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Paul the fifth grader oversleeps for the first time in his 
life and doesn’t make it to school. Yet when he goes out 
to get a breath of fresh air, it turns out that the day’s 
extraordinary events aren’t over yet. A series of escapades 
unfolds, starring the world’s most beautiful saleswoman 
Yekaterina, the artistic Arthur, and Arthur’s spunky 
daughter Minna. The leading role in all these events, 
however, belongs to a strange man who buys a brand-
new pair of size-39 shoes every day without trying them 
on first. Why would anyone do that? Will Paul manage to 
figure out the shoe-man’s secret?

Awards:
2019 Annual Children’s Literature Award of the Cultural 
Endowment of Estonia
2019 Good Children’s Book

52 53

„Kui midagi on, siis kohe helista.“
„Helistan, helistan,“ lubas Minna. 
Ta võttis telefoni ja hakkas koerte pilte vaatama. Kutsika võt-

mise plaan oli isal ja Minnal juba ammu. Minna tahtis endale
koera, kellega saaks ette võtta pikki jalutuskäike, kes oleks sõb-
ralik ja hea kaaslane. Isa uuris jälle koeratõuge, kellega oleks hea
jahti pidada, eriti rebase- ja nugisejahti, sest see nõudis kütilt
palju liikumist ning koeralt väga head nina, et loomade jäljera-
du lahti harutada. Igal juhul selles olid isa ja tütar ühte meelt,
et nende koer peab olema hea iseloomu ja erksa meelega tark
loom. Pärast pikki vaidlusi ja arupidamisi taandus nende valik
kahele kandidaadile: Eesti hagijas või Soome püstkõrv. Minna
vaatas netist kordamööda nende pilte – nunnud olid mõlemad,
eriti veel kutsikad. Eesti hagijad olid mõnusad lontkõrvadega
päntajalad, ilusad terase pilguga musta, valge ja pruunilaigu-
lised koerad. Pealegi oli see ainus päris Eesti oma koeratõug.
Soome püstkõrvad olid lihtsalt vastupandamatult armsad, nagu
väikesed punased rebasekutsikad, erksad ja naksakad, sabad
lustlikult rõngas. Niisiis, kas lontkõrv või püstkõrv?

Minna vaatas pilte ja rüüpas teed. Oli see nüüd koerapiltide 
või salveitee mõju, aga kurguvalu jäi märkamatult vähemaks. 
Uut tassi teed tehes avastas Minna, et mesi oli otsas. Haige 
kurk tahtis meega määrimist. Mesi aitab iga haiguse vastu, 
ütles isa alati. Nüüd kraapis Minna aga purgipõhjast viimase 
lusikatäie kokku. Imelik, et isa oli sel aastal unustanud talveks 
rohkem mett varuda. 

Minna jõi lonkshaaval tee lõpuni, pakkis siis ennast korra-
likult sisse, mässis suure salli ümber kaela ja otsustas turule 
uue meepurgi järele minna. 

„Lontis kõrv või kikkis kõrv, silmad mustad nagu tõrv,“ hak-
kas Minnal väike viisijupp peas helisema. Ta keksis vilistades 
aiaväravast välja ja astus tänavale. Hommikust kurguvalu po-
leks nagu olnudki.
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12.
Pauli sirge selg vajus hoobilt kühmu, kui ta Raua tänavalt üm-
ber nurga Idakaarde pööras: ta seisis vastamisi Sumo ja Ploo-
miga.

„Ohoo, kes meile vastu kargab!“ rõõmustas Sumo.
Ploom irvitas mõnuga.
„Känguru isiklikult kalpsab ringi.“
Paul püüdis edasi astuda, aga Sumo ja Ploom tõkestasid tee.
„Kuidas siis Känguru sellise külma ilmaga õues ringi hüp-

pab,“ pilkas Sumo ja tõmbas järsu liigutusega Paulil mütsi sil-
madele. „Kängurud elavad ju ikka soojal maal.“ 

Ploomile tegi sõbra iga lause hirmsasti nalja.
„Jah, miks sina koos lindudega lõunasse ei lenda?“ 
„Piletid olid välja müüdud,“ ütles Paul ootamatult julgelt. 
„Millised piletid?“ ei saanud Ploom pihta.
„Lennupiletid.“
„Oota, sa mõnitad meid või?“ läks Sumo närvi. 
Kõrgel taevas poiste kohal lendas suur haneparv. Paul lükkas 

mütsi silmadelt kuklasse, vaatas üles ja tegi, nagu loeks sõrme-
ga hanesid.

