Strange Jest

‘And this,” said Jane Helier, completing her
introductions, ‘is Miss Marple!’

Being an actress, she was able to make her
point. It was clearly the climax, the triumphant
finale! Her tone was equally compounded of re-
verent awe and triumph.

The odd part of it was that the object thus
proudly proclaimed was merely a gentle, fussy-
looking, elderly spinster. In the eyes of the two
young people who had just, by Jane’s good of-
fices, made her acquaintance, there showed
incredulity and a tinge of dismay. They were nice-
looking people; the girl, Charmian Stroud, slim
and dark — the man, Edward Rossiter, a fair-haired,
amiable young giant.

Charmian said a little breathlessly. ‘Oh! We're
awfully pleased to meet you.” But there was doubt
in her eyes. She flung a quick, questioning glance
at Jane Helier.



Podivny Sprym

LA toto,“ uzaviela Jane Helierovad svoji dvodni
fe¢, ,je sle¢na Marploval®

Jakozto herecka uméla Jane své promluvy
fadné vypointovat. Tohle byl zjevné dramaticky
vrchol, triumfalni findle. V jejim ténu se misila ob-
divna tdcta s vitézoslavnou radosti.

Zvlastnost spocivala v tom, Ze predmétem to-
hoto hrdého uvedeni byla pouhopouhd jedna
krotkd, od pohledu evidentné puntickdrskd a ni-
koli uz nejmladsi stara panna. V ocich téch dvou
mladych, ktefi se diky Jane se sle¢cnou Marplovou
praveé sezndmili, se zracila nedivéfivost se stopou
uzasu a zklamani. Vypadali pfijemné, dévce, Char-
mian Stroudovi, Stihlé a snédé, a muZz, Edward
Rossiter, piivétivy mlady svétlovlasy obr.

Charmian fekla s prekvapenim v hlase:
,O, ohromné nds t&8i, Ze vds pozndviame,“ ale v je-
jim pohledu byly patrné pochyby. Kratce a tazave
se zadivala na Jane Helierovou.



‘Darling,’ said Jane, answering the glance, ‘she’s
absolutely marvellous. Leave it all to her. T told
you I'd get her here and I have.” She added to
Miss Marple, ‘You’ll fix it for them, T know. Tt will
be easy for you.’

Miss Marple turned her placid, china-blue eyes
towards Mr Rossiter. “‘Won'’t you tell me,” she said,
‘what all this is about?’

TJane’s a friend of ours,” Charmian broke in
impatiently. ‘Edward and I are in rather a fix. Jane
said if we would come to her party, she’d intro-
duce us to someone who was — who would — who
could ~

Edward came to the rescue. Jane tells us you're
the last word in sleuths, Miss Marple!’

The old lady’s eyes twinkled, but she protested
modestly. ‘Oh, no, no! Nothing of the kind. It’s just
that living in a village as T do, one gets to know
so much about human nature. But really you have
made me quite curious. Do tell me your problem.’

Tm afraid it’s terribly hackneyed — just buried
treasure,” said Edward.

‘Indeed? But that sounds most exciting!”

‘T know. Like Treasure Island. But our problem
lacks the usual romantic touches. No point on



,2Drahousku,“ fekla Jane, odpovidajic na ten ne-
vyiceny dotaz, ,je naprosto tizasnd. Nech to zcela
na ni. Slibila jsem, Ze ji sem dostanu, a taky jsem
jl sem dostala.“ Ke sle¢né¢ Marplové pak dodala:
,Vyijim to vyfesite, to jsem si jistd. Pro vds to bude
snadné.“

Sle¢na Marplova stocila své mirumilovné, por-
celinové modré oci smérem k panu Rossiterovi.
,Rekl byste mi, o co tady jde?

Jane je naSe pfitelkyné“ prerusila je Charmian
netrpé€livé. ;My dva s Edwardem jsme tak trochu
v pekné kasi. Jane fikala, Ze kdyZ k ni pfijdeme na
vecirek, predstavi nds nékomu, kdo je — kdo by —
kdo bude schopen — ¢

Edward se ji pokusil zachranit: ,Jane nam fikala,
Ze jste nejvetsi kapacitou mezi soukromymi ocky,
sle¢no Marploval!*

Staré damé zazafila ocka, ale skromné opono-
vala. ,Ale kdepak! Nic takového. To jen kdyZ ¢lo-
vek Zije na venkové jako jd, dozvi se toho spous-
tu o lidské povaze. Ale vzbudili jste ve mné
zvédavost. Povézte mi o té vasi nesndzi.”

