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Predmluva

Kdyz v loniské televizni anketé¢ Kniha mého srdce zvitézil
Jirotkliv Saturnin, objevily se zpravy, ze se Zden¢k Jirotka nechal
inspirovat piibéhy sluhy Jeevese, o kterém psal britsky humorista
Sir Pelhalm Grenville Wodehouse. Dokonce byl Jirotka osocen, ze
Saturnin je pouhy Jeevestlv plagiat.

Sluha Jeeves je v Britanii velmi oblibeny. P. G. Wodehouse
(1881- 1975) o ném v pribéhu let 1915 — 1974 napsal 35 povidek
a 11 romént, znichz nékteré byly zfilmovany, objevily se
v rozhlasovém zpracovani nebo jako muzikdly a v televiznim
serialu BBC Jeeves and Wooster, kde Jeevese hraje Steven Fry
(Cesti divaci si ho mohou pamatovat jako Melchetta ze
sitcomu Cerna zmije, kde hral s Rowanem Atkinsonem) a jeho pana
Bertiecho Hugh Laurie, u nds znamy piedevsim jako Dr. House.
I nase televize kdysi zpracovala povidku, kterou najdete v nasem
vybéru - Jeeves and the Unbidden Guest. Jeevese zde hral Milos
Kopecky, Bertieho Vlastimil Brodsky, Lady Malvernovou Marie
Rostilkova a jejiho syna Mottyho Vaclav Sloup. Jen zde Jeevese
pfejmenovalina Jamese.

P. G. Wodehouse byl velmi plodnym autorem, ktery krome
jeevesovskych 1 jinych ptibeha psal divadelni hry a texty pisni
(v roce 1928 naptiklad spolupracoval s nasim Rudolfem Frimlem
na muzikdlu Tii musketyii).

Jista podobnost Saturnina s Jeevesem zde urcité je - mlady,
bohaty a ponékud floutkovsky Bertie Wooster ma stejné jako Jifi
Oulicky distingovaného sluhu, ktery vynika neobycejnym
intelektem, neobvykle vysokou mirou vzdélanosti a ne¢ekanymi
feSenimi problému svého pana. Teta Agatha mlize byt srovnavana
s tetou Katefinou, stejné¢ jako Jifi do sleCny Barbory se Bertie
zamilovavé do slecny Florence, ale i dalSich slecen atd.

Stejné bychom ale mohli porovnavat napiiklad Romea a Julii
s West Side Story, srovnavat dilo E. A. Poea s dilem Arbesovym
a jiné. Chytry sluha tahajici svého pana z bryndy se objevuje ve
spousté dél, a byt’ Saturnin siln€ pfipomina britsky typ komornika,



jsou jeho pribéhy zasazené do Ceskych realii a psané skvélou
a vtipnou ¢estinou, které neni nikdy dost.

Ostatné, zda se jedna o plagiat, inspiraci €i zcela jiné piib&hy
muzete posoudit i vy, ke kterym se nedostaly pieklady
Wodehouseovych knih a nevladnete tak tipln€ anglickym jazykem,
abyste si mohli pfecist original. Zjednodusili jsme pro vas pét
povidek se sluhou Jeevesem. Prvni je ze sbirky Wodehouseovych
¢lankd, basni a povidek (Wodehouse Miscellany Articles & Stories,
1916), dalsi ctyti jsou z knihy My Man Jeeves (1919).

Jako vzdy v knihach nasi edice dvojjazyénych knih najdete
1 v této na kazdé dvojstran€ anglickou verzi a ¢esky preklad. Po
kazdém piibchu se zaméfime na n&jaky zajimavy gramaticky jev ¢i
slovni obrat, ktery se v piibéhu objevil a ktery nasledné procvic¢ime,
analeznete zde 1 otazky na porozumeéni textu. Vzadu se pak nachazi
kli¢ ke cvicenim a slovnicek. Kniha je doplnéna CD, na kterém je
anglicky text namluveny rodilym mluvéim.

Doufame, ze se vam piibehy budou libit a Ze vas nejen pobavi,
ale Ze vam i pomohou ke zdokonaleni vasi anglictiny.

Anglictina.com






Jeeves Takes Charge

It is difficult to describe my relationship with Jeeves. He is my
man, but lots of people think I’'m too dependent on him. I say: Why
not? The man is a genius and ever since I hired him I’ve stopped
having to make my own decisions. That was about six years ago.

It all started when I returned to my uncle’s place in Shroshpire,
Easeby. I was spending a week there, as [ usually did in the summer;
and I had to end my visit to come back to London to get a new valet
because my previous one stole my silk socks. So when I asked the
registry office in London for someone else, they sent me Jeeves.

I will always remember the morning he arrived. I had gone out
for dinner with friends the night before and wasn’t feeling very
good. [ was also trying to read a book Florence Craye had given me.
I had met her at a house party in Easeby, and two days before I left
we had got engaged. I was supposed to return the next week and |
knew she was expecting me to have finished the book by then.
Florence was a very intelligent girl, and she was trying to make me
read something intellectual. I thought the book was very boring and
difficult to read, especially after a long night of drinking.

I was trying to read the book when the doorbell rang. I opened
the door and a tall man stood outside.

“I was sent by the agency, sir,” he said. “They informed me that you
need a valet.”

I told him to come in. He walked in so quietly, like he was
floating, and entered the kitchen. He began preparing something
and so [ returned to the couch to read my book.

A few minutes later he came in the living room with a drink.

“Please drink this, sir. It is my own little invention. Gentlemen
have told me it is very helpful after a late evening.”



