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A SATTOYUBAME

XapecBame
BeaukoBpumanus,
Yememe ¢ ygoBoa-
cmBue kpamku
pa3ka3u u ucltan‘ie

ga ynpakHume
aHzAuiickus cu?
Obpskume npaBua-
Hama kHuza B pbye-
me cul 20 3abaBhu,
cmpaHHu, BoanyBawu,

Ho Hukoza ckyuHu

kpamku paskasa we
Bu nperecam B skuBo-
ma Ha OcmpoBa, 3a ga
onpecHume ezukoBu-
me CU No3HaHuA no

aHzaulcku.

BgbxHoBeme ce!

cmpaHama.

gelicmBuemo.

Caeg Hakou om paskasume we omkpueme cmpaHuuu, npegcmabawu
UHMepecHU Mecma, NOAE3Ha k';,"-“-.l'r"-}"pl—ia LJH\‘i’OpF\-m?}U,LI?I u HoBu gymu.
Hayyeme noBeve 3a kyamypama, mpaguyuume u *kuBoma Ha

Yema u Buskgam!
M3obpakeHuama nomazam Ha
mo3bka HU no-gobpe ga pasbupau
sanamemnBa undopmayuna. Maoem-
pauuume B kHuzama nokazBam
mecmama, Ha koumo ce pa3BuBia
gelicmBuemo, u pazaudHu npegmemu,
koumo wie Bu npeHecam Ha MACMOMO
Ha cbbumuemo. C komburauyuama om
mekemoBe u cHumku, Busyaausupauwju
BaskHu nogpobHocmu om paskaza,

wie Hayuume ¢ aekoma HoBu gymu u
uspasu. HenosHamume gymu u uspasu
ca oyBemenu u gageHu c npeBog Ha
Bwazapcku B kape Ha cmpaHuuama uau
go cbomBemuama ualocmpauus. Had-
Barknume mekcmoBu nacaku cbuo ca
obosnayeHu.

Mpegu npukaloyeHuemo ga 3anouHe,
3ano3Halme ce c aBmopume Ha
kHuzama u paszaegalme kapmama

c mecmama, kegemo ce pa3BuBa

PONS Pegakyuama
Bu nokeaaBa
NPpUAMHO YemeHe.
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It was, in Gerald's opinion, a perfect day. The sky was blue, the

sun was high and there was a CO0! breeze! coming from the
North.
Also, the location was fantastic. Boltor bey,

{2 the Yorkshire Dales, was one of the most
. 500 places in Britain, because the old Abbey was
next to a Zentle’ river in a green and beautiful valley.

Yes, perfect, thought Gerald.

So why did he look so unhappy?

He was sitting on a picnic blanket by the river, the ruins
of the old Abbey behind him. Sitting opposite him was his
girlfriend Emma, and on the pichic blanket there was a
selection of sandwiches, some summer fruit, and a bottle of
champagne.

“Are you okay, Gerald?" asked Emma. “You seem very quiet,”
she said as she finished her second cucumber sandwich.
"What? Me? No, I'm fine. Perfect. It's a perfect day. A perfect
location. A perfect picnic,” he said.

However, it was obvious that Gerald was not fine. He was
usually very talkative® and cheerful, but today he was silent
\d nervous.

| cool breeze - xnapen Gpus
in the heart of - & CBPIETO Ha
° picturesque - xHBONMCCH
gentle - (Tyk:) cnokoen,
GapHO Teua

talkative - npuxasnus




Also, every few minutes, when Emma was not looking, he He pointed to a line of stones which crossed the gentle river,

quickly put his right hand into the pocket of his shorts and and the small group of children who were jumping from stone
touched the small black box that was there. to stone and laughing.

"Really?” asked Emma. "Because you seem...| dont know, Emma smiled. “Oh yes, that does look fun'®, Should we have
nervous.” a gom”

"Nervous, me? No, I'm perfect, it's a perfect day,” he said, Gerald said nothing for a few seconds. Instead’?, he imagined
putting his hand into his pocket again and touching the small how romantic it would be to ask Emma to marry him while they
black box. were in the middle of the river on the stepping stones.

