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How to Read This Book

Kaxk noavzosamuca smoii kHuzoii

This is a collection of thirty short detective stories, one for every evening of the month, written
for people who are learning English at levels B1 and B2. Every story is told twice: once in English,
and once in a natural, literary Russian translation. It is not a word-for-word translation, but a text that
reads as if a Russian author had written it from the start.

Mo cOOPHUK U3 MPUOUAmMU KOPOMKUX OeMEKMUBHBIX UCOPULL — NO 0OHOU HA KAXCObLIL euep
mecaua, — HANUCAHHBIX 05 meX, KMo usyuaem aneauiickuil Ha ypoeusax Bl u B2. Kaxcoas ucmopus
pacckazama 08axicovl: 0OUH pa3 No-aAH2AUHCKU U OOUH A3 8 eCIecmeeHHOM AUMepamypHoM nepe-
800e Ha pYyccKuil. Mo He NOOCMPOUHUK: MEKCI YUmaemcs max, 0yomo 3my JHce UCHOPUIO C CAMO20
HA4ana pacckaszvléan pyYccKull agmop.

All thirty cases are solved by the same person: Ruth Calloway, thirty-five, who used to write
crosswords for a London newspaper and now runs a second-hand bookshop in Ashcombe, a small,
quiet town in the south-west of England. She notices small things — a wrong date, a missing postmark,
a word that doesn't belong — and she is helped, and sometimes hindered, by her old school friend,
Detective Sergeant Tom Okafor, and by a black cat called Comma.

Bce mpuouyams den packpvieaem o0un u mom dice ueno8ek — mpuoyamunsmunremuss Pym
Kaanoysii. Koeoa-mo ona cocmaensina Kpocceopoel 0nsi NJOHOOHCKOU 2a3embvl, a mMenepb O0epicumnt
OYKUHUCUYECKUTT MA2A3UH 8 Duikombe, MANEHLKOM MUXOM 20po0Ke Ha to2o-3anade Anzauu. Ona
3ameuaenm mMeaouu — He my 0amy, OMcymcmeyiowull memnenb, CA080, KOMopoMy 30ect He Mecmo,
— a nomoezarom eli (a uHoz20a U mMewmarm) WKoAbHbli opye, cepocanm noauuuu Tom Oxagpop, u uép-
Hblll Kom no kauuke Komma.

The stories become more difficult as the book goes on. Cases 1-15 are written for level B1: the
sentences are shorter, the vocabulary is everyday, and the plots are simple. Cases 16-30 are written
for level B2: they are longer, the language is richer, and the mysteries are more complicated. Every
case 1is a fair puzzle — all the clues are in the text before Ruth explains them, so you can try to solve
it yourself.

Hcmopuu nocmenento ycaoocnsromes. /Jleaa 1—15 nanucanwl ons yposrs Bl: npeonoscenus
Kopoue, N1eKcuKka noeceoHesHas, cioxcemol npouie. /ena 16—-30 paccuumanvt na ypoeerv B2: onu
OnuHHee, A3bIK Oozaue, 3azadku 3anymarmee. Kajcooe deno — uecmnas zonosonomka: éce yauku
NOAGASAIOMCS 8 MeEKCme parvuie, uem Pym ux o6ssacHaenm, mak umo MONMCHO NOnpoo0eamu paszeadams
€20 CaMOCMOSIMENbHO.

The book is made of short alternating blocks: a paragraph in English, and immediately after it
the same paragraph in Russian, in italics. This means you never have to turn to the back of the book
or look for a separate section to check something — the translation is always right under the original.

Knuea nocmpoena kopomxumu uepeoyrouumucs, onokamu: ad3ay, Ha aHzauiickom, a cpasy 3a
HUM MOm dce ad3ay, Ha PYCCKOM, 8bIOENEHHBI KYPCUBOM. MO 3HAUUM, MO He HYIHCHO AUCMAMb 8
KOHelY, KHU2U UAU UCKAMb OMOeAbHbII pazoen, umoobl Ymo-mo nposepunis, — nepesoo 8cez0a NPAmo
noO0 OpUZUHANOM.

There is no single right way to read this book, but here is a way that works for many readers.
First read the whole English paragraph, even if a word or a sentence is not clear — try to guess the
meaning from the context before you look down. Then read the Russian paragraph underneath, not
to translate word for word, but simply to check that you understood, or to clear up one or two things
you missed. Move on to the next block and repeat.