Jeeves to bere do svych rukou

Je t€zké popsat muj vztah k Jeevesovi. Je to mij sluha, ale
spousta lidi si mysli, ze jsem na ném pfili$ zavisly. Ja fikdm: Proc¢
ne? Ten Cloveék je genius a od té doby, co jsem ho zaméstnal, uz
nemusim délat vlastni rozhodnuti. To se stalo asi pied Sesti lety.

Vsechno to zacalo, kdyz jsem se vratil ke svému stryci do
Shroshpiru v Easeby. Travil jsem tam tyden, jako vzdycky v 1été,
a musel jsem svou navstévu ukoncit a vratit se do Londyna, kde
jsem potfeboval najit nového komornika, protoze ten ptedchozi mi
kradl hedvabné ponozky. Takze kdyz jsem se zeptal v londynské
agentufe na nékoho jiného, poslali mi Jeevese.

Vzdycky si budu pamatovat to rano, kdy dorazil. Pfedeslé noci
jsem si vyrazil na vecefi s prateli a necitil jsem se pfili§ dobte. Také
jsem se pokousel Cist knihu, kterou mi dala Florence Crayeova.
Potkal jsem ji na vecirku v Easeby a dva dny ptedtim, neZ jsem
odjel, jsme se zasnoubili. M¢l jsem se vratit nasledujiciho tydne a ja
veédél, ze bude ode m¢e ocekavat, ze budu mit knihu do t¢ doby
prectenou. Florence byla velmi inteligentni divka a pokousela se mé
donutit, abych ¢etl néco intelektudlniho. Kniha mi pfipadala velmi
nudna a tézké ke Cteni, obzvlasté po popijeni dlouho do noci.

Pokousel jsem se knihu ¢ist, kdyz tu zazvonil zvonek u dvefi.
Otevfel jsem dvete a tam stal vysoky muz.

»Poslala mé¢ agentura, pane,” fekl. ,Informovali m¢, ze
pottebujete komornika.*

Rekl jsem mu, at’ jde dal. Vesel tak potichu, jako by se nadnésel,
a vstoupil do kuchyné. Zacal néco piipravovat, a tak jsem se vratil
na pohovku, abych si ¢etl.

O par minut pozdéji vesel do obyvaciho pokoje s népojem.

,»Prosim, pane, vypijte tohle. Je to mij vlastni maly vynalez.
Péanové mi fikali, Ze to velmi pomaha po probdélé noci.*



I drank it. For a moment I felt like I had swallowed a bomb that
exploded in my throat. It was a terrible feeling. But then after that
everything began to feel alright. The sun shone through the window,
the birds were singing, and | knew there was hope.

“You’re hired!” I exclaimed.

“Thank you, sir. My name is Jeeves.”

“When can you start?”’

“Immediately, sir.”

“Because [ have to return to Easeby the day after tomorrow.”

“Very good, sir.” He looked up at the mantelpiece. “That is an
excellent painting of Lady Florence Craye, sir. It has been two years
since I have saw her. [ used to work for Lord Worplesdon but I had to
quit because I could not look at him dining in dress trousers, a
flannel shirt, and a hunting coat.”

Lord Worplesdon was Florence’s father and was a little bit crazy.
He also had the worst temper in the country.

I had known the family since I was a kid, and it was this man who
had put the fear of death into me. I will never forget when he found
me, at the age of fifteen, smoking one of his cigars in the stables. He
chased me with a hunting whip for more than half a mile. I thought
he was going to kill me. If there was a flaw in the pure joy of being
engaged to Florence, it was the fact that she was very similar to her
father, and one was never sure of when she might explode. She had a
lovely profile, though.

“Lady Florence and I are engaged, Jeeves,” I said.
“Really, sir?”

His voice told me that he did not like Florence, but I didn’t care.
I can have my own opinions. Florence was a dear girl, and, seen
sideways, very pretty.



Vypil jsem to. Chvili jsem se citil, jako bych spolkl bombu, ktera
mi explodovala v krku. Byl to pfiSerny pocit. Ale pak zacalo byt
vSechno v pofadku. Slunce svitilo oknem dovnitt, ptaci zpivali a j&
vedél, Ze existuje nadéje.

»Jstepiijaty!“ vykftikl jsem.

,»D€kuji, pane. Jmenuji se Jeeves.*

,,Kdy mizete zacit?*

,»Okamzité, pane.“

,,Protoze ja se musim pozitii vratit do Easeby.*

,»V potadku, pane.”“ Vzhlédl ke krbové fimse. ,,To je vytecny
portrét Lady Florence Crayeové, pane. Pied dvéma lety jsem ji
vidél. Dfive jsem pracoval pro Lorda Worplesdona, ale musel jsem
odejit, protoZe jsem se nemohl divat na to, jak vecefi ve svych
domacich kalhotach, flanelové kosili a loveckém kabatu.

Lord Worplesdon byl Florencin otec a byl trochu blaznivy. Také
mél tunejhorsi naturu v zemi.

Tu rodinu jsem znal uz od détstvi a toho muze jsem se k smrti
bal. Nikdy nezapomenu na to, jak mé v patnacti letech nacapal, jak
ve stdjich koutfim jeho doutnik. Honil m¢ s loveckym bicem vice
nez pul mile. Myslel jsem, ze mé¢ zabije. Jestli néco kazilo Cistou
radost z toho, Ze jsem zasnoubeny s Florence, byl to fakt, Zze byla
hodné podobna svému otci a jeden si nikdy nemohl byt jisty, kdy
muZe vybuchnout. Ale méla rozkos$ny profil.

