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How to Use This Book / Kak moJjb30BarTbCs 3TONM KHUTOM

This book contains thirty stories — one for every evening of a month. It is written for people
who can already read English with some confidence and want something more than a textbook can
give them: real stories, real characters, and English as native speakers actually use it — with irony,
understatement, jokes, and a lot of meaning hidden between the lines.

B smoii knuze mpuoyame ucmopuii — no 00HoI Ha Kaxcowvlii eeuep mecsya. OHa ons mex, Kmo
yorce uumaem no-aHeAUCKU OOCMAamouHO YEEPEHHO U Xouenm DONbULE20, YeM MOdHCem 0anmb YUeOHUK:
HACMOAWUX UCTOPUIL, HCUBBIX 2€POE8 U AHZAULICKO20, HA KOMOPOM HOCUMENU 2060PSIM HA CAMOM
oene, — ¢ UpoHuell, HeOOCKA3aHHOCIbIO, UYMKAMU U MHONCECBOM CMbICA08, CNPAMAHHBIX MENCOY
CMPOK.

At this level, grammar is no longer the problem. You know the tenses; you know the
conditionals. What is harder — and far more interesting — is the gap between what people say and
what they mean. When a British colleague calls your idea "very brave", is that a compliment? (It
isn't.) When someone says "I'll bear it in mind", will they? (They won't.) Many of the stories in this
book play with exactly this gap.

Ha smom ypoene epammamuxa yoice He 2naeénas mpyoHocmo. Bpemena 6ol 3naeme, ycaosibvie
npeonodxcenust moaice. Tpyonee — u 20pazoo unmepecHee — NPoNAcHb MeHCOY mem, Ymo M00U 2080-
DAm, U mem, umo oHu umerom 6 euody. Ecau 6pumanckuii konneza nazvieaem auty UOEH0 «O4eHb CMe-
A0i» — smo komnaumenm? (Hem.) Ecau eam 206opsm «s yumy», yumym au? (Hem.) Mnoaue ucmo-
puy 3MOU KHU2U U2paron UMEHHO ¢ 3Moti NPONAcmbio.

The stories are also told in different ways. Most are ordinary narratives, but one is a diary, one
is a year of text messages, one is a series of angry letters to a local newspaper, and in one story the
same day happens twice. Some endings are happy, some are bittersweet, and a few are left open —
for you to decide.

/la u pacckazanvl ucmopuu no-pasnomy. boavuuncmeo — obbluHoe N08eCMB0BaHUE, HO eCTb
OHEBHUK, eCtb 200 NEPENUCKU 8 COOOUEHUSX, eCIlb CEPUS BOZMYUEHHBIX NUCEM 8 MECHHYIO 2a3emy,
a 8 OOHOU UCMOopUU OOUH U MOM Jice OeHb Cayuaemcst 08axcovl. OOHU puHabl cuacmaugsle, opyaue
— C 20PUUHKOT, 4 HEKOMOPble OCMAIONCS OMKPLUNBLIMU — DEULAIND BAM.

As in every book in this series, each paragraph appears twice: first in English, then in Russian.
The Russian is not a word-for-word translation but a literary one — it tells the same story in natural
Russian. Try to read the English first and only glance at the Russian when you really need it. At this
level, you will often find you don't need it at all.

Kaxk u 6 kasicooii kHuze cepuu, Kaxcowlii ad3ay, 36yuum 08axicobl: CHAANA NO-AH2AUCKU, NOMOM
no-pyccku. Pycckuti mexcm — ne 0ocno6Hblil, a aumepamyphblii nepesoo: OH paccKaszvléaent my dice
UCMOPUIO €CIECMBEHHBIM PYCCKUM A3bIKom. Cmapaiimect CHA4AAa YUmams AH2AUNLCKUIL U 3a2A510b1-
8amv 8 PYCCKUll, MoAbKo K020a 3mo Oelicmeumenvo HysicHo. Ha smom yposre vl uacmo obuapy-
JHcume, 4mo oH 6am 8000ULe He HYHCEH.

After each story you will find Words & Phrases — a dozen expressions worth remembering.
Most of them are not single words but idioms, collocations and phrasal verbs: the small, slippery
pieces of English that dictionaries explain badly and native speakers use without thinking.

Tocae kasxcooti ucmopuu — pazoen «Ca08a u 8blpadceHust» : 08eHAOUAMb BbIPANHCEHUL, KOMO-
pule cmoum 3anomMHums. boavluuncmeo u3 Hux — He omoenvHvle c106d, a UOUOMbL, YCMOWUUBLLE
couemanus u opaszoswvie 21az0nvl: me MAaNeHbKUE CKONb3KUE KYCOUKU AH2AULICK020, KOMOpble CA08apU
00BACHSIOM NAOXO0, A HOCUMENU UCNOAL3YIOM He 3d0YMbl8ASICh.

One story takes about fifteen minutes. And, as before, keep an eye on the first story and the
last. Some of you may even recognise the narrator.
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O0na ucmopust — npuUMepHO RAMHAOUAMb MUHYM umenus. M, kax u npedxcoe, npucmompumecs
K nepeoii u nocaedueii ucmopuu. Kmo-mo u3 eac, 603mooicHo, oasxce yznaem pacckazvuyy.
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DAY 1

Not Bad, Actually

On my first morning at Hartley & Webb Architects, the receptionist looked up from her screen,
smiled and said, "You alright?"

B nepeoe ympo 6 apxumexmyprom 610po «Xapmau u Y200» aOMUHUCMPAmop omopeandace om
9KPAaHa, YAbIOHYAACH U CKA3ANA:

— You alright?

I had been in Britain for three years by then. I had cleaned offices, I had survived ten weeks of
evening classes, I had passed an English exam with a score I was secretly very proud of. So I answered
her properly. I told her that yes, I was fine, although I had slept badly because I was nervous, and the
bus had been late, and I thought I might be getting a cold.

K momy epemenu st nposcuna 6 bpumanuu mpu 2o0a. A youpana ogucsl, nepexcuna oecsimo
Heoenb 8eUepHUX KYPCO8, COaNa IK3AMEH NO AHZAUICKOMY HA 0NN, KOMOPLIM GMAliHe 04eHb 20PO0U-
aace. [losmomy s omeemuna eii Kak nonodicero. Ckasana, umo oa, Yy MeHs 8C€ 8 Nopsioke, XOms Chana
5 NA0XO0, NOMOMY UMO B0NHOBANACH, ABMOOYC ONO30AN, U, KAXHCEMCSl, 5L HEMHO20 NPOCMYMHCAIOCY.

She listened to all of it with an expression of polite alarm. Then she said, "Oh dear. Well, Priya
will be down 1n a minute," and went back to her screen.

Ona evicaywana 6cé amo ¢ vipadicenuem eexcausoii mpegoau. Ilomom ckazana: «Ox, couys-
cmeyro. Hy, Tlpus celiuac cnycmumes», — U 66pHYNACH K IKPAHY.

That was my first lesson. "You alright?" is not a question. It is a way of saying hello. The
correct answer is "Yeah, you?", and the correct answer to that is "Yeah." Nobody wants to know
about your cold.

9mo 6vin Mot nepewvlii ypok. «You alright?» — ne eonpoc. Imo cnocod nozdoposamucs. Ilpa-
sunvHblil omeem: «Yeah, you?», a npasuavrolii omeem na smo: «Yeah». Ilpo eauy npocmyoy Hukmo
3HAMb He XOUuen.

Priya turned out to be the office manager — a small, fast-talking woman of about forty with
silver rings on every finger and a laugh you could hear from the car park. She showed me my desk,
the kitchen, the printer that only worked if you spoke kindly to it, and the fire exit. Then she looked
at me thoughtfully.

Ilpusi oxazanace oguc-meHeorncepom — MANEHBKOL, ObICMPO 2080PAUELE HCEHUUHOU nem
COPOKA € CEPeOPAHBIMU KONLUAMU HA KAACOOM NANBUE U CMEXOM, KOMOPbII ObIA0 CALIUHO C NAPKOBKU.
OHa nokazana mMHe MOU CMoA, KYXHIO, NPUHMEP, KOMOpblll paboman, moavko ecau ¢ HUM AAcKO8O
Da3208apueamy, U NONCAPHblL 861x00. Ilomom 3a0ymuueo Ha MeHs: nocmompenda.

"Your English is very good," she said.

— ¥V mebsi ouenv xopowuii aHzAUiCKuUll, — cKa3ana ouda.

"Thank you."

— Cnacubo.

"No, I mean it. Which is why you're going to have a terrible week."

— Hem, 5 cepvé3no. Hmenno nosmomy nedens y meds 6yOem yiHcacHasi.

I didn't understand what she meant. By Wednesday, 1 did.

A ne nonsina, umo ona umena 6 éudy. K cpede nousina.

k %k ok

The job itself was not difficult. I was a project coordinator: I kept track of deadlines, booked
meetings, chased suppliers, and made sure that the people who drew beautiful buildings also
remembered to send invoices for them. In Russia I had done something similar for an engineering
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company for eight years. I knew how projects worked. What I didn't know was how the English
worked.

Cama paboma Ovina HecA0HCHOU. A Oblaa KOOPOUHAMOPOM NPOEKMOB: CNeOUNd 34 CPOKAMU,
HA3HA4ana ecmpeui, HanOMUHAAA NOCMABUUKAM O 3aKA3aX U 3a00MUAACH O MOM, 4moobl 100U,
pucyouue Kpacugole 30aHUsl, He 3a0bléanl 8blCMaAAsimb 3a HUX cuema. B Poccuu s 6ocemv nem
3AHUMANACH YeM-TO NOXOHCUM 8 UHICeHepHOol komnanuu. Kak ycmpoenvl npoexmeol, s 3nana. A ne
3HANA, KAK YCMPOEHbl AH2AUMAHE.

On Tuesday there was a meeting with a client — a property developer called Mr Hollis, who
wanted to turn an old chocolate factory into flats. He had an idea. His idea was to paint the entire
building purple, "to remind people of chocolate wrappers".

Bo emopnuk 6vina ecmpeua ¢ KAUEHMOM — 3aCmMpOMUUKOM Mucmepom XOonaucom, Komopulii
Xomen npeepamums Cmapyro WoKoNaoHyro hadpuxy 8 Hcuaoii 0om. Y Hezo ovlnra udesi. Hoes 3axnio-
uanace 8 mom, umooOvl NOKPacume 6cé 30aHue 8 Puonemosbvlii ygem, «umoodvl A00U BCHOMUHANU
UWLOKONAOHbIEe ODEPMKU».

Malcolm Webb, the senior partner, listened with his fingertips pressed together. He was in his
sixties, tall and grey, with the kind of calm face that made you want to confess things. When Mr
Hollis had finished, Malcolm nodded slowly.

Mankonvm Y200, cmapwiuii napmuép, cayuan, croxicué KoHuuxu naaviyes. Emy 6vino 3a
utecmovoecsinm — 8bICOKULL, ceOoll, ¢ mem CNOKOUHbIM AUUOM, Nepe0 KOMOPbIM XOUEMC sl 80 6CEM NPU-
suamucs. Kozoa mucmep Xonauc 3axonuun, Mankonvm meoneHHO KUBHYA.

"That's a very interesting idea," he said. "Very brave. We'll certainly bear it in mind."

— Ouenb unmepecHas uoesi, — ckazan oH. — Ouenv cmenas. Mol HenpemeHHo 3mo yumém.

I wrote it down carefully in my notebook: ACTION — Malcolm to consider purple paint. After
the meeting, I put it in the project plan and sent the plan to everyone.

A cmapamenvho 3anucana ¢ onoknom: «3A/JAYA — Manxonvm paccmampusaem guonremo-
syto kpacky». Ilocae 6cmpeuu s 6Hecaa smo 6 NAaH NPOEKMa U pa3oCAand NAAH 8CEM.

Ten minutes later, Priya appeared next to my desk. She was trying very hard not to laugh.

Yepes decsimo munym y moe2o cmona 6o3uuxaa Ipus. Ona uzo écex cun cmapanacs He cme-
Amoucs.

"Nadia, love. Item six."

— Haos, munas. Iynkm wecmoll.

"The purple paint?"

— Quonemosas kpacka?

"There is no purple paint. There will never be any purple paint. 'Very interesting' means he
thinks it's mad. 'Very brave' means it's the worst idea he's heard this year. And "We'll bear it in mind'
means it's already dead and buried."

— Huxkaxkoii gpuonemosoii kpacku nem. H nuxozoa ne 6yoem. «Ouenb UHMeEPecHo» 3HAUUN. OH
cuumaem 3mo oesymuem. «OueHvb cmeno» — xyoutas uoesi, KOmopyro OH CAbIUANA 8 IMOM 200Y. A
«Mbl YUMEM» — Umo uoesi yorce YMepaa U NOXOPOHeHd.

"But he said—"

— Ho on ckazaa...

"I know what he said." She took a paper napkin from her pocket, smoothed it out on my desk
and drew a line down the middle. On the left she wrote What they say. On the right, What they mean.
"Right," she said. "Lesson one."

— A 3uaro, umo ow ckaszan. — OHa 0ocmana u3 KapMaHa OYmMaxcHyio canghemxy, pazenaound
eé Ha Moém cmone u npogena nocepeoure uepmy. Caesa nanucana: «4mo 2oeopsim». Cnpasa — «4mo
umerom 6 eudy». — Tak, — ckazana ona. — Ypok nepeviii.

k %k ok

The napkin filled up quickly.
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Cangpemia 3anoauuraco dvicmpo.

With the greatest respect — You are wrong, and possibly an idiot.

«[Ipu 6cém yeasicenuu» — Bvl Henpaswl u, 803MOHNCHO, UOUOM.

I'm sure it's my fault, but... — It is your fault.

«Haeepusixa smo s eunoeama, Ho...» — Bunosamul 6vl.

Quite good — Not good. (Unless an American says it. Then it's good. Don't ask.)

«Bnoane nennoxo» — Ilnoxo. (Ecau moavko amo He 206opum amepuxarey. Tozoa xopowio. He
cnpawmusail. )

I hear what you're saying — I disagree and I'm not going to discuss it.

«A caviuy, umo 6wt 2060pume» — A He coznacen u 0OCYHCOans MO He HAMEPEH.

Could we possibly...? — We are going to do this.

«A He mozau Ovl Mol... ?» — Mol 5mo coenaem.

Not bad — Good.

«Hennoxo» — Xopouto.

I stared at the last line. "So when they say something is bad, it's good?"

A ycmasunaco Ha NOCAEOHIO CMPOUKY.

— To ecmw ecau 20860psim, umo nA0Xo, 3HAUUM, XOPOULO?

"No. When they say something is not bad, it's good. When they say it's bad, it's bad. When
they say it's interesting, it's terrible."

— Hem. Ecau 2060psim «Hennoxo», 3nauum, xopouto. Ecau 206opsam «naoxo» — naoxo. Ecau
2080 <UHMEPECHO» — YHCACHO.

"This is a very stupid language," I said.

— Ouenb 2aynvlil A3bIK, — CKA3ANA 5.

"It's not the language," said Priya. "It's the people. My parents came from Gujarat. Took my
mum twenty years to work out that when the neighbour said "You must come round for dinner
sometime', it meant 'Please never come round for dinner."

— [leno He 6 s3vike, — ckazana llpus. — /leno 6 aodsix. Mou pooumenu npuexaau uz I'yo-
arcapama. Y mamol yuino 08a0uams aem, umoovl NOHSMb: K020d cocedka 2080pum «Bul nenpemerno
O0NIICHBL KAK-HUOYOb 3alimMU K HAM HA YoicuH», 3mo 3uauum «Ilodxcanyiicma, Hukoeoa He npuxooume
K HAM HA YIHCUH».

k %k ok

On Wednesday Malcolm stopped by my desk and looked at my spreadsheet for a long moment.

B cpedy Manxonavm ocmanosuncs y moezo cmona u 00420 CMOMpen 8 Mo mabdauyy.

"I'm sure it's my fault," he said gently, "but I don't quite follow this."

— Haeeprsixa smo Mmost 8UHa, — M52KO CKA3AA OH, — HO 51 He CO8CEM YAAB8AUBAI0, YMO 30€Ch
K uemy.

I had the napkin in my drawer. I didn't need it. My face went hot. "I'll redo it," I said.

Cangpemra nexcana y mens 6 aujuke. OHa mHe He NOHAOOOUNACH. JTUUO BCNBIXHYAO.

— A nepedenaro, — ckazana 1.

"Oh, there's no rush," said Malcolm, which — I checked later — meant by tomorrow morning.

— O, Hukakoli cnewkuy, — ckasan Mankoavm, umo — s NOMOM NPOBEPUNA — OZHAUANO <K
3a8mpauiHemy ympy».

I stayed late that evening and rebuilt the whole thing. I colour-coded it. I added a summary
page. On the bus home I thought about my first evening class, three years ago, when I couldn't even
spell my own name without shaking. Then the problem had been the words. Now I knew the words.
The problem was everything in between them.

B mom eeuep s 3adepycanace u nepedenana écé yeauxom. Packpacuna no yeemam. /lobasunra
C8OOHYIO cmpaHuuy. B aemobyce no 0opoze 0omoii st Oymana o c60EM NePBOM 8eHepHeM 3aHsIMuU
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mpu 200a HA3a0, K020a s He MO21a NPOOUKNOB8AMb NO OYKEAM coOCmeeHHoe ums, He opodca. Tozoa
npoonemoii oviau crosa. Tenepo crosa s 3uana. Ipodaemori 6b1N0 6CE, WMo MeHcOy HUMU.

k %k ok

By Thursday I was becoming almost paranoid. When the tea round came to me — Priya had
explained that in an English office, whoever wants a cup of tea must offer to make one for everybody,
or face silent but eternal judgement — I took orders like a waitress, with a notebook.

