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How to Use This Book - Kak
M0JIB30BATHCS TOM KHUTOMN

This is a collection of thirty short stories, one for each evening
of a month, written for English learners at a Bl level. Every
story is told twice: once in English, and once in a natural, literary
Russian translation — not a word-for-word crib, but a version
that reads the way a Russian writer would actually tell the same
story.

9mo cOOpHUK U3 mpuouamu KOpOmMKUX paccKkazo8 — no 00-
HOMY HA KAXNCObILL 8euep Mecsiyd, — HANUCAHHBIX 05l meX, KMo
uzyuaem aueautickuii s3vik Ha ypoeue Bl. Kaowoas ucmopus
pacckazama 08axcovl: 0OUH pa3 NO-AH2ZAULCKU, U OOUH pa3 6
eCmecmeeHHOM AUMEPAmypPHOM nepesooe Ha PYCCKULL — He Noo-
CMPpOYHUKe, a MeKcne, KOMopblii uumaemcsi mak, oyomo smy
JHce UCMOPUIO € CAMO20 HAYANA PACCKA3AA PYCCKULL A8MOp.

The book is laid out in short alternating blocks: a paragraph in
English, followed immediately by the same paragraph in Russian,
set in italics. This means you never have to flip to another page
or scroll through a separate section to check something — both
languages are always right next to each other.

Knuza nocmpoena kopomkumu uepeoyroujumMucs ONOKaMU:
ao3ay, Ha aHzAULICKOM, Cpasy 3d HUM — MO Jice ad3ay, Ha pyc-
CKOM, 8bl0eNEHHbII KYPCUBOM. DMO 3HAUUM, UIMO He HYHCHO NU-



cmamoe 8 Opyzoli KOHeY, KHU2U UAU NPOKPYUUBAND OMOeAbHbIL
paszoen, umodbl wmMo-mo npoeepun, — 00a A3blKa 8cez0a psi-
oom.

There is no single correct way to read it, but here is one
approach that works well for most learners. Read the English
paragraph first, all the way through, even if a word or a
sentence structure is unclear — try to guess the meaning from
context before looking down. Then read the Russian paragraph
underneath, not to translate word by word, but simply to confirm
what you understood, or to fill in the one or two things that got
away from you. Move on to the next block, and repeat. By the
end of a story, you will have read the whole thing in English
with a safety net directly beneath every paragraph, rather than a
dictionary you have to go looking for.

EouncmeenHo npagunbHoz0 cnocoba umeHus He cyujecmayent,
HO 60M 00UH NOOX00, KOMOPbIL Xopouio pabomaem onsi 601b-
wurcmea. Cnauana npouumartime ad3ay, HA AHZAUTICKOM Uenu-
KOM, 0aoice ecau KaKoe-mo CA080 U KOHCIMPYKYUsL HENOHSIMHb,
— nonpooytime y2adams CMbLCA NO KOHMEKCMY, NPexcoe Yem 3a-
215106186aMb 6HU3. 3amem npouumartime pycckuti ad3ay, noo HUM
— He 0151 Mo20, YmooObl NEPedecmu CA080 3d CAOBOM, d NPOCHO
umoobl YoeOUMbCsl, YMo bl NOHINU NPABUNBHO, UAU YIMOUHUMD
00HY-08e YcKoav3Hysuiue demanu. Ilepexooume k caedyowemy
00Ky u nogmopsiime. K konyy ucmopuu vl npouumaeme ecu
MEKCM NO-AH2UICKU, HO C NOOCMPAXOBKOL NPSIMO NOO KANCObIM
aozayem, a He co CA08apEM, KOMOPbILL NPUXOOUMCSL UCKAMb ONl-



0envHo.

If you are feeling more confident, try reading an entire story
in English first, start to finish, without looking down at all, and
only afterwards go back through the Russian to check the parts
you were unsure about. Either way, don't aim for one hundred
percent understanding on the first pass — a Bl-level reader is
expected to get the overall meaning and the feeling of a story
without catching every single word, and that is exactly the level
these stories were written for.

Ecau uyecmeyeme ceos ysepernee, nonpobyiime cHauana npo-
uumams 6Cro UCMOPUIO NO-AHZAULICKU OM HA4aaa 00 KOHUd, 60-
o0ue He 3a250b18ast 6HU3, A Ydice NOMOM NPOUMUCHL NO PYCCKO-
MY MeKCmy U Npoeepuntv ne Mecmd, 8 KOmopbix COMHEBANUCH.
B ar0bom cayuae e cmapaiimeco noHamMe 6C€ HA CMO NPOUEH-
MO8 ¢ nepeoeo paza — om uumamensi ¢ ypoerem Bl ooxcudaem-
Csl, MO OH YA08UM OOUUIL CMbICA U HACMPOEHUEe UCMOPUU, He
00513aMeNbHO NOHSE KAHCO0e CN080, U UMEHHO HA SO YPOBEHD
MU UCMOPUL U PACCUUMAHDL.