„Arvake, mitu hane selles parves on?“ küsis ta äkki. 
Sumo ja Ploom vaatasid arusaamatult üksteisele otsa. Küsi-

mus tundus täiesti jabur.
„Mitu siis?“ mühatas Ploom lõpuks.
„Viiskümmend neli,“ teatas Paul ja pühkis käega nina.
Sumo ja Ploom ei suutnud uskuda, et Känguru võiks ühe het-

kega nii palju hanesid kokku lugeda. Nad ajasid kaelad õieli 
ja püüdsid sõrmedel loendades Pauli väidet kontrollida. Seda 
oligi Paul oodanud, ta kasutas juhust ja pistis jooksu. Kui Sumo 
ja Ploom taipasid, et neid endid oli haledalt haneks tõmmatud, 
oli Paul juba kaugel. Ikkagi Känguru!

Seda ta veel kahetseb, vandusid Sumo ja Ploom.
Paul jooksis kõigest jõust, vaatas mitu korda tagasi, põikas 
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Little runts really are a bother! Paul Fifth was one 
member of this category, even though he was only 
two years younger than Sumo and Plum. As a result, 
he had to endure the geniuses’ air of superiority 
every time they crossed paths. This happened quite 
often, unfortunately, because they lived in the same 
neighborhood. Sumo and Plum had nicknamed 
Paul “Kangaroo” and saw him as a useless idiot who 
spent his time on nothing but mental math.

On one occasion they’d stopped him in the street, 
pinned him against a wall and demanded, “Hey, 
Kangaroo, what’s two hundred and thirty times 
fourteen?”

“Three thousand two hundred and twenty,” Paul 
had quickly replied in a panic – these two were 
capable of anything.

Sumo and Plum let Paul go, glanced at each other 
and began to snigger.

“What an idiot!” said Sumo, summing up Paul’s odd-
ness in just three words.

“And now hop off, Kangaroo!” squawked Plum.

Paul wanted nothing to do with either of them in 
any case.

Translated by Susan Wilson

Just then, Sumo and Plum were lurking on the 
corner of the street, both buried in their mobile 
phones. It would only take a single glance up from 
their screens for them to spot Paul. Yet, the boy was 
in luck—there was a shoe store right ahead of him. 
Without taking his eyes off his adversaries, Paul 
darted to the door and yanked it open. He was safe. 
The store was dim and an unusual scent struck the 
boy’s nostrils: the scent of new shoes. Paul had visit-
ed the store a couple times before with his mother, 
but had never simply walked in unaccompanied. 
Only one customer was milling around, inspecting 
winter boots. Paul warily peered out the window to 
see if he could still glimpse Sumo and Plum . . .

“Hi! Can I help you?”

Paul jumped. Standing next to him, smiling, was 
the saleswoman. He hadn’t been prepared for that! 
All of a sudden, he found himself unable to utter a 
word and felt himself blush. The saleswoman was 
young, very pretty, and had long red hair.

“I . . . I’m just looking,” he finally mumbled, and 
began purposefully looking at shoes.

“Well, be my guest,” the saleswoman said, and 
smirked before leisurely walking back behind the 
counter.

“What’s so funny?” Paul wondered. Then, he real-
ized that in his haste, he’d been standing in front 
of a shelf of women’s shoes. Two long steps took 
him the opposite side of the store and the men’s 
selection. He felt foolish pretending to look at shoes, 
but he was trapped—under no circumstances could 
he leave the store just yet. At that moment, a man 
entered the store and the saleswoman’s attention 
pivoted to the new customer.

The man greeted the saleswoman. Briskly, he walked 
up to the very same aisle where Paul stood. His gaze 
drifted over the shelves before he leaned down, 
picked up one dark-brown shoe, and took it straight 
to the counter.

“I’d like a pair of these,” he said.

“Size 39, as always?” asked the saleswoman.

Translated by Adam Cullen


