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Chapter One

One of the most famous and fascinating cases [ was involved in
was The Styles Case.

I'had been injured during the war and while [ was getting better I
went to stay with an old acquaintance, John Styles, at Styles Court.
He was fifteen years older than I was, about forty-five, and I had
often stayed at his mother’s home, Styles in Essex, when I was a
child. I was looking forward to the peace and quiet after all the death
and terror | had seen during the fighting.

“Mother will be happy to see you,” said John. “Did you know
she married again.”

Mrs Cavendish had first married John’s father whose own wife
had died leaving him with two sons. She always treated her stepsons
as her own and gave them everything they needed.

She was a lively, bossy person and liked to support charities.
She was also very rich. In his will, her husband had left her Styles
and most of his own money. She was about seventy years old now.

The youngest son, Lawrence, had been ill as a child. He became
a doctor but then said he wanted to be a writer instead, though he
wasn’t very successful.

John became a barrister but decided to live life as a country
gentleman. He married two years ago and lived with his wife at
Styles. She worked in the grounds of the house, getting up at every
day at five o’clock to milk the cows. John could not afford to buy a
house of their own because his mother controlled all the money.

slovicka slovicka zadarmo
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“I don’t like her new husband,” said John angrily. “His name is
Alfred Inglethorp. He has a big black beard and always wears
leather boots even when it’s hot. He’s making life really difficult,
Hastings.

“He appeared one day saying he was Evie’s second cousin or
something,” continued John, “But nobody believes him. Then all of
a sudden, mother said she and Alfred were going to marry! He’s at
least twenty years younger than her. He’s only after her money!
Anyway, now she’s known as Mrs Inglethorp.”

Evie, short for Evelyn, was Mrs Inglethorp’s assistant.

John also told me about Cynthia, who was the daughter of one of
Mrs Cavendish’s old school friends. She had married a solicitor
who lost his money and Cynthia had become an orphan and was
penniless. Mrs Inglethorp allowed the girl to live at Styles. Cynthia
had been there for two years and worked as a volunteer in the Red
Cross hospital in Tadminster about seven miles away. John met me
at the station and drove me to Styles, which was a large, old house.
When we arrived Evie Howard was working in the garden. She was
about forty years old, with a tanned face, blue eyes, a deep voice
and handshake almost like aman’s. She had a large, square body and
she spoke in short, sharp sentences.

“Weeds keep growing,” she said to me after we had said hello.
“Enough’s been done for today though. Let’s have tea in the back
garden.”

slovicka slovicka zadarmo

solicitor [sa'lisita(r)] advokat really [riali] skutecné
penniless  [penilis] bez penéz assistant [o'sistont] asistent
tanned [teend] opaleny
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To work as a volunteer. Pokud hovotime o tom, Ze pracuji v realném povolani jako
Iékat, hasi¢, nebo jako dobrovolnik, pouzijeme pfedlozku as. Kdyz hovofime
obrazné, pouzijeme ptedlozku /ike - I have been working like a dog.



There I met John’s wife. I shall never forget my first sight of
Mary Cavendish. She was a tall, slim woman with fire in her hazel
eyes which were very different from any other woman’s I had seen.
She appeared to have an intense power inside her and a wildness in
her spirit.

As we started tea, Mrs Inglethorp appeared. She was still an
attractive woman with white hair and looked to be completely in
charge at Styles. Behind her a man followed.

“Mr Hastings,” she said shaking my hand. “It is so good to see
you again. This is my darling husband, Alfred.”

Alfred had a huge black beard, a deep voice and wore gold-
rimmed pince-nez. He looked strange and his appearance did not
seem natural. He reminded me how an actor would look.

“I’m very pleased to meet you, Mr Hastings,” he said, sounding
like a servant too eager to please.

Emily Inglethorp smiled lovingly at him as though she
worshipped him.

But there seemed to be a lot of tense and angry feelings among
the others.

Then Mary Cavendish turned to me. “What you do plan to do
after the war, Mr Hastings?”

“Imnotreally sure,” I replied.
“What would you really like to do?”
“Well, you’ll think this is strange, but I’d like to be a detective.”

“Really?” said Mrs Cavendish. “Do you mean like Sherlock
Holmes?”

slovicka slovicka zadarmo
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“Yes, why not? I met this very famous man once in Belgium. He
was a great detective. He told me it was all a matter of method. He
was a peculiar man, quite short and a neat dresser. But very
clever.”

“I like murder stories,” said Miss Howard. “But you would find
out much quicker who was guilty in a real crime. I mean, the family
involved would know who was responsible.”

“So, do you think that if you were involved in a crime you would
know who the murderer was? I asked.

“Of course. I could sense him - the murderer is usually aman.”