K uemeepey y mens nHauanacoe noumu naparotis. Kozoa ouepedo 3asapusamse uaii doutna 0o
mens — [pusi 06vsicCHUNG, MO 8 AHZAULICKOM OgbUCe MOMm, KMo Xouem uaro, 00s13aH NPedNOHCUNb
coenamu e20 8CeM, UHAUe €20 HCOEN MOMUANBOE, HO BEUHOE OCYHCOeHUE, — Si NPUHUMANA 3aKA3bl,
Kaxk ogpuyuanmea, ¢ OA0KHOMOM.

"Milk, no sugar," said Dave from structural engineering.

— C monokom, b6e3 caxapa, — ckaszan /letié u3z KOHCMPYKMOPCKo20 omaoenq.

"Do you mean that," I asked, "or do you mean the opposite?"

— 9mo @bl 6cepbe3, — CPOCUNA 51, — UAU UMeeNCsL 8 8UOY HAODOPOm ?

Dave looked at me for a very long time. Then, slowly, as if speaking to a dangerous animal,
he said: "Milk. No sugar."

letig ouerb 0oneo nHa mers cmompen. [lomom meonerHo, 6yomo oopauiasico Kk ORACHOMY 36€pio,
cKkazan:

— C monokom. bes caxapa.

Priya laughed so loudly that Malcolm came out of his office to see what had happened.

Ipus 3axoxomana mak zpomko, umo Mankonvm evlien U3z KAOUHEMA NOCMOMPemsb, YUMo CAy-
UUNOCD.

k %k ok

On Friday afternoon I sent Malcolm my first proper report — a full review of the chocolate
factory project, with timelines, risks and costs. I had worked on it all week. I had checked every
number twice and every sentence three times. I had even included, in a small footnote on page nine,
a polite suggestion that a dark brown door might "reference the building's history without the risks
associated with a fully purple facade". I was rather proud of that sentence.

B nsmruyy oném st omnpasuna Mankonomy ceoii nepewiii Hacmosiuuti omuém — noaHwlli 0030p
npoeKma WoKoNaoHol paopuxu co cpokamu, puckamu u 3ampamamu. A pabomana Had HUM BCIO
Hedento. Kaoscoyro yugpy nposepuna 06axcovl, Kaxcooe npeonrodceHue — mpudxcovl. /ladxce ecma-
8UNA HA 0€B5IMOLE CIMPAHULE MANEHLKYI) CHOCKY C 8EHCAUBLIM NPEONOHCEHUEM: MEMHO-KOPUUHEBAS]
08epb M021a Obl «OMCHIAAMb K UCIOPUU 30aHUSL 0€3 PUCKO8, C8SI3AHHBIX C NOAHOCIbIO (PUONEMOBLIM
gdacadom». Imoii hpazoli s, NpusHamMbCs, 20pOUNACH.

At four o'clock he came out of his office holding the printed report. He stopped by my desk.
The whole office went slightly quiet, the way offices do.

B uembipe on eviuien uz KabuHema ¢ pacneuamaHHblm omueémom 6 pykax. Ocmanosuncs y
Mmoezo cmona. Beco ogpuc crezka npumux, kax 3mo Ovléaem 6 ogpucax.

"Nadia," he said. He turned a few pages. He paused at page nine, and something happened at
the corner of his mouth. Then he closed the report and looked at me over his glasses.

— Haos, — cxazan on. Ilepeaucmuyn HeckoAbKko cmpanuy. 3adepicancs Ha 0essimot, u 8
Yeonke e20 pma wmo-mo OpozHyno. [lomom 3akpoln omuém u nOCMompen Ha MeHsl NOBEPX OUKO8.

"Not bad," he said. "Not bad at all, actually."

— Henaoxo, — ckazan on. — Coscem Hennoxo, 6000uje-mo.

And he walked back to his office.

H ywén obpamno k cebe.

I sat very still. Not bad. After a week of work. Not bad at all — which surely meant quite good,
which, according to the napkin, meant not good. 1 felt my eyes getting hot. I stood up, walked calmly
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to the ladies' toilet, locked myself in and stood there breathing, the way I used to stand outside the
classroom door three years ago.

A cudena ne wegensico. «Hennoxo». Ilocnae nedeau pabomwt. «Coscem HeNnaoxo» — umo,
BUOUMO, BHAUUNO «BNOAHE HENAOXO», 4 MO, CO2AACHO cangemke, 3HAUUN0 «naoxo». I naza 3auu-
nano. A ecmana, CROKOUHO 00UWAAG 00 IHCEHCKO20 myanemad, 3anepaacs U Cmosiad, npocmo obluld, —
Mak e, KAk mpu 2004 HA3a0 cmMosna nepeo 08epuvio Kaaccd.

There was a knock. "Nadia? It's me."

Pazoancs cmyk.

— Haos? 9mo s.

I opened the door. Priya was standing there with two mugs of tea and an expression I had not
seen on her face before. It was something close to awe.

A omxpoina. Ha nopoze cmosina Ipusi ¢ 08ymMsi KpYHCKAMU 4asl U C 8bIPAHCEHUEM, KOMOPO2O 5
Y Heé paHvlte He sudend. Imo Oblno Umo-mo OAU3Koe K 01a20208€HUIO.

"Did he say 'actually'?" she asked.

— On ckaszan «6oobue-mo» ? — Cnpocuaa oHa.

"Yes. 'Not bad at all, actually."

— Ma. «Coscem Hennoxo, 6000use-mo».

She put down the mugs on the edge of the sink, very carefully, as if her hands had stopped
working.

OHa oueHnb 0CMOPONHCHO NOCMABUNA KPYHCKU HA KPAli pAKOBUHbL — OYOmMo pyKU nepecmani
€é CAYuamoCs.

"Nadia. I have worked for that man for six years. He has said 'not bad' to me perhaps four
times. He has never — not once — said 'actually'. Dave has been here eleven years. Dave would kill
for an 'actually"."

— Haos. A pabomaro ¢ smum uenoeexom wecmo nem. «Hennoxo» o ckazan mHe, modicem,
paza uemvipe. M Hu pazy — HU eOUH020 paza — He cKa3an «60o0uie-mo». /lelig 30ec 0OUHHAOUAMb
snem. [letig Ovl youn 3a «8000ue-mo».

"So it's... good?"

— 3nauum, amo... xopouwo?

"From Malcolm, that's practically a standing ovation."

— s Maaxonabma 3mo npakmu4ecku 08auusi Cmosi.

I started to laugh, and then I couldn't stop, and then Priya was laughing too, and the two of
us stood in the ladies' toilet of Hartley & Webb Architects holding our tea and laughing until the
receptionist knocked to ask if we were alright — and this time I knew exactly what to say.

A Hauana cmesmocs U He MO2AA OCMAHOBUMbBCSL, d NOMOM 3acmesiaacy u Ilpus, u mel cmosiau
8080éM 8 Jicenckom myaneme 0iopo «Xapmau u Y200» ¢ uaem 6 pykax u XOXomanu, NOKa AOMUHU-
CMpamop He nOCMy4ana CRPOCUMb, 8CE AU Y HAC 8 NOPsIOKe, — U HA MO pa3 st MOYHO 3HANA, YO
Omeemume.

"Yeah," I said. "You?"

— Yeah, — cxazana 5. — You?

k %k ok

That evening, at home, I took the napkin out of my bag and smoothed it on the kitchen table.
Misha read it over my shoulder and laughed for a long time. Then I took a pen and added a new
line at the bottom.

Beuepom ooma s docmana cangpemy u3 cymku u pasenaouna eé Ha KyxonHom cmone. Muwa
npouuman eé y mems uepes naeuo u 00120 cmesacs. [lomom s 635.1a pyuky u OONUCana 6HU3Y HOBYHO
CMPOUKY.

Not bad, actually — Excellent. (Very rare. Keep this napkin.)

«Hennoxo, 60oo6ue-mo» — Omauunro. (boavwas peokocms. Coxpanu smy cangpemxy.)
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I still have it. It's on the fridge, under a magnet shaped like a London bus. Three years ago
I thought that learning a language meant learning its words. Now I know that's only half of it. The
other half lives in the spaces between the words — and that, it turns out, is where most of the English
actually are.

Ona 00 cux nop y meHs. Bucum Ha xon00unvHuKe no0 MAazHUMOM 8 8Ude LOHOOHCK020 A8Mo-
oyca. Tpu 200a Hazao s dymana, umo Gblyuumsv S3blK — 3HAUUM BbIYUUMb €20 cn08d. Tenepv s
3HAI0, MO 3MO MOALKO NOA0BUHA. Bmopas nonosuna iHcueém 6 npoMelcymrax mexcoy croeamu —
U UMEHHO MAM, KAK 8bISICHUNOCh, NO-HACMOSIWeMY Hcusém anzautickuti. U camu aneauuare mooice.

Words & Phrases / CiioBa u BhIpakeHust

You alright? — (6pur., pasr.) Ilpuser! Kak oHo? (mpuBeTcTBHE, 2 HE BOIIPOC)

to keep track of — cnenutsb 3a, oTciexuBarh

to chase (suppliers) — moaroHsTh, HAMOMUHATH (ITOCTABIIUKAM )

to bear something in mind — nmeTsb B By, y9uTHIBaTh (B BEXKJIMBOM PEUH YaCTO = «3a0y/IeM
00 3TOM»)

brave (idea) — cmenas (uaes); B OpUTaHCKOW BEXJIMBOCTH YaCTO = Oe3paccynHast

dead and buried — oxkoHYaTeIbHO MOXOPOHEHO, PELIEHHBIN BOIPOC

with the greatest respect — npu BcéM yBaxkeHUU (= s KATETOPMUECKU HE COITIACEH )

to work out — roHsTbh, pa3odpaTbcs

there's no rush — He k criexy (MHOrzIa = HY’)KHO CPOYHO)

the tea round — «valiHbIV KpyT»: 3aBapUTh Yall Ha BCEX

a standing ovation — oBanus crost

actually — BooOi1ie-To, Ha camoM JieJie (B yCTax CIepKaHHOrO OpUTaHIIAa — CUJIBHBIN YCUITU-
TeJIb)
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DAY 2

Reply All

At 9:47 on a grey Monday morning in Glasgow, Callum Reid pressed Send, leaned back in his
chair, and took a long, satisfied sip of coffee. It was the last peaceful moment of his day.

B 9:47 cepvim nonedenvruunvim ympom 6 I'nazzo Kaanaym Puo nasxcan «Omnpagume», omku-
HYACSL HA CRUHKY CMYAA U COendan 0on2uti, 0080NbHbII 210MOK Koghe. Imo Obina nocaeoHsisi CNOKOL-
HASL MUHYMA €20 OHS.

The email had taken him most of Sunday evening. It was addressed — or so he believed — to
his friend Aisha, who sat four desks away and who had spent the whole of Friday's all-staff meeting
drawing tiny horses in the margin of her notebook. The meeting had been about Project Unicorn.

Hao nucomom on npocuden noumu 8ecb 80CKpecHulli 6euep. AOpeco8ano oHO OblNO — KAK OH
oyman — ezo noopyeze Auute, KOmopasi Cuoena uepes uemuipe CMoaa on Hez2o U 8CE NAMHUUHOE 00u4ee
coOpaHue pucosana Ha noasx 6nokHoma kpouteurvix aouadok. Coopanue Oblno nocesuero «Ilpo-
exmy Eournopoe».

Project Unicorn was the personal vision of Morag Dunlop, founder and chief executive of
Kelpie Creative, a marketing agency of a hundred and forty people on the fourth floor of an old
shipping office near the river. Under Project Unicorn, the agency would change its name to KLP
("It's cleaner," said Morag), adopt the new company value "Be More Kelpie" (nobody knew what this
meant), and begin every Friday with a fifteen-minute "energy huddle" in which staff would stand in
a circle and share one thing that made them "feel unstoppable".

«IIpoexm Eounopoe» 6vin auunvim eudenuem Mopaz /lanaon — ocHo8aMeNbHUUbL U 2eHEPANb-
Ho2o oupekmopa «Keavnu Kpusiimue», mapkemunzo6020 azeHmemea Ha cmo COpPOK 4en06eK, 3aHu-
Masuiezo uemeépmulii SMadic cmapozo 30aHus napoxoonou komnanuu y pexu. Ilo «lIpoexmy Eouro-
poz» azenmcemeo meusino Hazeanue Ha KLP («Tak uuwe», — ckazana Mopaz), npuHumano Hosyio
Kopnopamushyio uenHocmu «byob onvue keavnu» (umo smo 3Hauum, He 3HaA HUKIMO) U HAYUHANO
KaxcOyio NSAMHUUY NAMHAOUAMUMUHYIMHOU «IHEP2EMUMECKOLl NemYyYKO», Ha KOMOPOUi COMPYOHUKU
ecmasanit 8 Kpye u OeAUMUCH YUeM-O OOHUM, ON Ue€20 OHU «UYBCIBYIOM Ce0sl HEYOEPIHCUMBIMU.

Callum had written five points. They were, he thought, rather good points. Point one explained,
politely but firmly, that "KLP" sounded like a medical condition. Point two noted that a kelpie, in
Scottish legend, was a water horse that drowned people, and asked whether this was really the brand
message they wanted. Point three suggested that the energy huddle would make half the office want
to resign and the other half actually resign. Point four was a joke about Morag's new standing desk,
which he regretted slightly. And point five — the one he'd rewritten six times — was a serious,
carefully argued plan for what the agency should do instead.

Kannaym nanucan namo nynkmos. Ilynkmol, kax emy kasanocv, Ovlau eecoma Henaoxue. Ilep-
8blll 8eAHCAUB0, HO MBEPOO 00BsICHAN, umo «KLP» 3gyuum kak Hazeanue 6onesnu. Bo emopom omme-
uanoch, YMo Keavnu 8 WOMAAGHOCKUX N1e2eHOaX — B005HAS N0uadb, KOMopas monum aooei, u
3a0a6ancsi 60nPOc, MAKol AU NOCbLA OHU XOMSANM GA0XMCUMb 8 OpeHO. B mpemvem 6vicKa3ul8anoch
npeononoicerue, Ymo om SHep2ermnu1ecKol AemyuKky NON08UHe 0PUCa 3aXo0Uemcsl YeOAMUMbCs, a 6Mo-
past NOAOBUHA YBOAUMCSL HA caMOM Oene. Yemaeépmulii Obln wymkoii npo Hoewviik cmon Mopaz ons
pabomvl cmosi — o Heil OH caeeka Jcanen. A nsamolii — mMom, umo OH NePenicbl8an uechs pas,
— Obl1 CEPLEIHBIM, MUYAMENLHO APZYMEHMUPOBAHHBIM NAAHOM MO20, YIMO A2EHMCMEY CMouno vl
0enamuv 8mMecno 8cezo 3Moeo.

He had started typing "Aisha" into the address box, the computer had helpfully suggested a
name beginning with A, and he had pressed Enter without looking.
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On nauan Habupame 6 cmpoke aopeca «Aulia», KOMNbIOMEDP YCAYNCAUBO NPEONONCUN UMSL HA
«A», u Kaanym naxcan Enter ne ensos.

The name beginning with A was All Staff.

Hms Ha «A» 6bir0 «Bce compyOHuku».

k %k ok

He realised at 9:49, when the office went quiet in a way he had never heard before. It wasn't
silence exactly. It was the sound of a hundred and forty people reading.

On nonsin 3mo 6 9:49, xozda 6 ogpuce Hacmynura MUMUHA, KAKOU OH HUKO204 paHblde He
cavuan. He mo umobwvt coscem mumuna. Imo Obln 38yK cma CopoKa UUmMarouux aooel.

Then someone near the window laughed, and quickly turned it into a cough. Then someone else
did the same. Then Aisha's head appeared above her monitor, her eyes enormous, and she mouthed
a single word at him that cannot be printed in a book for language learners.

Ilomom Kmo-mo y OKHA 3aCMeSNCA U MYym Jce npespamun cmex 8 kawenv. [lomom kmo-mo
ewé. Ilomom HAO MOHUMOPOM NOKA3ANACHL 201080 AUWMU C 0ZPDOMHBIMU 2AA3AMU, U OHA 0E338Y1HO
NPOU3HECAA OOHO CA0BO, KOMOPOE HEAb3S Neuamams 8 KHuze ONsl USYUAIOUAUX SA3bIK.

Callum looked at his screen. He looked at the address line. He felt his stomach drop through
the floor, through the three floors below, and into the river.

Kaanym nocmompen na sxpan. Ilocmompen na cmpoky aopeca. Ilouyecmeosan, kax cepoye
YXHYA0 6HU3 — CKBO3b NOA, CKBO3b MPU HUNCHUX IMANCA — NPSAMO 8 PEKY.

There was a button called Recall This Message. He pressed it. A little box appeared to tell
him that the recall had failed for 139 recipients and succeeded for one. The one was Aisha, who had
already read it.

bovina knonka «Omoszeame coobuyerue». On eé naxcan. Ilosasurocs manenvkoe OKOuwKo u cooo-
wun0, umo om3wls He yoaacsi ons 139 noayuameneii u yoancs 015 00H020. IMUm 0OHUM Oblra Auwa,
Komopas yoice 6cé npouumand.

k %k ok

By ten o'clock, things had escalated.

K Oecamu cumyauus éviuina u3-noo KOHmMpons.

Somebody in Accounts replied all with the words "Please remove me from this list." Somebody
in Design replied all with "Me too." A junior copywriter replied all with a GIF of a horse falling into
a swimming pool, and was immediately replied to, by all, by an HR manager reminding everyone of
the company's policy on appropriate use of email. Fourteen people then replied all asking everyone
to stop replying all.

Kmo-mo u3 oyxeanmepuu omeemun écem: «lloxcanyiicma, yoarume meHsi u3 Smoii paccolaku.
Kmo-mo u3 ouzaiinepos omeemun écem: «Memns modice». Maaowuii konupatimep omeemun cem 2ugp-
Koll, 20e 10uaob naoaem 6 OAcCelit, U emy mym Hee — Mmoxce 6Cem — OMBEMUNA MEHeOHcep No
NePCoHaNY, HANOMHUB O KOPNOPAMUBHBIX NPABUNAX NOAb308aHUs noumoi. [locae smozo uemvlpta-
OUamv Uen08ex OMBEMUNU BCEM C NPOCLOOIL KO 6CeM Nepecmams Omeeuams 6CeM.