Each story takes roughly twenty to twenty-five minutes to read
in English — about the length of one evening, which is where
the book gets its name. There is no need to read more than one a
day, and no harm in reading fewer. The stories are not connected
to each other and can be read in any order, though they were
written to be read one evening at a time, in sequence, the way
the title suggests.

Ha umenue xaxcooti ucmopuy no-aH2auicKu yxooum npumep-



HO 08a0uamb-08aduamv NsMb MUHYNM — MO U eCb 00UH 8e-
uep, omcrooa u Hazeéauue KHueu. Yumams d6oavie 0OHOU Ucmo-
PUlU 8 OeHb HeOOSI3AMENbHO, U HUY€20 CIPAUHO20, eCAll NOAYUA-
emcsi pexce. Ucmopuu He ces3ambl Opyz ¢ OpYzom CIONHCEMHO U
UX MOJICHO UUMAMb 8 000M NOPsIOKe, XOM S 3A0YMAHbL OHU KAK
umeHue no 0OHOMY 8euepy 3a pas, no NOPsOKY, KaK U NOOCKA3bl-
6aem HA36aHUe.

That's really all there is to it. Find a comfortable chair, pick
an evening, and start with Day 1.

Bom, coocmeenno, u ecé. Hatioume yoobroe Kpecno, avibepu-
me geuep — u HauHume c /ns 1.



I'1aBa

DAY 1
The Wrong Train

I had exactly four minutes to catch my train, and I spent three
of them running.

Y mens 6v1.00 posro uemvoipe munymol, umobvl ycnems Ha no-
€30, u mpu u3 HUXx s oedxcana.

Edinburgh Waverley station on a Friday afternoon is not a
good place to run. There were people everywhere — tourists
with suitcases, a man selling flowers, a group of schoolkids who
wouldn't move out of the way. I ran past all of them with my bag
hitting my back and my coffee spilling out of the little hole in the
lid, and I got to platform 3 just in time to see the doors of the
14:32 to London close in front of my face.

Bokzan 20unbype- Yaeepau 6 nsmuuyy OHém — He ayuuiee
Mmecmo 045 beza. Bokpye 6vlau A100u — mypucnul ¢ UemMoOauda-
MU, RPoOasey; Y8enoes, CMaika WKOAbHUKO8, KOMOopble HUKAK He
xomeau paccmynamuvcs. A nponecaacy MUMO 6cex HUX, CYMKA
KOAOMUNA MEHSL NO CNUHE, a KOghe bINAECKUBANCS U3 MANEHbKOU
ObIPOUKU 8 KpbliKe CIMAaKaHuuKa, u s 00oexcara 0o mpemoweli
naamgopmul KaxK pas 8068pemsi, umoowl yeuoemn, KaKk 0eepu no-
e3zoa 14:32 0o Jlonoona 3aKpslauce npsamo Yy MeHs nepeod HOCOM.



"No, no, no," I said, to nobody in particular.

— Hem, nem, nem, — cxkasana s, HU K KOMY KOHKPEMHO He
0opawasico.

The next direct train to London wasn't for two hours. Two
hours meant I would miss my sister's birthday dinner completely,
and Ellie would never let me forget it. I stood there for a second,
trying to think, when a guard walked past and said, "If you're
going south, there's one leaving from platform 5 right now. It's
the slow one, but it'll get you there."

Credyrouwguii npsmoti noe3o 0o JIoHooHa omnpassincs mono-
KO uepe3 06a uaca. /[ea waca o3Hauau, Ymo s ROAHOCHbIO NPO-
nYyugy OeHb PONCOEHUs. cecmpbl, U AU MHe 9Mo20 He 3a0yoem
HUuKozoa. A nocmosina cekynoy, nbimasicy cooopasums, mo oe-
Aamv, K020a MUMO NPOUuLEN KOHOYKmop u ckazan: «Ecau eam
Ha 102, 60H ¢ NAMOU NAAMEPOPMbL Celiuac Omnpassiemcsi noeso.
Meonennwlii, HO 008e3ém».

I didn't ask any questions. I just ran.

A Hu 0 uém ne cmana cnpawusame. Ilpocmo nobexcana.

I got on with about ten seconds to spare, and the doors closed
behind me with a loud beep. I stood in the corridor, out of breath,
holding my coffee like it was the only thing keeping me alive,
and I thought: good, I made it.

A 3anpuvienyna 6 6azon 6ykeaavHo 3a decsimb CeKYyHO 00 Om-
npaenemusi, U 08epU 3aKPbLAUCL 34 MHOLL C 2DOMKUM CUZHANOM. A
cmosina 6 mamoype, 3a0bIXasicb, CHCUMAsL CB0LL Koghe mak, 0yo-
Mo OH OblA OUHCIBEHHBIM, UMO YOEPIHCUBANO MEHSL 8 HCUBBLX, U



OYMana: OMAuUHo, ycnenq.