Mrs Cavendish interrupted: “People who use poison are usually
women. Dr Bauerstein told me yesterday that, because we don’t
know enough about poisons, there were probably many cases of
poisoning which we think are mysterious deaths.”

“Oh, be quiet all of you,” said Mrs Inglethorp. “It’s an awful
subject to talk about. Look, here’s Cynthia. Cynthia you’re late
today.”

I saw a young slim woman with wavy auburn hair, dark eyes
and eyelashes and wearing her women’s medical volunteer’s
uniform.

She sat down on the grass and took a sandwich and a cup of tea.
She smiled as we said hello to each other and asked me to sit next to
her.

“You work in Tadminster, don’t you? ” I asked.

“Yes, but I’'m not a nurse, thank goodness,” replied Cynthia.
“I'work in the dispensary.”

“And how many people have you poisoned? ““ I said laughing.

slovicka slovicka zadarmo
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“Hundreds! “Cynthiareplied smiling.

“Cynthia! “called Mrs Inglethorp. “Would you mind writing a
few notes for me?”

“Of course not, Aunt Emily.”

Iremembered then that Cynthia was at Styles as a dependent and
realised that Mrs Inglethorp wanted to make sure that Cynthia
remembered that fact too.

“Mr Hastings, John will show you to your room. Supper is at
half past seven. We have stopped having a late supper. Lady
Tadminster, our Member of Parliament’s’ wife, has done the same.
We must set an example and economise during the war. We don’t
throw away anything either. Even waste paper is sent away to be re-
used.”

John and I went into the house and up the wide staircase. Half
way up, the stairs divided to the left and right, each of which went to
different wings of the house.

My room was in the left wing and I could see the park from my
window.

After John left me, I saw him through the window walking arm-
in-arm with Cynthia across the grass.

I heard Mrs Inglethorp call out ’Cynthia!’ quite impatiently and
Cynthiaran back into the house.

Then a man appeared from behind a tree and followed her. He
was about forty years old and looked sad and quite emotional. He
looked up at my window and I recognised him immediately even

slovicka zadarmo

fact [fekt] fakt
show [fau] Sou
emotional [i'maufanl] emocni

gramaticka pilulka

Supper is at half past seven - PovSimnéte si a znovu si uvédomte, ze v angli¢tiné
u jidel (breakfast, lunch, dinner, supper) nepouzivame cleny.



though ithad been a long time since I had last seen him.

It was John’s younger brother, Lawrence Cavendish.  wondered
what he was thinking about.

That evening nothing unusual happened and I slept quite
peacefully, dreaming of Mary Cavendish.

The next day was bright and sunny and Mrs Cavendish offered
to show me the grounds of the house.

When we returned John called us and I knew from the look on
his face that something was wrong.

“Mary, there’s been some trouble. Evie had a row with Alfred
Inglethorp and she’s decided to leave.”

“Leave?”

Atthat moment, Evie came in carrying a small suitcase, looking
determined and excited. The others followed her, except of course
the Inglethorps.

“I’ve told her she said. “I said some things she won’t forgive me
for. I told her that she was old woman. I said; "He’s twenty years
younger than you. Don’t believe he married you for love. Money!
Farmer Raikes has a pretty young wife. Ask Alfred how much time
he spends over there. I’'m warning you. That man would murder you
in your bed rather than look at you. He’s a bad man! Just remember
that!”.”

“She said I was a wicked woman to talk about her darling Alfred
in that way,” continued Evie. “She told me to leave. So I’'m leaving.”

“NOW?”
slovicka slovi¢ka zadarmo
wicked [wikid]  zly, prohnily, hiisny trouble [trabl] trable
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I wondered what he was thinking about. Pozor! Snadno si spletete hlavné ve vyslovnosti
slovesa wonder (vyslovujeme /wanda/, divit se, zasnout, dohadovat se, rad védét
a wander /wonds/ putovat, potulovat se, ,,vandrovat*.



“Now.”

Suddenly, Mrs Howard looked at me and said: “Look after her,
Mr Hastings. Many people are trying to get her money. And watch
that devil - her husband!” And Evie Howard was driven away in a
car.

As the car disappeared, Mrs Cavendish left us quickly and
walked across the lawn to meet a tall bearded man.

“Who’s that?” I asked.

“Dr Bauerstein,” said John not very respectfully.

“Whoishe?”

“He had a nervous breakdown and is staying in the village to

have a rest. He’s actually a specialist from London and very clever.
He’s supposed to be one of the greatest living experts on poisons.”

b 2

“Andhe’s a good friend of Mary’s,” interrupted Cynthia.
John Cavendish quickly changed the subject. “Let’s go for a
walk, Hastings.” It’s been a bad day.”

We went across grounds of the house, through the woods which
were on one side of the estate and then towards the village. On our
return we saw a pretty young woman, who looked like a gypsy,
coming in the opposite direction.