Eouncmeenno npasunviozo cnocooa uumame 3my KHU2Yy He CYuecmeyem, Ho MHOZUM NOOXO-
oum eom maxoi. CHauana npouumatime aHzAUUCKULL ad3ay, YEAUKom, oadxdce ecau KaKoe-mo cao8o
uu ppasza HenoHAMHbL, — NONPOOYIIMe Yeadams CMbLCA NO KOHMEKCMY, Npexcoe uem 3a2a30b18anb
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6HU3. 3amem npouumaiime pycckuii ad3ay, no0 HUM — He OAsl Mo2o, Ymodbl NEPesoOUmMs CA080 34
COBOM, A NPOCHIO UMOObL YOLOUMBCSL, UMO bl NOHSLAU NPABUALHO, UL YIMOUHUMb OOHY-08€ YCKONb3-
Hyeuue demanu. Ilepexooume K caedyrouemy OA0KY u nogmopsitime.

If you feel more confident, try reading the whole case in English first, from beginning to end,
without looking down — and see whether you can find the answer before Ruth does. Then go through
the Russian and check the places where you were unsure. In any case, don't expect to understand
everything the first time. At levels B1 and B2 it is quite enough to follow the story and enjoy the
mystery. That is exactly what these stories were written for.

Ecau uyecmeyeme cebsi ysepentee, nNonpooytime CHA4AAA NPOUUMAN 6CE 0eA0 NO-AH2AULICKU
OM HA4ANA 00 KOHUA, He 3a2A510bl6Asl BHU3, — U NPOBEPbMe, Halloéme AU bl pa3eadky pauviue Pym.
A nomom npoiioumecs no pyccKkomy mexcmy u nposepvme Mecma, 8 KOmopblx COMHe8ANUCH. B atobom
cayuae He cmapaiimecs NOHsAMb 8¢é ¢ nepeoeo pasa. Ha ypoensix Bl u B2 énoane 0ocmamouro che-
OUMb 30 CIOHCEMOM U NOAYUAMb YOOBONLCMEUE OM 3a2A0KU. UMEHHO Onst 9moeo dmu ucmopuu u
HANUCAHDL.

PART ONE - B1
Yacmw nepeas - 0ena 1-15

CASE 1
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The Vanishing Victoria Sponge

Hcueznysuuii ouckeum

Ruth Calloway had grown up in Ashcombe, left it at eighteen for London, and come back
at thirty-three, when her Aunt Edie left her a bookshop. In the two years since then, nothing very
exciting had happened in the town. That was exactly why she liked it.

Pym Kannoysii evipocaa 6 Juikombe, 8 ocemnaoyams yexana 6 JIonoou, a 6 mpuoyamos mpu
eepuynace — Kozoa méms Mou ocmasuna eii 8 Hacneocmeo KHUMCHBIL Maza3uH. 3a 06a 200a, ymo
NPOWAL C meX Nop, 8 20pOOKe He CAYUUNOCH HUUe20 OCODEHHO 8oaHyoue20. menHo 3a 3mo oHa e2o
u roduaa.

Ashcombe was a small market town in the south-west of England, with one high street, two
pubs, a church with a clock that was always four minutes slow, and a second-hand bookshop with
a green door. The bookshop was now hers. Above the door, in gold letters, it said CALLOWAY'S
BOOKS, and inside it smelled of old paper, coffee and cat.

UKOMO ObLA MANEHLKUM MOP2OBLIM 20POOKOM HA 1020-3anade AH2auU: 00HA 21A6HASL YU,
06a naba, YepKo8s ¢ Hacamiu, KOMopwvle 6eUHO OMCMABANU HA UEMbIPE MUHYMbL, U OYKUHUCTUMECKUL
Mazazun ¢ 3enénoti 0epuvio. Tenepo mazasun npunaonedxcan eii. Hao 0eepuvlo 3010muimu Oykeamu
o110 8vi8edero CALLOWAY'S BOOKS, a enympu naxao cmapoui 6ymazoii, koghe u Komom.

The cat had come with the shop. His name was Comma. He was black, with one white spot
under his chin, and he spent most of the day asleep in the window between the poetry and the travel
books.

