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			Dominic Butler

			Dominic Butler stammt aus Nordengland. Er ist Englischlehrer und Schriftsteller. Nach seiner Schulzeit, die er an einer klassischen Grammar School (entspricht dem deutschen Gymnasium) verbrachte, studierte er Film und Literatur an der Sheffield Hallam University. Während seiner Studienzeit arbeitete er in Teilzeit als Gerichtsschreiber am Strafgericht in Sheffield. Dort erwachte sein Interesse für Kriminalfälle, die von nun an Thema vieler seiner Kurzgeschichten wurden. Dominic lebt und arbeitet zurzeit in Ungarn, wo er Englisch unterrichtet und gerade seinen ersten Roman beendet, einen düsteren, jedoch humorvollen Krimi.

		



		
			Einige Worte vorab…

		

		
			Sie lesen gerne Krimis und möchten etwas für Ihr Englisch tun? Mit diesen spannenden Kurzkrimis frischen Sie Ihr Englisch auf. Die verwendete Sprache passt genau zum angegebenen Lernniveau von A1-A2, so dass Ihnen das Lesen ganz leicht fällt.

		

		
			Nicht nur Krimis lesen, sondern auch mehr über Land und Leute erfahren: Im Anschluss an jede Geschichte finden Sie wissenswerte Informationen zu den Tatorten und Schauplätzen, an denen die Geschichten spielen. 

		

		
			Wo die einzelnen Tatorte liegen, können Sie in der Weltkarte auf den Seiten 6 und 7 nachschauen. 

		

		
			Schwierigere Wörter sind auf jeder Seite in den Fußnoten übersetzt. Im Anhang können Sie nochmals alle Wörter in einer alphabetischen Wortliste nachschlagen.

		

		
			Alle Wörter, die in den Fußnoten übersetzt sind, können Sie mit der PONS Vokabeltrainer-App üben. Gehen Sie einfach auf www.pons.de/kurzkrimis-en und laden Sie die App kostenlos auf Ihr Smartphone oder Tablet herunter! 
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			1. A Recipe for Murder

		

		
			The noisy kitchen at the back of Rosetta’s Bistro is hotter than usual this evening, the last of New York’s summer sun adding to the heat from the ovens, making the small space seem like a sauna.

			Normally, Ricky Russo, the head chef1, hates the heat; but not tonight.

			“I need some air,” he shouts to his sous-chef2, Max. “Watch that sauce. Make sure it doesn’t burn.”

			“Yes, chef,” says the taller, younger man. “But we’re pretty busy here. Don’t be too long3.”

			Ricky pushes open the back door and steps out into the fresh air of the alley4 in Hell’s Kitchen5. 

			“Don’t be too long,” he says to himself, angrily. “Who does he think he is?”

			He takes his pack of cigarettes from his pocket, pulls one out, and lights it.

			For eight years, Ricky Russo has been the head chef at Rosetta’s. Most people, however, seem to forget that really the restaurant is his.

			Sure, it’s his wife’s name on the sign outside. And okay, it was her parents who gave him the money to buy the building in the first place.

			But who is it that works ten hours every day, every week? Who is it that sweats and bleeds6 and cries for this place?

			Rosetta? Yeah right7! All she does is eat the food he cooks and spend the money he makes.

			Her parents? All they do is complain8 that the restaurant isn’t making enough money, while at the same time bringing their friends here three times a week and drinking as much free wine as possible.

			“They think you’re an idiot, Ricky,” he says, taking a cloth from his apron9 and wiping the sweat from his bald head10. “They think they can walk all over11 you.”

			Well, not any more, he thinks, a thin smile appearing on his red face. 

			Yes, this evening Ricky likes the heat. He likes that everyone in New York is sweating. He likes it because it means that no one notices how nervous he is.

			“It has to be tonight, Ricky,” he says to himself. “Everything’s ready. It’s now or never.”

			He moves back to the door and opens it a little, just enough to be able to see into the kitchen.

			Max is shouting orders at the kitchen staff like he owns the place12. The waiters and waitresses are so busy that they don’t have time to think about anything other than which plate is going to which table.

			And out in the restaurant, on the best table in the whole place, Rosetta and her parents are waiting for their main course.

			“Chef?” Max shouts. “We need a little help in here.”

			Ricky drops his cigarette, opens the door, and tries to seem calm13. He hates Max as much as he hates Rosetta and her parents.

			“Okay, Max. What’s next?”

			“We’re ready for Rosetta’s table.”