“She’s pretty,” I said smiling.
John didn’tsmile. “That’s Mrs Raikes.”
“Oh,” Ireplied and stopped smiling.

“Styles is such a nice place,” said John as we came up to the
house. “It would have been mine by now, if my father had made a
proper will. Then I wouldn’t need money.”

slovicka slovicka zadarmo

bearded [biadid] vousaty car [kax(r)] auto (kara)
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“Are things very bad?” I asked.

“I don’t mind telling you that I’'m desperate for money,
Hastings.”

“Can’t Lawrence help you?”

“Lawrence? He doesn’t have any money either. Our mother’s
always been very good to us, that is, until her marriage...”

I realised that it was indeed a bad day. Evelyn Howard had left
and Styles seemed less secure without her. There was something
unpleasant in the atmosphere. I remembered Dr Bauerstein’s
strange, wicked face. [ was afraid that something evil was about to
happen.

slovicka slovicka zadarmo
to be about néco se ma desperate [desporit] zoufaly (desperat)
to happen S atmosphere [@tmosfio(r)]  atmosféra

gramaticka pilulka

Something evil was about to happen - zapamatujte si slovni spojeni fo be about to happen.
Pouzijeme v piipadé, kdy tusSime, Ze se néco ma stat. Jiny piiklad: It is about to rain -
ma prset.
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Chapter Two

A few days after, Evelyn Howard wrote to tell me that she had
found work in a big hospital in a town fifteen miles away. She also
asked me to tell her if Mrs Inglethorp ever wanted to be her friend
again.

The only matter I worried about was Mary Cavendish’s
relationship with Dr Bauerstein. I could not understand what she
liked about him and they often went out for walks together.

Then about ten days later there was trouble.

It all began on a Saturday evening with a bazaar in the village
hall which was being held to raise funds for charity. Mrs Inglethorp
planned to read some poetry, there would be some entertainment
and we all helped to decorate the hall.

We had a rest in the afternoon before the bazaar started. I noticed
John looked very excited. After tea Mary Cavendish and I had a
tennis match. At quarter to seven, Mrs Inglethorp told everyone to
change for supper which was going to be early that night.

The bazaar was a success and we all went home happily, except
Cynthia who stayed to a supper party and then spent the night with
some friends.

The next day, Mrs Inglethorp stayed in bed until midday
because she was tired from the bazaar, but shortly after she took
Lawrence and I to lunch at a friend’s house.

Mary had been invited too but she said she had already arranged
to meet Dr Bauerstein.

slovicka slovicka zadarmo
midday [mid'dei] poledne bazaar [bo'zax(r)]  bazar
charity [tferiti] charita, dobrocinnost

. decorate  [dekoreit]  dekorovat, zdobit
gramaticka pilulka

Mary had been invited too but she said she had already arranged to meet Dr Bauerstein. -
Zde se pohybujeme v nejhlubsich ¢asovych toninach, hloubéji uz to nejde. Dobra zprava je,
7e v angliéting neexistuje ,,pFedpFedminuly &as“. Casovou souslednost tedy sledujeme jen
ve vztahu minulost a ,,pfedminulost*.
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On the way back from lunch, Lawrence suggested we visit
Cynthia in the dispensary in Tadminster.

Mrs Inglethorp agreed to drop us off because she wanted to
return to Styles to write some letters.

Cynthia met us and took us to the dispensary where she worked.

“I know what you’re thinking,” said Cynthia. “”What a lot of
bottles and how many people have you poisoned?’.” I laughed.

“If you knew how easy it is to poison people you wouldn’t joke
about it,” added Cynthia. “Lawrence, that’s the poison cupboard,
keep away from that.

“Come on, let’shave tea.”

After tea I followed Cynthia out on the small balcony from
where we could see the other buildings of the hospital.

Lawrence stayed behind for a few minutes but soon Cynthia
asked himto join us.

Lawrence was a difficult person to get to know. He was shy and
reserved, yet he and Cynthia chatted together like two children.

We used the pony and trap to return to Styles. On the way, we
stopped at the post office so I could buy some stamps. As [ came out
I collided with a little man just entering.

“Mon ami, Hastings!”” he exclaimed.

“Poirot!” I cried. “Miss Cynthia, this is my old friend Monsieur
Poirot. We haven’t seen each other for years!”

slovicka slovicka zadarmo

chat [tfet] povidat si balcony [beelkoni] balkon
trap [treep] brycka, kocar post [poust] posta
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“Yes, indeed, ” said Poirot. “I know Mademoiselle Cynthia. I
am here because of the kindness of Mrs Inglethorp. She has helped
seven of my fellow countrymen and I who are now refugees. We are
very grateful.”