Callum ran down two flights of stairs to the IT room, where a large, calm man called Rab was
eating a sausage roll.

Kananym coedxncan na 0éa nponéma éHus, é alimu-omaoen, 20e KpYnHbviil HEBO3ZMYMUMbLE MYHCUUHA
no umenu Pa6 en 6ynouxy c cocuckoii.

"Rab. You have to delete an email. From everybody's inbox. Right now."

— Pao. Tebe nyoicro yoarumo nucvmo. M3 ecex suguros. Ilpsmo celivac.

Rab chewed thoughtfully. "Is it the one about the water horse?"

Pab 3a0ymuuso sncesan.

— Bmo komopoe npo 8005iHYIO A0ULAOb ?

"Yes."

—/a.
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"Aye, I read it. Point two was brilliant." He wiped his fingers. "I can delete it, but I need written
approval from the chief executive."

— Aea, wuman. Bmopoii nynkm — 6neck. — OH evimep nanvypl. — Yoaiums moey, HO MHe
HYJHCHO NUCbMEHHOE PA3PEUEHUe 2eHEPANbHO20 OUPEKMOpA.

"Rab, the chief executive is the subject of the email."

— Pab, nucemo kax pasz npo 2eHepanvbHozo oupexmopa.

"Then you've got a wee problem," said Rab, not unkindly, and went back to his sausage roll.

— Tozoa y mebs Heboavuas npoonemka, — ckazan Pab 6e3 6csikoii 310061 U 8epHyacs K
oyrouke.

k %k ok

There was one piece of good news, and Aisha delivered it at the coffee machine. Morag was in
London all day, pitching to a client, and her assistant had confirmed that she never read email during
pitches. She was taking the 3:30 train back, which arrived at Glasgow Central just before eight.

Oona xopowas HoBocme 6cé-maku Ovina, u Auma cooowuna eé y kogpemamunol. Mopaz eco
Oetb Oblna 6 JIonOoHe Ha npe3eHmayuu y Kauenma, a eé adcCUCMeHmKa ROOMEePOUNd, 4mo 60 6pems
npe3eHmayuii ma HuKoz20a He uumaem noumy. OHa eo3gpauianace noezoom 6 15:30, komopwiii npu-
ovi6an Ha Llenmpanvholii 6ok3an I'nazeo okono 60comu.

"So she'll read it on the train," said Callum. "Four and a half hours of wifi and nothing to do."

— 3unauum, npouumaem 6 noesode, — ckazan Kanraym. — Yemwipe ¢ nonosunoii uaca eaiigpas
u denamu Heuezo.

"Unless," said Aisha slowly, "the wifi on that train is as bad as it usually is."

— Paszee umo, — meonento ckazana Auwia, — eatighaii 8 3mom noeszoe makxoui Hce YxiHcacHuwlii,
KaK 0ObIUHO.

They looked at each other. It was a long shot, but it was the only shot they had.

Onu nepezasinyauce. Lllanc 6bin HUUMOdNCHBILL, HO OpY2020 He OblAO.

For the rest of the afternoon Callum considered his options. He could resign before she sacked
him. He could claim his account had been hacked — but nobody would believe a hacker had written
a careful, four-page argument about brand architecture. He could move to Canada. He wrote three
different resignation letters and deleted them all. By five o'clock he had decided on the only thing
that seemed even slightly dignified: he would tell her himself, face to face, before she read it.

Ocmamok ons Kanaym nepedupan eapuarnmol. ModicHO YyeoaumsCs camomy, NOKa e20 He yeo-
auau. ModxcHo 3as6umo, Ymo noumy 6310MaAU, — HO HUKIO He NOBEPUN1, Umo XaKep Hanucan 60Yym-
UUBbll MEKCM HA uemvlipe Cmpanuupbl 06 apxumekmype openoa. Mooicro nepeexamo é Kanaody. On
HAanucan mpu pasmslx 3asenenust 00 yxooe u éce yoaaun. K namu on ocmarnosuncs na eOuHcmeeHHoM
eapuarme, KOMopbslii KA3AACS XOMb HEMHO020 OOCHOUHBIM: OH CKAXCEm ell cam, MUUOM K AULY, NOKA
OHA He npouumanda.

k %k ok

At 7:50 he was standing on platform 1 at Glasgow Central, holding a coffee he had bought for
Morag as a kind of peace offering and then realised he didn't know how she took it. The train came
in eleven minutes late. Morag Dunlop got off near the front — a small woman in a long red coat,
phone in hand, reading.

B 19:50 on cmosin Ha nepsoii naamgbopme Llenmpanvrozo eok3ana I'nazeo ¢ kogpe, KynaeHHvIM
0ns Mopaz 6 3Hax npumupenusi, — u moavko NOMOM COOOPA3UN, Umo He 3HAem, Kakol Koge ona
nvém. Iloe30 npuwén ¢ onozoanuem Ha oOuHHaoyamo munym. Mopaz /anaon eviuina uz nepeoHux
8020H08 — MANEHLKAS HCEHUUHA 8 OMUHHOM KPACHOM naavmo, ¢ meaegpornom 6 pyke. Ona uwumana.

She looked up and saw him. She did not look surprised.

Ona noousna 2naza u ysudena e2o. YOUuenéHHoli OHa He 8bl2asioend.

"Callum," she said. "Is that for me?"

— Kaaaym, — cxazana ona. — 9mo mue?
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He handed her the coffee. "I didn't know how you take it. I'm sorry. About — everything. |
meant to send it to Aisha, and the address—"

On npomsHyA eli CMaKka.

— A He 3Han, xakoli évl nbéme. [Ipocmume. 3a... eécé. A xomen omnpasums 3mo Auwe, a
aopec...

"The wifi was excellent today," said Morag. "For the first time in living memory." She took a
sip of the coffee and made a small face. "I've read it three times."

— Baiighaii cezoons 6vin npesocxoonvill, — ckazana Mopaz. — Bnepsbvle na moeii namsmu.
— OHa omnuaa Kogpe u creeka nomopugunacs. — A npouumana e2o mpudsxicool.

Callum waited for the end of his career.

Kananym xcoan kouya ceoeii kapvepol.

"Point four is unkind and also wrong," she said. "My standing desk is excellent for my back,
and I'll thank you not to mention it again." She paused. "The other four points are correct."

— Yemeépmuiil nyHKM — 3101 U K MOMY dHce HedepHblll, — ckazana oHa. — Moii cmon oas
paoomel CMost NPEKPAcHO nomozaent ChUHe, U st NONPouYy 8ac bonvuie 0 Hém He ynomuHams. — OHa
nomoauana. — Ocmanvtvle uemvlpe NYHKMA GEPHbL.

He opened his mouth. Nothing came out.

OH omKpblA pom, HO He CMO2 8bl0A8UMb HUL 38YKA.

"Do you know what I find interesting?" Morag went on, walking towards the exit so that he
had to follow her. "I presented Project Unicorn to the senior team three weeks ago. Eight people.
Every one of them said it was 'an exciting direction'. One of them said it was 'bold'. Not one of them
told me it sounded like a skin disease named after a horse that drowns people." She glanced at him.

"Why do you think that is?"
— 3Haeme, umo MHe KAXCemcsi uHmepecHvim? — npodoadcana Mopae, Hanpaeasiscy K
8bIXO0Y, MAK UMoO emy NpuAocy uomu caedom. — Tpu Hedeau Hazao s npedcmasuna «Ilpoexm

Eounopoe» pyxosoocmay. Bocemwv uenoeex. Kadtcowviii ckazan, umo 3mo «3axeamsléaroujee Hanpag-
senue». O0uH ckazan, umo smo «cmeno». Hu ooun me ckazan mHe, umo smo 36yuum Kaxk KOMCHAS
00ne3Hb, HA36AHHASL 8 UeChb A0UWAOU, Komopast monum arodeid. — Ona 832a5HyAa Ha Hezo. — Kaxk
vl Oymaeme, nouemy?

"Because you're the boss?"

— TIlomomy umo 8vl HA4aNbHUK ?

"Because I'm the boss." She sighed. "When you run a company, people stop telling you the
truth. Not because they're bad people. Because it's easier. And then one day you look up and you're
standing in a circle on a Friday morning asking grown adults what makes them feel unstoppable."

— Tlomomy umo 5 Hauanvhux. — Ona 6300xHYna. — Koeoa pykoseoouws komnarueri, aoou
nepecmaiom 206opums meoe npasdy. He nomomy, umo onu naoxue. Ilpocmo mak npowse. U 6 ooun
NPEKPACHbll OeHb 02A510bIBACULCS. — 4 Mbl CHOULL 8 KPY2Y 6 NSAMHUUY YMPom U CNPAUUEaeilb
83POCAbIX N100€l, OM Ue20 OHU UYECMBYIOM Ce031 HEYOEPHCUMBIMIU.

They had reached the street. It was raining, as it generally is in Glasgow.

Onu v Ha yauuy. LLén 00xcob — 6 I'nazeo on uoém noumu cezoaq.

"Point five," said Morag. "The plan. Can you actually do that?"

— Iamvui nynxkm, — cxazana Mopaez. — Ilaan. Bol npasda modxceme smo coenams?

"I — yes. I think so. With a small team."

— A... oa. lymaro, 0a. C nHeborvuoii KOMaroOll.

"Good. You're leading it. You start tomorrow. I want a proposal by Friday." She pulled out her
phone, typed for a few seconds, and pressed a button with obvious pleasure. "There."

— Xopowo. Bozznasume. Hauunaeme 3asempa. I[lpeonooswcenue xncoy k nsmuuye. — OHa
oocmana meneghom, HeCKONbKO CeKYHO Neuamana U ¢ si8HbIM YOOBONbCMBUEM HANCANA KHONKY. —
Bom.
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Callum's phone buzzed in his pocket. It was an email, from Morag Dunlop, to All Staff.

Y Kaanyma é kapmane 3asubpuposan menegpon. I[lucoemo om Mopaz /lannon. Becem compyo-
HUKAM.

Callum is right. Project Unicorn is cancelled. So is the energy huddle. Callum will be leading
what happens next — please give him all your support. And please, for the love of God, stop replying
all. — M.

«Kanaym npas. ,,[Ipoexm Eounopoz“ ommensiemcs. Inepeemuueckas nemyuxa — mooxce. /Jane-
Heliuyro pabomy eozenasum Kanaym — npouy écex e2zo noodepacamn. M, padu écezo césimoeo, nepe-
cmanvme omeeuams ecem. — M.»

By the time he got home, he had forty-three replies. Every single one of them had been sent
to All Staff.

K momy epemenu, xax on dobpancst 0o doma, omeemos npuino copoxk mpu. M éce 0o edurozo
— 8Cem COMpYOHUKAM.

Words & Phrases / CiioBa u BhIpakeHust

reply all — «oTBeTUTH BCceM» (KHOIIKa B MOYTE)

all-staff meeting — oGriee co6paHme cOTpyJHUKOB

to feel one's stomach drop — noxononerts, cepaiie ynauno

to escalate — 000CTpATHCA, BBIXOAUTh U3-11071 KOHTPOJIS

a long shot — manoBeposiTHBIN BapuaHT, cadast HaJaexkaa

wee — (ILIOTJ1.) MaJICHbKUI

aye — (IIOTJI., CEB.) J1a

a peace offering — nogapok B 3HaK NPUMUPEHUS

in living memory — Ha namMsTH *KUBYIIUX, HA MOEH NaMsATU

I'll thank you not to... — nomnporiy Bac He... (XOJIOAHO-BEXJINUBO)
for the love of God — pau Bcero cBaToro

bold — cmesnbii, nep3kuii (B 0pMCHON peur — 4acTO COMHUTENIBHBIN)
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DAY 3

The Ghostwriter

Imogen Pryce had written eleven books, and her name was on none of them.

Hmooorcen Ipaiic nanucana 00OuHHAOUAMb KHUZ, U HU HA OOHOU U3 HUX He CMOSN0 €€ UMSL.

She had been a footballer who had never read a book in his life, a pop star who had found peace
in Bali, a former government minister who had been "misunderstood by history". She had been a
racehorse trainer, a reality-TV villain and, once, rather memorably, a dog. She sat with these people
for hours, recorded their voices, learned the way they spoke and the jokes they told, and then she
went home to her small flat in Hackney and became them on the page. When the books came out,
their faces were on the cover, and in the acknowledgements, if she was lucky, she was "my brilliant
editor, Imogen".

OHa Obina pymooaucmom, Komopwiil 8 HCU3HU He NPOUUMAN HU OOHOU KHUZU, NON-38€3001l,
obpemueli nokoii Ha baau, OvlguUM MUHUCPOM, KOMOPO2O «He NOHANA ucmopusi». OHa bblaa mpe-
HEPOM CKAKOBLIX NOULAOEN, 3100€KOU Pearumu-uoy U 0OHaICObl — SMOM CAYUALE 3ANOMHUNCA —
cooakoti. OHa uacamu cuoena ¢ SMumu M00bMu, 3aNUCLIBANA UX 2010CA, 3ANOMUHANG, KAK OHU 2080-
DAM U KaKue Wymxu pacckasuléarom, a NOMom exand 8 C800 MAaNeHbKyo Keapmupy 6 XaKkHu u npe-
gpawanace 6 Hux Ha oymaze. Kozoa kHuzu evixoounu, Ha o6a0d4cke Oblay UX AuYa, a 8 6Aa200apHO-
CMAX, ecau N0Be3ém, OHA 3HAYUNACL KaK «MOU Onecmauuii pedaxmop Mmoodicer».

She didn't mind. Ghostwriting paid the rent, and she was good at it. The trick, she always said,
was to disappear completely.

Eé smo ne 3adesano. Paboma aumepamyphvim «npuspakom» onaauueana aperoy, u y neé smo
xopouto noayuanoce. Beco (hokyc, Kak oHa écezoa 2060puna, 8 mom, Ymoobl UCUESHYNb NOAHOCIBIO.

Her twelfth book was going to be her biggest. Dominic Hale was the most loved chef in Britain
— not the most talented, perhaps, but the most loved. For twenty-five years he had been on television
every Saturday morning, cheerful and red-faced, cooking simple food for ordinary families. And
every programme, sooner or later, came back to the same story.

Jeenaouyamas kHuza obewana cmame camovi kpynuou. Jomunux Xetin 6bin camvim A0OUMbIM
wegh-nosapom bpumanuu — He camvim MANAHMAUBLIM, NONHCANYU, HO CAMBIM AOOUMBIM. [leadyamb
nsAMb Aem OH Kadcoyro cyooomy ympom NOSAEASIACSA HA IKPAHE — BECENDII, KPACHOAUUbLL — U 20MO-
68U npocmyto edy 05 00bIuHbIX cemell. M kadicoas nepedaua pano uau n030HO 8036pauidndct K 0OHOU
U Mol Jce UCMOopUl.

"When I was a lad in Sheffield," he would say, stirring something, "we had nothing. Nothing
in the cupboard. And my mum — God bless her — she'd take an onion and two potatoes and turn
them into a feast. That's what cooking is. Love and an onion."

«Kozoa s 6vin manrvuuwkoii 6 llegpgbunde, — 2060pun oH, umo-mo nomemusas, — Y Hac
Huuezo He 6vlno. Lllapom nokamu. A mama — xpauu eé 20cnodb — Opana aykosuuy u 08e Kapmoghe-
JAUHBL U npespawiana ux é nup. Bom umo maxoe zomoska. JIo606v u aykosuya».

The publishers had already chosen the title: Nothing in the Cupboard. They had paid Imogen
half of a very large fee. The other half would arrive when the manuscript did.

H3oamenvcmeo yoice vibpano nazeanue: «Lllapom nokamu». Hmoodicen 3anaamunu noA0BUHY
oueHb KpYnHozo 2oHopapa. Bmopas nonosuna 0ondcna 6viaa npuiimu emecme ¢ pYKOnUCHIo.

k %k ok

The interviews went well. Dominic was charming, generous, a natural storyteller. He told her
about the cold house, the coins in the electricity meter, his mother's famous Sunday stew. He cried, a
little, every time. Imogen recorded it all and went home and started writing, and the voice came easily.
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Hrumepevio wiau xopowto. Jlomunux Obln obasmeneH, uieop, npuporcoénmslil pacckazuux. On
paccKazvléan el 0 X0100HOM 00Me, O MOHEMKAX, KOMopble Opocany 8 INeKmpocUémuuK, 0 3HAMeHU-
oM 80CKpecHom pazy ceoeli mamepu. M kaxcowili pa3 HemHozo naakan. Umoodcen ecé zanucwvléand,
exana OoMol, caounracb NUCAmMv, U 2010C 0ABANCS NE€2KO.

It was only in the third month that something began to feel wrong. It was a small thing. Dominic
had said his school was "the roughest in Sheffield", but when Imogen looked it up, she found it had
been a grammar school — selective, academic, rather posh. She mentioned it lightly at their next
meeting, and Dominic laughed and said she must have the wrong school. But he changed the subject
a little too quickly.

Jluws Ha mpemuii mecsy, eii cmano KazamvCcs, umo umo-mo He mak. Meaouw. [omurux 2060-
PUN, UMO €20 WKoAA Oblaa «camou xyauearckoli 6 Llegpgpunde», Ho kozoa Umooxcen nocmompena,
8bISICHUNOCL, YMO IMO ObLAA 2UMHABUSL — C OMOOPOM, C AKAOCMUUECKUM YKAOHOM, O0B0ONbHO Npe-
cmudicHas. Ha caedyroweli ecmpeue ona 6ckonwv3e 00 smom ynomsanyaa, JJOMUHUK 3acmesncs u cxka-
3a.1, WMo oHa, 00ANHCHO Oblimb, nepenymana wkony. Ho cmenun memy uwymo caumkom ovicmpo.

A good ghostwriter checks everything. So the following weekend, Imogen took the train to
Sheffield.