Kom docmancs eii emecme ¢ mazasunom. Ezo 36aau Kowma — no-aneauticku «3ansmas». On
ObL UEpHbL, ¢ 6eNbIM NIMHBIUKOM NOO NOOOOPOOKOM, U NOUMU 8eCb O€Hb CNAN HA BUMPUHE MENCOY
noa3ueil u nYmesooumensimu.

Before the bookshop, Ruth had written crosswords for a national newspaper for ten years, and
she still sent them one a week. She was thirty-five now, with dark curly hair that never stayed tidy,
and she could not read a sign, a menu or a shopping list without noticing the small mistakes in it. "It's
a professional illness," she liked to say. "Once you start looking for clues, you never stop."

Ao mazazuna Pym decsimb nem cocmagnsina kpoccéopobl Onst KPYNHOU 2azemul U 00 CUX nop
NPUCLLAANA UM NO 0OHOMY 8 Hedento. Eil O6bino mpuduamo nsame, eé mémHole KYopu HUKAK He HCenanu
JAexcamv aKKypamHo, U OHA He MO2Ad NPOMUIMAMb 8bl8ECKY, MEHIO U CNUCOK NOKYNOK, He 3aMemue
8 HUX MeaKux ouuook. «IIpogpeccuonanvras bonesnsb, — awoodura 2060pume ona. — Cmoum oouH
Pa3 HA4amv UCKAMs NOOCKA3KU, U YoHce He OCIAHOBUULLCS».

On the second Saturday of July, the whole town went to the Ashcombe Summer Show in the
village hall. There were prizes for the biggest vegetables, the prettiest flowers and the best jam, but
the most important prize of all was for the Victoria sponge.

Bo emopyto cyobomy uions éeco 20p00 omnpasnsiacs Ha JIemmio 8blcmaesKy 6 cenbckom Kayoe.
Ilpu3el dasau 3a camvie Kpyntvle 060WU, CAMbIE KPACUBbLE UBEMbL U AYHlLee 8aPEHbeE, HO 21A6HbIM
u3 ecex Obin Npu3 3a Ouckeum «Buxkmopusi».

For five years, the winner had always been the same person: Mrs Margaret Hale from Church
Lane. Her cake was famous. It was tall and light, with raspberry jam and fresh cream in the middle
and a dusting of sugar on top.

IIssmwb nem noodpso nobedxcoana o0Ha u ma dxce yuacmuuya — muccuc Mapeapem Xeiin ¢ Lep-
K06HOUL ynuupl. E¢ Ouckeum 6vin 3HameHum: 6biCOKUl, 6030YWHblL, ¢ MAAUHOBbIM 8aPEHbEM U C8e-
HCUMU CAUBKAMU BHYMPU U C NE2KOTE POCCHINGIO Caxapa c8epxy.

Ruth met Margaret that morning at the Copper Kettle, the café opposite her shop. Margaret put
on her reading glasses, which hung on a thin gold chain around her neck, studied the menu for a long
time and then ordered what she always ordered: a coffee to take away. As usual, she talked a little too
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fast. "I was up at five," she said. "And everything in my kitchen is new! My daughter gave me a set
of jars for my birthday — all white, all exactly the same. Very modern. I still can't find anything."

B mo ympo Pym ecmpemuna Mapzapem é «MeOHom uatinuke» — Kaghe Hanpomue ceoezo maza-
3uHa. Mapeapem Hadena ouKu Onst uMeHUs, KOMopble GUCeN Y Heé HA ulee HA MOHKOU 3010MOl
uenouke, 00120 U3Y1ANA MEHIO, d NOMOM 3aKA3aAd MO Jice, Ymo U 6cezda, — Koghe ¢ coboli. I oeopuna
OHa, KaK 0ObIMHO, uymb Obicmpee, Yem HYydxcHo. — Bemana 6 nsimv, — cooouwuna ona. — H y mens
Ha KyxHe menepo 8cé Hogoe! /loub nooapuna Ha OeHb pOXHCOeHUsi Habop baHouek — 6ce Denvle, 8ce
cogeputerHo 00uHakosvle. Ouetb cospemerHo. /lo cux nop Huuezo He Mozy HAimu.

At half past ten, the cakes stood on a long table at the back of the hall, next to the door that
led out to the car park. Each one sat on a white plate with a numbered card beside it. Margaret's was
number seven. The judging was at twelve o'clock.