Poirot was an odd looking little man. He was about five feet four
inches though he always walked in a dignified way. His head was
the same shape as an egg and he always held it to one side. His
moustache was stiff and like a soldier’s. His clothes were extremely
neat. I think that even the tiniest amount of dirt on his clothes was
more serious to him than being shot. He had been one of the most
famous detectives of the Belgian police. He had great style and
solved some of the most difficult cases.

I'was upset to see that Poirot was limping quite badly.

He pointed to the small house where he and his countrymen were
staying and, after promising to go and see him, we parted company.

We were quite cheerful when we reached Styles but then we met
Mrs Inglethorp who looked upset.

“Is anything the matter, Mrs Inglethorp?”’ asked Cynthia.

“Oh. It’s you. Of course nothing’s the matter,” said Mrs
Inglethorp quickly. “I’ve some letters to finish in my boudoir and
then I shall go to bed after supper.”

At the same time Lawrence turned round and went out of the
house.

Cynthia and I decided to play tennis before supper and I ran
upstairs to fetch my racquet. I met Mrs Cavendish on the stairs. She
also looked upset.

slovicka slovicka zadarmo

Mademoiselle [[madoma'zel] slecna (z fran-  extremely [ik'striimli] extrémné
couzstiny)

serious [siorios] seriozni, vazny
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moustache  [mas'ta:f] knirek finish [finif] konec, dokoncit (finis)
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limp [limp] kulhat pokoj)
racquet [rekit] raketa
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“Did you have a good walk with Dr Bauerstein?” I asked.
“Ididn’t go,“ she replied abruptly. “Where’s Mrs Inglethorp?”
“In her boudoir.”

She appeared to prepare herself for a difficult meeting and then
went into Mrs Inglethorp’s boudoir, closing the door behind her.

I passed the open window of the sitting room as [ went out to the
tennis court. I could hear Mrs Cavendish sounding quite desperate.

“So youwon’t show it to me?”

“Mary it has nothing to do with that matter,” replied Mrs
Inglethorp.

“Then show it to me.”

“Itis not what you think. It does not concern you.”

“I knew you would protect him,” said Mrs Cavendish bitterly.
Cynthia was waiting for me, looking very excited.

“There’s been a terrible row,” she said.

“What do youmean?”

“Dorcas the maid told me. It was between Aunt Emily and him. I
hope she’s found out about him at last. Dorcas heard them. I hope
Aunt Emily sends him away.”

I wanted to ask John what had happened but I could not see him
anywhere. I also wondered what the conversation between Mary
Cavendish and Mrs Inglethorp had been about.

slovicka slovicka zadarmo
abruptly [o'braptli] nahle protect [pra'tekt] chranit
terrible [teribl] hrozny (teror)
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Nez budete ¢ist dal, naucte se Sikovnou frazi It has nothing to do with -s tim to nema co délat
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During supper, Mrs Inglethorp looked upset and Alfred
Inglethorp was quieter than usual. He normally paid a great deal of
attention to his wife making sure she was comfortable and had
everything she needed.

After supper, Mrs Inglethorp went back to her boudoir.

“Send my coffee in here, Mary,” she said. “I just have five
minutes before the post is collected.”

Cynthia and I sat by the open window in the drawing room.
Mary Cavendish brought us coffee. She seemed to be excited.

“Will you take Mrs Inglethorp her coftee, Cynthia? I’ll pour it
out.”

“There’s no need,” said Inglethorp, “I’ll take it to Emily.” He
poured out the coffee and carried it out of the room.

Lawrence followed him.

Mary Cavendish, Cynthia and I sat without speaking in the heat
and quiet of the summer night.

Then we heard Dr Bauerstein in the hall. It was a strange time for
him to call round, I thought.

I looked at Mrs Cavendish and saw her blush at the sound of his
voice.

The doctor came in laughing as he apologised for his
appearance. His clothes were splashed with mud.

“What have you been doing, doctor?” cried Mrs Cavendish.
“I'mreally very sorry, ” replied Dr Bauerstein.

slovicka slovicka zadarmo
blush [blaf] cervendni, cervenat se comfortable [kamfotobl] komfortni, pohodiny
coffee [kofi] kava

gramaticka pilulka

1 am really very sorry - Cheete-li se v angli¢tiné omluvit, muzete zacit jednoduchou omluvou
I am sorry. Intenzitu mizete podle potieby stupiiovat: I am really sorry, I am really very sorry,
a muzete fici i [ am really very very sorry! Nezapomerite pfitom, Ze v mluvené feci hraje
pochopitelné jesté vétsi roli ton a barva hlasu!
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John arrived and offered the doctor some coffee. The doctor told
us he had found a rare species of fern growing in an area difficult to
reach. He had slipped and fallen into a pond.