Xopowwuii «<npuspak» npoeepsiem 6cé. I[losmomy 6 caedyroujue 6bixoOHvle Umoddicen cena Ha
noeso oo lleggpunoa.

k %k ok

Dominic's older sister, Carol, lived in a neat semi-detached house in the suburbs, the kind with
a conservatory and a very clean car. She was a retired pharmacist, sharp and dry, and she agreed to
talk only because Imogen said she was "filling in background details".

Cmapwas cecmpa /lomunura, Kspon, xcuna 6 akkypammom oome Ha 08e cembld 8 Npuzopooe
— U3 mex, 20e ecmu 3UMHULL cad U o4eHb uucmas mawuna. Papmayesm Ha newcuu, cyxoeamas u
ocmpas Ha A3blK, OHA CO2NACUNACL NO208OPUMb MOABKO NOMoMY, umo Umooxcen ckaszana, 6yomo
«YymouHsiem demanu ouozpagpuu».

"Nothing in the cupboard?" Carol repeated, and laughed so hard she had to put her tea down.
"Love, our dad was a bank manager. We had a cupboard full of things. We had a holiday in Spain
every summer."

— Hlapom nokamu? — nepecnpocuna Kapon u 3acmesinace mak, umo eii npuminoce nocma-
eumv uawky. — Munas, Haw omey Obin ynpaeasiowum Oauka. Y Hac kaadoska aomurace. Mot
Kadxcooe nemo e30unu omovixams 8 Hcnaruro.

"And your mother's Sunday stew?"

— A gockpecroe pazy eauteii mamwvt?

"Mum couldn't boil an egg. Lovely woman. Terrible cook. She'd have burned water if you let
her." Carol's face softened. "No. If you want to know where Dommie learned to cook, it was next
door. Mrs Nowak."

— Mama He mozna ceapums stiyo. Qyodecuas yxceHuwuna. Yocacnas kyxapka. Oua 6ol u 600y
coorcena, ecau damw eii eonro. — Jluyo Kapon cmsizuunocs. — Hem. Ecau xomume 3uams, 20e /Jommu
HAaYy4uACsl 20Mmo8ums, — 3mo y coceoku. Y muccuc Hoeax.

Mrs Nowak, it turned out, had come to Sheffield from Poland after the war. She had been a
widow with no children and a tiny kitchen that always smelled of dill and frying onions. From the
age of seven, Dominic had spent every afternoon there. She had taught him to make pierogi, soup
from nothing, bread that rose properly. She had let him burn things and laughed at him and made
him do it again.

Muccuc Hosak, kak evisichunocs, npuexana 6 Lllegpgpuno uz [onviuu nocae goiirvl. Ora Ovina
8008601, demeli Yy Heé He ObLA0, A KPOUleuHas KYXHs 6cez0a naxaa ykponom u sxcapernvim aykom. C
cemu nem JJoMuHUK nPo8ooUN mam Kaxcowlii 0eHb nocae wkonvl. OHa HaAY4UNA €20 Nenumv 8aPEHUKU,
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8apumb Cyn U3 HU4e20, neuv X1ed, KOMopblli NOOHUMAaemcsi Kax Haoo. OHa No3eonsina emy umo-
HUOYOb CoHCeUb, CMESINACL HAO HUM U 3ACMABNSANA NEPeOenamb.

"The onion and two potatoes," said Carol. "That was her. She'd lived through things none of
us could imagine. She really had had nothing in the cupboard."

— Jlykosuya u dge kapmogpeaurvl, — ckazana Kapor. — 9mo ona. Ona nepedxcuna maxoe,
umo Ham u He npedcmasumv. Bom y Heé 6 kaadoske Oelicmeumenvro 6vlA0 Wapom ROKAmiu.

"Why did he never mention her?"

— Iouemy o HUKO20a O Hell He YROMUHAN?

Carol shrugged. "Some TV producer, years ago, decided the poor-boy story was better.
Dommie went along with it. And then it was too late to stop, wasn't it? It got bigger every year." She
looked at Imogen over her glasses. "You're not just filling in background details, are you?"

Kspon nodxcana naeuamu.

— Kaxoii-mo meaenpoorocep MHO20 nem HA3a0 peutin, Ymo UCmopusi NPo 6eOH020 MANLUUKA
ayuwe. JJommu noovizpan. A nomom 0vino yoce no30HO ocmanagausamucs, npasoa? C kaxcovim
2000M OHA MoAbKo pazpacmanace. — OHa nocmompena Ha Umoodcen nosepx oukos. — Bul 6e0b He
npocmo ymoursieme demanu ouozpagpuu?

k %k ok

On the train home Imogen didn't write a word. She sat looking out of the window at the dark
fields and thought about her options.

B noesoe no dopoze domoti Hmoodicen He Hanucana Hu croéa. OHa cmompena 8 OKHO Ha MEMHble
noas u oymana, Kax Obime.

She could write the book exactly as Dominic wanted. Nobody would know. Carol had said she
would never talk to the press — "I'm not ruining my brother over a stew." The other half of the fee
would arrive, and Imogen would finally be able to pay off her credit card and perhaps even take a
holiday. Ghostwriters didn't have opinions. That was the job. Disappear completely.

OHa moena Hanucamv KHU2y UMeHHO mak, kak xomen omunuk. Hukmo 6vl e y3nan. Kapon
CKA3aAa, Ymo HUK020a He CIAHeNn 2080PUMb C NPeccoli: « A He coouparocs 2youme opama u3-3a pazy».
[Ipuwina 0v1 6mopas nonosuHa 2onopapa, u Umoodxicen HaKoHey, cmoena Obl NO2AcUumv KpeOUumky u,
Modicem Obimb, 0adce cve30ums 6 omnyck. Y «npuspaxkoe» Hem muenuil. Taxas paboma. Hcuesnymo
NOAHOCHIBIO.

Or she could refuse, walk away, and lose the money — and someone else would write the lie
anyway.

Hau modcHo Obino omkazamucsi, yimu u nomepsims 0eHb2lit — a N0HCb 8CE PAGHO HANUCANL Obl
Kmo-mo Opyeoll.

Somewhere near Leicester she realised there was a third option. It was riskier than either of
the others. She opened her laptop and wrote until the train pulled into St Pancras.

I'0e-mo noo Jlecmepom ona nousina, umo ecmo mpemuii éapuarm. O Obln PUCKOBAHHEE 0OOUX.
OHa omKpbvLra HOYMOYK U NUCANA, NOKA Noe30 He nodouwén Kk éokzany Cenm-Ilankpac.

k %k ok

She went to see Dominic on Monday morning, at his restaurant, before it opened. He was in the
kitchen, alone, chopping onions — he said it calmed him. She didn't say anything about Sheffield.
She just handed him six printed pages.

B nonedenvHux ympom, 00 omxpvimusi, ona npuuina K JJomunuxy 6 pecmopat. Or Obin Ha KyxHe
OOUH U Pe3an MYK — 2080pUN, UMO MO e20 ychokausaem. OHa Huuezo He ckazana npo Llegpgpuno.
IIpocmo npomsinyna emy uiecmo pacneuamaHHbiX CIMPaHUy,

"New first chapter," she said. "Tell me if I've got the voice right."

— Hoeasi nepsas 2nasa, — cxazana ona. — Cradsicume, nonana au st 8 2010C.

The chapter began: The first person who ever fed me properly was not my mother.
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I'asa nauunanace max: «llepsvim uenogekom, KOMopslLi NO-HACMOSUEMY MEHS HAKOPMUA,
OblAa He MOSL MAMb».

It was about a seven-year-old boy standing on a chair in a tiny kitchen next door. It was about
a woman with a strong accent and strong hands, who had lost almost everything and who taught a
comfortable middle-class child that food was not about money but about attention. It was about dill
and onions, and burning things, and doing them again. Imogen had written it in Dominic's voice —
his exact voice, his jokes, his thythms. She had never written anything better.

I'naea Ovina o cemunemuem manvuuke, KOMOpwvlL CMoum Ha madypemke 8 KpOueuHol coceo-
ckoll Kyxte. O dHceHUjUHe C CUNbHBIM AKUEHMOM U CUNbHbIMU PYKAMU, KOMOPAs NOMeEPsAa noumu
8C¢ U Hayuuna 6nazonoNy4Ho20 pebeHKa U3 CpeoHezo KAaccd, Ymo eoa — 3mo He 0 0eHb2aX, d O 6HU-
manuu. 06 ykpone u ayke, 0 mom, KAk 4mo-mo cicevv — U coenams 3aroeo. Mmooicen nanucana
eé 20n0com JJoMUHUKA — €20 MOUYHBIM 2010COM, C €20 WYymKamu, e2o pummom. Huuezo ayuwe ona
HUK020a He nucaadq.

Dominic read it standing up, with the knife still in his hand. Halfway through, he put the knife
down. When he got to the end, he didn't look up for a long time.

Jomunux uuman cmos, 6cé ewyé ¢ Hoxcom 6 pyke. Ha cepedure on noaodxcun Hodxic. /Jouumas,
OH 004120 He NOOHUMAN 21A3.

"You've been to see Carol," he said at last.

— Bot e30unu k Kspoa, — ckazan oH HakoHeuy.

"Yes."

—/a.

"I always meant to tell it properly. Every year I meant to. And every year it seemed—" He
shook his head. "The producers loved the poor-boy thing. The viewers loved it. And Mrs Nowak died
in 1998, so who was it hurting?"

— A 6cezoa cobupancs pacckazams 6cé kak Ovino. Kascowiii 200 cooupancs. U kadxcowlii 200
Kazanocw... — Ou nokauan 2010860ti. — lIpoodrocepam Hpasuaaco ucmopust npo 6eOH020 MANbUUKA.
3pumensam uwpasunrace. A muccuc Hosax ymepra 6 0e8aHOCO 80COMOM — KOMY OM 3M020 Obl10
naoxo?

"Her," said Imogen quietly. "She's the reason you're standing in this kitchen. And nobody knows
her name."

— Eii, — muxo cxkazana Umooocen. — Imo u3-3a Heé 8bl cmoume Ha Mol KyxHe. A e€ umenu
HUKIMO He 3Haen.

Dominic wiped his eyes with the back of his hand, and this time, she noticed, it wasn't for the
camera. "The publishers will go mad," he said.

Jomunuk evimep 21a3a MulAbHOI CMOPOHON AAOOHU, U HA SMOM pas, 3aMemund OHd, He Ha
Kamepy.

— H30amenu 630ecsimcs, — CKA3AA OH.

"Probably."

— Ckopee scezo.

"They've already printed the posters."

— OHu ydrce Haneuamany NAGKamol.

"Posters can be reprinted."

— Inaxamsl MOJMCHO nepeneuamams.

He looked at the pages again for a long time. Then he picked up his phone, and Imogen heard
him say: "Sarah? It's Dominic. Sit down, love. We need to talk about the title."

OH cHoga 0onzo cmompen Ha cmpanuywl. Tlomom 3.1 menegpon, u Umoodcen ycavimana:

— Capa? 9mo Jomunux. Cs0b, dopoeas. Ham nado nozoeopums o Hazeanuu.
k %k ok
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The book came out the following autumn under a new title: Mrs Nowak's Kitchen. Some
newspapers were unkind about the change of story; most were not. It sold more copies than any book
Imogen had ever written, and Dominic's next television series was filmed partly in Poland, in the
village where Mrs Nowak had been born.

Knuea evuuna caedyroweli ocenvto noo Hoswvim Hazearuem — «Kyxus muccuc Hosak». Koe-
KaKue 2azemsl 136U NO NOBOOY NePenucantoll ouoepaguu; dorvuuncmeo — Hem. Knuea pazo-
WAACL OONBUUM MUPAHCOM, HeM At0dast Opyzas KHuea Mmoocen, a caedyrowyuii menece3on JJomu-
HUKa yacmuuno cHumau 6 [lonvue, @ depesre, 20e poounrace muccuc Hosak.

Imogen's name, of course, was not on the cover. But on the first page, under the dedication,
there were two lines that she read in the bookshop at King's Cross, standing up, with her coat still on.

Hmeru Hmoodncer Ha 061001cKe, KOHeuHo, He 6bi10. Ho na nepeoii cmparuye, noo nocesiujeHuem,
ObLAU 08e CMPOUKU, KOMOPble OHA NPOUUMAnad 6 KHuxcHom Ha Kuwnec-Kpocc — cmosi, He cHumas
nanvmo.

For Mrs Nowak, who fed me.

And for Imogen, who made me tell the truth.
Muccuc Hosak, kxomopas mens kopmuna.

H Umooocen, komopast 3acmaguna MeHsi cKazamuv npagoy.

For the first time in twelve books, the ghost had not completely disappeared. She found that
she didn't mind that either.

Bnepevie 3a 08enaouamo KHuz «npu3pax» ucues He noaHocmuro. OKazanocs, wmo u 3mo eé He
3adesaem.

Words & Phrases / CiioBa u BhIpakeHust

ghostwriter — rocrpaiitep, «JMTepaTypHbIil IPU3PaK»: ABTOP, KOTOPBIN NUIIET KHUTH 32 pY-
roro

to pay the rent — orauuBath apeHzy; (IIepeH.) IPUHOCUTD JEHbIY Ha )KU3Hb

a natural storyteller — npupoXIEHHBIN pacCKa3unK

grammar school — (6purt.) rocygapcTBeHHas1 MKoJa ¢ 0TOOPOM IO CIIOCOOHOCTSIM

posh — (pasr.) mUKapHbINA, TPECTUKHBIN, «IJIs1 OOraThIX»

semi-detached house — oM Ha 1Be ceMbH (¢ OOIIECH CTEHOM )

to go along with something — cornamarscs, nogbIrpeiBaTh

to pay off (a credit card) — nmoracutsb (10T MO Kapre)

to walk away — yiiTu, oTKa3aTbcs OT y4acTUs

to get the voice right — TouHO nepears MaHepy peuu

to go mad — (pasr.) npunTH B APOCTH

for the camera — Ha kamepy, Haroka3
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DAY 4

Overheard

I should say at the start that I am not in the habit of listening to other people's conversations.
That is not quite true. I spent forty-one years as a professor of linguistics at Cambridge, and listening
to other people's conversations was, in a sense, my job. Old habits die hard.

Cpasy cxasicy, ymo s He UMer0 NPUBLIUKU NOOCAYUUBAb YYIHCUE PA32080PbL. IMO He COBCeM
npasda. Copox 00ut 200 51 Obln npogheccopom auresucmuku 8 Kembpuodice, u cayuwamse uydicue pas-
2060pbl ObINO, 8 HEKOMOPOM cMblcae, Moeli pabomoil. Cmapuie NPUBbIUKU HCUBYUU.

Since my wife died and I retired, I have taken my morning coffee at a small café called the
Blue Teapot, on a side street not far from the river. I sit at the table by the window with a newspaper
I rarely read, and I listen. Students, tourists, tired parents, two elderly sisters who have been arguing
about a family recipe since 2019. For a man like me, it is better than television.

C mex nop kax ymepaa JHceHa u s 6blulen HA NEHCUIO, 5 NbI0 YMPEHHUI Koghe 8 MANEHbKOM
kaghe «Cunuii uaiinuk» 6 nepeyaxe Heoaneko om pexu. Cudicy 3a Cmoaukom Yy OKHa ¢ 2a3emoii, Komo-
pyio peoko uumaio, u caywaro. Cmyoenmol, mypucmol, Yycmanvle poounmenu, 08e NONCUIbIE CECMpbl,
komopuwie ¢ 2019 200a cnopsim o cemeiinom peuenme. /lns uenoseka 6pooe MeHsi SmMo Ayuuie mene-
suzopa.

On the Tuesday in question, a young couple sat down at the table next to mine. She was perhaps
twenty-five, with short dark hair and a notebook covered in coloured tabs; he was a little older, long
and thin, with the nervous energy of someone who drinks too much coffee. They ordered two flat
whites and a lemon tart to share, and then she opened the notebook and said, quite clearly:

B mom camvuii émopHuk 3a coceonuli cmoaux ceaa monooas napa. Eii 6vino nem 0saouyamo
nsams — KOPOMKie MEMHbIE 8010Cbl, ONOKHOM, 8ECb 8 YBEMHBIX 3AKNA0KAX, OH UYMb cmapuie, OAUH-
Hbll U XYOOI, C HEPEHOLL SHep2Uell Uen08eKa, KOMOpPblll Nbém CAUUKOM MHO20 Koge. OHU 3aKazanu
08a paam-yaiima u AUMOHHBIL Mapm Ha 0BOUX, A NOMOM OHA OMKPbIAA OAOKHOM U BNOAHE OMUEN-
AUB0 cKaszana:

"Right. So we get them into the vault, lock the door, and they've got sixty minutes."

— Tak. 3nauum, 3a600uUm UX 8 XpPaHuAUULe, 3aNUPaem 06epe, U Y HUX ULECbOECN MUHYM.

I turned a page of my newspaper.

A nepesepryn cmpanuyy 2azemui.

% %k ok

Now, a linguist does not jump to conclusions. A linguist collects data. "Vault" might mean
many things — a wine cellar, a tomb, a bank. "Lock the door" was, I admit, less ambiguous. I listened
more carefully.

Jlunzeucm He Oenaem nOCHEWHbIX 6b160008. Jlunzeucm cobupaem OaHHvle. «XPaHUAUL4E»
MOdiCcem O3HAUAMb MHO20€ — BUHHDBLIL NOZPeD, CKaen, OaHK. «3anupaem 08epb» — myni, NPUHALO,
OBYCMBICAEHHOCTU ObLN0 MeHbUe. H cman cayuams HUMAmenvHee.

"And what if they try to get out early?" said the young man.

— A ecau OHU NONBIMAIOMCSL 8bIOPAMBCSL PAHbULE ? — CNPOCUNL MONOOOT UEN0BEK.

"They can't. Not without the code. And the code's hidden in the professor's books."

— He cmoeym. be3 kooa — Hem. A K00 cnpsiman 6 kHuzax npogheccopa.

"Which professor?"

— Kakozo npogpeccopa?