,BohuZzel je takova fidni — jde jen o zakopany
poklad,“ fekl Edward.

,Skutecné? Ale to se zda byt navysost vzruSu-
jfctl

Ja vim. Jako Ostrov pokladii. Jenze nase nesndz
postrddd obvyklé romantické prvky. Zadny bod



a chart indicated by a skull and crossbones, no
directions like “four paces to the left, west by
north”. It’s horribly prosaic — just where we ought
to dig.’

‘Have you tried at all”’

‘I should say we’d dug about two solid square
acres! The whole place is ready to be turned into
a market garden. We're just discussing whether to
grow vegetable marrows or potatoes.’

Charmian said rather abruptly, ‘May we really
tell you all about it”

‘But, of course, my dear.’

‘Then let's find a peaceful spot. Come on,
Edward.’

She led the way out of the overcrowded and
smoke-laden room, and they went up the stairs, to
a small sitting-room on the second floor.

When they were seated, Charmian began
abruptly. ‘Well, here goes! The story starts with
Uncle Mathew, uncle — or rather, great-great-uncle
—to both of us. He was incredibly ancient. Edward
and T were his only relations. He was fond of us
and always declared that when he died he would
leave his money between us. Well, he died last
March and left everything he had to be divided
equally between Edward and myself. What I've
just said sounds rather callous — I don’t mean that
it was right that he died — actually we were very
fond of him. But he’d been ill for some time.
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Yo~

na nakresu oznaceny lebkou a zkiiZenymi hnaty,
7adné popisy cesty typu: ,Ctyfi kroky vlevo seve-
rozdpadné.‘ Je to pfiSerné prozaické — jde jen o to,
kde mame kopat.”

,UZ jste to zkouseli?®

JRekl bych, Ze uZ jsme rozkopali asi tak celé
dva akry! Cely pozemek muze ihned zacit slouzit
jako zahrada na vynos. Jen se rozhodujeme, jestli
ji radéji osadit dynémi nebo bramborami.*

Charmian se vmisila ponékud dsecné: ,MizZeme
vam o tom skute¢né fict vie?"

»2Ale samoziejmé, drahousku.“

,Tak se pfesunnme né¢kam, kde je klid. Pojdme,
Edwarde.”

Vedla je ven z pfeplnéné a zakoufené mistnosti
nahoru po schodech do malého obyvaciho poko-
jiku v patfe.

KdyZ se usadili, Charmian se bez otdleni dala do
vypravéni. ,Tak tedy. Piibeéh zac¢ind u stryce Mat-
hewa, stryce — nebo pfesndji praprastryce — nds
obou. Byl neuvéfitelné staficky. Edward a jd jsme
a vzdycky prohlasoval, Ze az zemfe, vSechny jeho
penize pfipadnou ndm. No, loni v bfeznu zemfel
a v8echno, co mél, nechal rovnym dilem rozdélit
mezi mne a Edwarda. Jak to takhle fikim, zni to
bezcitné — nechci, aby to vypadalo, jako Ze jsme
radi, Ze zemfel — my ho méli moc radi. Ale uz né-
jakou dobu byl nemocny.
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‘The point is that the “everything” he left turned
out to be practically nothing at all. And that,
frankly, was a bit of a blow to us both, wasn’t it,
Edward?

The amiable Edward agreed. ‘You see,” he said,
‘we’d counted on it a bit. I mean, when you know
a good bit of money is coming to you, you don'’t
— well — buckle down and try to make it yourself.
I'm in the army — not got anything to speak of out-
side my pay — and Charmian herself hasn’t got
a bean. She works as a stage manager in a reper-
tory theatre — quite interesting, and she enjoys it —
but no money in it. We’d counted on getting mar-
ried, but weren’t worried about the money side of
it because we both knew we’d be jolly well off
some day.’

‘And now, you see, we're not!” said Charmian.
‘What's more, Ansteys — that’s the family place,
and Edward and I both love it — will probably
have to be sold. And Edward and I feel we just
can’t bear that! But if we don’t find Uncle
Mathew’s money, we shall have to sell.’