Just then, Mrs Inglethorp called to Cynthia to carry her writing
case upstairs because she was going to bed. John, Cynthia and I
could see Mrs Inglethorp in the hall carrying her coffee which she
hadnot started to drink yet.

Mr Inglethorp said he would accompany Dr Bauerstein to the
village as he had to discuss the estate accounts with the family’s
agent.

“There’s no need for anyone to stay awake for me.” Mr
Inglethorp told John. “T’ll take a latchkey.”

slovicka slovicka zadarmo

species [spitfi:z] druh (vostlin, zvére), discuss [di'skas] diskutovat
odriida agent [eidzont] agent

fern [fain] kapradina
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accompany [o'kamponi] doprovazet,
doprovodit

accounts [o'kaunts]  ucty
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Chapter Three

During the night I was woken up by Lawrence Cavendish. He
held a candle in one hand and was very upset. I knew something
was wrong.

“Mother’s very ill. She’s having some kind of fit, but she’s
locked herselfin her room.”

I jumped out of bed and putting on a dressing gown I followed
him along the corridor and the gallery to the right wing of the house.
John Cavendish was there and two frightened servants.

“What shall we do?”” Lawrence asked me, sounding helpless.

John grabbed the door handle and shook it hard but it was no
use. The door was obviously locked or boelted on the inside.
Everyone in the house was now awake. We could hear worrying
sounds of distress coming from inside the room.

John decided to go through Mr Inglethorp’s room which had a
connecting door to his wife’s room.

I realised then that Alfr ed Inglethorp was not in the house and
his bed had not been slept in. Unfortunately the connecting door was
also locked on the inside.

“We must break down the door,” said John. “It’ll be difficult.
Tell one of the servants to fetch Dr Wilkins while we try to reach
mother. Just a minute, isn’t there a door between mother’s room and
Cynthia’sroom? We’ll try that.”

Mary Cavendish ran to Cynthia’s bedroom where, surprisingly,
the girl was still in a deep sleep.

slovicka slovicka zadarmo
dressing gown [gaun] Zupan gallery [geelori] galérie
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But we found that her connecting door was also bolted.
“We’ll have to break down mother’s door,” said John.

We pushed and banged against the door with all our strength.
Finally it broke open and John, Lawrence and I fell into the room.

Mrs Inglethorp lay on the bed, her body was twisting and
turning violently in a convulsion. The table next to her had
overturned probably because she had struck it during a seizure.
John lit the gas lamp and ordered one of the maids to bring some
brandy. Then Mary Cavendish arrived with her arm around Cynthia
who looked still quite sleepy and very scared.

I looked at Lawrence, who was still holding the candle, and saw
he was in a terrible state. His face was as white as a sheet and the
candle was shaking in his hand. He looked terrified as he stared just
over my head at a point on the wall. I looked at the same spot but I
could see nothing unusual, just some ornaments on the mantlepiece
and below the dying embers in the grate of a fire. But Lawrence
looked as though he had turned into stone.

I could see from a clock in the room that it was now five o’clock.

Then Mrs Inglethorp cried out loudly and we watched helplessly
as she was overcome by another violent seizure.

Mary and John tried to give her some brandy but it was no use.

At that moment Dr Bauerstein pushed his way into the room. He

stared at Mrs Inglethorp. The old woman cried out once more as she
looked at the doctor

slovicka slovicka zadarmo

bang [beey] tlouci, busit, triskat table  [teibl]  tabulka,

twist [twist] kroutit se, svijet se, otacet se tabule, stiil
seizure [sizza(r)]  zdchvat (nemoci) lamp  [lemp] lampa, svitilna
stare [stea(r)] zirat, civet, koukat

spot [spot] bod

mantlepiece [meantlpiis] krbovd Fimsa

embers [embaz] zhavy popel

grate [greit] ohniste, krb
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“Alfred! Alfred!” Then she fell back on the bed and remained
still.

Dr Bauerstein tried to revive her but we all knew that no one
could help Mrs Inglethorp now.

Dr Wilkins then arrived and Dr Bauerstein explained to us that
he had been passing the gates when he saw the servants driving from
Styles to fetch Dr Wilkins.

Dr Wilkins sighed. “I warned her,” he said. “I told her that her
heart was too weak but she insisted on doing all this charity work.”

“The convulsions were peculiar,” said Dr Bauerstein quietly to
Dr Wilkins. “The spasms were very intense and painful. May I
speak to you in private please?”

We left the doctors in the room while the rest of us went slowly
downstairs.

Mary Cavendish and I walked together.
“What do you think Dr Bauerstein means?”’ she asked.

“I think - don’t tell the others, but I think she’s been poisoned. |
think Dr Bauerstein suspects the same thing.”

“What do youmean?” she cried. “No! No!”

She ran back upstairs. She had turned extremely pale and I
thought she was going to faint so I followed her to the top of the
stairs.