B nonosure 0ounHadyamozo OUcK8umbl yoce CMosiau Ha OMUHHOM CIOAE 8 2AYOUHE 3aAd, PLOOM
¢ 08epwvio, Komopasi eaa Ha napkosky. Kascoviii cmosin na 6enoti mapenxe, psoom — Kapmouxa ¢
Homepom. Y Mapeapem 6vin cedvmoii. Cyoericmeo HaAUUHANOCL 8 OBEHAOUAMb.

Ruth walked slowly around the hall with a cup of tea. She admired the carrots, which were
enormous, and the roses, which were beautiful. Near the cake table she noticed a small boy of about
eight. He had red hair and a very unhappy face, and he was drinking orange juice as fast as he could,
one glass after another.

Pym nemoponaugo ooxoouna 3an ¢ wawkoi uas. [lonobosanraco 02poOMHOL MOPKOBLIO U npe-
KpacHvimu pozamu. Bozae cmona ¢ ouckeumamu oHa 3aMemuna ManbuuKd Aem 60CbMU — poliicezo,
C YHCACHO HECUACHBIM AMUUOM. OH NUA aNeabCUHOBbILL COK MAK ObICMPO, KAK MOALKO MO2, CIAKAH
3a CMAKAHOM.

At twenty to twelve, there was a scream.

be3 0saouamu 0senaouame pazoancs Kpuk.

Margaret Hale was standing by the cake table with both hands on her face. Plate number seven
was empty. There was nothing on it, not even a crumb. "My cake!" she cried. "Someone has stolen
my cake!"

Mapeapem Xeiin cmosiaa y cmona ¢ OUCKEUMAMU, NPUHCAB NAOOHU K ujekam. Tapeaxa Homep
cemb Oblaa nycma — Hu OUCK8UMa, Hu oasice kpoutku. — Moii 6uckeum! — 3axpuuana ona. — Kmo-
mo ykpan moii ouckeum!

Everyone in the hall turned round, and people started talking all at once. Some of them looked
at Mrs Dorothy Finch, who had come second every year for five years. Mrs Finch went very red.
"Don't look at me," she said. "I've been at the jam table all morning. Ask anyone."

Bce 6 3ane 0b6epryaucny, u nooHsiacs 2yn 20n0cos. Koe-kmo nokocuncs na muccuc /lopomu @uny,
KOmopasi 6ce nsimo Aem 3anumana emopoe mecmo. Muccuc @unu 2ycmo nokpacrena. — Heuezo Ha
MeHsL cMompems, — cKazdaa ona. — A ecé ympo npocmosina y cmona ¢ éapervem. Cnpocume Kozo
Y200HO.

A tall man of about her age, with a kind face, came through the crowd. It was Tom Okafor,
a detective sergeant with the local police; Ruth had known him since primary school. He was not
working today — he was at the show with his mother, who had entered her tomatoes — but when
there was trouble in Ashcombe, people always looked for Tom.

CK603b monny npoopancs 8bICOKULL MYM*CUUHA €€ nem ¢ 000pbim aunom. Imo ovin Tom Oxagop,
ceporcanm mecmuoui noauyuy, — Pym 3nana ezo ew€ ¢ HauanvHoll wikonvl. Ce2zo0Hsi OH Obln He Ha
cayscoOe — NPUEN HA 8bICMABKY ¢ MAMOL, KOMOPAsi 8bICMABUAA HA KOHKYPC C80U NOMUOODbL, —
HO CIMOUN0 8 DUKOMOE CAYUUMBCSL HENPUSIMHOCTU, KAK 8Ce CPA3y HauUHau uckams 2aasamu Toma.

"When did you last see the cake, Mrs Hale?" he asked. "At half past eleven. It was perfect.
Then I went out to the car to get my reading glasses, and when I came back — it was gone!"
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— Kozoa vt 6 nocaeonuti paz eudeau ouckeum, muccuc Xetin? — cnpocun oH. — B noaosune
0senaouamozo. On ovin udeanen. Ilomom s 8bluina K Mawtute 3a OUKAMU ONSL UMeHUsl, a Koz20a eep-
HYAaCcL — e20 yaxce He 6blo!

Tom wrote this down in a small black notebook. Ruth, meanwhile, was looking at Margaret:
at her red face, at her shaking hands, and at the reading glasses that hung, as always, on the thin gold
chain around her neck.

