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ABSTRACT (English)

The doctoral dissertation is a thesis-by-practice, offering an English translation of nine short stories
from Jan Cep’s 1931 Czech anthology ZeméZluc — itself comprised of the collections Zemézluc
(1931), Vigilie (1928), and Dvoji domov (1926) — and a commentary. The commentary details the
strategies utilized to translate the stories into English, while also examining literary themes of
Zemezluc.

An introduction explains the reason for translating Zemézluc into English, as well as the
reasoning behind the structure and methodology of the dissertation.

Part One provides a brief biography of Jan Cep for a non-Czech audience.

Part Two of the dissertation presents the English translation of nine stories: “Domek,” “Boufe,”
“Dvoji domov,” “Kozlovice,” “PenéZenka,” “Zbloudily,” “Hofe z lasky,” “Mura,” and “Cesta na
jitini.”

Part Three of the dissertation offers the commentary, which contains four chapters. Its first
chapter investigates the metaphysical geography of Zemeéz/luc; the second chapter tracks the rapidly
shifting verbal tenses in Cep’s stories and explains why they have been altered in the English
translation. The third chapter sets out the problems Czech names and realia pose for translating
stories from Zemezluc into English. The fourth chapter examines Walter Benjamin’s concept of

translatability to see whether or not the theory can be put into practice.

Keywords: Jan Cep, Czech literature, Czech fiction, Short stories, Translation, Translation studies,

Translation theory, Narrative tenses



ABSTRAKT (Czech)

Disertacni prace je povytce prakticky zaméfend: nabizi anglicky pteklad deviti povidek z vyboru
Jana Cepa Zemézluc¢ — ktery byl &esky poprvé vydan roku 1931 a sestava z povidkovych sbirek
Zemezluc (1931), Vigilie (1928) a Dvoji domov (1926) — a ptekladatelsky komentat. Ten jednak
detailné popisuje strategie pouzité pti prekladu povidek do anglictiny a jednak analyzuje literarni
témata dané¢ho vyboru.

Uvod prace pojednava o ditvodech piekladu Zemézluci do angliGtiny a zdaivodiuje strukturu a
metodologii disertace.

Prvni &ast disertadni prace obsahuje stru¢ény Zivotopis Jana Cepa, uréeny piedevsim
zahrani¢nimu publiku, jeZ s dilem tohoto velkého ¢eského autora v podstaté neni obeznameno.

Druha c¢ast nabizi anglicky pieklad deviti povidek: ,,Domek*, ,Boute®“, ,,Dvoji domov*,
,Kozlovice®, ,,Pené¢zenka®, ,,Zbloudily*, ,,Hote z lasky*, ,Mira‘ a ,,Cesta na jitfni*.

Obsahly komentat ve tieti Casti prace je pak rozdélen do Ctyf kapitol. Prvni zkouma
metafyzickou geografii Zemeézluci; druhd kapitola se vénuje problematice slovesnych cast a
Casové souslednosti a vysvétluje, pro¢ v anglickém ptekladu casto dochazi ke gramatickym
posuntim; Tieti se snazi postihnout problémy s ¢eskymi jmény a realiemi, které vyvstavaji pii
anglickém piekladu Cepovych povidek. Ctvrta kapitola pak zkouma koncept pieloZitelnosti

Waltera Benjamina a zamysli se nad tim, zda 1ze Benjaminovu teorii uvést do praxe.

Kli¢ova slova: Jan Cep, ¢eska literatura, povidky, preklad, piekladatelska studia, teorie piekladu,
vypravéci ¢asy
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INTRODUCTION

There is a natural question that arises from the mere existence of this dissertation, as it is a thesis-
by-practice, offering Common Rue, an English translation of nine short stories from Jan Cep’s
1931 Czech anthology Zemézluc — itself comprised of the collections Zemézluc (1931), Vigilie
(1928), and Dvoji domov (1926) — and a critical commentary. The question: why Jan Cep?

Well, as Martin Podivinsky writes in his 1996-article, “Vzajemna korespondence F. X.
Saldy a Jana Cepa,” in the inter-war period, notable literary critics such as Arné Novak, Pavel
Fraenkl, and Bedrich Fudik felt that the two best Czech writers at the time were Vladislav Vancura
and Jan Cep. Cep even dedicated his story “Cesta na jitini” to Bedfich Fu¢ik. In turn, Fu¢ik would
g0 on to say that his mentor — perhaps the most esteemed Czech literary critic of all — F. X. Salda
“miloval [Cepa] tichou, zdrzenlivou ldskou.” Podivinsky also concludes that “Dilo Jana Cepa
patii k zatim stale nedocenénym vrcholiim mezivalecé Ceské literatury.”!

While it is true that Jan Cep is still less-known than his fellow writer Vladislav Vanéura,
Jan Cep may have become more popular since Podivinsky wrote that he was underappreciated.
Since the Velvet Revolution, over sixty books by or on Jan Cep have been published in Czech.
Often with strong editorial and translation work from Jan Zatloukal et al., Brno’s Centrum pro
studium demokracie a kultury has almost created a cottage industry publishing non-fiction works
of Jan Cep with stunning frequency: Mily Viadimire... Mily Maestro...: Vzdjemnd korespondence

Jana Cepa a Viadimira Pesky, 1951-1966 (2009); Kniha tydne (2015); Meditace, (2019); Jan Cep

! Martin Podivinsky, “Vzajemna Korespondence F. X. Saldy a Jana Cepa.” Ceskd Literatura 44, no. 6 (1996): 607.
http://www jstor.org/stable/42686356.



— Henri Pourrat: Vzdjemnad korespondence (2021); V setmélém horizontu: Denik, zapisniky a
pracovni texty z let 1929—1943 (2022); Uvahy emigranta: Francouzské clanky a rukopisy z let
1948-1960 (2024).

Czech research into Jan Cep has yielded an impressive amount of work, as well. The last
thirteen years have witnessed the publications of Jaroslav Med’s Bdsnik jitiniho zraku: Jan Cep
(2012), Tomas Kubigek’s Dvoji domov Jana Cepa (2014), Karel Komérek’s Cep, Durych, a
nékolik pribuznych (2014), and Richard Zmélik’s Slovnik Jana Cepa: Kvantitativné-korpusova
analyza a literdrni véda (2015), while the 2000s saw the publication of Michal Bauer’s Jan Cep
ve vzpomiinkach své rodiny (2007). The nineties yielded Mojmir Travnicek’s book Pout’ a
vwhnanstvi: Zivot a dilo Jana Cepa (1996), as well as an issue of Ceskd literatura (Vol. 46, No. 6;
1998) devoted to the author. Ceskd literatura has featured articles on Cep consistently since the 90s.

Interest in Jan Cep has also arisen in France, which is natural since the author emigrated to the
country and spent the remainder of his life there (along with three years spent in West Germany);
however, as his literary career never took off in France, the interest seems to have been fostered
primarily by the publication of Jan Zatloukal’s book L'exil de Jan Cep, in 2014 with a preface by
Xavier Galmiche of the Sorbonne.

In German, Urs Heftrich of the University of Heidelberg edited Der Mensch auf der
Landstrafie (2003), a collection of Cep’s short stories translated by Bettina Kaibach and Hana and
Peter Demetz. (In 1962, Cep stories translated by Hana and Peter Demetz were published in
Austria under the title Zeit und Wiederkehr. Bilder aus Bohmen und Mahren.)

In English, however, the work of Jan Cep is virtually unknown. When I discussed the
author with professors of Czech from Indiana University and Harvard, as well as two of the top
translators of Czech into English, his name drew a blank. Other than “The Lost,” a translation of

his story “Zbloudily” that my wife and I wrote for the translation journal Asymptote, the only
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scholarly mention of Jan Cep that I could track down in English since the end of the Cold War was
a passing reference in Josef Skvorecky’s 1990 article “Bohemia of the Soul.”

This wasn’t always the case, however. In the late 1930s, the journal Books Abroad,
published by the University of Oklahoma, mentions Jan Cep numerous times, both highlighting
his literary prizes in Czechsolovakia and refers to him “moving the Czech Catholic novel to the
countryside” (“The Novel in Czechoslovakia,” 1937). In his 1939 article in the Slavic and Eastern
European Review, “Twenty Years of Czech Literature (1918-1938),” René Wellek praised Cep as
one of the most promising Czech writers, particularly championing his short stories. Later, there
was a flurry of interest in Cep generated by Peter Demetz’s chapter “The Art of Jan Cep,” in the
1964 book The Czechoslovak Contribution to World Culture. In their reviews of the 600-page
book, Demetz’s article was singled out and lauded by both George Gibian in the Slavic Review
and by Paul Trensky in the Slavic and East European Journal.

More than half a century later, Rajendra Chitnis of Oxford University is currently writing
a book he intends to publish with Karolinum Press on the countryside in Czech literature, which
will feature Jan Cep. With one of the higher profile English Bohemists set to publish a book that
includes Jan Cep, a translation of Cep’s stories could allow literary scholars without a reading
knowledge of Czech (or French or German) to engage with this notable Czech writer.

This, along with encouragement from translator and editor Petr Onufer (himself
encouraged by Terezie Pokorna, editor-in-chief of Revolver Revue and granddaughter of Bedtich
Fugik), led Martin Jane&ek of Karolinum Press to contract me to translate a book of Jan Cep’s for
his Modern Czech Classics series. Together we decided I should translate all of the stories from

the anthology Zemezluc, which includes the collections Zemezluc (1931), Vigilie (1928), and Dvoji
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domov (1926).2 Forthcoming in Spring 2026, the artist Jiti Grus has supplied illustrations and cover

art, while Rajendra Chitnis has agreed to write the afterword.

Potential Audience

Karolinum Press crosses its fingers and holds its collective thumb for its translated fiction to reach
one or more of four potential audiences.?

The first audience is made up of university libraries. The University of Chicago Press
handles distribution for the Modern Czech Classics series outside the Czech Republic and
Slovakia, and their sales representatives enthusiastically pitch the books to libraries and university
book stores.*

The second audience are scholars and students of Czech literature. The hope is that the
book will be included in the syllabus of a Czech literature class, leading to dependable repeat
orders for a number of years. Because there are few Czech literature classes in Anglophone
universities, it is unlikely the number of books sold would amount to more than a few hundred. (If
every university in the United States with a strong Czech program ordered fifteen books for a

seminar, Karolinum would sell 260 books.)® The best way to reach a broader audience of students

2 The nine translations I am most pleased with have been included in this dissertation.

3 After being contacted to translate Cep for the Modern Czech Classics series, I later went to work at Karolinum
Press as an acquisitions editor. Martin Janecek is the series editor, but I was fortunate enough to work closely with
him on a number of titles in the series (as well as its sister series: Modern Slovak Classics). Insights into sales,
marketing, and audiences come from my work there.

4 Sadly, academic bookstores have become a more difficult market. According to University of Chicago Press Sales
Representatives, in 2023 the campus bookstore at the University of California — San Diego removed all of its
physical books to concentrate on selling more profitable sweatshirts and other clothing with UCSD logos.

5 The website czechshoolsamerica.org lists two additional school with Czech programs, but Czech is only offered
through language centers there. The American universities that regularly offer Czech and Czech literature classes
are: Brown University, Columbia University in the City of New York, Harvard University, Indiana University,
University of California at Berkeley, UCLA, University of Chicago, University of Illinois at Urbana — Champaign,
University of Michigan, University of Nebraska, Universtiy of North Carolina — Chapel Hill, The University of
Texas at Austin, and Yale University.
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is for the book to be added to the syllabus of a literature course that does not focus on Czech
literature. This happens on occasion. In 2014-2016, the University of Bristol ran a MOOC
(massive open online course), FutureLearn: Cultural Studies and Modern Languages, four times.
As Eva Kandler’s English translation of Ladislav Fuks’ The Cremator appeared on the syllabus
and sales rose dramatically, Karolinum reissued the book.°

The third audience are customers in the Czech Republic. Roughly half of all sales of
Modern Czech Classics books occur in bookshops in the Czech Republic. This is one of the reasons
for the bright covers by Jifi Grus — they are visible and attractive to customers at a distance of six
feet.” (The other reason is that his artwork is excellent and an impressive form of literary criticism
in itself.)

The fourth audience are approached in a Hail Mary—fashion, or more accurately a Hail
Helen. In the March 13™, 2014 issue of The New York Times, stylish English author Helen Oyeyemi
appeared in the newspaper’s By the Book feature. She was asked about the last great book she had
read, and answered:

Susan Reynolds’s translation of “Kytice” (“Bouquet”), Karel Erben’s classic cycle of Czech
folk tales in verse. I don’t really know how to describe these stories, except that most of them
are profoundly strange, with outcomes that you shrink from rather than anticipate, and so
you simply pause from time to time to make peace with your goose bumps. The very
particular rhythm of the verse contributes to its effect, which makes the translation all the

more impressive.?

¢ See Rajendra Chitnis, “University Award for Education in Arts 2015,” University of Bristol, https://research-
information.bris.ac.uk/en/prizes/university-award-for-education-in-arts-2015

7 The rule of thumb for book covers is they have to be appealing both from a distance of six feet (from a bookcase
for people shopping in a bookstore) and six inches (from a computer screen for those shopping online).

8 Helen Oyeyemi, “By the Book,” New York Times, March 13, 2014.
https://www.nytimes.com/2014/03/16/books/review/helen-oyeyemi-by-the-book.html
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Also impressive were the sales her comments drove. Jantar, the London-based independent press
had been struggling until Ms. Helen Oyeyemi’s mention of the book.” It is now Jantar’s bestselling
title and the third edition will be published soon.

For Common Rue, Karolinum Press and I will approach interesting authors for blurbs, but
the truth is that this collection of early twentieth-century stories about wanderers who are lost
either geographically or spiritually (and often both) is unlikely to become a hit in the way that
Susan Reynolds’ translation of Kytice has.!® An ideal situation would be if Common Rue were used
in a broader literature course. To do this, in the advanced information sheets for marketing the
book and for meetings between Karolinum Press and the sales representatives at University of
Chicago press, I hope to draw attention to the stylistic and thematic connections between Jan Cep
and one of America’s greatest authors: William Faulkner.

Cep and Faulkner were contemporaries, publishing their first major works, Dvoji domov
and Soldier’s Pay, in the same year (1926). Zemézluc and As I Lay Dying, which both employ
drastically shifting narrative tenses would be published within a year of each other (1931 and 1930,
respectively). They are also modernists who focus on a major, but marginalized, region of their
countries — Moravia and the American South — while creating fictional counties (Cep’s Piisenice
and Faulkner’s Yoknapatawpha) that, if they are not exact replicas of Myslechovice and Lafayette,
were certainly inspired by their hometowns.

This, however, is still quite ambitious. A much more reasonable goal is to hope that
Rajendra Chitnis who is writing a book on Czech interwar fiction’s treatment of the countryside

will include it in the syllabus for one of his seminars or that a handful of scholars interested in

% This was related to me by Mike Tate, the owner of Jantar, in 2019.
101t is worth noting that while Oyeyemi’s praise for Susan Reynolds’ translation of Kytice drove sales up
dramatically, the quality of Reynolds’ translation led to Oyeyemi’s praise; Reynolds’ is an excellent translator.
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early twentieth-century fiction and university students curious about Czech fiction will read

Common Rue.

Structure

Because the core of this dissertation will provide the material for the Modern Czech Classics
edition of Common Rue, the English translation of Jan Cep’s Zemézluc, I have chosen to structure
the bulk of the thesis to match the format used most often by Karolinum Press” Modern Czech and
Slovak Classics series.

Usually, the books consist of a short biography of the author for a foreign audience who
have not studied the authors in school. The translation of the literary work, which makes up the
bulk of the book, follows. Lest readers be swayed by a certain analytical interpretation of the work
before they have read it, the Modern Czech Classics series eschews forewords in favor of scholarly
afterwords. The final critical component is an optional essay by the translator.'!

Thus, including this introduction, the structure of the dissertation will be:

Introduction

Potential Audience

Structure

Part 1. Brief Biography of Jan Cep

1 See: Jaroslav Kvapil, Rusalka, trans. Patrick Corness (Prague: Karolinum, 2020); Jan Johanides,
But Crime Does Punish, trans. Julia and Peter Sherwood (Prague: Karolinum, 2022); Libuse Monikova,
Transfigured Night, trans. Anne Posten (Prague: Karolinum, 2023).
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Part 2. Common Rue: Translated Stories from ZeméZlud

2.1 House [“Domek™]

2.2 Storm [“Bouie”]

2.3 Two Homes [“Dvoji domov”]
2.4 Kozlovice

2.5 Wallet [“Penézenka’]
2.6 Lost [“Zbloudily”]
2.7 Burning Up [“Hote z lasky™]
2.8 Moth [“Mira”]

2.9 Path to Morning [“Cesta na jitini”]

Part 3. Commentary
3.1 Getting Lost: The Metaphysical Cartography of Jan Cep’s Zemézluc
3.2 Chronic Tension: Shifting Cep’s Narrative Tenses to Translate Zemézluc
3.3 Kolage and Kleof4s: Translating Czech Realia in Jan Cep’s Zemézluc
3.4 Translating Translatability: Considering Walter Benjamin while Translating

Jan Cep

Appendixes

Bibliography

For the third section of the dissertation, the commentary, I placed “Getting Lost: The Metaphysical

Cartography of Jan Cep’s Zemézluc™ first, since it analyzes the significance of Cep’s literary
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techniques more than it concentrates on translation techniques. As such, it corresponds closer to
the critical afterwords that appear in books from the Modern Czech Classics series. Each of the
next three chapters, “Chronic Tension: Shifting Cep’s Narrative Tenses to Translate Zemézlug,”
“Kolaée and Kleofas: Translating Czech Realia in Jan Cep’s Zemé&Zlu¢,” and “Translating
Translatability: Considering Walter Benjamin while Translating Jan Cep,” with some slight
adjustments, could be used for the translator’s note that closes a Modern Czech or Slovak Classic.

To enable the various chapters to be used more easily within a Modern Czech Classic book
or to be submitted as articles to English journals or chapters of English anthologies, I have followed

the tradition of Anglophone dissertation-writing that minimizes subheadings and subchapters.
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PART 1 ABOUT THE AUTHOR

Jan Cep (1902-1974) was a Czech writer and translator. Born in the Moravian town of
Myslechovice (then part of the Austro-Hungarian Empire), he moved to Prague to study Czech,
English, and French. After leaving university, he joined Josef Florian’s radical Catholic
community in Stara Rife from 1926 to 1927, working and translating for Florian’s publishing
house. He returned to Prague and its outskirts to work in publishing, and he was close to many of
the leading Czech interwar writers. World War Two and the Nazi occupation of Czechoslovakia
drove him back to Myslechovice; the Communist Coup of 1948 drove him out of Czechoslovakia.
Although he worked for Radio Free Europe in Munich from 1951 to 1954, he spent most of the
rest of his life in France — his second home.

The author of one novel and a prolific translator — he translated authors such as George
Bernard Shaw, Honoré de Balzac, Joseph Conrad, and Gustave Flaubert into Czech, and writers
like Egon Hostovsky into French — Cep is now best known for his essays and short stories. Because
of the prevalence of rural settings in his stories, Cep has often been categorized as a Catholic or
ruralist writer — but he himself would have disagreed, as he argued that writers with similar styles
and outlooks had more in common with each other than writers from similar backgrounds and
religions. Peter Demetz writes, “Cep seizes upon the epic world of naturalism to demonstrate its
glory as well as its deficiencies; the world as he creates it . . . is nothing if not a promise of
eternity”; however, due to his interest in the human soul and his experimental approach to
narration, Cep should actually be viewed as one of the great spiritual modernists.

Common Rue is Cep’s first collection to appear in English.
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PART 2 COMMON RUE

2.1 House

It was buchty for lunch today, rolls as sweet as honey. When Miss opened the window to the
garden, the scent of lilac flooded into the classroom. It was a joyous day. The little children sang
“May, May, the woods are bright as day” and “the raven returns with the setting sun, now our song
is sung”’; their book bags bumped against their backs, and the path before them ran radiant between
the dandelions and the shade of young rye, from the school to the cross and the threshing floors of

Mysletice.

When Jenik and Anicka get home, the cattle shed is wide-open and the hens pick through the
trough. It is the time of day to work in the field and only the old man remains behind in the garden
tying up a bundle of sticks. The children don’t go to see him: rebukes collect crankily in the
wrinkles around his mouth as he sits behind the chopping block, his hatchet sounding a stubborn
crack, crack to spite the starlings as they imitate all the voices of the world in front of the birdhouse
in the pear tree.

Their schoolbags fly to the corner among the old rags and Jenik, discovering cakes in the
cupboard, shouts: “They left snacks for us!” He grabs a big one, leaving the smaller for Anicka,
then rushes out of the kitchen that nobody even had time to sweep—Anicka, don’t you know that

is your job? But Anic¢ka doesn’t care and runs after Jenik.
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Frantik, the cobbler’s boy, has already been gathering boards in the yard (he must have
clambered over the wall again, how else could he have gotten here so fast) and Bozena, the Tichys’
girl, rinses out a green bottle she pulled from the mud by the well.

“Come on, come on,” Frantik shouts, “we’re going to play house!”

Stones and blocks of woods will become pillars, and there are all sorts of planks under the
toolshed that can be used for a table and benches—just wipe them with a wet cloth and blow the
earwigs and centipedes out of the cracks. The girls look for ribbons and Frantik yells at them to
hold the parade until the walls are done. Jenik gets lost in his thoughts, as usual, and God knows
how beautiful he wants everything, but whatever he builds falls down in a second, so of course
Frantik is the one who has to build it all.

Before it’s finished, everyone has worked up a sweat and gotten into a hundred arguments,
at least. At one point Frantik flung a piece of wood to the ground and shouted, “Cripes, maybe I’ll
just go home”; then the others submitted to his dominance.

When the little house is built, it has only two walls: one provided by the fence and the other
is actually the wall of the neighbor’s cattle shed. Two are enough: a great pile of dirt encloses this
little world from the creeping expanse of the yard. The ceiling comes from two large elderberry
bushes on each side, bowing before the inhabitants, casting a fragrant web of shade and sun onto
the table and benches.

Jenik climbs up to a fork in the tree and props his chin up with his knees. Frantik yells—
what is he thinking, won’t he work anymore? But his friend looks at him perplexed. Frantik gets
upset, calls the girls to the dirt pile and shows them how to make flour. “Maybe you want to eat
some,” he threatens Jenik, but when he sees that it is hopeless, he starts to carve a strange

instrument that he never finishes.
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In the meantime, Jenik, transformed, walks among blades of grass growing strips between
the benches and table; a bare pathway enters, like into a courtyard and beckons warmly, just like
roads always do, only nobody can walk this one—this place has become a world unto itself. Soft-
leaved twigs touch the earth as the green silence relaxes its wings like a dreaming bird. But
suddenly the silence groans, God knows why. Just when Jenik thinks how nice it would be to stay
here and not go anywhere, wistfulness settles onto the leaves and the tiny house yawns.

Something tightens inside of Jenik and his eyes nearly well up. But they mustn’t, for there
is a world outside that he must see, must know. He is about to push the branches aside and step on
the soil, but once more he looks at their little house, the grassy strips and the bug-path upon which
he cannot walk—this tiny world must remain abandoned and futilely beautiful, no one shall know
of it...

