He OymeT y3HaHoy»; t0 know

— 3Hamb, Y3HABAMD).

I shall tell you what occurred (s pacckaxy Bam, uto npowusonuio), and let

you judge for yourself (11 mo3Bos0 Bam CyuTh camMuMm).

anaesthetic ["xnls'Tetlk], anachronism [g"nXxkrgnlzm], occurred
[9"KE:d]

As long ago as 1860 it was the proper thing to be born at home. At
present, so | am told, the high gods of medicine have decreed that the first

cries of the young shall be uttered upon the anaesthetic air of a hospital,



preferably a fashionable one. So young Mr. and Mrs. Roger Button were
fifty years ahead of style when they decided, one day in the summer of
1860, that their first baby should be born in a hospital. Whether this
anachronism had any bearing upon the astonishing history | am about to

set down will never be known.

| shall tell you what occurred, and let you judge for yourself.

The Roger Buttons held an enviable position (cympyru bartons:
3aHMMaJIM 3aBHUHOE Tmoyoxkenue; t0 hold — odeporcams, obnumamo;
3aHUMams /nocm, OO0JICHOCMY/, uUMemsv /38anue, paue/; t0 envy —
sasudosams), both social and financial (xax comumansHOE, Tak W
maTepuaiabHoe), In ante-bellum Baltimore (B moBoennom bantumope).
They were related to the This Family and the That Family (onu
npuHaiexkann k Otomy CemerictBy u k Tomy; to relate — omruocumucs,
umems ommuoutenue; to be related to sb. — cocmosmv 6 poocmae,
omuowenusx ¢ xem-1.), Which, as every Southerner! knew (a sro, kak
3HaeT Kaxbli rokanuH), entitled them to membership in that enormous
peerage (mpuoOIiaso uX K MHOTOUMCICHHON apUCTOKPATHH: «IaBaJl0 UM
NPaBO HA WICHCTBO CPEIU 3TOM MHOTOYUCIICHHOM 3HaTHY; t0 entitle sb. to
sth. — oasamv npaso komy-1. ma umo-i.; enormous — epPOMAOHbBIL;
oowupnwiir) Which largely populated the Confederacy? (xoropas Tak
rycto Hacenwmia Koundenepanuro; largely — wupoko; obunvro, wedpo).
This was their first experience with the charming old custom of having
babies (310 ObLT MX MEPBBIN ONBIT B 0YAPOBATEIILHON CTapO TpaauIuu

— 3aBectu pebenka) — Mr. Button was naturally nervous (muctep

1 Jo)kaHUH; YpO’KEHeTl, )KUTeIb 10KHBIX mTatoB CIIIA
2 Kongenepauus (o0benunenve 11 pabosnanensueckux mratos CIIA, otkonosumxcs B 1861-65 rr.)



barron, ecrecrBenno, HepHudan). He hoped it would be a boy (on
Hajesics, 3To Oyaer Maipunk) SO that he could be sent to Yale College in
Connecticut (4to6bl OH MOT HOCHATh ero B Menbckuil Komiemx, /mrat/
KonnexrukyT; to send), at which institution Mr. Button himself had been
known for four years (B koTtopom cam muctep baTToH ObUI M3BECTEH B
TEUYeHUE dUeThIpex JieT; Institution — coszdanue, ycmawnosnenue;
opeanusayus, yupescoenue) by the somewhat obvious nickname of
“Cuff” (mog oueBUAHBIM=HeOd8yCMbICIeHHbIM TIPO3BUILEM [10A3aTHIIBHUK;
CUff — manorcema, obuinae; neekuii yoap pykou/Kyniaxkom; noo3amolibHUK,

onneyxa).

enviable ['envigbl], peerage ["plgrldZ], Southerner [*sADgnq],
Connecticut [kg"netlkqt]

The Roger Buttons held an enviable position, both social and financial, in
ante-bellum Baltimore. They were related to the This Family and the That
Family, which, as every Southerner knew, entitled them to membership in
that enormous peerage which largely populated the Confederacy. This
was their first experience with the charming old custom of having
babies—Mr. Button was naturally nervous. He hoped it would be a boy
so that he could be sent to Yale College in Connecticut, at which
institution Mr. Button himself had been known for four years by the

somewhat obvious nickname of “Cuff.”