"The professor. The old man. We need someone who really looks the part — grey hair, beard,
glasses, tweed jacket. Someone they'll trust."
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— Tozo camozo. Cmapuxa. Ham nyscen Kmo-mo, Kmo no-Hacmosiuyemy nooxooum Ha ponwv:
cedvle 8010Chl, OOPoOa, ouKU, meudoswvlii nuoxcax. Kmo-mo, komy onu nosepsim.

I have grey hair, a beard and glasses. I was, at that moment, wearing a tweed jacket. I lowered
my newspaper half an inch.

Y mens ceovie 6onocwi, 6opooa u ouku. B mom momeHm Ha mHe Obln meudoswlii nuoxcax. A
ONYCMUN 2a3emy Ha CaHmuMemp.

k %k ok

Consider, if you will, the evidence as it appeared to me. A vault. A locked door. A strict time
limit. An elderly man who must be trusted — and, presumably, deceived. I mentally underlined
the modal verbs. We need someone. They can't get out. There was a disturbing confidence in their
grammar. These were not people speculating. These were people planning.

Bzeasinume, ecau y2o00HO, HA YAUKU MAK, KAK OHU NPeOCMABASAUCL MHe. XpaHuauue. 3anep-
masi 06epob. Cmpozuit aumum epemeru. I1osxcunoii uenosex, KOMopoMY OONHCHBL NOBEPUNTL — U KOMO-
D020, NO BCeil BUOUMOCU, OOMAHYM. S MBICAEHHO NOOUEPKHYA MOOANbHDIE 21a201bl. «Ham Hydcen
Kkmo-mo. OHU He cmozym evlopamucsi». B ux epammamuke Ovina mpesodcnas ysepenHocmv. Imu
AH00U He paccynHcoanit 0 803MONCHOM. IMu 100U NAAHUPOBAN.

"How much are we charging?" asked the young man.

— CKkonbko 6epém? — cnpocun Moa000l 4enosex.

"Twenty-five each. Groups of six. If we do four sessions a day at weekends—" she did some
quick sums in the notebook "—that's over a thousand pounds a weekend."

— Ilo 0saduyams nsmu ¢ uenosexa. I pynnovl no uwecmo. Ecau no 6oixo0nvim dename uemuvipe
ceamca 8 Oetb... — OHA OLICMPO UMO-MO NOOCUUMANA 8 ONOKHONE, — BbIXOOUM OOAbULEe MbICIUU
PyHmMoa 3a 8bIX0OHbLe.

"Sessions," I thought. "Groups." A ransom operation? Some kind of organised scheme in which
tourists were locked in a cellar and released only on payment? It sounded absurd. But I had read the
newspapers I did not read. Stranger things had happened in Cambridge.

«Ceaticvl», — nooyman si. «I pynnoi». Boikyn? Kakasi-mo opeanuzosannas cxema, npu Komo-
POl MYPUCMOo8 3anuparom 6 nodeane U 8bINYCKAarom moavko 3a oenveu? 3eyuano aocyporo. Ho s
8e0b uuman 2azemvl, Komopwie He uumaro. B Kemopuodice cayuanuco eugu u nocmpanmee.

"And the professor's house?" said the young man. "When do we get in?"

— A Odom npogpeccopa? — cnpocun monoooui ueaosex. — Kozoa mvt myoa nonaoém?

"Thursday. The landlord's giving us the keys. We'll have to move fast — strip out the old
furniture, fake the bookshelves, hide the clues."

— B uemegepe. Xozaun omoaem nam xkaouu. Haoo 6yoem oericmeosams Oblcmpo: ebiHecmu
cmapyro mebenv, coenamv Parvilil8ble KHUNCHbIE NOAKU, CRPAMAMb NOOCKA3KU.

"Clues." That was an odd word for a criminal to use. I made a note of it.

«lloockasku». CmparHoe cno60 0asi npecmyntuka. A e2o ommemua.

k %k ok

I want to be honest about what happened next, because I am not proud of it. A sensible man
would have finished his coffee and gone home. A brave man would have gone to the police. I did
neither. Instead, I did what forty years of academic life had trained me to do: I constructed a theory
and became completely attached to it.

Xouy uecmno pacckazamo, 4mo 6blA0 Odablue, NOMOMY MO 5 SMUM He 20pxHcyceb. baazopa-
3YMHBIIL uenosek donun Ovl koge u nowén oomoi. Cmenviii noutén Ovl 8 noauyuro. A He coenan Hu
mozo, Hu Opyz020. Buecmo 3moeo s coenan mo, wemy MeHsi HAYUUAU COPOK Nem AKAOeMUHECKOL
JHCUBHIL: NOCIMPOUN MEOPUIO U BCEM CEPOUEM K Hell NPUBSZAACS.

The theory went like this. The couple were planning to rent a house, fill it with fake books, lure
groups of six people inside with the help of a respectable-looking old professor, lock them in a vault
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and charge them twenty-five pounds each to get out. The young woman was clearly the brains. The
young man was the muscle, if one could describe him as muscular, which one could not.

Teopusi 6vina maxas. [lapa codupanace cHsmes 0om, 3acmMagums €20 Parbiu8biMu KHUZAMU,
3aMAHUBANMb BHYMPb 2PYNNbL NO ULECTb YEN08EK C NOMOWBIO NOUMEHHO020 HA 8UO cmapoz2o npoghec-
copa, 3anupams Ux 8 XpaHuauue u opams no 08aduamv NsMev PYHMoE 3a 8b1x00. Mozzom Obina A6HO
Mmonooas xeenujura. Monrodoii uenosek omeeuan 3a epyoyro Cuny, eCau €20 MONCHO ObLIO HA36AIMb
CUNBHBIM, A HA360Mb ObLAO HEAb3S.

It was a ridiculous theory. I knew it was ridiculous even as I built it. But I had been alone
for three years, and nothing very much had happened to me in that time, and here, suddenly, was a
mystery at the next table, with a lemon tart.

Teopusi 6vina nenenas. A nonuman smo, oadxce noka e¢ cmpoun. Ho ss mpu 200a scun ooun, u
3a 9MO 8pemMs CO MHOLL HU4e20 0CODEHHO20 He NPOUCXOOUN0, d MYm 80pYye — 3a2a0KdA 34 COCCOHUM
CIMOAUKOM, Oa euyé ¢ NUMOHHBIM MAPMOM.

Then the young woman looked up, straight at me, and said to her companion, in a low voice
that carried perfectly:

H mym monooast sceHuuHa nOOHsNA 24a3d, NOCMOMPENA NPSIMO HA MEHSL U CKA3AAA CRYMHUKY
TUXUM 2010COM, KOMOPUBIIL OblA NPEKPACHO CAbIUEH.

"Don't look now. The man at the window. He'd be perfect."

— He obopauusaiicsi. Myoxcuuna y okua. OH 0bln Obl uOeaneH.

k %k ok

There are moments in a man's life when he must choose between dignity and survival. I chose
dignity. I folded my newspaper, finished my coffee, stood up, and walked the two steps to their table.

Bvisarom 6 s#cuzHu MyocuuHvl MOMEHMbL, K020A NPUXOOUMCSL 8bIOUPAMb MeHCOY OOCHOUH-
cmeom u gvlicusaruem. A eviopan docmourcmeo. Cnodcun 2azemy, 0onun Koge, 6cman u coenan
08a Wiaza K Ux Cmoauxy.

"Forgive me," I said. "I'm afraid I've heard everything."

— IIpocmume, — cxkazan 5. — borocw, 5 6cé caviuan.

They looked at each other. The young man went pale. The young woman, however, smiled —
a wide, delighted smile that was not at all the smile of a criminal who has been caught.

Onu nepezasinyaucs. Monoooii uenosex nooneonen. Monooast yHceHuuHa, OOHAKO, YALIOHYAAC
— WUPOKOL, BOCMOPHCEHHOU YAbIOKOU, COBCEM He NOXOXcell Ha YAbIOKY NOUMAHHO20 NPeCMYyNHUKA.

"Oh, brilliant," she said. "Saves us asking. Would you be interested?"

— O, omauuno, — ckazana ona. — He npuoémcs camum x éam nooxooums. Bam 0blnro Ovl
urmepecHo?

"Interested," I repeated, "in what, exactly?"

— Hnmepecno — umo umenHo? — nepecnpocun si.

"In being the professor. It's an escape room." She saw my face. "You know — a game. People
pay to get locked in a room full of puzzles, and they've got an hour to find the clues and work out
the code to escape. Ours is called The Professor's Study. There's a mad old professor who's hidden a
secret formula in his library, and the players have to find it before he comes back. We were going to
just use a recording of his voice, but it would be so much better with a real person. Just at the start.
Five minutes, in costume, to set the scene."

— Bvimb npogbeccopom. Smo keecm-komuama. — Ona ysuoena moé auyo. — Hy, 3naeme —
uepa. Jlroou naamsm, umoosl ux 3anepau 8 KOMHAame, NOAHOL 20106010MOK, U Y HUX eCIb Hac, 4moobl
Hatimu noOCKasKu, pazeadams koo u gvlopamucs. Hawa naszwvieaemcs «Kabunem npogeccopar». Ecmu
Oe3ymHblli cmapulii npogheccop, KOMopwvlil cnpsaman 6 ceoeli budauomexe ceKpemuyro popmyny, u
UZPOKU OONICHBL HATIMU €€, NOKA OH He 8epHYACsl. Mbl Xomeau npocmo 6KAuams 3anuch €20 2010cd,
HO C JCUBLIM Uen08eKom 0blao Obl HamHozo ayvute. Toavko 6 Hauane. [Ismo munym, 6 Kocmrome,
3adamv ammocghepy.
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"In costume," I said faintly.

— B kxocmrome, — crabbim 2010cOM NPOUHEC 5.

"You're already wearing it," said the young man, who had recovered his colour.

— Bol u mak yorce 8 HéM, — CKA3A.A MOAOOOU UEN0BEK, K KOMOPOMY BEPHYACS UBEN UL

k %k ok

Her name was Hana and his was Ollie. They had met at university, studying — I was pleased
to learn — English literature, and both had decided they would rather build puzzles than write essays
about them. They had saved for two years for this. The "vault" was a cupboard under the stairs, painted
to look like a bank safe. The "professor's books" were three hundred second-hand paperbacks they
had bought by the kilo.

Eé 36anu Xana, a e2o0 — Onnu. OHU NOZHAKOMUAUCH 8 YHUBEpCUmeme, 20e U3YUAIU — K MOeMy
YO0BONLCMBUIO — AH2AUICKYIO Aumepamypy, U 00a peuuly, 4mo cmpoums 20108010MKU UM HPA-
eumcs 6onvuLe, uem nucamsv o HUX scce. /lea 200a Konuau Ha smy 3amero. «Xpanuauuem» 0ol uynam
noo necmuuyell, packpamerHlii noo bankosckuli celigh. «Knuzamu npogeccopa» — mpucma nooep-
HCAHHBIX KHUICEK 8 MSAZKOU 00100iCKe, KYNNEHHbIX HA 8eC.

I explained my theory to them. I left nothing out — the modal verbs, the word "sessions", my
suspicion about the young man's lack of muscle. Hana laughed so much that the waitress came over
to check she was alright. Ollie took it more personally.

A uznoxcun um ceoro meopuro. Huuezo ne ynycmun — Hu MOOANbHBIE 21420461, HU CA080
«CeaHCbl», HU NOOO3PEHUS HACUEM HEOOCMAMKA MYCKYAamypvl Y Moa00020 ueaosekd. Xaua cme-
A0acCb MAK, 4mo nooowna OPUUUAHMKA Y3HAMb, 8cé au 8 nopsioke. Onau 80CNPUHAN 6CE MO
HECKONbKO 60nee AUUHO.

"It's a lesson, really," I said, when she had recovered. "I spent my whole career telling students
that words mean nothing without context. 'Lock them in the vault' is a crime in one situation and
a birthday party in another. And then I sat here for twenty minutes and forgot everything I'd ever
taught."

— 9mo, 6 cyuwHocmu, Ypok, — cKasan s, Koeoa oHa omcmesnacs. — Bcro dcusnb s 2060-
PUA CMYOEHMam, Ymo cA06a HuU4e20 He 3Hauam Oe3 KoHmekcma. «3anepemv ux 6 XpaHuauuje» —
6 OOHOUI cumyayuu npecmynaerue, 8 Opyeol — O0emcKuli NPazoHuK. A nomom npocuoden 30eco 08a-
oyamo MUHYM U 3a0bl1 8CE, uemy Kozoa-auoo yuu.

"So is that a yes?" said Hana.

— Tax smo «0a»? — cnpocuna Xana.

I thought about my empty house. I thought about the newspaper I never read.

A nooyman o ceoém nycmom dome. O 2azeme, KOMOPYIO HUKO20A He YUMAro.

"It is a qualified yes," I said. "I have conditions."

— 9mo «0da» ¢ 02080pKaAMU, — CKA3AN 5. — Y MeHS eCb YCAOBUSL.

"Name them."

— Hazosume.

"I want to write my own speech. And I want a better beard. This one is real, and I'm told it
lacks drama."

— Xouy cam Hanucamsv c60io peuv. H xouy 60pody noayuuwse. Ima — HACMOSWAS, U MHE
2060pUNU, UMO el He Xeamaem Opamamusma.

k %k ok

Our escape room, The Professor's Study, opened in March. I appear at the beginning of every
game on Saturdays and Sundays, four times a day, in a long coat and a magnificent false beard that
Hana bought online. I tell the players, in a voice I once used for lectures on Old English, that they
have exactly sixty minutes before I return — and then I lock the door.

Hawa keecm-komuama, «Kaburnem npogpeccopa», omxpulracey ¢ mapme. I[lo cypbomam u eoc-
KpeceHbsM, uemblpe pas3a 8 0eHv, 5 NOSIBASIOCH 8 HaUdNe KAHCOOU uzpbl 8 ONUHHOM NAALMO U C 8el-
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KOAENHOI HaKAaoHoU 6opodoti, komopyro Xana kynuaa 8 unmepreme. I onocom, KOmopvim K020a-mo
UUMAN NEKUUU NO OPEBHEAH2AUIICKOMY, 51 COOOUWAID UZPOKAM, UMO Y HUX POBHO WLECbOECSIN MUHYM
00 MO€20 8038DAWNEHUS, — U 3ANUPAIO 0BEPb.

Some of them are students of mine from long ago. They are always delighted, and slightly
frightened. I find I enjoy that more than I probably should.

Cpedu Hux nonadaromcest mou oagrue cmyoenmol. OHU 8cezda 8 6OCMOpeze U CNeeKa HANY2aHbl.
Mme, npuznamucsi, 3mo Hpasumcst OoavUle, Yem, HA8epHoe, C1ed08aN0 Obl.

And on weekday mornings I still sit at the window of the Blue Teapot, listening. But I am more
careful now about the stories I build. Context, as I used to tell my first-year students, is everything.
It took two twenty-somethings and a lemon tart to remind me.

A no 6yoHum ympam s no-npedxcremy cudxcy y okra 6 «Cunem uatinuke» u cayuaro. Ho menepo
OCMOPOJCHEE OMHOUYCb K UCOPUSIM, KOMOopble cmpoto. Konmekcm, Kak s 20860pun nepeoKypCHUL-
Kam, — 3amo ecé. Ilonadobuaucy 080e 08AOUAMUNEIMHUX U NUMOHHBIL MApm, 4moobl s 00 SMOM
BCNOMHUN.

Words & Phrases / CiioBa u BhIpakeHust

to be in the habit of doing something — nmvers npuBbIUKY YTO-TO J€1aTh
old habits die hard — crapsie npuBbIYUKM KUBYUIU

the ... in question — TOT camblii, 0 KOTOPOM UIET Peyb

to jump to conclusions — senaTh nocnenIHble BHIBO/bI

to look the part — nogxoauTe Ha poJib BHELIHE, BHIVISIETh COOTBETCTBYIOILE
ransom — BbIKYII

to lure — 3amaHuBath

the brains / the muscle — mo3r (oneparn) / rpybast cuia

to recover one's colour — nipuiitu B ceds (0 1BeTe JMIA)

escape room — KBEeCT-KOMHaTa

a qualified yes — cornacue ¢ oroBopkamu

to set the scene — 3ay1aTh aTMocepy, BBECTH B Kypc jiesia
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DAY 5

One Star

The first review appeared on a Wednesday morning in February, and Marco Bellini read it
standing in the kitchen of his restaurant in Bath, still in his coat.
Ilepsviii om3vie nosisuacs é cpedy ympom é gpespane, u Mapko beaaunu npouuman e2o cmos

Ha KyxHe ceoezo pecmopara 6 bame, ewé ne cHsaeé naavmo.
* Yrveve v — Margaret_B

The minestrone was served at the temperature of a mild spring afternoon. The bread was
yesterday's, and possibly the day before's. The waiter was charming and did not once look at me. One
star, for the view of the abbey, which is not the restaurant's achievement.

##### — Margaret_B

Munecmpone nooaau moii memnepamypui, Kakas Obléaem MsAzKUM 6eCEHHUM OHEM. Xneb Obln
BUEPAULHUL, A 803MONCHO, U no3asuepawtnui. Oguyuanm Obin ouaposamenet u Hu pasy HAa MeHsi He
g3ensanyn. OOna 36e30a — 3a U0 Ha abOAMcmeo, KOMOpblil He ABAAEMCS 3ACAY20l PeCmOopana.

Marco read it twice. Then he took off his coat, went to the bread basket, picked up a roll and
pressed it with his thumb. It was, he had to admit, yesterday's.

Mapko npouuman o0eadxcovi. Ilomom cHAN naavmo, NOOOWEN K KOP3UHKE C XAeO0M, 68351
OYn0uKYy U HaOasun Ha Heé bonvuum narvuem. OHa bvina, KaK HU KPYMu, 64epauiHsis.

% %k ok

Nonna Lucia had been open for six years. Marco had named it after his grandmother, who had
cooked in a village near Naples until she was ninety and who had believed, with total conviction, that
cream in a carbonara was a sin punishable by death. The restaurant did well. It had good reviews,
a loyal crowd of regulars, and a table by the window from which you could see the golden stone of
Bath Abbey. Marco was proud of it. Perhaps, he would later think, a little too proud.