Anicka and Bozka sit on the ground, baking kolache. Frantik lies on his belly nearby,
blowing into some kind of hole. “What have you got there?” Jenik asks. “Just what you see—a
millstone,” Frantik snaps at Jenik, then pays him no mind.

Jenik turns to the girls, but before he can open his mouth, they both scream that he'd
trampled what they had baked. So he walks behind the pear tree and looks to the sky: azure
saturated with a sweet glare; the leaves of the trees embrace the blissful glow. The boy’s eyes lift
higher and higher: “God, how is it possible to go on and on and never reach the end? No end. How
terrible!”

And then something scares him: an end is also impossible! If there were a wall at the end
of the world, it could be ploughed through and again there would be a hole...

Everything goes black. When Jenik comes to, he sees Frantik, Bozka and his sister Anicka.

He wants to go to Frantik, but right away he realizes that Frantik doesn’t know that there can be
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no end, that a wall can be ploughed through and something must lie beyond. Bozka doesn’t know
anything either. And Anicka? Jenik freezes. Ani¢ka knows! She stares at him wide-eyed with
anxiety, her dirty little hands swinging helplessly. How do Jenik and Anicka know what other boys
and girls do not?

A horrible sadness befalls Jenik. He runs behind the yard—the old man can surely explain,
the old man knows everything and fears nothing. But when he reaches the chopping block, the old
man is gone, but the hatchet clings stubbornly to it, its iron blade facing Jenik. Jenik leaves the
threshing floor, sits down on the grass and smooths it out with the back of his hand. The softness
of the grass penetrates the depths of his soul. A long green field spreads before him, and shivering
with secret bliss, it bows to the sky. Jenik lays his head in the grass and, with an unspeakable

wistfulness, he bursts into tears.

Later on after dinner, mom went to the orchard for the blankets. “They’ll smell wonderful!” she
told Jenik, who had gone with her.

As they stepped upon the wet grass, enchanted, they inhaled the beauty of the evening. The
splendid crown of the old pear tree glowed bright as it miraculously blossomed to the very last
branch.

“Mom, look how the trees lean towards each other,” Jenik whispered. “How quiet they
are.

“Let’s sit for a moment,” she said, placing her son’s head in her lap.

“Mom, how can we hear the rustling even in this silence?” Jenik asked. When his mother
kept quiet, he grasped her neck and started to tell her about the little house, how it had to stay

abandoned.
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Startled, his mother gazed into Jenik’s frantic eyes and he blurted out: “Mom, are the stars
far away?”

His mother’s infinitely kind hand stroked his hair with unspeakable tenderness: “Jenicek,
you must believe that we are not alone. Nothing is futile. One day, perhaps, we will understand it
all.”

Then her hands dropped into her lap and her whole being erupted into prayer, begging God

to not abandon her child when he is no longer soothed by her example, her trust.
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2.2 Storm

Scarcely had the road rounded the corner, when behind the roofs rose the sky, suffocating all hope
with its dark threat. The road cowered in fear, the cows hung their heads to the ground, and the
cart stopped its clacking. Father pulled down his straw hat, brim-bent from the wind, and raised
the whip high as the veins bulged out from his bare arms. Yet the whistle of the whip went silent
and a crack thundered forth, tearing heaven above. Jenik grabbed his mother’s hand but he let go
immediately and went even paler, for he spied fright in his mother’s eyes. You must fear for
yourself—no one can save anyone else. His father didn’t even look back at him, he just tugged the
reins and the shirt on his back swelled with wind. His mother’s eyes landed upon him finally, but
they intended to teach him devotion: “The Lord knows of us.” But Jenik was afraid and wanted
assurance that he wouldn’t be killed.

The hamlet knelt back beneath the trees and the cart was already in the middle of the fields,
the landscape hugged the ground like a partridge, women ran barefoot with their heads down, men
shouldered their scythes, two long rows of unshocked sheaves lay end to end like slaughtered
troops, and grain piles were hurriedly loaded, hunching their spines before the ire of heaven that
kept opening and opening. Only the wooden cross stands quietly at the crossroads, stretching its
shoulders to the cloudy horror.

Soon enough it will remain here alone, and lightning might snatch half of its body, but
again it will stand, like the silent Martyr, like God abandoned by his people, a frightful symbol

that blasphemers would only dare touch when they’re drunk.
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Now, humiliated from fear, they stamp the dust with the prints of their laughable
wretchedness, longing to reach the village, and the nearer they draw, the better they feel. Jenik
watches them, envies them: a moment ago the Skladals were by the road, and now they are turning
towards the open threshing floors . The wind grabs the women’s skirts, baring their knees; now
they can’t be seen, perhaps they have opened the barn door and now they have a roof over their
heads and above that roof the crown of a giant apple tree. They have dry ground beneath their feet;
they look at the heavy clouds and think: “How lucky we are to be home.” And swallows silently
chirp, barely peeking out from the nest.

Jenik thinks to himself: “Oh to sit by the window and watch the hens as they run under the
shed!” He pauses, however; his father stands upright above the hayrack and with each lightning
flash his mother makes the sign of the cross. From below, Jenik sees his father’s body against the
black sky, he doesn’t even wear a coat; his mother moves her lips quietly, and the cows swing their
heads and with each thunderclap they squint their eyes.

“To sit by the window nice and dry,” flashes through Jenik’s mind, but right then he looks
at his father and mother, and he cannot swallow, something heavy has grown inside of him, an
obstruction that cannot be removed...

The cart hops a curb and drives onto the field. Jenik takes the whip and walks towards the
cows so they won’t scare. Mother is already passing up the sheaves. Jenik pets piebald Stracena’s
forehead and he prays from fear: “Angel of God, my guardian,” and then says, “Dear God, please
let us load at least seven shocks.” He’s terrified, forgetting to breathe, but he wouldn’t want to be
at home now, not without his mother and father; it wouldn’t help to be the only one safe...

Two shocks are already on the cart and only a few sheaves remain of the third. Jenik

clutches his fists impatiently when a sheaf takes too long, and now, look, one of the bindings breaks
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loose; and again a sheaf is too heavy for his mother and falls back on her; the cartload gets stacked
higher and higher—only two shocks more and they will be done!

Father stands on top, his head bare, blood running down his arm. Poor mother tightens her
blue skirt and is unable to reach up; the grain and bristles fall into her eyes, her mouth, down the
back of her blouse; sweat drips down her face and she has no time to wipe it. A black abyss looms
overhead, resounding with leg-buckling booms. Dear God, just one more shock!

Jenik takes Stracena by her muzzle and leads her to the final shock; the grass between the
stubble-fields trembles in the black wind—black for everything is black, the ground, the sky...
Jenik looks up, his father’s white face remains nailed to the clouds as a terrifying and brilliant
abyss opens behind him; the cows, knocked down by a terrible blow, fall to their knees; father
tumbles to the ground, while mother, pale as death, grabs onto a stanchion. Jenik cries and clasps
his hands together, but he cannot remember a single prayer.

There is a deep rumbling in the clouds and rain begins to fall; with unsteady steps father
goes to the cows to help them up, mother wipes away Jenik’s tears and pats his hair, unable to
express a word. The cartload wobbles and the last shock remains on the field as heaven hurtles to
earth in a torrent of rain.

'9’

“Step on the wheel!” father screams, but the boom of thunder swallows his words and the
cart slips down the wet hillside; for an instant, the wheel stands still in the air and only by a miracle
does the cart not tip. But they take this miracle as a matter of course—they are as resolved for
death as they are for life.

Hunched over, father goes to the front wheel; his skin shining through his shirt and water

splashing out of his boots, but he notices nothing, he has completely transformed under the
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pressure of gathering the entirety of the toppled load, and he can no longer be startled, not even by
a thunderbolt that would put an end to everything.

Mother pulls Jenik away from the cart since the danger is greater there; only father must
go that way, no one can go there in his stead, come what may...

Suddenly, Jenik has the taste of soil in his mouth and almost chokes on the sweet humility
that both presses him to the drenched ground and unburdens him. He looks for his father but all he
can see is a hunched back, and suddenly bang! Both cows drop to their knees; father returns to the
ridge and looks back at mother and Jenik, exhaustion in his eyes. Rain stands like a wall between
them and the village: Oh Lord, are we meant to perish here? But lo and behold, it is the patient
eyes of the cows that open first and the animals strain against the yoke unbidden; the humans
simply trudge behind in the gloom.

A cross emerges from the darkness, its shoulders spread. All three of them pray aloud as

they pass by.

The way from the cross to the farmhouses led through a netherworld, and when the first hedge
appeared, their joy was unexpected and beautiful like an undeserved reward. “Are we really alive?”
they asked. The mud was so warm between their toes, the linden-trees gave off a pleasant scent,
and the rain died down. Father turned back at last and smiled, his face paler than Jenik had ever
seen before. Mother didn’t dare smile yet; it seemed like blasphemy to her.

Then they looked at each other and at the soaked cartload. “I said we shouldn’t go,” mother
said, but then even she laughed since no one got hurt. Jenik approached Stracena, but his hand,
outstretched to pet her, froze when he saw tears running from her eyes. He never knew that cows

cried too.
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2.3 Two Homes

When they had come to the edge of the forest and the road descended beneath Rampach and ran
soundly through the broad plain, doe-eyed Srna looked back and released a long bellow. Roubal
the cotter pulled at her halter, and his wife pet the cow’s rump to calm her: “Come now, you’ll get
used to living here with us.”

Roubal’s wife sadly knew what would become of this carefree creature that up to now had
only grazed in the mountains—MTrs. Roubal had spent her youth cutting grass in the mountains
before she was married—so she would have preferred to urge the cow on with caresses and her
humble example, but finally her husband screamed and whipped Srna with a broken-off switch
until a long welt rose against her skin. The cow bolted forward and as it trotted down to the village
on tired hooves, Mrs. Roubal’s soul went out to her fellow martyr.

At the threshold of the barn Roubal the cotter made the sign of the cross with his switch
and pulled the new cow into the warm darkness. The two wide nostrils of Stracena snorted out to
welcome her companion. Srna hesitated at first, but at the sound of the harsh voice, she dashed
headlong into the unfamiliar hole. The door closed behind her like water above a drowned man—

“She won’t drink,” Roubal’s wife told her husband before dinner, but he didn’t even
remove the pipe from his mouth.

Roubal’s wife huddled over the soup, and the scent of the steaming potatoes reminded her,
sentimentally, of the fires in her own mountains, where the path seemed to ascend to heaven above,

and the last time the smell of thyme mixed with the evening chimney-smoke from the houses
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below. Today she had had to travel through familiar paths again, and once more smoke rose from
the fires, but her husband was in a hurry and would not let her stop; it was only from afar that she
could glimpse the steep roof under which strangers now lived.

Roubal’s wife ate soup for a long time and wistfulness gripped her just like the first night
the house was empty of her husband and she so wanted to return to her mountains.

As soon as her husband went out to the yard to examine the sky and bolt the gate, Roubal’s
wife sat down on the threshold by the furnace; her head, untouched for so long, trembled against
her poor knees. The tick of the clock and the sighs of her sleeping children punctuated her sobbing.
But lo, steps sounded on the porch and Roubal’s wife bent over the basin and got to washing
dishes.

The cotter entered, took off his shoes (soil fell from the folds of his rolled up pants) and
said carelessly: “Srna is down already. Tomorrow I’ll hitch her up.”

The night mercifully salved the freshly opened scars, and when the first cart passed through
the still blue village square, Roubal’s wife rose from bed, grabbed a poker and started the fire. The
walls in the yard didn’t yet have the indifferent appearance they took on during the day, and when
she opened the barn, both cows turned their heads toward the door, welcoming her together.

“Well, have you shared secrets yet?” Roubal’s wife asked, smiling sadly. The cows
stretched their tongues out, but she didn’t let them lick her. She piled their trough high with clover,
sat down on a stool and the bright streams of milk echoed out into the bluish dawn.

In the meantime, Roubal got up, walked around the yard, greased the cart, readied the gates
and repaired the yoke for the new ox. In the kitchen, flame licked the floor, steam hissed on the
griddle, and the children began to wake at the familiar sound of a coffee mill. The voices were

growing and the light as well; windows clattered at the heavy rumble of farm carts and the night
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clouds drifting to the mountains stopped in the center of the sky, leaving only half the face of the
moon—ashamed of its poor showing compared to the splendor to the east.

And Roubal is already leading the cows out of the barn (they drag clods of wet manure
behind them over the threshold), and while Roubal’s wife hitches up Stracena on the left side, her
husband occupies himself for a while with the tall, slim mountain animal, looking with delight at
her cocked head and little horns. Finally, everything done, Roubal tells his wife more festively
than usual: “Open the gate!”

With the tip of his switch he draws a cross before the front legs of the cows, drives them
on and heads to the village square. With compassionate eyes, the woman follows the careful beauty
from the mountains.

“It’s going to be hard for you to get used to Roubal’s yoke,” thinks Roubal’s wife, then
quietly adds: “But you have to—I did too.”

Time passed and doe-eyed Srna adapted. At first the grass would lure her away, but the
sting of a whip was all she needed to obediently return to the narrow road running through the
broad fields. Mountain paths are different, with all the dew and the streams to be crossed barefoot;
hips are narrower and hills can be run down, danced down, heedless of time—it’s beautiful. But
roads on the plain are laid out geometrically according to the fields and it’s necessary to follow
where they lead: a cow can’t wander wherever she wants. A village cow cannot escape the yoke
(their hips raw from the harness straps) and from morning to noon to dusk it pulls the plow, its
route determined by the number of furrows. By the time the bell sounds, the field is full of cloven

prints. In autumn those hoof prints are where quail will sleep their frightened sleep.
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However, before she tamed completely and began to hunch low with worry, coming to resemble
the countryside herself, she dared one last time to dance a cruel dance upon the ploughed field.
People near and far stopped their work, and those, who were closer and had the courage, called to
Roubal: “Settle down, man, or you’ll kill that ox of yours!”

But the cotter was beside himself, all pale, eyes bulging, as he beat the cow with an broken-
off switch, and when only a splinter remained in his hands, he grabbed a hoe, and beat the cow
with the handle until the animal finally stopped resisting.

Roubal’s wife stood nearby, her hands clasped, and she didn’t dare make a sound. She
knew that just like from a thunderbolt or a flood, there was no refuge from her husband’s rage.

From that moment on, the “mountain girl,” pulling the yoke for dear life was like a little
lambkin. The splendor faded from her. Her head hung low like the cows of other cotters, and when
they would take her out in the morning it never crossed her mind to trot. Time passed and her
appearance adapted to the countryside and Roubal’s cottage, and everyone who saw her instantly
knew: “She must be one of Roubal’s.”

They both grew old, the cotter’s cow and the cotter’s wife, their beauty fading; if anyone
ever heard them call the cow “doe-eyed Srna,” he would be struck with the thought that there was

nothing deer-like about her...

Then one night, with that strange loneliness of autumn, when leaves fall, Roubal’s wife awoke
terrified, trying in vain to grasp the threads of a happy dream that transformed her back into a
young girl scything grass in the woods above her childhood home. But the devil of our childish
faith, who appears on moonlit nights to plow a team of the damned, sliced through her blissful

dream with the terrible lash of his whip, and Roubal’s wife, crossed her timelines and couldn’t tell
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whether she’d awoken in this world or the other; she sat for a moment and stared into a night
marred by the moon. Little by little her senses sharpened until things became familiar, but then she
grasped something terrifying: there are two worlds. And then it hit—a pain too ordinary.

Roubal’s wife threw on a skirt and sulked out into the yard. Roubal, barefoot and in his
underclothes, stood in the middle of the orchard, swinging his whip. Srna, with her tail raised, ran
from the well to the backyard, the broken chain hanging from her neck, the night suffocatingly
quiet.

It took a long time before they could trap the cow inside and tie her to the trough; the moon
shone long, and the runaway ox darted through the trees clanging her chain and causing fright. The
two comical figures in nightdress trembled as the cow, which was fed and milked three times a
day, shot fire from her eyes and she didn’t heed their voices. Finally, she lowered her head and
walked to the stable quietly, by herself. This time Roubal didn’t dare to strike her.

The moon shone like daylight. Roubal’s wife couldn’t fall asleep; she saw the cottage in
the mountains below the woods, a lump of thatch sticking out of the roof and casting a momentary
shadow upon the moon. But something had left forever, mother and father are dead, what is real
is somewhere else...

In the morning the sun was peaceful and the events of the night were like a dream. Srna
went calmly to cart, plodding down the road through the far-spreading fields.

Roubal’s wife, however, roamed about the house like she’d lost her soul, pausing now and
again and holding her greying head in her scarred hands. The dream of her first home, awakened

unexpectedly, left a sadness gaping in her until she died.
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2.4 Kozlovice

The farmhouses circled a Romanesque chapel with a baroque cross, and wise people said that
important things were happening in the world and everything would change now, because things
couldn’t go on like they did in the old days.

“Indeed,” the farmers and cotters agreed as they locked their gates and checked their barns
before going to bed.

Cracked palms hurt, yet tomorrow the field must still be plowed from road to ravine, the
clods crushed, and in bed you can feel your soul rusting with anxiety.

But this morning a broom sprouts from the fence wall behind the Spurny’s garden, in the
pond on the square frogs drop gleaming green gems into dreams, and a whole world of scents
pours through an open window, wanting God-knows-what from you.

“We need at least ten musicians, but let’s talk to the Savinskys—ours are getting a bit too
full of themselves!”

Bedtich Spurny, who delivered this speech, hitches up his trousers, ready to fight if he
doesn’t get his way.

Franta, Hynek and the other Franta leave; staid and frugal, they read tracts on soil
amelioration and papal crimes (lent to them by the veterinarian, Kolaf) and they are too ashamed
to deal with such nonsense.

“But just you wait, they’ll be more than happy to come and dance,” Bedfich spits after

them:” Those still sitting on the roller under the pear tree are loyal through and through.
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The gates of the three most beautiful farms slam behind “the smart crowd”; Bedfich,
however, misses his old man coming back from the pub and has to climb over the dwarf wall to
sleep next to the horses, beside the groom.

The dance is in a week.

The afternoon is no great affair, the ballroom is half-empty and Bedfich solemnly leads the
first waltz. “The “smart crowd” have taken their books to the forest; the wealthier girls will barely
peek through the window; the farmers disappear behind the farm houses, pretending they notice
nothing.

Only the poor don’t make a fuss; they live it up to their last penny and get drunk right away
since they cannot prolong the pleasure. Bedfich Spurny’s family has land, but he gambles and
won’t get any of it, so he’s together with the rabble...

Meanwhile, Julka Hudcova has been sitting under an oak tree by the edge of the forest to
make sure she doesn’t miss the train. Kolaf, who first kindled her lustful and languorous beauty,
is on his way; but today, in the darkness of her eyes, in the parting of her full lips, in her carelessly
buttoned blouse, who cannot see the sorrow of a tattered rose? Kolar was the first, but not the last.
She’s damaged goods to the farmers’ sons, and Kolaf steers clear of her.

Julka, once precious, waits alone under Lidka’s window. Even on Sundays Lidka must
wash the dishes and char away in the barn; she has all kinds of trouble that Julka doesn’t
understand, and she pays bitterly for dreaming beyond her world.

The two girls sit under the oak tree, the hamlet broken into gardens down below, and music
reaches them, sadness touches them. They have already argued three times today and they sit silent.
But look! The train makes its way across the field like a mole scampering through a ditch and

Julka has to go—farewell until the dance!
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Kolar carries his suitcase past the farm houses, but Julka waits by the cross, her hair loose,
falling down her back, and Kolaf can’t break away. He promises to come to the pub that night.

Evening arrives, Lidka, in secret and in fear, irons the laces of her slip. She’s embarrassed
even in front of her mother and, God, what if her father suddenly entered? A snide word from him
would leave a stain in the white fabric that she could never wash out.

How much trouble the slip has already cost her! Among the cold bricks of the hallway she
would embroider it in smoky lamplight, while others were long asleep. How she worried about
running out of silk and money for another. And what good is it all for? In the morning the slip will
be trampled, the laces ripped out, and she’ll be sadder than usual. And still, staying home is
impossible. She would suffocate. Today she shall dance, and in a few hours yesterday will begin
again—the mud, the manure...

Lidka’s tears sizzle under the iron, but somebody approaches; the girl snatches up the
undergarment and runs with it to the closet.

Kozlovice is a hamlet the world doesn’t know about; farmers mind their fields and their
beer; their heads bald while their stomachs swell; the sons grow up obedient and secretly sinful,
holding the cotters and laborers in disdain, like vermin.

The pub stands in the dark and to get to the dance hall you have to cross the yard, but you
have to be careful since it’s narrow and the manure pile is right in front of the door.

The dance hall is a tumbler you filled with Maybugs and shook. It teems and buzzes and
swarms! But everyone finds his way—farmers in the front at the tables, the others on the benches
by the walls, and the poor, the drunks and the bums at the back by the tap-room. High up on the

stage sit the musicians; bespectacled Uncle Hiibek plays the first fiddle and Kohout the cocky prep
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student stretches out in the back with his clarinet. He’s languid and sarcastic, and he doesn’t dance
much, irritating the girls for acting so superior.

Almost everyone is a local, Kozlovice is alone, staring into its own eyes. All those biddies
in the corner chatter merrily and good old Mrs. Hudcova listens to them praise her Julka, still
unaware of her tarnished glory. Toothless Myskova smirks at the Potockys’ daughter—they say
Lidka over there always has to be different than the rest, she has enough of that weird philosophy,
but never any money...

Myskova’s giant son, Franta, dances around with tiny Rézinka Némeckova bringing a
smile to his mother’s jowls. Lojza Bendi stands coatless by the tap-room, drinking beer from a
glass boot. When the musicians finish the song, he totters to the middle, and spins the shoe, soaking
everyone.

“Vermin!” Franta, Hynek and the other Franta sneer from a table upstairs. Bedfich was
right when he predicted they would come. The music strikes up again and now Franta is actually
dancing; he makes a scornful face and shakes his legs comically.

“He should get married,” says toothless Myskova.

Bedrich has already had too much to drink and sits quietly by the door. Soon he’ll grow
sad and request a solo before all the offended eyes.

Julka gazes pointlessly at the door. Kolat has lied to her. She plays with crumpled violets,
speaking to no one. Her mother looks at her uneasily, but Julka pretends she doesn’t notice.

Lidka is having a good time; she dances from one person’s arms to the next, never stopping
to rest—at least now she can let her mind be a blank. The rhythm of the music puts her into a
trance, but it isn’t erotic. It’s unpleasant when someone presses against her. Sometimes she’s

alarmed herself: “God, why am I not like everyone else?”
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All the boys are nice but indifferent to her—she’s twenty-one years old. She’s Julka’s
confidant and doesn’t like to think about what she once heard: confessors learn of love but never
find it.

Lidka drives the thoughts away and increases her tempo. Next to her she notices Béta
Hanzlickovéa, her body barely contained by her stained white clothes, lustfully leeching onto a
bow-legged groom with a hat on his head.

“She is already going to dances?” Lidka is astonished, but then she reckons Bétka’s age
and is surprised that she herself is twenty-one years old. Her ripped shoes flash past, the ones she
still recently wore to school, the shoes of the stupid girl with hunger in her eyes and lice in her
hair.