On the September morning consecrated to the enormous event (8 to

CEHTSIOPhCKOE YTPO, TMOCBAIICHHOE BEITUKOMY COOBITHIO; €n0rmous —



oepomubit) he arose nervously at six o’clock (oH ¢ BoJiHEeHHEM
NPOCHYJICS B IIECTh; t0 arise — 6oznuxams, noseismvcs, NOOHUMAMbCS
scmasamv;, NErvous — nepsnvill; 63soanosannsit) dressed himself
(onencst), adjusted an impeccable stock (mompaBmi Ge3yrpedHo
3aBSI3aHHBIN TAJICTYK: «IPHUBEJ B TOPSIOK OE3yNMpeuHbIi TajIcTyK»; Stock
—  3anac;, wupokuil eancmyk, Impeccable — wenoepewumblil;
vesynpeunwiir), and hurried forth through the streets of Baltimore to the
hospital (1 yctpemumics mo ymuumam bantumopa k kiaunHMKe; forth —
oanvute, eéneped), to determine whether the darkness of the night had
borne in new life upon its bosom (4ToOBI y3HATH: «OIPEACIHUTEHY,
3apOoJINIIACh JIM B JIOHE HOYM HOBAs YKU3Hb: «ITOPOJMJIA JTU TEMHOTA HOYH

HOBYIO JKHM3HB U3 CBOETO JIOHa»; D0SOM — 2pyos, nazyxa, iono, neopa).

On the September morning consecrated to the enormous event he arose
nervously at six o’clock dressed himself, adjusted an impeccable stock,
and hurried forth through the streets of Baltimore to the hospital, to
determine whether the darkness of the night had borne in new life upon

its bosom.

When he was approximately a hundred yards from the Maryland Private
Hospital for Ladies and Gentlemen (xorma oH ObLT TPUOIU3UTENHHO B
COTHE IIaroB: «SIPIOB» OT YACTHON MIPHJICHICKON KIMHUKHU JUIS JICAU U
mkenTapMeHoB) he saw Doctor Keene, the family physician (on ysumen
nokropa Kwuna, cemeitnoro Bpaua), descending the front steps
(crryckarorerocst Mo cTyneHsM napaaHoi /nectuuiisl/; front — nepeonsis

cmopona, ¢acao), rubbing his hands together with a washing movement



(moTupatomero pyku /mpuBbraHBIM/ JBUOKCHHEM, /OynTo/ Mbur [ux/
«mororum JBrkeHrem») — as all doctors are required to do by the
unwritten ethics of their profession (kak Bce Bpaum 00s13aHBI JiesaTh 110
HETMCAaHBIM 3aKOHAM: «II0 HEMHCAaHOW 3THUKe» WX mpodeccuu; 10 be

required to do sth. — 6wimb 06s3aHHbIM cOenamb umo-i.).

physician [flI*zISqn], approximately [q*prPksimqtll], ethics ["eTIks]

When he was approximately a hundred yards from the Maryland Private
Hospital for Ladies and Gentlemen he saw Doctor Keene, the family
physician, descending the front steps, rubbing his hands together with a
washing movement—as all doctors are required to do by the unwritten

ethics of their profession.