,Lady Florence a ja jsme zasnoubeni, Jeevesi, fekl jsem.
,Opravdu, pane?*

Jeho hlas mi fekl, Ze nema Florence rad, ale to mi bylo jedno.
Mulzu mit svlj vlastni ndzor. Florence byla mild divka a pro
nezucastnéné oko velmi pékna.



The door bell rang and Jeeves floated out and came back with a
telegram. I opened it. Itread:

Return immediately. Extremely urgent. Catch first train.
Florence.

“Strange!” [ said.

“Sir?”

“Oh, nothing!”

In those days I didn’t know Jeeves and so I didn’t tell him my
problems. Nowadays I tell him everything. I didn’t understand why

Florence was demanding that I return to Easeby, even though she
knew I was planning on coming back in two days.

“Jeeves, will you be able to come with me to Easeby in the
afternoon?”

“Yes, sir. Which suit will you wear for the journey?”
“This one.”

[ was wearing a very colourful suit that morning. I really liked it,
but I knew that some people would have to get used to such a
fashionable suit.

“Very good, sir.”

Again, his voice told me that he did not like what I was wearing,
but did not want to say so. I was not ready to let the man boss me
around and start telling me what to wear.

“Don’tyou like this suit, Jeeves?” I said.
“Oh, yes, sir.”

“Well, why don’t you like it?”

“Itis a very nice suit, sir.”

“Well, what’s wrong with it? Go on, tell me!”

10



Zazvonil zvonek u dvefi a Jeeves odplul a vratil se
s telegramem. Oteviel jsem ho. Stalo tam:

Okamzite se vrat. Velmi urgentni. Prijed prvnim viakem.
Florence.

»ZvIastni!*“fekl jsem.
,,Pane?
“4

,Alenic

Tenkrat jsem Jeevese neznal a tak jsem mu o svych problémech
nevypravél. Dnes mu fikam vSechno. Nechépal jsem, pro¢ Florence
trva na tom, abych se vratil do Easeby, pfestoze vi, Ze jsem se
chystal vratit za dva dny.

»Jeevesi, budete moct se mnou jet odpoledne do Easeby?*
,»Ano, pane. Jaky oblek si vezmete na cestu?*
,, Tento.

Toho rana jsem na sobé m¢l velmi pestry oblek. Moc se mi libil,
ale védel jsem, Ze nekteti lidé by si museli na tak modni oblek
zvykat.

,Dobfe, pane.*

Zase v jeho hlasu zaznélo, Ze se mu nelibi, co mam na sob¢, ale
nechtél to fict. Nechystal jsem se dovolit sluhovi, aby mi poroucel
a zacCal mi fikat, co mam nosit.

,»Nelibi se vam ten oblek, Jeevesi?* fekl jsem.

,»Ale ano, pane.*

,»Nuze, pro¢ se vam nelibi?*

,Jetovelmihezky oblek, pane.*

,»Tak, cojenaném Spatného? No tak, povézte mito!*

11



“Well, if I could make a suggestion, sir, just a simple brown or
blue, with a--”

“Are youjoking?!”
“Very good, sir.”
“How inappropriate!”
“Yes, sir.”

“Allright, then.”
“Yes, sir.”

And then he went away to put away his things, and I started to
read, again.

k ok ok k%

During the journey I wondered what could have possibly
happened in Easeby. My uncle wouldn’t have let anything happen in
his house. He was just finishing a history of the family, which he had
been working on for the past year, and spent most of his time in the
library.

When I arrived at the house, Oakshott, the butler, told me that
Florence was in her room, watching her maid pack. She was leaving
with her friends for a few days. I waited in the smoking room as
Oakshott went to tell her I had arrived. As she walked in the room, 1
saw anger in her eyes.

“Darling!” I said, and tried to hug her.
“Don’t!”
“What’s the matter?”

“Everything’s the matter! Bertie, do you remember asking me,
when you left, to get to know your uncle while you were away?”

“Yes.”

12



,»ledy, kdybych smél néco navrhnout, pane, jen jednoduchy
hnédy nebo modry s--*

,Délate silegraci?!*

,,V poradku, pane.*

,,<Jaknemistné!*

,»Ano, pane.

,Pak tedy v poradku.*

»Ano, pane.*

A odesel si odnést své véci aja si zase zacal Cist.

* % % % %

Cestou jsem premyslel, co se tak mohlo v Easeby stat. M{j stryc
by nedovolil, aby se cokoliv vjeho domé piihodilo. Zrovna
dokoncoval d¢jiny nasi rodiny, na kterych pracoval cely ptredchozi
rok a stravil vétSinu ¢asu v knihovné.

Kdyz jsem pftijel do domu, majordomus Oakshott mi fekl, Ze
Florence je ve svém pokoji a dohlizi na sluzku, jak bali. Odjizdéla se
svymi prateli na par dni pryé. Cekal jsem v kuiackém pokoji,
zatimco ji Oakshott Sel fict, ze jsem piijel. KdyZ vesla do mistnosti,
uvidél jsem v jejich o€ich zlost.

'66

,,Drahousku
,.Nechtoho!*
,»Cosedéje?*

ekl jsem a pokusil jsem se ji obejmout.

,»Vsechno! Bertie, vzpominas si, jak jsi mé pii odjezdu pozadal,
abych se seznamila s tvym strycem, zatimco budes pry¢?*

13

,,Ano.

13



I had asked this because at that time [ was very dependent on my
uncle, and I couldn’t marry anyone without his approval. I didn’t
think he would have any objection to Florence, especially because
he had known her father since they were at Oxford together. But I
did not want to take any chances; so I told her to make friends with
the old boy.

