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3aMeuaTenbHasA aHITIMIICKAs INMCATeNbHUIA, KOpO/IeBa
merexktuBa Arata Kpuctu popmnace 15 centsaops 1890 roga
B ropopke Topku, rpadcrBo JIeBon. ObpasoBaHMeM eBOY-
KM 3aHMManach MaMa — Arara Oblla OYeHb «TOMAIIHVIM»
peberkom. CoOBITIIS, IPONCXOAMUBIINE B CEMbE U B XKVM3HNU
Tpyseit ee poguTeNnell, 3aCTaB/ANIN NEBOYKY 3a/[yMbIBaThCA,
aHa/MM3MpOBaTh U (PaHTA3UPOBATE.

C nauasiom IlepBoit MupoBOIt BOJHBI Arara cTajia pabo-
TaTb MeJICeCTPOIl B BOEHHOM T'OCIIUTAJIE, IT7je MHOTOe Y3HasIa O
A7laX — 9TU CBeleHNA B Jla/IbHeli1IeM O4YeHb eil IPUTOfMINCD
TIPY CO3/JaHNM [IeTEKTUBHBIX CIOXKETOB. VIMeHHO Torza, B nepe-
pBIBaX ME&XJY AEeXypCTBaMy, OHA M Ha4yaja MUCATh JIeTeKTH-
Bbl. B nepBoM cBoeM pomaHe «TaHCTBEeHHOE IpecTyIIeHNe B
Craitce», KOTOPbIJ OHa HAaIVCa/Ia, 3aK/II0YNB IIapy CO CTap-
1€l CECTPOIA, TTIOABUIICS ITTABHBI T€POIl, JaCTHBIN e TEKTUB
Spxkronb [Tyapo, 9KCIIeHTPUYHBII MaleHbKMIT Genbruery, Ko-
TOPBIiT IIOCTOSIHHO HYXXJAJICS B «CBIPbE /LT PabOThI CephIX
K/IETOYEK TOJIOBHOTO MO3Ia».

B 1914 ropy Arata Muuiep BbIlUIa 3aMY>X 32 Apunbarb-
ma Kpucry, y Hux popmnach fo4yb Posamupa. Ho B cepenune
1920-x rof0B OTHOLIEHNA CYNIPYTOB CTaay NOPTUTbCA. Apun
BCe cBOOO{HOE BpeM: IIPOBOAII Ha TI071e /LA TO/bda 1 001Ijas-
Cs1 TOTIKO CO CBOMMM ITapTHEpaMM II0 TOJ UTpe, a AraTa, Ko-
TOPOJ1 IO CTaTyCy 3aMY>KHel YKEHIMHbI He I10/1araj1och MosB-
IATBCS B 001ecTBe 6e3 My>Ka, CTpafiana oT ofguHodectsa. Ofi-
HAKO OT TPYCTHBIX MBICTIEN €e OTBJIEKasl MICATENIbCKIIL TPY.



THE MURDER OF ROGER ACKROYD

YTpaTuB BHMMaHMe My>Ka, OHa pelli/Ia BbI3BaTh K cebe MHTe-
pec unTaromei my6nuki. B pesynbrare B 1926 rogy nosiBuics
OmicTaTenpHbI poMaH «Youiictso Pomkepa Sxpoitzar.