It took me almost twenty minutes to understand my mistake.

[onsims c60r0 owUOKY MHe YOaN0Ch MOALKO MUHYM uepe3
osaouameo.

"Excuse me," I asked a woman across from me, once I'd found
a seat, "does this train go to London?"

— H3zeunume, — cnpocuna s y HeeHuUHbl HanPOMuea, Hatos.
HAKOHel, Mecmo, — 3mom noe3o uoém 0o Jlonooua?

"Eventually," she said, and laughed a little. "It stops at about
ten places first. Berwick, Newcastle, York... You didn't know?"

— B Konuye konyoe — 0a, — ckazana oHa u caezka 3acme-
snace. — Toavko cHauana o ocmamaenusaemcs: ewé pas oe-
came. Bepsuk, Hvtoxacn, Hopk... Bul pasee e 3uanu?

I'looked at the little screen above the door. Next stop: Dunbar.
Arrival in London: 22:41.

A 83ensiHyna Ha manenvkull SKpar Hao ogepwvio. Caedyrouas
ocmanosxa: lanoap. [pubvimue 6 Jlonoon: 22:41.

I had left home to arrive at six. It was now half past two.

H3 ooma s viuina, umodsl npuexamo k uecmu. Cetivac 6vi10
NOAOBUHA MPEMbezo.

I put my head back against the seat and closed my eyes. There
was nothing to do about it now — the train was already moving,
and getting off at the next stop would only make things worse.
I took out my phone and texted my sister. *Ellie, I'm so sorry,
I got on the wrong train, I might not get there until really late.*
She replied almost immediately. *You idiot. It's fine, just come



whenever. There's cake either way.*

A omxunyaace Ha CNUHKY cudeHvsi u 3axkpulna 2aasa. Coe-
AAMb € IMUM YoHce ObLN0 Heuezo — noe30 yxce Wén, a euliimu Ha
caedyroueli OCManosKe 3HaUN0 Obl MOALKO 8CE YCAOHCHUMD.
odocmana menegor u Hanucana cecmpe: «Inau, NPOCMU, s cend
He Ha mMom noe30, Mo2y npuexams oueHb No30Ho». OHa omeenu-
Aa noumu cpasy: «/Jypouxa. Bcé HopmanvHo, npuesdicatl, Koz2oa
cmodiceutv. Topm HuKyOa He OeHemcs».

I put the phone away and looked around properly for the first
time. The only free seat in the carriage was next to a man with
a rucksack and a paperback book, headphones around his neck
instead of in his ears. He looked up when I sat down.

A yopara menegpon u enepsvle Kak credyem 02450eAACh.
Eouncmeennoe ce0600Hnoe mecmo 6 8azome ObLA0 PIOOM C MYHC-
UUHOUL C PIOK3AKOM U KHUZOU 8 MS2KOLl 0010M4CKe, HAYUHUKU 6U-
ceau Y Hezo Ha wiee, a He 8 yuax. OH NOOHAN 632450, Ko2Oa 5
cena.

"Wrong train?" he asked.

— He mom noe30? — cnpocuna oH.

"Is it that obvious?"

— Hacmoanvko 3amemmuo?

"You've got the face," he said. "Everyone who gets on this
train by accident has the same face. I've seen it a lot."

— ¥V 6ac auyo, — cxazan on. — Y ecex, kmo cayuaiino ca-
Oumcst Ha 3mMom noe3o, 0OHO U Mo dice svipadicerue auua. A ezo
uacmo 8udicy.



"You take this train often?"

— Buvt uacmo na ném ezoume?

"Most weeks, actually. I like it better than the fast one."

— Tloumu kadxcoyrwo Hedenio, oobue-mo. Mre on Hpasumcs
Oonvlue, uem CKOpOCMHOII.

I looked at him like he'd just told me he enjoyed going to the
dentist. "Why would anyone like the slow train?"

A nocmompena na nezo max, 6YOno OH MOALKO MO NPUSHAL-
s, umo aodum xooums Kk cmomamonoey. — Komy eoooue mo-
JHcem HpasUMbCsi MEONEHHbBIL noe30?

He smiled and didn't answer right away. Instead, he turned
his book over so I could see the cover — a small photography
book, black and white pictures of the coast. "This is why," he
said. "Wait another twenty minutes. You'll understand."

OH yaviOHYyACs u He omeemun cpasy. Bmecmo smozo on nepe-
6€pHYN KHU2Y MAK, YMooObl 51 YEUOena 0ONONCKY — HeOONbUOT
gomoanvbom, uépHo-denvie CHUMKU nodepexcos. — Bom noue-
My, — ckazan oH. — [looosxcoume euwé munym oeaduamo. Iloii-
Méme camu.