“You told me it would please him if T asked him to read me some
ofhis history of the family.”

“Wasn’the pleased?”

“He was very pleased. He finished writing it yesterday
afternoon, and read most of it to me last night. I have never been so
shocked in my life. The book is horrible!”

“Florence, the family wasn’t that bad!”

“It 1s not a history of the family at all! Your uncle has written
stories of his youth! He calls them ‘Recollections of a Long Life’! If
half of what he has written is true, your uncle’s youth must have
been appalling. As soon as he started reading he told me a story of
how he and my father were thrown out of a music hall in 1887!”

GGWhy?,’
“I'won’ttell you why.”

It must have been something pretty bad. It took a lot to make
them chuck people out of music halls in 1887.

“Your uncle explained that father had drunk a bottle and half of
champagne before beginning the evening. The book is full of stories
like that. There is a terrible one about Lord Emsworth.”

“Lord Emsworth? Not the one we know? Not the one at
Blandings?”

He is a very nice, quiet man who spends most of his days digging
in his garden.

14



Pozadal jsem ji o to, protoze v té dob¢ jsem byl na stryci velmi
zavisly a nemohl bych si nikoho vzit bez jeho svoleni. Nenapadlo
mé, Ze by mohl proti Florence cokoliv namitat, obzvlasté proto, ze
znal jejiho otce od té doby, co byli spolu na Oxfordu. Ale nechtél
jsem nic ponechat nahodé¢, tak jsem ji fekl, aby se se starouskem
spratelila.

,Rikal jsi mi, ze by ho pot&silo, kdybych ho poprosila, aby mi
piecetl néco z déjin vasi rodiny.*

,»Nepotesilo ho to?*

,»M¢l velkou radost. V¢era odpoledne to dopsal a vecer mi
vetsinu z toho precetl. Nikdy v Zivoté jsem nebyla tak Sokovana. Ta
kniha je pfiSerna!*

,Florence, rodina nebyla tak Spatna!*

,»10 vibec nejsou dé&jiny rodiny! Tvlj stryc psal piibéhy ze
svého mladi! Nazyva to ,Vzpominky z dlouhého Zivota’. Jestli je
z poloviny pravda to, co napsal, muselo byt mladi tvého stryce
otfesné. Hned, jak zacal Cist, vypravél mi ptibéh o tom, jak byli
v roce 1887 s mym otcem vyhozeni z koncertni sing!“

,,PTo¢?*

,Nefeknu ti pro¢.*

Muselo to byt néco hodné zlého. V roce 1887 lidi z koncertnich
sini jen tak pro nic za nic nevyhazovali.

,» Lvlj stryc vysvétloval, Ze otec toho vecera jesté pfed zacatkem
vypil jeden a pul lahve Sampaiiského. Kniha je plna takovych
piibehi. Je tam jeden strasny o Lordu Emsworthovi.*

,Lord Emsworth? Ne ten, kterého zname? Ne ten z Blandings?*

Je to velmi mily, tichy muz, ktery travi vétSinu svych dni
okopévanim své zahrady.

15



“The same man. That is why the book is so terrible. It talks of so
many respectable people who behaved like monkeys during the
eighties. There is also a very detailed story about Sir Stanley
Gervase-Gervase at Rosherville Gardens, which I cannot repeat!”

“Please, tellme!”
“NO ! 2

“Oh well, I shouldn’t worry. No publisher will print the book if it
isthatbad.”

“You’re wrong. Your uncle told me that all negotiations are
settled with Riggs and Ballinger and he’s sending the manuscript
tomorrow for publication.”

“What should we do?”

“The manuscript must be stopped before it reaches Riggs and
Ballinger and destroyed!”

“How will you do that?” I asked.

“How can I do it? Didn’t I tell you the parcel is being sent
tomorrow? I am going to the Murgatroyd’s dance tonight with my
maid and won’t be back until Monday. You have to do it. That is why
[telegraphed you.”

“What!”

She looked at me with wide eyes.

“Are yourefusing to help me, Bertie?”

“No, but--"

“Do you want to marry me, Bertie?”

“Yes, of course, but--"

For amoment she looked exactly like her father.

“I'will never marry you if those Recollections are published.”
“But Florence, my dear!”

16



,Presn¢ ten. Proto je ta kniha tak pfiSernd. Vypravi o tolika
vazenych lidech, ktefi se v osmdesatych letech chovali jak opice. Je
tam také velmi podrobny ptib¢h o Siru Stanleym Gervase-Gervase
z Rosherville Gardens, ktery nemohu opakovat!“

,»Prosim, povéz miho!*
,,Ne!*

,No, dobfe, ale s tim bych si ned¢lal starosti. Zédny nakladatel
tu knihunevyda, jestli je tak Spatna.*

»losepletes. Tvlj stryc mi fekl, Ze ma vSe dojednano s Riggsem
a Ballingerem a zitra posila rukopis k vydani.*

,,Cobudeme délat?*

,,Ruko 1s musime zastavit, nez se dostane k Riggsovi
b
a Ballingerovi, aznicit!“

»Jak toudelas?* zeptal jsem se.

»Jak bych to mohla ud¢€lat? Netikala jsem ti, Ze bali¢ek posle
zitra? Ja jedu dnes vecer k Murgatroydovym na ples se svou
komornou a vratim se aZ v pondéli. Musis to ud¢lat ty. Proto jsem ti
poslalatelegram.*

,Coze!l“

Podivala se namé s o¢ima otevienyma dokofan.

,Odmitas mi pomoct, Bertie?