Tom 3anucan smo 6 manenvkuii uépuviii OrokHom. A Pym mem epemernem cmompena na Map-
2apem: Ha e¢ packpacHesuieecst AUYO, HA Opodcaujue PYKU U Ha OuKU ONsi UMeEHUsl, KOmopvle, KaK
8cez0a, suceau Y Heé Ha utee Ha MOHKOU 3010MOli Yenouxe.

Then she went to look for the red-haired boy. He was sitting on the steps outside the hall, still
holding a glass of juice. "Hello," said Ruth, and sat down next to him. "I'm Ruth. I have the bookshop
with the cat in the window." "I know," said the boy. "I'm Oliver. I like your cat."

Ilomom ona omnpasunacs uckame pvidicezo manvuuxa. On cuden HA CMYNEHLKAX Y 6X00d, 8CE

ewé co cmaxkavom coka 8 pyke. — Ilpusem, — ckazana Pym u cena psoom. — A Pym. Y mens
KHUJICHBUI, ¢ KOMOM Ha eumpure. — 3Haro, — omeemun maavuux. — A Oaueep. Mne upasumcs
eaut Kom.

"Oliver, you look like someone who has eaten something terrible." Oliver looked down at his
shoes. "I only took a very small piece," he said quietly. "From the corner. Of number seven. Everyone
says it's the best cake in the world." He made a face. "It tasted like the sea."

— Onueep, y mebs 6U0 ueno8exa, KOmMopbvlii cven umo-mo yocacroe. Oaugep ycmaguacsi Ha
c6ou Kpoccoeku. — A omuunuyn coscem uymo-uymov, — muxo ckazan on. — C kpaewrxy. Om cedb-
Mo20 Homepa. Bce 2060psim, umo 3mo ayumuii Ouckeum Ha ceeme. — OH nomopuguacsi. — A oH Ha
8KYC KAK MOPCKAsi 800d.

"Did anyone see you?" "The cake lady did. I said sorry. I told her it was salty. She tried a bit
too, and then her face went all white." Oliver drank some more juice. "Am I going to prison?" "Not
today," said Ruth. "Thank you, Oliver. You've been very helpful."

— Tebs kmo-Hubyow suden? — Tems, komopas ucnexkna ouckeum. A uzeununcs. Ckazan eii,
umo oH conéuviil. OHa mooice NONPOOOBANA KYCOUEK, U MU0 Y Heé cmano coscem benoe. — Onusep
omnun euwyé coka. — Menst nocadsim 6 mropomy ? — Ce200Hs mouro Hem, — cxazana Pym. — Cna-
cubo, Oaugep. Tol MHe OueHb noMo.

Ruth walked round to the car park. Margaret's little blue car was standing under a tree. Ruth
did not open it, of course. She did not need to: through the back window she could see a large round
cake tin on the seat.

Pym obouina 30anue u eviuina Ha napkosxy. Manenvkas 2onybas mawuna Mapeapem cmosina
noo depesom. Omxpwisams e€ Pym, pazymeemcsi, He cmana. B smom He 0b110 HYHcObl: CK803b 3a0Hee
CMEKN0 ObLNO BUOHO, UIMO HA CUOEHbE CHOUM DONbULASL KPY2Aasl HCECMSHASL KOPOOKA 05 mopma.

She went back inside and found Margaret alone in the little kitchen behind the stage, sitting on
a plastic chair with a cup of tea that she was not drinking. "Margaret," Ruth said gently, "all your
new jars are white, and they all look the same. Which one did you use for the sugar this morning?"

OHa eeprynace 6 kayo u Hawna Mapeapem 00HY 8 MANEHBKOLUL KYXHe 30 CUEHOU: ma CUdeaa Ha
NAGCMUKOBOM CIYAe C YAWKOL uasl, K KOMOPOU mak u He npumponyaacs. — Mapeapem, — msieko
ckazana Pym, — ece eawiu Hogvle Oanouku deavie u 6ce oourakosvie. 3 Kaxkoii vl ce2z00Hs Yympom
opaau caxap?