His name was Tom. He worked in IT during the week, which
he said in a voice that suggested it wasn't very interesting to talk
about, and on weekends he took photographs of the coastline
between Edinburgh and Newcastle. He'd been doing it for three
years. He'd even made a small book out of the pictures, the one
he was holding, though he said "made" like it was nothing —
really it just meant he'd found someone online who could print



fifty copies for him.

E20 36aau Tom. B 6yonu on paboman 6 cgpepe IT — ckazan on
MO MaKkum moHom, 6Yyomo 3aparee nPedynpencoan, umo mema
HeUHmepecHas, — a No GbIXOOHbIM pomozpaghuposan noodepe-
aHcve medcoy Iounoypzom u Hotokacaom. 3anumancs smum yoice
mpu 200a. OH 0adice COenan u3 c60UX CHUMKO8 HeOONbUUYIO KHUL-
2y — my camyio, KOMopyro 0epican 8 pykax, Xoms CA08o «coe-
NAN» OH NPOUSHEC MAK, OYOmo 3mo NYCMsK: HaA CAMOM O0ene OH
npoOCmMo Hawtén 8 uHmepHeme munozpaghuro, 20e emy Haneyama-
AU NAMBOECAM IKIEMNASAPOB.

"Do people buy it?" I asked.

— U ux noxynarom? — cnpocuna 1.

"My mum bought ten copies," he said. "So, statistically, yes,
there's a market."

— Mos mama kynuna oecsimv wmyk, — ckasan on. — Tak
UMmo cmamucmuuecku — 0d, Cnpoc echib.

I'laughed, properly, for the first time since I'd missed my train.
Then the trolley came past, and he bought two coffees without
really asking if I wanted one, and I let him, because arguing about
a coffee felt like too much effort after the day I was having.

A 3acmesinace no-nacmosiyemy, énepevle ¢ mex nop, Kax
onozoana na noe3o. Ilomom noosexara menedxicka ¢ HANUMKA-
MU, U OH KYnua 08a Koghe, monkom He Cnpocus, xouy au 5, a s
He cmana chopumv — CNOPUMb U3-3a Koghe nocae maxkozo OHs
ObL10 Yoice 8blue MOUX CUN.

Twenty minutes later, I understood what he meant.



Yepes 0sadyamv MUHym s ROHANA, YMO OH UMeAN 8 GUJY.

The train came out along the coast, and suddenly there was
nothing on one side except the sea — grey and gold in the
afternoon light, with small waves breaking a long way down
below the tracks. There was an old castle on a hill, half broken,
standing there like it had nowhere better to be. Then a beach with
nobody on it, then rocks, then more sea. I put my coffee down
and just looked.

Iloe30 eviuen 8001b nodepedicvs, U 80pYyz ¢ OOHOU CHOPOHbL
He OCMAn0Ch HUUe20, KpoMe MOPsi — Cepo2o U 30101020 8 c8e-
me OHsl, C HEOONLUUUMU BONHAMU, PA3OUBABUUUMUCS OANEKO BHUL-
3y nood nymsimu. Ha xoame cmosin cmapulii noaypaspyuteHHwii
3aMoK, 6Yyomo emy 8cé pasHo OblNO HeKyoa bonbute NOOAMbCsl.
Ilomom nycmoii nasic, nomom ckaavl, NOMom cHosa mope. A
nocmasuaa Koghe u npocmo cmompend.

"See?" Tom said.

— Buoume? — ckazan Tom.

"Okay," I admitted. "This is better than a business meeting
looking out of a window at King's Cross."

— Jlaono, — npusnana s. — Imo npasoa ayuute, uem 0eno-
eas ecmpeua ¢ 6UOOM U3 okHa Ha eokzane Kunec-Kpocc.

"That's usually the reaction."

— ObbluHO Mak éce u peazupyron.

We talked for a long time after that — not about anything
important, just the kind of conversation you have with someone
you'll probably never see again, which somehow makes it easier



to say more.

Tocae a3moeo mol pazeosapusanu 00120 — HU 0 YémM OCOOEHHO
BADICHOM, NPOCMO MAK, KAK OObIYHO 2080PULLDL C YEN0BEKOM, KO-
mopoezo 6oavle, cKopee 8cezo, HUK020a He Y8UOUUb, d Mo No-
uemy-mo pazes3vléaem si3vlK CUNbHEE.

"So what do you actually do, when you're not almost missing
trains?" he asked.

— A uem 6vl 8000ULe 3aHUMaemech, K020a He onazovléaeme
Ha noe3oa? — cnpocun oH.

"I work in publishing. I read manuscripts, mostly. Other
people's books, other people's stories."

— Pabomaro 6 uzoamenvcmee. B 0CHO8HOM uumaro pykonucu.
Yyorcue KHuzu, uydwcue UCmopuu.