,.Ne, ale--“

,,Chces simé vzit, Bertie?*

,»Ano, samoziejmé, ale--*

Na okamzik vypadala ptfesné jako jeji otec.

,»Nikdy si té nevezmu, pokud ty Vzpominky budou vydané.*
,,Ale Florence, ma draha!*

17



“I'mean it. Think of this as a test. If you pass, I will know you are
smarter than most people say you are. If you fail, I will know that
your Aunt Agatha was right when she called you a mindless child
and advised me not to marry you. It will be very simple for you to
stop the manuscript from being delivered. You only need to figure
outhowtodoit.”

“But what if Uncle Willoughby catches me? He’d never give me
asingle penny ever again!”

“Do you care more about your uncle’s money than me?”’

“No, of course not!”

“Good. The manuscript will be on the table in the hall tomorrow
for Oakshott to take to the village with the letters. All you have to do
is take it away and destroy it. Then your uncle will think it has been
lost in the post.”

“Doesn’the have a copy of it?”

“No, ithasn’t been typed. He’s sending the manuscript just as he
wrote it.”

Ithought ofa greatidea.
“Why don’t you ask Edwin to do it?”

Edwin was her younger brother, who was spending his holidays
at Easeby. I never liked him. In fact, it was Edward who had told his
father that I was smoking one of his cigars. He was fourteen now and
just joined the Boy Scouts. He was a bit of a nerd and took his
responsibilities very seriously. He was always trying to do acts of
kindness everywhere he went.

“No, I would never ask him to do that. Bertie, are you going to do
this simple thing, or not?”’

“Oh, all right!” I'said. “All right, all right, all right!”’
I gotup to think it over. I met Jeeves in the passage outside.
“Pardon me, sir.  was looking for you.”

18



,»Myslim to vazné. Ber to jako test. Kdyz projdes, budu védet, ze
jsi chyttejsi, nez vétSina lidi tika, ze jsi. Pokud neuspéjes, budu
veédet, Ze tva teta Agata méla pravdu, kdyZ té nazvala ditétem bez
rozumu a radila mi, at’ si t€ neberu. Bude pro tebe velmi snadné ten
rukopis zadrzet, aby nebyl doruceny. Jen musi§ vymyslet, jak to
udélat.”

»Ale co kdyz mé stryc Willoughby pfistihne? Uz by mi nikdy
nedal ani penny.*

,»Zaleziti vic na penézich nezna mng?*

,»Ne, samoziejmé, Ze ne!*

,Dobie. Rukopis bude zitra v hale na stole pfipraveny pro
Oakshotta, aby ho s dopisy odnesl do vesnice. Jediné, co musi$
udé¢lat, je vzit ho a znicCit ho. Pak si tviij stryc bude myslet, Ze se
ztratil v posté.*

,»,Nema jeho kopii?*

,»Ne, nepsal to na stroji. Posila rukopis tak, jak ho napsal.*

Dostal jsem skvély napad.

,,Pro¢ nepoprosis Edwina, aby to udélal?*

Edwin byl jeji mladsi bratr, ktery travil prazdniny v Easeby.
Nikdy jsem ho nemél rad. Vlastné¢ to byl Edwin, ktery ekl svému
otci, Zze koufim jeho doutnik. Ted’ mu bylo ¢trnéact a zrovna se dal ke

skautim. Byl tak trochu hlupék a bral své povinnosti velmi vazné.
Stale se snazil konat dobro vSude, kam pfisel.

,»INe, nikdy bych po ném nechtéla, aby to udélal. Bertie, udélas tu
snadnou véc nebo ne?*

,»INo dobra!“tekl jsem. ,,Dobra, dobra, dobra!*

Vstal jsem, abych si to promyslel. Venku na chodbé& jsem potkal
Jeevese.

,Promiiite, pane. Hledal jsem vés.*
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“What’s the matter?”

“I wanted to tell you that someone has put black polish on your
brown walking shoes.”

“What! Who? Why?”
“Idon’tknow, sir.”
“Can| fix them?”
“Idonotthink so.”
“Damn!”

“Very good, sir.”

* ok ok ok Xk

The next morning I waited anxiously for the parcel to be placed
on the hall table. I did not like the idea. I never did. Uncle
Willoughby was still in the library, probably finishing and making
some changes to his great work.

At around half past four he finally walked out of the library, put
the parcel on the table, and walked away. I was hiding behind a suit
of armour, just south-east of the table. I leaped towards the table,
grabbed the manuscript and ran upstairs to hide it. I ran into my
room and was surprised to see Edwin, the Boy Scout. He was
standing at the chest of drawers, fixing my ties.

“Hello!” he said.
“What are you doing here?”

“I'm tidying your room. It’s my last act of kindness for today.
Yesterday I polished your shoes. Did you see them?”’

“Yes, Idid.”

The parcel was behind my back and I was worried he might see
it. Thad to get to the chest of drawers quickly.

“You don’tneed to tidy my room,” I said.
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,Cosedeje?

,Chtél jsem vam fict, ze nékdo dal ¢erny krém na vase hnédé
vychéazkové boty.*

,,Coze! Kdo? Pro¢?*
,»lonevim, pane.*
,,Da se to odstranit?*
»Myslim, Ze ne.*
,,Zatracené!*

»dpravng, pane.

* % % % %

Dalsiho rana jsem rozrusené ¢ekal, az se balicek objevi na stole
v hale. Ten ndpad se mi nelibil. Vlibec ne. Stryc Willoughby byl
stale jesté v knihovné a délal na své skvelé praci néjaké upravy.