Cpasy nocje nybmKanuy poMaH BbI3Bas 6ypro cTpacTeil.
«Hproc KpoHuki» HasBama KHUTY «O0e3BKYCHBIM HEYHAYHBIM
pasouaposanuem». Komreru-mmcarenu o6syammu Arary Kpu-
CTU B TOM, YTO OHa HapyLIM/Ia OfHy 13 «JlecATy 3anoBeze fie-
TEKTUBHOTO POMaHa», cpopMymnpoBaHHbIX Ponanbaom Hok-
com: «[IpecTymHUKOM JO/DKeH OBITb KTO-TO, YIOMSHYTBI B
Hayajle pOMaHa, HO MM He JJO/DKEH OKa3aTbCs 4Ye/loBeK, 32 XO-
IIOM MBIC/IEl KOTOPOTO YUTATeIIo II03BOIEHO C/IeAnThb». Cylile-
CTByeT fiaXke UCTOPUS O TOM, OyATO OBl ee ucKmounm us Jle-
TEKTMBHOTO K/Iy6a, HO 3TO He MOXKET OBITh IPABHOI, TAK KaK
K1y6 6bUT OpraHnsoBaH B 1930 rofy, CrycTs HECKOJIBKO JIET
Hoc/ie BBIXOAA B cBeT poMaHa. Ho, Tak mm vHade, my6mmka-
IV 9TOV KHUTY CTasIa IOBOPOTHBIM ITYHKTOM B Kapbepe Iuca-
TeNbHMIIBL TPIOK, omucaHHbIl B «YouitcTBe Pomxepa Dkpoii-
Iia», 6bIT He IIPOCTO IMPENMETOM 0OCY>KIeH I, OH Cfienan Ara-
Ty 3HAMEHUTOIL.

VITax, coOBITISA pOMaHa Pa3BOPAYMBAIOTCA B BBIMbIIIIIEH-
HOIT aHmIicKoit fiepeBHe Kuura 3660T. [leiicTBue HaumHa-
ercst co cmeptu Muccuc Oeppap, 60raToit BOOBEL, [0 CIyXaM,
yb6uBLIeit cBoero Myxa. YKutenu iepeBHI IIO/IATAIOT, YTO BIO-
Ba COBepINIa CaMOyOUIICTBO, O TeX IO, MOKa He Iorn6a-
eT Popxep Skpoii — BHoBeL, cOOMPaBLINIICS XXEHUTHCS HA
muccuc ®eppap. Ilox nogo3peHneM 0Ka3bIBalOTCA HECKOIb-
KO 4e/oBeK. POMaH MMeeT HeOXWJaHHbBI (PUHAN, KaK 3TO
Bcernga ObIBaeT y AraTbl Kpuctn.

VicTopus paccTaBuiIa Bce IO CBOMM MecTaM. Temeps po-
MaH IpU3HAH OfHUM U3 JIy4IIuX TBOpeHui Aratel Kpuctu
U LIefieBPOM JIeTeKTUBHOTO >XKaHpa. braropaps HoBaTopcko-
My IIpMeMy NMCcaTeTbHUIIBI IPaBUJIO, ITIACAIIIee, YTO YUTATENb
TOJDKeH IOfl03peBaTh KaXK/IOTO 13 TepOeB, MOMY4MIO HOBbII
cmpicn. OH HOIAa/ B COTHIO JIYYIINX eTeKTUBOB XX BeKa, Co-
craBeHHyI0 6puraHckoil HesaBucumoit Acconpmanueii mpo-
IABIIOB IeTeKTUBHOI INTEPATYPHL.



Chapter 1

DR.SHEPPARD
AT THE BREAKFAST TABLE

SR

Mrs. Ferrars died on the night of the 16th-17th
September — a Thursday. I was sent for' at eight
oclock on the morning of Friday the 17th. There was
nothing to be done. She had been dead some hours.

It was just a few minutes after nine when I reached
home once more. I opened the front door with my
latchkey, and purposely delayed a few moments in
the hall, hanging up my hat and the light overcoat
that I had deemed a wise precaution against the chill
of an early autumn morning. To tell the truth, I was
considerably upset and worried. I am not going to
pretend that at that moment I foresaw the events of
the next few weeks. I emphatically did not do so. But
my instinct told me that there were stirring times
ahead.

From the dining-room on my left there came the
rattle of tea-cups and the short, dry cough of my
sister Caroline. “Is that you, James?” she called.