			“Easy. Three steaks and all the trimmings14. The meat’s nearly ready. Have you finished those mushrooms? You know they don’t like them too cooked.” Ricky is so nervous that he nearly laughs, but Max doesn’t notice. 

			This is it. If the sous-chef looks too carefully at those horrible little mushrooms, he might see that something is wrong.

			“Come on Max. Get them in the pan.”

			An angry expression15 appears on the taller man’s face, but the sous-chef says nothing. Without a word, he pushes the mushrooms into the hot oil.

			Yes, that’s right Max. You cook the mushrooms. You always cook the mushrooms; and everyone knows it.

			“Two minutes,” Max says.

			Two minutes. Can it really be this easy?

			For the first time in months, Ricky actually starts to think that his plan might work.

			But of course it’ll work16. It’s perfect.

			Ricky remembers the day he first thought of the idea: Rosetta was in the kitchen talking to Max, smiling at him in that way that Ricky hates. She said that Max should have more responsibilities in the restaurant. She said that Ricky works too hard, that Max could be head chef a couple of nights a week, and that maybe he could be the one who chooses all the food from the market.

			It’s funny, because that was also the first day that Ricky began to think that Rosetta and Max were having an affair17. After that, he often saw them talking and smiling at each other. Every time Ricky entered the room, they stopped and looked at him, their expressions guilty18 and their eyes nervous.

			“One minute,” Max shouts, bringing Ricky back from his memories.

			He takes three plates and places them on the counter19 in front of him. Then, opening the oven, he removes the perfectly cooked steaks and places them on the plates to cool.

			Yes, this is it. After three months of thinking about it, this is it.

			The only difficult part was replacing the normal mushrooms, the ones that Max bought at the market, with the extremely poisonous20 ones that Ricky bought in the horrible little shop on the other side of the city. Death Cap mushrooms21; what a fantastic name, Ricky thinks.

			“Ready, Chef,” Max says, bringing the mushrooms and other vegetables to the counter and placing them carefully onto the plate.

			Sure, Ricky thinks, the police are going to ask a lot of questions in the next few weeks. But the plan is so simple that no one will ever be able to prove22 that Ricky is involved23.

			Max buys the mushrooms. Max cooks the mushrooms. Max serves the mushrooms.

			Of course, he’ll probably have to close the restaurant, but who cares24? When Rosetta and her terrible parents are dead, all of their money will go to Ricky.

			Perfect.

			“Table five,” he shouts, and a waitress runs into the kitchen and picks up the plates.

			As he watches her move back into the kitchen, he finally lets himself laugh.

			“What’s so funny, Chef?” asks Max.

			Ricky turns to the other man and smiles. “Oh nothing, nothing. It’s just something funny that I thought of.” Something like you spending the rest of your life in jail25, he thinks.

			The other man looks at him for a second, but soon returns to the pasta that he is cooking.

			Suddenly, feeling happier than he has in a long time, Ricky opens a bottle of brandy that he keeps in the kitchen for cooking, pours himself a glass26, and starts to drink it.

			“Chef,” says the same waitress, a few minutes later. “Your wife and her parents would like to see you.”

			“What?” Ricky asks, the glass of brandy still in his hand.

			“They said that it would only take a minute27.”

			“Go on, Ricky. I’m okay in here for a moment,” says Max.

			Suddenly, the head chef of Rosetta’s Bistro does not feel so hot any more. In fact, his whole body feels horribly cold. He looks at the waitress, then looks at Max, too. They both have strange expressions on their faces; like they know something that he doesn’t.

			Jesus. Do they know about the mushrooms? About the plan?

			The kitchen seems very quiet now, the restaurant too. It seems like all of the staff are watching him from the corner of their eyes28.

			“Go on, Chef,” Max says. “You know Rosetta doesn’t like to be kept waiting29.”

			Slowly, Ricky Russo walks across the kitchen and pushes open the door to the restaurant.

			“Surprise!” a hundred familiar voices shout.

			“Wh..what?” he finally manages to30 say, looking around at all the people who are smiling at him.

			Then Max is behind him, pushing him gently to the table where Rosetta and her parents are waiting for him.

			“Happy anniversary31, darling,” Rosetta says, putting her arms around him and placing a kiss on his cold cheek.

			“Anniversary?”

			“Yes, don’t you remember? It’s exactly eight years since we opened the restaurant.”

			Then Rosetta’s father is standing next to him, a large smile on his face. “Well done, Ricky. We all know we don’t say it enough, so we wanted to have this little party for you.”

			Ricky turns around, suddenly realising that he recognised32 every person in the room.