The fast polka makes her nauseous and she asks her dance-partner to sit down with her.
Comments come right and left. She doesn’t understand and cannot answer since they wouldn’t
understand. Solitude surrounds her like an icy wall and the fan spinning beneath the ceiling inhales
the anxious and resisting dance-hall.

“Made her sick”—it is the voice of Mrs. Skrabkova.

Lidka gets up amazed, looking around with her bright eyes.

“But I'm not sick!” she protests firmly and goes to sit down by the window. Next to her
she sees Julka losing hope.

“Why aren’t you dancing?”

“Men are such snakes!” Julka sighs and Lidka suddenly wants to laugh.

“You’ll marry me, won’t you?” she asks Hynek Navratil, the son of a wealthy farmer, who

stands before her, mouth agape. With a burst of laughter Lidka storms back onto the dancefloor.
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Kohout, the student, stands by the balustrade, blowing on his clarinet, looking derisively
at the dancefloor, as if he were playing at the circus for dancing animals.

Hudec and Hubécek, the two richest farmers, sit down with their beer by the door, grabbing
at the skirts of the dancing girls. But the ladies glare at them and they both disappear. “God damn
this life—always having to think about your reputation and what your son will think,” Hudec
curses as they head to another pub.

It is already eleven when Kolaf enters. He used to like making a grand entrance in his
hometown, but now all the girls want to get married and he makes his old friends uncomfortable.
The mothers are sore at him for playing with their daughters’ heads; the fathers cannot forgive him
for the way he turned his nose up at farming, and the youth don’t need him anymore since now
they know just as much about Rome, Jesuits, and Darwin as he does.

He doesn’t want to hear about Julka, but as soon as he sees her, he’s helpless.

They dance with their limbs intertwined and their breath fused and the music fades from
their ears, circles cross, and their eyes mist over...

But lo the hours drift by and midnight passes before you know it, and it’s already today—
today when Kozlovice will lie dusty and vulnerable by the side of the road, from which they are
assailed by the strange world from the automobiles flying past; already today the Kralicek children
will sit in the gravel, crying all day for their mom; already today the street organs will whistle into
the midday silence, and old Skrabkova will sweep the horse manure from the village square and
chase her five hens into the coop!

Little Josef Némecek, you’ve grown smaller and haven’t even finished laughing; already
today you must plow the edge of the field where your wheel broke on Saturday, and you, Lidka

Potockd, you want to dance yourself silly — but it’s all in vain, already today you have to slip off
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your pumps and step barefoot into the manure. Oh, how heavy the pitchfork will be, and how your
eyes will burn!

Kozlovice, already today the inifinite world will spread over you and you will be a single
tear before it, with goose droppings on the village square and that ridiculous sign by the pub:
Village, parish, Kozlovice...

Lojza Benda’s, you are drunk, but that doesn’t give you the right to torment your Zofinka
so! She was like a flower bud only last year, and look what she has become now! Lojza, you dance
with a pitcher over your head and a crying woman in your arms, but already today you will trot
over the field to the brickyard with a bundle under your arm, clenching your teeth, and nobody
will say: “God bless you!”

Time flies past midnight; a pink dress is wrinkled in shame. Franta, Hynek, and the other
Franta leave first, and the belly of old Pacula sways towards his five daughters, who reluctantly
drag out themselves from window to window.

Kolat covers Julka in a wrap and with a mysterious gesture responds to Kohout who makes
the sign of the cross behind him in the doorway.

Courage falters after the first depart. The corners yawn; the music dozes.

Nobody would have expected you to raise such a storm, old man Stejskal, you who pinches
every penny! And still, when Bedtich drowned his sorrow in drink and Lojza told his wife, “Don’t
cry,” you shouted out in the middle of the dance hall: “It’s not yet time to leave!”

Alas! How ashamed he gets! The little white-haired man would speak with such a quiet
voice, always patiently tapping with his hammer from morning till night, and now suddenly he is

a drunk!
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He gets frightened, his eyes blur like a dying sparrow’s, his knees buckle, and the beer
spills on the floor. There’s nothing to do, old man, it’s time to go home.

Bedrich staggers out of the corner and spreads his arms, but he can’t stop them anymore.
He grabs the glass boot, swings it, and breaks it to pieces. The musicians lie under the table and a
torn wreath hangs from the ceiling.

Kohout, the student, leads the way, going through the hamlet, whistling: “’Til morning, ‘til
morning ...” The band follows him limply, their teeth chattering, passing Brach’s lit windows.
“They say he’s been dying of consumption for two days already,” says somebody at the back.

The farmhouses lift up their wings like clucking-hens, welcoming the stragglers beneath
them. Lidka hesitates by the door, her heart stuck to the threshold like a scraped-off mushroom.
The village is quiet like a ripped drum; dawn is approaching.

Finally, she gathers her courage, but the loud bangs of the door still shock her. The floor
inside is cracked, her bare feet shuffle through the hall, and Lidka squeezes through the door like
a chick, bowing before the whip of an impatient scolding.

The cold kitchen greets her indifferently, the tick of the clock pierces her temples, and the
blanket is not thick enough to suppress her sobs.

As soon as sleep draws its thin curtain on her memory, the day enters through the windows,
voices come to life, and mother’s poker prods the guts of the stove. Her eyelids have fused together
and it’s painful to separate them. Roads, free at night, lie with resignation beneath the wheels of
the carts; the anxiety becomes merciless. The village takes up its old cross.

And you, traveler, who wanders the world past low farmhouses, notice the blood drops on

the pebbles—and don’t laugh when you read the sign: Village, parish, Kozlovice.
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2.5 Wallet

Yesterday the square by the village church buzzed like an afternoon garden humming with bees.
But today it’s deaf, and Vojtéch sits out front in the sand. Yesterday’s celebration snuffed out,
ribbons from the harvest festival lie in the ditch beside the road.

In the palm of his hand Vojtéch plays with a beautiful yellow wallet, barely brightening
the glumness of the day. Already the leather seems to have cracked and faded. Why can’t a wallet
ever stay as new as on the first day? It would have been better had he never gotten it. . .

He barely finishes the thought when two faint shadows stretch out ahead of him on the
dusty road. Startled, Vojtéch raises his head; two tramps, one big, one small, stand before him.
They have long necks and cloth sacks hang from their elbows.

Vojtéch looks for protection but finds dead silence. The eyes of the taller one resemble
those of a beast examining its prey before devouring it.

“Gimme your wallet, I’ll give you mine!”

Vojtéch’s new wallet lies next to a creature with a frog’s black belly, run over by wagon
wheels; the frog, dragging its intestines behind, had crawled on, until it was crushed by another
wagon and trampled with hooves. He presses its belly and a hole gapes wide.

Vojtéch peers into the eyes of the tramp, wanting to speak up. But the young man snatches
the last bit of courage away from him and says: “My wallet’s better—now take it!” In the
simmering voice Vojtéch hears a threat.

He looks back into the eyes of the dragon, searching for the faintest hint that he’s joking.

But the tramp grows impatient: “Give it here!”
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Before Vojtéch can pull himself together, the two shadows start down the road and the two
sacks disappear around the corner. Something foul and black, similar to the stomach of the
trampled frog, lies in the little boy’s palm like an unabsolved sin.

Spit out helpless into the town square, Vojtéch drops the wallet on a pile of gravel. He runs
away as fast as he can. He looks back and the wallet glares at him from afar, still visible. Penitent,
the little boy returns and picks it up. He thinks about the narrow ditch between two low-walls
where sewer-water flows black over broken bottles and rusty pans, where the belly of a drowned
kitten floats beneath tall weeds.

Vojtéch backs up to it and with all his strength he hurls the wallet into the foul muck. He
turns back to see the wallet impaled on a jutting stalk. He grits his teeth to keep from fainting and
creeps along the wall, pushing his fingers into the gaps between the stones. He retrieves the wallet.

He feels like crying and he doesn’t know what to do. He opens the gate and is amazed that
home is so near—a moment before he had been so alone. . .

His father fixes a cracked barrel in the courtyard. Vojtéch steels himself. He produces the
wallet and confesses. Then he waits silently. Instead of being soothed, a word is hurled at him like
a rock:

“Jackass!”

Vojtéch hangs his head and drags his shame into the yard, behind the haystack. With a
piece of iron he digs out a pocket and buries the burden inside.

Then he raises himself up, and bleeding inside from unwept tears, he watches the road wind
like a river, vanishing into places Vojtéch has never been. On the horizon two small figures stagger

against the orphaned sky, carrying sacks.
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Vojtéch watches for a long while, and the distant figures stay set, planted beside the road

like two milestones.

The next morning they were still there, heads hanging over their eternal quest. Time passed and
the rain drenched them and the sun scorched them, but the figures, eternal pilgrims, never reached
the end of the long road. And then one day Vojtéch set out after them and caught up to them. Two
old willow trunks, twisted and grimacing, jutted out over a dried-up pond.

Vojtéch reached into the guts of the hollow trunk; the palm he withdrew was sad and empty.
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2.6 Lost

That afternoon the house emptied out, the voices in the neighboring rooms fell silent, the wagon
of a child stood overturned in the yard, and inside the half-open gate peeked someone’s goat.
Clouds covered the sky and hills encircled the ravaged and vindictive countryside; the trails led
nowhere and the steel surface of the pond shimmered with hostility.

Petr Cleopas left the house and set out on the first trail he found without meeting a single
soul. On a marshy meadow with dry grass, stumps of old willows stood over black pools. Grey
groves, blasted by the breath of age and death, bit maliciously into the barren hillsides. Past the
pond on the other side, crooked roofs from the village hunched beneath the dismal sky.

Petr Cleopas found himself in a grassy trench below an empty stubble field with two
stunted pine trees. A bit further stood a forest, full of dry needles and fallen cones. The only sounds
were the rustle of dry grass and the bloodless whisper, like fire consuming paper, inside Petr
Cleopas. He half-knelt, half-lay on the cold earth; eyes closed, he silently counted the beat of his
slowing heart. The sense of sheer nothingness and the proximity of death caused a poisonous and
grotesque sweetness to spring inside him. Damp and cooling colors flowed before his eyes...

He awoke with a sudden shiver—as if someone tall and dark, yet invisible, stood behind
watching over with infinite remorse and love. Petr Cleopas did not dare to look back; instead he
pressed himself to the ground, longing to have his heart stabbed through. He longed to drain his

blood drop by drop onto the dust of the miserable trails and the fading flowers shredded by the
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autumn wind. He wanted to feel the eternal thorn of love, piercing deeper and deeper into his
breast.

It was pitch black by the time he stood up to go on. The wind had died and the air was
warm and wet. The hills and slopes, so stern and sullen during the day, seemed alive and friendly
in the dark—Ilike wakeful eyes were watching Petr Cleopas.

Wandering through the meadows, Petr came upon an iron cross standing between two trees,
and the grassy path quickly turned into a narrow trail. He thought he was veering to the left, so he
trudged across the field to get back on course. I’ll be home in an hour, he thought. The town I'm
setting out for is just over that hill. He felt wheel-tracks under his feet, and in the middle of a
ploughed-up field the roof of an old shed emerged from the darkness. A little ways on, a village
spire jutted into the sky. “I must have gone further than I thought,” Petr Cleopas said to himself as
he headed along the back fences. Despite being night-blind, he was quite calm. The kind eyes
followed him, vigilant. Petr reached a road and hopped a still stream in a clay gulch; slipping into
the woods he thought bordered the village. But the gentle path jack-knifed in the opposite direction
before plunging into a dark ravine.

Petr broke out in a sweat, but decided to head back to the trail. Within several steps he was
stumbling over clods of overturned earth. The forest came up quick and a strange gurgle disturbed
the tar-black night. Shivers ran through Petr. He bolted down the hillside but his feet slopped into
the mud of an unseen swamp. He had to return. As he did, the creek snarled at him from the woods
like a dog. Petr headed left across the field, leaving the creek growling behind

Petr wound around to the left again, presumably, onto his original course. As he walked
along the broad trail, a sound unusual for that time of day and that time of year startled him:

someone reaping clover? It was Sunday—Petr had never seen people work the fields on a Sunday
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here. And where would they find clover this late in the fall? Petr couldn’t breathe and without
thinking he softened his footsteps. Suddenly he found himself back at the creek, now running silent
and level through a narrow gulley. Petr took several steps along the creek, and saw a white dress
in the water. Suppressing the first shudder, Petr thought to himself: “A couple must have had a
rendezvous.” He took two more steps and laughed: “Keep your wits together—God knows where
your imagination might lead.” Just then the white dress, with a figure inside, seemed to float to the
surface. Petr was trying to compose himself, when he realized that the white dress was only the
water in the creek shining with inexplicable intensity. The natural phenomenon shocked him more
than if he’d felt the cold fingers of a ghost on his throat. A thick pitch drenched the skies above so
no star shone through. It was so utterly quiet and the creek glistened with such unexpected silence
that terror seized Petr. He took off to the right across the field, sensing the devilish laugh of
immense, unblinking eyes behind him.

He could neither see nor fathom the end of the field he ran across. He expected the
labyrinthine darkness above to swallow him like a maelstrom, then something sprang out: a tree
lining the road. It was so unforeseen, so unexpected. The road seemed like mirage, a fata morgana.
From the shape of the trees and the twists of the road, he knew this was not the road he’d sought,
and the mendacity of the entire landscape overwhelmed him. He reeled and inadvertently he
crossed himself. He stood on that mysterious and slightly luminous road, unsure if he was behind
the village or hundreds of miles away. He stood, uncertain whether to go up or down. In the sheer
silence and utter solitude, coming upon another traveler seemed unlikely; the darkness was endless,

not even a glimmer to hint at a nearby hamlet.
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In the depths of the darkness and uncertainty, Petr Cleopas suddenly experienced some
subtle security, a perfect distraction that tasted of arrogance and curiosity. Straightaway he headed
down the road, planning to bang on the first cottage door in the first village he found.

He hadn’t gone far when suddenly a yellow light flickered at him from a crook in the road.
He stood still, listening to the unmistakable creaking of wheels. He walked on a bit, and he finally
spied a horse pulling a rickety wagon; upon it a man sat hunched. Petr greeted the man and said
the name of the village he sought. The man loosened his blanket and tugged on the reins. He leaned
out to him, “Pfisenice? You’re going the wrong way! You’ve got a long trip ahead of you.” Then
the old man invited Petr into the back of the cart to sit on a pile of empty sacks; as soon as Petr
settled in, he realized how badly his legs ached.

“Quite a detour,” said the old man shaking his head. “You must have gotten lost.” Petr
mentioned where he had been walking, and the old man nodded, mumbling to himself: “Yeah,
they always sneak around here.” Petr trembled and looked at the pensive old man. “Like that time
with Francek Lipka,” he began after a while. “He’s getting dressed one morning to go chop wood,
still dark out, and someone knocks on his window. He opens up and Janek Chalupa’s standing
there, an axe looped over his shoulder. ‘You comin’ out,” he says. ‘Hold on, let me just stuff straw
in my boots,” Francek answers from inside. And a second later bam! bam! on the window. ‘Hurry
up!’ Janek calls outside. ‘I’'m comin’ already,” Francek answers back, grabbing his axe and heading
off into the dark with Janek. They’d gone quite a ways and were at that cross, where the road forks,
when Janek just vanished. Just like someone blew him off the earth. And just then Francek
remembered Janek had already been buried half a year. His legs froze with fear; he took off his

cap and said an Our Father for the souls in purgatory.”
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The old man grew silent and bundled himself up in his blanket. The buggy creaked along
the road, shaking the lantern’s yellow beam. The wind picked up and a cold drop of rain fell onto
Petr’s face. The carriage crested the hill and windows shone below. “That’s Pfisenice,” the old
man said as they headed down the slope.

Petr Cleopas sat in the back on the pile of sacks. He watched the lights before him and
remembered the dead. “Please, stay true to me,” he quietly cried, and all at once he felt he had
signed a crucial pact with the countryside. As if she had granted him intimacy and in return he had
accepted responsibility.

“What awaits me behind those windows,” he wondered, looking out into the darkness at
the village hiding his impending and unknown fate. “Maybe it will begin tonight, as soon as I open
the door,” he thought, “maybe only those doors lie between me and perdition.” At the church the
road split into two. The old man stopped. Petr thanked him for the lift, and set off, walking up to
the village.

They never saw each other again.
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2.7 Burning Up

She stared for a while at her mud-splattered apron; she understood nothing. She made an
imperceptible movement, a gesture towards an uncertain step, and then without tears and without
words she froze in desperation. She surprised herself that she wasn’t screaming, that she wasn’t
running after the man up the sodden road disappearing into the grey horizon. Just a month ago,
just last night, she wouldn’t have stood for this. But today she knew it was over. Her cry dried up
at the source, and her heart and limbs went still as a corpse.

Her pain didn’t arise from the sorrow that this man had spurned her; it was not the thought
of lost love that pricked her heart. She knew it all already, knew that he didn’t love her (this man
with the faint mustache and swollen white face with its lolling indifferent eyes)—but she had clung
to him as frantically as a woman drowning, embracing her fantasy, her sin, the last remnants of
her defiance, her sedition, her willing and dogged humiliation.

But now it was all over. Her hands were empty, her mouth tasted the sediment of regret,
her heart weighted with the sadness of something irretrievable and misspent. “It’s over,” she
repeated to herself, finding herself facing a blind and emotionless wall and looking back at the
bridges burning behind her.

She stood in the middle of the road and gazed with dull eyes at the puddles rippling in lazy

circles from the autumn rain. Her scarf slid down, clinging to her forehead and her temples and
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her hair, already thick with ash-grey streaks. Overnight the surrounding countryside had lost its
last traces of color; now it was scrubbed and soaked through into a rotten and sepulchral black.

The eyes of the abandoned woman reflected the desperate grey of the sky and the gloom
of utter exhaustion, and all at once something in them changed; her expression came to painful life
and her mouth twisted. She noticed that at the edge of the road stood a stone cross, the site of
detestable and incomprehensible suffering. She began to run away, staggering as if she were drunk.

It was the pointless flight of an animal, prolonged by the cruel whims of a mysterious
hunter—the Saint Vitus’ dance of a creature overcome by the horror of an inalterable reality.

Today in the wet and thickening twilight, Karolina Vachutkova embarked on her final trip
to her lover, her final pilgrimage; forced by the passion that had come to her so late in life, she
stumbled blind and crazed along the road that for fifteen years had paved her shame. The aging
target of all the local laughter and insults, a ghastly mess clutching and embracing the destruction
that had become an irresistibly sweet poison.

“Hey, look. Here she comes!” the workers in the field called, stretching their backs. The
young men yelled out: “Karolinka, let’s see those knees! Sweet dreams, sweetheart!”

She walked with her head down, silent to their jeers, captivated by the sin from which she
had no desire for release. Day after day she walked through this—always towards evening, always
through the backroads, hills and stubble fields to avoid human eyes and human speech; the flat
countryside could not hide her skinny frame dressed in yesterday’s faded fashion.

She would walk there in the evening and return in the morning with swollen eyelids and
pursed lips, shyer yet even more stubborn, sunk one span deeper into the swamp of perdition. For
fifteen years she made these twilight visits to her lover, with his doughy white body, dusted with

moldy sensuality.
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At first the hypocrites taunted her, later they just laughed, but they always eyed her. In the
end Karolina’s daring and ludicrous rendezvous turned banal, and for those working in the field
her daily quests became a way of telling the time, like the bell from the city’s brickyard or the slow
rattle of the yellow mail car. The strange love of the aging woman began to mimic the countryside,
became part of the local fauna.

The course of events that would soon follow, however, would again inject life into the
fading interest of those witnesses who long ago had grown inured to the tragic spectacle. But at
this moment the unhappy woman is still wandering over the drenched fields, and although it is
almost night and there is not a soul to see, she searches for the furthest path like she’s avoiding a
thousand eyes fixed right on her; she returns, but goes forward again, as if today she wanted to
travel simultaneously along every path that she had tread upon during the fifteen years of
pilgrimage. She stumbles to her knees, touching the face of the earth, as if she were looking for
lost coins or counting the footprints the wind and rain had long erased from the hills and paths,
which somehow came to life before her in this moment of reckoning. And while the sad rain rattles
in the dry brush and the remains of a forgotten copse, she staggers through the wasteland betrayed,
like a sick animal that seeks out the farthest corner of the yard, consumed with the humiliation of

its own death.

Karolina fled every memory like someone without a single drop of health in her entire
body; what had previously pleased her now hissed at her like asps hiding wherever she sought
peace. Reeking of mold, accompanied by the moans and incomprehensible hatred of her mother,
who in her dress lay dying in the corner on a pile of rags refusing to see the priest until death stayed

her tongue, Karolina’s youth faded away with that first fissure in her chastity, opened in a drowsy
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moment with the stable boy; if she did not become a mother then it was only because the old
woman had beaten her unconscious with a crutch. Afterwards she withered like an unsightly
blossom; her heart rusted, she wore scarves and long skirts. In church she knelt in the shadow of
the last pillar; at dances she stood closest to the door, her eyes mournfully and bitterly tracking the
other girls so pleased with being unblemished—perhaps they carried their sins with a lighter
conscience. Her downcast eyes and the scarf pasted against her forehead were not signs of
contrition, however; her rebellious soul still yearned for a taste of the insidious sweetness of sin.
It tumesced and leavened with an accursed yeast, out of which bloomed a pride and passion whose
audacity would shock even the boldest.

She had been as white as a canvas when Jindfich Fryb, a cigarette in his mouth and a hat
on his head, took her to the dancehall, and when the music stopped he heard the chattering of her
teeth. That night he slept with her and in the morning when he hopped the fence of her yard, he
still felt a chill throughout his body, for he had not expected to awaken a tigress in this woman. He
was shocked the next evening when he found her in the doorway of his home, but he quickly
succumbed to the sensual tenderness that she showered upon him. “How can such a plain creature
be so slick and sticky?” he wondered to himself after her nightly visits, between morning and
evening when his wits were together and he realized the ridiculousness of the circumstances. Yet
he could not control himself; her body transmitted a sinful lust to his, so for fifteen years he could
only flail in her web despite the occasional half-hearted effort to fend her off.

Whereas he never fooled himself about the root of his slavery, his mind remained clear
though it yielded constantly, Karolina surrendered to her passion with both body and mind, and
she longed for its flame to consume her whole. How sweet damnation would be if they were

damned together. Drunk with defiance, she took pleasure in perdition. She did not know that evil
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is finite and the human soul is insatiable. It wasn’t a lack of love from him that drove her suddenly
to the edge of the abyss. She knew that if she came to him tonight, everything would be as it was
before. But all at once she felt that she no longer could—something in her was spent. As she stood
on the sodden road in the hopeless whisper of the rain, she realized that it was all for nothing, that
she was alone. This was the end. She could live no longer. Just like when someone reaches the end
of a corridor and faces a stone wall, they cannot go on, there is nothing left. A vision of the cross
came to her—and she started to run.