Kolem piil paté konecné¢ vysel z knihovny, dal balicek na stil
a odesel. Schovaval jsem se za brnénim jihovychodné od stolu.
Skocil jsem ke stolu, popadl jsem rukopis a utikal jsem nahoru,
abych ho schoval. Vbéhl jsem do svého pokoje a tam mé piekvapil
skaut Edwin. Stal u skiiiiky se zasuvkami a upravoval mé vazanky.

,»Ahoj!“fekl.

,»Cotudelas?

,Uklizim tviij pokoj. To je mlij dne$ni posledni dobry skutek.
V¢erajsem vylestil tvé boty. Vidél jsije?*

,,Ano, vidél.«

Balicek jsem mél za zady a bal jsem se, Ze ho uvidi. Potfeboval
jsem se dostatrychle k zasuvkam.

,»,Nemusi$ mi uklizet pokoj,* fekl jsem.
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“I'like tidying it.”

“Butit’s already tidy.”

“No, it’s not finished.”

I'was getting annoyed. I had to think of something fast.

“You could do something even kinder. Do you see the box of

cigars? Take it down to the smoking room and snip off the ends for
me. That would really help me. Thanks.”

As soon as he left, I put the parcel in the drawer and pushed it
closed. Florence had talked about destroying the manuscript, but
how can one destroy a big pile of paper in somebody else’s house
without anyone noticing? So I left it in the drawer.

I could not stop thinking about the crime I had committed. The
drawer haunted me. The smallest sound startled me. I wondered
when Uncle Willoughby would notice.

The next day on Friday evening he called me to come into the
library where he was sitting at his desk.

“Bertie,” he said, “a very strange thing has happened. As you
know, I sent the manuscript to Messrs Riggs and Ballinger, the
publishers, yesterday afternoon. They should have received it from
the first post this morning. I called them to make sure that they have
it, and they told me that they never received it.”

“Very strange!”

“I remember very clearly putting the manuscript on the table to
be posted with the letters. However, Oakshott says that he never saw
itthere, and that he did not postit.”

“Sounds funny!”

“I'think that the parcel has been stolen.”

“Really? Surely not!”
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,,Jahoraduklizim.*

»Aleuzje uklizeny.

,»INe, jeste to neni hotoveé.*

Zacal jsem se zlobit. Rychle jsem musel néco vymyslet.*

,»Mohl bys udé€lat néco mnohem uslechtilejsiho. Vidis tu krabici
s doutniky? Odnes ji doli do kufackého pokoje a odfizni pro mé
jejich konce. To by mi opravdu pomohlo. Diky.*

Jakmile odesel, dal jsem balicek do zasuvky a zavtel jsem ji.
Florence mluvila o zni€eni rukopisu, ale jak nékdo muize znicit
velkou hromadu papiru v cizim domé¢, aniz by si toho kdokoliv
v8§iml? Tak jsem ho nechal v zasuvce.

Nedokazal jsem prestat myslet na zlo€in, ktery jsem spachal. Ta
zasuvka mé straSila. Sebemensi zvuk mé vylekal. Pfemyslel jsem,
kdy si toho stryc Willoughby v§imne.

Dalsiho dne, v patek vecer, si m¢ zavolal do knihovny, kde sed¢l
u svého pracovniho stolu.

»HBertie,“ fekl, ,stala se velmi podivnd véc. Jak vis, vCera
odpoledne jsem poslal rukopis pantiim Riggsovi a Ballingerovi,
nakladatelim. M¢li ho dostat dnes rano prvni posStou. Volal jsem
jim, abych se ujistil, jestli ho maji, a oni mi fekli, ze ho viibec
nedostali.*

'G‘

,,velmi zvlastni

»Jasn¢ si pamatuji, ze jsem rukopis polozil na stil, aby byl
poslan s dopisy. Ale Oakshott tika, Zze ho tam vibec nevidél
aneposlal ho.*

,,Jo zni divné!“
,»Myslim, Ze byl balicek ukraden.*
,»Opravdu? To jisté ne!*
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“During the past few weeks I have noticed several of my things
missing. The strange thing is that some of them are valuable, and
some of them are not, which, makes me think that there is a
kleptomaniac somewhere who is taking these things.”

“Wait, uncle, I can explain. It was my man, Meadowes, who
stole those things. [ saw him stealing my silk socks!”

He looked impressed.
“Go get the man and question him!”

“He’s not here. As soon as I caught him stealing my socks I fired
him. That’s why I was London-- to get anew man.”

“Then, if Meadowes is not in the house, it couldn’t have been
him who stole the manuscript. It just does not make any sense.” He
left the room to gather his thoughts.

I felt like a character from a book I once read who murdered
someone and hid the body under the dining room-table, and then had
to stay for a dinner party. My guilty secret was always on my mind. I
lita cigarette.

It was a very quiet evening. The kind of evening where you
could hear a snail sneezing a mile away. As the sun was setting [ was
walking around the garden and finally starting to feel a bit calmer,
until [ heard my name spoken.

“It’s about Bertie.”

It was Edwin’s voice. It was coming from the library. I walked
towards the window.

“What about Bertie?” I heard Uncle Willoughby say.

“I heard you talking to him about your missing parcel. I think
he’s gotit.”

I froze with fear.

“Whatdo youmean?”
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,Béhem poslednich par tydnd jsem si v§iml, Ze chybi nékolik
mych véci. Zvlastni je, ze nékteré z nich jsou cenné a jiné ne, cozmé
ptivadi na myslenku, Ze je tu nékde né&jaky kleptoman, ktery ty véci
bere.