! T was sent for — (pase.) 3a MHOII TOCTTaN
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An unnecessary question, since who else could
it be? To tell the truth, it was precisely my sister
Caroline who was the cause of my few minutes’ delay.
The motto of the mongoose family, so Mr. Kipling!
tells us, is: “Go and find out”” If Caroline ever adopts a
crest, I should certainly suggest a mongoose rampant.
One might omit the first part of the motto. Caroline
can do any amount of finding out by sitting placidly
at home. I don’t know how she manages it, but there
it is. I suspect that the servants and the tradesmen
constitute her Intelligence Corps. When she goes
out, it is not to gather in information, but to spread
it. At that, too, she is amazingly expert.

It was really this last named trait of hers which was
causing me these pangs of indecision. Whatever I told
Caroline now concerning the demise of Mrs. Ferrars
would be common knowledge* all over the village
within the space of an hour and a half. As a professional
man, I naturally aim at discretion. Therefore I have
got into the habit of continually withholding all
information possible from my sister. She usually finds
out just the same, but I have the moral satisfaction of
knowing that I am in no way to blame.

Mrs. Ferrars’ husband died just over a year ago,
and Caroline has constantly asserted, without the

! Kipling — Pegpsapn Kunmunr (1865-1936), aHrmmii-
ckmii mucarens, HobenmeBckuit naypear (30. uMeeTcst B BURY
ero kHura o MaHrycre «Pukn-Tuku-TaBu»)

> would be common knowledge — (pase.) craner us-
BECTHO BCEM



least foundation for the assertion, that his wife
poisoned him. She scorns my invariable rejoinder
that Mr. Ferrars died of acute gastritis, helped on by
habitual overindulgence in alcoholic beverages. The
symptoms of gastritis and arsenical poisoning are
not, I agree, unlike, but Caroline bases her accusation
on quite different lines.

“You've only got to look at her;” I have heard her
say. Mrs. Ferrars, though not in her first youth, was
a very attractive woman, and her clothes, though
simple, always seemed to fit her very well, but all the
same, lots of women buy their clothes in Paris, and
have not, on that account, necessarily poisoned their
husbands.

As I stood hesitating in the hall, with all this
passing through my mind, Caroline’s voice came
again, with a sharper note in it. “What on earth are
you doing out there, James? Why don’t you come and
get your breakfast?”

“Just coming, my dear;” I said hastily. “T've been
hanging up my overcoat.”

“You could have hung up halfa dozen overcoats in
this time.” She was quite right. I could have. I walked
into the dining-room, gave Caroline the accustomed
peck on the cheek, and sat down to eggs and bacon.
The bacon was rather cold.

“You've had an early call,” remarked Caroline.

“Yes,” I said. “King’s Paddock. Mrs. Ferrars.”

“I know;” said my sister.

“How did you know?”

CHAPTER 1. DR.SHEPPARD AT THE BREAKFAST TABLE
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“Annie told me” Annie is the house parlourmaid.
A nice girl, but an inveterate talker.

There was a pause. I continued to eat eggs and
bacon. My sister’s nose, which is long and thin,
quivered a little at the tip, as it always does when she
is interested or excited over anything. “Well?” she
demanded.

“A sad business. Nothing to be done. Must have
died in her sleep”

“I know;” said my sister again.

This time I was annoyed. “You can't know;,” I
snapped. “I didn’t know myself until I got there, and
haven’t mentioned it to a soul yet. If that girl Annie
knows, she must be a clairvoyant.”

“It wasn’'t Annie who told me. It was the milkman.
He had it from the Ferrarses’ cook.”

As T say, there is no need for Caroline to go out
to get information. She sits at home and it comes to
her'.

My sister continued: “What did she die of? Heart
failure?”

“Didn’t the milkman tell you that?” I inquired
sarcastically.

Sarcasm is wasted on Caroline. She takes it
seriously and answers accordingly. “He didn’t know;’
she explained.

After all, Caroline was bound to hear sooner or
later. She might as well hear from me.