“Leave me! I want to be alone. Go downstairs to the others.”

I obeyed though I wanted to stay with her. I joined John and
Lawrence in the dining room.

slovicka slovicka zadarmo

sigh [sai] povzdechnout (si) private  [praivit]  privdtni, soukromy
convulsion [kan'valfon] Are¢
spasm [spezom] krec, zachvat
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“Where’s Mr Inglethorp?” I asked.
“Heisn’tin the house,” replied John.

Where was Mr Inglethorp? 1 remembered his wife’s dying
words, ’Alfred. Alfred’. Had she been trying to tell us something?

Finally the doctors came downstairs. Dr Wilkins looked excited
and Dr Bauerstein looked calm and serious.

“Mr Cavendish, I would like your permission to carry out a post
mortem,” said Dr Wilkins.

“Is thatreally necessary?”” asked John.

“Definitely,” said Dr Bauerstein. “Neither of us could give a
death certificate after what has happened.”

“Then I must agree,” answered John.

“Thank you.” said Dr Wilkins. “I suggest it should take place
today, tonight. I’'m afraid there will also be an inquest.”

Dr Bauerstein gave John the two keys to Mr and Mrs
Inglethorp’s rooms and told John that the doors had to be kept
locked. The doctor then left.

I was aware that John didn’t like any kind of publicity and I had
anidea of how to avoid attracting attention to this terrible event.

“John, do you remember me telling you about my friend Poirot?
The Belgian detective who’s here?”

“Yes.”
“Let me call him to investigate the matter.”
“What, before the post mortem?”

slovicka slovicka zadarmo
inquest [inkwest] vySetrovani certificate [sa'tifikat] certifikat
idea [ai'dia] idea

gramaticka pilulka

Death certificate. V Eestiné bézné uzivame slovo ,.certifikat®, které znamena osvédcéeni.
Ovsem pozor, spojeni death certificate znamené Gmrtni list. A rodny list se fekne podobné -
birth certificate, oddaci list - marriage certificate.
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“Yes. We have time especially if - well if - there’s been - some
foul play.”

“Nonsense! “said Lawrence angrily. “This is just some rubbish
from Bauerstein. Wilkins didn’t think any such thing until
Bauerstein put the idea into his head. Bauerstein’s hobby is poisons
so he thinks everything has some kind of poisonous connection.”

I was surprised at Lawrence’s manner. He was hardly ever
passionate about anything.

“I disagree,” said John. “We should let Hastings call his friend.
Butwe don’t want ascandal.”

“Ohno! “I'said. “Poirotis a very careful man.”

“Then call him.”

It was six o’clock and I planned to go and see Poirot as soon as
possible. But before I left, I went to the library and found a medical
book on strychnine poisoning.

slovicka slovicka zadarmo
rubbish [rabif] nesmysl, "blbost" scandal [skeendl] skandal
strychnine [striknin] strychnin (prudce

Jjedovaty alkaloid)

gramaticka pilulka

1 found a book on strychnine poisoning. V anglictiné pouzivame piedlozku on i ve smyslu
,»ha téma*, ohledné, o. Do ¢estiny bychom tak tuto vétu piekladali s predlozkou ,,0:
Vyhledal jsem knihu o otravé strychninem.
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Chapter Four

The Belgians lived in a house near the park gates. I took a short
cut and went along a narrow path through some long grass rather
than walk along Styles’ winding drive. As I came closer to the house
[ saw a man running towards me. It was Mr Inglethorp. Where had
he been?

“My God!” he cried. “My wife! My poor wife! Wilkins has just
told me.”

“Where have you been?”’ I asked.

“The accountant, Denby, and I finished discussing the accounts
atone o’clock in the morning. I realised I had forgotten the latchkey.
I didn’t want to wake anyone up in the house so Denby let me stay
the night. My poor Emily! She always sacrificed herself for others.
She worked too hard.”

I was disgusted at his attitude. I thought he was a complete
hypocrite. We went our separate ways and [ went to Leastways
Cottage, where my friend was staying.

Poirot was surprised to see me. He came downstairs to let me in
and I told him all the details while he changed. I also told him about
the conversation I had overheard and the argument between Mrs
Inglethorp and Evelyn Howard.

“We must remain calm, mon ami‘ said Poirot kindly. “We will
arrange the facts in the correct order. We will keep important facts
and examine. Facts which are of no importance - pouf!”

slovicka slovicka zadarmo
hypocrite  [hipokrit] pokrytec complete [kom'pliit]  kompletni, uiplny,
leastways  [lisstweiz]  alespor hotovy
: te  [seprit] separatni,
pouf [puf] pcha (citoslovce Separe Ui
posmésného oddéleny
odfouknuti) argument [a:igjumont] argument, hadka
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“Yes, but how are you going to decide what is important and
whatisn’t?” I asked. “It’s difficult.”