For a long moment, Margaret said nothing. Then she put her face in her hands, and this time
she was not acting. "The one on the left," she said. "I always keep the sugar on the left. But my
daughter put the salt there. Oh, Ruth — six eggs, two hundred grams of salt, and the whole town
was going to eat it!"
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Mapezapem d0onzo moauana. [lomom 3aKpeing AUUO PYKAMU — U HA SMOM PA3 Yokce He NPUmeo-
psiaace. — M3 nesoti, — ckazana ona. — Caxap y mens écezoa creéda. A 0oub nocmaguna myoa
conv. Ox, Pym, wecmo siuy, 08ecmit 2pammo8 con — U 8ecb 20p00 COOUPANCS IMO ecnb!

"So you hid it in your car and told everyone it was stolen." "I couldn't tell them I'd made a salt
cake! Five years I've won. Five years!" She looked up. "How did you know?"

— U 6v1 cnpsimanu e2o 6 mawiuHe, a 8cem cKa3daau, ymo ezo ykpaau. — He moena e s npu-
3HAMbCS, YMO UCNEKAA Conénblli ouckeum! Ilsamv nem s nodexcoanra. [lsame nem! — Ona noonsina
2naza. — Kax mul dozadanacs?

"Three things," said Ruth. "First, your new jars — you told me about them this morning.
Second, a boy who says your cake tastes like the sea. And third, your glasses." She pointed at the
gold chain. "You've worn them round your neck for as long as I can remember. You didn't need to
go to the car for your glasses, Margaret. You needed to go to the car for something else."

— Tpu éewqu, — cxazana Pym. — Bo-nepebvix, sauiu Ho8ble OAHOUKU: 8bl CAMU PACCKA3ANU MHE
0 Hux ympom. Bo-emopuix, manvuux, komopowlii 2060pum, umo eaut GUCK8UM HA 6KYC KAK MOPCKAsL
gooa. A 6-mpemuvux, ouku. — OHa NOKA3aa HA 3010Myio Uenouky. — Bel Hocume ux Ha wee, ckoAbko
5 ce0st nommio. Bam nezauem Ovino uomu 3a oukamu k mawure, Mapeapem. Bol wiau myoa 3a uem-

mo Opyum.
Margaret laughed — a small, wet laugh. "You and your clues." "Professional illness," said Ruth.
Mapzapem paccmesinace — muxo, ck6o3b caé3vl. — Tol u meou noockasku. — Ilpogbeccuo-

HabHAst Oone3Hv, — omeemuna Pym.

In the end, Margaret told the judges the truth herself. A few people laughed, but most of them
were kind. Mrs Dorothy Finch won the prize for the first time in her life and was so happy that she
cried. Tom closed his notebook and said it was the shortest case of his career.

B xonue xonyoe Mapzapem cama pacckaszana cyovsim npasdy. Koe-kmo nocmesincs, no 6one-
WUHCMBO OMHECA0CH K Hell no-000pomy. Muccuc /lopomu Punu enepavie 8 #Cu3Hu NOAYUUNA 2108HDII
npu3 u max oopacoeandace, ymo pacnaakaracs. A Tom 3aKpvin OAOKHOM U 3A516UN, YIMO MO ObLAO
camoe KOpomKoe 0eno 8 ezo Kapwepe.

That evening, as Ruth was locking the green door of her shop, she found a small paper bag on
the step. Inside was a slice of cake — tall and light, with jam and cream in the middle — and a note:
"With sugar this time. Thank you. M."

Beuepom, 3anupasi 3enényio 06epv Mazasuma, Pym nawina Ha kpolavye ManeHbKUil OYmaxcHviii
naxkem. B Hém nedxcan Kycok Ouckeuma — 6vicoKk020, 8030YUHO20, C 8APEHbEM U CAUBKAMU GHYMPU
— u 3anucka: «Ha smom pa3s c caxapom. Cnacu6o. M.».

Ruth took the cake inside, gave Comma a little of the cream, and thought that perhaps
Ashcombe was a little more exciting than she had believed.

Pym 3anecna 6uckeum 6 mazasut, yeocmuna Kommy xanenvkoii caueox u nooymana, umo

JuKoMO, noxcanyil, 8CE-maxu uymuv UHMeEPECHee, YeM eli Ka3aa0Ch.
Y
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A. TlandunoBa. «Taitael DmkomOa. 30 IETEKTUBHBIX KCTOPHUI HA QHITIMHACKOM C TapajuieIbHbIM MepeBojioM. YpoBeHb B1—

KoHen 03HaKOMHUTEJIBHOT0 (pparmMeHra.

Texkcr npenocrasinen OO0 «JIutpec».

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

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