She could not bear the sight; that passage seemed closed off to her. A strange pleasure
coursed through her entire body at the thought that she would be damned. At that point she still
didn’t know there would come a moment when everything would be exhausted and nothing would
remain—nothing at all. But already then when she knelt in the shade of the farthest pillar with her
scarf over her eyes—already then she knew that she was hurting someone: the one stretched out
on the cross. She felt that everything would change suddenly if—if there were some release to
whatever was stretching like a bow inside of her. But the idea that she was hurting Him stroked
the joy inside of her. She pressed on the dagger stuck in her heart and her pain transformed into
frenzied delight; someone’s laugh resounded within the murmur of her blood.

And now that path is closed to her and she runs away. She knows she has nowhere to run,
and she claws her face. She doesn’t know what to do, she isn’t thinking about killing herself; she
only knows that this is the end, that there is nothing left as horror swallows her. There is nothing,
only she juts out into the universe—and she knows that she can no longer be, that her life has
reached its end. Now where is that poisonous delight that drove her to always stab the dagger
deeper—where is that deceptive voice? Nothing, just silence. The vast emptiness of space. The

poor thing runs and runs.
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Accursed habit drove her to the burlesque’s ultimate irony: Karolina Vachutkova hanged
herself from the pear tree outside Jindfich Fryb’s window. It never occurred to her to take revenge
on her lover with this piece of theater. She had no control over her last steps; her final moments of
consciousness were veiled in darkness—no one knows what terror strangled her. When they cut
her down, her dress was spattered with mud and her shoes were in tatters. Her face was blue,
twisted into an inhuman grimace.

A crowd of onlookers had already gathered in front of the house when the poor thing’s
lover appeared in the doorway. He spotted her dead, went pale and covered his face. All day he
wandered through the fields and when he returned that night, he could neither eat nor sleep. During
her life, Karolina’s love had become uncomfortable for him, but after her death it lay on him like
an enormous burden. Who would rid him of her haunting presence? Who could erase the traces of
her embrace from his body? Jindfich Fryb’s skin began to feel like it was burning with fresh sores.
His bulging eyes peered into the darkness and he felt that although he had been unfaithful to so
many alive, to this one dead he would remain faithful forever, even though he didn’t want to. He

fell into bed fully dressed and drove his nails into his face.
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2.8 Moth

The path led to the bottom of a barren ravine on the outskirts of the city. In that ill-defined time
between evening and night, the sky was a vague black, blind and naked. Out from the gorge’s wet
soil jutted sleek crags. Like a wanderer, Cyril Nedoma set his suitcases on the ground, wiped the
sweat from his face and swallowed the uncertainty, tasting the insidious silence.

He knew he had taken the wrong path, that it would be best to go back. He felt the bitterness
surge through him. He bent down, and with a groan he lifted the suitcases again and lugged them
up the increasingly steep path. He pressed his frozen lips together and drove himself faster. He
raged against the burden, wrestled with it; by the end he nearly ran, as if seeking humiliation.
Suddenly he stopped, startled by the echoes that shook the darkness, the silence. When he
recognized the noise as his own footsteps, he sighed, disappointed. Again he hoisted up the
suitcases and dragged himself slowly on, fighting the fatigue. He felt it growing, and with all his
might he forced his mind to race so he wouldn’t keel into the slick black muck, fall asleep and hit
a crag, lay down in the moist midst of the darkness.

The slope gradually evened out, leading to a desolate field. But in the center of it a single
building reached for the abandoned sky. It was black and silent, but across the windows wandered
cobalt glints, reflections of city lights burning below. The iron gate was ajar, and Cyril, gripping
the wet handle, looked back at the red sash of fog stretched across the city, its hundred towers
swallowed by the sodden glow. With his heart in his throat, Cyril turned and stepped onto the

gravel walkway.
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He opened the doors to the building and ascended a stairway bathed in a weak, milky light
that only made the shadows darker, the grime blacker. The building, however, was not quite as
empty and dead as it had seemed from outside. Muffled noises filled the building, as if distant
voices or steps were steadily approaching, growing louder, yet never quite entering the corridor.
For an instant Cyril thought he could just make out the sound of a piano before it quickly vanished
into the vague noise that, like the flickering light on the concrete stairs, may actually have been an
echo. Perhaps from a choir.

Cyril stopped at each door and read the names outside, until finally on the fourth floor he
set his suitcases down, reread the name three times to make sure he had it right, and rang. The bell
resounded through the emptiness, as if nothing living dwelled behind the doors. Sweat beaded on
Cyril’s forehead. To keep from reeling, he leaned against the doorframe; he reached out and rang
again. Nothing. Only Cyril’s heartbeats cleaved the silence. With his icy palm he shielded his eyes
and peered down at the name on the door: Robert Frybort. He removed a crumpled piece of paper
from his pocket that read: Mrs. Frybortova. “Her husband’s name is still on it,” Cyril muttered to
himself.

Almost automatically, as if in a dream, he raised his hand and rang again. He left his finger
on the button, amused that the clangor rattled his nerves like an icy shower. Finally, he took his
finger off the buzzer and listened. In the depths of the apartment something stirred: a kind of
creak, a swish of fabric and slippers shuffling across the floor. In the crack of the door two
frightened eyes appeared, like the eyes of a mouse or a hamster peeking out of its hole to make
sure no murderer lurks nearby, ready to stomp. Cyril said his name and Amalie Frybortova opened

the door.
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Amalie Frybortova was fortyish, short and heavyset. She had small black eyes, a heavy
brow and a shock of hair. “I was asleep,” she explained foggily. Candle in hand, she led Cyril into
the room. “Keep this here for now,” she said, setting the candle on the nightstand. “I’ll buy you a
lantern tomorrow.” Then she clasped her hands and took a long uneasy look at the young man.
The dank and woolly chamber flickered in the candle’s shimmering flame. “Dear God,” he
thought, “Dear God.”

“I live here alone now,” she said finally. “My husband died.” Her face scrunched up like a
bawling child’s, and for a while she wrestled against her impulse to cry. But then she looked up at
Cyril for help, and let out a loud childlike wail, and pressed her fists into her eyes as she shook,
seizing up from the violent sobs. Cyril watched the woman crying; her stature and rural
mannerisms reminded him of his grandmother (even though he never knew his grandmother when
she was forty). He opened his mouth to say something, but instantly he realized there was nothing

to say. He ran a helpless hand across his face and leaned against the headboard of the bed.

“Why does one person die, and the other stay behind?”” the widow cried, wiping away the rush of
tears with both of her palms. “Why don’t they both die together? We were so in love, we never
had children, there’s nothing we wouldn’t have done for each other—and then it was over. One
morning he wasn’t feeling well, and the doctor came and said he had to go to the hospital. He was
kidding around when they took him off—he was happy, you know—and then the next day when I
went to see him, he didn’t recognize me. That night they put him in a casket. I thought I’d lose my
mind. I wanted to stab myself in the heart. They took him away from me, up to Malvazinky, and
threw muck on top of the poor thing. They had to hold me down so I wouldn’t jump in after him.

When I got home and it was so empty here, it dawned on me that he would never come back. I
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collapsed on the floor and slammed my head into the wall so many times that everyone thought
I’d gone crazy...”

The face of the poor woman dropped and a heartrending moan howled from her lungs.
Without saying a word, Cyril watched the wretched woman curl into herself like a wounded animal
with no escape, no hope.

“At night when I can’t sleep,” the woman said, pressing her hands against her chest, “I
think about him, the poor thing, how he’s in the dark, underground, in the muck. Getting crushed!
But then I tell myself that he doesn’t feel anything, he’s just a dead body. I met up with one of his
friends recently, and he tried to persuade me to do one of those séances where they would call my
husband. But I don’t think it would do any good. My late husband always said that when
somebody’s dead, they’re dead. When you cut a chicken’s head off, the blood pours out, and that’s
that—same for a person. When I still lived at home with my mom in Poboudlice, I went to church
and believed in pretty much everything. But then my late husband laid it all out so nicely for me,
how the priests thought it all up to trick poor people. But I'm sure I don’t need to tell you about it,
Mr. Nedoma, you must know that already.” The unhappy woman turned around and, with a
heartbreaking attempt at courtesy, smiled at her new tenant.

But Cyril stood motionless, still leaning against the headboard, and with a painful smile he
stared at this bloody knot of human woe and lunacy. He swallowed several hollow gulps, opening
his mouth to say something, but his voice failed and his eyes wandered across the walls, searching
desperately for solace. In the light of the candles’ flickering flames, he glimpsed several color
prints: a rococo count courting a rococo farmwife, The Bartered Bride, an alpine landscape; large

photographs of Mr. and Mrs. Frybort hung over the sofa. They both looked young and dashing:
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she wore a plaited braid, her face nice and round, her eyes trusting; he smoldered, his mustache
waxed and upturned.

Cyril Nedoma imagined this voluptuous village girl, tramping down a dusty path, barefoot
with a bundle of grass on her back, or in her Sunday best and white stockings, with a prayer book
in her hands—and how she came to the city for work, and bought a hat, and at a local dance she
spies Frybort’s twisted mustache, and feels his voice in her heart and his hand on her waist, and
how she completely lost herself in him, how she foreswore everything for him, hurling herself
headlong down wild and unknown paths with him. And now here she stands before Cyril, a
quivering and pitiful woman, betrayed, abandoned and conned, convulsing with pointless tears as
she repeatedly compares her husband to a headless chicken.

Suddenly she stopped crying, wiped her eyes with her apron, and glanced around the room
with keen and sober eyes. “I hope you’ll like it here,” she said. “Good night!”

Cyril Nedoma stood alone for a while, amidst the scratchy rugs and the walls shuddering
in the candlelight, his heart constricting with anxiety and his stomach sour. This room ended the
months of drifting, the nights spent at friends’, the days of uncertainty, the lunches on park benches
and the aimless walks from morning to night, the exiled and orphaned days that were so hard to
bid farewell to since they reflected the beauty and purity that he abandoned along with the faintest
hope of their return. Walking into this room he severed the bonds with his past, surrendering it for
good. He entered into a pact with his humiliation, and he embraced it.

Cyril approached the window and peered at the city unfurling below, its lights quivering
upon the river that snaked underneath dark arches until it disappeared into the vague outskirts on
the horizon. How distant the lights were! Cyril felt deflated, deprived of any air, as if he had been

untethered from the force that binds all the world’s beings together, to God.
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The gloom of unspeakable sadness, agony and disgust pierced his soul. He blew out the
candle and fell face-first into bed.

But he was not etherized by the darkness that enveloped him, and he groaned under the
pressure of an invisible force. Cyril could feel the whole building breathing the sick thoughts of
its unknown inhabitants, both live and dead, into his soul. He felt the godlessness and curse of
those walls, within which he never heard the hallowed whisper of prayers. He felt their profane
obstinacy, their supernatural hate. He pressed his hands against his eyes so he wouldn’t have to
face the wall where the likenesses of the Fryborts hung. But this was in vain: they were behind his
eyes. He saw them in the glaucous glints of the city night, he saw their lips contort, he saw the tips
of Frybort’s mustache stretching past his eyes and all the way to his forehead, he saw the red
embers within the smoldering eyes; he heard the laugh of the twisted lips, starting as a slight rasp,
but growing increasingly lewd and loud, then all at once changing into a heartrending cry, a beastly
howl.

Cyril jumped out of bed and listened to the sobs filtering in from Mrs. Frybortova’s room,
weak and desperate yowls tearing the unhappy woman’s heart like a hawk ripping bloody flesh
with its beak. The house stood quiet and grim, soaked with death, but the inhuman wails echoed
through his desolation like cries of the damned in a craggy wasteland.

Cyril stripped off his clothes and wound the blanket around his head. But he could feel the
body that lay stretched out in the dark and frozen earth pressing down on him, its eyes oozing, its
great lips scarlet, its guts seething with slimy white maggots. The tips of the mustache still twisted
above the face’s sinister laugh, reflecting the reality, and his wife’s desperate howls penetrate the

layers of soil and dirt, swallowed by the mouth’s horror.
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Cyril’s conscious nightmare quickly turned to shallow sleep, and his soul, weakened from
struggling with his own betrayal, entered a shameful pact with those eyes watching from the wall,
those insolent and shameless yet humbled and whimpering eyes, whispering: I know you see
through our lie, but I know you shall succumb, that you shall defile yourself in my bed, that you
shall embrace your shame and damnation!

Alas, the eyes took on a disgustingly tender expression, set no longer in Frybort’s face, but
in the shaggy sockets of a specter, a beast. It leaped upon Cyril, staring into his eyes, and the whole
of the dark and monstrous, clasping and unseen body exhaled its warm and musky scent; he felt it
all embracing him, permeating him, but he could not move; his limbs stiffened in a deathly swoon
and his own body became alien. He struggled, resisting up until the very last drop of his will, when
suddenly he felt something move out from under him and he began to plummet straight into the
abyss—with his last ounce of strength he twitched and screamed.

Pale twilight bathed the room, and traces of furniture emerged from the shadows: the corner
of a table, a wardrobe’s side and a shelf stacked with old newspapers and brochures, Frybort’s
artifacts; in the city below the burning lights faded in the break of day. Rigor mortis and emptiness
consumed all and the human scream in the middle of the night had vanished as if swallowed by
the silence of a lifeless planet. Yet on his lips Cyril tasted the saccharine disgust of the grotesque
dream, and in his heart he felt the shame defeat. He wanted to hide from himself—more than
anything he wanted to bury himself under every mountain in the world, to suffocate the memory
of the monster’s disgusting tenderness, to bury the evidence of his momentary weakness. He buried
his face in the mattress, in the blankets. After shutting out all his thoughts, he finally fell asleep.

He woke up to face the insipid winter morning, the dingy and shabby room and the vast

silence of his shame. He grasped for the shreds of his life, fighting the feeling of disgust and regret
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that gurgled up into his throat. When Mrs. Frybortova brought coffee to him, Cyril gazed with
amazement at the matter-of-factness with which this frail woman began the day.

He sat down, swirling a spoon in his coffee as the landlady busied about respectfully. She
had scarcely left for the kitchen when he ran out to the balcony and poured his breakfast down the
drainpipe.

Then he looked out and saw that his time left would be spent choking down swill.
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2.9 Path to Morning

For Bedrich Fucik

The darkness of the night was alive, infused with a strange glow. It was silent, as if after a tremor,
permeated with the bliss of complicity and lit with the undying embers left by the angel wings of
our childhood.

Invisible trails intersected the countryside, along them moved dark figures, scarcely thicker
than the surrounding air. They had left their cozy hamlets behind and set out along the paths, frozen
and phosphorescent in the weak reflection of the stars, on mute journeys to the very center of the
night.

Like a wanderer, Cyril Nedoma walked beside his mother on a path from his childhood,
along a narrow road between bare trees, which connected Ptisenice to the parish church. Creeping
off into the darkness in both directions was a field coated with a fine layer of snow, a constant in
the changing seasons, passing from father to son, generation to generation. Silent in the frost and
the dark, it stretched out black and bare. In the spring the wheat in this spot rippled with a nest of
larks, and once a little further on in the rye they found a dead drifter (afterwards they buried him
nameless), and over there (how many years has it been?) labor pains sliced Stazka Roubalova like
a scythe; they buried both mother and child... The field lay quiet in the darkness, the same today
as a year ago and another year and a decade and a century. How many times has it been plowed,
how many footprints have there been, how many tears and how many curses, how many secret

sins lie entrenched in the soil! What web of intertwined fates holds this land together—how many
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faces, male and female, young and old, how many hands have kneaded this earth, pressing it to
their hearts?

Cyril Nedoma hears the sound of his steps and the steps of his mother, and in the distance
(far off? nearby?) the same steps echo, just twenty years younger, the steps of a child and a young
woman; the sounds are so familiar, so real, while the footfall of today is so improbable, so
incredible. How did this happen? When did these twenty years rush by, making a man from the
child and a young woman old?

In life there is a distinct border dividing our first taste of maturity from youth: the age of
anticipation, of endless days, the age of hope and expectation, the ephemeral and reckless age, the
age when we believe the future holds something definitive, glorious, and beautiful. Despite its
loneliness, even through its sadness, youth is an age without responsibilities, a life sheltered by the
past; however, all at once (we never know the precise moment of its arrival) comes the time when
we realize that we stand face to face with reality, that we must bear the burden of our lives upon
our own shoulders, that we no longer have anyone to blame, anything to rail against; absolutely
nothing glorious and beautiful awaits us. What we lost spoiled and rotted—will remain lost,
spoiled, and rotten. We shall carry our scars to the grave, forever.

Their steps echo off the bone-cold road and Cyril Nedoma hears them as if they were the
steps of someone else. Their rhythm, their fall, is familiar, so familiar—after all they accompanied
him down this road last year, into the middle of this field. The same bush of dog rose stuck out of
the ditch right here, on the slope to the right the same strip of forest darkened the stars, and with
the same shriek a flock of partridges flew out of that trench. Then a clear and certain voice rang

out beside Cyril, sounding out from his childhood.
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Cyril spins around and freezes in shock, only to see an empty space beside him. Puzzled,
he looks to the other side where his mother walks, and she turns to him. Cyril realizes that she is
thinking the same thing, that she also hears the steps that walked alongside them last year, which
now are missing. Even through the dark he sees that her eyes glisten with tears. Again he turns
away.

They came face to face with death last time. They peered into her blank, rolled-back eyes.
Imprinted in their minds was the tragic movement of her hand, lifting towards her forehead, as if
to shoo away the darkness that fell between the soul and the things so dear in this world.

She created such a void around them. They stood inside it naked, like a bulls-eye. They
shivered in the eerie breeze, awaiting a new visitation.

Cyril steals a glance at the frail figure walking beside him, defined by the tilt of her head,
an ancient gesture of submission.

His mother. The hidden layers of time awake in her, inside her there still lives a little girl,
skipping around her garden, pulling nettles from the hedges for the baby geese. Does she remember
another scene, when she saw the color of the sky and the green of the trees and the white of the
trail? From what distance does she peer into that corner that holds the Eden of her childhood,
gazing at those two geranium-filled windows and the damp shade beneath the tree by the stream.
It is perhaps a world similar to his own (after all, this is his mother), only slightly askew, refracting
the light at a different angle, since every living creature is different, yet grafted to the same
universal mystery. But a strange half-light shines in this world; it is scarred and torn by blows that
never pierced Cyril! How can he understand how a virgin’s heart mysteriously changes into a
woman’s and a mother’s? How can a man fathom her relationship with her children, her own

body’s creations? How can he understand what a mother feels when she first gazes into those two
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newly born eyes, the eyes of a new being, the eyes of her child. And what happens in her heart
when she holds her baby in her arms, and watches the rigid body convulse and die? Who can
fathom how a mother sees her children, how she views the bloom of their soul? If she recognizes
whether it fades with grief or sickens with hidden evil?

With whom is she walking down this road? Whence did this adult, this man, come to her?
Through what worlds has he wandered? What lands live in his vision?

Her son. What sorts have crossed his path, whose prints remain in his soul? What sorrows
has he shouldered?

Cyril Nedoma feels the tracks of those encounters all over himself, he feels wrapped in the
external image he presents to people like a series of shells that he is now tearing off. Face-to-face
with this land he has to have his own likeness, as if before God. Down the road to his parish he
drags all of his defeats, his betrayals, all of his shame, his bitterness, all of his bruises, all of his
regret for so many foolish, futile and irrevocable words, all the injustices he suffered, all the
injustices he committed; he drags this burden down the path to his youth, side by side with his
mother, the only one in the world who would understand everything—the only one in the world
who would forgive him everything. But his mouth is shut and nothing in the world is strong enough
to pry it open.

A little ways ahead a light appears on the hill, illuminating the arch of the gate. Cyril
remembers that “Ave, maris Stella!” is written in gold lettering above the gothic statue of the
Virgin Mary. He looks around at the landscape that spreads out beneath the hill like a dark lake.
But the quiet night comes alive, the clattering of steps upon the frozen ground grows louder, and
on all sides the black outlines around human shapes thicken like they’re rising from the earth. Cyril

and his mother pass several of these figures and fail to recognize them, dark and silent as they are,
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wrapped in mysteries known only to God. Who knows? They could be their neighbors, maybe
strangers from a distant parish—their faces shine with an odd pallor, and a quiet laugh, an
incomprehensibly ironic laugh, escapes from them, penetrating the veil of mystery...

With horror Cyril looks upon the passing faces, and the names of people long dead enter
his mind, their inimitable gestures, their irrecoverable voices, everything that will never be seen
again. He thinks the old man with the fur hat and the cane clacking along the street is the lost soul
Ztratil, who died years before in the poorhouse—at the time Cyril was not even old enough for
school, but he remembers how people said that his son’s wife starved him. That woman in the
black scarf around her head, walking so stiff and proud, that’s farmer Nechleba’s daughter, who
married Sima the day laborer and died in an insane asylum. That square shouldered giant in the
Hessian boots is Josef Roubal—there were whispers that he had a child with his own daughter, the
one they found drowned in the lake.

The closer they come to the parish church, the more these figures appear, they throng from
every single side, so close but so distant, so impenetrable. They came from all nine hamlets, until
the place teemed with these mysterious pilgrims, who adopted the faces of the living, transforming
their descendants into shadow and illusion. At times it seems to Cyril that the bodies split into
several different figures before merging back into one. On the hill above the church gates a lamp
burns above the créche, and streams of new pilgrims flow along the paths cutting through the field,
the children of this land that had become the only land, Bethlehem. This path along which Cyril
walks with his mother, the path of his childhood, is the only path, the path of all souls, the path to
eternity. This narrow country road lined by low trees and clumps of fading grass, this tranquil path

imprinted with the tracks from his childhood, all at once rises beyond time and becomes The Path.
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Cyril Nedoma no longer hears any steps, he hears only the rush of air sliced by the
movement of the countless figures flying above the earth, not even touching the ground; when he
suddenly looks back at his mother, he freezes in shock, for it seems to him that she too has turned
into one of those mysterious figures, those weightless, shadowless, half-dark, half-transparent
figures, rustling with soft and ironic laughter.

He cries out, but only he hears the scream, and immediately the lunacy ends.

“...you remember, it was under the old apple tree that stood in your granddad’s garden,”
his mother says, explaining something.

In the dark, the mother and son look at each other and laugh. “We’ll know it when we wake

up for good,” Cyril thinks to himself.

Before they knew it, they had reached the gate and entered the church. Everything shone with
silver frost and the bright healthy faces of the villagers; they betrayed nothing of their recent
metamorphoses. Cyril, however, remained transfused with the breath of those otherworldly places,
and when “Christus natus est nobis” rang out from the altar, tears filled his eyes and warmth

pierced his heart.
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PART THREE COMMENTARY

3.1 Getting Lost: The Metaphysical Cartography of Jan Cep’s Zemé3lué

In the first paragraph of the first story in Zemezluc (“Domek”), readers encounter one of the most
important words in the collection: cesta.!? The word cesta will appear 89 more times in ZeméZluc:
it is the fifth most fequent noun to appear in the collection, beating out den [day], matka [mother],
and svét [world]. The only nouns that Cep uses more often are certain parts of the body: oko [eye],
tvar [face], ruka [hand], and hlava [head]; the only verbs that appear more frequently are byt [be],
mit [have], and jit [go].!3

The word cesta has a broad meaning in Czech, and can often be translated as “journey,”

2 ¢ 99 ¢¢

“process,” “road,” “route,” “travel,” “trip,” or “way.” For its first appearance in the book, I chose
“path” because of its stronger spiritual connotations, but when Cep uses the word cesta, he
seemingly intends every meaning and connotation.!* Overall, however, the best translation of the
word is probably “journey,” since every story I’ve translated for this collection involves a physical
one. In “Domek,” Jenik and Anicka make their way home from school, taking the road that, in so

typical a fashion for Cep, leads to the cross and the threshing floors.!* The story “Bouie” centers

around Jenik’s cart-trip home from the fields through the titular and terrible storm. A cow comes

12¢“Déti potom zazpivaly ‘Maj, ma&j, maj, zelend se haj’a ‘na noc k lesu leti vréna, pisni¢ka je dozpivéna),
brasni¢ky jim na zadech zahrkaly a cesta od Skoly uvozem ke kfiZi a k mysletickym humnam bézZela zafic pred
nimi uprostied pampelisek a stini mladého Zita.” Zemézlué, Jan Cep. (Prague: VySehrad, 1991), 11.