Edward said, ‘You know, Charmian, we still
haven’t come to the vital point.’

‘Well, you talk, then.’

Edward turned to Miss Marple. ‘It’s like this, you
see. As Uncle Mathew grew older, he got more
and more suspicious. He didn’t trust anybody.’
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PotiZ je v tom, Ze se ukdzalo, Ze to ,vSechno’, co
niam odkdzal, neni vlastné vibec nic. A to je pro
nds oba, po pravdé feCeno, trochu rina, Ze,
Edwarde?“

Edward to odsouhlasil. Vite,“ fekl, tak trochu
jsme s tim pocitali. Chci fict, kdyZ ¢loveék vi, Ze mu
ma pfipadnout znacna ¢dstka, tak — inu, neusiluje,
aby ji sdm vydélal. Jsem v armadé — nic kromé
platu v podstat¢ nemdam, a tady Charmian nema
ani vindru. Pracuje jako inspicientka v oblastnim
divadle — prace je to velmi zajimavd a bavi ji, ale
vydélat se tim moc nedd. Pocitali jsme s tim, Ze se
vddme a oZenime, ale s finan¢ni strdnkou jsme si
starost nedélali, protoze jsme védéli, Ze si jednoho
dne piijdeme na pékné penize.“

LA ted, vite, se to nestalo,“ pronesla Charmian.
»A navic, Ansteys — to je rodinnd usedlost, kterou
jak Edward, tak ja zboznujeme — bude zfejmé mu-
set byt proddna. A my s Edwardem to zkratka ne-
mlZeme pienést pfes srdce. JenZe pokud nena-
jdeme stryckovy penize, budeme ji muset prodat.”

Edward dodal: ,OvSem, Charmian, jest¢ jsme
nedosli k tomu nejduleZzit€jsimu.“

,Tak to fekni ty.“

Edward se otodil k sle¢né Marplové.  Vite, jde
o tohle: Jak stry¢ek Mathew starnul, ztracel du-
véru. Nikomu nevéril.
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‘Very wise of him, said Miss Marple. ‘The de-
pravity of human nature is unbelievable.’

‘Well, you may be right. Anyway, Uncle Mathew
thought so. He had a friend who lost his money
in a bank, and another friend who was ruined by
an absconding solicitor, and he lost some money
himself in a fraudulent company. He got so that
he used to hold forth at great length that the only
safe and sane thing to do was to convert your
money into solid bullion and bury it.’

‘Ah,” said Miss Marple. ‘I begin to see.’

‘Yes. Friends argued with him, pointed out that
he’d get no interest that way, but he held that that
didn’t really matter. The bulk of your money, he
said, should be “kept in a box under the bed or
buried in the garden”. Those were his words.’

Charmian went on. ‘And when he died, he left
hardly anything at all in securities, though he was
very rich. So we think that that's what he must
have done.’

Edward explained. ‘We found that he had sold
securities and drawn out large sums of money
from time to time, and nobody knows what he did
with them. But it seems probable that he lived up
to his principles, and that he did buy gold and
bury it.’
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,To bylo od né&j velmi moudré,“ odtusila sle¢na
Marplovd. ,Lidé€ jsou zkazeni aZz k nevife.”

,Snad mdte pravdu. Kazdopddné strycek Mat-
hew si to myslel. Jeden jeho pfitel pfisel o penize
v bance, jiného pfivedl na mizinu pravni zastupce,
sam pravu uspésné unikajici, a i strycek sam pii-
Sel o cast jméni pfi podvodu, ktery se stal ve
firmé. Doslo to az tak daleko, Ze zdlouhavé pred-
nasival o tom, jak je jedinou rozumnou a bezpec-
nou cestou premenit penize na pruty zlata a ty po-
tom zakopat.“

LA kyvla sle¢na Marplovd, ,uZ? zacindm cha-
pat.”

LAno. Pfitelé mu to vymlouvali, zduraznovali,
Ze takhle nebude mit Zddny urok, ale on si vedl
svou, pry na tom nezdlezi. ,VétS§ina majetku se ma
schranovat v krabici pod posteli nebo byt zako-
pana na zahradé, fikaval doslovné.«

Charmian pokracovala: ,A kdyZ zemfel, nemé¢l
prakticky ziadné uspory v cennych papirech, ac-
koli byl skute¢né bohaty. Proto se domnivame, Ze
urcité néco takového, co hldsal, se svymi penézi
provedl.”

