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AHHOTaAMSA

30 3aragok, 30 Be4epoB U OJMH MaJIEHbKUH aHTJIMUCKUNA TOPOJIOK,
IJie Bceraa MPOUCXOAUT YTO-TO UHTEPECHOE.

Pyt Kanoysii, ObIBIIIasi COCTABUTEIBHHIIA KPOCCBOPIIOB, JIEPKUT
OYKMHHUCTMUYECKMI Mara3uH B THXoM ikomoOe. OHa 3aMevaeT 1o, 4To
YCKOJIB3AET OT JIPYTUX, M BMECTE CO MIKOJBHBIM JIPYTOM, CEPKaHTOM
Tomom Oxacopom, u y€pHeM KoToM Kommoil paccrnenyer cambie
HEOObIYHBIE JeJl]a — OT IPOMABIIEr0 OMCKBUTA IO TOIJICIBHOIO
nicbma [Ixeiin OcTuH.

DTO YIOTHBI aHIMICKUN JIETEKTHUB Oe3 KECTOKOCTH, TAe BCe
YIMKM TOSIBJIAIOTCS A0 pa3Basku. [lonpoOyiite pasragaTh TadHy
panbie PyT!

B xnure:

30 3aKOHYEHHBIX UCTOPUIl — MO OfIHOM Ha Beyep;



napajuleNbHbIA TeKCT: aHITIMACKUA ab3all W cpady Moj HUM
JIUTEPATyPHBIN MEPEeBOA Ha PYCCKUi;

TOCTENEHHbIN pocT cioxHocTu: B1 B nepBbix 15 ncropusx, B2 —
B crienylonmx 15;

KUBOM OpUTAHCKWIA aHIJIMICKUW, JUajlord W arMocdepa
AHITMIICKOW TIPOBUHIIM;

CKBO3HBIE T€POU U CIOKETHBIE JTMHUH.

s Tex, KTO yXe OCBOMJ OCHOBBI AaHIIMHCKOTO M XO4YeT
COBEpIIEHCTBOBATh f3bIK C YIOBOJBCTBHEM, MOIPYkKasiChb B MHP
KJIACCUYECKOTO JIETEKTHBA.
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How to Read This Book

Kak noavzoeamucsi s3moti kHuzoti

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
1s not a word-for-word translation, but a text that reads as if a
Russian author had written it from the start.

Imo cOopHUK U3 Mpuoyamu KOPOMKUX OeneKxmueHsbIX UCHo-
puti — no 0OHOIL Ha KaXCOblIl 8euep Mecsyad, — HANUCAHHBIX 0N
mex, kmo usyuaem ameauiickuii Ha yposnsx Bl u B2. Kaxcoas
UCMopusl paccKkazana 08axicobl. OOUH Pa3 NO-AHZAUICKU U OOUH
Dpa3 8 eCmecmeeHHOM AUMEPAmypPHOM NEPeBooe Ha PYCCKULL. Imo
He NOOCMPOYHUK: MEKCM YUmaemcst max, Oyomo smy dHce Ucmo-
PUIO C CAMO20 HAYANA PACCKA3bIBANL PYCCKULL ABMOP.

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 mpuoyame oen packpvieaem oOun u mom dice ueno8ex —



mpuouamunsmunremusist Pym Kannoysii. Kozoa-mo ona cocmag-
A51A KPOCC8OPObL 0151 NOHOOHCKOLUL 2a3embl, a mMenepb 0epiHCum
OYKUHUCIUMECKUTI MA2A3UH 8 JUKOMOe, MANEHbKOM MUXOM 20-
PpOOKe Ha 1020-3anade Anzauu. OHa 3ameuaem meaouu — He my
oamy, omcymcmeyouull memnenb, C1080, KOMOPOMY 30eChb He
Mecmo, — a nomozaiom el (a unoz0a u Meuaon) WKONbHbIIL
opye, cepacanm noauvuu Tom Oxkaghbop, u uéprwlii Kom no Kauuke
Komwma.