«Honna Jhouus» pabomana yoice wecmo nem. Mapko Hazean pecmopau 8 uecmo OadyuiKi,
Komopas 00 0esiHOCMA em 20Mmo8una 6 oepeste noo Heanonem u 6vina Henokoneoumo yeepena, 4mo
CAUBKU 8 KapOOHape — zpex, Kapaembvlii cmepmoto. /eaa wiau xopouto. Xopouiue om3vlébl, 8epHbIE
3aécez0amau U CMoOAUK Y OKHA, U3 KOMOpPozo 8UOHO 3oa0mucmulii KameHv bamckozo abbamcmea.
Mapxo pecmoparnom 2opouncs. Iodxcanyii, kax on nomom oyman, CAUUKOM.

The second review came the following Wednesday.

Bmopoti om3wi6 npuwén 6 caedyrowyro cpedy.
* Yeveveww — Margaret_B

The tiramisu had the texture of a wet bath sponge and the personality of a tax form. I am told
it is "homemade". I should like to meet the home.
##### — Margaret_B

Tupamucy no mekcmype HANOMUHAN MOKPYIO OAHHYIO 2YyOKY, A NO OOASHUIO — HAN0208YI0
Oexaapayuro. Mrue ckazanu, umo oH «0OMauwtHuil». Xomenoco Obl 832A5HYMb HA SMOM OOM.

And the third, a week after that.

H mpemuii, ewé uepes nedento.

* Yeveveww — Margaret_B
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The risotto was competent. Competence is what one expects from an accountant. From a
risotto, one expects love.
##### — Margaret_B

Puzommo 0vino epamomuoim. I pamomuocmu rHcoéwn om Oyxeanmepa. Om puzommo Hcoéutb
N1008U.

k %k ok

The staff were furious. Bryony, the head waitress, wanted to report the account to the website.
Luca, the young chef, wanted to find out where Margaret_B lived and, as he put it, "have a word".
Marco said no to both. Instead, as the owner, he wrote a reply under each review — polite,
professional, the kind of reply that business courses teach you to write. Dear Margaret, thank you so
much for your valuable feedback. We are sorry your experience did not meet your expectations. We
hope to welcome you again soon.

Ilepconan ovin 6 spocmu. Bpaiionu, cmapuias OPuyUaHmMKa, X0mena ROHCAN08aMbCsL HA AKKA-
YHm aomuHucmpauuy catima. Jlyka, monoooii nogap, xomen @vlsicHums, 20e xcueém Margaret B,
U, KaKk OH bIpa3uUACs, «nomoakoeamuv». Mapko omkazan ob6oum. Buecmo smozo o xak enadeney,
HAnucan omeen nood KaxcobiM OM3vl8OM — BEHCAUBDIL, NPOPECCUOHANbHBIL, U3 MeX, KAKUM Y1am
Ha 6usHec-kypcax. «/Jopoeas Mapeapem, 6oaviuoe cnacubo 3a eaut yeHHwlli om3wvie. Ham scanw, umo
sauiu oxcudarust He onpasoanucs. Hadeemcs eckope cHosa 6udems 8ac y HAC».

The following week there was a fourth review. Under it, Margaret_B had added a short note
in reply to his.

Yepe3 Hedento nosisuacs uemeépmolii om3avls. [1o0 num Margaret_B oobasuna kopomxuii
Omeent Ha e2o Omeem.

Dear Mr Bellini, your replies are like your risotto: correct in every detail and entirely without
flavour. I shall be back on Tuesday.

Jlopozoti mucmep Beanunu, eaui omeemul noXodxicu Ha auie pUu3ommo: 6e3ynpeursl 8 Kaxtcoot
0emanu U CO8EPULEHHO NUULeHbl BKYCA. H 6ePHYCL 80 BMOPHUK.

Marco laughed out loud, alone in his office, for the first time in a month. It was not a pleasant
laugh, exactly, but it was a real one. Whoever Margaret_B was, she could write.

Mapxo paccmesincs 6cayx — 00uH, 6 c60ém kKabureme, énepevie 3a mecsy. He mo umoowt s3mo
ObLA npUSMHbBLL cmex, HO Hacmosiuuti. Kem 0b1 Hu 6bira Margaret_B, nucamv ona ymena.

k %k ok

He went through the booking system. The reviews always appeared on Wednesday; so she ate
on Tuesday. There were no bookings under "Margaret" or anything beginning with B. So she didn't
book. He asked Bryony about Tuesday lunchtimes.

OH npocmompen cucmemy OpoHuposarusi. Om3vl8bl 6ce20a NOSBASMUCL 8 CPedy — 3HAUUMI,
obedana ona 6o emopHuk. bponuposanuti na ums «Mapeapem» uau na pamuauro na «b» ne ovino.
3nauum, ona He OpoHuposana. On cnpocun y bpationu o émopruutbix 0bedax.

Bryony thought for a moment. "There's an old lady," she said slowly. "Comes in on her own.
Always takes the little table by the kitchen door — never the window. Orders soup, then something
else, then dessert. Takes about two hours. Pays cash." She frowned. "To be honest, Marco, we don't
really... I mean, she's very slow, and she doesn't need much, and Tuesday lunch gets busy with the
office people. We sort of leave her to it."

Bpaiionu HemHoz0 nodymana.

— Ecmb oona noswcunas dama, — meonenno cxkazana owa. — Ilpuxooum ooua. Bcezoa
CaoUmcsi 3a MAAEHbKULL CMOAUK Y 08ePU HA KYXHIO — HUK020A Y OKHA. 3akaszvieéaem cyn, nOmom
umo-Huoy b euwé, nomom decepm. Cuoum uaca osa. ILnamum Haaruurvimu. — OHA HAXMYPUNACL., —
Yecmmo 2060psi, Maprko, mul €€ He ocobenHo... Hy, ona oueHb meonennast, eii Mano umo HyHcHo, a 60
BMOPHUK 8 00e0 NoAHO opucHbIx. Mol €€, 8 0Oulem, ocmaesnsiem 8 noKoe.
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The words came back to him — the waiter was charming and did not once look at me — and
Marco felt something uncomfortable move in his chest.

Emy ecnomuunuce cnosa: «Ogpuyuarm vl ouaposamenet u Hu pasy HA MeHsl He 8325IHYN»,
— u Mapko nouyecmeosan, Kax 6 2pyou HeNPUSIMHO ULEBENbHYAOCH UMO-MO.
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On Tuesday he didn't stay in the kitchen. At half past twelve, a small, upright woman of about
eighty came in from the rain, folded a tartan umbrella with great precision, and sat down at the little
table by the kitchen door. She had white hair cut very short, a silk scarf and the sharp, bright eyes of
a bird that has seen everything and been impressed by very little of it.

Bo emoprux o1 He ocmancs Ha KyxHe. B nonosure nepeozo ¢ yauybl, U3-noo 00H#cOs, 80UAA
MANEHBLKASL HCEHUUHA NeNt BOCOMUOECSINIL C OUEHb NPSAMOLL CRUHOLL, ¢ 6ONBULOL AKKYPAMHOCIbIO CAO-
JHCUNA KNEMUamblLl 30HM U Cena 3a MANEHbKULL Cmoauk Yy 0sepu Ha Kyxrio. Cedvle 6010Cbl, NOOCmpi-
JHCEHHBIE OUEeHb KOPOMKO, WENKO08bIL Wapg u ocmpwle, SCHble 24030 NMULbL, KOMopasi 8uoend 6cé u
Mano uem Ovlaa enevamiaeHd.

Marco brought the soup himself. He had made it himself, too, at six that morning, from his
grandmother's recipe, and he had tasted it nine times.

Cyn Mapko npunéc cam. H ceapun e2o modxce cam — 8 wecmsv ympa, no 0aOyuKuHomy
peuenmy, u npoooean 0eesime pas.

"Minestrone," he said, putting it down. "Hot, this time. And the bread came out of the oven
twenty minutes ago."

— Munecmpone, — ckazan on, cmags mapeaxy. — Ha smom pa3 eopsuuii. A xneb evinyau
u3 neuu 08adYaAMb MUHYM HA3AO.

She looked at the soup. Then she looked up at him for a long moment, and the corner of her
mouth moved very slightly.

Ona nocmompena na cyn. Ilomom 0onzo cmompena Ha He20 CHU3Y 88EPX, U Y2ON0K €€ pma e06a
3aMeMHO OPOZHYA.

"Mr Bellini," she said. "You've found me out."

— Mucmep beaaunu, — ckazana ona. — Bul mens packycunu.

"May I sit down?"

— Mooicro mHe npucecmso?

"It's your restaurant."

— Pecmopan eaut.
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Her name was Margaret Beaumont. Forty years earlier, she told him, she had been a restaurant
critic for a national newspaper — "when restaurant critics were feared, Mr Bellini, rather than
followed". She had eaten in every great kitchen in Europe. She had made chefs cry, and once, in
Lyon, a chef had made her cry, with a chicken so perfect she still dreamed about it.

Eé 36anu Mapeapem bomonm. Copok nem HA3ao, pacckazana oHa, OHA Oblad PeCOopaHHbIM
KPUMUKOM 8 ODUEHAWUOHANLHOLL 2a3eme — «8 me epemena, mucmep beaaunu, kozda Kpumukog 6osi-
JAUCh, d He NOONUCHIBAAUCL Ha HUX». OHa eaa Ha écex éeauxux Kyxuax Eeponvi. Ona dosoduna weg-
noeapos 00 cAé3, a 00HaxCovl, 8 Jluore, wedh 008én 00 cré3 eé — Kypuyeli HACMOAbKO COBEPULEHHOL,
umo OHa 00 CUX Nop 8UOUM €€ 80 CHe.

Her husband, Richard, had come with her everywhere. He had died four years ago. Since then,
she said, in the same dry voice, she had discovered something about being an old woman eating alone.

Eé myorc Puuapo ezoun c Heii noscrody. Yemuvipe 200a nazao on ymep. C mex nop, ckazana oHa
eMm J4ce CYXUM 2010COM, OHA KOe-Umo Y3HAAA O MOM, KAKO8O CMAPOU HCEHUSUHE eCb 8 0OUHOUECTEE.

"You become invisible. Not unkindly. Nobody means it. They seat you by the kitchen door,
and they bring your food, and they forget you're there. It's rather like being furniture." She tasted the
soup, slowly, considering. "So I started writing reviews again. And do you know, Mr Bellini, you're
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the first person who has replied to me in four years? Even if it was," she added, "with that terrible
business-school nonsense."

— Cmanosuuvest Heguoumol. Hukmo ne co 3aa. Huxmo napouno. Tebs casxcarom y osepu
HA KYXHIO, NPUHOCSIM edy U 3abvlearom, umo mwl 30ech. Ilpumepro kax Obimv mebeavio. — OHa
Nonpooosana cyn — MeoNeHHo, 80ymuueo. — Bom s u cnoea Hauana nucame om3wviewl. U 3naeme,
mucmep beanunu, 8ol nepewiii, kKmo omeemun mHe 3a uemwipe 200a? Iycmo oadice, — 0obasura oua,
— 3MOIL YHCACHOT Uenyxoli U3 OU3HeC-UKONDL.

"The tiramisu," said Marco. "Was it really that bad?"

— A mupamucy, — ckazan Mapko. — Heyorceau 8cé 6b1.10 HACMOABLKO NAOXO?

"Worse. I was being kind."

— Xyorce. A 6bina cHucxooumenvha.

He laughed. She didn't, but her eyes did.

On paccmesincs. Ona — Hem, HO €€ 21a3a CMESAUCD.

"The soup," she said, putting down her spoon, "is very good. Your grandmother's?"

— Cyn, — ckaszana oHa, OMKAAObIBAS NOHCKY, — O4eHb Xopout. badywikun ?

"How did you know?"

— Kaxk 6wt 0ozadanucy?

"Because it tastes like somebody cared about it. Which the risotto, I'm sorry to say, did not."

— [lomomy umo no éxycy uyecmeyemcs, 4mo o Hém Kkmo-mo 3abomuncs. Yezo, Kk codxcanenuro,
He cKadceldb 0 pu30ommo.
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They talked until four o'clock, long after the office workers had gone. Before she left, Marco
asked her a question he had been thinking about all afternoon. He was changing the menu in spring.
Would she — he knew it was a strange request — would she come in before it launched, and taste
everything, and tell him the truth?

Onu npozosopuau 00 uemvipéx — ogpucHvle 0aéHo pazoutaucs. Ilepeo e¢ yxooom Mapko 3adan
80npoC, KOMOpwlil 000YMbIEAN 8ecb OeHb. Becroli on mensiem mento. He coenacumces au ona — ou
NOHUMAeNn, Ymo npocebda CMpavHas, — Npuiimu 00 3anycka, nonpoboeamv 6cé U cKasamov emy
npagdy?

Margaret Beaumont opened her umbrella with the same precision she had used to fold it.

Mapeapem bomonm packpuvina 30Hm ¢ Mol JHce aKKYPAmHOCmbio, ¢ KaKoli €20 CKAaoblednd.

"I'll come on one condition," she said. "Not by the kitchen door."

— Ipudy npu ooHom ycaosuu, — ckazana ona. — He y 0sepu na kyxwro.
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Now, every Tuesday, the table by the window — the one with the view of the abbey — has a
small card on it that says Reserved. Margaret arrives at half past twelve. Marco cooks for her himself,
and then sits down with her for coffee, and she tells him, without mercy, everything that is wrong
with his food. Half of the new spring menu was her idea. The tiramisu has been completely rebuilt.

Tenepv Kadtcovlii BMOPHUK HA CMOAUKE Y OKHA — MOM, C 8UOOM HA abbamcmeo, — cmoum
Manenvkas mabauuka «3apezepeuposaro». Mapeapem npuxooum é nonrosute nepgozo. Mapko cam
20Mmosum Onsl Heé, a NOMoM CAOUMcsi ¢ Heli NuMv Kogbe, U OHA OE3HCANOCIMHO PACCKA3bIBAem eMy 000
6cém, umo He mak c ez2o eooli. Ilonosurna Ho8020 eecetHezo meno — eé udeu. Tupamucy nepedenan
¢ HYyAsL.

In May, a new review appeared on the website. Bryony printed it out and stuck it on the kitchen
wall, next to a photograph of Nonna Lucia.

B mae na catime nossuncs Hoewlli om3vle. bpationu pacnewamana e2o u nogecuna Ha cmexy

KYXHU, psioom ¢ pomozpagbueli HOHHbL JTrouuu.
* % % % v — Margaret_B
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Four stars. I never give five. Five stars are reserved for God and for my late husband's mushroom
risotto, and Mr Bellini is getting dangerously close to the second. The waiter looked at me. Several
times.

##### — Margaret_B

Yemuipe 36e30v1. [Iams 5 He cmaesaio Hukoezoa. Ilame 36¢30 3apesepsuposarivl 3a I ocnooom
Bozom u 3a 2pubHbIM pusommo moezo noKotiHo2o mydxca, u mucmep beaaunu onacrno npubaudicaemcest
ko emopomy. Ogpuyuarm Ha mens cmompen. Heckonvko pas.

Words & Phrases / CiioBa u BhIpakeHust

regulars — noCTOsIHHbIE TIOCETUTEH, 3aBCeraTan

to have a word (with someone) — (pasr.) moroBopuTb, «MOTOJIKOBATh» (YacTO C YTPO30ii)
feedback — o13b1B, 0OOpaTHas CBA3b

to leave somebody to it — ocraBuTh B MOKOE, HE MEIIATh

to find somebody out — pazo0naunTh, pacKyCUTh

upright — npsMoii, ¢ npsAMOI 0caHKOR

not unkindly — 6e3 3710081, BiosiHe JOOpOXKENIATETHHO
nonsense — yeryxa, epyHja

without mercy — 6e3:xanocTHO

competent — rpaMOTHBIIA, TOJKOBBI (4aCTO — «U HEe OoJee»)
to rebuild from scratch / completely — nepecoOparts ¢ Hyns
late (husband) — nokoliHbIi (MyX)
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DAY 6

Please Hold

"Thank you for calling Northpower Energy. Your call is important to us. You are currently
number... fourteen... in the queue. Please hold."

— Baazooapum eac 3a 36010k 6 «<Hopmnaysp Inepodicu». Baw 36010k ouenwv eadicen ons Hac.
Baw nomep 6 ouepeou... uemvipnaoyamuotii. Ilosxcanyiicma, ocmasatimecs Ha AUHUU.

Then came the music. It was Vivaldi — the first thirty seconds of Spring, played on what
sounded like a toy keyboard, over and over again, for ever.

Iomowm 3auepana mysvika. Bueanvou — nepevle mpuoyamo cekyno «Bechvl» 6 ucnoamenuu
ue20-mo 8pooe uzpYuleuHoz0 CUHMe3amopd, CHO8a U CHOBd, 00 OECKOHEUHOCU.

Dev Malhotra put his phone on speaker, laid it on the kitchen table in his flat in Leeds, and
looked at the letter beside it. The letter said he owed Northpower Energy three thousand, one hundred
and twelve pounds for one month of electricity. Dev lived alone in a one-bedroom flat. He owned
a laptop, a kettle and a fridge that was mostly empty. Unless the fridge had been secretly mining
Bitcoin, there had been a mistake.

lee Manxompa KA10UUNA 2DOMKYIO CE53b, NONAOHCUN MeneddOH HA KYXOHHBILL CMOA 8 C80ell K8ap-
mupe 8 Jluoce u nocmompen Ha aexcaujee psoom nucemo. Coznacho nucoemy, oH 6vin dondcer «Hopm-
naysp IHepodcu» mpu mulCsauU cmo 08eHA0Uamv PYHMOoE 3a Mecsy, IneKkmpudecmed. /lee diun 00uH
8 0OOHOKOMHAMHOUL Keapmupe. Y Hez0 Oblau HOYMOYK, YAUHUK U XONOOUAbHUK, NO OOAbUell Yacmu
nycmoii. Ecau moavko Xxon00unbHuk maikom He MAatiHua OUmKOUHbl, NPOU3OULAG OUUOKA.