Mr. Roger Button, the president of Roger Button & Co., Wholesale
Hardware (Muctep Pomkep baTtToH, rmaBa (uUPMBI: «IIPE3UICHT
“Pomxep barton u K, onToBas TOprosisi CKOOSIHBIMU ToBapamu™), began
to run toward Doctor Keene with much less dignity (6pocwuics: «Hagan
0exaTh» HaBCcTpeuy NOoKTOpy KHHY ¢ Topa3ao MEHBIIUM JOCTOMHCTBOM)
than was expected from a Southern gentleman of that picturesque period
(qu OXnJgajJoCh OT HKXKAaHWHaA B TE He3a0bIBaeMbIE BpPCMCHA: «TOI0
KUBOIUCHOTO Tiepuojay). “Doctor Keene!” he called (rmo3san on). “Oh,
Doctor Keene!” (o, moxtop Kun)

The doctor heard him (moxtop ycnsiman ero), faced around (oGepryiics;

to face — ecmpeuamvcsi; Ovimv nosepHYMBIM 6 ONPedeeHHYI0 CMOPOH))



and stood waiting (u 3amep B OXWJIaHWH: «OCTAHOBHJICS OXmHjash; tO
stand — cmosms; ocmanasiueamscs), a CUrious expression settling on
his harsh, medicinal face (/mpu »Tom/ cTpaHHOEe BEIpaKEHHUE
MOSIBUIIOCH/yCTAHOBHIIOCH Ha €r0 CTPOTOM JOKTOPCKOM JIMIIE: «JIeYCOHOM
JALE», CUrious — Jrobonblmubill, A10003HAMENbHbIU, NbIMAUGHIUL,
8030yaHCOQIOWULL  TI0OONLIMCMBO, UYYOHOU, Heobwiunblil; t0 settle —
nocenumscsi, 6006opumucsi; harsh — epyowiit; cmpoeuti, cyposwiii) as Mr.
Button drew near (xax Toibpko muctep barTon momporen ommke; 10 draw

— pucosamo; nOOX0OUMb, NPUOTUNCANBCSL).

toward [tg'wLd/ tLd], picturesque ["plktSq*resk], medicinal
[mq*dlisingl]

Mr. Roger Button, the president of Roger Button & Co., Wholesale
Hardware, began to run toward Doctor Keene with much less dignity than
was expected from a Southern gentleman of that picturesque period.

“Doctor Keene!” he called. “Oh, Doctor Keene!”

The doctor heard him, faced around, and stood waiting, a curious

expression settling on his harsh, medicinal face as Mr. Button drew near.

“What happened?” (uy kax: «4to mpowusonuio») demanded Mr. Button
(cipocun muctep barron), as he came up in a gasping rush (kax TobKO
MOJIONIEN OJIMIKE, 3aIbIXaBIIMCh OT OBICTPOro Oera: «B 3aJIbIXArOIIEMCS
CTPEMHUTEIBHOM JIBIKEHUN»). “What was it? (kak MpoIuIo: «4TO 3TO
obuto») How is she? (xak ona) A boy? (mamsunk) Who is it? (kxto)
What

(4ro0)*



“Talk sense!”(roBopute sicHee, SENSE — uygcmeo, owjyujeHue; CMbiCl,
snauenue) said Doctor Keene sharply (ckazan noxrop Kun pesko; sharp
— ocmpuiit), He appeared somewhat irritated (om kazaics HemHOTO
pa3apaxeHHbIM; t0 appear — nosa61amuvcs, NoKa3vl8amuvCsl, NPOU3B00UND

enevamJiernue, KdS’dl’l’le}Z).

“Is the child born? (pebenok poauics)” begged Mr. Button (B3mosmics

muctep barrow).

Doctor Keene frowned (noxrop Kun maxmypuics). “Why, yes, | suppose
so—after a fashion (uy, na, s monararo — B HekoTopom poje; fashion —
obpasz, manepa; after a fashion — nexomopwim obpazom, oo uzeecmmoii
cmenenu).” Again he threw a curious glance at Mr. Button (1 on cHoBa ¢
B3[VIAHYJI Ha MHCTepa baTrToHa CO CTpaHHBIM BBIPOKCHHEM JIUIA:

«OpOCHII CTPaHHBIN B3I I»; O throw).
“Is my wife all right?”’(mos »xeHa B opsiike)
“Yes.”(n1a)

“Is it a boy or a girl?” (/y Hac/ ManbuuK WK IEBOYKA)

frowned [fraVnd], curious ["kjVarlgs], irritated [*Iriteltid]

“What happened?” demanded Mr. Button, as he came up in a gasping
rush. “What was it? How is she” A boy? Who is it? What—"

“Talk sense!” said Doctor Keene sharply, He appeared somewhat irritated.