,»Pockej strycku, to mizu vysvétlit. Byl to milj sluha Meadowes,
ktery kradl ty véci. Vid¢l jsem ho, jak mi krade mé hedvabné
ponozky!*

Vypadal, ze ho to zaujalo.

,»Dojdipron¢j avyzpovidej ho!*

,»Neni tady. Jakmile jsem ho pfistihl pii kradezi mych ponozek,
vyhodil jsem ho. Proto jsem byl v Londyné--abych si nasel nového
sluhu.

»Pak ale, pokud Meadowes neni v dom¢, nemohl ukrast ten
rukopis. To nedavéd zadny smysl.“ OdeSel z mistnosti, aby si
usporadal myslenky.

Citil jsem se jako jedna postava z knihy, kterou jsem kdysi Cetl.
Ten ¢lovek né€koho zavrazdil a ukryl télo pod stll v jidelné a pak
musel ziistat na vecefi. Pofdd jsem provinile myslel na své
tajemstvi. Zapalil jsem si cigaretu.

Byl velmi tichy vecer. Takovy ten vecer, kdy jste mohli na mili
zaslechnout kychnout hlemyzdé. Jak zapadalo slunce, prochazel
jsem se po zahrad¢ a konecné jsem se zacal citit klidné;si, dokud
jsemnezaslechl své jméno.

,,Jde o Bertieho.
Byl to Edwiniiv hlas. Vychazel zknihovny. Sel jsem k oknu.
,»Cojes Bertiem?* zaslechl jsem fikat stryce Willoughbyho.

»olysel jsem, ze s nim mluvite o vasem zmizelém balicku.
Myslim, ze ho mé on.*

Ztuhl jsem strachy.
,Co to fikas?*
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“Well, I was in his room yesterday, doing him an act of kindness
and he came in with a parcel. I could see it, even though he tried to
hide it behind his back. And then he asked me to go downstairs and
snip some cigars for him. About two minutes later he came down
and he wasn’t carrying anything. So it must be in his room.”

Stupid Boy Scout.

“Should I go look in his room?” asked the boy. “I’m sure the
parcel’s there.”

“But why would he steal my manuscript?”

“Maybe he’s a kleptomaniac! It might have been Bertie who
took all those things from the very start!”

“Idon’tthink Bertie is a kleptomaniac, Edwin.”

“Well, I’'m sure he’s got your parcel. This is what you should do.
Tell him that you think Mr. Berkeley left something in his room
from his visit a few weeks ago. He stayed in Bertie’s room. You
could say that youneed to look forit.”

“Thatis possible. I ----- ”?

I didn’t want to hear anymore. I ran as fast as I could to my room
and tried to open the drawer, but then remembered the keys were in
my pants I wore the day before. I looked around my room for the

pants and then realized Jeeves must have taken them to be cleaned.
AsIrang my bell for him, Uncle Willoughby came to my door.

“Hello, Bertie,” he said confidently, “I have received a telegram
from Berkeley, who stayed in this room earlier, asking me to send
him his cigarette case. I cannot find it downstairs and so I need to
look around your room.”

How dare he lie to me?
“I'haven’tseen itanywhere,” I said.
“Well, I should look for it anyway.”

He walked in and began to look around. He began pulling out all
the drawers. I stood and watched, sweating like mad.
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,INo, ja byl v¢éera v jeho pokoji a vykonaval pro n¢j dobry skutek
a on vesel s balickem. Vidél jsem ho, 1 kdyz se ho snazil schovat za
zady. A pak mé poprosil, abych Sel doll1 a odfizl mu néjaké doutniky.
Asi o dvé minuty pozd¢ji ptisel dolii a nic nenesl. Takze to musi byt
v jeho pokoji.*

Pitomy skaut.

»Mam se jit podivat do jeho pokoje?* zeptal se kluk. ,,Jsem si
jisty, ze balicek je tam.*

,»Ale pro¢ by kradl mtij rukopis?

,»Mozna je kleptoman! Tieba to byl Bertie, kdo od zacatku bral
vSechny ty véci!“

,»Myslim, Ze Bertie neni kleptoman, Edwine.*
_ »No, jsem si jisty, Ze ma vas bali¢ek. M€l byste ud¢lat tohle.
Reknéte mu, Ze si myslite, Zze pan Berkeley zapomnél néco v jeho
pokoji, kdyz tu byl pied par tydny na navstéveé. Bydlel v Bertieho
pokoji. Mohl byste fict, ze to potiebujete najit.*

»lobyslo. Ja----*

Vic uz jsem nechtél slyset. BéZel jsem co nejrychleji do svého
pokoje a zkusil jsem oteviit zasuvku, ale pak jsem si vzpomnél, Ze
kli¢e mam v kalhotach, které jsem mél na sob¢ predchoziho dne.
Dival jsem se po pokoji, kde kalhoty jsou, a pak jsem si uvédomil, ze
je Jeeves urcité odnesl vycistit. Kdyz jsem na né¢ho zvonil, ptisel
k mym dvefim stryc Willoughby.

»Ahoj, Bertie,” fekl rozhodné, ,,dostal jsem telegram od
Berkeleyho, ktery dfive v tomto pokoji bydlel, abych mu poslal
jeho cigaretové pouzdro. Dole ho nemiizu najit a tak se musim
podivat po tvém pokoji.*

Jak to, Ze se mi odvazi takhle lhat?

,»Nikde jsem ho nevid¢l, fekl jsem.

»Ale1tak se poném podivam.*

Vesel dovnitt a zacal se rozhlizet. Zacal vytahovat vSechny
zasuvky. Stal jsem, dival jsem se a straSné jsem se potil.
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Then he stopped.

