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AHHOTaAIMA

Tpunuare UCTOPUII Ha aHIIIMIICKOM YpoBHA B2 ¢ mapanensHbIM
JIUTEPATyPHBIM NEPEBOAOM Ha PYCCKUI — T10 OJJHOI Ha Bevep.

OducHas npoHus, TaiiHOe MOCJIaHNE B pOMaHe, rof] MEPENHUCKH 1o
OIIMOOYHOMY HOMEpY, THEBHUK Oe3 cMaptdoHa. Kuura ams tex, KTo
MOHUMAET KaX/I0€ CIIOBO, HO XOUET CJIBIIIATH OATEKCT: OPUTAHCKYIO
HEJO0CKa3aHHOCTb, UPOHUIO U TO, YTO OCTaETcsi Mexay cTpok. Iocie
KaX IO MCTOPUM — CJIOBAPUK WAMOM U YCTONUMBBIX BBIPAKEHU.



Conep:kanue

How to Use This Book / Kak mosip30BaTbCcs 3Ton

KHUTOU
DAY 1
Not Bad, Actually
Words & Phrases / CiioBa 1 BbIpaxeHus
DAY 2
Reply All
Words & Phrases / CioBa 1 BelpaxeHUs
DAY 3
The Ghostwriter
Words & Phrases / CiioBa 1 BeIpakeHUsI
DAY 4
Overheard
Words & Phrases / CnoBa 1 BblpaxkeHus
DAY 5
One Star
Words & Phrases / CiioBa 1 BbIpaxkeHus
DAY 6
Please Hold
Words & Phrases / CioBa 1 BelpaxeHUs
DAY 7
The Translator's Note
KoHel 03HaKOMUTENBHOTO (pparMeHTa.



Anekcanapa Ilanduiosa
30 BeuepoB ¢
AHIVIMACKUM. YpOBeHb B2.
JIBysI3bIYHBbIE PACCKa3bI

30 BeuepoB ¢ AaHIJIMIACKUM
Vposenv B2. /leyszviunvie pacckazol 051 Y8EPEHHO20 UIMEHUS]



How to Use This Book / Kak
M0JIB30BATHCS TOM KHUTOMN

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 mpuouame ucmopuii — no 0OHOU HA KAHCObILL
seuep mecsiua. Ona 0nsi mex, Kmo yogice umaenm no-aH2AuiicKu
O00CMAMOYHO YEEPEHHO U Xouen OONbULE20, UeM MOdcem 0amb
YUEOHUK: HACMOSIUUX UCTOPULL, JHCUBLIX 26POE8 U AH2AUIICKO20,
HA KOMOPOM HOCUMeEAU 2080PsiN HA CAMOM Oene, — C UpOoHuUell,
HeOOCKA3AHHOCMbIO, UYMKAMU U MHONCECIBOM CMBICAO8, CNPSL-
MAHHBIX MENHCOY CIMPOK.

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 yposne epammamura yoice He 21a6HASE MPYOHOCb.



Bpemena evi 3naeme, ycaognvie npednodicenus moice. Tpyomnee
— U 20pa300 uHmMepecHee — NPONACHb MEHCOY MeM, Umo Mo-
ou 2080psim, U mem, umo oHu umerom 6 euody. Ecau 6pumarickuii
KONN€2a HA3bIBAE 8AY UOEI) «OUEHb CMEAOL» — MO KOMNAU-
menm? (Hem.) Ecau eam 2o0eopsm «si yumy», yumym au? (Hem. )
MHnozue ucmopuu 3moii KHu2u uzparom UMeHHO ¢ Mo npona-
cmulo.

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.

Ja u pacckazanvt ucmopuu no-pasnomy. boavuuncmeo —
00bIUHOE NOBECMBOBAHUE, HO eChlb OHEBHUK, eClb 200 NePeniic-
KU 8 COOOULEHUSIX, eCb CePUst BO3ZMYUEHHBIX NUCEM 8 MECTHYIO
2azemy, a 8 OOHOU UCOPUU OOUH U MOM Jice OeHb CAYUaemcst
08adicovl. OOHU (pUHANbL cCUaACmAUBble, OpYeue — C 20PUUHKOL,
HeKOmopule OCMAaromcst OMKPbIMbIMU — DEUams 6aM.

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.

Kak u 6 kadxcooui KHuze cepuu, Kaxcovlii ad3ay, 36yuum
08ax#CObL: CHAYANA NO-AHZAULCKU, NOMOM NOo-pyccku. Pycckuil



MeKCm — He 00CA0BHbI, a4 AUMEPAMYpPHLIL Nepesod: OH pac-
cKasvleaem nmy dHce UCIOPUIO eCMecnEeHHbIM PYCCKUM S3bIKOM.
Cmapartimecv cHauana wumame AHZAULCKULL U 3a2A510b18AMb 8
PYCCKULl, Monvko Kozoa 3mo Oelicmeumensvro HysicHo. Ha smom
YPOosHe 8bl UACMO OOHAPYIHCUME, UMO OH 8AM 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 kaoicooii ucmopuu — pazoen «Caoea u 8blpartceHus1»:
08eHAOUAMb BbIPAJICEHUL, KOMOPble CMoum 3anomrums. bonwo-
WIUHCIBO U3 HUX — He OMOeNbHble CA08d, d UOUOMbL, YCIOUUL-
8vle couemanusi u hpazosule 21az0vl: ne MANeHbKUe CKONb3KUE
KYCOUKU AH2AULICKO20, KOMOPble CA08APU 00BCHSIIOM NA0XO0, d
HOCUmMeAU UCNONb3YION He 3a0YMbl8AsiCh.

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.

Oo0na ucmopusi — NpUMepHO NAMHAOUAMb MUHYI UINEHUSL.
H, xak u npesicoe, npucmompumecs K nepeoti u nocaeoHeil ucmo-
puu. Kmo-mo u3 éac, 603M0dicHO, 0adice Y3Haem paccKasuuuy.



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 ¢ apxumexmyprom 61opo «Xapmau u Y260»
AOMUHUCIPAMOP OMOPEANAct OMm IKPAHd, YAblOHYAACL U CKA-
3ana:

— You alright?

I had been in Britain for three years by then. I had cleaned
offices, I had survived ten weeks of evening classes, [ 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 s nposicuna ¢ bpumaruu mpu 200a. A you-
pana oghucol, nepexcuna 0ecsimo Heoeab eUepHUX Kypcos, coa-
1A IK3AMEH NO AHZAUHCKOMY HA 0AAN, KOMOPbIM 6MAliHe OYeHb
2opounace. Ilosmomy s omeemuna eii kak noaodicero. Ckaszana,
umo oa, y MeHs 6cé 8 nopsioke, Xoms Cnana s NA0Xo, NOMoOMY
umo 80AHOBANACL, ABMOOYC ONO30aA, U, KANCEMCSl, 51 HEMHO20
NPOCMYIHCArOCh.



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

OHa vlcAyutana 8cé Mo ¢ 8bIPANCEHUEM BEHCAUBOL MPEBO2IL.
TIlomom ckazana: «Ox, couyecmeyro. Hy, Ilpus cetivac cnycmum-
Cs», — U 8EPHYNACH 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 61 Moti nepsvwlii Ypok. « You alright ?» — ne eonpoc. Imo
cnocob nozooposamocs. Ilpasunvroiii omeem: «Yeah, you?», a
npasuvivlii omeem Ha smo: «Yeah». Ilpo eawy npocmyody Hu-
KO 3HAMb He Xouen.

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.

Ilpus oxazanace ogpuc-meneornHcepom — ManeHvKol, ObiCmpo
2080PSAIUEI HCEHUSUHOLL €M COPOKA C CEPEOPHbIMU KONbUAMU HA
KaxicooM nanblye U CMEXom, KOmopbulii OblA0 CALIUHO C NAPKOBKU.
Ona nokasana mMHe MO CIOoA, KYXHIO, NPUHMep, KOmopbulii pabo-
man, MoAbKo ecll ¢ HUM AACKOB0 PA3208apUBab, U NONCAPHbLIL
6v1x00. Tlomom 3a0ymuueo Ha MeHst nocmompend.

"Your English is very good," she said.



— ¥V mebs ouenv xopowuii aneautickutl, — cKkazana oud.

"Thank you."

— Cnacuoo.

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

— Hem, s cepvé3no. Umenro nosmomy nedenst y meos 6yoem
YoHcacHasl.

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

A He nousina, umo ona umena 6 eudy. K cpede nonsna.

k %k %k

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 company for eight years.
I knew how projects worked. What I didn't know was how the
English worked.

Cama paboma Ovina HecrodcHoll. A Ovblra KoopouHamopom
NPOEKmMog: creduna 3a CPOKAMU, HA3HAUANA 6CIPeUU, HanoOMU-
HANA NOCMABUWUKAM O 3aKA3aX U 3a00MUNACL O NMOM, UmoObl
A100U, pUucyrouiue Kpacugole 30aHus, He 3a0bl8alU 8bICIABNSIMb
3a Hux cuema. B Poccuu s 6ocemv n1em 3aHUMANACL UeM-MO NO-
X0oHcUM 8 UHMHCeHepHOU Komnanuu. Kak ycmpoenst npoexkmul, s
3uana. A He 3HaNA, KAK YCMPOEHbL aH2AUUAHeE.

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 emopHuk 6vlaa écmpeua ¢ KAUEHMOM — 3ACMPOUUUKOM
mucmepom Xonaucom, KOmMopblii Xxomen npespamums Cmapyto
UWoK0NaoHYI0 Pabpury 6 Hcunoli oom. Y Hezo Ovira udes. Hoes
3aKAI0UANACL 8 MOM, UMODbl NOKPACUMb 6cé 30aHue 8 puoremo-
6blil usem, «umoodvl MO0U BCNOMUHANU ULOKOAAOHBIE 0OOEPMKIL».

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.

Mankonom Y306, cmapwuii napmuép, cayuwan, caodicue KoH-
uuky naavyes. Emy 0v1.10 3a wecmvoecsim — blcokull, ceool, ¢
mem CNOKOUHbIM AUUOM, NEPe) KOMOPbIM XOUENCsL 80 8CEM NPU-
suamucs. Koeoa mucmep Xonnuc 3axonuun, Manxonom meonen-
HO KUBHY.

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

— Ouenb uHmepectas uoesi, — ckasan oH. — Ouerv cmenasi.
Mu1 nenpementio smo 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 cmapamenvro 3anucana 6 oaoknom: «3A/JAYA — Man-
KOAbM paccmampugaem guonemosyro kpacky». [locae ecmpeuu
51 BHECAA MO 8 NAAH NPOEKMA U PA30CAANA NAAH 6CEM.



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

Yepez Oecsimv munym y moezo cmona eosHuxna Ilpus. Ona
U30 8CeX CUN CMAPANACH He CMESIMbCS.

"Nadia, love. Item six."

— Haos, munas. Iynkm wecmoti.

"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."

— Huxaxoii ¢puonemosoii kpacku wem. U nuxozoa He 0y-
O0em. «OueHb UHMEPECHO» 3HAUUM. OH CUUmaen 3mo 0e3ymue.
«Ouenb cmeno» — xyowas uoesi, KOMopyro OH CAbUUAN 8 FIMOM
200Yy. A «Mbl Yyumém» — umo uoes yoice ymepaa u NOXOPOHEHd.

"But he said—"

— Ho on ckaszan...

"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 oH ckazan. — Ona docmana u3 Kapmaua oy-
MAdCHYIO CaNgpemKy, pazenaouna eé Ha MOém cmone U nposend
nocepeoure uepmy. Cnesa Hanucanra: «4mo 206opsim». Cnpasa
— «Ymo umerom 6 eudy». — Tak, — ckazana ona. — Ypok



nepeulii.

k %k ok

The napkin filled up quickly.

Cangpemia 3anoanurace dvicmpo.

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

«IIpu 6cém yeasicenuu» — Bbl Henpasbl U, 603MOHNCHO, UOUOMI.

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

«Hasepusixa smo s eunoeama, Ho...» — Burosamuwl 8ul.

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

«Bnoane nennoxo» — Ilnoxo. (Ecau moavko smo He 2080pum
amepukarey. Tozoa xopowo. He cnpawusail.)

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

«A cavuuy, umo vt 206opume» — £ ne coenacen u oocyoic-
0amv 5Mo He HAMePEH.

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

«A He mozau Ol Mol... ?» — Mbl 3mo coenaem.

Not bad — Good.

«Hennoxo» — Xopowo.

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

A ycmasunace Ha noCAeOHIO CIMPOUKY.

— To ecmw ecau 2080psim, UMo NAOXO, 3HAUUNL, 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 inferesting, it's
terrible."

— Hem. Ecau 2060psim «Hennoxo», 3Hauum, xopouto. Ecau zo-
eopsim «nA0x0» — naoxo. Ecau 206opsm «unmepecro» — yorcac-
HO.

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

— QOuenw 2aynvlii A3vIK, — cKA3aAa sl.

"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 e 6 a3vike, — ckazana llpus. — /leao 6 aoosx. Mou
pooumenu npuexanu uz I'yoxcapama. Y mamol yuino 0eaouamse
Aent, 4moobbl NOHAMb.: K020a COCeOKa 2080pum «Buvl HenpemeHHo
O0NIHCHBL KAK-HUOYOb 3aLimuU K HAM HA YHCUH», 3mo 3Hauum «Ilo-
Jrcanyticma, HUK020a He NPUXOOUMe K HAM HA YHCUH.