But Gerald was not perfect. In fact he was incrediblys Perfect! He thought.

nervous. He was incredibly nervous, because today was the "Yes, | think we should,” he said calmly. “Come on, let's go!”
day he was going to Propose’ to Emma. They stood up together and began to walk slowly towards the
“More champagne?” he said, pouring Emma another large : edge of the river and the grey stones that crossed it.

glass and trying to smile. + “Oh, actuai!y”, it looks a little more difficult than | thought,”
“Er, okay," she said, “but are you sure there's nothing you want + said Emma.

to talk about?” . However, Gerald did not hear this, because he was once more

For a moment Gerald hesitated®, then he looked around for
'some distraction®, “Oh look, Emma, stepping stones!”

checking that the small black box was still in his shorts pocket.

b
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o ¥ S~ : » L <410 » sl atay . = il & incredibly - nerepoaTho

..canAocku kambHu,

P = Lo =% : , — 7 to propose to sb. - npegnaram

- 6paK Ha HKT
c koumo ce uazpa:kga L e y T R T . | & to hesitate - xonebas ce
mocm 3a npekocsiBave Ha e + WAk - il o distraction - pasceitnane
peka. Te cnagam kbm Haid- e s - _ 10 to look fun - usrnesna sadanno
cmapume cbu_‘ecmﬁyﬂaulu X : eETNe ; iy eperiey 11 to have a go - npo6iram Hi

mocmoBe. 12 instead - smecTo ToBa

13 actually - BebuHOCT




“You go first,” he said to Emma.

"Okay," she said, carefully stepping onto the first stone.

Slowly, they began to cross the river, and Gerald was happy to

see that Emma was smiling and laughing.

Yes, this was certainly the perfect time. Now, he just had to

think about how to ask her the big question.

“Emma,"” he said, while carefully following her across the large

stones. "Actually, | do have something to speak to you about.”

“Oh, really?” she asked, as she reached™ the middle of the

river.

“Yes, | wanted to speak to you about, well, about our future,

about us. Do you understand?”

“Er, | don't really..." she began to say, but before she could

finish her foot slipped™ on a wet stone. For a moment she

wobbled™, but then regained her
balance”. Laughing, she moved to the

next stone and turned round to warn®

Gerald. “Gerald, that next

step..."

L .
------------

121 THENEXT STEP

“The next step! Exactly!” Gerald said, not understanding. “Yes,
| want to talk to you about the next step, and | want to ask
you..."

“No, Gerald. Be careful®!” Emma shouted.

But Gerald was concentrating? on the small black box
which he was taking from his pocket. He stepped onto the wet
stone, slipped, then fell with a scream of surprise into the cold
water of the river.

He was so surprised, in fact, that he threw the small black box
up into the air and it landed directly in Emma’s hands.
“Gerald? What's this?" said Emma as she opened the box,
a huge smile? appearing on her face.

“It's..." he said, struggling? to stand, a smile appearing on
his own face. “The next step?”

to pop the l|uesiim1
(pasr) npeanaram Opax Ha HKT

- 4 14 toreach - gocTuram
15 to slip - nogxnnapam ce

16 to wobble - omonasam ce

17 toregain one's balance -
Bh3EPBIAM CM PABHOBECHETO

18 towarn - npegynpesaasam

19 Be careful! - Buumagsaii!

20 to concentrate -
KOHLIEHTPHpPaM ce

21 ahuge smile - wupoka ycmnpka
27 tostruggle - mmua ce
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My name is Major Wallace Wilt, and this is the story of the
May Day mystery.
St lves, in the South West of England, is normally a very

»peaceful town; and when | woke up this morning at seven

o'clock it seemed that today was going to be no different.

| am a very respectable’ man, you see. My life is quiet
and ordinary and today, as always, my morning routine was
entirely normal?. | took a quick cold shower, combed my
short white hair and beard, put on my dark blue suit and then
left my small cottage and went for a morning walk to the
harbour. For a while | watched the fishing boats returning to
the town, smoked my pipe* and enjoyed the fresh, salty
breeze“.

After some time, | walked back towards my house, stopping at
the bakery to buy some bread, then stopping at the newsagent
to buy my newspaper. | do this every day, because | am a
respectable man with a normal routine.

142 THE MAY DAY MYSTERY

to lie at anchor |

3aKOTBEH CBM £

At home, | prepared kippers
and toast and a large pot of
tea, which | ate and drank in the
garden while reading about the
local news. A perfectly normal
morning indeed:.
Of course, | knew that it was May
Day. | always enjoyed the festival when | was a child, and to be
honest | think that | enjoy it more now that Iam a pensioners.
So, at about twelve o'clock,
when the sun was high
in the clear summer sky,
| left my cottage for the
second time and walked to
the town square where the ‘

. L 6 pensioner - neHcHoHep
celebrations were beginning. e
It was a wonderful sight! —

1 respectable - ysaxasan

2 entirely normal - checem
HOpMaleH

3 to smoke a pipe - nyma nyna
4 salty breeze - comen Gpua

5 indeed - naucTuna

-]



The young girls of thes town were all: scarrying flowers, the
young boys holding old trumpets or penny whistles. The
mayor® and the town councillors?® were dressed in their
smart clothes, and there were smiles on the faces of everyone
I saw.

.......