			“Max has been helping me to plan the whole thing33. Isn’t that nice of him?” Rosetta continues. “And guess what? Tomorrow we’re going on holiday: a three-month cruise! I’ve been saving a little money every month for the last couple of years.”

			“You and Max? You mean...? A cruise?”

			“And that’s not all,” said Rosetta’s father. “Let’s forget about that last bit of money that you owe us34. I’m going to send the paperwork35 to my solicitor36 tomorrow. When you get back from your holiday, this place is all yours!”

			“Really? I can’t believe it. I don’t know what to say…”

			“Oh, you don’t need to say anything,” said Rosetta’s mother, who is still sitting at the table eating. “You just keep cooking excellent food like this. I don’t know what your recipe37 is, but these mushrooms are excellent today. This restaurant is going to be famous38! Absolutely famous!”

			And when Ricky Russo looks down at the empty plates on Rosetta’s table, the only thing he can do is laugh.

			But it is a horrible, desperate kind of laugh39.

			“Yes,” he says. “Yes, I think that it will be.”
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			Hell’s Kitchen ist ein Stadtviertel im Westen von Manhattan in New York City. Früher war das Viertel verrufen, denn es war korrupt und berüchtigt für seine hohe Kriminalitätsrate. Es gehörte zwar zum Big Apple, hinterließ aber einen bitteren Nachgeschmack, denn nur wenige trauten sich in die Gegend, außer, sie kannten sich dort gut aus. 

			In den letzten Jahren hat sich der Ruf von Hell’s Kitchen gebessert. Die Kriminalitätsrate sank und im Gegenzug stieg das soziale Ansehen des Viertels deutlich. Es ist bei Schauspielern und Künstlern sehr beliebt, und durch seine soziale Aufwertung ziehen mittlerweile auch Geschäftsinhaber und Finanziers der Wall Street dorthin.

			Trotz all dieser Veränderungen lauert die kriminelle Vergangenheit noch in den dunklen Gassen, und die Erinnerung an die Verbrechen von damals ist in den Köpfen der Menschen noch immer gegenwärtig. 

		

		
				1	head chef – Chefkoch, Küchenchef(in)

				2	sous-chef – stellvertretende(r) Küchenchef(in), Souschef(in)

				3	Don’t be too long! – Brauch nicht zu lang!

				4	alley – Gasse

				5	Hell’s Kitchen – Stadtviertel in Manhattan, New York

				6	to sweat and bleed – sich abrackern

				7	Yeah right! (ugs.) – Ja klar! 

				8	to complain – sich beschweren

				9	to take a cloth from one’s apron – ein kleines Tuch aus der Schürze nehmen

				10	bald head – Kahlkopf, Glatzkopf

				11	to walk all over sb. – jdn. schikanieren, jdn. ausnutzen

				12	like sb. owns the place – als ob jd. der Besitzer wäre

				13	to seem calm – ruhig erscheinen

				14	all the trimmings (Pl.) – die ganzen Beilagen; alles, was dazugehört

				15	expression – Ausdruck; Miene

				16	But of course it’ll work. – Aber natürlich wird das klappen.

				17	to have an affair – eine Affäre haben, fremdgehen

				18	guilty – schuldbewusst

				19	counter – Theke

				20	extremely poisonous – sehr giftig, hochgiftig

				21	Death Cap mushroom – grüner Knollenblätterpilz

				22	to prove – beweisen

				23	to be involved – beteiligt sein, mit drin stecken

				24	Who cares? – Wen kümmert es?

				25	jail (AE) – Gefängnis

				26	to pour oneself a glass – sich ein Glas einschenken

				27	to only take a minute – nur eine Minute dauern

				28	from the corner of their eyes – aus den Augenwinkeln

				29	to be kept waiting – warten gelassen werden

				30	to finally manage to do sth. – schließlich gelingen, etw. zu tun

				31	anniversary – Jahrestag

				32	to recognise (BE), to recognize – erkennen

				33	to plan the whole thing – das Ganze planen

				34	to owe sb. sth. – jdm. etw. schulden

				35	paperwork – Papierkram

				36	solicitor – Rechtsanwalt, -anwältin

				37	recipe – Rezept

				38	famous – berühmt

				39	desperate kind of laugh – verzweifeltes Lachen

		

	
		
			2. A Very Important Appointment

		

		
			The small blue car moves slowly along St Stephen’s Street, passes the famous church on its right, and finally parks next to the row1 of tall, Georgian2 houses.