% %k ok

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

B cpedy Mankonom ocmanosuncs y moezo cmona u 00120
cmompen 8 Mo madauyy.

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

— Haeepnska smo most 6una, — Ms2K0 cKa3an oH, — HO £
He Cco8ceM YAasauearo, 4mo 30eco K uemy.

I had the napkin in my drawer. I didn't need it. My face went



hot. "I'll redo it," I said.

Cangpemka nexcana y mens 6 sauguxe. Ona mMHe He NOHAOOOU-
aacoe. Jluyo ecnvixnyno.

— A nepedenaio, — ckazana si.

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

— O, HuKkakoli cnewiku, — ckazan Maakonaem, umo — s no-
MOM NPOBEPUNA — O3HAUANO <K 3AGMPAULHEMY 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 geuep s 3a0eparcanace u nepedenana acé yeauxkom. Pac-
Kpacuaa no usemam. /lobasuna ceoonyio cmpanuyy. B asmooy-
ce no 0opoze OOMOIL 51 OYMAAa O CBOEM NEPBOM BEUEPHEM 3AHSI-
muu mpu 2004 Hazao, Ko2oa st He Mo2Aa NPOOUKMoeams no Oyk-
eam coocmeentoe umsi, He opodxca. Tozoa npobremoii bvlau cro-
6a. Tenepv cnoea s 3uana. Ipobaemolii 6vino 6cé, umo mencoy
HUMU.

k %k %k

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 nauanacoe noumu napanoiis. Kozoa oue-
peob 3asapusamy uaii doutna 0o mers — llpusi 06vsicHuNG, umo
8 aHeaulickom oguce mom, KMo xouem uaro, 00s3aH NPeono-
JHCUMB COCNAMb €20 BCEM, UHAUE €20 HCOEM MONUANUBOE, HO BeU-
Hoe ocydicoerue, — 51 NPUHUMAAA 3aKa3bl, KaK OPUYUanmKa, ¢
ONOKHOMOM.

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

— C monokom, 6e3 caxapa, — ckazan /leiié u3 KOHCMpYK-
MopcKozo omaoena.

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

— 9mo vl 8cepbé3, — CNPOCUNA 5, — UMY UMEENCSL 8 BUOY
Haooopom?

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

/leiie ouenv 0oneo na mens cmompen. Ilomom meonenno, 6yo-
Mo 00pawascy K ONACHOMY 36€pro, CKA3aA:

— C monokom. be3 caxapa.

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

Ilpusi 3axoxomana mak epomxo, umo Mankonrom evluen u3
KaOuHema nocmompems, 4mo CAYyUUNoCh.

% %k %k

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 nsamnuyy oném s omnpasuna Maaxonomy ceoli nepsvlii Ha-
CMOSIUUTL OMUYEM — NOAHBLI 0030P NPOEKMAa WOKOAAOHOT (had-
PUKU CO CpOKamu, puckamu u 3ampamamu. f pabomana Hao
HUM écto Hedenro. Kadxxcoyro yugbpy nposepuna 0saxicovl, kadxcooe
npeonoxceHue — mpudicowl. Jlaxce ecmasuna Ha 0eesimoii cmpa-
HUUE MANEHbKYIO CHOCKY C BEHCAUBLIM NPEONONCEHUEM: MEM-
HO-KOPU1Heast 06epb Mo2ad Obl «OMCbLAAMb K UCHOPULL 30aHUSL
0e3 pUCKo8, C83AHHLIX C NOAHOCbIO (PUONEMOBbIM (HACAOOM».
Imoti ppazoii s, NPU3HAMvCS, 20pOUNACD.

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 uemvipe on evluen uz kaburnema ¢ pacneuamaHHbimM Omué-
mom 6 pyxkax. Ocmanosuncs y moezo cmoaa. Becv ogouc caezka
NPUMUX, Kax 3mo Ovleaem 8 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, — cxaszan on. Ilepeaucmnyn HeckoAbKO CMpanuly.
3adeparcancsi Ha 0esssmoli, U 8 Yeonke e2o pma Ymo-mo OpoZHYO.
Tlomom 3aKpbin omuém u nocmompen Ha MeHst NOBEPX OUKO8.



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

— Hennaoxo, — ckazan on. — Coécem Hennoxo, 6000uie-mo.

And he walked back to his office.

H ywén obpammno k ceoe.

I sat very still. Not bad. After a week of work. Not bad at
all — which surely meant guite good, which, according to the
napkin, meant not good. 1 felt my eyes getting hot. I stood up,
walked calmly 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 cuoena ne wesensico. «Hennoxo». Ilocne nedeau pabomet.
«Coecem Hennoxo» — umo, BUOUMO, 3HAUUNO «BNOAHE HENL0XO,
a amo, coznacHo cangbemke, 3Hauuno «naoxox». I'naza 3awuna-
n10. A ecmana, cnokolino dowina 0o JceHcKozo myaaema, 3anep-
AACb U CMOSANA, NPOCMO OblULd, — MAK Jice, KaK mpu 2004 HA3a0
cmosina nepeo 08epvio Kaacca.

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

Pazoancs cmyk.

— Haosa? 9mo .

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 omxpvina. Ha nopoee cmosina Ilpus ¢ 0syms Kpysickamu
Uas U C 8bIPAdNCEHUEM, KOMOPO2O A Y HeE panblle He sudend. Imo
ObL10 UMO-Mo OAU3KOE K ONA20208EHUIO.

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



— OH ckazan «6000we-mo»? — cnpocuna oHd.

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

— Nla. «Coscem Hennoxo, 6000ue-mo».

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

OHa oueHb 0CMOPONCHO NOCMABUNA KPYIHCKU HA Kpall paKo-
BUHBL — OYOMO pYKU Nepecmanu eé CAYamsCsi.

"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"."

— Haosa. A pabomaro ¢ smum uenogexom uecme nem.
«Hennoxo» on ckazan mue, modicem, paza uemovipe. M nu pasy —
HU eOUH020 pa3a — He CKA3an «8000ue-mo». /lelie 30ect 0oum-
Haouame nem. /leiie Ovl Youn 3a «6000ULE-MO».

"So it's... good?"

— 3nauum, amo... xopowio?

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

— M Maaxonavma smo npakmuuecku 08ayust Cmosl.

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 cmesmocsi U He MO2AA OCMAHOBUMbCSL, d NOMOM
3acmesinace u llpus, u Mbl cmosau 6060EM 8 HCeHCKOM myaneme



oropo «Xapmau u Ya60» ¢ uaem 6 pykax u xoxomaau, noka ao-
MUHUCMPAMOP He NOCMYUANA CRPOCUMb, 8CE AU Y HAC 8 NOPsO0-
Ke, — U Ha 3MOM pa3 s MOYHO 3HAAA, YO OMEemunb.

"Yeah," I said. "You?"

— Yeah, — ckazana 5. — You?

% %k %k

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 st 0ocmana cangpemky uz cymxu u pazenaouna
eé Ha KyxoHHom cmone. Muwa npouuman eé y mens uepes nie-
uo u 0on2o cmesincs. Illomom s 83s.1a pyuky u Oonucana 6HU3Yy
HOBYIO CIPOUKY.

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

«Hennoxo, oobue-mo» — Omauuno. (boavwas peoxocme.
Coxpanu smy canghemxky. )

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 mens. Bucum na xonoounvHuke noo mazHu-
MoMm 8 8ude NOHOOHCKo20 asémooyca. Tpu 2o0a Hazao s dymaana,
UMOo GblYUUMb A3bIK — 3HAUUM BblY4UMb €20 croéd. Tenepov s



3HAI0, MO MO MOALKO NOA08UHA. Bmopasi nonosuna scueém 6
NPOMENCYMKAX MEHCOY CAOBAMU — U UMEHHO MAM, KAK BblsiC-
HUNO0Cb, NO-HACMOosiwemy Jxcueem anzauiickuii. M camu aneauua-
He moice.

Words & Phrases / CiioBa un BbIpa:keHust

You alright? — (6pur., pasr.) [Ipuser! Kak oHO? (npuBeT-
CTBHE, a HE BOITPOC)

to keep track of — crienuts 3a, OTCIEKUBATH

to chase (suppliers) — noaroHsTh, HAMOMUHATH (TTOCTABIIH-
KaM)

to bear something in mind — vmeTsb B Buy, yu4uThIBaTh (B
BEXJIMBOW pevr 4acTo = «3a0yaeM 00 3TOM» )

brave (idea) — cmenas (uaes); B OpUTAaHCKON BEXJIMBOCTH
JacTo = Ge3paccynHasi

dead and buried — oxoHYaTeILHO MOXOPOHEHO, PEIIEHHBIN
BOIPOC

with the greatest respect — npu BcéM yBaxeHuu (= s Kare-
TOPUYECKU HE COIIACEH)

to work out — moHsTh, pa3zoOpaThes

there's no rush — He k cniexy (MHOrIa = HY’)KHO CPOYHO)

the tea round — «uailHbIi1 Kpyr»: 3aBapuTh Yall HA BCEX

a standing ovation — oBarus cros

actually — BooO1e-To, Ha camoM Jielie (B ycTax ciepKaHHO-



ro OpUTaHIA — CHJIbHBINA YCUJTUTEID)



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'nazeo Karaym Puo
Hadxcan «Omnpasumuv», OMKUHYACS. HA CRUHKY CMYAd U cOendn
oonzuil, 0080NbHDLIL 210MOK Koghe. IMo Oblaa NOCAeOHSIsL CNo-
KOUHAs1 MUHYMA €20 OHAL.

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 nucemom on npocuden noumu eecb 80CKpecHblil geuep.
Aodpecosaro oHO 0blN0 — KAK OH OYyman — ez20 noopyze Auude,
Komopasi cuoena uepes uemvlpe Cmoaa om He2o U 6Cé namuuu-
Hoe o0uiee coopaHue pucoéana Ha noAsix OAOKHOMA KPOULEUHBIX
nouadok. Cobparue 6vino nocesugero «llpoexmy Eouropoe».

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".

«I[Ipoexm Eounopoez» 6vin auurnvim suderuem Mopaz arnaon
— OCHOBAMENbHUYbL U 2eHEPANbHO20 Jupekmopa «Keavnu Kpu-
SUMUE», MAPKEMUH208020 (A2€HMCMBA HA CMO COPOK 4eN06¢K,
3AHUMABUAE20 YEMBEPMBILL IMANC CMAPO20 30AHUSL NAPOXOOHOU
komnaruu y pexu. Ilo «llpoexmy Eouropoe» azeHmcmeo meHsino
Hazeanue Ha KLP («Tax uuwe», — ckazana Mopaz), npunumano
HOBYI0 KOPNOPAMuSHY1o ueHHocms «byob 6onvuue keavnu» (umo
3MO 3HAUUM, He 3HAA HUKMO) U HAYUHANO KAHCOYH) NSAMHULY
NAMHAOUAMUMUHYIMHOU «IHEP2EMUUECKOLl NeMYUKOI», HA KO-
MOopoLi COMPYOHUKU 6CMABANU 8 KPY2 U OCAUMUCH YEM-TO OOHUM,
OM uez0 OHU <UYBCMBYIOM CeD3L HeYOEPHCUMBLMUY.

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.

Kaanym nanucan name nynkmos. Ilynkmel, kax emy kasa-
N10Cb, Oblau 8ecbma Henaoxue. [lepavlii 6excauso, Ho meepoo 06s-
sacHsn, umo «KLP» 38yuum xax Hazeanue oonesnu. Bo emopom
omme4anocs, Ymo Keavnu 8 WOmAAHOCKUX N1e2eH0ax — 60051-
HAs A0Uwadsb, KOMopask MONUm A00e€l, U 3a0a8ancs 60OnNpoc, ma-
KOIi 2 NOCBLA OHU XOMSAM 810)CUMb 8 OpeHo. B mpemvem 6bi-
CKA3b18AN0CH NPEONONONACEHUE, UMO 0Nl IHEP2EMUUECKOLl 1emyu-
KU nonogure oghuca 3axouemcs YOAUMuCs, a 6mopas NoN08U-
HA Yyeoaumcs Ha camom deae. Yemeepmuiii Obln WyymKol npo Ho-
evlii cmon Mopaez 05 pabomel cmosi — 0 Hell OH cAe2Ka Hcanen.
A namvlii — mom, 4mo OH NEPenucvIBAN UleChv pas3, — Obla
CEPLEZHBIM, MUIAMENLHO APZYMEHMUPOBAHHBIM NAAHOM MO20,
Umo azeHmcmey cmouno Obl 0enamv 6MeCno 8cezo 3Mo2o.

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.

OH Hauan Habupamv 6 cmpoke aopeca «Aunua», KOMRvIONep
YCAYAHCAUBO NPEONONHCUN UMSL HA «A», u Karaym nadcan Enter ne
215051,

The name beginning with A was All Staff.

Hwms na «A» oviro «Bce compyonuxu».

k %k %k

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 nowusn smo 6 9:49, koeoa 6 ogpuce Hacmynunra muwiuHa,
KaKoll OH HUKoz0a paHvuie He caviuan. He mo umobwvt coscem
MUMUHA. Imo 6bL 38YK CMa cOPOKa YUMaroujux Ar00el.