13 Kvantitativné-korpusovd analyza a literdrni véda: Model a realizace autorského korpusu a slovniku Jana Cepa v
kontextu zahranicni a ceské autorské lexikografie, Richard Zmélik. (Olomouc: Univerzita Palackého, 2015) 125-7.
4 Oxford English Dictionary, “path (n.1), sense I1.4,” December 2024,
https://doi.org/10.1093/OED/1048396412.

'8 |n his book Dvoji domov Jana Cepa, Tomas Kubiéek sees the trip as safe and innocent, but he fails to note
the connotation of violence — both in the cross as the symbol of crucifixion and the threshing floors, where
grain is beaten with flails to release the edible part. 116
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down from the mountains in “Dvoji domov” to serve the Roubals, spurring on Roubal’s wife to
remember her own personal journey from the mountain village where she grew up. “Kozlovice”
is set in a village on the day of a dance, but the return of the character Kolaf by train provides the
dramatic centerpiece of the story. The story “Penézenka” ends with Vojtéch, the young
protagonist, making a strange discovery after setting out to catch up with two tramps who had
stolen his wallet. In “Zbloudily,” Petr Kleofas leaves his home and gets lost on his way to Pfisenice.
Karolina Vachutkova, in the story “Hofe z lasky” embarks on her “final pilgrimage” to the lover
who has spurned her. In “Mtra,” Cyril Nedoma hauls his bags through a barren ravine and field to
reach an apartment building on the outskirts of the city. In the final story included in the translated
collection, “Cesta na jitfni,” Cyril and his mother make their way through the dark night from
Ptisenice to a service at the parish church.

The only two journeys that are direct and simple are the children’s way home in “Domek”
and Kolaf’s train trip in “Kozlovice.” While every character seems to be lost emotionally and
spiritually in ZemézZluc, they are often equally lost physically: in “PenéZenka,” when Vojtéch opens
up a gate, “podivi se, Ze domov je tak blizko”;'® Cyril Nedoma in “Mtira” “védel, Ze je na nepravé
ceste”;'7 when Petr Kleofés, after being turned topsy-turvy by a mendacious landscape, finally
meets someone on the road and asks the way, he is met with the response, “Coze? Prisenice? Vzdyt
Jjdete na druhou stranu! Mate je uz hezky kousek za sebou.”'8

In his essay “Krajina v dile Jana Cepa,” Karel Komarek asserts that “Veétsina Cepovych

povidek a novel i jediny roman se odehrava v krajiné, jejimz redalnym vzorem byl jisté hanacky

16 Jan Cep, ZeméZlué in Dvoji domov (Prague: VySehrad, 1991) 31. Because of the confusing titles — the 1991
anthology is called Dvoji domov, which is the title of Cep‘s 1926 collection that he later included in the larger
1931 collection, Zemézluc¢ — hereafter all citations for this edition will simply refer to ZemézZluc.

7 ZeméZlud, 99.

8 ZeméZlud, 37.
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venkov, konkrétné spisovatelovy rodné Myslechovice u Litovie a blizké okoli,” and further clarifies
that “Prisenice jsou jeho rodné Myslechovice.”'® The evidence is not, however, air-tight. While
Komérek may be onto something that “tato prresna lokalizace se da urcit spis neprimo, protoze
autor zmeénil mistni jména svého rodiste i nejblizsich obci; ale ponechal skutecna pojmenovani
vzdalenejsich vesnic (Luka, Savin, Slavétin, Slatinice) a vicekrat vyslovné uvadi, ze na dohled je
Olomouc, prvni visky Jesenikii a Ceskomoravské vrchoviny,” none of these locales are mentioned
in the stories in this collection. Furthermore, in the translated stories when Cep does use the names
of existing towns, he obscures their exact location with names, such as Mysletice and Kozlovice,
which denote numerous towns throughout Czechia.’2°

Untethering the stories from a specific geography, Cep achieves two interesting effects.

The first is that he places the reader in a similar situation to the characters in the stories.
There are two moments in the translated stories when the narrator directly addresses someone. The
first is in “Domek,” when he teases a little girl for neglecting to sweep up the kitchen: “Nevis,
Anicko, Ze je to tvd prace?”?! It carries echoes of the earliest literature when Homer uses the
vocative to speak to Eumaeus, the kindly swineherd, in Book XXIV of the Odyssey;** however,
the other time the narrator of Zemézluc addresses someone is much more modern in style: “A4 #y,
poutniku, ktery jdes do svéta kolem chalup zatatych hluboko do zemé.”*® Breaking the proverbial
fourth wall, the narrator addresses the reader as “traveler.” As readers and fellow pilgrims, we are

lost too.

1% Karel Komarek, “Krajina v dile Jana Cepa,” in Misto — prostor — krajina v literatufe a kultufe, eds. Petr
Komenda, Lenka Malinova, and Richard Zmélik (Olomouc: Univerzita Palackého, 2012) 91-2.

2 This is reminiscent of the television series The Simpsons, which is set in Springfield — yet which of the many
Springfields in the USA is never specified.

21 ZeméZlué, 11.

2«1ov 8’ amapesBopsvog poosdnc, Edpale cuBita” from Homer, The Odyssey with an English Translation
by A.T. Murray. (Cambridge: Harvard University Press, 1919) XIV, 55.

2 ZeméZlué, 129.
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In an article on Dostoesky’s The Adolescent, “Wandering in Two Different Directions,”
Charles Arndt examines the Russian concept of crpanamnuecTBo, spiritual wandering. He points
out that “at its most basic level, this wandering is an attempt to follow Jesus to leave everything
and follow him (Luke 18:22), imitating the itinerant lifestyle of the one who ‘had no place to lay
his head’** (Matthew 8:20, Luke 9:58).” Jesus’ actual words in Matthew and Luke are, “Foxes
have holes, and birds of the air have nests; but the Son of man hath not where to lay his head.”?*
With his radical Christian beliefs, Cep seems to be endowing his wanderers, including the reader,
with some of the messianic qualities associated with the Book of Daniel’s “son of man.” Cyril
might have the surname Nedoma, but it could equally apply to all the protagonists in this collection.

The other effect this departure from real geography has is that it creates a more powerful
metaphysical map for the characters to wander through — the mountains from which Srna the cow
and Roubal’s wife descend, within Cep’s portrayal, can now take on Matterhorn-like dimensions.2®
Directions also take on a symbolic rather than a geographic importance.?’

In Dvoji domov Jana Cepa, Tomas Kubiéek devotes his eighth chapter to exploring the
utilization of space in three Cep stories: “Domek,” “Penézenka,” and “Elegie.” He does brilliant

work charting the stories along lines of longitude and latitude that correspond to the intimate,

public, and unknown spaces; Kubicek, however, limits his insights to two general axes: vertical

24 Charles Arndt, “Wandering in Two Different Directions: Spiritual Wandering as the Ideological Battleground in
Dostoevsky’s ‘The Adolescent.” In The Slavic and East European Journal 54, no. 4 (2010): 607.

% King James Bible. (2017). King James Bible Online. https://www.kingjamesbibleonline.org/ (Original work
published 1769)

% Being able to Google the 1603-meter elevation of Snézka, the highest mountain in Czechia, may hurt the
grandiosity of the stories for some contemporary readers.

77 «Semantika prostoru je tak u Cepa velmi komplexni, pocita jak je slozit&j§imi vyznamy symbolické a
metaforické povahy, tak i s primarnim zpusobem hodnotové orientace objekt( (udalosti) a v prostoru na ose
horizontalni a vertikalni. . . podobné lze pouzit vyznamy, znamy a neznamy, bezpecny a nebezpecny.” Tomas
Kubi¢ek, Dvoji domov Jana Cepa (Brno: Host, 2014) 118.
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and horizontal. For the purposes of this translator, specific and less theoretical directions are more
important: right, left, up, and down.

Only one story in this collection deals directly with left and right: “Zbloudily.” As Petr
Kleof4s loses his way while traveling to Pfisenice, he lies down and wakes up in the dark. As he
wanders, “Myslil, Ze se uchylil trochu vievo, a klopytal napric pres pole, domnivaje se, Ze nabude
tak zase ztraceného sméru.”*® This seems to suggest that the left direction has a sinister quality
that the going right means a correction. That may not be the case, however, as going right seems
more frightening as the route jack-knifes back, and drops off into a ravine, so Petr “musil se vratit,
piicemz hlas potoka vyskocil protinému z lesika jako psi Stékot.”?® This change in direction leads
Kleofas to further danger, as he finds himself back at the creek, and sees a drowned woman in a
white dress floating in the water — it turns out the vision is only mirage caused by the turbulence
of the water, but that scares Petr even more:

Zachveél se timto prirozenym rozuzlenim vic, nez kdyby byl ucitil na hrdle ledové prsty
prizraku. Ticho bylo tak uplné a voda v potoce se leskla s takovou nevyzpytatelnou
mlcenlivosti, Ze se Petra zmocnila opravdova hriiza. Pustil se napravo pres pole a citil za

sebou dadbelsky smich ohromnych,Siroce rozevienych oci.*°

Turning right does eventually lead him to meet a Charon-like cartman who tells him ghost stories
before dropping him off at his destination, but with the pitfalls that appear when Petr goes in either

direction, it seems that Cep avoids the easy key of left being sinister and right being correct. 3!

28 ZeméZlué, 40.

2 bid.

%0 Zemézlug, 41.

3! This fits into some of the most archaic interpretations of left and right. The word sinister in Latin means “left” but
carried the connotation of lucky for Romans since in Roman augury a bird appearing on the augur’s left side would

be fortunate (unless it were a raven or a screech owl); for the Greek augurs, left was unlucky, and this view became

more culturally dominant. For an extensive treatment on this topic, see Charles Burton Gulick, “Omens and Augury
in Plautus.” Harvard Studies in Classical Philology 7 (1896): 235—47. https://doi.org/10.2307/310484.
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Ascent, going up, in Cep’s stories certainly gives a nod to the Christian concept of moving
towards heaven. In fact, the first time a character, Jenik, ascends in Zemézluc (in the first story,
“Domek”), he addresses God and contemplates the infinite: “BoZe, jak je mozno jit porad dal a
dal, a nikdy nedojit na konec? Jak je to hrozné, Zadny konec!”** In “Dvoji domov,” Roubal’s wife
sees the highlands as a type of heaven on earth that represents liberty:

Roubalka se tise schoulila nad polévkou a vuné pary, vystupujici z brambor, ji pripomnéla
prilis tklive ohné v rodnych hordach, kdyz ulehla cesta stoupala strani a koncila se pod samou
oblohou, materidouska vonéla naposled a vecer pod kopcem kouril domov. . . . Cesty na
horach jsou jiné, vic se brouzdaji rosou a casto musi bosyma nohama pres potok, maji utlejsi
boky a je krasné, jak sbihaji z navrsi tancujice, nevsimaveé k casu. Ale cesty v roviné maji
presné vymereno své misto mezi pravidelnymi obrazci poli a nutno jit poslusné, kam nas

vedou, a krdavé se nelze popasat, kde ji napadne.’’

Much like with the directions left and right, however, ascent is not simply spiritually
uplifting — it can also be an anabasis, an uphill slog. In “Miira,” Cyril Nedoma

vedel, zZe je na nepravé cesté a ze by udélal nejlip, kdyby se vratil. Citil, jak v ném stoupa
nesmirnd vina horkosti, a sehnul se, vzal opét s povzdechem kufry a viekl je vzhiiru do kopce
(cesta roklinou prikre stoupala). . . Ujal se opét kufrit a vilekl se pomalu ddle, premdahe je

slabotu.?*

When Cyril arrives at his destination, he climbs up to the fourth floor of the building to find his
new home — a creepy and tomb-like apartment he will share with the owner, Amalie Frybortova.

He submits to a repulsive and lustful fantasy before he falls asleep. The following morning:

82 ZeméZlué, 11.
33 ZeméZlug, 19-21.
34 ZeméZlué, 99.
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“pohlédl pred sebe a vidél, Ze se musi prohryzat casem jako vrstvou hnoje.”*> Cyril may not be in
hell but he certainly hasn’t reached heaven either.

This may make sense since, before his ascent up the hill and to the fourth floor, Cyril was
heading on a path that led to the bottom of a ravine. This is one of many descents in Zemézluc.
Perhaps the most dramatic and traumatic moment of “Boufe” occur when “viiz sklouzl po mokrém
svahu.”3® In “Dvoji domov,” Cep draws a clearer line between descent and suffering when
Roubal’s wife, who formerly lived in the highlands, sympathizes with the cow Srna’s fate as it
makes its way to the lowlands, and calls her a “fellow martyr”:

Roubalka predvidala smutny udel bezstarostné pastevnice z hor (sama stravila své panenstvi
Znouc travu na horskych stranich) . . . Krdva ulekané poskocila a Roubalkav dusi politovala

novou spolutrpitelku, klusajic unavenyma nohama dolit k dédiné.>’

In “Zbloudily,” after all the twists and turns that make it so difficult for the reader to follow the
route of Petr Kleofas, we find his destination lies down below: “‘To jsou Prisenice,” ozval se
staiik. Brycka serozjela po svahu.”’38

These downward travels are important because Cep is essentially a katabasist: a poet
concerned with descents into the underworld.*® In one of the first instances of katabasis in literature

(only Gilgamesh’s journey to the underworld precedes it), Odysseus opens a portal to the

underworld so he can communicate with the dead: “I took the victims, over the trench I cut their

35 ZeméZluég, 105.

3% ZeméZluég, 17.

87 ZeméZluég, 19.

38 ZeméZlug, 42.

% |n a 1959 essay, “Basnik a lidské spoleéenstvi,” Jan Cep writes about the concept of “poeta nascitur, orator
fit”: that poets are born but orators can be made. He writes, “Byl ve své dobé jenom jeden Homér; byl jenom
jeden Vergil, jeden Dante, jeden Shakespeare.” It seems fitting that three of the poets lauded by Cep - Homer,
Vergil, and Dante — employ katabases in their epics. Jan Cep, Meditace, eds. Petr Komenda and Jan Zatloukal
(Brno: Centrum pro studium demokracie a kultury, 2019) 277, 308.
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throats / and the dark blood flowed in — and up out of Erebus they came, / flocking toward me
now, the ghosts of the dead and gone . . .”*" In “Zbloudily,” Kleof4s finds himself in a grassy pit
and “fouzil cedit svou krev kapku po kapce do prachu.”*' Perhaps it’s no wonder then that the old
man who gives Petr a ride to Pfisenice tells him a ghost story, and Petr “myslil na své mrtvé.” **
Cep repeatedly implies the journeys his characters take in ZeméZlu¢ do not pass merely
through this world. “Cesta od krize k humnam vedla takika onim svetem,” after all the descents in
the story “Boufe.”* In “Hofe z lasky,” the landscape, later described as a “pustina,”** becomes a
tomb: “Kraj kolem dokola ztratil pres noc posledni zbytky podzimnich barev a byl vytrvale
louhovan vihkou syrovosti v hnilobnou cerii hrobu.*® We encounter another metaphorical tomb in
“Mura” when Cyril reaches the apartment he is moving into: “Taz mrtva prazdnota, jenom buchani
Cyrilova srdce proradzelo tichem. Prejel si ledovou dlani pres o¢i a nahnul se znovu nad vizitkou:
Robert Frybort. . . . ‘To tady ma jesté vizitku svého muze.””*® The tomb turns into a grave as he
lies in bed, listening to Amalie Frybortova wail over her dead husband, whose burial she talked

about in the bluntest terms:

Cyril se sebe strhal saty a zamotal si hlavu do prikryvek. Ale zdalo se mu, Ze na nich citi
otisky toho téla, které lezi natazeno v syrové a zmrzlé zemi, obklopeno tmou, s ocima
tekoucima, s ohromnymi fialovymi rty, s utrobami hemzicimi se bilymi a slizkymi cervy.
Jenom Spicky knirki jsou jesté vztyceny nad strasnym smichem obliceje, zobrazujiciho
pravdu veci, a zoufalé vyti jeho Zeny pronika vrstvami drnu a zemé a mrzne hriizou okolo

tohoto posklebku.*’

4 Homer, The Odyssey, trans. Robert Fagles (New York: Penguin, 1996). XI.40-2.

41 ZeméZlug, 39.

2 ZeméZlug, 42.

8 ZeméZlug, 17.

44 Cep uses the word pustina (“wasteland”) later as a simile for Cyril Nedoma’s psychological desolation in
“Mlra.” ZemézZluc, 90, 103.

4 ZeméZlug, 88.

46 Zemézluc, 99. Even the uphill slogs of “Mra” somehow seem like katabasis. Cyril Nedoma lugging his
suitcases up the ravine, then up the stairs, reminds the reader of Sisyphus’ fate in the underworld.

47 ZeméZlué, 103-4.
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With the importance of descents and katabases in Zemézluc, it is easy to think that Cep
presents earth as infernal;*® however, even as Robert Frybort in the form of a lustful beast presses
down on Cyril Nedoma in the grave of his imagination, it becomes evident that there exist spaces
below (“najednou ucitil, Ze pod nim cosi uhnulo, Ze zacinda padat kolmo do hlubin).** Yet these

29 66

depths and abysses appear above the characters in Zemézluc too — in “Boute” “Cerna prohluben
visi uz nad samouhlavou a prasti to v ni, aZz nohy podklesdvaji.”>* With abysses appearing above
and below — and even on our level (the horizontal axis Tomas Kubicek explores) in “Hofte z lasky”
51 _ it seems most likely that Cep’s stories take place in an earthly purgatory, which helps explain
why Petr Kleofas “sundal cepici a pomodlil se otcends za duse v ocistci” when he reaches
Pisenice.>?

Writing about katabases, Rachel Falconer points out that “A katabasist, one who writes
about underworld descents, also characteristically employs the narrative structure of a journey to
look inward, downward, and back.”>® Cep certainly does this; however, he also employs the
convention to look forward, up, and beyond. With abysses above, below, and on the horizontal

axis, space become infinite — a concept Jenik contemplates in the very first story of Zemezluc,

“Domek’:

“8 For more on the physical cosmography of hell, purgatory, and paradise in Dante, see Anika Burgess,
“Mapping Dante’s Inferno, One Circle of Hell at a Time,” Atlas Obscura, July 12, 2017,
https://www.atlasobscura.com/articles/mapping-dante-hell-inferno-satan-divine-comedy or “Mapping Hell:
Cartography and the Comedy,” The Poetry of Science Dantes Comedy and the Crafting of a Cosmos,
accessed April 6, 2025, https://library.brown.edu/create/poetryofscience/mapping-hell-cartography-and-
the-comedy/.

® ZeméZlug, 104.

50 ZeméZlug, 16.

51 “Nebyl to nedostatek lasky u jejiho milence, co ji pfivedlo nahle na pokraj nicoty.” Zemézluc, 91.

52 ZeméZlug, 42.

53 Rachel Falconer, “Bouncing Down to the Underworld: Classical Katabasis in ‘The Ground Beneath Her
Feet.” Twentieth Century Literature 47, no. 4 (2001): 467. https://doi.org/10.2307/3175991.
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Hosikovy oci stoupaly vys a vys: “Boze, jak je mozno jit porad dal a dal, a nikdy nedojit na
konec? Jak je to hrozné, zadny konec!

A vtom se cehosi ulekl: vidyt konec je také nemozny! Kdyby byla zed na konci svéta,
probourala by se, a zas by tam byla dira. . .

Chtel jit k Frantikovi, ale hned ho napadlo, Ze Frantik jiste nevi, Ze nikde nemiize byt konec,

Ze se zed miize probourat a zas musi byt cosi dal. **

Cep raises the issue of the infinite again in the story “Hofe z lasky,” using the same metaphor of a
wall. Karolina, scorned by her lover, “ucitila, Ze neni mozno dale Zit. Jako kdyz nékdo prijde na
konec chodby, kterd se konci skalni sténou — nelze jit dal, je po viem.” Cep shows the reader,
however, that Karolina is mistaken about the finitiude of the world, because “v tom zasahly jeji
oCi kiiz — i dala se na utek.”* The spiritual world, represented by the cross, grants Karolina space
to break through the wall. Unfortunately for Karolina, she ends up committing suicide because
“nevédéla, ze zlo je omezené a duse lidska Ze je nenasytnd.”>°

If, as Jenik sees, the true universe, the spiritual one, is unbound then directions and
locations become senseless — points on an unstable map floating like grains of sand in the ocean
or comets in the firmament. The story “Cesta na jitini” makes this concept clear. Liberated from a

fiixed geography, Cyril Nedoma can now wander a Czechia that echoes the Hana plain yet still

come across signs of the sea (“Ave, maris Stella! je tam napsdno zlatymipismeny nad gotickou

5 ZeméZluég, 13.

5% ZeméZlug, 91.

% Zemézluc, 91. While suicide is usually considered a Christian sin, this was not always the case. Christian
martyrdom and proselytizing was considered by some early theologians as suicide. See scholia on Remigius.
That Karolina’s soul is limitless and evil is finite perhaps adds a modicum of optimism to her fate.
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soSkou Panny Marie, vzpomnél si Cyril.”)’” No wonder Cyril Nedoma appears to his mother like
an interstellar traveler: “S kym to jde v této chvili po této silnici? Odkud k ni prisel tento dospély
clovék, jakymi svéty bloudil, jaké krajiny Zijiv jeho zraku?”>® Attempts to trace the geography of
Zemezluc are folly, because as the story “Cesta na jitini” reveals it’s not cartography that tie this
world together: “Jaka sit’ osudii zahadne spletenych zatahujetento kraj, kolik tvari, muzskych i
Zenskych, mladych i starych,kolik rukou, které hnétly tuto hlinu, které ji tiskly k srdci!”>°

As fellow pilgrims, who through our reading have wandered along the same paths with the
characters in Zemézluc, we find ourselves walking next to Cyril Nedoma as the narrow country
road lined by low trees and lumps of fading grass “najednou povysena nade vsechen cas, stala se
Cestou” not in Ptisenice but the countryside “ktery se promeénil v jediny kraj zemé, v krajinu

betlémskou.”®°

5 Zemézluc, 134. While Stella Maris refers to the Virgin Mary, arising from a mistranslation of the Hebrew
name Miriam, in Latin it literally means “star of the sea.”