“Voyons! Ask! ” he said carefully arranging his moustache.
“Does one fact fit with the next? Yes? No? Is something missing - a
link in the chain. We examine and search. Even a little detail. Then
we putitthere!” He waved his hand extravagantly.

“Mmm, I see - I think.”

“Ah!” Poirot waved his finger at me. “Be careful! Always the
little details. Every little detail matters. You have told me everything
and [ am pleased that you did. The order was not so good, but you are
upset. Itis for that reason that you forget one important fact.”

“What do youmean?”

“You did not tell me if Mrs Inglethorp ate a full meal last night.”

I stared at him thinking that the war had affected his brain.
Poirot concentrated on brushing his coat before putting it on.

“Idon’tremember. Anyway why is it so important?”

“Why is itimportant? It is very important.”

“I don’t understand why,” I answered annoyed. “I don’t think

she ate a great deal. She was upset and she had lost her appetite. It’s
only natural.”

“Yes, ” said Poirot looking thoughtful. He took a small case out
of a draw and we were ready to leave. “It is believed at the moment
that Mrs Inglethorp died of strychnine poisoning, probably in the
coffee. What time was the coffee served?”

“Ateighto’clock.”

slovicka slovicka zadarmo
affect [o'fekt]  ovlivnit, detail [dizteil] detail
zapisobit na extravagantly [ik'strevogontli] extravagantné
appetite [epitait] apetit
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“Therefore she drank it between eight and half past eight.
Strychnine, mon ami, is a quick poison. Its effects would be felt very
soon, perhaps within an hour.

“Yet Mrs Inglethorp did not begin to feel ill until five o’clock the
next morning. Nine hours! A heavy meal can delay the affects of the
poison, but you say she did not eat a great deal. The autopsy, of
course, may reveal a little more.

“Let us go and examine the details. Excuse me, mon ami, you
dressed too quickly this morning. Your tie, it is not straight, permit
me. Now we shall start our journey.”

Poirot commented on the beauty of Styles’ grounds as we
walked up to the house. “The park is so beautiful, yet so much in
contrast to the family in grief.”

I realised then that I had missed something. Was the family sad?
Her death had been a shock but nobody said how much they had
loved her.

“She was kind and generous to the Cavendish family,”
continued Poirot looking at me, “but she was not their real mother.”

John met us as we approached the house. “Hello Monsieur
Poirot. Has Hastings told you about this terrible business? We don’t
want any publicity. We have no definite proof of anything.”

“Yes, understand completely.”

John turned to me: “Inglethorp’s back. I don’t know how to treat
him. It’s very difficult.”

“That will not last long,” said Poirot quietly.

slovicka slovicka zadarmo
autopsy [o:topsi] pitva (soudni) contrast [kontra:st] kontrast
grief [gri:f] zal shock [fok] Sok
business [biznis] byznys, obchod,
zalezitost
definite [definit] definitivni,

konecny
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John looked questioningly at Poirot, but then simply gave the
keys to the locked rooms to me and told me show Poirot upstairs.

We went to Mrs Inglethorp’s room first. Poirot moved quickly
from one object in the room to another, like a grasshopper. I stood
by the door without moving so I wouldn’t destroy any valuable
clues he might find.

“Why are you standing there like, how you say, a stuck pig?”’
“I don’t want to destroy any clues or footprints.”

“Footprints? I can see an army has already been in here! Come,
mon ami, help me in my search.” He put his small case on a round
table by the window but the top was loose and it slid off and onto the
floor.

“What is this?” cried Poirot. “A big house yet there is little
luxury!”

Poirot proceeded to examine a purple writing case, with a key in
the lock, on the writing table. It was an ordinary key with a bit of
twisted wire through the handle.

Next he examined the door we had broken. Then he looked
closely at the door leading to Cynthia’s room which was bolted.
Poirot unbolted it and bolted repeatedly and as quietly as he could.
Then he saw something in the bolt itself and taking out a pair of
forceps he withdrew a small green particle and put it in a tiny
envelope.

slovicka slovicka zadarmo
grasshopper [graishoupa(r)]  kobylka, lucni konik object [obdsikt]  object,
stuck [stak] zapichnuty, uviznuty predmét
slide off [slaid, sklouznout, klou- Gy [a:mi] armdda

(slid slid) slid, slid] zavé spadnout luxury [lakfoari] luxus
unbolt [anbolt] otevrit petlici,

uvolnit zastrcku
forceps [forseps] kleste
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Poirot then inspected a small chest of drawers on which was a
tray with a lamp and a small saucepan on it. There was a small
amount of dark liquid inside. Next to the saucepan was an empty cup
and saucer.