“Is the child born?” begged Mr. Button.

Doctor Keene frowned. “Why, yes, I suppose so—after a fashion.” Again

he threw a curious glance at Mr. Button.
“Is my wife all right?”
“Yes.”

“Is it a boy or a girl?”

“Here now!”(nocnymaite MeHs: «croza ceituacy) cried Doctor Keene in
a perfect passion of irritation (Bckpuxuyn noktop KuH, okoHYaTeIBHO
MOTEPsIB caMOOOJIaJaHNE: «B COBEPIICHHOM TIbIJIC pa3IpakeHUs = CO
CTPacTHBIM pa3zpakeHuem»; perfect — cosepwennvlii, uodeanvhwiil,
Oe3yKopusHenHblil, 3aKoH4enHblll; Passion — cmpacmo; noin),“T’ll ask
you to go and see for yourself (s momnporry Bac moiTH ¥ MOCMOTPETH
camomy). Outrageous! (0e3o0pa3ue; outrageous — wueucmossiil,
JHCECMOKULL, B803MYMUMENbHBILL, CKAHOAIbHLIL, eonulowuil, outrage —
epyboe napywenue [3akona, uysxcux npas, npunuduii u m. n.l; npouseorn,
sosmymumenvhwlll ciyyail, nocmynok)” He snapped the last word out in
almost one syllable (on BeIIIOHYT TIOCIEAHEE CIOBO MOYTH KAaK OIWH
cior; to snap — obpybams, pesko obpwieams), then he turned away
muttering (1, oTBOpaumnBasch, nmpodbopmoTan): “Do you imagine a case
like this will help my professional reputation (Ber mymaere, ciydaii,
MoAOOHBIA 3TOMY, TOMOXKET Moed mnpodeccuoHanbHON penyTaiuu; to
imagine — esoobpascams)? One more would ruin me—ruin anybody
(eme oaMH /MOAOOHBIM clydail/ pa3opuT MeHs, /Takoe/ KOTO YroJHO

pazopur).”



“What’s the matter? (1o B uem e neno)” demanded Mr. Button appalled
(Bckpuuan muctep barton B yxkace; to appal — yorwcacamo, nompscams;

npusooums 6 cmsamenue). “Triplets? (Tpoiins)”

passion [*pxSn], outrageous [aVt"reldZgs], syllable [*sllgbl]

“Here now!” cried Doctor Keene in a perfect passion of irritation,” I’1l

'7’

ask you to go and see for yourself. Outrageous!” He snapped the last
word out in almost one syllable, then he turned away muttering: “Do you
imagine a case like this will help my professional reputation? One more

would ruin me—ruin anybody.”

“What’s the matter?” demanded Mr. Button appalled. “Triplets?”

“No, not triplets!”(ner, nHe Ttpoiins) answered the doctor cuttingly
(OTBETHJI JOKTOP SI3BUTEIBHBIM TOHOM; CUttiIng — ocmpuiil, peskuil;
sazeumenvrulil; 10 cUt — pezams). “What’s more, you can go and see for
yourself (mer yx, cTynaiite mnomOOyHTeCh COOCTBEHHBIMH TJla3aMHU:
«boJiee TOro, BbI MOXKETE MOWTH M MTOCMOTPEeTh camu»). And get another
doctor (u maitnute cebe apyroro gokropa). | brought you into the world,
young man (st mpuHUMAaJ Bac, /KOTJa Bbl POIMIMCHE/ HA CBET: «sI MPHHEC
BaC B 3TOT MHpP», MOJIOJION 4esoBek; to bring), and I’ve been physician to
your family for forty years (u meuwmn Bamie ceMeHCTBO: «OBLI Bpaduom
BaIiel ceMbm» copok Jjer), but I’m through with you (1o Teneps mex iy
HamMHu Bce KoHdeHo; through — mackeoss, cosepwenno,; t0 be through

with sth./sb. — zaxonuumos umo-n., nokonuums ¢ wem-1., npecelMmumvcsi

10



yem-n., kem-1.)! I don’t want to see you or any of your relatives ever
again (me xouy Oouibllic BHJETh HH Bac, HM Ballly pojHio; relative —

poocmeennux)! Good-bye! (nmpormaiite)”

triplets ["triplgts], physician [fl*zISgn], through [TrH]