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.

TIlomom Kmo-mo y OKHAG 3ACMESACA U MYym dHce Npespamun
cmex 6 kauenw. [lomom kmo-mo ewyé. [lomom HAO MOHUMOPOM
NOKA3a1acCh 201080 AU C 02DOMHBIMU 21430MU, U OHA 0e338Y4-
HO NPOU3HECAA OOHO CA0B0, KOMOPOe HeAb3sl Neuamams @ KHuze
ONsl UBYUAIOUAUX SI3DIK.

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.

Kananym nocmompen na sxpan. Ilocmompen na cmpoky ao-
peca. Tlouyecmeosan, Kak cepoue YxHyno 6HU3 — CKBO3b NOA,
CKB03b MPU HUNCHUX IMANHCA — NPIMO 8 DEKY.

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.

buvina knonka «Omozeamo coobujernue». On eé nasxcan. Ilo-
ABUNOCH MANEHBKOE OKOUIKO U COOOUWUN0, UMO OM3bl8 He YOUACS



ons 139 noayuameneii u yoancsi 05t 00H020. IMUM OOHUM ObLAA
Auwa, komopas yoice 6cé npouumand.

% %k %k

By ten o'clock, things had escalated.

K Oecsimu cumyayusi olutna uz-noo KOHMpons..

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 ecem: «lloxcanyiicma,
yoaaume meHst u3 3Moii paccovlaku». Kmo-mo uz ousaiinepoé om-
semun ecem: «Mensi modice». Maaowuii Konupaiimep omeemun
ecem 2ugpKoli, 20e 10uadb nadaem 8 6ACCELH, U eMy Mmym dHce —
Modice 8CeM — OMEemuNa MeHeoxcep No NEePCOHANY, HANOMHUG
0 KOPNOpamueHulX npasunax nonv3oéanusi noumoii. Ilocae smo-
20 UEMbIPHAOUAMb UEN0BEK OMBEMUNL BCEM C NPOCLOOLL KO 8CeM
nepecmanms Omeeuanms 6Cem.

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

Kannaym coexcan na osa nporéma 6énus, 6 aiimu-omaoen, 20e
KPYNHbIIL He803MYMuMblil Mydcuura no umernu Pab en oynrouxy
C COCUCKOII.

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



Right now."

— Pa6. Tebe nyoicro yoarums nucvmo. M3 ecex suuros. Ips-
Mo celuac.

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

Pab 3a0ymuuso sncesan.

— 3mo Komopoe npo 800HYIO A0UAO0b ?

"Yes."

— /la.

"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 nynxm — oneck. — OH 8bimep nane-
Upl. — Yoaaumo moey, HO MHe HYIHCHO NUCbMEHHOE PA3PEULEHUE
2€HEPANBLHO20 OUPEKMOpA.

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

— Pab, nucomo kax pasz npo zenepanbHo20 OUpeKmopa.

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

— Toz20a y mebs Heboavutas npoonemka, — ckazan Pao oe3
8CSIKOLL 310001 U 8ePHYACSL K OYA0UKe.

k %k %k

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 xopowasi HOBOCMb 8cé-maku Oblaa, U Auwa cooouura
eé y kogpemawunvl. Mopaz éecv denv Ovlna 6 Jlonoone Ha npe-
3eHmMauull Yy KAUeHma, a eé acCUCmeHmKa noomeepound, 4mo
60 6pemsi npezenmauuii ma Hukozoa He uumaem noumy. Ona
s038pauanace, noezoom 6 15:30, komopuwiii npudviean na llen-
mpanvHwlii 60k3an I'nazeo okono 6ocvmu.

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

— Bunauum, npouumaem 6 noezoe, — ckazan Kaaaym. — e-
mblpe ¢ NON0BUHOI uaca eatighas u denamov Heuezo.

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

— Pazee umo, — meonenHo ckazana Auwa, — eatighaii 8
9MOM noe3oe MaKoll Hee YHCACHBI, KAK 0ObIUHO.

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

Onu nepezasinyaucs. Llanc 6vin HUUMONCHDL, HO OpY2020 He
ObL10.

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.

Ocmamoxk ousa Kaaaym nepebupan eapuarnmot. ModicHo yeo-
AUMBCSL CAMOMY, NOKA €20 He yeoaunu. ModcHo 3as6ums, umo
noumy 6310MaAU, — HO HUKMO He Nogepunt, umo Xxakep Hanu-
can 6OYMUUBDILL MEKCH HA Yembvlpe CIMpPaHunbl 00 apxumeKmype
operoa. Mooicro nepeexamwv 6 Kanaoy. On nanucan mpu pasHvix
3asenenust 00 yxooe u éce yoanun. K nsmu on ocmanosuncs Ha
€OUHCMBEHHOM 8apUarme, KOmopblii Ka3aacs Xoms HEMHO20 00-
CMOUMHbIM: OH CKadcem el cam, MUUOM K AUUY, NOKA OHA He Npo-
uumana.

k %k %k

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 cmosn na nepeoii naamgpopme llenmpanvrozo
eok3ana I'nazeo ¢ kogpe, kynaenHvim onsi Mopae 6 3Hak npumu-
PeHUsl, — U MOAbKO NOMOM COOOpA3UN, Umo He 3Haem, Kakol
kogpe ona neém. [loe30 npuwén ¢ onozoarnuem Ha OOUHHAOUAMb
munym. Mopaez /lannon eviuina uz nepeoHux 6az0H08 — ManNeHb-
Kasl HCEHUUHA 8 ONUHHOM KPACHOM NANbMO, C MeaeghoHOM 8 py-
ke. OHa wumana.

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

Ona noousna 2naza u ysuoena e2o. YOuenéHHoI OHA He 8bl-



2ns0endq.

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

— Kaaaym, — ckazana ona. — Imo mne?

He handed her the coffee. "I didn't know how you take it. I'm
sorry. About — everything. I meant to send it to Aisha, and the
address—"

On npomsnyn el Cmaxkam.

— A He 3nan, kakoii évl nvéme. IIpocmume. 3a... 6cé. A xo-
men omnpasums 3mo Auute, 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."

— Baiighati cezoons 6vin npeeocxoomwiii, — ckazana Mopae.
— Bnepevie na moeii namsimu. — Ona omnuaa koge u caeeka
nomopuunacs. — A npouumana e2o mpudicowl.

Callum waited for the end of his career.

Kannym scoan kouua ceoeli 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.”

— Yemeepmuii nynKkm — 3100 U K MOMY JHce HEBEPHBII, —
ckaszana oHa. — Moii cmon 05 pabomvl cmosi NPEeKpacHo no-
Mozaem cnumHe, U s NORPOuLY 8ac OONbULE O HEM He YNOMUHAMb.
— Ona nomonuana. — OcmanvHvie uemvlipe NYHKMaA 6EPHbL.

He opened his mouth. Nothing came out.

OH OmMKpbLA pom, HO He CMO2 8bl0ABUMb HU 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?"

— 3naeme, umo MHe Kadxicemcst UHMepecHviM ? — npooondica-
na Mopaez, Hanpaensisice K 6v1x00Y, MaxK umo emy NPUUAOCy UOo-
mu caedom. — Tpu nHedeau Hazao s npeocmasuna «Ilpoexm Eou-
HOpo2» pykoeoocmey. Bocemv uenosex. Kadwcovui ckazan, umo
amo «3axeamviéaroujee Hanpaenenue». OOuH ckaszan, umo 3mo
«cmeno». Hu ooun ne ckazan mue, umo smo 368yuum Kax KONCHAsL
00ne3Hb, HA36AHHAS 8 YeCb NOUAOU, KOMOPAsi MONUN A00€l.
— OHa 632n51Yna Ha Hezo. — Kak vl oymaeme, nouemy?

"Because you're the boss?"

— Ilomomy umo vl HAUANbHUK?

"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."

— Ilomomy umo s HauanvHux. — OHa 6300xHyna. — Ko-
20a pYKoBoOUUb KOMNAHUEL, N100U NePeCcmarom 2080pums meoe
npaedy. He nomomy, umo onu naoxue. Ilpocmo max npowe. U
8 00UH NPEKPACHbILL 0eHb 02A510bl8AEUbCS — A Mbl CHOULILD 8



KpYay 6 NSMHUUY Yympom U CNpauuéaeitb 83pOCavlx At0oeil, om
Ue20 OHU UYECMBYIOM CeOs1 HeYOEPHCUMBIMU.

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

Onu evtunu Ha yauuy. LLén 0oxcob — 6 'naszeo o uoem no-
umu ecezoq.

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

— Iamuvuii nyukm, — cxazana Mopae. — Ilaan. Bel npasda
Modiceme 3mo coenamu?

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

— A... 0a. [lymaro, oa. C HeboAbUIOL KOMAHOOLL.

"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. Bozenasume. Hauunaeme 3aémpa. Ipeonodiceriue
ancoy K namuuye. — Ona docmana menegoH, HeCKOALKO CEKYHO
neuamana u ¢ 6HbLIM YO0B80NbCMBUEM HAICANA KHONKY. — Bom.

Callum's phone buzzed in his pocket. It was an email, from
Morag Dunlop, to All Staff.

Y Kannyma 6 kapmane 3aeudpuposan menegpon. I[lucemo om
Mopae /laraon. Bcem compyouuxam.

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. ,Ilpoexkm Edunopoz ommensemcs. IHepee-
muueckas nemyuka — modce. /{anvHeiiuyio pabomy 60321a6um
Kannym — npowy écex e2o noodepaicame. M, padu écezo cesimo-
20, nepecmarvme omeeuams cem. — 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, kak on 0o0pancs 0o doma, omeemos npu-
utno copok mpu. M éce 0o eournozo — ecem compyoHUKam.

Words & Phrases / CiioBa un BoIpa:keHust

reply all — «oTBeTUTH BceM» (KHOIIKA B IOYTE)

all-staff meeting — oOree coOpanue coTpyIHIKOB

to feel one's stomach drop — noxosnozets, cepaiie ynano

to escalate — 000CTpATLCS, BHIXOIUTD U3-TIO/1 KOHTPOJIS

a long shot — manoBeposiTHBIN BapuaHT, cnadast HaIeKaa

wee — (III0TJ1.) MaJICHbKUI

aye — (ILIOTJI., CEB.) Aa

a peace offering — nonapok B 3HaK TPUMUPEHUS

in living memory — Ha namsTy KMBYIIIUX, HA MOEW aMATH

I'll thank you not to... — mompoiry Bac He... (X0JI0f-
HO-BEKJIUBO)

for the love of God — panu Bcero cBsiToro

bold — cmenblii, nep3kuii (B 0pUCHON peur — 4acTo COMHU-
TEJIBHBIN)



DAY 3

The Ghostwriter

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

Hmoooicen Ilpaiic hanucana oounHaouame KHuz, U HU HA 00-
HOU U3 HUX He CMOSIN0 €€ 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 Ovlra pymooucmom, Komopbviil @ HCU3HU He NPOUUMAn
HU OOHOIl KHU2U, NOon-36e300li, oopemuteli nokoil Ha baau, 6vie-
WUM MUHUCIMPOM, KOMOPO20 «He NOHAAA ucmopust». Ona ovlaa
MPEHEPOM CKAKOBbIX N0Waoel, 3100€lKOol pearumu-uoy u oo-
HAXNCObL — IMOM CAYUALl 3aNOMHUNCS — coOaKol. Ona uacamu
cuoena ¢ IMUMU 00bMU, 3aNUCHIBANA UX 2010Cd, 3ANOMUHANG,



KaK OHU 2080psiM U KAKUe WYmKU PACCKA3bI8AIoN, a NOMOM exd-
Aa 8 CB010 MANEHbKYI0 Keapmupy 6 XaKHU U npespauiandcs 8 Hux
Ha oymaze. Kozoa knuzu 6b1xo0unu, Ha 0ON04CKe ObLAU UX MUY,
a 6 6nazo0apHocmsix, ecau noee3ém, OHA 3HAUUAACH KAK «MOU
onecmsuuii peoaxmop Mmooorcer».

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 He 3adesano. Paboma aumepamyphvim «npuspaxom»
ONnAAUUBANA aPeHDY, U Y He€ MO XOPOUo noay4anocs. Becw gho-
KYc, KaK OHa 8ce20a 2080pUAd, 8 MOM, UMoObl UCUE3HYMb NO-
HOCHbIO.

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.

Jleenaouamas kHuza obewjanra cmame camoui kpynuou. /o-
munuk Xeiin Obin camvim aooumsvim ued-nosapom bpumaruu
— He camblM MAAAHMAUBLIM, NONHCAMYH, HO CAMBIM JMOOUMBIM.
Jleaouame nsame aem on Kadxcoyio cyooomy ympom nosiéAsNCs
Ha 3KpaHe — 8ecénvlii, KPACHOAMUBLL — U 20MOBUNL NPOCIYIO
ey 0151 00bIuHbIX cemeil. U kadxcoas nepedaua pano uau no30HO
6036pau{aNacy K OOHOL U MO JHce UCMOPULL.

"When 1 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."

«Koeoa s 6vin manrvuumxori 6 Llegpgpunde, — 2o06opun on,
UMmo-mo noMewueds, — Yy Hac Huuezo He ovino. Lllapom noka-
mu. A mama — Xpauu eé¢ 20cnodvb — Opana AYKosuuy u 0se Kap-
mogpenunvl u npespausana ux 6 nup. Bom umo makoe zomosxa.
Jl0606b 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.