The stories become more difficult as the book goes on. Cases
1-15 are written for level Bl: 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 is a fair puzzle
— all the clues are in the text before Ruth explains them, so you
can try to solve it yourself.

Hemopuu nocmenenno ycaodxcusiiomes. /leaa 1—-15 nanucanol
0151 yposus Bl: npednodcenus kopoue, nekcuxa no8ceoHesHasl,
crooicemul npouye. eaa 16-30 paccuumanwvt Ha yposerv B2: onu
OnuHHee, s3blK Doeaue, 3aza0ku 3anymarnee. Kaoxcooe deno —
UECMHAsL 20108010MKA: 6C€ YAUKU NOSBASIONCSL 8 MEKCHE PaHb-
ue, uem Pym ux o6wsicHsiem, mak 4mo MONCHO NOnpooosams
pazeadams €20 camoCmosmensHo.

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 xopomkumu uepeoyrouumucs OLO0KaMu:
aozay, Ha aHzAULICKOM, a cpasy 3a HUM mom dice ad3ay, Ha pyc-
CKOM, 8bl0ENeHHbILL KYPCUBOM. MO ZHAUUM, UIMO He HYIHCHO AU-
Cmamso 6 KOHey, KHU2U UMY UCKAMb OMOEeAbHbIL pazden, Unoovl
umo-mo NPosepumb, — nepesoo 8cezoa NPSIMO NOO OPULUHANOM.

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 npagunvHo20 cnocoba uumame 3my KHU2Yy He
cywecmeyem, Ho MHO2UM nooxooum éom makoi. Chauana npo-
yumatime aHeAUNCKUL ad3ay, Yeaukom, oadxce ecau Kakoe-mo
CN060 UMM PPA3A HENOHSIMHBL, — NONPOOYLiIMe Yzadams CMbICA
no KOHMeKcmy, npexcoe uem 3azas0bl8amov 6HU3. 3amem npouu-
matime pycckuii ao3ay, no0 HUM — He 051 Mo20, Ymoobbl nepego-
OUMs CN080 3a CLOBOM, A NPOCHIO UMOObL YOEOUMbCS, UNO Bbl
HOHSIAU NPABUNBLHO, UAU YIMOUHUMb OOHY-08€ YCKONb3HY8UUE Oe-
manu. Ilepexooume K caedyroujemy 60Ky u nosmopsiime.

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 cebs yseperree, nonpooyiime cHauana npo-
uumMamso 6cé 0en0 NO-aH2AUICKU O Ha4aaa 00 KOHYd, He 3a2A31-
Ovleas 6HU3, — U NPOGEPbINe, HALIOEMe AU 8bl PA32A0KY PAHBULE
Pym. A nomom npotioumecv no pycckomy mekcmy u npogepbme
mecma, 8 KOmopulx coMHe8aucy. B arobom cayuae ne cmapaii-
mecb NOHsMb 6¢cé ¢ nepsozo pasa. Ha yposnsix Bl u B2 enoane
00CMAamouHoO CAe0Umb 3a CIOHCENMOM U NOAYUANb YOOBONLCIBUE
om 3azaoku. UmeHHo 05 3mozo smu uCmopuu U HanUCAHbl.

PART ONE - B1
Yacmw nepsas - dena 1-15

CASE 1



The Vanishing Victoria Sponge

Hcueznyeuwiuti 6uckeum

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 duikombe, 6 6ocemHaduams yexand
6 Jlonoon, a 6 mpuouyams mpu @eprynacy — Koeoa mémsi Uou
OCMABUNA eli 8 HACNeOCMBO KHUNCHBIIL Mdaza3ul. 3a 0ea 200a,
UMmo NPowLNLL C mex nop, 8 20p00Ke He CAYUUNOCH HUUE20 OCOOEHHO
sonHyowezo. Hmenno 3a smo oHa ezo u aooduiq.