“No, not triplets!” answered the doctor cuttingly. “What’s more, you can
go and see for yourself. And get another doctor. | brought you into the
world, young man, and I’ve been physician to your family for forty years,
but I’m through with you! I don’t want to see you or any of your relatives

ever again! Good-bye!”

Then he turned sharply (3atem on pesko mosepnyscs), and without
another word climbed into his phaeton (1 He ckazaB Gosiee Hu cIloBa,
noxHsncs: «3anes» B (asron®) which was waiting at the curbstone
(koTopsIii xan ero y Tpotyapa) and drove severely away (u otObuT B

cypoBoM /Motdanuu/: «cypoBo/ctporoy; to drive away — yesorcamy).

Mr. Button stood there upon the sidewalk (mwucrep barron ocraics
crosth Ha TpoTyape), Stupefied and trembling from head to foot
(orresoMIICHHBIN U Iposkaiuii ¢ rosossl 1o Hor). What horrible mishap
had occurred (kakoe y»acHOe HECUaCThe MOCTHUTIIO €ro: KIPOU3OIILION)?
He had suddenly lost all desire to go into the Maryland Private Hospital
for Ladies and Gentlemen (y nHero Bapyr npormaio BesKoe KeJaHue UIATh

B YAaCTHYIO MIPHJICHJCKYIO KJIMHHUKY JUIS JIEIA U JDKSHTIbMEHOB; t0 lose

8 Konnas xomscka ¢ OTKHUJAHBIM BEPXOM.
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— ympamums) —Iit was with the greatest difficulty that, a moment later
(c OrpOMHBIM TPYIOM: «3aTpyaHEHHEMY», CITycTss MrHoBenue), he forced
himself to mount the steps and enter the front door (ou 3acraBun ce0s

IMOAHATHCA 110 CTYIICHAM U BOWTH B ABCPb: «B IICPCAHIOIO ,[IBepB»).

phaeton ['feltn], climbed [klalmd], stupefied [*stjHplfald], mishap
[*"mIshxp]

Then he turned sharply, and without another word climbed into his
phaeton, which was waiting at the curbstone, and drove severely away.
Mr. Button stood there upon the sidewalk, stupefied and trembling from
head to foot. What horrible mishap had occurred? He had suddenly lost
all desire to go into the Maryland Private Hospital for Ladies and
Gentlemen—it was with the greatest difficulty that, a moment later, he

forced himself to mount the steps and enter the front door.

A nurse was sitting behind a desk (/menuuumnckas/ cectpa cumena 3a
crosiom) In the opaque gloom of the hall (B cympake: «Henpospaunom
CyMpake» Kopuiopa; Opaque — Henpo3pauHwili,; HeNnpOHUYAeMblil,
memnwiit; mamossiir). Swallowing his shame, Mr. Button approached her

(cropast co cThIma: «IJIOTask CBOM CTBI», MUCTEp BaTToH mopommen k Hel).

“Good-morning,” she remarked (106poe yTpo, nonpuBeTcTBOBaa OHA; {0
remark — nabmooams, 3amewams, 6blCKA3AMbCS, O0eNAMb 3AMEYaAHUe),

looking up at him pleasantly (risis Ha Hero ¢ 1H00€3HOCTHIO).
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“Good-morning. I—I am Mr. Button (mo6poe yTtpo, s... s — MuUCTep

barron).”