He had taken the day off work for this call. He had a cup of tea. He was ready.

Paou smozo 360HKa OH 83514 Ha pabome omeya. Y Hezo Obina kpydicka uas. OH Obln 20/Mo8.
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At 10:43, after forty minutes of Vivaldi, the music stopped with a click. There was a crackling
sound. And then a voice — not a recorded voice but a real, elderly, very Scottish one — said:

B 10:43, nocae copoxa munym Busaavou, mysvika obopsarace co weaukom. 4mo-mo 3ampe-
wWano. A nomom 2010¢ — He 3aNUCAHHbI, a HACMOAWUL, NOHCUNOTE U OUeHb WOMAAHOCKULL — NPO-
usmec:

"Hello? Hello? Is that a person?"

— Anno? Anno? 9mo uenosex?

Dev grabbed the phone. "Yes! Hello! Yes, I'm a person. Is this Northpower?"

es cxeamun menegom.

— Ja! Aano! Jla, s wenosex. Imo «Hopmnaysp»?

"God, no. I was going to ask you the same thing." A pause. "I'm on hold to them. Have been
for two hours and ten minutes. And then the music stopped and there you were."

— boorce ynacu. A xax paz xomen cnpocums éac o mom dce. — llayza. — A cam 0o Hux
0036aHUBAIOCH. Yice 06a uaca 0ecsimvb MUHYm. A nOMom My3vlka KOHYUAACS, U MY Gbl.

"I'm on hold too. Forty minutes."

— A mooxce #coy. Copok munym.

"Forty minutes," said the voice, with something like pity. "You're just a boy."

— Copox Munym, — cKa3an 2010¢ ¢ Yem-mo 8pooe Hcarocmu. — Jla 6ol eueé MarbuuKa.

They established, after some confusion, that their two calls had somehow got crossed inside
Northpower's phone system. Neither of them was willing to hang up and lose his place in the queue.
So they stayed.
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Tlocne Hexomopoii nymanuybl OHU BbIACHUU, UIMO UX 360HKU KAKUM-O 00PA30OM NEPECEKAUCD
eHympu menegorroli cucmemuvl «Hopmnaysp». Hu o0un He 20moe Obin nogecums mpyoxky u nome-
pamv mecmo 8 ouepeou. Tak umo oba ocmanuce.

"Hamish," said the voice. "Hamish Cormack. Aberdeen."

— Xomuw, — cxazan eonoc. — Xamuut Kopmak. Abepoun.

"Dev. Leeds."

— Jes. Jluoc.

"Well, Dev from Leeds. What did they do to you?"

— Hy umo oc, Jes uz Jluoca. Ymo onu eam coeaanu?
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Dev explained about the three thousand pounds. Hamish whistled.

es pacckazan npo mpu melcsiuu pyrHmos. Xomuut nPUceUCmHyA.

"That's a lot of toast."

— 39mo Hc cKOALKO MOCMO8.

"And you?"

— Ayeac?

There was a pause on the line, longer than the others.

Ha aunuu nosucaa nayza — oonvlse npescHuXx.

"My wife's name is on the account. Jean. She died in March. I've written to them four times to
change it to my name, and every month they send another letter addressed to her. 'Dear Mrs Cormack,
we value you as a customer.' And every time I phone, they tell me they can only discuss the account
with the account holder." He gave a short laugh with no humour in it. "I've said, well, you'll need
a very long phone line."

— Ha cuéme ums dncenvl. /Jorcun. Ona ymepaa é mapme. H uemvipe paza nucan um, umoobl
nepeoPopmMUNU Ha MEHS, 4 OHU KAHCObLIL MeCSY, WAIOM HOB80€ NUCLMO HA €€ UMS. «Yeadcaemas muc-
cuc Kopmak, Mbl yeHUM 8ac KAK KAUEHMA». A KaXCOblL pa3, K02od 360HIO, 2080psiM, UMO MO2YM
00cydcoamv cuém monvko ¢ enaenviem. — OH KOPOmMKoO, 6e3 menu romopa, pacemesiacs. — A um
2080pI0: HY, MO20A 86aM NOHAOOOUMCSL OUEHb ONUHHDILL MenehOHHbLE NPOBOO.

"I'm sorry," said Dev, and meant it.

— Mne ouenv dcanv, — ckaszan /[es, u amo bvina npasoa.

"Aye. Well."

— Aea. Hy umo oxc.

"How did you meet her?" Dev asked, and then wondered if he shouldn't have.

— A Kak 8vl nosHakomuaucsy? — cnpocun /leé u mym dice 3acOMHEBANCS, CHOUNO N

But Hamish sounded pleased to be asked. "At a dance in Peterhead, 1966. I stood on her foot
twice in the first minute. She said, 'If you do that a third time, I'm marrying you, so you'd better be
careful."" He laughed, properly this time. "I did it a third time. On purpose."

Ho X3muw, noxooice, 06padosancst 60npocy.

— Ha manyax e Ilumepxede, 6 wiecmvoecsim uwecmom. B nepayro dce munymy 08asicovl Hacmy-
nua el Ha Hozy. OHa ckazana: «Hacmynuwe 6 mpemuti paz — 6vliidy 3a meos 3amydxHc, Max 4mo
noocmopodicree». — OH paccmesncs, Ha 3mom pas no-Hacmosuwemy. — A nacmynun 6 mpemuii pas.
Hapouno.
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At 11:30 they were still waiting. The conversation had wandered, the way conversations do
when there is nowhere else for them to go.

B 11:30 onu 6cé ewié scoanu. Pazzosop nemasin, Kak nemAasitonm paszo8opel, KOMOpblm 00Able
HeKYOa 0embucsi.

"So what do you do, Dev? When you're not on hold."

— A uem 6wt 3anumaemecyw, /[les? Kozoa ne sucume Ha nuruu.
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"I'm a software developer. Or I was. I'm — sort of between things."

— A paspabomuux. To ecmwv 6vin. A celiuac... 8poode Kak mexcoy denamu.

"Between things."

— Mescoy denamu.

Dev hadn't told anyone this. Not his parents, not his friends. He wasn't sure why he was telling
a stranger in Aberdeen. Perhaps because he was a stranger in Aberdeen. "I quit three weeks ago. Just
walked out. I was working sixty hours a week and I couldn't sleep and one morning I sat in the car
park and couldn't make myself go in. So I didn't. I haven't told my parents. They think I took a day
off today. I take a day off every day now."

les nHukomy smozo He 206opun. Hu pooumensm, nu opyzesam. OH He NOHUMAN, 3a4eM DACCKA-
3bl6aem smo He3Hakomuy é Abepoure. Modicem, UMEHHO NOMOMY, MO MO He3HaKoMel, 8 Abepoute.

— A ysoauncs mpu Hedeau Hazao. IIpocmo ywén. Paboman no wecmovoecsim uacos 8 Hedearo,
He Mo02 Cnamb, U OOHANCObL YMPOM CUOen HA NAPKO8Ke U He cmoez 3acmasumsv ceos eovimu. M He
souwtén. Pooumensim e ckazan. Onu Oymarom, umo cezo0Hs 51 8351 omeyn. A menepv Kaxcowvlii OeHb
oepy omaya.

Hamish was quiet for a moment.

Xamuw HeMHO20 nomMoauan.

"I was a radio operator on the North Sea oil rigs," he said. "Thirty-one years. You know what
the job was, mostly? Waiting. Sitting by the radio in the middle of the sea, waiting for something to
happen. The young lads couldn't stand it. They wanted to do something. And I used to tell them —
patience is a muscle. It hurts at first. Then it gets stronger."

— A 6b1n paducmom Ha HepmsHblx naamgpopmax 8 CegepHom mope, — ckaszan oH. — Tpuo-
uamov 00uUH 200. 3Haeme, 8 UéM 8 OCHOBHOM cocmosiaa paboma? B oocuoanuu. Cuduwts y pauuu
nocpeou Mopsi U HcOéutb, Ko20a umo-Huoyob cayuumcs. Monoovie napHu 3moezo He @viHocuau. Mm
X0menoce umo-mo deaamv. A 5 um 2060pun: mepnenue — 3mo mvimya. Cuauana 6oavro. Ilomom
OHA KpenHem.

"I don't think I'm very good at waiting."

— To-moemy, Hcoams 51 He OUeHb YMEro.

"You've been on hold for an hour and a half, son. You're better than you think."

— Tl gucub Ha AUHUY NOAMOPA 4acd, CLIHOK. Y mebs noayuaemcs ayuute, uem mol Oymaeuls.
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At 12:15 Hamish taught Dev the words to a song his wife used to sing, which was mostly about
a girl from Dundee and a fisherman who was very bad at his job. At 12:40 Dev explained to Hamish
what an app was, and Hamish said he still didn't see the point. At 1:05 they discovered they had both,
at different times, been to the same terrible seaside hotel in Scarborough, and spent twenty happy
minutes describing the carpet.

B 12:15 Xamuw nayuun /esa cnoéam necHu, KOmopyo neaa e20 Hcemda, — 6 OCHOBHOM OHA
ovLra npo desywky uz Janou u puibaka, KOmopwiii O4eHb NAOX0 CHPABASIACS CO c8oell pabomoii. B
12:40 Jleé 06Bsichun Xamuuty, umo makoe npuioxcerue, u Xamuul cKasan, umo 6cé paeHo He 8UOUm
6 HéMm cmuicaa. B 13:05 evischunocs, umo oba é pasHoe 8pemsi OCMAaHABAUBANUCH 8 OOHOL U MOl
JHce YHcacHoll 2ocmunuLe Ha nooepedicoe 6 Ckapoopo, u oHu nposeau 08a0UAMb CUACHAUBLIX MUHYMI,
ONUCHIBASL MAMOULHULL KOBED.

"Can I ask you something?" said Dev. "Why haven't you just — given up? Let them keep
sending letters to Jean?"

— Mooswcro cnpocums? — ckazan /les. — Ilouemy vl npocmo He... maxuyau pykou? Ilycmeo
Obl caanu nucvma JHcuH.

"Because every letter that comes with her name on it," said Hamish, "I open it thinking, just
for a second, that it's for her. And then I remember." He cleared his throat. "I'd like them to stop.
That's all. I'd like the post to be mine."
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— Illomomy umo kaxicooe nucoMo ¢ eé umenem, — ckazan Xamuwi, — 51 OMKPbI8ar0 U Ha
CeKYyHOY Oymaro, umo oHo eii. A nomom eécnomutaro. — OH npokawasncs. — A xouy, umoosl 3mo
npexkpamunocs. Toavko u écezo. Xouy, umoodbl nouma cHo8a Oblaa Moell.
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At 1:52 p.m., the music stopped again, and a third voice came on the line — young, female,
tired.

B 13:52 my3vika cnoea obopsanacs, u Ha AUHUU NOSBUACS MPEMULL 2010C — MOAOOOL, HCEH-
CKUI, Ycmanbwlil.

"Thank you for holding, you're through to Northpower, my name is Shona, can I take your
account number please?"

— Cnacubo 3a oxcudarue, vl 00360HUNUCL 6 «Hopmnaysp», mens 30eym Ilona, nazosume,
noodicanyticma, Homep cuéma.

"Which of us?" said Dev and Hamish together.

— Kozo u3 nac? — xopom cnpocunu /lee u Xamuut.

There was a long silence.

Tosucao 0onzoe moruanue.

"I'm sorry," said Shona. "Are there... two of you?"

— Ilpocmume, — cxazana Illlona. — Bac... deoe?

They explained. Shona listened. She said that this had never happened before, that the system
had been "doing strange things all week", and that technically she should end the call and ask them
both to ring back separately.

Onu ob6wsacHunu. llona evicaywana. Ckazana, umo makozo0 HUK0204 He CAYUANOCH, UMO
CUCTEMA «8CI0 He0ent0 UYyoum» U 4mo hOpMAlbHo el credyem 3a6epuiumsd 360HOK U NONPOCUND
000UX NEpe38OHUMb NO OMOENbHOCHIU.

"With the greatest respect, Shona," said Dev — and he was surprised by how calm his voice
was — "this gentleman has been waiting five hours and twenty minutes. His wife died in March. He
has written to you four times. Every month you send a letter to a woman who isn't alive any more, and
every month he has to open it. I'm not hanging up, and neither is he, until it's fixed. My bill can wait."

— Ilpu 6cém yeancenuu, Llona, — cxazan /leé u cam yousuncs, HACKOALKO CHOKOUHO 368Yy4uUm
€20 2010C, — MOM ONHCEHMAbMEH HCOEM NAMb Uacoe osadyame murym. FEzo scena ymepna 6 mapme.
On nucan éam uemsipe pasa. Kadscovlii mecsiy, 6ol omnpaensieme nUCoMo HceHuUHe, Komopoti Oonviue
Hem 8 JHCUBbIX, U KAXHCObIL MECSY, eMYy NPUXOOUMCSL e20 omKpvléams. Hu 51, Hu OH He nosecum mpyoky,
noka amo He ucnpassim. Moii cuém nodoxcoém.

There was another silence. When Shona spoke again, her voice had changed. It was quieter,
and more human.

Crosa monuanue. Kozoa Llona 3azoeopuna, 2onoc y neé usmenuncs. Cman muute u uenogeumee.

"Mr Cormack? Give me your postcode, love. Let's sort this out."

— Mucmep Kopmarx? [Ipoouxmyiime mue unoexkc, 0opoezoii. /lasaiime pazoepémcsi.

It took eleven minutes. When it was done, Hamish's voice wasn't quite steady. Then Shona
looked at Dev's account and discovered, in about thirty seconds, that someone had typed an extra
zero into his meter reading. His bill was three hundred and eleven pounds and twenty pence. He
would receive a correction by email.

9mo 3ams110 oourHaouame munym. Kozoa écé 6vino coenaro, 2onoc Xamuuwa caezka oposxcaan.
Ilomowm Illona omxpelna cuém /Jlesa u cexyHo 3a mpuoyamv OOHAPYHCUAA, MO KMO-MO GNUCAN 8
NOKA3AHUSL €20 CUEMUMUKA AUHUL HoAb. Cuém cocmaensin mpucma oOUHHaoUams PyYHmMo8 08aduans
nercos. Hcnpaenenue npuoém emy Ha noumy.

"Is there anything else I can help you with today?" asked Shona.

— Mozy 5 ewé uem-mo 6am nomousb? — cnpocuna Llona.

"No," said Dev. "You've been brilliant. Thank you."
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— Hem, — cxazan /les. — Bvl npocmo monooey. Cnacuobo.

"Thank you," said Shona. "Honestly. I've had a horrible week. That was the nicest call I've had
in months." She hesitated. "Shall I leave the line open for a minute? So you can say goodbye?"

— Bam cnacubo, — cxazana lllona. — Ilpasoa. Y mens yocacuas Heoeasi. Imo ayuuuii 360-
HOK 3a MHO20 Mecsaues. — Ona 3amsanacs. — Ocmagums AUHUIO OMKPLIMO Ha Munymky ? Ymoobwl
8bl MO NONPOUWAMBCSL?
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They didn't say goodbye. They exchanged phone numbers instead.

Ilpowamoecs onu He cmaau. Bumecmo amoeo oomensauce Homepami.

Dev told his parents about his job that weekend. It went better than he had feared. In September
he found a new one — four days a week, a smaller company, a manager who went home at five and
expected everyone else to do the same.

B me oxce svixoonwie /lee pacckazan pooumensim o pabome. Bcé npowino ayuute, uem oH 00sACA.
B cenmsbpe on nawén Hosyro — uemvbipe OHsL 8 HEOeNt, KOMNAHUS NOMEHbULE, HAYANbHUK, KOMOPbIL
YX00um 0omoli 8 NsiMo U HCOEM Moz0 JHce On OCMANbHBIX.

And every Sunday at seven, his phone rings, and a voice from Aberdeen says, in a very bad
imitation of a recorded message:

A Kadtcooe 80CKpeceHbe 8 ceMb Y He20 360HUM meneoH, U 2010¢ u3 AbepouHa oueHv naoXo
uzobpadsicaem agmoomeenuux:

"Thank you for calling. Your call is important to us. Please hold."

— baazooapum 3a 360H0K. Baw 360H0K ouenw eadxcen ons Hac. Tloxcanyiicma, ocmasatimecs
Ha AUHULL.

And then he hums the first thirty seconds of Vivaldi, badly, and they both laugh, and then they
talk for an hour.

A nomom oH panvuuueo Hanesaem nepevie mpuoyams cekyHo Busanvou, u oba cmeromces, a
nomom 60Amarom yeawvlii uac.

Words & Phrases / CiioBa u BhIpakeHust

to be on hold / please hold — *xnaTh Ha TMHUM / OCTaBalTeCh HA IMHUMN
the queue — ouepenp

to get crossed (lines, calls) — nepeceubcs, nepenyTarbcs (0 JTMHUSIX)
to hang up — nosecuts TpyOKy

account holder — Bnagenen cuéra

to wander (of a conversation) — Oy /JaTh, NepeckakuBaTh C TEMbl Ha TEMY
between things / between jobs — mex1y padoTamu, B OMcKe

to walk out — yiitu, 6pocuts (padoty)

can't stand something — tepners He Mory

to give up — czaTbCsl, MaXHYTb PyKOM

to sort something out — pazoOpatbcs, yaaauTh

meter reading — rokasaHus c4éTYMKa
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DAY 7

The Translator's Note

Agnieszka Wrobel had been translating English novels into Polish for fifteen years, and she
believed that every book had a secret. Not a hidden message, usually — nothing so dramatic. Just
a rhythm, a habit, a word the author loved too much. A translator's job was to find it and carry it,
carefully, across the border into another language.