! it comes to her — (30.) HOBOCTM caMM CTEKAIOTCA K Hell



“She died of an overdose of veronal. She’s been
taking it lately for sleeplessness. Must have taken too
much’”

“Nonsense,” said Caroline immediately. “She took
it on purpose. Don't tell me!”

It is odd, when you have a secret belief of your
own which you do not wish to acknowledge, the
voicing of it by someone else will rouse you to a fury
of denial. I burst immediately into indignant speech.
“There you go again,” I said. “Rushing along without
rhyme or reason'. Why on earth should Mrs. Ferrars
wish to commit suicide? A widow, fairly young still,
very well off, good health, and nothing to do but
enjoy life. It's absurd”

“Not at all. Even you must have noticed how
different she has been looking lately. It’s been coming
on for the last six months. She’s looked positively
hag-ridden. And you have just admitted that she
hasn’t been able to sleep”

“What is your diagnosis?” I demanded coldly. “An
unfortunate love affair, I suppose?”

My sister shook her head. “Remorse,” she said,
with great gusto.

“Remorse?”

“Yes. You never would believe me when I told
you she poisoned her husband. 'm more than ever
convinced of it now.”

! without rhyme or reason — (pase.) 6e3 BcaAkoro
CMBbICTa

CHAPTER 1. DR.SHEPPARD AT THE BREAKFAST TABLE
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“I don't think youre very logical,” I objected.
“Surely if a woman committed a crime like murder,
shed be sufficiently cold-blooded to enjoy the fruits
of it without any weak-minded sentimentality such
as repentance.”

Caroline shook her head. “There probably are
women like that — but Mrs. Ferrars wasn't one of them.
She was a mass of nerves. An overmastering impulse
drove her on to get rid of her husband because she was
the sort of person who simply can’t endure suffering of
any kind, and there’s no doubt that the wife of a man
like Ashley Ferrars must have had to suffer a good
deal..”

I nodded.

“And ever since she’s been haunted by what she
did. I can't help feeling sorry for her”

I don’t think Caroline ever felt sorry for Mrs. Fer-
rars whilst she was alive. Now that she has gone
where (presumably) Paris frocks can no longer be
worn, Caroline is prepared to indulge in the softer
emotions of pity and comprehension. I told her
firmly that her whole idea was nonsense. I was all
the more firm because I secretly agreed with some
part, at least, of what she had said. But it is all wrong
that Caroline should arrive at the truth simply by
a kind of inspired guesswork. I wasn't going to
encourage that sort of thing. She will go round the
village airing her views, and everyone will think
that she is doing so on medical data supplied by me.
Life is very trying.



“Nonsense,” said Caroline, in reply to my stric-
tures. “You'll see. Ten to one shes left a letter
confessing everything.”

“She didn't leave a letter of any kind,” I said
sharply, and not seeing where the admission was
going to land me.

“Oh!” said Caroline. “So you did inquire about
that, did you? I believe, James, that in your heart of
hearts!, you think very much as I do. You’re a precious
old humbug”

“One always has to take the possibility of suicide
into consideration,” I said impressively.

“Will there be an inquest?”

“There may be. It all depends. If I am able to
declare myself absolutely satisfied that the overdose
was taken accidentally, an inquest might be dispensed
with”

“And are you absolutely satisfied?” asked my sister
shrewdly.

I did not answer, but got up from the table.

! in your heart of hearts — (pase.) B rrybuse gyum

CHAPTER 1. DR.SHEPPARD AT THE BREAKFAST TABLE
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Chapter 2
WHO’S WHO' IN KING’S ABBOT

9\'/9

Before I proceed further with what I said to
Caroline and what Caroline said to me, it might be
as well to give some idea of what I should describe
as our local geography. Our village, King’s Abbot,
is, I imagine, very much like any other village. Our
big town is Cranchester, nine miles away. We have a
large railway station, a small post office, and two rival
“General Stores” Able-bodied men are apt to leave
the place early in life, but we are rich in unmarried
ladies and retired military officers. Our hobbies and
recreations can be summed up in the one word,
“gossip.”