Then, at about one o'clock, the brass band began to play .

and the whole town followed the parade through the streets to
the harbour. | saw Mr Morris the butcher, John the newsagent,
old Bill the barman from the local pub, Mrs White the baker
and many other familiar faces.

So, it seemed like the whole town was at the parade; but we
now know that someone was not.

When the parade was nearly at the pier of the harbour, we
heard the scream’®,

The person screaming was a young girl, because she was
the first to see the terrible sight”. However, when other
people saw it, they began to scream too.

2 THE MAY DAY MYSTERY

sasseeRs s,
.

You see, there was.'.something very wrong with

_the maypole. :
"The long red ribbons which the girls
normally used to dance around the pole were
now lying on the floor next to the two parts of
the useless, broken pole®.

Well, there was chaos.
The mayor and the
councillors called for
the local police and
asked everybody to

be calm. However, in the maypole.
only a few minutes,

people began to suggest possible

culprits’. Bill the barman said that

he thought it was probably some of

the young children. Mrs White said

that she thought it was probably

someone from the next village.

And John from the newsagent said

he thought it might be Mr Morris
the butcher.

You see, there
was something
very wrong with

& mayor = kmer

9 town councillor - rpajcku
ChbBETHHK

10 scream - nucbK

11 to see the terrible sight - Bikgam
}’H(Li(ﬂBi!L'Lla roeaka

12 useless, broken pole -
Ge3noneaeH, CIYIEH NPT

13 to suggest possible culprits -
npennaraM BEh3MOKHH 3aN0003peHH



Soon, the police arrived and they tried
to ask people some guestions, but it was
impossible. There were only three police
officers and there were hundreds of
people to speak to.

| stayed for more than an hour and waited
for a police officer to ask me a question,
but nobody asked me anything.

So, at about three o'clock | walked back to
my cottage, made a cup of tea and began
to read my newspaper again.

Now, my window is open and | can still*
hear the mayor and the councillors

: and all the people from the
town arguing about the
May Day mystery.

L

and | smile. Next to my chair is the

.-Saw that | used to cut the maypole
down’s, and | eccasionally look at it and
laughrs.

Yes, it was me. | am the culprit that they
are all arguing about and trying to find.
How did | do it? Well, | walked to the town
sqguare with the saw in my hand. |
didn't hide" it under my coat or
carry it in a bag. You see, when
you are my age, people don't look
at you very much. Then, before the
parade began | walked to the pier,
cut the maypole down, then walked
back to my cottage and put the saw

Cottage e aHzaulcko
HaumeHoBaHue 3a

maaku npocmu

kbwuvku.

So | sit here in my quiet cottage -

next to this chair. After that, | walked back to the square and
followed the parade to the pier with a big smile on my face.
And why did | do it? Do | hate festivals? Do | hate St lves and
the people who live here?

No.

| did it because everybody thinks that | am a respectable,
ordinary pensioner. | did it because nobody really looks at
you'® when you are an elderly gentlema_lr_‘l.. | did it because
| know that people think that old people never do this ’t;’bgéﬂt.
thing.

Well, my name is Major Wallace Wilt and this is the story of
the May Day mystery. | hope you enjoyed it”.

I know | did.

14 still - see ome

15 to cut down - orcuuam
16 to laugh - cmesn ce

17 to hide - kpua

18 nobody really looks at you -
HMKOIT He Te ITefia

19 I hope you enjoyed it. - Hagsaeam
e J1a TH/BH € Xapecano.



YyeTe aHrMMACKM C Bb/IHYBaLm
KpPaTKu pa3Kasu

XapE'CBBTe BEHMKOGPMTBHHH W BCUHKO, CBEBP3aHO CbC
cTpanara? Ta3w nopeauua e 3a Bac. lNoToneTe ce B cBeTa
Ha BpuTaHUWTEe U aKTUBMPaTe 3HAHWMATA CM NO aHrNKncKm!

C nomowiTa Ha 20 BbAHYBALLM KPaTKK pa3Kasza, CBbp3aHu
¢ »kneoTa Ha OcTpoBa, 6bp30 We nofobpuTe 3HaHMATa

W yMeHuATa cu. [peBoabT Ha TPYAHUTE AYMM Ha BCSKA
cTpaHuvua Wwe Bu ynecHw.

CI'IE‘LIHBJ'IHMTE CTpaHiuwn c HHd)OpMEL[MH 3a MecTaTa Ha
AelCTBHETO U FrepouTe LU NPeBbPHAT YYeHETO Ha HOBK
AYMK B UCTHMHCKO 3abaenexue.

TekcToBETE M CHUMKWTE Ca B3aMMOCBBP3aHN N YNECHABAT
6'b|330'|'0 YyeTeHe U 3anoMHAHEe.
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