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Scandal in Bohemia

,‘)) Missing my friend
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Sherlock Holmes always called her THE WOMAN. I can’t remember if
I have ever heard him mention her by any other name. In his eyes she
was the epitome of the whole female sex. It was not because he was in
love with her nor that he felt any emotion towards her, but she was very
special, and he never forgot her. Her name was Irene Adler.

At that particular time, I was not used to seeing Holmes often. I was
married and living a happy life. Which was everything Sherlock never
wanted for himself but because of the friendship we shared, he accepted
it on my side. He preferred to stay at his flat on Baker street and apart
from the rare times when he travelled to solve some crime or a mystery
he felt absolutely content being buried among his old books.

One night in March I was returning home from my work and my
steps took me to Baker Street. I knew it wasn't a coincidence - I really
wanted to see my friend. When I opened the door and went in, I saw
Sherlock pacing the room back and forth. He suddenly stopped, stood
before the fire and looked at me:

‘You look like a happily married man. I can see you put on seven and
half pounds * since I last saw you!’

‘Seven!” I protested.

He smiled at me and his eyes were saying that he knew best.

* 1 pound = 0,45kg; 7 pounds = 3,18 kg
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Stesk po priteli

Pro Sherlocka Holmese byla tou ZENOU. Myslim, Ze si ani nevzpo-
mindm, Ze by ji nazval jinym jménem. V jeho ocich zosobnovala Zen-
ské pohlavi. Ale ne snad proto, Ze by ji miloval nebo k ni choval ja-
kykoliv jiny cit, byla jen vyjimec¢na a on na ni nikdy nezapomnél.
Jmenovala se Irena Adlerova.

V tom obdobi jsme se s Holmesem nesetkavali ¢asto. Byl jsem $tast-
né Zenaty. A i kdyz to nikdy nebylo nic, po ¢em by Sherlock touzil,
uz kvili nasemu pratelstvi u mé manzelstvi akceptoval. Daval pred-
nost klidnym dntim ve svém byté na Baker Street a aZ na vyjimecné
chvile, kdy cestoval za pfipadem, byl absolutné spokojen jen se svymi
knihami.

Jeden bfeznovy vecer jsem se vracel z prace a mé kroky mé za-
vedly do Baker Street. Nebyla to vlastné nahoda, opravdu jsem chtél
vidét svého pritele. Kdyz jsem otevtel dvere a veSel, uvidél jsem Sher-
locka, jak prechazi po pokoji sem a tam. Najednou se ale zastavil
pfed krbem a podival se na mé:

»Vypadas jako $tastné Zenaty muz. Vidim, Ze jsi od posledné pfi-
bral vic nez tfi kilogramy.“

»Jen tfi,“ zaprotestoval jsem.

Usmal se na mé, ale jeho pohled prozrazoval néco jiného.
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‘Come on in Watson and do sit down. I am really happy to see you,
my friend’

I suddenly felt joy growing inside of me, because I knew that there
would be a mystery to solve. I could tell it by the way Sherlock screwed
up his forehead.

T have something to show you, he continued. ‘What do you think?’

He threw a thick pink piece of paper at me and commanded: ‘Read
italoud’

I looked at the paper and turned it a couple of times in my hands
and then I started to read:

‘Stay at home tonight. Someone will visit you at 7.45 pm. We are
following your success and we know that you have helped significant
important royal people in Europe and we hope that you can also help us’

‘So, what do you think?’

I did not want to say something that was very obvious, so I tried to
look at it as Holmes would. I studied the quality of the paper.

“The person who wrote it must be rich. This kind of paper is very ex-
pensive. It is very thick and strong, and it is hard to fold.

Yes, I agree with everything you have just said. The paper is not
English. It was actually made in Bohemia. Look at it in the light, you'll
see it. And I think that a German person wrote the note’

We suddenly heard horses in the street.

‘Oh and he is here’

‘Should I leave, Holmes?’ I offered.

‘Not at all. Stay where you are. I will need your help’

.‘)) The Count from Bohemia
02 We heard a loud knock on the door.

‘Come in!” said Holmes.
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»Pojd dal, Watsone, a posad se. Jsem opravdu rad, ze té vidim,
priteli.”

Najednou jsem pocitil, jak ve mné vzriistd radost, protoze jsem
veédél, Ze se bude resit néjakd zahada. Poznal jsem to podle toho, jak
Holmes nakr¢il obodi.

»Chci ti néco ukazat,“ pokracoval. ,Co si 0 tom mysli§?“

Hodil po mné kus tlustého riizového papiru a prikazal: ,Cti na-
hlas.“

Papir jsem nékolikrat otocil v prstech a pak jsem zacal ¢ist:

»Zustante dnes vecer doma. Nékdo vas prijde navstivit v 19.45.
Sledujeme vase uspéchy a vime, Ze jste urcitym lidem z evropskych
kralovskych rodin pomohl, proto doufam, Ze pomuizete i nam.*

»NU, co o tom soudi§?“

Nechtél jsem vyslovit to, co bylo zjevné, a tak jsem se snazil dé-
lat to, co by udélal Holmes. Proto jsem se zaméfil na kvalitu papiru.

»len, kdo vzkaz napsal, musel byt velmi bohaty. Tento typ papiru
je totiz velice drahy. Je pevny a tlusty tak, Ze se $patné skladd.“

»Souhlasim se v§im, cos fekl. Neni to anglicky papir. Pochazi totiz
z Cech. Podivej se proti svétlu, uvidis to. A také si myslim, Ze vzkaz
psal Némec.“

Najednou jsme uslyseli z ulice zarzani koni.

»A uz je tady.”

»Mam odejit?“ nabidl jsem se.

»Nikoliv. Ziistan piesné tam, kde jsi. Budu té potfebovat.”

Hrabé z Cech

Zaslechli jsme hlasité bouchani na dvere.
»Pojdte dal.“