There are only two houses of any importance in
King’s Abbot. One is King’s Paddock, left to Mrs. Fer-
rars by her late husband. The other, Fernly Park,
is owned by Roger Ackroyd. Ackroyd has always
interested me by being a man more impossibly like a

! Who’s Who — (30. upon.) obbirpsiBaeTcss Ha3BaHue
exxerogHuka «Kro ectb KTo», BbIXOAAILEro B bpuranumu u
COlep>Kalllero CIMCOK CaMbIX 3HAMEHUTBIX U 3HAYMTEIBHBIX
mozelt (IPOUCXOXKEHVE CEMbH, JOCTVDKEHVISI ¥ TIPOY. )



country squire than any country squire could really
be. He reminds one of the red-faced sportsmen
who always appeared early in the first act of an old-
fashioned musical comedy, the setting being the
village green. They usually sang a song about going
up to London. Nowadays we have revues, and the
country squire has died out of musical fashion.

Of course, Ackroyd is not really a country squire.
He is an immensely successful manufacturer of
(I think) wagon wheels. He is a man of nearly fifty
years of age, rubicund of face and genial of manner.
He is hand and glove with! the vicar, subscribes
liberally to parish funds (though rumour has it that
he is extremely mean in personal expenditure),
encourages cricket matches, Lads’ Clubs, and Dis-
abled Soldiers’ Institutes. He is, in fact, the life and
soul of our peaceful village of King’s Abbot.

Now when Roger Ackroyd was a lad of twenty-
one, he fell in love with, and married, a beautiful
woman some five or six years his senior?. Her name
was Paton, and she was a widow with one child. The
history of the marriage was short and painful. To
put it bluntly, Mrs. Ackroyd was a dipsomaniac. She
succeeded in drinking herself into her grave® four
years after her marriage.

In the years that followed, Ackroyd showed no

! hand and glove with — (pasz.) Ha gpy>xeckoit Hore ¢

% some five or six years his senior — (pa3se.) net Ha ATh-
LIECTDb CTapIle

* succeeded in drinking herself into her grave — (pasez.)
HeyMepeHHbIMY BO3MUAHUAMM CaMa CBea cebst B MOTMITY

CHAPTER 2. WHO’S WHO IN KING’S ABBOT

13



THE MURDER OF ROGER ACKROYD

14

disposition to make a second matrimonial adventure.
His wife’s child by her first marriage was only seven
years old when his mother died. He is now twenty-
five. Ackroyd has always regarded him as his own
son, and has brought him up accordingly, but he has
been a wild lad and a continual source of worry and
trouble to his stepfather. Nevertheless we are all very
fond of Ralph Paton in King’s Abbot. He is such a
good-looking youngster for one thing.

As 1 said before, we are ready enough to gossip
in our village. Everybody noticed from the first that
Ackroyd and Mrs. Ferrars got on very well together.
After her husband’s death, the intimacy became
more marked. They were always seen about together,
and it was freely conjectured that at the end of her
period of mourning, Mrs. Ferrars would become
Mrs. Roger Ackroyd. It was felt, indeed, that there
was a certain fitness in the thing. Roger Ackroyd’s
wife had admittedly died of drink. Ashley Ferrars
had been a drunkard for many years before his death.
It was only fitting that these two victims of alcoholic
excess should make up to each other for all that they
had previously endured at the hands of their former
spouses.