"Do you like it?"

— U kax, upasumcs?

"Most days. There's one book I read last year that I still think
about — a novel about a woman who moves to a different country
and can't decide if she wants to go home. I must have read it four
times before we even published it."

— Ioumu écez0a. Ecmb 00na kHuza, Komopyro s npouumana
8 NPOUAOM 200Y U OO CUX NOP O Hell OYMAar0 — POMAH NPO HCEH-
UMY, KOmopas nepeesoicaen 8 Opyeyro CMpamy U He MOJ4Cem pe-
UMb, Xouem AU OHA 8EPHYMbCSL OOMOIL. A, Kadcemcs, npouu-
maana eé pas uemolipe, eué 00 moeo, KaK Mol eé U30anl.

"That sounds like a good problem to have. Reading something
so many times you stop getting tired of it."



— 9mo, no-moemy, xopowasi npooaema. Yumamo umo-mo
CMOALKO pA3, YUMo OHO MAK U He Ycneeaem HA00echb.

"What about you? Besides the trains and the biscuits."

— A 6b1? Kpome noe3006 u neuerus.

He thought about that for a second, turning his cup around in
his hands. "There's a photo I took two winters ago," he said. "A
fisherman pulling in his boat during a storm. Terrible weather —
I nearly dropped the camera in the sea trying to get it. I showed
it once at a small exhibition in a café, and a woman I'd never met
stood in front of it and cried. Not sad crying. The other kind."

OH Ha cekyHOY 3a0YyMancs, NOKpYuueast 8 pykax CMaxKaH4ux.
— Ecmb 00un cHUMOK, KOmMOopblii 51 c0enan 08e 3umbvl Ha3ao, —
ckazan oH. — Peibak evimsizueaem 100Ky 60 epemsi wimopma.
Ilozooa 6vina yorcacHas — s uymv He YPOHUN KAMeEPY 8 MOpe,
nvimasco coeaams 3mom kaop. OOuH pasz st NOKA3an e2o Ha Ma-
NEHbKOIL 8bicmaske 8 Kaghe, U He3HAKOMASL HCEHUUHA 6CMand ne-
peo Hum u 3anaaxana. He om zops. Ilo-opyzomy.

"What did you say to her?"

— U umo 6w el ckazanu?

"Nothing, actually. I just stood there, feeling like I shouldn't
interrupt.”

— Boobwe-mo nuuezo. Ilpocmo cmosin psoom — 0bl10 uys-
CMB0, UMo Meuams He CHOUM.

"That might be the nicest thing I've heard all week."

— 9mo, noxcanyii, camoe npUsMHoe, YMo si CAbIUANA 3d 6CIO
Heoenlo.



"Careful," he said. "That was my line. From earlier."

— OcmopooicHee, — cKa3an oH. — Imo Oblaa Mosi penauka.
Ewé panvuue.

"I'm allowed to steal it. You stole my armrest an hour ago."

— Mne modwcHo eé ykpacme. Bvl 60H ykpaau y meHst noono-
KOMHUK 4ac HA3AO0.

"I did not."

— Huuezo nodobroezo.

"You absolutely did."

— Ewé kak yxpanu.

At some point the train jolted — badly, over some points near
Berwick — and my coffee went straight onto his book.

B kakoii-mo momenm noezo pe3xo mpsxHyno — Ha CMpenxax
y bepsuxa — u moii kogpe 8vinnecHyncs npamo Ha €20 KHUzy.

"Oh my god," I said. "I am so sorry."

— Tocnoou, — ckazana 1. — MHue mak dcane.

"It's fine," he said, shaking the book gently as brown drops
fell onto the floor. "This one's already got a coffee stain on page
twelve. Now it's got one on the cover too. More character."

— Huuezo cmpawmnoeo, — cxaszan oM, 0CMOpOX*CHO 6CMPsIXU-
6ast KHU2Y, ¢ KOMopoli Ha noa nadaau Kopuuregvle kanau. — Ha
08eHAOUamoll cmparuye mam yxce ecmv nssmuo om koge. Te-
nepv ewyé u Ha obnodicke. boaviue xapakmepa.

"You're being very calm about this."

— Bbl yousumenvHo CNOKOUHO K 9MOMY OMHOCUMECH.

"I once dropped an entire camera into the sea for a photo," he



said. "A coffee stain doesn't really compare."

— A 00HadHCObL YpoHUN 8 MOpe ueayto Kamepy paou 0OHO20
kaopa, — ckazan oH. — Ilamno om kogbe ¢ smum He cpasHumb.

We ate the biscuits from the trolley, the small dry ones nobody
really likes, and somehow they tasted better than they should
have. Outside, the light started to change, gold turning into a
deep orange, and then the sea went dark and the sky went pink
above it, and neither of us said anything for a while. It wasn't an
awkward silence. It was the kind where you don't need to fill the
space with words.

