Поздеева Екатерина Владимировна, учитель английского языка МБОУ ХТЛ г. Киров
Inspector Lestrade’s logic
2, September
The ninth school year was started… Yesterday I decided: “Nick, you must be more organized and more independent this year”. Of course, these are my mother’s words. She tells them every time before the school year starts. I was fed up with these lectures and tried to keep a diary.
4, September
Yesterday I heard a very strange dialogue between two guys. I went upstairs to the classroom after the break and a few words made me stop.
- I’ve got what you need, - said the guy in a black jacket with yellow lines on his shoulders.
- Really?! How much is it? – asked the guy with a dark blue schoolbag behind his back.
- It will be 3,000 rubles.
- Oh, it’s so expensive!
- May I give you my mobile phone instead of money?
- No, I need money.
“Drugs! They are talking about drugs!” – I guessed and went away quickly. Then I thought about this accident many times and decided to expose them.
6, September
Yesterday I found those guys all over the school. I spent all my breaks looking for the boy who had a dark blue school bag with a red dragon on the pocket. However, I was out of luck. By the way, I was inattentive and got “bad” for Math test…
8, September
His nickname is Dan! He is in the 11th form! Yesterday I saw that guy in the school canteen. He was talking with his classmates when I came in. I recognized his bag with an awful dragon immediately. Now I must know the name of his friend who he talked under the stairs with. Then, I’ll call the helpline or the police. It is an affair of honor to expose them.
9, September
Of course, Dan’s friend changed his jacket. I’m afraid it is impossible to find him in the whole school. There aren’t any other signs. What should I do? 
12, September
Yesterday I spied upon Dan after my classes.  I went behind him along the street and then turned left into a small courtyard. He didn’t suspect anything, because I wore a hood. I represented myself as a legendary Sherlock Holmes! I was witty and cunning, brave and cautious.
Finally Dan stopped near an old five-storey building. It was too old to live in: some windows were broken, some walls were ruined and the doors were shabby. I tried to hold my breath because the smell was really awful. Then I saw another guy in working clothes. 
- Hi, Mike! Are you ready?
- Yeah, I had missed my classes, but earned enough money!
- Let’s go then.
They turned the corner and went straight the crowded street. Suddenly they disappeared behind an old wooden door. “Antique shop” – was written in dim letters above the door. I came in too. There were a few customers, looking legendary masterpieces and figurines of medieval ladies.
I pretended as a customer and stood near the shelf with an unusual tea-service, keeping my mobile phone in the pocket of my jacket. I was absolutely ready to call the police right now.
- Hello, bro! This is your client. His name is Mike, - Dan said to the man in a black suit. “A dealer”, - I thought and tried to remember his details.
- Just a minute, - the man said and came out the hall. I froze with fear. A few minutes later he appeared with a big velvet album. 
- Oh, it’s so wonderful, - Mike said and opened the album. – My father will be surprised.  
- He is a collector, isn’t he? – The shop assistant asked.
- Yes, of course. He has been collecting rare coins for 20 years! I think this collection will be the best present for his anniversary!
I watched closely. There were many bronze and silver coins in it. What a shame! It was a stock book! What a fool I was! I remembered how I had pretended as Sherlock Holmes and my cheeks flushed with shame. I must compare myself with slow-witted Lestrade… “You see, but you don’t observe”, - the words of Holmes zipped in my mind. He was absolutely true.
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