“This drawer is locked,” he said, pulling on the handle.
“Yes, itis locked. So we don’t need to open it.”
“Don’tyou have the key?”

A soft, low voice spoke behind me.

“I believe this is the key you are looking for, sir. It was in pocket
of'your evening trousers.”

It was Jeeves. He had quietly walked in, with my evening things,
and was standing there holding the key. I could have killed the man.

“Thank you,” said my uncle.
“Notatall, sir.”
Uncle Willoughby opened the drawer. I closed my eyes.

“No,” he said, “there’s nothing here. The drawer is empty. Thank
you, Bertie. Berkeley must have taken his cigarette case.”

After he left, I looked at Jeeves, totally confused.
“Jeeves!”

“Sir?”

“Did you---was there---"

“Iremoved the parcel this morning, sir.”
“Why?”

“I heard you and Florence speaking about the manuscript the
other evening, sir.”

“Jeeves, ifit’s possible, could you keep the parcel until we return
to London?”

“Yes, sir.”

“And then, destroy it?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Good. I’ll leave itin your hands.”
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Pak prestal.

,» Tahle zasuvka je zamc¢end,* fekl a tahal za rukojet’.*
,»Ano, je zamcena. Tak ji nemusime otevirat.*
,»Copak nemas kli¢?*

Zamnou promluvil mékky hluboky hlas.

»Myslim, Ze toto je ten kli¢, ktery hledate, pane. Byl v kapse
vasich vecernich kalhot.*

Byl to Jeeves. Tise vesSel dovnitt s mymi ve¢ernimi vécmi a stal
tam s kli¢em. Nejradsi bych ho zabil.

,,Dekuji vam,* fekl maj stryc.
»Nenizac¢, pane.*
Stryc Willoughby oteviel zasuvku. J4 zaviel oci.

,»INe,“ fekl, ,,tam nic neni. Zasuvka je prazdna. Dékuji, Bertie.
Berkeley si to cigaretové pouzdro musel vzit.*

Kdyz odesel, podival jsem se na Jeevese, cely zmateny.
,,Jeevesi!“

,,Pane?

,» VY jste---byl tam---*

,Balicek jsem vyndal dnes rdno, pane.*

,,PTo¢?*

»Tuhle vecCer jsem zaslechl vds a Florence mluvit o tom
rukopisu, pane.*

,Jeevesi, jestli je to mozné, mohl byste si balicek nechat, dokud
se nevratime do Londyna?*

,»Ano, pane.*
»Apakho zni¢it?*
,»Ano, pane.

,,Dobfe. Nechamto na vas.*

29



“Very good, sir.”
“You know, Jeeves, I think you are a pretty good man.”
“Thank you, sir.”

Florence came back on Monday. I didn’t see her until we were all
having tea in the hall.

“Well, Bertie?”’ she said.

“It’sall right.”

“Have you destroyed the manuscript?”
“Notexactly, but--"

I was going to explain everything when Uncle Willoughby came
running out of the library.

“Something amazing has happened, Bertie! I just spoke to Mr.
Riggs on the telephone and he told me that he received my
manuscript by the first post this morning! I wonder why it took so
long to arrive!”

When he walked away, I looked at Florence, who looked like she
wanted to kill me right then and there.

“I don’tunderstand how that happened!” I said.

“I can. You prefer to lose me rather than losing your uncle’s
money.”

“No! That’s not true!”

“Now [ know your Aunt Agatha was right about you. [ hoped she
was wrong, and that’s why I waited. Thankfully I know now. Our
engagement is over.”

And she walked away. I slowly walked up to my room and rang
for Jeeves. He soon entered, looking totally normal, like nothing
had happened.

“Jeeves!” I yelled. “Jeeves, that parcel arrived in London!”
“Yes, sir?”

“Did you send it?”
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»dpravng, pane.

,» Vite, Jeevesi, myslim, Ze jste zatracen¢ dobry sluha.*

,Dékuji vam, pane.*

Florence se vratila v pondéli. Nevidél jsem se sni az do
odpoledniho ¢aje, ktery jsme si v§ichni davali v hale.

,,Tak co, Bertie?* fekla.

,»VSechno je v poradku.*

,»Znicil jsi ten rukopis?*

,, 1o presnéne, ale--*

Chystal jsem se vSechno vysvétlit, kdyz tu se stryc Willoughby
vyftitil z knihovny.

»dtalo se néco Uzasného, Bertie! Pravé jsem telefonoval

s panem Riggsem a ten mi fekl, Ze dnes dostal rukopis ranni postou!
To bychrad védél, proc trvalo tak dlouho, neZ dorazil!*

Kdyz odesel pryc, podival jsem se na Florence, ktera vypadala,
jako by mé chtéla pfimo na misté zabit.

»Nechépu, jak se to stalo!*“ fekl jsem.

»Jaano. Radéji piijdes o meé nez o stryckovy penize.*

,»Ne! Toneni pravda!*

»led vim, ze tva teta Agata o tobé mluvila pravdu. Doufala
jsem, zZe se plete, a proto jsem Cekala. Nastésti ted’ uz vim. Nase
zasnoubeni se rusi.*

A odkrécela. Pomalu jsem Sel nahoru do svého pokoje a zazvonil
na Jeevese. Brzy vstoupil a vypadal Gplné normalné, jako by se nic
nestalo.

LJeevesi!“ zajecel jsem. ,Jeevesi, ten bali¢ek dorazil do
Londyna!*

»Ano, pane?*
,» 1y jsiho poslal?*
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