58 ZeméZluég, 133.

5 ZeméZlug, 131.

80 ZeméZlug, 135.
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3.2 Chronic Tension: Shifting Cep’s Narrative Tenses to Translate Zemé&sluc

Time is such an important component to the stories of Zemézluc that Tomas Kubicek devotes the
first chapter of analysis in Dvoji domov Jana Cepa to it. Identifying Cep’s 1926 collection Dvoji
domov as a type of multifarious elegy, thus requiring a sad hero, Kubicek writes “v tomto pripade
ucinil Cep svym smutnym hrdinou jednu z nejabstraktnéjsich kategorii — ¢as.”®' The subject also
caught the attention and critical eye of Frantisek Valouch in “Cepovo Pojeti Casu”; Valouch,
however, concentrates on the abstract, stating, “Ve svém prispévku chci se soustredit nikoli na
problematiku ¢asu v Cepové dile jako konstitutivniho prvku jazykového materialu (tedy nedotknu
se napriklad funkce slovesnych casii a casovych adverbii), ¢i na relace mezi casem udadlosti a
casem vypraveni.”®? This is understandable, but it is unfortunate for anyone attempting to bring
Cep into another language, because Valouch sets aside one of the trickiest translation nuts to crack
regarding Cep — how to work with his narrative tenses.

The first story in Zemezluc, “Domek,” contains 186 verbs. Of these, 121 are in the past
tense; 50 are in the present tense. This corresponds to Valouch’s assertion that in Cep’s perspective

“ma vetsi vahu spis minulost nez pritomnost,” but the significant number of verbs in the present

tense hints that the present tense is fairly noteworthy.5

¢! Tomas Kubicek, Dvoji domov Jana Cepa (Brno: Host, 2014) 31.

62 Frantiek Valouch, “Cepovo Pojeti Casu.” Ceskd Literatura 46, no. 6 (1998): 576.
http://www.jstor.org/stable/43321979.

& \/alouch, 577. While Valouch puts more emphasis on the past in Cep’s works, he does not downplay the
present. He also focuses on works of Cep like Déravy plgstthat use the present tense less often than many of
the stories in Zemeézluc.
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The importance of the present tense becomes clearer if we look at the shortest story in
Zemezluc, “Penézenka.” Of the 95 verbs in the two-page story, 60 are in the present tense; 30 are
in the past tense; the remaining five are in the future tense or conditional mood. The narrative
begins in the present — although it recalls the events of the previous day, it comes from the close
third-person narration of a boy, Vojtéch, who “dnes sedi . . . na pisku prede dvermi” and plays
with his new wallet.** In the third paragraph, the narrative switches to the past tense (“Sotva
domyslil”) before returning to the present in the sixth (“penzenka lezi”). Some past-tense verbs
follow, but they are in temporal clauses subordinate to the present-tense narration, so the next
narrative shift actually occurs in the ninth paragraph when the “dva stiny a dva uzlicky zmizely za
rohem.” In the middle of the same paragraph, with the very next sentence, the narrative tense
returns to the present: “Cernd pdachnouci véc . . . lezi.” The narrative tense (mercifully for a
translator) remains in the present until the eighteenth paragraph, when it switches to the past tense
(“Rano tam byly jeste) and remains that way until the story soon ends.

English critics have found it remarkable that over the course of hundreds of pages,
Charlotte Bronte shifts to the present tense seven times in Jane Eyre;% this is the same amount of
times Cep shifts tenses in the first story of Zemézluc, “Domek,” which is little more than three
pages. “Boufe” contains eight shifts in narrative tense; “Dvoji domov” four; “Kozlovice” sixteen

(over fewer than seven pages); “Cesta na jitini” has nine.

The frequency of narrative shifts begs the question of why Cep employs this technique.

8 Unless otherwise noted, all the quotations from “Penézenka” are from ZeméZlué (1991), 30-1.
%5 See Edgar F. Shannon, “The Present Tense in ‘Jane Eyre.”” Nineteenth-Century Fiction 10, no. 2 (1955): 141-5.
https://doi.org/10.2307/3044228.
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Kubicek writes that the shifts endow the stories with a fantastic aspect, as they somewhat
echoes the bylo-nebylo-ness of Czech fairy tales and that the “kontrast mezi casem tehdy a nyni . .
. lehce ironizuje skutecnost redlnost idylické vzpominky.”

Valouch adds more with his explanation:

Cas v Cepové pojeti je casem cyklickym, utvarenym do podoby kruhu, v némz se vSechno
pravidelné opakuje, je to cas vecneho ndvratu, odmérovany prirodnimi hodinami,

posloupnosti stale tychz jevii, cas myticky.%

Cep stresses this concept of time in the story “Kozlovice.” As Lidka irons the slip she will wear to
the big dance, Cep writes, “Dnes bude tancit a za par hodin zacne znovu véerejsek v blaté a na
hnoji.”%® Here he figuratively highlights the mundanity of life in the village where everyday is the
same; however, grammatically wedding yesterday to the future tense creates a temporal chaos that
suggests time is essentially meaningless.®

“Cesta na jitfni” offers more opportunities to explore Cep’s perception and presentation of
time as unfixed. As Cyril and his mother walk along the path that connects Pfisenice to the parish
church, “Pole lezela micky ve tmé, dnes jako loni a jako predloni, jako pred desiti i pred sto lety.
Kolikrat uz byla preorana, kolik slépéji, kolik slz a kolik kleteb, kolik tajnych hiichu bylo zahrnuto
do jejich brazd!”7" Cep views time — the past, present, and future — like the field: disrupted, watered

with tears, and stamped flat.”! These layers of time, almost geological or archeological, exist within

% Kubicek, 36. Like English fairy tales traditionally open with “once upon a time,” Czech fairy tales begin with
bylo-nebylo—*“it was and it wasn’t.” This theory helps me reconcile the inclusion of one of the oddest, most
dream-like lines of the collection, which appears in the story “Kozlovice” as Cep sets the scene for the village:
“Zaby v rybnicku na navsi spousteji do snu zelené zafici drahokamy.” ZeméZluc, 23

8 Valouch, 576.

88 ZeméZlug, 24.

% Not unlike the way space is untethered from specific geography in Zemézluc.

7° ZeméZlug, 131.

71 See Valouch, 581.
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the characters of Zemézluc too:”* “Jeho matka! Ozivaji v ni také zasypané vrstvy Casu, Zije v nijesté
malé dévéatko, hopkujici v zahradce okolo zahonkii a trhajiciu plotu koprivy housatkiim.”’> For
Cep, it would be impossible to separate the past from the present (and the future, as well) because
the past never leaves us — it lies buried, always ready to be unearthed by memory like ancient
artifacts unwittingly upturned in a field by plows or shovels. This is what happens to Cyril as he
gets closer to the church:

Cyril pohlizel s hriizou do téch tvari, které mijel, a na pamet mu prichazela jména lidi davno
zemrelych, sdruzena s nenapodobitelnym posunkem, s nendvratnym prizvukem hlasu, se
v§im, co se uz podruhé neuvidi. Zdalo se mu, zZe ten starik v beranici a s holi, ktery tluce silné
do silnice podpatky s podkiivkami, je neboztik Ztratil, co umrel pred lety v pastousce — Cyril

tenkrat jeste ani nechodil do Skoly, ale pamatuje si, jak se rikalo, Ze ho snacha umorila

hladem —, ta Zena v cerné Sale okolo hlavy, jdouci tak zprima a hrde, to je dcera sedldika
Nechleby, kterdsi vzala navzdory rodicim nddenika Simu a kterd potom umiela v blazinci,
ten vysoky ramenaty obr v botdch s holinkami, to je Josef Roubal, o tom se suskalo, Ze mel

dité se svou vlastnidcerou, kterou potom nasli utopenou v rybniku...”*

That the pasts of many inhabit each individual is illustrated by the fact that, as Cyril watches the
phantoms of the past and the living people arriving at the church, at times it seems to him that the

bodies split into several different figures before merging back into one.”

Because the blending of time and disruption of chronology proves to be such an important theme

in Zemézluc, it seems clear that in an English translation the narrative shifts should match the shifts

72 peter Demetz feels Cep views “time and eternity as coexisting spaces or landscapes penetrating one
another.” See Demetz, “The Art of Jan Cep.” In The Czechoslovak Contribution to World Culture, ed. Miloslav
Rechcigl (Berlin: De Gruyter Mouton, 1964) 78. https://doi.org/10.1515/9783112415900-010

7 ZeméZluég, 133.

74 ZeméZlug, 134.

75 ZeméZluég, 134.
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in Czech as closely as possible, if not identically. In the first three drafts of my translations, I
followed the tenses slavishly to provide an accurate reflection of the Czech original. One problem,
however, arose from this — it sounded awful.

Paul Wilson, the Canadian translator of Czech literature, recommended that I use readers
who do not know Czech to read my translations of Cep, in order to ensure that the translation
primarily appeals to Anglophone readers instead of pleasing the small audience of bilingual Czech-
English readers.’® Following Wilson’s advice, I used three non-Czech speakers as beta-readers for
my early translations of ZeméZluc: Iranian-American poet and translator Roger Sedarat; German-
American translator Kristina Kalpaxis; and Ethiopian-American novelist Maaze Mengiste. They
offered numerous and valuable suggestions — the one criticism common to each of their critques,
though, concerned the rapidly shifting tenses. Later, my thesis advisor, the Czech translator and
scholar Stanislav Rubas, also noted the clunkiness of employing so many different narrative tenses
in English.

English authors who employ jarring narrative shifts have also faced criticism. Writing
about William Faulkner’s novel 4s I Lay Dying, which features a fractured narrative told by
multiple narrators, Stephen M. Ross states:

Among Faulkner’s many experiments with narrative technique, As I Lay Dying seems in
certain respects the most puzzling. . . . most notably, the book’s temporal structure appears
to break down badly, as Faulkner mixes past-tense and present-tense narratives, even

switching from one to the other within certain monologues.’’

6 Wilson maintains that his best editor is a North American woman who speaks Serbo-Croatian but not Czech.
77 Stephen M. Ross, “Shapes of Time and Consciousness in As I Lay Dying.” Texas Studies in Literature and
Language 16, no. 4 (1975): 723. http://www.jstor.org/stable/40754354.
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In As I Lay Dying, each chapter is a monologue, and the chapters which feature the boldest shifts
in narrative tense are those told by the traumatized child Vardaman, who at one point declares, “Pa
shaves every day now because my mother is a fish.”’® I agree with both Stephen M. Ross and
Dorothy J. Hale that Faulkner’s shifts in narrative tense add to the meaning of the novel;” however,
it is noteworthy that readers such as R. W. Franklin, a former director of Yale’s Beinecke Rare
Book & Manuscript Library, feel that the temporal shifts betray a major fault in the book. In his
seminal essay ‘“Narrative Management in 4s I Lay Dying,” he writes:

For a novel there is a stable present. Traditionally it resides at the point of narration and is
the present of the narrator. By skillful manipulation of the past, the reader may be induced
to translate it into a fictive present, but when the chronology is disturbed, he resorts to the
point of narration for stability and consistency. In 4As I Lay Dying the fictive present is the
only present, and when its chronology is disturbed, the reader has no present to resort to,
except his own. This drives him out of the novel and forces him to pronounce it

inconsistent.®°

The notion that narrative shifts drive the reader out of a literary work, pushing them to conflate the
fictive present with their own could serve the intentions Cep in Zemézluc, but it likely won’t stop
readers and editors from attributing the narrative shifts to shoddy translation. After all, Franklin
attributes the narrative shifts in As / Lay Dying to Faulkner’s shoddy writing:

Faulkner repeatedly declared that he wrote As I Lay Dying in six weeks, while on the night

shift in a power plant . . . Instead of attempting forced explanations, we are more accurate

8 William Faulkner, 4s I Lay Dying. (London: Vintage, 2004) 71.

7 See Ross, “Shapes of Time and Consciousness in As I Lay Dying” and Dorothy J. Hale, “4s I Lay Dying’s
Heterogeneous Discourse.” NOVEL: A Forum on Fiction 23, no. 1 (1989): 5-23.

8 R. W Franklin, “Narrative Management in As | Lay Dying.” Modern Fiction Studies 13, no. 1 (1967): 64.
http://www.jstor.org/stable/26278647.
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simply to judge the anachonisms inconsistent, the narrative management faulty, and to

recognize that As I Lay Dying shows the great haste in which it was written.?!

To keep critics from thinking that I translated Cep’s ZeméZluc in haste, 1 decided to smooth out
the narrative tenses in the stories that employ numerous shifts.®?

I have chosen to go against Valouch’s idea that Cep favors the past — I instead favor the
present so that I can make the narratives more vivid. Examining narration in the present tense vesus
past, Edgar F. Shannon, Jr. writes that in past-tense narration:

The narrator stands in the way. The reader must accept an account of what has happened
instead of seeing the actors themselves; and the technique reminds him that the action has
actually been completed some time before the narration began. Through this displacement

of time, the story loses some of its vividness and power of conviction.®?

He sees Charlotte Bronté’s use of the present (in seven instances of Jane Eyre) as a solution to the
“handicap.” I hope my predominant use of the present serves as a remedy as well.

An early impulse of mine was to shift all of the narrative tenses to the present. This would
add power and vividness to the narration, but English readers would miss the opportinity to gain
any insight into Cep’s specific notion of time. Valouch informs us that for Cep time is cyclical,
circular, eternally returning to itself.®* Thus, for most stories I have settled on a strategy I first
employed while revising the translation of “Penézenka”: I begin with the narrative past tense, move
the narration to the present for the bulk of the story, and return the narrative to the past tense for

the end.

81 Franklin, 65.

82“M(ra” and “Zbloudily” feature no significant narrative shifts, so | simply kept their English translations in
the past narrative tense.

8 Edgar F. Shannon, 142.

84Valouch, 576.
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“Storm,” my translation of the short story “Boufe,” may provide a decent case-study for this
approach.®® The original story begins with the line “Sotva se stocila cesta za roh, vyvstalo za
stirechami nebe, usmrcujici svou cernou vyhriizkou jakoukoliv nadéji.”’%® The English keeps the
same narrative tense: “Scarcely had the road rounded the corner, when behind the roofs rose the
sky, suffocating all hope with its dark threat.” In the original, the final sentence of the second
paragraph introduces the present narrative tense: “Jen dreveny kiiz stoji tiSe na rozcesti a rozpind
ramena do hriizy mrakii.”®’ Again, the English mirrors the Czech: “Only the wooden cross stands
quietly at the crossroads, stretching its shoulders to the cloudy horror.” The Czech now remains in
the present narrative tense until the seventh paragraph: “Viiz skocil pres mez . . .” The past narrative
tense here appears briefly; the next sentence returns fully to the present: “Matka uz poddva snopy.
Jenik hladi Stracenu po cele a strachem se modli.” To keep the tense shifts from jarring readers, I
have put the entire passage into the present: “The cart hops a curb and drives onto the field. Jenik
takes the whip and walks towards the cows so they won’t scare. Mother is already passing up the
sheaves. Jenik pets piebald Stracena’s forehead and he prays from fear.”

When the past narrative tense again intrudes quickly into the eighth paragraph (“jesté se ke
v§emu povrislo rozvadzalo, ted’ zas byl snop prilis tezky a spadl matce nazpatek’) before returning
to the present within the same line (“fitra je vyssi a vyssi”), I have again shifted the past tense to
the present: “one of the bindings breaks loose; and again a sheaf is too heavy for his mother and

falls back on her.”

8 See the appendix for my earlier translation of the story with narrative tenses that closely match the
original’s.

8 All of the following Czech quotes from “Boufe” are from ZeméZluc, 15-8.

8 Zemézlud, 15. A future narrative tense briefly and immediately follows this (“Zistane tu brzy sam a snad mu
blesk urve pllku téla...”), but since it belongs to the primary sequence of verbs (present, future, present
perfect), | have generally included it with the present narrative tense.
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In the middle of the tenth paragraph of the original, the tense shifts back to the past: “Jenik
vzhlédl, otcova bila tvar zistala pribita k mracnum, strasna svitiva hloubka se za nim rozeviela a
kravy srazeny désnym uderem spadly na kolena.” Aside from the fourteenth paragraph, which
briefly mixes the present and past narrative tenses (“Matka odtahovala Jenika od fiiry, nebot tam
je nebezpeci veétsi; jenom tatinek tamtudy musi jit, nikdo tam nemiize jit mistoného, stan se co
stan...”), the original story remains in the past narrative tense from paragraph ten to the story’s
end after the nineteenth paragraph.

In the English translation, however, I do not revert to the past in the tenth paragraph: “Jenik
looks up, his father’s white face remains nailed to the clouds as a terrifying and brilliant abyss
opens behind him; the cows, knocked down by a terrible blow, fall to their knees.” In fact, I keep
the story in the present until the seventeenth paragraph when the Roubal family has made it to
safety: “The way from the cross to the farmhouses led through a netherworld, and when the first
hedge appeared, their joy was unexpected and beautiful like an undeserved reward.” The final

three paragraphs all use the narrative past.

Using this ouroboros-structure for the narrative tenses in my translations of “Bouie,” Domek,”
“Dvoji domov,” “PenéZenka,” “Hofe z lasky,” and “Cesta na jitini” hopefully signals Cep’s
concept of eternal return to readers, while blending the temporal narratives in a more gradual way
— so the shifts do not nauseate readers the way the rapid tempo of the polka sickens Lidka in
“Kozlovice.”

Actually, the English translation of “Kozlovice” departs from this past-present-past tense—
structure slightly. While most of the original Czech stories begin with the past narrative tense,

“Kozlovice” begins in the present, before shifting tenses sixteen times, but predominantly keeping
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the present tense. To retain the mixing of narrative tenses, I have changed the first paragraph to
the past. “Chalupy sedi kolem romanské kaple s barokovym kiizem a moudri lidé pravi, Ze se déji
ve svété veliké véci a Ze se ted musi vSecko zjinacit, protoZe to uz nejde jako stara” becomes:5®

The farmhouses circled a Romanesque chapel with a baroque cross, and wise people said
that important things were happening in the world and everything would change now,

because things couldn’t go on like they did in the old days.

The narrative tense stays in the past until the fourth paragraph. In the original, the fourth paragraph
actually begins in the past, but Cep’s use of the word today makes it a natural place for the
translation to shift into the present, as does Cep’s subsequent use of the present tense in the one-
sentence paragraph. Thus,

Ale ze zidky za Spurnych zahradou vyrazilo dnes do rana mlici, Zaby v rybnicku na navsi
spousteji do snii zelené zarici drahokamy a cely sveét plny viine hrne se otevienym oknem do

svétnicky a chce po tobé biihvi co.%’

moves entirely to the present in the translation:

But this morning a broom sprouts from the fence behind the Spurny’s garden, in the pond
on the square frogs drop gleaming green gems into dreams, and a whole world of scents

pours through an open window, wanting God-knows-what from you.

The narrative tense in English will remain in the present for the next 55 paragraphs, the remainder
of the story.
The reason for breaking the cyclical structure used in other stories is two-fold. First, Cep

himself ends the story in the present tense: “A ty, poutniku, ktery jdes do sveta kolem chalup

88 ZeméZlug, 23.
8 ZeméZlug, 23.
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zatatych hluboko do zemé, viz kapky krve na kameni! A neposmivej se, kdyz ctes: Osada: obec:
Kozlovice.”®® More importantly, however, is the vocative and imperative nature of the the closing
of “Kozlovice” — the command and direct address would make it nearly impossible to put in a
narrative past. Ending the story in the present (“And you, traveler, who wanders the world past
low farmhouses, notice the blood drops on the pebbles—and don’t laugh when you read the sign:
Village, parish, Kozlovice.”) achieves something else.

Exploring Cep’s complex view of time, Valouch cites a letter from the author where he
writes “I ¢as takto nalezeny md jenom rozmer horizontalni, je jenom trvanim. Aby se opravdu stal
Jakousi formou vecnosti, jejim pritokem, musil by byt doplnén rozmérem vertikalnim, osobnim
vztahem k Bohu.”! 1 hope that by breaking the cyclical narrative tense—structure in “Kozlovice,”
which I see as the centerpiece of the collection, it moves the reader beyond the horizontal
dimension of temporal duration by establishing a vertical connection, not with God the Creator,
but Cep the creator of Zemézluc.

Is this eternal link not what the author achieves in his one instance of addressing the reader

directly?

%0 ZeméZlug, 29.
®'Valouch, 581.
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3.3 Kolage and Kleofas: Translating Czech Realia in Jan Cep’s Zemé#lu¢

In “The Task of the Translator,” Walter Benjamin points out that even though the word Brot in
German and pain in French both mean “bread,” the words signify something different to a German

and a Frenchman because of the cultural context.”?

We can imagine the word “bread” conjuring
up images of sliced rye for our imaginary Hans, while Jean would perhaps think of a baguette. So,
what should an English translator do when in the very first line of Jan Cep‘s story collection
Zemezluc — “K obédu byly buchty jako med a den byl plny radosti, kdyz slecna ucitelka otevriela
okna do zahrady a vpustila do tridy potok Sefikové viiné”® — readers encounter a specific type of
bread that Czechs know well, yet is unfamiliar to most Anglophone readers?

The question of how to best communicate cultural connotations arises when translating
almost any text, but in Zemézluc¢, where the stories often evoke sentimental feelings about the
Czech countryside before examining the anxiety and horror present there, it seems to come up
constantly. With every mention of food, music, names, and flora, I had to consider how best (and
how much), I should translate.

In the case of buchty, I have decided not to translate it at all: “It was buchty for lunch today,

rolls as sweet as honey. When Miss opened the window to the garden, the scent of lilac flooded

into the classroom.” The decision to leave a Czech word in the first sentence of the translation is

92 "The Translator’s Task,” Walter Benjamin.” Trans. Steven Rendall. TTR : traduction, terminologie, rédaction,
vol. 10, n® 2, 1997, p 156.
9 Zemézluc, Jan Cep. (Prague: Vy$ehrad, 1991), p 11.
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not one I make lightly. In fact, I strongly disagree with Ryan Bloom’s advice to do just that in his
2012 New Yorker article “Lost in Translation: What the First Line of ‘The Stranger’ Should Be.”
(For “Aujourd’hui, maman est morte,” Bloom suggests “Today, Maman died,”* which would
leave me as a non-Francophone to wonder who this Maman fellow was.) Yet, after trying “hot
cakes” and “sweet rolls” for buchty, 1 feel keeping the Czech word is best.

I have a few reasons for this. The hope of bringing a Czech word beyond “robot” into
English is certainly one of them, but more importantly I think it is safe to assume that English
readers of Czech modernist (although often labeled ruralist) stories from the late 1920s and early
1930s will not be disheartened by elements that seem foreign to them. (An English translation of
Jan Cep will most likely be read in only a handful of university courses.) The next reason is that
while I leave the Czech word, I have supplied what Alex Zucker has described as an invisible
footnote,”> inserting “rolls” as a parenthetical to buchty.

Later in the same story, “Domek,” two children sit and bake different imaginary cakes:
“Anicka s Bozkou sedély na hliné a pekly vdolky.””® In “Translation as a Decision Process,” it
seems Jifi Levy would demand the use of an exact translations for vdolky when he writes, “The
word ‘gooseberry’ must be translated by exact equivalents (Stachelbeere, groseille) in prose.”” A
direct English translation, however, would have Anic¢ka and Bozka sitting on the ground baking
“Bavarian cream donuts.” Having the girls pretending to bake an item with Bavarian in the name

runs the risk of focusing on a German connection to the food that Czech readers would not make;

9 "Lost in Translation: What the First Line of 'The Stranger' Should Be," Ryan Bloom. The New Yorker,
11.05.2012.