I could notbelieve I had not noticed this before.

Poirot dipped his finger carefully in the saucepan and made a
face.

“Cocoa and, I think, rum.”

He looked at the objects by the bed where the table had
overturned when Mrs Inglethorp had been overcome with
convulsions. A reading lamp, some books, matches, a bunch of
keys, and the crushed remains ofa coffee cup.

“Hastings, this is curious. You see the lamp is broken but the
coffee cup is smashed and is like powder.”

“Someone must have stepped in it and crushed it by accident,”
said.

“Yes, exactly.” Poirot looked thoughtful as he went to the
mantlepiece and, as is his usual habit, began straightening some
ornaments and vases. “Hastings, ” he continued, “it was crushed
because someone knew that strychnine was in the cup - or because it
did not contain strychnine!”

I was too confused to reply. Poirot picked up the keys and chose
one to open the writing case. He stopped and said only someone
with proper authority should read Mrs Inglethorp’s private papers.

slovicka slovicka zadarmo
saucer [soisa(r)]  talifek (pod cisi cocoa [koukau] kakao

nebo koflik) rum [ram] rum
dip [dip] ponorit, namocit curious  [kjueries]  zvédavy (kuriézni)
bunch [bantf] svazek (klicii) exactly  [ig'zektli]  exaktné, presné
smash [smef] rozbit, roztiistit authority [o:®oriti]]  autorita
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He crossed the room and noticed a round stain by the left hand
window on the dark carpet. He knelt down and even smelled it.

Finally he put a few drops of the cocoa into a test tube and sealed
it carefully. He took out his notebook.

“There are some interesting findings in this room,” said Poirot as
he wrote. “One, the coffee cup has been ground to powder. Two, a
writing case with a key in the lock. Three, a stain on the floor --*

“That could have been done a long time ago,” I objected.

“No,” insisted Poirot. “It is still slightly damp and it smells of
coffee. Four a fragment of dark green fabric. Five, this!” and Poirot
pointed to a large splash of candle wax on the floor by the writing
table. “It must have been done yesterday, otherwise one of the maids
would have cleaned it.

“We might have done that,” I said. “We were all very upset,
Poirot. Or Mrs Inglethorp might have done it.”

“Mrs Inglethorp only had a reading lamp. The candle that
Lawrence carried last night was pink. It is still on the dressing table.
This stain is white.

“Six,” continued Poirot, “I will keep to myself for the moment.”

Suddenly Poirot got down on his knees and began to examine the
ashes in the grate. “Quick Hastings! Bring me the forceps!”

He took out a small piece of half burnt paper. “Well mon ami,
what do you think of this?”

The paper was quite thick not at all like notepaper.

slovicka slovicka zadarmo
damp [deemp] vihky notebook  [noutbuk]  zdpisnik
fabric [facbrik] latha (jako prenosny
L, , pocitac)
splash [spleef] postriknuti,
cdkanec

gramaticka pilulka

Na Poirota si dejte pozor, je to Belgi¢an, obcas déla v anglictiné drobné chybicky!
Zde napriklad fika: I will keep to myself. Schazi mu tam pfedmét. Spravné ma byt:
1 will keep it to myself - necham si to pro sebe.
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“Poirot!” I exclaimed. “This is apiece ofa will!’
“Precisely.  expected it.”

He put it away in his case as [ wondered about the will. Who had
destroyed it? How did they get inside the room? Who was the person
who had left candle wax on the floor?

“We must ask Dorcas the parlourmaid a few questions,” said
Poirot. “Come Hastings.”

We went out through Alfred Inglethorp’s room where Poirot
made a brief examination before locking both doors.

We went downstairs to Mrs Inglethorp’s boudoir and Poirot,
looking out of the window, praised the flower beds. I did not think it
was the time to discuss flowers and was glad when Dorcas arrived.

“We need to find out the truth abut the death of your mistress,
Dorcas”, began Poirot. “Tell me about quarrel she had yesterday
afternoon.”

“Well, sir. It was about four o’clock. I was in the hall when I
heard very angry voices in here. The door was shut, but I could here
the mistress speaking quite clearly. She said, You have lied to me
and deceived me’. I couldn’t hear what Mr Inglethorp said. Then she
said, "How dare you? I have paid for your clothes and your food and
let you stay here. You owe everything to me. Yet you repay me by
bringing disgrace on my name.’ Mr Inglethorp said something then
she said, ’T have my duty and my mind is made up. [ am not afraid of
any publicity or scandal between a husband and wife.’ Then I went
to do my own duties, sir.”

slovicka

mistress [mistris] pani (titul v osloveni)
food [fu:d] Jjidlo

disgrace [dis'greis] hanba, ostuda

gramaticka pilulka

Flower beds - kvétinové zahony, doslova ,,kvétinové postele*
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