Mot enu neuerve u3 menedcku — ne ManNeHbKue cyxue unmyu-
KU, KOMopble HUKOMY 0CO00 He Hpassamcsl, — U NoUemy-mo OHU
OKA3aAUCh 8KYCHee, uem 00NHCHbL Oblau Obime. CHAPYIHCU MEHN-
Csl ceem.: 3010Moll Nepexooun 8 2AyOOKULL OPAHICEBDILL, NOMOM
Mope nomemHeno, a Hebo Had HUM CIAA0 PO30BLIM, U KAKOe-mo
epems Mvl 00a Morany. Imo oOvina He Henoékas muwiuna. Ta-
Kasl, 8 KOMOPOUL He HYHCHO 3aNOAHSIMb NAY3Y CAOBAMU.

"Can I ask you something?" I said, somewhere near
Newcastle.

— Mooicro eonpoc? — cnpocuna st 20e-mo y Hvlokacaa.

"Go on."

— Cnpawusaiime.

"If you take this train every week just for the view, why don't
you just... go for a walk on the coast instead? Wouldn't that be
easier?"

— Ecau 6vt e30ume Ha 3mom noe3oe Kaxcoyio Heoenro moabKo



paou euoa, nouemy Obl NPOCMO He 2Ynsimb 8001b NODePeHCbs?
Pazse smo ne 6v1.10 061 npoue?

He thought about it for a moment. "I like arriving somewhere
while I'm looking at something beautiful," he said. "On a walk,
you have to turn around and go home. On a train, you just keep
going, and something new comes."

OH Ha cekyHOy 3adymancs. — MHe Hpasumcsi npuesscamo
Kyoa-mo, 21505 Ha Ymo-mo Kpacugoe, — ckazan on. — Ha npo-
2YnKe paro uau NO30HO NPUXOOUMCSL PA3BEPHYMbCS U UOMU 00-
MOIi. A 8 noe3oe mvl NPOCMo eoeltb 0anvlue, U NOSIBAIENCS UNo-
Mo Hogoe.

I didn't have a clever answer to that, so I just nodded, and we
watched the last of the light disappear together.

Y mens ne Hawnoce ocmpoymHozo omeema, max umo s npo-
CMO KUBHYAA, U Mbl 8MeCHe CMOMpenu, Kak Ucue3arom nocaeo-
HUe AyuU ceemd.

At York, the train stopped for a full eight minutes —
something about changing drivers, the man on the tannoy
explained, in the flat voice of someone who has explained it
many times before. Tom stood up and grabbed his rucksack.

B Hopke noe30 cmos.n yeavix 60cemb MUHYN — YMO-MO C6sl-
3aHHOE CO CMEHOU MAWUHUCIA, 00BACHUA 2010C NO 2POMKOL
C6513U, MeM POBHLIM MOHOM, KAKUM 0OBSACHSIION MO Ydice 8 CO-
mutii pas. Tom ecman u cxeamun prok3ax.

"Come on," he said. "The trolley's out of everything except
crisps, and I refuse to have crisps for dinner twice in one month."



— Toiioémme, — ckazan oH. — B menedicke KoHuunoco 6ce,
Kpome 4uncos, a Y MeHsi NPUHUUN — He eClib YUNCHL HA YIHCUH
0ea pasza 6 mecsi.

"Is that a personal record you're trying not to break?"

— 9mo auuHwlil pexopo, KOmopblii bl boumecs nooUMv?

"It's a matter of principle."

— 9mo deno npunyuna.

We ran — actually ran, which felt like a joke considering how
the day had started — down the platform to a small shop that
sold sandwiches, and stood in a queue that moved far too slowly
for two people who both knew, somewhere in the back of their
minds, that trains do not wait for anyone. I bought a sandwich
I didn't even want, just because the woman behind the till was
already taking my money and there wasn't time to change my
mind. Tom grabbed two bars of chocolate and didn't wait for the
change at all.

Mui nobesxicarnu — no-nacmosiemy nooexcanu, umo 0vLio
oaoice 3a0A8HO, eCAU BCHOMHUMb, C €20 HAUALCS IMOM OeHb, —
80016 NAAMPOPMbL K MANEHbKOMY MALAZUHUUKY C COHOBUMAMU U
eécmanu 8 ouepedb, KOMopas 08U2ANACH CAUUUKOM MEONEHHO ONsl
08Yx uenoegex, 20e-mo 6 2ayoure Oyl NOHUMABUIUX, MO NOe3-
0a HUK020 He Jxcoym. A Kynuaa caHO8U™, KOMOpwlli MHe 0adice He
XOMenocs, NPOCMO NOMOMY UMO HCEHUUHA 30 KACCOU Ydice 35-
N4 Y MeHsL OeHbeU, U NepedyMbléams Obln0 no30Ho. Tom cxeamun
06¢e WOKONAOKU U 8000Ue He CIMA HCOAMb COAY.