% “Tough Nuts to Crack: Challenges in Czech to English Literary Translation.” Panel discussion for the
Czechoslovak Society of Arts and Sciences New York, 02.05.2011. Recording:
https://www.svu2000.org/newyork/audio/orisky.mp3

% Zemézluc, 1991, p 12.

9 Translation as a Decision Process,” Jifi Levy. In The Translation Studies Reader, ed. Lawrence Venuti.
(London: Routledge, 2000) p 153.
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simply using the general word donut would make it seem as if the story is set in Missouri instead
of Mysletice. In order to keep readers feeling that they are reading a Czech story and observing a
typical Czech activity, I have altered one Czech pastry into another: “Anicka and BoZka sit on the
ground, baking kolache.” Prior to 2013, I would have felt that using the word kolache — the English
transliteration of koldce — would be worse than leaving vdolky in Czech; however, ten years ago
kolache became a fairly trendy food in America. It moved out of ethnic Czech communities in
Texas, and became popular on both the east and west coast of America. The New York Times even
ran an article titled “The Kolache: Czech, Texan or All-American? (All Three).””®

I made similar choices when references to Czech music appear. In the story “Kozlovice,”
the traditional Czech dance polka is mentioned: “Udeélalo se ji mdlo z rychlé polky a pozdadala
svého tanecnika, aby s ni usedl.”® Because the polka is so well-known internationally, there is no
reason to change it, thus: “The fast polka makes her nauseous and she asks her dance-partner to sit
down with her.” The story “Mira” has a trickier musical reference. The protagonist finds himself
with a widow who both repulses and attracts him, and while looking around her home, “Zahlédl
v skdkajicim svétle svicky nékolik barvotiskovych obrazkii, rokokového hrabéte laskujiciho
s rokokovou selkou, ,Rozmysli si, Marenko’, jakousi alpskou krajinku a nad pohovkou zvétsené
fotografie pani a pana Frybortovych. '’ While 1 imagine most Czech readers of this story would
recognize the allusion to the musical number “Rozmysli si, Matfenko” [“Make up your mind,
Marenka*] from Smetana’s The Bartered Bride, 1 fear that among English readers only
musicologists and opera aficionados would catch the reference. For this sentence, I used a sort of

reverse-synecdoche, giving the whole for the part mentioned: “In the light of the candles’

% “The Kolache: Czech, Texan or All-American? (All Three),” John T. Edge. The New York Times, 07.10.201
% Zemézluc, 1991, p 26.
100 Zemeézluc, 1991, p 102.
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flickering flames, he glimpsed several color prints: a rococo count courting a rococo farmwife,
The Bartered Bride, an alpine landscape; large photographs of Mr. and Mrs. Frybort hung over the
sofa.”

From the translation examples I have provided about the Fryborts and Ani¢ka and BoZka,
it is perhaps clear that I prefer to not alter the names Cep has given his characters. This did raise
some issues, however, when characters — both human and bovine — had names that evoked personal
characteristics: a cow named Stracena or Srna, an arrogant student named Kohout, Cyril Nedoma
who never feels at home. In order to convey some of the characters’ qualities that Cep highlights
with their names, I prefer to use a technique suggested by Rajendra Chitnis and I when we edited
Karolinum Press’ newest English edition of Ladislav Fuchs’ The Cremator [Spalova¢ mrtvol] for
the surnames of Kopfrkingl's colleagues who are all named after animals (Beran, Fenek, Zajic),
and are similar to them in character: epithets. We suggested that perhaps Beran could be introduced
as “ram-like Mr. Beran” or “Mr. Beran, stubborn as a ram.” The translator, Eva Kandler, rejected
the proposal —and probably for good reason. In Spalovac mrtvol it may have been too conspicuous.

But because there are only a few names that draw such attention in Zemézluc, 1 hope it

P01 T simply

works. In the story “Boure,” when “Jenik hladi Stracenu po cele a strachem se modli,
add the meaning of the cow’s name to describe its color: “Jenik pets piebald Stracena’s forehead
and he prays from fear.” Stracena’s color may be a fairly superficial trait, but the name of another
cow is far more important. In the story “Dvoji domov,” a crucial element of the story is the way a
cow from the mountainside has her spirit broken by the heavy-handed husband of the protagonist

who identifies with the cow. The cow is named Srna (“Doe”), which seems to suggest both a

timidity and a lack of domestication. To clue English readers into this, I often attach the epithet

101 ZeméZzluc, 1991, p 16.
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“doe-eyed” to Srna; for example, when the cow is introduced: “... obrdtila Srna nazpét své
vejcovité oci a zdlouha zabucela,”'*? [doe-eyed Srna looked back and released a long bellow]. Had
I not added an epithet, but still kept the name in Czech, a later line, “Zestarly obé, krava i
hospodyné, a krasy jim nepribylo, a mél-li kdo zavolat na kravu: ,Srno,’ citil presprilis, Ze se to
Jaksi nehodi,” would make no sense at all. Repeating the epithet, I translated the line as, “They
both grew old, the cotter’s cow and the cotter’s wife, their beauty fading; if anyone ever heard the
cow called “doe-eyed Srna,” he would be struck with the thought that there was nothing deer-like
about her.”

While the owner of the cow is named Roubal, which derives from the Czech verb “rubat”
[fell, cut down] — appropriate for a violent man — I feel that the surname is common enough not to
be noticed by most Czech readers, so I do not use an epithet for him. On the other hand, I make
sure to describe the arrogant student Kohout in the story “Kozlovice” as “cocky”; the most
important epithet, however, goes to the character Cyril Nedoma in the stories “Mura” and “Cesta
na jitini.” In these stories, Cyril Nedoma travels between different cities and towns, feeling lost
geographically, morally, and spiritually. Because Nedoma literally means “not home,” I felt this
aspect of his character should be emphasized, so in each story he is described as “like a wanderer”:
“Cyril Nedoma postavil kufry na zem, utrel si pot s cela a polkl chut podezrelé nejistoty a
zdkerného ticha, které cihaly okolo ného™'® [Like a wanderer, Cyril Nedoma set his suitcases on
the ground, wiped the sweat from his face and swallowed the uncertainty, tasting the insidious
silence]; “Cyril Nedoma Sel vedle své matky po cesté svych détskych let, po uzké silnici mezi holymi

stromy, spojujici Prisenice s vesnici, v niz byl farni kostel.”'** [Like a wanderer, Cyril Nedoma

102 ZeméZzluc, 1991, p 19.
103 Zemézluc, 1991, p 99.
104 Zemeézluc, 1991, p 131.
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walks beside his mother on a path from his childhood, along a narrow road between bare trees,
which connects Ptisenice to the parish church.]

There is one name, however, that I feel should be altered from its Czech form: the surname
of Petr Kleofd$ in “Zbloudily.” Kleofds is the Czech version of the Greek name Kiedmog
(Romanized as Cleopas), which in the Gospels of Luke and Mark is the name of one of the travelers
who meets Jesus after the resurrection. In “Zbloudily,” Petr Kleofas while traveling meets a man
who tells him the story of Janek Chalupa, who appeared six months after his burial — the echoes
of the story, combined with Janek Chalupa’s initials matching Jesus Christ’s, makes it seem that
Cep certainly intends to draw a connection between Petr Kleof4s and the Biblical Cleopas, so for
the benefit of English readers I have substituted Cleopas for Kleofas.

Because the stories in Zemezluc¢ have rural settings, local flora appears constantly. I
assumed this would cause problems, but as the Saint Lucian poet Derek Walcott has pointed out,
tradition and colonialism have given primacy to European plants in literary contexts.!%> As a result,
the sad willow trees in “PenéZenka,” carry the same connotation for English readers in Australia
or California as they do for Czechs. When willows appear again in “Zbloudily,” overlooking a
dark marsh, their English association with Ophelia’s death in Hamlet, seems to foreshadow the
drowned body he thinks he sees. Elsewhere, Seiik can be directly translated as lilac, as
materidouska with thyme, and dub with oak. So, it seems that the cultural context and connotations
of flora caused no problems at all in these rural tales. Except for one.

Zemézluc.

% |n fact, a major impetus behind Walcott’s writing of the epic poem Omeros was a desire to elevate the
status of New World flora (palm, mango) to the literary level of Old World willows and oaks. See The South
Bank Show: Derek Walcott, Dir. Tony Knox. 1989. Esp. 21:40.
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The zemeézluc plant never actually appears in any of the stories included in Zemézluc, but
as the title of the collection, it is easily the most important word, much less plant name, to translate.
A direct translation, however, will not work — for zemézluc is Centaurium, or English “centaury.”
An English reader could easily Google centaury, if she is unfamiliar with the plant (I certainly
was), and be confronted with over two million results, but she may never discover that the power
of this flower as the title comes not from what centaury is, but what zeméz/u¢ means. It is a
compound of the Czech words zemé [earth] and Z/uc [bile, bitterness]. In a book filled with stories
about grief, anxiety, and violence set against the backdrop of the countryside, the title Zemeézluci
is perfect. Centaury is not. It sounds like it will be a collection about mythical creatures or sci-fi
adventures in a triple star system, so another plant with a similar effect on readers must be used.

I came up with two suitable plants: bitterroot (Lewisia rediviva) and common rue (Ruta
graveolens). The name bitterroot carries similar and immediate connotations for Anglophones as
zemezluc does for Czechs, but it is a plant that only occurs naturally in the dry rocky areas of
western North America — it is a plant which neither Cep nor his characters likely ever saw. Luckily,
common rue works beautifully. In English “rue” has two meanings that make it a suitable
substitution for zeméZluc: derived from the Latin ruta, rue has been used since the 13" century for
the plant Ruta graveolens; but derived from the Old English, the word rue also means sorrow.!%
Common has the sense of ordinary, but also something that is shared. So common rue carries the
sense of sorrow that pertains to us all — certainly the characters in the Cep’s stories, as well as the
readers.

This play on the meanings of rue has been utilized in English before — in Hamlet. Ophelia,

having gone mad and gives out flowers she has picked:

1% Oxford English Dictionary, s.v. “rue, n.z, sense 1.a” and s.v. “rue, n.1, sense 17, July 2023.
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There’s rosemary, that’s for remembrance. Pray you love, remember. And there is pansies,
that’s for thoughts. There’s fennel for you, and columbines. There’s rue for you, and here’s
some for me; we may call it herb of grace o’Sundays. You must wear your rue with a

difference. (IV.5)

With the slight changes and explanations I have made in the English translation, I am

hoping Cep’s Common Rue will merely be Zemézlu¢ worn with a difference.
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3.4 Translating Translatability: Considering Walter Benjamin While Translating Jan Cep

In the Cambridge Introduction to Walter Benjamin, David Ferris writes of Benjamin’s “The Task
of the Translator”: “The preface to Benjamin’s translation of Baudelaire’s Les Fleurs de Mal has
achieved the status of a work that cannot be avoided in discussions of translation and its theory.”!?
A confusing and at times contradictory essay, “its concern is not the reader’s comprehension nor
is its essence communication.”!%® The essay “is far from a practical guide to translation,” Ferris
points out. “Rather it is concerned with the question of what significance translation possesses.”!%
Ferris is correct, but Benjamin’s instructions for translators should not be overlooked—they make
up an essential portion of the essay and provide translators a fascinating template to consider. To
test its practical validity, I have translated short stories by the Czech author Jan Cep while keeping
Benjamin’s suggestions in mind.

For someone more interested in producing translations than pondering them, Benjamin’s
concept of translatability is still a valuable concept. As Benjamin stresses, “the translatability of
linguistic creations ought to be considered even if men should prove unable to translate them,” but

he also says a crucial issue of translatability is: “Will an adequate translator ever be found among

the totality of its readers?”!!? Every translator should ask himself if he will be up to the task.

197 David Ferris, The Cambridge Introduction to Walter Benjamin (Cambridge: Cambridge UP, 2008) 62.

108 Carol Jacobs, In the Language of Walter Benjamin (Baltimore: Johns Hopkins UP, 1999) 76.

199 Ferris, 62.

110 Walter Benjamin, “The Task of the Translator,” in Walter Benjamin: Selected Writings, eds. Marcus Bullock and
Michael W. Jennings (Cambridge: Harvard UP, 1996) 254.
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But what does Benjamin mean by translatability, this “essential quality of certain works”?
He comes closest to answering it with another question: “does [a literary work’s] nature lend itself
to translation?”’!!! Benjamin then goes on to say about translation, “of all literary forms it is the
one charged with the special mission of watching over the maturing process of the original
language and the birth pangs of its own.”!!? This hints at a similar theme discussed by the Old
English translator Burton Rafael who compares translating Beowulf and Catullus, asking
rhetorically: “Roughly a thousand years separate the two examples. But can anyone doubt that
Catullus is in virtually every way more ‘modern’—in subject, poetic approach, use of language,
sophistication of feeling, and so on?”!!3 The idea that Rafael is close to defining translatability as
a work sharing a similar sensibility to the animus mundi of the specific world producing the
translation is reinforced by Benjamin’s theory that “all suprahistorical kinship between language

114

consists in this: in every one of them as a whole, one and the same thing is meant and

“languages are not strangers to one another, but are a priori, and apart from all historical
relationships, interested in what they want to express.”!!?

That Benjamin asserts “the higher level of the original, the more translatable it remains”
suggests he would find Catullus to be more translatable than Beowulf:!!® depression from
unrequited love (odi et amo, quare id faciam fortasse requiris / nescio, sed fieri sentio et excrucior)

is certainly more relatable to a contemporary audience than monsters, elves, and giants (Panon

untydras ealle on wocon/eotenas ond ylfe ond orcneas / swylce gigantas, pa wid Gode wunnon).''’7

1 Benjamin, 254.

112 Benjamin, 256.

113 Burton Rafael, “Translating Medieval European Poetry,” in The Craft of Translation. eds. John Biguenet and
Rainer Schulte (Chicago: University of Chicago Press, 1989) 29.

114 Benjamin, 257.

115 Benjamin, 255.

116 Benjamin, 256.

7 Beowulf and the Fight at Finnsburg, ed. Klaeber (Boston: Heath & Co., 1922). Lines 111-3.
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In addition to theme, Benjamin does warn about a gulf in linguistic style as well when he
points out that “what sounded fresh once may sound hackneyed later; what was current may
someday sound archaic.”!''8

By such measures, the interwar Czech writer Jan Cep would rank low on the scale of
translatability. Not only does his spiritualism, tasting so heavily of wafer and wine, seem foreign
to me and so many secular-minded contemporary readers, but he writes with a literary style that
has fallen out fashion: he employs odd and archaic language, builds sentences like labyrinths, and
unspools ambiguity through each of his pieces.

Struggling with an author who ranks low on the translatability-scale, it could be worth
looking to Benjamin for guidance. What strategy would he recommend for a translator? Translate
it word for word.

In “Task of the Translator” he includes the admonition of Pannwitz: “Our translations, even
the best ones, proceed from a mistaken premise. They want to turn Hindi, Greek, English, into
German instead of turning German into Hindi, Greek, English.”!!® Benjamin also champions Voss
as a great translator, a translator Goethe admires for using hexameters in his translations of Ancient
Greek.!?° In fact, Benjamin admires Goethe’s thoughts on translation, calling them (along with
Pannwitz’s) “the best comment on the theory of translation that has been published in
Germany.”!?! Benjamin’s recommendations for more literal translations recall Goethe’s idea that
“a translation that attempts to identify itself with the original ultimately comes close to an

interlinear version and greatly facilitates our understanding of the original.”!??

118 Benjamin, 256.

119 Benjamin, 261-2.

120 Johann Wolfgang von Goethe, “Translations,” in Theories of Translation, eds. Rainer Schulte and John Biguenet.
(Chicago: University of Chicago Press, 1993) 63.

121 Benjamin, 261.

122 Goethe, 63.
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Benjamin recommends “a literal rendering of the syntax which proves words rather than
sentences to be the primary element of the translator.”!?* For Benjamin, “free translation” does not
mean that a translator can ignore the original’s syntax and diction but that he can ignore the syntax
and diction of the target language: “freedom proves its worth... by its effect on its own
language.”!?*

“The task of the translator,” he says, “consists in finding the particular intention toward the
target language which produces in that language the echo of the original.”'?* This sounds like
Benjamin advocates a goal widely acknowledged by professional translators: to produce an
equivalent effect, similarly to when he says that the “essential quality” of literature “is not
communication or the imparting of information.”'?® But Benjamin is actually interested in using
translations to explore the kinship between languages in order to gain a tiny bit of understanding
of the “pure language,” the “true language,” that exists beyond them.

Whereas in the various tongues that ultimate essence, the pure language, is tied only to

linguistic elements and their changes, in linguistic creations it is weighted with a heavy

alien meaning. To relieve it of this, to turn the symbolizing into the symbolized itself, to

regain pure language fully formed from the linguistic flux, is the tremendous and only

capacity of translation.!'?’

“True language,” Benjamin believes, “is concealed in concentrated fashion in translations” and “it

is the task of the translator to release in his own language that pure language which is exiled among

123 Benjamin, 260.
124 Benjamin, 261.
125 Benjamin, 258.
126 Benjamin, 253.
127 Benjamin, 261.
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alien tongues, to liberate the languages imprisoned in a work in his recreation of that work.”!28

Benjamin hopes that by turning what Roman Jakobson terms the signum into the signatum,'* a
glimpse of the pure language may be achieved; for Benjamin every good translation adds another
detail to the blueprints for the Tower of Babel.

Benjamin’s ideas are admirable, so it’s worthwhile to look at examples of translations he
would respect. Because he writes, “The interlinear version of the Scripture is the prototype or ideal
of all translation,”!3° Hinds’ Interlinear Literal Translation of the Greek New Testament is a
natural place start: “Answered Jesus not twelve are there hours in the day?”!*! This gives a good
idea about the structure of Koine Greek, but it leaves something to be desired in terms of
readability. How would it work for something by Jan Cep? Let’s look at a sentence translated
literally from his story “Path to Morning”: “How for them in the last time became intimate the face
of death!”!3? That sounds even worse.

Perhaps, Benjamin’s theories work well only in theory, but not in practice. Excellent
writers, however, have offered recommendations for translating that closely mirror Benjamin’s.
Vladimir Nabokov, for example:

A schoolboy’s boner is less of a mockery in regard to the ancient masterpiece than its

interpretation or poetization... It is when the translator sets out to render the “spirit”—not

the textual sense—that he begins to traduce his author. The clumsiest literal translation is

a thousand times more useful than the prettiest paraphrase.!?

128 Benjamin, 259, 261.

129 Roman Jakobson, “On Linguistic Aspects of Translation,” in Theories of Translation. eds. Rainer Schulte and
John Biguenet (Chicago: University of Chicago Press, 1993) 144.

130 Benjamin, 263.

B! The Interlinear Literal Translation of the Greek New Testament (New York: Hinds, 1894) 280, John IX.9.

132 Jak se jim v poslednim case stala ditvérnou tvar smrti! In my translation of the story 1 have chosen to translate it
less interlinearly as “They came face to face with death last time.”

133 Bdith Grossman, Why Translation Matters (New Haven: Yale UP, 2010) 127.
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To test this, we can look at an intralingual translaton of Nabokov’s most famous sentence:
Lolita, glow of my being, incandescence of my crotch, my vice, my spirit. Lo-lee-ta: the edge of my
tongue journeying three paces down the roof of my mouth to percuss, at three, on the
masticators.'3* This rewording is ridiculous, of course, but it may be no worse than Nabokov’s
literalist translation of Eugene Onegin:

My uncle has most honest principles:

when taken ill in earnest,

he has made one respect him

and nothing better could invent.!*>

Describing his Onegin as unreadable, Edith Grossman, the acclaimed translator of Marquez, Llosa,
and Fuentes, writes in her book Why Translation Matters: “Nabokov was a brilliant novelist but a
dismal translator.”!3® She then describes a good translation in terms that many practicing
translators would agree with:
Good translations are good because they are faithful to contextual significance. They are
not necessarily faithful to words or syntax, which are peculiar to specific languages...
words do not mean in isolation. Words mean as indispensable parts of a contextual whole
that includes the emotional tone and impact, the literary antecedents, the connotative

nimbus as well as the denotations of each statement.!3’

134 This monstrosity is my own.
135 Grossman, 70.
136 Grossman, 70.
137 Grossman, 71.
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The examples above of translations that obey the literal syntax of the original are indeed
unreadable, a point on which Benjamin would actually agree with Grossman. He himself says, “A
literal rendering of the syntax casts the reproduction of meaning entirely to the winds and threatens
to lead directly to incomprehensibility.”!*® For Benjamin translatability and readability are not
synonymous. Benjamin does not want translations to convey the feeling or style of the source text,
he wants translations to supplement the original in an attempt to reach “pure language.” “No poem
is intended for the reader, no picture for the beholder, no symphony for the audience”;!3? although
his analogy is patently wrong, it is clear that in Benjamin’s mind a translation is not for the reader
but the translator himself.

The approach spelled out by Benjamin does, however, work when the reader is somewhat
familiar with the language of the original (thereby removing its usual raison d'étre). This is the
reason Jen Hofer, an electrifying translator of Mexican poetry, can incorporate Spanish syntax and
say:

Contemporary American English is too often polluted by a monological megalomaniacal

English-only xenophobic imperialism that seeks to impose — via “shock and awe” or

“enduring freedom” or “extreme rendition” — a language of hegemonically-defined

totality on the rest of the world.!#°

I admire Hofer and her translations, but this view of the arrival language'*! as enemy only makes

sense when seen through the eyes of a speaker of a ‘disadvantaged’ departure language that is

138 Benjamin, 260.

139 Benjamin, 253.

140 Jen Hofer, “Suspension of Belief: Some Thoughts on Translation as Subversive Speech.” The Journal of
Aesthetics and Protest. Online. http://www.joaap.org/5/articles/hofer/webspecial.htm

141 Hofer rejects the traditional translation terms of ‘source language’ and ‘target language’ in favor of ‘departure
language’ and ‘arrival language.’
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spoken by more than 400 million people (and studied by the majority of American high school
students). A Salvadoran poet can get in a car and hold readings anywhere within a 6,689 mile
stretch from Tijuana to Tierra del Fuego without crossing into a country where Spanish is not the
official language. She can find an audience of native speakers on five different continents.!*?

Traveling an hour and forty-five minutes north, two hours west, or three hours south, a
novelist from Prague can only speak to the locals if he knows German; two and a half hours east
will land him in Poland. While Hofer often views English as a truncheon, Czech writers tend to
see it as a megaphone, telephone wire, broadband: an instrument to carry their thoughts, style, and
work to the world. So it makes sense to translate the Czech of Jan Cep into an English that can be
read and understood.

Having worked primarily as a translator of drama, where immediacy of effect trumps
fidelity, I find it hard even to subscribe to Rosemarie Waldrop’s belief that “A translation that can
suggest the lost beauty of the original is preferable to a smooth replica that pretends to be original
itself” (141). Like the Dickinson-quoting editor Venuti criticizes in “Towards a Translating
Culture,” I want my readers to feel like the tops of their heads have been taken off.