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 ObIA MANEHLKUM MOP208bIM 20POOKOM HA 1020-30-
nade Aneauu: 0OHA 21A6HAS Yauud, 08a nada, UepKkossb ¢ uaca-
MU, KOMOpble 6eYHO OMCMABANU HA Yemblpe MUHYMbl, U OYKuU-
HUCIUYeCKUTL MaAza3ui ¢ 3enéHoll 0gepuvio. Tenepvb maeasun npu-
Haonedxcan eil. Hao osepuvio 3010mvimu OyKeamu ObL10 8bl8EOEHO
CALLOWAY'S BOOKS, a enympu naxao cmapoti oymazoi, 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 docmauncs eii emecme ¢ mazasunom. Ezo 36aau Komma
— no-avzauiicku «3ansamas». OH Obln UEPHDL, ¢ Oenbim nsm-
HBIUKOM NOO NOOOOPOOKOM, U NOUIMU 8€Cb O€Hb CNAA HA GUMPU-
He MexcOy no3suell U nymegoounensimMu.

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."

o mazazuna Pym decsimo nem cocmagasing Kpocceopowl Onst
KPYNHOIL 2a3embl U 00 CUX NOP NPUCHIAANA UM NO OOHOMY 8 Hede-
0. Eii 6b100 mpuoyamo nsimv, eé mémmvie KYopu HUKAK He Jice-
AANU NexHcamsb aKKYpamHo, U OHA He MO21d NPOYUMAms Gul-
8€CKY, MEHIO UAU CNUCOK NOKYNOK, He 3aMemu8 8 HUX MeAKUX
ouubok. «IlIpogpeccuonanvras 6one3rvb, — AOOUNA 2080PUMb
oHa. — Cmoum o0uH pa3 Ha4ams UCKAMb NOOCKA3KU, U Yice He
OCMAHOBUUBCSL».

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 cy66omy uions eco 20po0 omnpaensiacs Ha Jlem-
HIOIO 8bICMABKY 8 ceavbckom Kaybe. Ilpuswl oasanu 3a camwvle
KPYNnHble 080U, CaMble KPACUBble UBENbl U NYUlULee 8aPEHbE, HO
2/1A6HBIM U3 BCeX OblN Npu3 3a OUcKeum «Bukmopusi».

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.

[1amwb nem nodpsio nobexcoana 00Ha u ma xHee YUacmHuua —
muccuc Mapeapem Xeiin ¢ Llepkosroti yauypl. EE ouckeum ovin
3HAMEHUM. BLICOKUIL, BO30YUHDBLI, C MANUHOBBIM BAPEHLEM U CEE-
HCUMU CAUBKAMU BHYMPU U C NE€ZKOTL POCCHINBIO Caxapa Ceepxy.

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 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 6 «Meornom uaiiHuke»
— Kkaghe nanpomue ceoezo mazaszuna. Mapeapem nadena ouku
0151 UMeHUs1, KOMopble GUCeNU Y Heé HA ulee HA MOHKOLL 3010Mmoll
uenouke, 00120 U3Yy4ANA MEHIO, A NOMOM 3aKaA3A.Aa MO Jice, Ymo



u ecezda, — Koghe c coooii. I'osopunra ona, kak oOvIUHO, Uyms
Ovicmpee, uem HYdicHO. — Bcmana é nssims, — coobuuna ona. —
H y mens Ha KyxHe menepob 6cé Hogoe! [oub nooapuna Ha OeHvb
POodICcOeHUst HAbop baHouek — 8ce benvle, 8ce COBEPULEHHO OOU-
Hakosvle. Ouelb cogpemento. Jlo cux nop Huuezo He mozy Haumu.

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 nonosune oounnaduyamoezo OUCKSUMbL yoice CMOSAU Hd
ONUHHOM cmoAe 8 2ayOuHe 3aaa, PSOOM ¢ 08epvio, KOmopas ée-
na Ha napkoeky. Kaowcovlii cmosin Ha benoli mapenxe, paoom —
kapmouka ¢ Homepom. Y Mapeapem Ovin cedvmoii. Cydeiicmeo
HAUUHANOCH 8 0BEHAOUAMD.