We got back to the platform just as the doors started beeping,



and jumped on with the same kind of hurry I'd started the whole
day with — except this time we were laughing about it instead
of panicking.

Mot gepryaucey Ha naamgbopmy Kak pasz @ mom MomeHm, Ko-
20a 08€pU HAMANU NULAMD, U 3ANPbIZHYAU BHYMPb ¢ MO Jice ca-
MOU CREewKoU, ¢ KaKol Hauaacs Onsl MEHs 6eCb 3MOon 0eHb, —
MONbKO Menepb Mbl HAO UM CMESLAUCH, d He NAHUKOBA.

"You know," I said, out of breath, unwrapping my sandwich,
"for someone who takes the slow train because it's relaxing, you
cut that pretty close."

— BHaeme, — ckazana s, OMObIUABUUCH, PA3BOPAUUBASL
CIHOBUU, — 0151 UeN0B8EKA, KOMOPbIL 30U HA MEONEHHOM NOe3-
Oe, NOMoMY UMo 3MO paccradnsiem, bl 6CE-MaKu Ymyopsienmecs
ycneeamuv 8 NOCAOHULL MOMEHM.

"I never said the slow train was relaxing," he said. "I said I
liked it. Those aren't the same thing."

— A HuKo20a He 20680pun, YUMo MeONEHHbII N0e30 paccaaonsi-
em, — ckazan oH. — A ckazan, umo ox MHe Hpagumcsi. Imo He
OOHO U Mo ice.

By the time we sat back down, it was fully dark outside, and
the carriage had emptied out a lot. We talked about music for
a while — we liked almost none of the same bands, which led
to an argument that lasted almost all the way to Peterborough,
him defending a singer I really couldn't stand, me defending an
album he called "elevator music, but sadder." At one point he
put one of his songs on and made me listen through one shared



earphone, our heads close together over the small screen, and I
hated to admit that it wasn't actually that bad.

K momy momenmy, Kak mvl CHO8a ceau, CHapYHCU cmano co-
6cemM MEMHO, U 8a20H CUNbHO onycmen. Kakoe-mo epems mbl 20-
80pUNU O MY3bIKE — HAM HPABUNUCH NOUMU COBCEM PA3HbIE 2PYN-
nbl, U MO NEPEPOCAO 8 CNOP, KOMOPbIIL NPOOOANCANCS NOUMU OO
camozo [lumepbopo: on 3auuuan negya, KOmMopozo s HaxX0o0UAa
COBEPULEHHO HEBLIHOCUMBIM, 51 3AUUUANA AALOOM, KOMOPbILE OH
HA36A.1 «MY3bIKOU 0151 AUPmMaA, moavko epycmuee». B kakoti-mo
MOMEHM OH 6KAOUUN OOHY U3 CBOUX NECEH U 3ACMABUN MEHSL NO-
cayuwams uepesz 00U OOUWULL HAYUWHUK, HAWUL 20108b1 NOUMU CO-
NPUKACAAUCH HAO MANEHLKUM IKPAHOM, U MHE HENPUSMHO ObLA0
NPUBHABAMb, YMO NECHS. OKA3ANACH He MAKOU YHC NAOXOIL.

"Fine," I said. "It's not terrible."

— Jlaono, — ckazana 5. — Imo He yxincacHo.

"That's the nicest thing anyone's said to me all week."

— Camoe npusimuoe, 4mo MHe CKa3aau 3a 6cto Heoeo.

Somewhere after that, I fell asleep for maybe twenty minutes,
my head against the window, and I woke up when the train slowed
down and the lights of London started to appear outside — more
and more of them, closer together, until the dark fields turned
into streets and then into the bright mess of the city at night.

I'0e-mo nocae amoeo s 3a0pemana Mmunym Ha 08aoUamMv, NPu-
CAOHUBUUIUCH 20108011 K OKHY, U NPOCHYAACH, KO20d NOe30 HaA4an
3a.MeNsAMbCsl, a 3a OKHOM CIMAAU NOsA8ASIMbCsL 02HU JIonOoHa —
6cé bonvlte u Oonvule, 6C¢ baUdiCe Opyz K Opyey, NOKA MEMHbLe



nOAsL He NPespamuAUCy 8 YAULbl, d NOMOM 8 SPKYI0 CYemy HoU-
HO20 20pooal.

"We're nearly there," Tom said.

— loumu npuexanu, — ckaszan Tom.

I felt strange about it — a small, stupid kind of sadness that
the journey was ending, even though I was already an hour and
a half late for cake I hadn't eaten yet.