The Ferrars only came to live here just over a year
ago, but a halo of gossip has surrounded Ackroyd for
many years past. All the time that Ralph Paton was
growing up to manhood a series of lady housekeepers
presided over Ackroyd’s establishment, and each in



turn was regarded with lively suspicion by Caroline
and her cronies. It is not too much to say that for at
least fifteen years the whole village has confidently
expected Ackroyd to marry one of his housekeepers.
The last of them, a redoubtable lady called Miss
Russell, has reigned undisputed for five years, twice
as long as any of her predecessors. It is felt that but
for the advent! of Mrs. Ferrars, Ackroyd could hardly
have escaped. That — and one other factor — the
unexpected arrival of a widowed sister-in-law with
her daughter from Canada. Mrs. Cecil Ackroyd,
widow of Ackroyd’s neer-do-well* younger brother,
has taken up her residence at Fernley Park, and has
succeeded, according to Caroline, in putting Miss
Russell in her proper place.

I dont know exactly what a “proper place”
constitutes — it sounds chilly and unpleasant — but
I know that Miss Russell goes about with pinched
lips, and what I can only describe as an acid smile,
and that she professes the utmost sympathy for “poor
Mrs. Ackroyd — dependent on the charity of her
husband’s brother. The bread of charity is so bitter?,
is it not? I should be quite miserable if I did not work
for my living”

I don’t know what Mrs. Cecil Ackroyd thought of

! but for the advent — (ycmap.) ecnu 6l He osABIEHME

2 neler-do-well — (pase.) HMKYEMHBIIT, 6€CCMBICTIEHHBIIT,
6eCcTONKOBBIIT

* bread of charity is so bitter — (pase.) ropek x71e6 6ma-
TOTBOPUTETIBHOCTI

CHAPTER 2. WHO’S WHO IN KING’S ABBOT
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the Ferrars affair when it came on the tapis'. It was
clearly to her advantage that Ackroyd should remain
unmarried. She was always very charming — not
to say gushing — to Mrs. Ferrars when they met.
Caroline says that proves less than nothing?.

Such have been our preoccupations in King’s Abbot
for the last few years. We have discussed Ackroyd and
his affairs from every standpoint. Mrs. Ferrars has
fitted into her place in the scheme.

Now there has been a rearrangement of the
kaleidoscope. From a mild discussion of probable
wedding presents, we had been jerked into the midst
of tragedy.

Revolving these and sundry other matters in my
mind, I went mechanically on my round. I had no
cases of special interest to attend, which was, perhaps,
as well, for my thoughts returned again and again to
the mystery of Mrs. Ferrars’s death. Had she taken her
own life?* Surely, if she had done so, she would have
left some word behind to say what she contemplated
doing? Women, in my experience, if they once reach
the determination to commit suicide, usually wish to
reveal the state of mind that led to the fatal action.
They covet the limelight.

When had Ilast seen her? Not for over a week. Her

! came on the tapis — (anen., gp.) 6sUT0 Ha paccMoTpe-
HUM, 06CYXKANTOCh

2 proves less than nothing — (pase.) mpaxTudyecku Hu-
4ero He JOKa3bIBaeT

’ Had she taken her own life? — (pase.) ITokonunna mu
OHa ¢ co60iI1?
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A

abusive adj ockopOuTeNbHBIN, OpaHHbII

accessory 7 COOOIIHMK, COYYaCTHMUK IMPeCTYIUICHNS

acclamation n mymHoe ofo6peHue

acquiesce v MO/TYa M/IM1 HEOXOTHO COITIAIIATHCS

ajar adv Hapacmamky

alacrity »n >XMBOCTb, FOTOBHOCTb, PBEHME

allowance n copepxanne, feHe)XHOe T0coOue

aloofness 7 OTYy>XJIeHHOCTD, paBHOAYLIIVIE

ancestry n Ipoucxoxxuenne (pegkn)

ankle » mukomorka

apologia n (nam.) usBuHeHue, packasume, (30.) upu-
3HaHMe

assertion n yTBepxxnenne

astounded adj omrenoM/IeHHBII

audacious adj CMETIBII, Nep3KNIL, HATTIbII

B

baffled adj o3agavennslit, COUTBHII € TONIKY, PacCTPO-
€HHBI

bagatelle n mycTsk, Menkas geranb
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