H3zoamenvcmeo yoice 8vibpano Hazeanue: «Lllapom noxamu».
Hmoooicen 3anaamunu nonouny oueHv KPYnHO2o 20HOpapa.
Bmopas nonosuna oondicna Ovlna npuiimu emecme ¢ pyKONUCwHHo.

% %k %k

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.

Humepevto wiau xopouto. Jomunuk Ovin obasimeneH, uieop,
npuUpoXHcOéntblll pacckazuuk. OH pacckasvléan el 0 X0N00HOM
oome, 0 MOHEMKaAxX, KOmopvle 6pocan 8 31eKmpocuémuux, o
3HAMEHUMOM BOCKpecHOM pazy ceoeil mamepu. M kadxcowiii paz
HemHo20 naakan. Umoodicen 6cé 3anucvisana, exana 0OMol, ca-
OuUNacL NUCAMb, U 2010C OABANCS NEZKO.



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 mpemuti mecsiy eli cmano KazamvCs, Ymo umo-mo
He mak. Menouw. JloMuHUK 2080pun, Umo e20 wKona Oblna «ca-
Mol xyauearckoli 8 Llleghgpunde», Ho koeda Umoodxicen nocmom-
pena, 8bIICHUNOCh, YMO MO OblAd 2UMHA3USL — C OMOOPOM, C
aAKa0eMU4ecKUM YKAoHOM, 00801bHO npecmudicHas. Ha caedyro-
uieli ecmpeue oHa 8CKOABL3b 00 3MOM YnomsiHyad, Jomunux 3a-
CMeSNCS U CKA3a, Ymo OHd, O0AXHCHO Oblmb, nepenymand WKo-
ay. Ho cmenun memy uymo caumkom 6vicmpo.

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

Xopowwuii «<npuspax» nposepsiem ecé. Ilosmomy é credyrouiue
8b1x00Hble moodicen cena Ha noe3o 0o llleghgpunoa.

k %k %k

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 /Jomunuka, Kspon, scuna é akkypammuom



odome Ha 08e cembll 8 NPU2Opooe — U3 mex, 20e ecib 3UMHULL CaA0
U oueHv yucmas mawuna. Papmayeem Ha NEHCUU, CyYxo8amasi U
0CMpas Ha A3bIK, OHA COAACUNACHL NO20BOPUMb MOALKO NOMO-
My, umo Hmoodcen cxazana, 6yomo «ymoursem oemanu Ouo-
epacpuu».

"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 noxamu? — nepecnpocuna Kapon u 3acmesnace
mak, umo el NpuuwAOoCsy nocmaeums uawlky. — Munas, naw
omey, Obln ynpagarsiouum 6anka. Y Hac KAadoéka NOMUNACD.
Mui kadxcooe nemo e30uau omovixams 6 Hcnaruro.

"And your mother's Sunday stew?"

— A 8ocKkpecHoe pazy sauteit mamvl?

"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 ne mozna ceapumv siiyo. Hyoecnas dicenuyuma.
Yorcacnas kyxapka. Ona 6vt u 600y codgicena, ecau damo el 80-
0. — Jluuo Kspon cmseuunoce. — Hem. Ecau xomume 3name,
20e JloMmu Hay4uAcs. 20moeums, — 3Mo Y COCceOKU. Y muccuc
Hosak.

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, xax evisicnunocw, npuexana 6 Illegpgbuno u3z
Tonvuiu nocae sotirwl. Ona Ovina 800801, demell Y Heé He OblNo,
a KpOULeuHAs KYXHs 8ce20a naxaa YKponom U HcapeHvim AYKOM.
C cemu nem Jlomunux npo8ooun mam Kaxcobvlii 0eHb nocae WKo-
Abl. OHa Hayuuaa e2o nenumv 8apeHuKit, 86apums Cyn U3 Huuezo,
neub x1e6, KOMopwvlil NoOHUMaemcs: Kak Haoo. Ona no3gonsna
emy umo-HuOYyOb CoHceUb, CMENACL HAO HUM U 3ACMAaBNsna ne-
pedenamep.

"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."

— Jlykosuua u ose kapmogpeaurvl, — ckazanra Kspon. —
9mo ona. OHa nepexcuna maxkoe, Umo HAM U He NPeoCmasumo.
Bom y neé 6 knadoeke OelicmaumenvpHo 0110 WUApOM NOKANIU.

"Why did he never mention her?"

— Ilouemy oH HUKO20a O Hell He YnoMUHAa?

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?"



Kspoa noosicana naeuamu.

— Kaxkoii-mo menenpooiocep MHO20 nem HA3a0 peutin, umo
ucmopusi npo 0eoHoz20 manvuuka ayuute. JJommu nooviepan. A
nomom 6vL.10 yotce No30HO ocmanasnusamucsi, npagoa? C kadic-
ObLM 2000M OHA MOALKO pazpacmanace. — OHa nocmompena Ha
Hmoooncen nosepx ouxos. — Bol 6edb He npocmo ymoursieme Oe-
manau ouozpacpuu ?

k %k %k

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 noezoe no oopoze domoii Hmoodicen ne nanucana Hu c1oéa.
OHa cmompena 8 OKHO HA MEMHble NOASL U OYMANd, KAK ObiMb.

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 moz2na Hanucamov KHuzy UMeHHO mak, Kak xomen /Jomu-
Huk. Hukmo oot ne yznan. Kapon cxazana, umo nuxozoa He cma-
Hem 2080pumbu ¢ npeccoli: «A He cobuparoce 2youmes opama u3-
3a pazy». Ipuwina 6vl 6mopas nonosura zonopapa, u Hmoooicer
HAKOHel, cMozna Obl nozacums KpeOumky u, Modicem Oblimo, 0a-
Jice cve30ums 8 omnyck. Y «npuspakoe» nem muenuil. Taxas pa-
ooma. Hcue3nymo noaHocmulio.



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

Hnau modrcHo Oblro omkazamscs, yimu u nomepsims OeHveu
— a 110JiCb 8C€ PasHO HANUCAN Obl KMO-MO OpY2oi.

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.

['0e-mo noo Jlecmepom ona nousina, umo ecmv mpemuii 6a-
puarm. Ou Obln puckosarnee 0ooux. Ona OmKpsviAG HOYMOYK U
nucana, noka noe3o He nooowén k eokzany Cenm-Ilankpac.

k %k %k

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 nonedenvhuk ympom, 0o omkpoimusi, oHa npuuina K /lomu-
HUKY 6 pecmopar. OH Obln HA KYXHe OOUH U pe3an MYk — 20-
eopun, umo smo e20 ycnoxaueaem. OHa HUUe20 He CKA3ana npo
Hlegpgpuno. Ilpocmo npomsinyna emy uiecmov pacneuamanHblx
CMparuy,.

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

— Hoeas nepsas 2nasa, — ckazana ona. — Ckadcume, no-
nana au s 8 2010c.

The chapter began: The first person who ever fed me properly
was not my mother.



I'asa nauunanace max: «Ilepgvim uenosexom, Komopulii no-
HACMOAUEMY MEHS HAKOPMUN, OblAA He MO MAIMb».

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 rhythms. She had never
written anything better.

['nasa Ovina o cemunemnem manvuuke, KOMopbvlil CMOUm Ha
mabypemxe 6 KpouteuHoli coceockoul kyxme. O dceHujuHe ¢ Cunb-
HbIM AKUEHMOM U CUNHBIMU PYKAMU, KOMOpAs nomepsana no-
umu 6C€ U HayuUAa ONazoNOAYUHO20 PEOEHKA U3 CpeOHezo KAac-
ca, umo eda — 3mo He 0 0eHbeax, a o euumaruu. O6 ykpone u ay-
Ke, 0 MOM, KaK Ymo-mo coceub — u coeaams 3ano6o. Mmoooicen
Hanucana eé 2010com JJOMUHUKa — €20 MOUHBIM 2010COM, C €20
wymramu, e2o pummom. Huuezo ayuuie ona nuxozoa e nucana.

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 wuman cmos, 8cé ewié ¢ Hodxcom 6 pyke. Ha cepedune
OH nonodicun Hodic. Jlouumas, oH 00120 He NOOHUMAN 21AS3.

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

— Boi e30unu k Kapon, — ckazan oH HaKoHey,

"Yes."



— /la.

"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 ecez0a cobupancs pacckazame 6cé kak Ovlno. Kadxcowiii
200 cooupancs. M kadxcowili 200 kazanocw... — OH nokauan 2o-
n1060t. — IIpoodrocepam npasuaaces ucmopusi npo 6eoH020 Manb-
uuka. 3pumensm Hpasunrace. A muccuc Hosax ymepna 6 dessino-
CMO 80COMOM — KOMY O 9M020 OblA0 NA0XO0?

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

— Eli, — muxo ckazana Umooxcen. — Imo uz-3a Heé 6wl
cmoume Ha 3Moii Kyxxe. A e€ umenu HUKmMo 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.

JlomuHux evimep 21a3a MvlAbHOU CHOPOHOU NAOOHU, U HA
9Mom pas, 3amMemund oHa, He Ha Kamepy.

— Uzoamenu 630ecsmces, — cKa3an OH.

"Probably."

— Ckopee scezo.

"They've already printed the posters."

— OHu Yorce Hanewamanu NAGKAamel.

"Posters can be reprinted."

— Ihakamwl MOXCHO nepeneuamane.



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."

On cHo8a 00120 cmompen Ha cmpanuybl. [lomom 6351 mene-
¢on, u Umooocen ycavimana:

— Capa? 9mo Jlomunuk. Cs0b, dopozas. Ham naoo nozoeo-
pumb 0 Ha368aHU.

k %k %k

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.

Knuza eviuina caedyroweii ocervto noo HOBbIM HA36AHUEM —
«Kyxns muccuc Hosax». Koe-kakue zazemol 536uiu no nogooy
nepenucaunHoli ouozpaguu; 6orvuurcmeo — Hem. Knuea paszo-
WAACL OONLUUM MUPANCOM, Uem M00as Opyzas kHuza MUmoo-
Jcet, a credyrowuli menece3on JJOMUHUKA YaCmMUuHO CHUMAAU 8
Tonvute, 6 Oepegre, 20e poounace muccuc Hoesak.

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.

Hmenu HUmoodicen na 0on0d1icke, KoHeuHo, He 0blno. Ho Ha nep-
8011 cmpanuye, noo NOCEsUEHUEM, ObLAU 08€ CIMPOUKU, KOMOPble



OHa npouumana 8 kHudxcHom Ha Kunec-Kpocc — cmos, He cHU-
MAsi NAALMO.
For Mrs Nowak, who fed me.

And for Imogen, who made me tell the truth.
Muccuc Hosax, komopas mens kopmuaa.

H HUmooducen, komopas 3acmaguna Meus CKazanmv npasoy.

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

Bnepevle 3a 0senaduamo KHuz «npu3paK» ucue3 He NOAHO-
cmwio. OKazanocs, Umo u 3mo eé He 3a0egaem.

Words & Phrases / CiioBa u BbIpakeHus

ghostwriter — rocrpaiitep, «JMTEpaTypHBIN NPU3PAK»: aB-
TOP, KOTOPBIH MUIIIET KHUTH 32 JIPYTOoro

to pay the rent — omiaunBaTh apeHay; (epeH.) TPUHOCUTD
JEHbI'! Ha KU3Hb

a natural storyteller — nprupoXIEHHBII paccKa3unK

grammar school — (Oput.) rocygapcTBeHHas IKoja C OT-
OOpOM 10 CIOCOOHOCTAM

posh — (pasr.) muKapHBIA, MPECTHKHBIA, «JIJIT OOraThIX»

semi-detached house — gom Ha aBe cembu (C 0OIEH CTe-
HOI)



to go along with something — coramaTbcsi, OALITPHIBATD
to pay off (a credit card) — noracuts (10T MO Kapre)

to walk away — yiiTu, oTKa3arbcs OT y4yacTus

to get the voice right — TouHo nepenats ma"epy peuu

to go mad — (pasr.) npuiiT B IPOCTb

for the camera — Ha kamepy, Harnokas



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 cxkadicy, ymo s He UMEI NPUBLIUKU NOOCAYUWUBAMD Yl -
arcue pazeoeopwvl. Imo He coscem npasoa. Copok 00uH 200 5 Obln
npogpeccopom aunzeucmuxu 6 Kembpuooce, u cayuwamo uydsicue
Dpazz080pel ObINO, 8 HEKOMOPOM cMblcae, moell pabomoi. Cma-
pole NPUBLIUKU HCUBYHUU.

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 kaxk ymepaa dHcena u st 6blen HA NEHCUIO, 5 NbIO
ympenHuli Koghe 8 manenvkom kagpe «CuHull YaliHuK» 6 nepeynie
Hedanexo om peku. Cudcy 3a CmoAuKoM Y OKHA ¢ 2a3emoll, KO-
mopyto peoko uumaro, u cayuiaro. CmyoeHmuol, mypucmol, ycma-



Able pooumenu, 08e nodcuavle cecmpwl, komopule ¢ 2019 200a
cnopsim o cemeiiHom peyenme. /lns uenoeeka 6pooe MeHsi Mo
AyuuLe menesu3opa.