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 nemoponaueo ob6xoouna 3an ¢ uawxoui uas. Ilonrooosa-
NACb 02POMHOI MOPKOBbIO U NPEKPACHbIMU po3amu. Bozne cmona
¢ OUCKBUMAMU OHA 3AMEMUNA MANBUUKA €N BOCbMU — Pblice-
20, C YIHCACHO Hecuacmubim AuyoM. OH NUA anenbCUHO8bIll COK
mak 6vblICmpo, KaK Moabko Moe, CMAaKaH 3a CMAKAaHOM.

At twenty to twelve, there was a scream.

be3 osaouyamu osenadyams pazoancsi 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 cmosina y cmona ¢ Ouckeumamu, npuxcas
Na00HU K wiekam. Tapenka Homep cemb Oblaa nycma — Hu OUCK-
euma, Hu oadice Kpouiku. — Moii duckeum! — 3axpuuana oua.
— Kmo-mo yxpan 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 3a.ne obepryauce, u noouscs eysa 2onocos. Koe-kmo no-
kocuacsi Ha muccuc /lopomu Punu, Komopas éce nsimv nem 3a-
Humana eémopoe mecmo. Muccuc Punu 2ycmo nokpacHena. —
Heuezo na mensi cmompemov, — ckaszana ona. — A écé ympo
npocmosiaa y cmoaa ¢ eapervem. Cnpocume K020 y2ooHo.

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 npoopancst blCOKULL MYMCUUHA eé nem ¢ 000-
poim auyom. Imo ovin Tom Okagbop, cepocanm mecmHoll noau-



uuy, — Pym 3nana ezo ewyé ¢ nauanvhoi wikonvi. Ce2z00Hsi o1
ObLA He HA CAYIHCOe — NPULUEN HA BLICMABKY C MAMOU, KOMOopas
8bICMABUNA HA KOHKYPC CB0U NOMUOOPBL, — HO CHOUNO 8 Dt~
KOMOe CAYUUMbCS HENPUSIMHOCMU, KAK 8Ce CPA3y HAUUHAN UC-
kamo 2nazamu 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!"

— Koeoa b1 6 nocaeonuii paz eudeau ouckeum, muccuc Xeiin?
— cnpocua on. — B nonosune 0senaouamozo. On Obln udeaneH.
[lomom 5 évuuna K MauwiuHe 3a OuKamu Onsl wmeHusl, a Kozoa
8epHYNaCy — €20 YdHce He ObLno!

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 uépHwlii 6aoxkHom. A Pym mem
epemenem cmompena Ha Mapeapem: Ha e€ packpacreguieecs Au-
Uo, Ha Opodcawjue pyKu U Ha O4KU 05l UMEHUsl, KOmopble, KaK
8ce20a, uceaU Y Heé Ha uiee Ha MOHKOU 3010MOl Uenouxe.

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."

Tlomom ona omnpasunacs uckams poidicezo marvuuxa. OH cu-



den Ha CMYNEHbKAX Y 8x00a, 8CE eué co CMaKaHoM coKd 8 pyKe.
— Ilpusem, — cxazana Pym u cena psioom. — A Pym. Y mens
KHUICHBIIL, C KOMOM HA 8UMpPUHe. — 3HAI0, — OMEEemun Malb-
uux. — A Oausep. Mue nupasumcs 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."

— Qausep, y mebsi 8UO uen08eKd, KOMOPLIL Cven UMO-MO
yorcacroe. Oaugep Ycmasuacst Ha c60U Kpoccoeku. — A omuyun-
HYA CO8CEM uYymb-uymsb, — muxo ckasan oH. — C kpaewky. Om
cedbmo20 Homepa. Bce zoopsim, umo smo aywwuii Ouckeum Ha
ceeme. — OH NOMOPUUACS. — A OH HA BKYC KAK MOPCKAsL 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."