			Edinburgh is quiet today, and the cold winter rain makes the ancient3 city seem strangely dark and sinister4.

			Inside the car, Detective Munro turns off the engine, looks out of the window, but does not open the door. Instead, she takes a cigarette from her purse and holds it in her right hand. She does not light the cigarette, but every now and again5 she puts it to her mouth and pretends6 to smoke it.

			After a few minutes, she puts the cigarette away, looks at herself in the car mirror, then opens the door.

			The rain outside is so heavy that as she runs to the red door of the nearest Georgian house, her long dark hair is soaked7. She pulls the collar8 of her coat up to her face and knocks loudly on the door. Almost immediately, the door opens, and a well-dressed9 gentleman with a silver beard10 smiles at her. “Come in, Detective.” “Please, call me Sarah, Professor,” she says, and moves into the hallway.

			The gentleman smiles. “Let me take your coat.”

			Sarah takes off her coat and passes it to the older man. “It’s very good of you to see me.”

			“I’m always very happy to help the police. Perhaps we can talk in my study11.”

			With another smile, the professor turns, walks along the hallway, and opens the door to his study. 

			It is a medium-sized room, with a large writing desk, three or four bookcases, two long leather sofas, a small coffee table, and several other pieces of elegant furniture.

			“Can I offer you a drink, Sarah? Are you allowed to drink when you’re working?”

			“Well, actually, I’m not working today. Like I told you on the phone, I wanted to speak to you about some research12 that I’m doing. It’s not official police business at the moment.”

			“Then perhaps I can offer you a whisky? It might make you feel a little warmer on this horrible winter day.”

			“That would be nice, thank you.”

			The professor moves to a small table, opens a bottle of whisky, and pours13 two glasses of Scotch. “Make yourself comfortable14,” he says, and passes her a glass.

			Then, with another smile, he sits down on the sofa opposite her. “What can I help you with?”

			“Do you know what a cold case15 is, professor?”

			“No, I don’t think that I do.”

			“Well, a cold case is when the police have tried to solve a crime16, but they don’t have enough evidence17 to find a culprit18.”

			“I understand.”

			“A few months ago, I found one of these cold cases that I thought was extremely interesting.”

			“Really?”

			“Yes. Unfortunately19, my boss doesn’t agree with me. He thinks we have enough problems here in Edinburgh already.”

			The professor laughs. “I think he might be correct. Are you allowed to tell me about the case?”

			“Not the details, but I can tell you some of the more general information.” Sarah tastes her own whisky, places the glass on the table, and begins. “Two years ago, a young woman from Edinburgh was found dead in the forest20 near Blackford Hill. Do you remember?”

			“Yes, I think I do,” says the professor. “The woman’s throat21 was cut, but her killer was never found.”

			“That’s right. It was strange because her friends and family couldn’t tell us why she was in the forest. Well, a few months ago, while I was looking at cold cases, I found another similar22 murder. Four years ago, another young woman was found dead in the trees at Abercorn Park.”

			The professor nods. “And this woman was killed in the same way? Her throat was cut?”

			“No, she was strangled23. However, I noticed in the report that her friends and family also thought it was strange that she was in the park. She didn’t live in that area. There was no reason for her to be there.”

			“Well, I’m not sure I see the connection24.”

			Sarah laughs. “Exactly what my boss said. But there was something similar about the case. The women were the same age, they looked similar, they were in places where they normally never went. So I started to look at other cases.”

			“And did you find anything?”

			Sarah reaches into her bag and pulls out a large folder25. “Yes, I found eight similar cases. In each case a young woman was found in a quiet park or forest, not far from Edinburgh. Each of them was killed in a different way, but there was always this strange fact that they normally never went to these places.”

			The professor puts his glass down on the table and leans forward26. “Yes, I can see now why you think this is interesting. So how can I help you? Would you like me to suggest27 the kind of person who might commit28 a crime like this?”

			“Oh no, that’s not really why I’m here. I know that you’re a professor of psychology, and that you could explain the mind of the killer to me, but I have another reason for coming here.”

			The professor pauses. “Really?”

			“Yes, you see, a few months ago, I decided to quit29 smoking. A friend of mine suggested that I should try hypnosis. It was excellent. The doctor helped me to completely stop.”

			“Well, that is good news, but I don’t see the connection with the cases.”

			“Well, it was while I was having hypnosis that I remembered something.”

			“And what was that?”

			“On the day the women died, each one of them stopped what they were doing. They turned to a friend or colleague, and said that they had an important appointment30 that they must go to.”

			“I’m not sure that
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