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(1) Hodinu a pul sedél jen pfi svétle ohng, zabrany do takovych rozporuplnych Gvah, kdyz tu si nahle vzpomnél na néco, co
ho ptimélo vstat a zapalit svicku, kterou si s sebou ptinesl seshora. Tou nahlou myslenkou bylo, Ze zapomnél pani Abelové
fict, kdy ma s davkami opia piestat.

Uchopil svicen, ale dlouho stal dal nehybné. Mozna uz mu dala vic, nez kolik povolil Lydgate. Jist¢ se ale dalo omluvit,
Ze pii svém nyn&j§im vyCerpani zapomnél na ¢ast pokynd. Se svickou v ruce vySel nahoru a nevédé€l, ma-li jit rovhou do
svého pokoje a ulozit se k spanku, nebo zahnout do pokoje nemocného a napravit své opomenuti. Zastavil se v chodb¢ s tvari
obracenou k Rafflesovu pokoji a slysel, jak nemocny uvnitt sténa a cosi mumla. Nespi tedy. Kdo muze védét, jestli by nebylo
lepsi Lydgateovy piikazy nevyplnit nez vyplnit, kdyz pacient pofad neusina?

(2) Zasel do svého pokoje. Jesté nez se stacdil tplné svléet, zaklepala na dvefe pani Abelova. Pooteviel je, aby ji slySel mluvit
i polohlasem.

Raceji odpustit, pane, neméla bysem dostat krapet brandy nebo néceho, co by se tomu chudacisku mohlo dat? Mysli si, ze
nékam pada, a jina¢ nic nepolkne — aby ho to aspon trosinku posililo — jen to opium. A pofad castéjc mi opakuje, Ze se
propada krz zem.*

K jejimu piekvapeni pan Bulstrode neodpovédél. V duchu bojoval sam se sebou.

,Podle mé musi umiit na to, ze se ni¢im neposilni, jestli to s nim takhle bude dal. Kdyz marodil na$ chudak pan, pan
Robisson, a ja se o n¢j starala, musela jsem ho pofad Castovat portskym a brandy, vzdycky celou velkou sklenici,” dodala
pani Abelova trochu vycitave.

Pan Bulstrode ale ani tentokrat hned neodpovédél, a tak pokracovala: ,,Kdyz ma ¢loveék smrt na jazyku, nemélo by se na
ném Setfit, a to byste vy pfeci taky nechtél, pane, to vim jisté. Jind¢ bych mu uz byla dala nasi lahev rumu, co si doma
schovavame. Ale kdyz jste u néj tak vysedaval a udélal jste vSecko, co jste moh’ ...*

Nato se ve Skvife pootevienych dvefi objevil kli¢ a bankéi chraplavé tekl: ,,To je kli¢ od komory, kde se chladi lahve.
Tam najdete brandy, kolik budete chtit.«

(3) Brzy réno — asi tak v Sest — pan Bulstrode vstal a stravil chvili na modlitbach. Ma snad n¢kdo za to, ze modlitba
v soukromi je nutné upfimna — Zze nutné¢ smétuje ke kotentim naSeho jednani? Soukromé modlitba, to jsou neslySna slova,
a slova jsou obrazem skute¢nosti. Kdo se dokéze zobrazit vérné podle pravdy, tfeba jen ve svych vlastnich myslenkach?
Bulstrode jesté ve svych myslenkach nerozpletl zmatené pohnutky poslednich Ctyfiadvaceti hodin."

(1) He had sat an hour and a half in this conflict by the firelight only, when a sudden thought made him rise and light the
bed-candle, which he had brought down with him. The thought was, that he had not told Mrs. Abel when the doses of opium
must cease.

He took hold of the candlestick, but stood motionless for a long while. She might already have given him more than
Lydgate had prescribed. But it was excusable in him, that he should forget part of an order, in his present wearied condition.
He walked up-stairs, candle in hand, not knowing whether he should straightway enter his own room and go to bed, or turn to
the patient's room and rectify his omission. He paused in the passage, with his face turned towards Raffles's room, and he
could hear him moaning and murmuring. He was not asleep, then. Who could know that Lydgate's prescription would not be
better disobeyed than followed, since there was still no sleep?

(2)  He turned into his own room. Before he had quite undressed, Mrs. Abel rapped at the door; he opened it an inch, so that
he could hear her speak low.

"If you please, sir, should | have no brandy nor nothing to give the poor creetur? He feels sinking away, and nothing else
will he swaller - and but little strength in it, if he did - only the opium. And he says more and more he's sinking down through
the earth."

To her surprise, Mr. Bulstrode did not answer. A struggle was going on within him.

"I think he must die for want o' support, if he goes on in that way. When | nursed my poor master, Mr. Robisson, | had to
give him port-wine and brandy constant, and a big glass at a time,” added Mrs. Abel, with a touch of remonstrance in her
tone.

But again Mr. Bulstrode did not answer immediately, and she continued, "It's not a time to spare when people are at
death's door, nor would you wish it, sir, I'm sure. Else | should give him our own bottle o' rum as we keep by us. But a sitter-
up so as you've been, and doing everything as laid in your power - "

Here a key was thrust through the inch of doorway, and Mr. Bulstrode said huskily, "That is the key of the wine-cooler.

You will find plenty of brandy there."”
(3) Early in the morning - about six - Mr. Bulstrode rose and spent some time in prayer. Does any one suppose that private
prayer is necessarily candid - necessarily goes to the roots of action? Private prayer is inaudible speech, and speech is
representative: who can represent himself just as he is, even in his own reflections? Bulstrode had not yet unravelled in his
thought the confused promptings of the last four-and-twenty hours.?

! G. Eliot, Middlemarch, ptel. Z. Stastna, Romeo, Praha 2006, kap. 70, str. 555 (ve 3. &asti upraveny preklad).
2 G. Eliot, Middlemarch, Oxford University Press, Oxford 2003, str. 709.
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