— Tebss kmo-nuoyov euden? — Téms, komopas ucnexkaa
oucxeum. A uzsununcs. Cxazan e, umo on coréuvli. Ona mo-
JHce NonpoooBana Kycouek, u AUUO Y Heé Cmano coecem denoe.
— QOaueep omnun ewé coka. — Mens nocaosm é mwopomy? —
Cez00mHs1 mouro nem, — ckazana Pym. — Cnacubo, 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 obowina 30anue u evuina Ha napkosxy. Manenvkas 20-
ayobas mawuna Mapeapem cmosina noo oepesom. Omkpwieams eé
Pym, pazymeemcs, e cmana. B smom He 6b1.10 HYHCObL: CKEO3b
3a0Hee CMeKA0 ObLA0 BUOHO, UMO HA CUOEHbe CIOUm OoAbUAs
KpY2nast #ceCmsnas Kopooka 0asi 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?"

Ona eepnynaceo 6 kayd u Hawna Mapeapem oo0Hy 6 ManeHb-
KOl KYXHe 3a CUEHOL: ma cudend Ha NAACMUKO8OM CIMYyAe C Uall-
KOl uasi, K KOMopoti max u He npumponyaace. — Mapeapem, —
Mmsieko ckazana Pym, — éce eauiu Hosvle OanouKu Oenvle U éce
oounaxosvle. U3 kakoii bl ce2zo0Hsi ympom 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!"

Mapeapem 0onzo monuana. [lomom 3axkpvina aunyo pykamu —
U Ha 3mom pas yoice He npumeopsinace. — M3 negoti, — cxaszana
ona. — Caxap y mensi 6cezoa caeéa. A doub nocmasuna myoa



conv. Ox, Pym, wecmu siuy, 06ecmu 2pammos con — U 8ecv 20-
POO cooupancs a3mo ecmu!

"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 6vl cnpamanu e20 6 Mawiune, a 6cem CKa3aau, 4mo e2o
ykpaau. — He mozna dice 51 npuzHamucs, 4mo Ucnekna CoNeéHblil
ouckeum! I[1amo nem s nooexcoana. llamo nem! — Ona noousi-
aa 2naza. — Kak moet dozadanace?

"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 |
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 eeuwyu, — ckaszana Pym. — Bo-nepevix, eawu Hogvle
OaHOUKU: 8bl CAMU PACCKA3AM MHe O HUX ympom. Bo-emopbix,
MANBUUK, KOMOPBII 2080pUm, umo eaui OUCK8UM Ha 6KYC KAk
Mmopckas eooa. A e-mpemvux, ouku. — OHa nokasana Ha 3010-
myro yenouky. — Bbl Hocume ux Ha wiee, CKOALKO 5 ceOs1 NOMHIO.
Bam nezauem Ov110 uomu 3a oukamu xk mawure, Mapeapem. Boi
wau myoa 3a 4em-mo opyzum.

Margaret laughed — a small, wet laugh. "You and your clues."
"Professional illness," said Ruth.

Mapeapem paccmesinace — muxo, ck6o3v caésvl. — Tol u
meou noockasku. — IIpogpeccuonanvras d6onre3nb, — omeemu-



aa 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 konye xonyoe Mapeapem cama pacckazana cyobsim npasoy.
Koe-kmo nocmesincst, Ho OOALUUHCINGO OMHECAOCD K Hell NO-000-
pomy. Muccuc Jlopomu @uny énepevie 6 Hcu3HU NONYUUNA 2108~
Hblil npuU3 U mak 0opadosanacs, umo pacnaaxkanace. A Tom 3a-
Kpbla OA0KHOM U 3A518UN, YO MO ObLAO CAMOe KOPOMKOe 0eno
8 e20 Kapuepe.

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, 3anupas 3eaényro oeepo mazazuna, Pym nawina na
Kpblavlye MANeHbKULL OYMAadXCHblii nakem. B ném nexcan Kycok
OUCKBUMA — BbICOK020, B030YUIHOZ0, C BAPEHbEM U CAUBKAMU
eHympu — u 3anucka: «Ha smom pa3z ¢ caxapom. Cnacuvo. 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 buckeum é mazazum, yeocmuna Kommy kaneno-
KO CAUBOK U NOOYMAnd, 4mo UKOoMO, noscanyi, 6cé-maxu
uyme UHMepecHee, uem eii Kazanoch.
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