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 camviii 6mopHux 3a coceonuii cmoauk ceaa monooas
napa. Eii 66110 nem d0sadyamov nsamv — KOpomkue mémmule 80-
N10Cbl, ONOKHOM, 8€Cb 8 UBEMHBIX 3AKNA0KAX, OH YYmb cmapuie,
ONUHHBLIL U XYOOU, C HEPBHOLL SHepaUell uenoseKa, KOmopulii nbém
cAaumKom MHoeo koge. OHu 3akazaau 0éa adsm-yaiima u Au-
MOHHbBIL Mapm Ha 080UX, A NOMOM OHA OMKPbLAA OAOKHOM U
6NnOAHE OMUEMAUBO CKA3ANA:

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

— Tak. 3nauum, 3a800um ux 6 Xxpanuauuwe, 3anupaem 08epb,
U Y HUX uecmvOecsim MUHYm.

I turned a page of my newspaper.

A nepesepHyn cmpanuuy 2azenoil.

k %k %k

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 ne denaem nocneuwthvix 6v180008. Jlunzeucm co-
oupaem Oammbvle. «XpaHuAUULe» MONCEM O3HAUAMb MHO20€ —
BUHHDILL Noeped, cKaen, baHk. «3anupaem 08epvby — mym, npu-
3HAI0, 08YCMbICAEHHOCIU ObLA0 MeHbue. S cman cayuwamse 6Hu-
MamenvHee.

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

— A ecau oHU nonwvimaromcs 8vlI0pamvcst pavvue? — cnpo-
CUN MONOOOTL UENOBEK.

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

— He cmozym. be3 ko0a — nem. A KOO chnpsimau 8 KHU2ax
npogheccopa.

"Which professor?"

— Kakoezo npogpeccopa?

"The professor. The old man. We need someone who really
looks the part — grey hair, beard, glasses, tweed jacket.
Someone they'll trust."

— Toeo camozo. Cmapuka. Ham nysicen kmo-mo, kmo no-
Hacmosiwemy nooxXooum Ha ponw: ceovle 8010Chl, OOPOOa, OUKU,
meuooswlii nuoddxcax. Kmo-mo, komy oHu nogepsim.

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 mensi ceovie sonocwt, bopooa u ouxu. B mom momenm Ha
MHe Obln meudoevlll nuddicak. A onycmun 2azemy Ha CaHmiu-



memp.

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 y2o0Ho, HA YAuKU Max, KaK OHU NPpeocmas-
Asaucy mHe. Xpanuauwe. 3anepmas 08epb. Cmpoeuii aumum
apemenu. Tloscunoli uenogex, KOMopomy OONHCHBL NOBEPUNL —
U Komopoz0, no éceii guoumocmu, oomanym. A mvicareHHo noo-
UEPKHYN MOOANbHble 2naz20nbl. «Ham Hyowcen kmo-mo. Onu He
cmozym evlopamvCsi». B ux epammamuxe Ovlna mpegodicHas yaee-
PEHHOCHb. DMt AH00U He PACCYHCOANU O BOZMONCHOM. DML AH00U
NAGHUPOBANU.

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

— CKONbKO Oepém? — cnpocun Mono0oti 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 0saouyamo namo ¢ uenoseka. I pynnot no wecmo. Ecau
10 8bIXOOHbIM 0eNamb Yemvlpe CeaHca 8 OeHb... — OHA ObICMPO
UmMo-mo NOOCUUMaAnd 8 ON0KHoOme, — 8bIXO0UM O0AblULE MbICAUU
PyHmMoes 3a 8vixoOHble.

"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.

«Cearicol», — nooyman s. «I pynnor». Boikyn? Kaxasi-mo op-
2AHU308AHHASL CXeMA, NPU KOMOPOU MYyPUCmos8 3anupaiom 6 noo-
eane u 8bINYCKArom moavko 3a oenveu? 38yuano aocyporo. Ho
5 8e0b UUMan 2azemol, Komopwle He uumaro. B Kemopuoorce cay-
UANUCH BeUilL U NOCMPAHHee.

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

— A dom npogbeccopa? — cnpocun moaoooii uenosex. — Ko-
20a Mbl 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 uemeepe. Xozsaun omoaém nam karouu. Haoo 6yoem Oeii-
CcmMeo8amuv ObICMpo: GblHecmU cmapyro medens, coeramv Panv-
uiuBble KHUJICHbLE NOAKU, CNPSMAmb NOOCKA3KU.

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

«I[loockazku». Cmpantoe cr060 0as npecmyntuka. A ezo om-
Memuan.

k %k %k

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. |
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 uecmro pacckazame, umo Obl10 OavUle, NOMOMY UMO
5. 9mum He 2oparcyce. baazopazymmulii uenogex donun 6vl Koghe
u nowtén oomoui. Cmenwtii nowén ool 6 noauyuro. A He coenan
HU Mo20, HU OpYz2020. Bmecmo smozo s coenan mo, uemy mems
HAYYUNU COPOK Nem AKAOEMUUECKOU HCUSHU: NOCIPOUN MEOPUIO
U 6cem cepouem K Heli npuesi3ancsi.

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 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.

Teopus Obina makas. Ilapa cobupanace cusims dom, 3acma-
UMb €20 PANUUUBLIMU KHUZAMU, 3AMAHUBAMb GHYMPb 2PYN-
nbl NO UeCMb YeN08eK C NOMOWBIO NOUNEHHO20 HA BUO CHAPO2O
npogpeccopa, 3anupamv ux 8 XparHuauue u opams no 08aduamMs
nsmv pyHmoe 3a 8vixo0. Mozzom OblNa A6HO MONOOASL HCEHUAU-
Ha. Moao0oii uenosek omaeuan 3a zpyoyio CUNY, ecau €20 MON*CHO
ObLA0 HA36AMb CUNLHBIM, A HA368AMb ObLAO HEAb3SL.

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 6vlna Heaenas. A noHuman amo, dadxce noka eé cmpo-
un. Ho s mpu 200a scun 00uH, u 3a 3mo pems co MHOU HUu4ezo
0COOEHHO20 He NPOUCX00UN0, 4 MYM 80pY2 — 3a2a0Ka 34 COCeO-
HUM CIOAUKOM, 04 eulé ¢ MUMOHHBIM MAPNOM.

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

H mym monoodas diceHujuHa NOOHsAG 2143d, NOCMOmMpena
NPSAMO HA MEHS U CKA3AAA CNYMHUKY MUXUM 2010COM, KOMOPbII
ObLA NPEKPACHO CAbLUEH.

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

— He obopauusatics. Myorcuura y okna. On 6bin 6bl ueaneH.

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.

Bovisarom 6 #cusHU MYHCUUHBL MOMEHNIbL, KO20A NPUXOOUMCSL
8b10UpaMb MeHcoYy OOCMOUHCMBEOM U bldcusanuem. A evibpan
odocmourcmeo. Cnodxcun 2azemy, 0onun Koge, 6cman u coenan
06a wiaza K ux CMoauKy.

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

— Ilpocmume, — cxazan . — borocw, 5 6cé caviwan.

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 nepezasinyauce. Monoooti uenosex noonednen. Morooas
HCEHWUHA, OOHAKO, YAbIOHYAACH — WUPOKOL, 80CHOPHCEHHOL
YABIOKOI, COBCEM He NOXOXCell Ha YNblOKY NOUMAHHO20 npecmyn-
HUKA.

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

— O, omauuno, — ckazana ona. — He npuoémces camum K
6am nooxooumo. Bam 6vi10 Obl uHmepecHo?

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

— Humepecno — umo umenno? — nepecnpocua 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."

— Bwvimwb npogpeccopom. Imo keecm-komama. — OHa yeu-
odena moé auuo. — Hy, 3naeme — uzpa. Jhoou naamsm, umoowl
UX 3anepau 8 KOMHAMe, NOAHOU 20108010MOK, U Y HUX eCib 4ac,
umooObl HAllMuU NOOCKA3KU, pazeadams Koo u évlopamucs. Hawa
Hazvieaemcsi «Kabunem npogpeccopa». Ecmo 6e3ymmulii cmapuolii
npogbeccop, KOmopulii Cnpsman 8 ceoeli OUOAUOMEKe CEKPEMHYIO



dopmyny, u uzpoKu 00NHCHbL HAIMU €€, NOKA OH He BEPHYACSL.
Mu1 xomeau npocmo éx.a0uams 3anuUch €20 2010¢a, HO € HCUBLIM
uen06eKoM Obln0 Obl HAMHO20 ayuwe. Toavko 6 Hauane. I1ame
MUHYM, 8 KOCMIOMe, 3a0amb ammocgepy.

"In costume," I said faintly.

— B kocmrwome, — caabvim 2010coM NPOUSHEC 5.

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

— Bbl u mak yoice 8 HéM, — CKA3aA MONOOOU 4en06ek, K KO-
MOpOMY GEPHYACS. UBEN AUU.

k %k %k

Her name was Hana and his was Ollie. They had met
at university, studying — 1 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 e2zo — Oanu. OHU NOZHAKOMUAUCH 8 YHU-
eepcumeme, 20e U3Y4AN — K MOEMY YOOBONbCMBUIO — AH2AULE-
CKYIO aumepamypy, U 06a pemuu, 4nmo cmpoums 20108010MKU
UM Hpaeumcsi 6onvlde, uem nUCamov o0 Hux scce. /lea 200a Konu-
AU Ha 9my 3amero. «XpaHuauuem» 0bln YYnar noo AecmHuuel,
packpauerHwlii noo bankosckuii celigh. «Knueamu npogpeccopa»
— MpUCMa NOOEPHCAHHBIX KHUNCEK 8 MSI2KOIL 00.100iCKe, KYNAeH-
HbIX HA 6ec.



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 uznoosicun um ceoro meopuro. Huuezo ne ynycmun — Hu mo-
O0aNbHblE 21020161, HU CA080 «CEAHCHbL», HU NOOO3PEHUSI HACUEM
HeOoCmamKka Myckyaamypbol iy Monr00020 uenosekd. Xana cmesi-
AACb MAK, YmMo NOOOWAA OPUUUAHMKA Y3HAMb, 8CE AU 8 NOPSLO-
Ke. Onau 60CNPUHSLA 8CE SMO HECKOALKO O0Nee NUUHO.

"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, — cKa3an s, Kozoa oHa omcme-
snace. — Bciro ocushv 51 2060pun cmyoenmam, umo croeéa Hute-
20 He 3Hauam Oe3 Konmexcma. «3anepemv ux 6 XpaHuaue» —
8 OOHOIL cumyayuu npecmynaeHue, 8 Opy2oii — OemcKull npazo-
HUK. A nomom npocuoden 30eco 08a0uams MUHYmM u 3a0bln 6cé,
uemy K020a-auoo Yuui.

"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, KOMOPYHO HUKO-
20a He uumaro.



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

— 9mo «0a» ¢ 0208opKamu, — cKazan . — Y MeHs ecmo
YCN08USL.

"Name them."

— Hazosume.

"I want to write my own speech. And I want a better beard.
This one i1s real, and I'm told it lacks drama."

— Xouy cam Hanucamyo ceoro peus. U xouy 60opody noayuute.
Oma — Hacmosiuasi, U MHe 2080pUAU, UMO eli He Xeamaem Opa-
mamuzma.

k %k %k

Our escape room, The Professor's Study, opened in March. 1
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-xomnama, «Kaburem npogbeccopa», omxpbl-
aace 8 mapme. Ilo cybbomam u 8ockpecervsm, uemvipe pasa é
Oetb, 51 NOSBASIIOCL 8 HaUANe KAHCOOL Uzpbl 8 ONUHHOM NAALMO
U C BEAUKONENHOU HAKAAOHOU O0podoli, komopyto XaHa Kynu-
na 6 unmepreme. I 0on0com, KOMOpvLIM K020a-mo uuman NeKyuu
nO OpeHeaH2AUIICKOMY, 51 COOOWAI0 UZPOKAM, YMO Y HUX POG-
HO WecmbOecsim MUHYm 00 M0e20 8036PAUleHUsl, — U 3aNUpaio
0eepb.

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.

Cpeou Hux nonadaromcesi Mmou oasuue cmyoermol. OHu 6cezoa 8
socmopee u crezka Hanyzarl. Mhe, npusHamucsi, 3mMo Hpaeumcst
Oonvlue, uem, HagepHoe, c1e008a.n0 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 OyoHum ympam s no-npedxpcremy cudxicy y okua 6 «Cu-
Hem uaiinuke» u caywaro. Ho menepb ocmoposicree omnouyco k
ucmopusm, komopule cmpoio. Konmexcm, kak st 206o0pun nepgo-
KYypcHukam, — amo 6cé. Ilonadoounuco 08oe 08a0uamuNemHux
U MUMOHHBILL Mapm, umoobsl s 00 SMOM 8CHOMHUN.

Words & Phrases / CiioBa u BbIpakeHusI

to be in the habit of doing something — nmeTs puBbIUKY
YTO-TO JIENaTh

old habits die hard — crapsle npuBbIYKY KHUBYUH

the ... in question — TOT camMblii, O KOTOPOM UJIET peyb

to jump to conclusions — fiesiaTh NOCHENIHbIE BHIBOJIBI

to look the part — nonxonuts Ha poJib BHEITHE, BBHITJISIETD
COOTBETCTBYIOLIE

ransom — BBIKYTI



to lure — 3amanuBaTh

the brains / the muscle — mo3r (oneparun) / rpy6as cuma
to recover one's colour — npuiitu B ce0s (0 1BETE JIUIA)
escape room — KBeCT-KOMHaTa

a qualified yes — cornacue ¢ oroBopkamu

to set the scene — 3amaTh atmMocepy, BBECTH B KypcC Jesa



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.