At this a look of utter terror spread itself over girl’s face (nmpu stux
/cnoBax/ BeIpayKeHHE KpaHETo ykaca MOSBUIOCH Ha JIMIE JAEBYIIKH; 10
spread — paccmunamocs, npocmupamucs; nokpvieams). She rose to her
feet (ona Bckoumiia: «moaHsiack» Ha Horu; to rise) and seemed about to
fly from the hall (u, xazanoch, ObuTa TOTOBa OPOCHTHCS BOH: «BBLICTETHY
u3 kopuaopa; about — xkpyeom, eoxpye; noumu; 1o be about to do sth. —
cooupamscs coenams umo-i.), restraining herself only with the most
apparent difficulty (siumrs ¢ BuamMbeiM TpyoM ciaepkusas ceos; difficulty

— mpyOHOCMY).

“l want to see my child (s xouy BumeTs cBOCro pedenka),” said Mr.

Button (ckazan muctep barromn).

opaque [qV*pelk], swallowing [*swPIqVIN], apparent [q"pxrgnt]

A nurse was sitting behind a desk in the opaque gloom of the hall.

Swallowing his shame, Mr. Button approached her.
“Good-morning,” she remarked, looking up at him pleasantly.
“Good-morning. I—I am Mr. Button.”

At this a look of utter terror spread itself over girl’s face. She rose to her
feet and seemed about to fly from the hall, restraining herself only with

the most apparent difficulty.
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“I want to see my child,” said Mr. Button.

The nurse gave a little scream (mencectpa m3mana KpaTKuili BOTUIb =
Bckpuknyna; little — manenvruii, nebonvwio; xopomxuii /o epemenu,
paccmosinuu/). “Oh—of course (o, koneuno)!” she cried hysterically (ona
BOCKJIMKHYNAa ucTepudHo). “Upstairs. Right upstairs. Go up (HaBepx,

IpsSIMO HaBepX, HIUTE HaBepx)!”

She pointed the direction (ona yxaszana manpasinenue), and Mr. Button,
bathed in cool perspiration (v mucrtep batToH, 00JHMBasCh XOJOJHBIM
notoM; to bathe — kynamolcsl, oxynamolcal; moimo, obmwvieams Imenol),
turned  falteringly  (nepemmrensno  momepuysics;  faltering  —
sanunarowutics; Hepewumenvoul; to falter — cnomwikamocs; uomu
HepoesHoll noxooKoll, Kossliame), and began to mount to the second floor
(v mavan mojgHUMaThCs Ha BTopoit atax). In the upper hall he addressed
another nurse (maBepxy: «B BepXHEM XOJUIE» OH OOpaTHIICA K JAPYroi
cectpe) who approached him, basin in hand.(koTopas mojonuia k Hemy ¢

tazoM B pykax) “I’m Mr. Button (s muctep barron),” he managed to

articulate (cymen BeiroBoputh 0H). “lI want to see my: (s Xouy BHIETH
Mmoero...; articulate — uemrkuti, unenopazoenvnoui; to articulate —

OMUEMaAUBO NPOUSHOCUMb, APMUKYIUPOBAMD)”

perspiration ["pE:spq‘relSgn], approached [q*prqVtSt], falteringly
[*fLItgrINII], basin ["belsn]
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The nurse gave a little scream. “Oh—of course!” she cried hysterically.

“Upstairs. Right upstairs. Go up!”

She pointed the direction, and Mr. Button, bathed in cool perspiration,

turned falteringly, and began to mount to the second floor. In the upper

hall he addressed another nurse who approached him, basin in hand. “I’m

29

Mr. Button,” he managed to articulate. “I want to see my——

351ech TOJIbKO HEOOIBIION (hparMEeHT KHUTH.
[TonHbli TekcT KHUTH BBl MOKeTe mproOpecTr Ha caiTe
http://www.franklang.ru B pa3aene «TekcTbl Ha aHTJIMHCKOM SI3BIKE,

AJJalITUPOBAHHBIC 110 MCTOAY YTCHUA Wnbu @paHKa»
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