Edward doplnil: ,Zjistili jsme, Ze cenné papiry
prodal a ¢as od casu vyzvedl veliké penize, a ni-
kdo nevi, co s nimi délal. Pravdépodobné jednal
podle svého presvédceni a skute¢né nakoupil
zlato a zakopal ho.“
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‘He didn’t say anything before he died? Leave
any paper? No letter?’

‘That’s the maddening part of it. He didn’t. He’d
been unconscious for some days, but he rallied
before he died. He looked at us both and chuck-
led — a faint, weak little chuckle. He said, “You'll
be all right, my pretty pair of doves.” And then he
tapped his eye — his right eye — and winked at us.
And then — he died. Poor old Uncle Mathew.’

‘He tapped his eye,” said Miss Marple thought-
fully.

Edward said eagerly. ‘Does that convey any-
thing to you? It made me think of an Arsene Lupin
story where there was something hidden in
a man’s glass eye. But Uncle Mathew didn’t have
a glass eye.’

Miss Marple shook her head. ‘No — I can’t think
of anything at the moment.’

Charmian said disappointedly, ‘TJane told us
you’d say at once where to dig!’

Miss Marple smiled. T'm not quite a conjurer,
you know. I didn’t know your uncle, or what sort
of man he was, and I don’t know the house or the
grounds.’

Charmian said, ‘If you did know them?’

‘Well, it must be quite simple, really, mustn’t it?’
said Miss Murple.
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,Nezminil se o tom, nez zemiel? NenaSel se né-
jaky vzkaz, dopis?*

,T0 je na tom pravé k zbldznéni. Nenasel. N¢&-
kolik dni pfed smrti byl v bezvédomi, ale nez ze-
mfel, probral se. Podival se na nds a dobriacky se
uchichtl — takové sotva zfetelné, lehounké
uchichtnuti to bylo, a fekl: ,Vdam se povede, vy
moje sladké hrdlicky.c Potom si poklepal na oko —
na pravé oko — a mrknul na nds. Pak — zemfel.
Chudik stry¢ek Mathew.*

,2Poklepal si na oko,“ fekla zamyslené slecna
Marplova.

Edward se dychtivé otazal: ,Vyvozujete z toho
néco? Mné to pfipomnélo pfibéh Arsena Lupina,
ve kterém bylo cosi ukryto ve sklenéném oku jed-
noho muze. Ale stry¢ek Mathew nemél sklenéné
oko.“

Sle¢na Marplova zavrtéla hlavou. ,Ne — ted mé
nic nenapada.“

Charmian zklamané¢ prohldsila: ,Jane nam fekla,
Ze ndm okamZzité povite, kde mame kopat.*

Sle¢na Marplovd se usmidla. Kouzelnik tak
uplné nejsem, vite? Vaseho strycka jsem neznala,
nevim, co byl za Clovéka, a nezndm ani ten dam
a vasi usedlost.”

»A kdybyste je znala?“ chtéla védét Charmian.

,Inu, v podstaté to musi byt dosti jednoduché,
ze?“ tekla sle¢na Marplova.
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‘Simple!” said Charmian. ‘You come down to
Ansteys and see if it's simple!’

It is possible that she did not mean the invita-
tion to be taken seriously, but Miss Marple said
briskly, “Well, really, my dear, that’s very kind of
you. I've always wanted to have the chance of
looking for buried treasure. And, she added,
looking at them with a beaming, late-Victorian
smile, ‘with a love interest, too!’
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Jednoduché!“ vyhrkla Charmian. ,Tak pfijedte
do Ansteys a presvédcte se, jak jednoduché to je!”

To pozvani moznd nebylo mysleno vazné, ale
slecna Marplova hbité opacila: ,Ale jisté, dra-
housku, to je od vds velmi milé. Vzdycky jsem
touzila hledat zakopany poklad, a —“ pocastovala
je sirokym, pozdné viktoridnskym Usmévem, ,na-
vic jesté v piipadu s milostnou zapletkou!*
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