[Iepeuviii om3v16 nosieuncst 6 cpedy ympom 6 gpespane, u Map-
ko Bbeanunu npouuman e2o cmos na Kyxwe ceoezo pecmopana 6

Bame, ewé ne cuse nanomo.
* W e w — 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 nodaau moii memnepamypul, Kakasi Ovieaem
MSIZKUM BeCeHHUM OHEM. XneD Obln GUEPaHUL, A B03MONCHO, U
nozasuepawruii. Ogpuyuarm Obln ouaposamenen U HU pasy Ha
MeHs1 He 832a5HYn. OOHa 36e30a — 3a 8U0 Ha abbamcmeo, Ko-
MOPbILL He S6ASIEMCsL 3ACAY20T PeCIOPAHA.



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.

Mapxo npouuman 0saxicovi. [lomom cHsan nansemo, nooouén
K KOp3UHKe ¢ X1e00M, 6351 OYnouKy U HA0ABUA HA Heé OONbUUM
naavuem. OHa Ovlna, KAk HU KPYMmu, GUEPAHSIS.

k %k %k

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.

«Hownna Jlhouusi» pabomana yoice wecmo nem. Mapko nazean
pecmopar 8 uecmv 6aOyuwKU, Komopasi 00 0e8siHOCMa nem 20-
mosuna 6 oepegre noo Heanonem u 6vina Henokonebumo yeepe-
Ha, 4mMo CAUBKU 8 KapOoHape — zpex, Kapaemblii cmepmoio. /ena
uiau xopouwio. Xopoutue om3vlévl, 8epHble 3a8cez0amau U cmo-
AUK Y OKHA, U3 KOMOPO20 UOHO 3000muchulii Kamernv bamckozo
aboamcmea. Mapko pecmoparom zopouncs. Tlodxcanyi, kak oH
nOmMom OYMan, CAULUKOM.

The second review came the following Wednesday.

Bmopoti omswvie npuuén é credyrouyio cpedy.
* Ye e e w — 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 mexkcmype HANOMUHAN MOKPYIO OAHHYIO 2YOKY,
a no 06asHuo — HAN0208yi0 dexaapauuro. Mue ckazanu, umo
OH «OomawHuii». Xomenoco Obl 632A55HYMb HA SMOM OOM.

And the third, a week after that.

U mpemuii, ewyé uepe3 Heoenro.
* W e w — Margaret_B

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

Puzommo ovino epamomuvim. I pamomnocmu sHcoéutb om oyx-
eanmepa. Om puzommo HcOéulb AH008U.

k %k %k

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.

[lepconan ovin 6 spocmu. bpationu, cmapwas ogpuyuarm-
Kd, X0mena NOHCAN08aMbCsl HA AKKAYHM AOMUHUCTPAUUU Cali-
ma. Jlyka, mono0oti noeap, xomen 6blAICHUMb, 20€ HCUBEM
Margaret_B, u, kak oH blpaszuics, «<nomoaxosamv». Mapko om-
kazan oooum. Bmecmo smozo on xax énadeney nanucan om-
6em noo0 KanHcObIM OM3bl80M — BENHCAUBDILL, NPOPECCUOHANbHDII,
u3 mex, Kakum yuam Ha ousnec-kypcax. «/opoeass Mapeapem,
bonviuoe cnacubo 3a aut yeHHwlll om3vle. Ham scane, umo 6a-
wiu oxcuoanus He onpasoanuces. Haoeemcs éckope croea éudemso
eac y Hac».

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

Yepez Hedenio nosisuncs uemeépmoiii. om3svig. o0 Hum
Margaret_B 0obaguna KOpomkuti omeenm Ha €20 omeem.

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

Jlopoeoii mucmep Beanunu, eauiu 0meemvl NOXOHCU HA 8aule
PU30MmMo: 6e3ynpeurvl 8 KaxicOOU 0eman U COBEPUIEHHO AULe-
Hbl 6KYyca. A 6epHYyCb 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 cayx — 00uH, 8 c60ém KabuHeme, enep-
évle 3a mecay. He mo umoobwvt 5mo Obln npusmmbslii cmex, Ho Ha-
cmosiuuii. Kem 0vl nu ovina Margaret_B, nucamwv ona ymena.

k %k %k

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.

On npocmompen cucmemy Oponupoganusi. Oms3vlévl écezoa
NOSBAANUCH 8 CPedy — 3HauUm, 06e0ana oHa 60 6MopHUK. bpo-
Huposanuii Ha ums «Mapzapem» uau Ha amuauio na «b» ne
OvLr0. 3Hauum, ona He OpoHuposana. On cnpocun y bpationu o
BMOPHUUHBIX 00E0ax.

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."

Bpartionu nemnozo nooymana.

— Ecmob 00na noxcunas oama, — meoneHHo ckazana oHa. —
IIpuxooum oona. Bcezoa cadumcest 3a mManeHvKuli cmoaux y ose-
DU HA KYXHIO — HUK0204 Y OKHA. 3aKasvléaem cyn, NOmom umo-
HUOYOb ewyé, nomom decepm. Cuoum uaca oea. Ilnamum Hanuu-
HoiMu. — Ona Haxmypuaace. — Yecmuo 206ops, Mapko, mol eé



He ocobento... Hy, ona ouenvb meonennas, el Mano umo HydxHcHo,
a 80 6MOPHUK 6 00e0 noaHo ogpucHvlx. Mol eé, 6 obuem, ocmag-
Aslem 8 noKoe.

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 écnomuunuces cnosa: «Oguyuanm ovln ouaposamenet u
HU PA3zy HA MeHsl He 832A51HYN», — u Mapko nouyecmeosan, kax
8 2pYOU HENPUSIMHO UEBEAbHYAOCH UIMO-MO.

k %k %k

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 emopnuk on ne ocmancsi Ha Kyxme. B nonosune nepgozo ¢
YAuypl, U3-n00 00HCOsl, BOULNA MANECHLKASL HCEHUSUHA N1eNt 80Cb-
MUOECSIMU C OUeHb NPSAMOIUL CRUHOLL, ¢ OONLULOL AKKYPAMHOCHBIO
CAOACUNA KAEMUAMbILL 30HM U Cend 3a MANEHbKUL CMOAUK Y 08e-
pu Ha kyxuro. Cedble 8010CHL, NOOCMPUICEHHBIE OUeHb KOPOMKO,
WénKkoswlii wapgh u ocmpwie, sICHble 21430 NMUUDL, KOMOPAsi 6U-
0ena 6cé u Mano uem Ovlna enevamaena.

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 Mapxko npunéc cam. H ceapun e2zo mooice cam — 6 utecnio
ympa, no 6adyuKuHoMy peyenmy, u npodosan 0essimo pas.

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

— Munecmpone, — ckazan o1, cmags mapeaxy. — Ha smom
pasz ezopsuuii. A xnaeb eviHyAU U3 neuu 08a0UAMb 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 Ha cyn. Ilomom donzo cmompena Ha Hezo
CHU3Y 66€PX, U Y20N0K €€ pma e08a 3aMemHO OPOZHYA.

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

— Mucmep beaaunu, — ckazana ona. — Bel mens packycu-
AU

"May I sit down?"

— MoorcHo mHe npucecms?

"It's your restaurant."

— Pecmopan eaut.

% %k %k

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 Mapzapem bomonm. Copok aem Hazao, pacckazana
OHQ, OHA ObLAA PECMOPAHHBIM KPUMUKOM 8 OOUEHAUUOHANbHOU



eazeme — «8 me epemena, mucmep beanunu, koeoa kpumukoe
005.1UCh, a He NOONUCHLIBANUCH HA HUX». OHA ena Ha 8cex BeAUKUX
kyxusx Eeponvl. Ona dosoduna wegh-nosapos 0o caés, a ooHa-
aHcovl, 8 Jluone, wed 006én 00 caé3 eé — Kypuyeli HacmoavbKo
COBEPULEHHOLL, UIMO OHA 00 CUX NOP BUOUN €€ 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 nosctody. Yemoipe 200a Hazao
o ymep. C mex nop, ckazana oHa mem dce CYXum 2010COM, OHA
KOe-umo Y3Hana 0 mom, KaKo8o Cmapoli HCeHUUHe eciob 8 00U-
HOouecmee.

"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 the first person who has
replied to me in four years? Even if it was," she added, "with that
terrible business-school nonsense."

— Cmanosuuvcest Hesuoumol. Huxmo e co 3na. Huxmo na-
pouno. Tebs cadxcarom y 08epu Ha KYXHIO, NPUHOCSIM €0y U 3a0bl-
earom, umo mul 30eco. IlpumepHo kak Obimv mebenvo. — OHa
nonpo6oeana cyn — meoNeHHo, 80ymuueo. — Bom s u cnoea na-
uana nucame om3aviewl. U 3naeme, mucmep beanunu, 8vl nepauiii,
Kmo omeemun MHe 3a uemwipe 200a ? Iycmo dadice, — oobasura



OHA, — MO YIHCACHOL UenYXoll U3 OUZHEC-UKONDI.

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

— A mupamucy, — ckazan Mapko. — Heyorceau 6cé 6v1n0
HACMOAbKO NA0X0?

"Worse. I was being kind."

— Xyoice. A Ovina crucxooumenvha.

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

On paccmesincs. Ona — Hem, HO €€ 21a30 CMESAUC.

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

— Cyn, — ckazana oHa, OMKAAObIBAS NOJNCKY, — OUEHb XO-
pout. babywikun?

"How did you know?"

— Kax 6wl dozadanuce?

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

— Iomomy umo no éxKycy uyecmeyemcsi, 4mo o Hém Kmo-mo
3abomuncs. Yezo, k codcanenuro, He cKadjiceutb 0 pu3OmMmo.

k %k %k

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 uemvlpéx — O@ucHvle 0ABHO pa30-



utaucs. Ilepeo eé yxooom Mapko 3adan eonpoc, komopulii 000y-
Mblean ecb OeHv. Becroii on mensiem mento. He coenacumcs au
OHA — OH NOHUMAEMm, YMo NPOCbOA CMPAHHAS, — NPUIMU 00
3anycka, nonpodoeams 6cé U cKa3amov emy npasoy?

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

Mapeapem Bomonm packpulaa 30Hm ¢ moii JHce aKKypamHo-
CMbio, € KaKoll e20 cKAadvleand.

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

— Ilpuoy npu oonom ycaosuu, — ckaszana ona. — He y dsepu
HA KYXHIO.

% %k ok

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 Kaxcowili MOPHUK HA CIMOAUKE Y OKHA — MOM, C 6U-
Jom Ha abbamcmeo, — Cmoum MaaeHvkas maoauuka «3ape-
3epsuposaro». Mapeapem npuxooum 6 nonosure nepgozo. Map-
KO cam 20mogum Onsi Heé, a NOMoM caoumcsi ¢ Heii nums Koge,
U OHA DE3XHCANOCIHO PACCKA3blBaent emy 000 8CéM, YUMo He Mak
¢ ezo eooi. [lonosuna Hosozo eecerinezo merHw — e€ uoeu. Tupa-



MUCY Nepedenan ¢ HYsL.

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 nosiguncs Hogwlii om3awlg. bpaiionu pacneua-
mana ezo u NOBeCUNd HA CMeEHY KYXHU, poom ¢ pomoepadbueli
HOHHbL JItouuu.

% % % % vr — Margaret_B

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

Yemvwipe 36e30vl. [lamb s He cmaenio Hukozoa. I1amuv 36¢30
3apezepsuposarvl 3a I ocnooom bozom u 3a 2pubHbiyM puzommo
MO0€20 NOKOLIH020 Mydica, u mucmep beaaunu onacro npubaudsica-
emcsi ko émopomy. Opuyuarnm Ha mens cmompen. Heckonvko
pas.

Words & Phrases / CiioBa u BIpakeHust

regulars — MocTosiHHbIE MOCETUTEIH, 3aBCeraaTan
to have a word (with someone) — (pasr.) oroBOpuTh, «I0-
TOJIKOBaTh» (4aCTO C YTpO30M)



feedback — o13bIB, 0OpaTHas CBsI3b

to leave somebody to it — octaBuTh B IOKOE, HE MEIIATh

to find somebody out — pa3zo6naunTh, pacKycuTh

upright — npsimoi, ¢ TpsIMOIt OCaHKOM

not unkindly — 6e3 3710051, BriojIHE T0OpOKETATETHHO

nonsense — venyxa, epyHia

without mercy — 6e3%ajlocTHO

competent — rpamMOTHBIN, TOJKOBBIM (4acTO — «H He 00-
Jiee»)

to rebuild from scratch / completely — nepecoOpars ¢ Hysns

late (husband) — nokoiHbIi (MyX)



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."

— bBaazooapum eac 3a 36omnok 6 «Hopmnaysp Snepodicu».
Baw 360H0K ouenw eadicern 05 Hac. Baw Homep 6 ouepeou... ue-
muipHaouyamoiii. [lodxcanyiicma, ocmaesatimecs HA AUHULL.