A nouyecmeosana umo-mo cmpaHHoe — MANEeHbKYIO, Hene-
nYIo 2pYchv Om No2o, YUMo Noe30Ka 3aKAHUUBAEeMCsl, XOms 51 U
Max yorce onazovléana Ha NOAMoOpa uaca Kk mopmy, Komopbolil
eue oasice He covend.

King's Cross was loud and bright after the quiet of the last
few hours. We got off together, without really planning to, and
walked along the platform side by side, not talking much now,
both of us aware that in a minute we'd walk in different directions
and that would probably be that.

Kunzc-Kpocc nocae HecKonbKux muxux uacoe 0Kasancst 2pom-
Kum u sipkum. Mol 8bluinu emecme, moakom He c208apUBasiCo, U
nowAU 80016 NAAMEPOPMBL PIOOM, NOUMU He pa3208apuedsi, 00a
NOHUMAS, MO uepe3 MUHYMY pa3oioéMcst 8 pasHvle CIopOHbl
— U, cKopee 8cezo, Ha AMOM 8CE U 3AKOHUUMCSL.

At the barriers, he stopped.

Y mypnuxemos on ocmanoeuncs.

"This is a strange thing to say to someone I met four hours
ago," he said, "but I had a good evening. Better than most
evenings, actually."



— CmpaHHo 2080pums Mo UeN08€KY, KOMOPO20 51 3HAK Ue-
mblpe uaca, — CKa3an OH, — HO Y MeHs Obln XOpouuii eeuep.
Jlyuue, uem obviuro Ovieaemn.

"Me too," I said, and I meant it, which surprised me a little.

— ¥V mens moowce, — ckazana s, u 3mo Ovlra npagoa, umo
MEHST HEMHO20 YOUBUNO.

He didn't ask for my number. Instead, he tore a corner off the
train ticket in his pocket, wrote something on it with a pen from
his bag, and held it out.

On ne cman cnpawueams Homep. Bmecmo smozo omopean
Y2010K Ounema, KOMopbulil NeXCan Y Hezo 8 Kapmare, Ymo-mo Ha-
NUCAN HA HEM PYUKOU U3 PIOK3AKA U NPOMSHYA MHe.

"In case you're ever on the wrong train again," he said. "Or
the right one. Either works."

— Ha cayuaii, ecau vt chosa csioeme ne na mom noeszo, —
ckazan on. — Hau na mom. Todxce coiioém.

I took it, said something that probably wasn't very clever, and
we went our separate ways — him towards the Underground, me
towards the taxi rank, already thirty minutes further from my
sister's cake than when the train had arrived.

A 83sa.0a OymadicKy, ckazana umo-mo He 0COOEHHO YMHOeE 8
omeent, U Mbl pa30UAUCH 8 Pa3Hble CIMOPOHBL: OH — K MEMpOo, 5
— K CIOsIHKe MaKcu, o0no30ae K mopmy cecmpbl euié Ha noauaca
oonvute, uem Kk MOMeHmy npubbimus noe3od.

In the taxi, I looked at the piece of paper. Just a name and a
number, in slightly messy handwriting, with a small drawing of



a train next to it that made me laugh out loud on my own in the
back seat.

B maxcu a nocmompena ma aucmok. Ilpocmo umsa u Ho-
Mep, HaNUCAHHble CNe2KA HEPOBHLIM NOUEPKOM, A PAOOM — Md-
NEHbKUL PUCYHOK Noe30d, U3-3a KOMopozo st 60pye paccMesiNach
BCAYX cama ¢ coOOI HA 3a0HeM CUOEHbe.

I typed a message, deleted it, typed a shorter one, read it three
times, and then, before I could think about it any more than I
already had, I pressed send.

A nanewamana coobujerue, yoaauna ezo, Hanewamanda NOKo-
poue, nepeuumana mpu pasda u, npexcoe uem ycneaa eué pas oo
9MOM ROOYMAMb, HANHCANA <OMNPAGUNIbY.

Thanks for the biscuits. And the terrible music.

«Cnacubo 3a neuenve. H 3a yscacHyio my3oiky».

The taxi turned onto the bridge, and London opened up
around me, all lights and noise, and somewhere behind me
a man I'd known for four hours was probably getting on the
Underground, and I had absolutely no idea what would happen
next — only that, for the first time in a long time, I didn't mind
not knowing.

Taxcu ceepryno Ha mocm, u 80Kpye MeHsl pazeepuyncst JIon-
OOH — 8eCb 8 O2HAX U Wyme, — a 20e-mo NO3A0U MYMICUUHA, KO-
Mopoeo 5 3HANA Yembvlpe 4uacd, Ha8epHoe, CNYCKAACS 8 Mempo,
U 51 NOHAMUSL He umend, umo oyoem oanvule — 3HANA MOABKO,
Umo énepavle 3a 00120€ 8PeMsL MEHSL MO COBEPULEHHO He NY2ao.
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