Aenewka Bpybenv namuaouams nem nepesoouna aHzAUNCKUe poManbl Ha NOAbCKULL U CUU-
mana, umo y Kaxcoou kHueu ecmu cekpem. OObluHO He MaliHoe NOCAaHUe — HUUE20 HACMOABbKO Opa-
mamuurozo. IIpocmo pumm, npusbIiuKa, 080, KOMopoe agmop caumkom aoous. Paboma nepesoo-
uuKa — Halmu ezo u 6epexscHo nepeHecmi uepe3 2paHuLy, 8 Opy2oli A3vlK.

The Harbour Light was the last novel by Iain Ruthven, who had died of a heart attack the
previous winter at the age of seventy-three. Ruthven had been the grumpy giant of Scottish literature
— famous for his long, cold, beautiful sentences, his refusal to give interviews, and his habit of
describing the sea as though it were a person who had personally offended him. The book had been
published four months after his death. The critics called it his masterpiece. Agnieszka, working at
the kitchen table of her flat in Edinburgh with the real sea grey outside the window, thought they
were probably right.

«Ceem easanu» Obln nocaeorum pomanom Msna Pymeena, komopbiii ymep om cepoeurozo npu-
cmyna npownoli 3UMOli 8 8o3pacme cemuoecsimu mpeéx nem. Pymeen Ovin yepromvlym 6eaukanom uom-
AAHOCKOUL AUMepamypol — 3HAMEHUMBIM CEOUMU ONUHHBIMU, XONOOHBIMU, NPEKPACHBIMU (PPA3aAMU,
OMKA30M 0a8amv UHIMEPELIO U NPUBLIUKOU ONUCHIBAMb MOPe MAK, CAOBHO MO UeA08€K, KOMOpblil
HaHéc emy auuHoe ockoponenue. Knuea eviuina uepesz uemvipe mecaya nocae ezo cmepmu. Kpumuku
Ha36a.U €€ uwedeepoM. AzHeuKa, pabomast 3a KYXOHHbIM CHOAOM 8 C80ell JI0UHOYP2CKOI Kéapmupe,
3a OKHOM KOMOPOTL Cepeno HACmosujee Mope, Cuumand, Ymo OHu, 6epOSIMHO, NPasbl.

The novel was about an old lighthouse keeper on an island in the far north who had stopped
speaking to his only daughter. It had twenty-four chapters. Each chapter had a title — a single word
or a short phrase. Agnieszka had translated nineteen of them before she noticed.

PomaHn 6bin 0 cmapom cmompumene Masika Ha 0CMpose 0a1eKo Ha cesepe, KOmopblii nepecman
DPa3208apueamv co ceoeil eOUHCMeeHHoll 0ouepvlo. B ném 6vln0 deadyame uemvipe 2aasbl. Y Kadxcooi
21086l ObLNO HA36AHUE — OOHO CA0B0 UM KOPOMKAS ppasa. AzHeuika nepesena 0esmHaoyams U3
HUX, npexcoe uem 3amMemuna.
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It was a Tuesday night, very late. She had been struggling with the title of chapter twenty,
Ghosts, because the Polish word sounded too much like a children's story, and she had opened the
table of contents to see how the titles worked together. She was reading down the list, half asleep,
when the first letters of the titles seemed to rise off the page.

Boin emopruk, no3ousis Housb. OHa dunace HAO Ha3eaHuem 08aouamoil 2nagvl — «IlIpuspaku»,
— NOMOMY UMO NOABLCKOE CAOBO 38YHUAN0 CAUUKOM NO-0eMCKU, U OMKPbLAA 02AdeneHue, 4moovl
nocmompems, Kaxk Ha3eanus 3eyuam emecme. OHa COHHO YUMANA CRUCOK C8EPXY 6HU3, K020a Nepeble
OYK6bl HAZEAHULL CAOBHO NOOHAMUCH HAO CIPAHULELL.

Keeper. Island. Rain. Salt. Tide. Years.

Keeper. Island. Rain. Salt. Tide. Years. — Cmompumenv. Ocmpos. /[oxcob. Conw. Ilpuaus.
Toov1.

She sat up.

Ona evinpamuaace.
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Ice. Water. Ash. Silence.

Ice. Water. Ash. Silence. — JI€o. Booa. Ilenen. Tuwuna.

She took a pencil and wrote the letters down on the back of an envelope, one by one, her hand
not quite steady. When she had finished, she looked at what she had written for a long time.

Ona 63s1.1a KapaHoaut U cmana 8bINUCHIBAMb OYKBbl HA 000pOmMe KOHEepMa, 0OHY 3a OpYeoll;
PYKa caezka opoxcand. 3aKOHUUS, OHA 00120 CMOMPeNd HA HANUCAHHOE.

KIRSTY I WAS WRONG FORGIVE ME

KIRSTY I WAS WRONG FORGIVE ME — «Kupcmu, 5 6vin nenpas. [Ipocmu mersi».
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Everyone in the literary world knew that lain Ruthven had a daughter called Kirsty, and
everyone knew that they had not spoken for fifteen years. The story had been in the newspapers at the
time. Kirsty had written a first novel at twenty-six. It had been sent to her father for his opinion before
publication, and somehow — nobody ever found out how — his private comments had ended up in a
newspaper. Competent. Clean. Without a single living sentence. The book had come out anyway, and
sold almost nothing. Kirsty Ruthven had never published another. As far as Agnieszka knew, she had
not even come to the funeral.

Becv aumepamyproui mup 3uan, umo y Hsna Pymeena ecmv 0ouv no umenu Kupcmu, u éce
3HANU, YIMO OHU He Pa3208apUSANU NAMHAOUAMb Aem. B c6oé epems sma ucmopus nonana 6 2a3emel.
B 0saouame wecms nem Kupcmu nanucana nepewiii pomat. [leped nybauxayueii e2o omnpasuau omuy
Ha 0M3bl18, U KAKUM-1MO 00pa30M — HUKIO MAK U He 8bISICHUA KAKUM — €20 YaCmHble KOMMEHMAapuu
okazanuce 8 zazeme. «I pamomuo. Yucmo. Hu oonoti cueoli ppazer». Knuea 6cé pasHo eviuina u
noumu He npooasanacs. boavute Kupcmu Pymeen ne onyoaukoeana Huuezo. Hackonvko 3nana Azre-
uiKa, oHa oadice He NPUWNGA HA NOXOPOHDL.

The next morning, Agnieszka phoned the English publisher. She spoke to an editor, then to a
more senior editor. Neither had noticed the message. Both were very excited. The senior editor started
talking about "a major news story" and "a special edition", and Agnieszka felt a cold, protective anger
she couldn't quite explain.

Ha caedyrowsee ympo Aznewika nozeoHuna 6 anzautickoe uzoamenvscmeo. Ilozoeopuna c peoax-
Mopom, Nomom co cmapuum peoakmopom. Hu mom, nu opyeoii nocaanus ne 3amemunu. Ooa npu-
utau 8 gocmope. Cmapuiuii pedaKmaop 3az2080pUn 0 «2POMKOL HOBOCHI» U «CREUUANLHOM UZOAHUU», U
AzHewKa nouyecmeosana X0N00HYI0 310CHb — JHCENAHUe 3aUUMUNMb, — KOMOpPYHo cama He Mo21d
MOAKOM 00BSICHUMb.

"Has anyone asked Kirsty?" she said.

— A Kupcmu kmo-Hubyoeb cnpocun? — cKazana oud.

There was a pause. "Well — no. Not yet. We'd have to, obviously."

THaysza.

— Hy... nem. Iloxa nem. [Ipuoémcs, pazymeemcs.

"Then please don't do anything until somebody has."

— Toz0a, nosxcanyiicma, Huuezo He deaatime, NOKa KMo-HUOYOb He CRPOCUM.

She put the phone down and realised that the somebody would have to be her.

Ona nonodcuna mpyoxky u NOHANA, YMO SMUM «KeM-HUOYOb» NPUOEMcst cmamb eii.
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It took her three days to write the letter. She was a translator; she knew that every word
mattered, and that the most important words were often the ones you left out. In the end, it was short.

Iucomo ona nucana mpu ous. OHa Obina NePesoOUUKOM, OHA 3HANA, U0 8ANCHO KANHCOOE CA080
U MO camble 8adiCHbIE CA08A YACMO me, KOmopble He nuentb. B umoze oo noayuunocs KOpomxum.

Dear Ms Ruthven,
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I am translating your father's last novel into Polish. In the course of my work I have found
something in the book that I believe was meant for you, and only for you. I have not told anyone
except his publisher, and I have asked them to wait. I don't know whether you have read the book,
or whether you want to. If you would like me to tell you what I found, I will. If you would prefer me
never to mention it again, I will do that instead.

With respect,

Agnieszka Wrobel
Yeaorcaemas mucc Pymeen,

51 NepesodCy NOCAeOHUIl POMAH 8aue20 OMUa HA NOALCKULL 3bIK. B x00e pabomel s Hawra 6
KHU2e Mo, Ymo, KaK MHe KAXCemcsi, NPeOHA3HAAN0Ch 8aM — U MOALKO 8aM. H He 2080puna 00 smom
HUKOMY, KpOMe €20 U30amenbCmed, U NONPOCUAA UX NOOoxHcO0amv. A He 3Hat0, uumanu au 8vl KHU2y u
xomume au eé uumamo. Ecau ol xomume, umo0vl st pacckaszana, 4mo Hauina, — st pacckayxcy. Ecau
npeonouméme, umoobl s HUK020a 6onvlte 00 3Mom He YnOMUHAAA, — MAK U Oyoem.

C yeadwcenuem,

Aenewrxa Bpybenw

The publisher had an address for Kirsty, in Leith, twenty minutes' walk from Agnieszka's flat.
She posted the letter on Friday and spent the weekend failing to translate chapter twenty.

Y uzoamenvcmea o6vin aopec Kupcmu — 6 Jlume, 6 osadyamu munymax xo0b0bl O KEapmupbl
Aenewky. OHa OMNPABUNA NUCLMO 8 NSUMHULY U BCe 8bIXOOHbBIE DE3YCNEUHO NbLIMANACL NePesecnu
osaouamytro 21aey.
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The reply came on Wednesday, by email. It said only: There's a café on the Shore called the
Ship's Biscuit. Thursday, 10 a.m.

Omeem npuwén 6 cpedy, no 3NeKmpoHHOL noume. B ném 0b110 moavko: «Ha HabepedcHoti ecmb
kagpe ,,Kopabenvnwiii cyxaps ‘. Yemeepe, 10 ympa».

Kirsty Ruthven was forty-one — the same age as Agnieszka, which for some reason surprised
her. She had her father's heavy eyebrows and none of his famous coldness; she was a veterinary
nurse, she said, and she smelled faintly of dog. She had not read The Harbour Light. She had not read
anything he had written for fifteen years.

Kupcmu Pymeen 6vin copok 00uH 200 — CIOABKO dice, CKONbKO AzHeuwKe, U 3mo noemy-mo
eé yousuno. Y Heé Ovlau omuyosckue 2ycmvie OposU U HU KANAU €20 3HAMEHUMOU XON00HOCHU; OHA
paoomana 6emepuHapHoll Meocecmpoli, KaK cama ckasdand, U om Heé caeeka naxno cooakoii. «Ceem
easaru» ona He uumand. OHa NAMHAOUAMb Nem He YUMANA HU1e20 U3 HANUCAHHOZO UM.

Agnieszka didn't explain. She simply took a copy of the novel out of her bag, opened it at the
table of contents, and pushed it across the table. Then she looked out at the boats in the harbour, so
that Kirsty could read without being watched.

AeHewika Huuezo0 00BsICHMb He cmana. Ilpocmo docmana u3 Cymku dK3eMNASP POMAHA,
OMKPBING HA 02AABAEHUU U NOOBUHYAA Hepe3 CMOoA. A NOMOM CIMAAa CMOMPems HA N0OKU 8 2a6aHI,
umoovl Kupcmu mozna uumamse 6e3 ceudemencelii.

It took a long time. When Agnieszka finally looked back, Kirsty's finger was resting on the last
word of the list, and her face was wet, and she was laughing — a strange, broken laugh.

9mo 3ans.10 MHO20 8pemenu. Kozoa Aznewka HakoHey, obeprynacs, naney Kupcmu aesxcan na
NOCAEOHEM CN08€ CNUCKA, MUUO OBLAO MOKPbIM, 0 CAMA OHA CMESLAACL — CIPAHHBIM, HAONOMAEHHBIM
CMEXOM.
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"Twenty-four chapters,” she said. "He must have planned the whole book around it. The
stubborn old—" She stopped. "He couldn't just pick up the phone."

— /Jsaouams uemoipe 2nagvl, — ckazana ona. — OH, 00NHCHO ObIMb, 6CIO KHUZY NOO MO
gvicmpoun. Ynpamvlii cmapbolii... — OHa ocexnacs. — He Moz npocmo 63simv u NO360HUMb.

"Perhaps he didn't know how," said Agnieszka. "Perhaps this was the only language he trusted."

— Moowcem, He 3Han Kak, — cKkazana Aznewka. — Mooicem, 5mo Obln eOUHCMBEHHDBII S3bIK,
KOMOpoMY OH 008epsiA.
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They talked for two hours. About the newspaper story, which Kirsty now believed her father
had never leaked. About the lighthouse keeper in the novel, who was obviously him, and his daughter,
who was obviously her. About Agnieszka's own father in Gdarsk, who had never once in his life said
"I'm sorry", and probably never would.

Onu npozosopunu 0sa uaca. O eazemmoii ucmopuu — Kupcmu menepv eepuna, umo omey, eé He
causan. O cmompumene Masika U3 pOMarHa — O4e8UOHO, MO Obld OH, — U €20 004epU — O4eBUOHO,
amo oOvina ona. 06 omye camoui Aznewku 8 I 0aHbCKe, KOMOPbILL HU PA3Y 8 HCUSHU He CKA3aN «Npo-
Cmu» U, BEPOSIMHO, HUK020A He CKAXMCem.

"The publishers want to make it a news story," Agnieszka said at last. "A special edition.
Interviews."

— H30amenvbcmeo xouem coeaamu Uz ano20 HOBOCMb, — HaKOHely, ckazana Aenewka. — Cne-
uuanvHoe uzoarue. Hnmepswio.

"No." Kirsty said it without hesitation. "He hid it. He hid it so that only I would find it — or
someone like you. That's how he wanted it." She looked at the book. "What about your translation?
It won't work in Polish, will it? The letters will all be different."

— Hem. — Kupcmu ckazana amo 6e3 koneoanuii. — Orn 3mo cnpsiman. Cnpsiman mak, umoowl
HAW.Aa MOAbKO 1 — U Kmo-mo époode eac. On max xomen. — OHa nocmompena Ha kHuzy. — A
Kak dstce eaut nepegod? [lo-nonvcku 6edv He noayuumcsi? bykewvt 6yoym opyeue.

Agnieszka had been thinking about this for a week. She took the envelope out of her pocket
— the one she had written the letters on — and turned it over. On the other side, in pencil, was a
second line.

Aznewka oymana 06 smom yeayio Hedearo. Ona docmana u3 KapmMara KoHeepnm — mom, Ha
KOMOpoM ebinuculéana Oykewl, — u nepegepryna. Ha obopome kaparnoauiom oOvlna Hanucana emopas
CMpouKa.

KIRSTY TO MOJA WINA WYBACZ MI

KIRSTY TO MOJA WINA WYBACZ MI — no-noavcku «Kupcmu, amo mos euna. Ilpocmu
MEHS».

"Twenty-four letters," she said. "Exactly. I counted it eleven times. Some of the chapter titles
will have to change, of course. And there are two Ys, and Polish has almost no words that begin with
Y — so one chapter will have to be named after the keeper's boat. I haven't solved the other one yet.
But it can be done." She hesitated. "If you want it to be."

— Jleaduams uemoipe Oykevl, — ckaszana ona. — Poeno. A nepecuumana oounnaoyame pas.
Hexomopuie nazeéanus 2nas, KoHeuHo, NPUOEmcs nomeHsimo. A eué mam 0ee Oykevl Y, a 8 noAbCKOM
noumu Hem cnoé Ha Y, max umo OOHY 21a8y NPuoémcs Hazeamo umeHem A00ku cmompumens. Co
6mopoli s noka He npuoymana. Ho smo éozmodxcro. — Ona nomeoauna. — Ecau 8ol 5mozo xomume.

Kirsty looked at the envelope for a long moment. Then she nodded.

Kupcmu oonzo cmompena na koneepm. Ilomom kueHyaa.
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The second Y took her until March. The Polish edition came out that spring. Agnieszka did
not write a translator's note explaining the acrostic, although translators usually do. Some secrets, she
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decided, are not hers to explain. Perhaps, one day, a reader in Krakéw or Wroctaw would notice it,
late at night, half asleep, the way she had.

Co emopoii Y ona cnpasunace moavko k mapmy. Ilonvckoe uzdanue 8biudn0 moii e 8ecHol.
AzHewika He cmana nUCamMv NPUMeEMaHUe NEPeBOOUUKA C 0DBSCHEHUEM AKPOCMUXA, XOMsl Nepedoo-
uuku 00b1uHO max deaarom. Hexomopuie cexpemul, pewsuna oua, He eii 006wscHsime. Modcem Obtmo,
O00HAXHCObL KaKOU-HUOYOb yumamenv 8 Kpaxose uau Bpoynage 3amemum e2zo — no30HO HOUbIO, 8
NOAYCHe, KAK 3aMemund OHd.
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KoHen 03HakoMuUTEJIbHOT0 (pparmMeHra.

Texkcr npenocrasinen OO0 «JIutpec».

IIpounTaiiTe 3Ty KHUTY LIEJIMKOM, KYIMB II0OJHYIO JIETaJIbHYIO Bepcuio Ha JluTpec.

BesomnacHo onnatuTh KHUTY MOKHO OaHKOBCKOM Kaprtoit Visa, MasterCard, Maestro, co cuera
MOOWIIBHOTO TenepoHa, C TUIaTeKHOro tepMuHana, B catone MTC wm Cesi3Hoii, yepes PayPal,
WebMoney, fAunekc.densru, QIWI Komesnek, 60HyCHbIME KapTaMu WX APYTUM YIOOHBIM Bam crio-
coOom.
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