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.

[lomom 3auzpana my3vika. Busarvou — nepevie mpuoyamo
ceKyHO «Bectbl» 8 UChOAHEHUU Ye20-MO 8PO0e UZPYULEUHO20 CUH-
me3amaopa, CHO8a U CHOBA, 00 OECKOHEUHOCHIL.

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.

Jleé Manxompa 6KkatouUn 2DOMKYIO C6513b, NOAONCUN MeNeHOH



HA KYXOHHbII CmoAn 8 ceoeli keapmupe & Jluoce u nocmompen
Ha nexcauiee psoom nucvmo. Co2nacHo nucomy, o1 Obia QONNCEH
«Hopmnaysp Imneposcu» mpu moicsuu cmo 08eHaouamv hyH-
mMoe 3a Mecsy, dneKkmpuuecmaa. /les jicun oouH 8 0OHOKOMHAN-
HoUl Keapmupe. Y He20 Oblau HOYMOYK, YAHHUK U XON0OUNbHUK,
no ooaviueli uacmu nycmoii. Ecau moavko XxonoounvHuk maikom
He MAlHUA OUMKOUHbL, NPOU3OUNA OUUOKA.

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

Paou smozo 36onka ou 6351 Ha pabome omeya. Y He20 Obina
Kpyscka uas. OH Obln 20moe.

k %k %k

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 Bueanwvou, mysvlka odopea-
Aaco co weaukom. Ymo-mo 3ampewjano. A nomom 2010c — He
3ANUCAHHBLI, A HACMOSUWULL, NONCUNOU U OUeHb WUOMAAHOCKUIL
— NPOUBHEC:

"Hello? Hello? Is that a person?"

— Aano? Aano? 9mo uenosex?

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

/les cxeamun meneghon.

—la! Aano! /la, s uenoeex. 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."

— boowce ynacu. A kak paz xomen cnpocumu 6ac o0 mom Jice.
— llayza. — A cam 0o Hux dozeanusarocw. Yuce 0sa uaca Oe-
CAMb MUHYN. A NOMOM MY3bIKA KOHUUAACH, U MY 8bl.

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

— A mooice sncoy. Copox munym.

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

— Copox munym, — CKA3a.a 2010C ¢ Yem-mo 6pooe Hcano-
cmu. — /la vl ewé manrvuumka.

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.

Ilocne nexomopoui nymanuybl OHU 8bIACHUAU, YMO UX 360HKU
KaKUM-mo 00pa3om nepecekauct eHympu menegpoHHol cucme-
Mol «Hopmnayap». Hu ooun ne 20moe ovin nosecums mpyoxy u
nomepsims mecmo 8 ouepedu. Tax umo oba ocmanuce.

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

— Xomuw, — ckazan 2onoc. — Xamuws Kopmak. Abepoun.

"Dev. Leeds."

— Jles. Jluoc.

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

— Hy umo o, /lee uz Jluoca. Ymo onu eéam coenanu?
* sk ok



Dev explained about the three thousand pounds. Hamish
whistled.

/les pacckazan npo mpu muicsiuu pyHmos. Xomuus npuceucm-
HYA.

"That's a lot of toast."

— 9mo KHc CKONbKO MOCMO8.

"And you?"

— Ayeac?

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

Ha aunuu nosucna naysza — 0onviue NPejiCHUX.

"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 dcenvt. [owcun. Ona ymepna 6 mapme. A
uemvipe paza nUCcan UM, 4moosl nepeogpoOPMUIU HA MEHS, a OHU
KAdICObILL MeCAY, WLAIOM HOBOE NUCLMO HA €€ UMs. «Yeadicaemas
muccuc Kopmak, mvt yenum eac kak kauenmar». A kasxicowlii pas,
K020a 360HI0, 2080PAN1, YMO MOYM 00CYNCOaAMb CUEM MONLKO
¢ enaodenviem. — OH KopomKo, 0e3 meHu 1OMopa, PACCMEsACSL.
— A um 2060pro: HY, moz20a 6am NOHAOOOUMCSL OUeHb ONUHHDILL
meneghorHblIl NPOBOO.

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



— MHe ouenv xcanv, — cxaszan /les, u smo ovina npagoa.

"Aye. Well."

— Aza. Hy umo .

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

— A Kak 6vl nosHakomuaucy? — cnpocun /lee u mym dnce
3ACOMHEBANCS, CHOUNO .

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 Xamuuw, noxooice, obpadosancs eonpocy.

— Ha manyax e Ilumepxede, 6 wecmvoecsm uiecmom. B
nepsyo dce MuHymy 08adxcobl Hacmynua eii Ha Hozy. Ona ckasa-
na: «Hacmynuws 6 mpemuii paz — ewitioy 3a meosi 3a.Mydic, mak
Umo noocmopodicHee». — OH paccmesncs, Ha 3Mom paz no-Ha-
cmosuemy. — A nacmynun 8 mpemuii pa3. Hapouno.

k %k %k

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 ecé ewié sncoanu. Pazzosop nemasin, kak nemas-
I0M pPa32080pbul, KOMOPbIM 00blULE HEKYOa OembCsl.

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

— A uem 6l 3aHumaemecs, /lee? Kozoa ne eucume na aunuu.



"I'm a software developer. Or I was. I'm — sort of between
things."

— A pazpabomuuk. To ecmov Ovin. A cetivac... 8pode Kak
MexHcoy Oenamu.

"Between things."

— Medcoy oenamu.

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."

Jleé Hukomy amoeo He 2o8opun. Hu pooumensm, Hu opy3osm.
OH He noHuMan, 3auem paccKasviéaen Mo He3HaKkomuy 6 Abep-
oure. Mooicem, UMEHHO NOMOMY, YUMo MO He3HaKomely, 8 Abep-
OuHe.

— A ysoauncs mpu nedeau nazao. Ilpocmo ywén. Paboman
no wecmuoecsim 4aco8 8 Heoearo, He Moz Cnamv, U OOHANCObL
Ympom cuoen Ha NapKoeKe U He CMo2 3acmasumu ceos gotimu. M
He gowén. Pooumensim ne ckazan. OHu oymarom, umo cezooHs 5i
6351 omeyn. A menepo Kaxcowili Oenb Oepy omaya.

Hamish was quiet for a moment.

Xamuws HemHo20 nOMOAUAN.

"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 6vir paducmom Ha Hegpmsinvix naamgpopmax 6 Ceaep-
HOM MOpe, — cKkazan oH. — Tpudyame 00uH 200. 3Haeme, 6 uém
8 ocHosHoM cocmosina paboma? B osxcudanuu. Cuduwis y payuu
nocpeou Mopsi u AHcoéutb, Kozoa umo-Huoyoo cayuumcs. Mono-
Oble NAapHU 3Mozo He 8bIHoCU. Hm Xomenocs umo-mo deaanmb.
A s um 2060pun: mepnerue — smo mviuya. CHauana 60avHo.
[lomom ona Kpennem.

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

— Ilo-moemy, Hcoamu 51 He OUeHb YMero.

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

— Tol gucumwv Ha AUHUY NOAMOPA 4acd, CblHOK. Y mebst no-
AYUaAemcsi ayuute, uem mol Oymaeils.

% %k %k

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 /lesa croeam necHu, Komopyro ne-



1A €20 JHceHda, — 8 OCHOBHOM OHA Oblaa npo Oesyuiky u3 /law-
Ou U peloaka, Komopblil 04eHb NA0X0 CNPABASACS CO C80€ll pa-
oomoii. B 12:40 /leé o6vscrun Xamuuy, umo maxkoe npunodice-
Hue, u X3amuuw ckazan, ymo 6cé paeHo He 8UOUm 6 Hém cmolicaa. B
13:05 evisicnunoce, umo oba é pasHoe 8pemsi OCIAHABAUBANUCD
6 OOHOIL U MO JHce YIHCACHOU 20cmunuye Ha noodepedicve 6 Ckap-
00po, u oHU nposea 08aOUAMb CUACTAUBLIX MUHYN, ONUCHIBASL
MAMOWHUIL KOBED.

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

— Moaxcro cnpocumu ? — ckaszan /les. — [louemy bl npocmo
He... maxuyau pykoui? [lycmo 0bl caanu nucvma J[icun.

"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."

— Tomomy umo kaxcooe nUCbMO ¢ eé UMeHeM, — CKA3dn
Xomuwt, — 51 OmMKpwl8ar0 U HA CEKYHOY OYMAaro, Umo OHo eil. A
nomom écnomuraro. — OH npokauinsiacsi. — A xouy, umoowvl
amo npexpamunoce. Toavko u ecezo. Xouy, umobvl nouma cHoséa
OvLaa moell.

k %k %k

At 1:52 p.m., the music stopped again, and a third voice came
on the line — young, female, tired.

B 13:52 my3vika cnosa obopeanace, u HA AUHUU NOSIBUNCS
mMpemuii 2010C — MOA0OO0U, HCEHCKULL, YCMANbliL.



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

— Cnacubo 3a odxcudarue, bl 00360HUAUCL 8 «Hopmnaysp»,
mens 30e8ym Illona, nazosume, nodxcanyiicma, HOMep Cuéma.

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

— Kozo u3z nac? — xopom cnpocuau /lee u Xamuu.

There was a long silence.

Iosucno donzoe moruanue.

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

— Ilpocmume, — cxazana Illona. — Bac... 0goe?

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 obwvschunu. llona evicaywana. Ckazana, umo makozo
HUK020a He CAYUANOCh, UNMO CUCIEMA «BCI0 HeOeMo uyoun» u
umo hopmanvHo el credyem 3a8epuiums 360HOK U NONPOCUND
000UX NEpPe3sOHUMb NO OMOEALHOCHI.

"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 yeaocenuu, lllona, — ckazan /les u cam yousun-



51, HACKONBbKO CNOKOUHO 38YYUN €20 2010C, — SO OXHCEHMNb-
MeH Hcoém nsamsv uacos osaouamv munym. Ezo scena ymepaa 6
mapme. On nucan éam uemvipe pasa. Kadcowui mecsy el om-
npaeasieme NUCLMO HCEHUUHe, KOMOPOI OoNblLe Hem 8 JHCUBBIX,
U Kadxcowlii Mecsiy, emy npuxooumcst e2zo omkpuviéamo. Hu s, Hu
OH He nogecum mpyoxy, noka smo He ucnpassm. Moii cuém no-
002icoém.

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

Chosa monuanue. Koeoa Illona 3azoeopuna, 2onoc y neé us-
meruncsi. Cman muuie u uenogeumee.

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

— Mucmep Kopmax? Ilpoouxmyiime mHe uroekc, 0opoeoii.
/lasaiime pazbepémcsi.

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 3ans.n10 oounHaduame munym. Kozoa écé ovino coeaatio,
2onoc Xamuwia creeka opodxcan. Ilomom llona omkpvina cuém
lesa u cexyno 3a mpuoyames 0OHAPYI’CUAA, UIMO KIMO-MO 6NU-
Can 8 NOKA3AHUS €20 CUeMUUKA MUWHUI Honb. Cuém cocmaensin
mpucma 0OuHHaouams yHmoes dsadyams nemcos. Ucnpaene-



HUe npuoém emy Ha noumy.

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

— Mozy s ewé uem-mo 6am nomousv? — cnpocuna lllona.

"No," said Dev. "You've been brilliant. Thank you."

— Hem, — cxazan /les. — Bol npocmo monooey. Cnacuoo.

"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, — ckazana lllona. — Ilpagda. Y mens
yorcacHas Heoeasi. Imo Ayuuuii 360HOK 3a MHO20 MeCsUes. —
Ona 3amsnace. — Ocmasume AUHUIO OMKPLIMOL HA MUHYMKY ?
Ymoovb! 6bl Mozau nonpoujamucs?

k %k ok

They didn't say goodbye. They exchanged phone numbers
instead.

IIpowsamuvcst onu He cmanu. Bumecmo amozo oomensinuce Ho-
mepamu.

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 oce evixoonvle [les pacckazan pooumensim o pabome.
Bcé npowino aywwe, wem on 6osacs. B cenmsabpe on nawén Ho-
8Yr0 — uemvipe OHsl 8 HeOeN0, KOMNAHUS NOMEHbULe, HAUANbHUK,
KOMOpblil Yxooun 0OMOIL 8 NSiMb U HCOEM MO20 JHce Om OCMAaNb-



HbIX.

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

A KadicOoe 80CKpeceHbe 8 ceMb I Hezo 360HUIM menegot, U 20-
10C U3 Abepouna oueHb NA0Xo U300padxicaem aemoomeemuuK:

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

— Baazooapum 3a 360n0k. Baut 36010k oueHwb 8adxicer ons Hac.
Toxcanyiicma, ocmaeatimeco Ha AUHUL.

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

A nomom o ghanvuiueo Hanesaem nepgvle MpUOUAMs CEKYHO
Busaavou, u ooa cmeromes, a nomom dormarom yenwiii uac.

Words & Phrases / CiioBa un BeIpa:keHust

to be on hold / please hold — xgatb Ha JIuHUY / OCTaBalTECH
Ha JIMHUN

the queue — ouepenp

to get crossed (lines, calls) — nepeceuscs, nepenyrarbces (0
JINHUSX )

to hang up — noBecuts TpyoOKy

account holder — Bnanenen cuéra

to wander (of a conversation) — Onyxnarh, epecKakMBaTh
C TEMbI Ha TEMY

between things / between jobs — mexy padoramu, B TO-



UCKe
to walk out — yiitu, 6pocuTts (padorty)
can't stand something — TeprieTb He MOTy
to give up — cAaTbCsl, MAXHYTh PYKON
to sort something out — pazo6parbcsi, ynaaurh
meter reading — mokazaHus CYETUMKA



DAY 7

The Translator's Note

Agnieszka Wrébel 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.

Aznewka Bpybeav namuadyamo nem nepegoouna aHeauticKue
POMAHbL HA NOALCKULL U CUUMANG, YMO Y KANHCOOU KHUZU eChb
cexpem. OOblMHO He maliHoe NOCAAHUEe — HU4e20 HACHOAbKO
opamamuurozo. Ilpocmo pumm, npuesbluka, cao80, KOmopoe ag-
mop caumkom aooun. Paboma nepesoouuxa — naiimu e2o u be-
DedHCHO nepeHecmu uepe3 2paHuiy, 8 Opy2oli si3vikK.

The Harbour Light was the last novel by lain 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» 6vin nocaeoHum pomarom Hsna Pymeena, ko-
MOopblil YMep Om cepoeuto20 NPUCYna NPOULAoLl 3UMOIL 8 803-
pacme cemudecsmu mpéx nem. Pymeen Ovin yepromvim eenu-
KAHOM WOMAAHOCKOL AUMepamypbl — 3HAMEHUMbIM CEOUMU
ONUHHBIMU, XONOOHBIMU, NPEKPACHBIMU (Opa3amu, OmKazom oa-
6aMb UHMEPBHIO U NPUBLIUKOL ONUCLIBAMb MOPe MAK, CAOBHO
MO Uen08eK, KOMopulll HAHEC emy AuuHoe ockoponenue. Kuuea
8bIULNA uepe3 uemuvlpe mecsaya nocae e2o cmepmu. Kpumuku na-
36anu €€ utedegpom. Aznewika, pabomas 3a KYXOHHbIM CHOAOM
8 cgoell 30UHOYP2CcKOIl Keapmupe, 3a OKHOM KOMOPOIL cepeno Ha-
cmosiuiee Mope, CUUMAnd, Ynmo OHU, 8EPOSIMHO, NPABHI.

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.

Poman 6v1n 0 cmapom cmompumene Maska Ha 0cmpoae odne-
KO Ha ceaepe, KOMOPblii Nepecman pazz08apuéams co c80eil eOUH-
cmeeHHoll douepvio. B Hém Obiro 0saduams uemvlpe 21a6vl. Y
Kadicooli 21a8bl OblN0 HA38AHUE — OOHO CA0BO UNU KOPOMKAS
dpaza. Aenewxa nepesena 0essIMHAOUANMb U3 HUX, NPEXHcOe Uem
3amemuna.

% %k ok

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.

bvin emoprux, nozouss Houo. Ona OUNGCHL HAO HA3BAHUEM
o0saoduyamoii 2nagel — «IIpuspaxu», — nomomy umo noAbLCKoe
CN080 368YHANO CAUUKOM NO-0EmCKU, U OMKPbLAA 021481€HUe,
umoobl NOCMOMpPemy, Kaxk Hazeanust 38yuam emecme. OHA COH-
HO YUMAna CNUCOK C8EPXY 6HU3, K020a nepevle OYKEbl HA3E6AHUIL
CNOBHO NOOHSNUCHL HAO CIPAHULELL.

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

Keeper. Island. Rain. Salt. Tide. Years. — Cmompumens. Ocm-
pos. [ooxcow. Conv. [puaus. I'oowl.

She sat up.

OHa 8bINPAMUNACE.

Ice. Water. Ash. Silence.

Ice. Water. Ash. Silence. — JIé0. 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.

OHa 835.1a KapaHoaus U Cmana 8bINUCHIBAMb OYKEbl Ha 000-
pome KOHgepma, 00HY 3a OpY20li; pYyKa caezka Opoxicand. 3aKoH-
U8, OHA 00120 CMOMPENA HA HANUCAHHOE.

KIRSTY I WAS WRONG FORGIVE ME

KIRSTY I WAS WRONG FORGIVE ME — «Kupcmu, 51 0bin



Henpag. [Ipocmu merisi».
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Everyone in the literary world knew that Iain 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 aumepamyprwiii mup 3uan, umo y Msna Pymeena ecmo
O0oub no umenu Kupcmu, u éce 3uaau, umo oHu He pazzoeapuea-
AU NAMHAOUaAmMo nem. B c60é epemst sma ucmopusi nonana 8 2a-
3emol. B 0saouams wecmo nem Kupcmu nanucana nepevwlii po-
man. Tleped nybauxauyueii ezo omnpaguau Omuy Ha oms3wvls, U Ka-
KUM-MO 00pa30M — HUKIMO MAK U He 8bIAICHUN KAKUM — €20
UacmHble KOMMEHMAapuu oKkazaauce 8 zazeme. «I pamomuo. Yu-
cmo. Hu 00noii sicusoii gopaszer». Kuuea ecé pasho éviuina u no-
umu He npooasanace. boavuwe Kupcmu Pymeen ne onybauxosa-
na Huuezo. Hackonwko 3nana Aznewka, ona oasice He npuaa Ha
NOXOPOHbL.

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 caedyrowee ympo Aenewika no3eonuna 6 anzaulickoe u3-
oamenvcmeo. Tlozoéopuna ¢ pedaxmopom, nOMom co Cmapuium
pedakmopom. Hu mom, nu opyeoii nocaranus ne 3amemunu. Oba
npuwiau 8 eocmope. Cmapuiuti peoakmop 3a2080pUn 0 «2POMKOU
HOBOCMU» U «CNEUUANHOM U3OAHUU», U AZHEUUKA NOYYBCMBOBA-
1A XONOOHYIO 310CHb — HCeNAHUE 3aUUMums, — KOMOopYro ca-
Ma He MO2Aa MOAKOM 00BACHUMDb.

"Has anyone asked Kirsty?" she said.

— A Kupcmu kmo-nubyow cnpocun? — ckazana oua.

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

laysza.

— Hy... nem. Iloka nem. Ilpuoémcs, pazymeemcs.

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

— Tozoa, nodxcanyiicma, Huuezo He deaaiime, NOKa KmMo-Hu-
0YOb He cnpocum.

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

Ona nonodcuna mpyoxy u NOHANA, MO SMUM «KeM-HUOYOb»
NpUOEMmcst cmamo elii.

k %k %k

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.
Tucvmo ona nucanra mpu ousi. Ona 6vina nepesooUUKom,; OHA
3HANA, YMO BANCHO KAHCOOE CAOBO U UMO CAMbIE BANCHBIE CAO-
6a uacmo me, Komopbvle He nuuteut. B umoze ono noayuuroce
KOPOMKUM.
Dear Ms Ruthven,

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. |
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 Wrébel
Yeaocaemas mucc Pymeen,

51 NepesodiCy NOCNEOHUIL POMAH BAULe20 OMUA HA NOAbCKULL
a3blK. B x00e pabomol s Hawaa 6 Kiuze mo, wmo, KaK mHe Ka-
JHCemcst, NPeOHA3ZHAUANOCH 8AM — U MOAbKO eam. A ne 206opu-
Aa 00 3MOM HUKOMY, Kpome €20 U30amenbcmad, U NONPOCUNd UX
nooodicoamo. A He 3HaI0, YUMAAU AU 8bl KHU2Y U XOMume Au eé
uumams. Ecau evt xomume, umoobbwl 51 pacckazana, umo Hauwad,



— s pacckadxcy. Ecau npeonouméme, umoowl s Hukozoa 6onvuite
00 3MOM He YnoMuHaa, — max u oyoem.

C ysadiceruem,

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 ovin adpec Kupcmu — 6 Jlume, 6 osadua-
MU MUHYMax xo0e0vl om keapmupel Aenewiku. OHa omnpasuna
RUCLMO 8 NAIMHULY U 8CE BbIXOOHbLE DE3YCNEUHO NbIMANACH Ne-
pesecmu 08a0UAMyo 21A48Y.
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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 npuén 6 cpedy, no 3NeKmpoHHol noume. B Hém 6b110
monvko: «Ha nabepescroii ecmo kaghe ,,Kopadeavhwlii cyxapo
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 0bin copok 00uH 200 — CmonvKo ice, CKoNb-



KO AzHeuwike, U 3mo nouemy-mo eé¢ yousuno. Y neé ovlau omyos-
cKue 2ycmule Opo6uU U HU KAnau €20 3HAMEHUMOU XON0OHOCHIU;
OHA PabOMAna 8eMepUHApPHOTE Medcecmpoll, KaK cama cKkasand,
u om Heé cneeka naxno cooaxoii. «Ceem 2aséanu» oHa He uumana.
OHa namuadyamo nem He Yumana Hu4ezo U3 HanucamHozo UMm.

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.

Aznewika Huuezo 0bvsicHAMb He cmana. [Ipocmo docmana u3
CYMKU IK3EMNASP POMAHA, OMKPLINA HA 02NAABNEHUU U NOOBUHY-
1A uepe3 cmon. A nomom cmana cmompems Ha N00KU 8 2a6aHU,
umo6bvl Kupcmu mozna uumamo 6e3 céudemeneii.

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 3ansn10 muozo epemenu. Koeoa Aznewka naxorney ooep-
Hyaacsy, naney, Kupcmu aexcan na nocaeonem crose cnucka, au-
UO ObLIO MOKDLIM, 4 CAMA OHA CMESNACL — CMPAHHbIM, HAO-
NOMAECHHbIM CMEXOM.

"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."

— Jleadyamo uemoipe 2na6vi, — ckazana ona. — OH, 0ondic-
HO ObiMb, 6CIO KHU2Y NOO MO 8bICIPOUN. YNPAMbIL CIAPbIIL. . .
— OHa ocexnacvy. — He moz npocmo 635me u NO360HUMb.



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

— Moowcem, ne 3nan kak, — cxkazana Aznewxa. — Moowcem,
Mo OblA eOUHCINBEHHDBIIL SI3bIK, KOMOPOMY OH 008€EPSLA.

% %k ok

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 Gdansk, who had never once in his life said "I'm sorry", and
probably never would.

Onu npozosopuau 0sa uaca. O 2azemmoii ucmopuu — Kupcmu
menepo éepuna, umo omey, eé¢ He causanr. O cmompumene masi-
Ka U3 poMama — o4esUOHO, Mo Obla OH, — U €20 0ouepu —
ouesuoHo, a3mo Ovlna ona. 06 omuye camoii Aenewiku 6 I 0anvcke,
KOMOpblLL HUL pA3Y 8 HCUSHU He CKA3a «NPOCmu» U, 8EPOSIMHO,
HUK020a He CKapcen.

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

— U30amenvcmeo xouem coenamu u3 3mMozo HOBOCH1b, — HA-
KoHey, ckazana Aznewka. — Cneyuanvhoe uzoarue. Hnmepgoio.

"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 konreoaruii. — OH 5mo
cnpaman. Cnpsaman max, umoosbl HAWAA MONLKO 5| — U KO-
mo epoode eac. On max xomen. — OHa nocmompena Ha KHUzy.
— A kak dice eaut nepesod? Ilo-nonvcku 6edv He noayuumcs?
byxkewvt 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.

Aznewrka oymana 06 smom ueayio nHedearo. Ona docmana u3
KapMaHa KOHeepm — Mmoni, Ha KOMOPOM 6bINUCbIBaNa OYKebl,
— u nepesepruyna. Ha obopome kapanoawom Ovlna Hanucana
emopast CmpouKa.

KIRSTY TO MOJA WINA WYBACZ MI

KIRSTY TO MOJA WINA WYBACZ MI — no-noavcku «Kup-
cmu, 3mo mos eura. Ilpocmu mens».

"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."

— Jleadyamov uemvipe Oykevl, — ckazana oxa. — Poeno.
A nepecuumana oounHaoyams pas. Hekomopule nazeéanus 2nas,
KOHEUHO, Npuoémcst nomeHsmo. A ewé mam 0ge oykevl Y, a 6
NONbCKOM NOYMU HEM CA08 Ha Y, maK umo OOHY 24a6y npuoém-



csl Hazeamov umerem n00ku cmompumensi. Co 6mopoii st noka He
npuoymana. Ho smo 6ozmoorcno. — Ona nomeonuna. — Ecau 6ot
9Mo20 xomume.

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

Kupcmu 0onzo cmompena na konsepm. [lomom kuenyaa.

k sk ok

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 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 emopoti Y ona cnpasunace moavko K mapmy. Ioavckoe
U30aHue 8bIUN0 MOl JHce BeCHOU. AzHeuKka He cmana nucamo
npumeuariue nepesoOUUKa ¢ 00vSCHEHUEM AKPOCMUXA, XOMSL Ne-
pesoouuxu 0obruro mak deaarom. Hexomopwie cexpemol, peuiina
OHa, He eil 00BsicHsIMb. Modicem Obimb, 00HANCObL KAKOU-HUOYOb
uumamensv 6 Kpakoee uau Bpoynase 3amemum e2o — no30Ho
HOUbI0, 8 NOMYCHE, KAK 3AMemUd OHA.
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