There are times when translating Cep that I strive to keep the original syntax. This is
because in his stories the theme of disorientation weighs heavily throughout, and to transfer this
confusion upon the reader, Cep exploits Czech’s highly inflected, fluid grammar. While Czech
tends to use the subject of the sentence at the beginning, like English, Cep consistently places the
subject after the verb, often at the sentence’s very end. It’s an ingenious trick and one he uses
constantly to build suspense. In “Path to Morning” I try to mirror the syntactical trick: “Creeping

off into the darkness in both directions is a field”!** and “With the same shriek flew a flock of

142 ’m counting the Philippines as Asia.
143 “Vpravo vievo lezela ve tmé pole...” Zemézluc, 131.

105



partridges.”'** Cep does this especially well in the story “Moth”: Ze svahii rokle ¢nély mezi vihkou
hlinou lesklé balvany (“Out from the gorge’s wet soil jutted sleek crags”) and Jenom v oknech
bloudil namodraly odlesk (“across the windows wandered cobalt glints™).!4> The retention of the
subject at the end of the sentence jars at times (especially in the latter), as it can in Czech, but here
I felt the greater shame would be losing the suspense.

For “Burning Up,” I consciously rejected Benjamin’s recommendation for literal syntax
both because Cep rarely puts the subject at the end of the sentence, and because Karolina, as upset
as she is in the story, knows exactly where she is. She is disturbed but never disoriented. As a
result, it is probably the most readable story I have translated so far.

Cep also utilizes alliteration to great effect. For example, in “Burning Up,” when Karolina
stands in the rain, he chooses words with sibilants to make it sound like rain hissing down: “v
Gstech hotkost zvétralé sedliny a v srdci smutek ¢ehosi zmrhaného nevratné a svevolng. ”1#6 T have
tried to incorporate a similar effect into my translation of these lines: “her mouth tasted the
sediment of regret, her heart weighted with the sadness of something irretrievable and misspent.”

I have also rejected Benjamin’s identification of the word as the basic unit for a
translation’s measurement. Instead I followed Roman Jakobson’s advice to concentrate on
messages instead of code-units.'#” For Cep, I have taken a message to not be a full sentence, but
instead an entire story—much as Rosemarie Waldrop has suggested that the smallest unit to
measure a translation is the entire book.!*® So when I cannot capture the alliteration in one place,

I can add it in another line.

144« zbrazdy se vzneslo s tymz poplasnym kiikem hejno koroptvi...” Zemézluc, 132.

145 Zemézluc, 99.

146 Zemeézluc, 88.

147 Jakobson, 146.

148 Rosemarie Waldrop, Dissonance: If You Are Interested (Tuscaloosa: University of Alabama Press, 2005) 148.
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I also use alliteration where Cep does not, such as the phrases: “scrubbed and soaked,”
“dagger deeper,” “faithful forever” in the story “Burning Up,” to reproduce the way Czech sounds
to me, with so many voices coming from the front of the mouth. This, combined with Czech’s
persistent accent on the first syllable of every word, lends the language a poetic (indeed, trochaic
and dactylic) rhythm that I want to echo in the English. Gregory Rabassa, the acclaimed translator
of Gabriel Garcia Marquez, has emphasized the importance of having a good ear as a translator,
noting that “writing is not truly a substitute for thought, it is a substitute for sound” (81);!%
repetition of sounds and words seem to be my best bet at triggering the desired effect.

To capture Czech’s rapid tempo I found it necessary to delete words that could be taken as
redundant, especially adjectives and adverbs, which unlike in English, can be piled into a Czech
sentence and still sound smooth. For example, if T hadn’t eliminated some words in the first passage
of “Path to Morning,” it would appear as:

The darkness of the night was weirdly alive, infused with a strange glow. It was silent, as

if after a tremor, permeated with the bliss of mysterious complicity and lit with the undying

embers left behind by the brilliant angel wings of our childhood.!>°

To keep the adjectives and adverbs from bogging down the pace in English, I have changed it to:

149 Gregory Rabassa, “The Ear in Translation,” in The World of Translation (New York: PEN American Center,
1987) 81.

150 Tma té noci byla podivné Ziva, prostoupend prysténim tajemného svétla. Byla tichd jako po néjakém otiesu,
pronikla blzenosti zahadné spoluviny. Jasnost andélskych kridel naseho detstvi v ni zanechala nehasnouci stopy
(131).
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The darkness of the night was alive, infused with a strange glow. It was silent, as if after a
tremor, permeated with the bliss of complicity and lit with the undying embers left by the

angel wings of our childhood.

When I translated these stories of Cep, I tried my best to disobey Benjamin and consider
the reader. In “Translation as Appropriation,” Piotr Kuhiwczak writes that “any sincerely
undertaken intellectual encounter with the former Central Europe or present Eastern Europe is,

first and foremost, a taxing personal experience,”!>!

so why make it any more difficult by inflicting
upon English readers an incomprehensible interlinear translation? I even refuse to break up the
flow of the narrative by offering a footnote (a technique Benjamin applauds in “Translation—For
and Against”) to explain that in Czech Cyril Nedoma’s surname has the significant meaning of
“homeless.” If I have not helped English speakers peek into “pure language,” I do hope that I have

had some success in turning the stories/messages into strong, fluid, and readable—if not

translatable—prose.

151 Piotr Kuhiwczak, “Translation as Appropriation,” in Translation, History & Culture. eds. Susan Bassnett and
Andre Lefevere (London: Cassel, 1990) 121.
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APPENDIX 1
An earlier draft of “Storm,” the English translation of “Boure,” with narrative tenses mirroring

Cep’s.

Scarcely had the road rounded the corner, when behind the roofs rose the sky, suffocating all hope
with its dark threat. The road cowered in fear, the cows hung their heads to the ground, and the
cart stopped its clacking; father, however, pulled his straw hat down and raised the whip high as
the veins bulged out from his arms. Yet the whistle of the whip went silent and a crack thundered
forth, tearing heaven above. Jenik grabbed his mother’s hand but he let go immediately and went
even paler, for he spied in his mother’s eyes fright. You must fear for yourself — no one can save
anyone else. His father didn’t even look back at him, he just seized the reins and the shirt on his
back swelled with wind. His mother’s eyes landed upon him finally, but they intended to teach
him devotion: “The Lord knows of us.” But Jenik was afraid and wanted assurance that he
wouldn’t be killed.

The village was kneeling back beneath the trees and the cart was already in the middle of
the fields, the landscape hugged the ground like a partridge, women ran barefoot with their heads
down, men shouldered their scythes, two long rows of unshocked sheaves lay end to end like
slaughtered troops, and grain piles were hurriedly loaded, hunching their spines before the ire of
heaven that kept opening and opening. Only the wooden cross stands quietly at the crossroads,
stretching its shoulders to the cloudy horror.

Soon enough it’ll remain here alone, and lighting might snatch half of its body, but again
it will stand, a silent Martyr, a God abandoned by its people, a frightful symbol that blasphemers

would only dare touch when they’re drunk.
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Now, humiliated from fear, they stamp the dust with the prints of their laughable
wretchedness, longing to reach the village, and the nearer they draw, the better they feel. Jenik
watches them, envies them: why, weren’t the Skladals all the way back by the road a moment ago,
now they are turning into the farmhouse. The wind grabs the women’s skirts, baring their knees;
now they can’t be seen, perhaps they have opened the barn door and now they have a roof over
their heads and above that roof the crown of a giant apple tree, they have dry ground beneath their
feet; they look at the heavy clouds and think: “How lucky we are to be home.” And swallows chirp
noiselessly, barely peeking their heads from the nest.

Jenik thinks to himself: “Oh to sit by the window and watch the hens run under the shed!”
He pauses, however; his father stands upright above the hayrack and with each flash his mother
makes the sign of the cross. From below Jenik sees his father’s body against the black sky, he
doesn’t even wear a coat; his mother moves her lips quietly, and the cows swing their heads and
with each thunderclap they squint their eyes.

“To sit nice and dry by the window,” flashes through Jenik’s mind, but right then he looks
at his father and mother, and he cannot swallow, something heavy has grown inside of him, an
obstruction that cannot be removed...

The cart hopped a hedge and drives into a field. Jenik takes the whip and walks towards
the cows so they won’t scare. Mother is already passing up the sheaves. Jenik pets Stracena’s
forehead and, afraid, he prays: “God’s angel, my guardian,” and then says, “Dear God, please let
us load at least seven shocks.” He’s terrified, forgetting to breathe, but he wouldn’t want to be at
home now, not without his mom and dad; it wouldn’t help to be the only one safe...

Two shocks are already on the cart and only a few sheaves remain of the third. Jenik

clutches his fists impatiently when a sheaf takes too long, and now, look, a bind broke loose, and
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again a sheaf was too heavy and fell back on his mother, the cartload gets stacked higher and
higher; only two shocks more and they will be done!

Father stands on top, his head bare, blood running down his arm. Poor mother tightens her
blue skirt and is unable to reach; the grain and awns fall into her eyes, her mouth, down the back
her blouse; sweat drips down her face and she has no time to wipe it. A black maelstrom looms
overhead, resounding with leg-buckling booms. Dear God, just one more shock!

Jenik takes Stracena by her muzzle and leads her to the final shock; the grass between the
stubble-fields trembles in the black wind, black for everything is black: the ground, the sky... Jenik
looked up, his father’s white face remained nailed to the clouds as a terrifying and brilliant abyss
opened behind him; the cows, knocked down by a terrible blow, fell to their knees; father tumbled
to the ground, while mother, pale as death, grabbed onto a stanchion. Jenik cried and clasped his
hands together, but he couldn’t remember any prayer.

The rumbling died down and rain began to fall; with unsteady steps father went to the cows
to help them up, mother wiped away Jenik’s tears and patted his hair, unable to express a word.
The cartload wobbled and the last shock remained on the field as heaven hurtled to earth in a
torrent of rain.

“Step on the wheel!” father screamed, but the boom of thunder swallowed his words and
the cart slipped down the wet hillside; for an instant, the wheel stood still in the air and only by a
miracle did the cart not tip. But they took this miracle as a matter of course, resolved as they were
for death as for life.

Father went to bend over the front wheel; his skin shining through his shirt and water

splashing out of his boots, but he noticed nothing, he had completely transformed under the
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pressure of gathering each of the toppled sheaves, and he could no longer be startled, not even by
a thunderbolt that would put an end to everything.

Mother pulled Jenik away from the cartload since the danger was greater there; only dad
must go that way, no one can go there in his stead, come what may...

Suddenly, Jenik felt the taste of soil in his mouth and almost choked on the sweet humility
that both pressed him to the drenched ground and relieved him. He looked for his father but all he
could see was a hunched back, and suddenly hang! Both cows went to their knees; father fell back
against the ridge and looked back at mother and Jenik, exhaustion in his eyes. Rain stood like a
wall in between them and the village: Oh Lord, are we meant to perish here after all? But lo and
behold, it was the patient eyes of the cows that opened first and the animals strained against the
yoke unbidden, the humans only fell in behind them.

A cross emerged from darkness with its shoulders spread. All three of them prayed aloud
as they passed by.

The way from the cross to the farmhouses led, as they say, through another world, and
when the first fence appeared, their joy was unexpected and beautiful like an undeserved reward.
“Are we really alive?” they asked, the mud was so warm between their fingers and toes, the linden-
trees gave off a pleasant scent, and the died down. Father turned back at last, his pale face broke
into a pure smile, Jenik had never seen him this way before. Mother didn’t dare yet, laughter still
seemed like blasphemy to her.

Then they looked at each other and at the soaked cartload. “I said we shouldn’t go,” mother
said, but then even she laughed, since no one was hurt. Jenik approached Stracena, but his hand,
outstretched to pet her froze., when he saw her open eyes and tears running out. He never knew

that cows could also cry.
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APPENDIX 2

Stories from ZeméZluc in Czech
From Jan Cep, Dvoji domov ( Praha: Vysehrad, 1991)
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Domek

K obédu byly buchty jako med a den byl plny
radosti, kdyz slecna ucitelka oteviela okna do zahrady
a vpustila do tfidy potok {efikové viiné. Déti potom zazpivaly
,Ma4j, maj, maj, zelena se haj a ,na noc k lesu leti vrana,
pisnicka je dozpivana®, bra$ni¢ky jim na zadech zahrkaly
a cesta od $koly ivozem ke kiizi a k mysletickym humnam
bézela zaiic pred nimi uprostied pampelisek a stin mladého
zita.

Kdy? Jenik s Ani¢kou pfisli doma, chlév byl oteviena v ko-
ryté hrabaly slipky; byl Cas polni price a jenom stafecek
dodélaval za zahradkou otypky. Déti se ani nesly za nim po-
divat, ma vzdycky mrzuté napomenuti ve vraskach okolo ust,
sedi za §palkem a jeho sekyrka déla tvrdosijné tuk tuk na-
vzdory patkiim, napodobujicim pied budkou na hrusce
véechny hlasy svéta.

Brasni¢ky vlitly do kouta mezi staré hadry a Jenik, objeviv
buchty v almarce, vykiikl: ,To nam nadi nechali k svaciné!*
Pak uchvatil vétsi kus a Aniéce ponechal mensi a nezdrzel se
uz v kuchyni, ktera dnes pro samy spéch nebyla ani zametena.
Nevi§, Anicko, Ze je to tva prace? Ale Anicka nedbéa na nic
a bézi za Jenikem.

Frantik $evciv taha uz v zahradé desky (beztoho zas skocil
pres zidku, kde by se tu vzal tak brzy?) a Bozena Tichych vy-
plachuje zelenou lahev, kterou vytahla z bahna u studny.

,Honem, honem,* kiici Frantik, ,,budeme si hrat na do-
mek!“

7 kameni a $palkli se udélaji pilife a pod kiilnou se vali vie-
lijakych prken, a ta se zrovna hodi za stil a za lavicky; staci je
pretiit mokrym hadrem a vyfoukat ze §térbin Skvory a sto-
nozky. Dévata se hned shanéji po pentli¢kich a Frantik na
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né kiici, at pockaji s paradou, az budou postaveny zdi. Jenik
zas jenom mudruje a chtél by mit viecko biihvijak krasné, ale
kdyz néco postavi, hned to spadne a Frantik to teprve musi
udélat po svém.

Nez to bylo hotovo, viichni se zapotili a nejmiri stokrat se
pohadali a Frantik jednou prastil o zem kusem dteva a zvolal:
»Fiks mordie, Ze pijdu domi!“ a ostatni se podrobili jeho
muzné prevaze.

Kdyz byl domek postaven, mél jen dvé zdi, jednu zastupo-
val plot a druhou byla skutetna zed sousedovych chlévi.
Druhych dvou nebylo tieba, nebot velki hromada hliny
uzavirala tento maly svét pfed bludnym prostranstvim za-
hrady. Stropem byly dva veliké bezové kete, sklanéjici na stil
a na lavicky vonnou sit stind a slunce.

Jenik si vylezl do vidlitnatého kmene a podepiel si bradu
o kolena. Frantik mu vynadal, co si mysli, nemini-li uz nic dé-
lat, ale kamarad se na ného podival naprosto nechépavé.
Frantik se dopalil, zavolal na dév¢ata na hromadu hliny
a ukazal jim, jak se déla mouka. ,,Viak budes chtit jist!“ po-
hrozil Jenikovi, ale kdyz vidél, Ze s nim nic nespravi, pustil se
do vytezavani jakéhosi neobycejného nastroje, ktery nebyl
nikdy dokoncen.

Jenik zatim, proméniv se, prochéazel se mezi stébly trav, jez
rostla alejemi mezi lavickami a stolem; lysé péSinka vchéazela
sem jako do dvora a piivétivé zvala, jako zvou cesty venku,
jenze po ni nemohl nikdo jit, prostor byl uzavien jako svét,
vétvicky s mékkym listim visely az k zemi a zelené ticho
spoustélo kfidla jako snici ptak. Ale znenadani si ticho po-
stesklo, bihvipro¢. Pravé v té chvili, kdyz si Jenik pomyslil,
Jjak dobie by tu bylo ziistat a nikam odtud nechodit, usedla si
tesknota do listi a domedek si zivl.

V Jenikovi se néco sevielo, div mu slzy nevstoupily do oéi.
Vzdyt to nejde, vzdyt venku je svét, a o tom by pak nic nevé-

- dél! Uz chtél rozhrnout vétvicky a stoupnout na hlinu, ale jes-
t€ jednou si prohlédl ,,domek®, aleje travnatych stébel a pé-
Sinku pro brouky, kterou on nemuiZe jit, maly svét musi ztistat
opustény a marné krasny, nikdo se o ném nedovi...

Anicka s Bozkou sedély na hliné a pekly vdolky. Frantik
lezel na bfise kousek od nich a foukal do jakési diry. ,,Co to
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tam ma¥?“ ptal se Jenik. ,,Vzdyt vidis, mlynek!* odsekl Fran-
ta a vic se o Jenika nestaral.

Jenik se otocil k dévéatiim, ale nez oteviel usta, spustila obé
kiik, ze jim poslapal pedivo. Odesel tedy za hrusku a dival se
do nebe. Jeho modrost byla nasycena sladkou zafi a listi na
stromech od ni pijimalo blazeny odlesk. Hosikovy oti stou-
paly vy a vys: , Boze, jak je mozno jit poiad dal a dal, a nikdy
nedojit na konec? Jak je to hrozné, Zadny konec!*

A vtom se éehosi ulekl: vzdyt konec je také nemozny! Kdy-
by Byla zed na konci svéta, probourala by se, a zas by tam
byla dira... '

Jenikovi se zatmélo v otich. Kdyz prozrel, uvidél Frantika,
Bozku a sestru Ani¢ku. Chtél jit k Frantikovi, ale hned ho na-
padlo, ze Frantik jist¢ nevi, ze nikde nemize byt konec, Ze se
zed mize probourat a zas musi byt cosi dal. Také Bozka nic
nevi. A Ani¢ka? Jenik strnul. Anicka to vi! Pravé se na né¢ho
podivala svyma velikyma o¢ima, plnyma tuzkosti, a jeji za-
mazané rucky se bezradné zakomihaly. Pro¢ to jenom Jenik
a Anicka védi, a pro¢ to ostatni chlapci a dévcata nevédi?

Jenikovi bylo hrozné smutno. Rozbéhl se za zahradku,
starecek mu to jisté né&jak vysvétli, stafecek vi viecko a neboji
se niceho. Ale kdyz prisel k $palku, byl uz statecek pry¢, je-
nom sekyrka tam tréela tvrdé zafata a obracela k Jenikovi ze-
lezné tylo. Jenik se pomalu loudal za humna, sedl si na travnik
a hladil jej hibetem ruky. Mékkost travy mu pronikala az do
duse. Diouhé zelené pole lezelo pred nim a zachvivajic se taj-
nou blazenosti klanélo se nebi. Jenik polozil hlavu do travy
a rozplakal se nevyslovnou tesknotou.

Po vedeti §la maminka do sadu pro pefiny. ,,Ty budou vo-
nét!“ povidala cestou Jenikovi, ktery Sel s ni.

Kdyz vstoupili do mokré trvy, uZzasle vdechovali krasu
vedera, v kterém svitila ohromna koruna staré hrusky, roz-
kvetla zazraéné do posledni vétvicky.

,Maminko, divej se, jak jsou stromy k sobé naklonény, jak
jsou tiché!* $eptal Jenik.

,Sedneme si na chvilku,“ fekla matka a vzala synkovu
hlavu na klin.

,Mami, prot je slyet sumot, i kdyz je nejvétsi ticho?“ ptal
se Jenik. Kdyz matka mléela, vzal ji prudce kolem krku a vy-
pravoval ji o domku, jak musil zustat opustén.
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Matka hledéla polekané do vyttesténych oéi Jenikovych,
ktery nedockavé vyrazil: ,,Mami, jsou hvézdy tuze daleko?*

Nekonecné laskava ruka matéina mu piejela po vlasech
s nevyslovnou néhou: ,,Jenicku, vét, nejsme sami a nic nem-
ze byt nadarmo. Snad se jednou viecko dovime.“

Pak spadly jeji ruce do klina a cela jeji bytost se vziala
modlitbou, aby Buh neopoustél jeji dité, az nebude stacit
k jeho utiSeni piiklad jeji duvéry.




Boure

Sotva se stocila cesta za roh, vyvstalo za stie-
chami nebe, usmrcujici svou ¢ernou vyhrizkou jakoukoliv
nadéji. Cesta se strachem piikréila, kravy svésily hlavy az
k zemi a viiz prestal klapat, aviak otec si pfitlacil slamény klo-
bouk, jehoz skyvy mu vitr ohybal, a zvedl bi¢ v ruce nad loket
obnazené, s zilami tlusté nabéhlymi. Le¢ hvizdot bi¢e onémél,
kdyz se ozvalo zapra$téni, trhajici jim nebesa pfimo nad hla-
vami, a Jenik se zachytil mat¢iny ruky. Ale hned se ji pustil
a zbledl jeité vic, nebot i v matcinych ocich pfistihl hrizu.
Kazdy se musi bat za sebe a jeden druhého nemiize zachrénit!
Otec se na ného ani neohlédl, prudce skubal oprati a kosile na
zadech se mu nadouvala vétrem. Mat¢iny oi na ném kone¢-
né spo¢inuly, ale chtély ho u¢it odevzdanosti: ,,Pan Biih o nas
vi!“ Jenik se viak bal a chtél zaruku, ze nebude zabit.

Dédina kle¢ela vzadu pod stromy a vz byl uz uprostied
poli, krajina se tiskla k zemi jako koroptev, Zeny utikaly bosy,
s hlavami sehnutymi, muzi s kosami na ramenou, dvé dlouhé
fady nezmandelovanych snopti lezely od jednoho konce na
druhy jako pobité vojsko a firy se narychlo dokladaly a hrbily
hibety pred hnévem nebes, znovu a znovu se otvirajicich. Jen
dievény kiiZ stoji tiSe na rozcesti a rozpina ramena do hrizy
mrakd.

Ztstane tu brzy sim a snad mu blesk urve pilku téla, a pak
tu bude stat zas, ml¢enlivy Trpitel a Bih lidmi opustény,
stradlivy symbol, jehoZ se i rouhati troufaji dotknout jenom
v opilosti.

Ted ryji do prachu smé$né stopy své ubohosti, ponizeni
strachem, k dédiné touzi a ¢im jsou ji bliz, tim je jim lehceji.
Jenik se za nimi diva a zavidi jm: hle, Skladalovi byli ptred
chvili az u silnice, a ted uz zataceji k humnam, vitr bere
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enskym sukné a odkryva jim kolena, uz je nevidét, otviraji
asi pravé vrata, sttechu maji nad hlavou a nad stiechou
korunu veliké jabloné, pod nohama suchou pidu a fikaji si,
hledice do mracen: .Jak je nam dobie, 7e jsme doma!”
A vlastovky tichounce §tébetaji a sotva hlavicky vystrkuji
z hnizda.

Jenik si mysli: ,Sedét tak nyni pékné u okna a divat se, jak
slipky utikaji pod kalnu!“ Viak zarazi se, otec stoji vztycen
nad Zebfim a matka d€la kiiz pfi kazdém zablesknuti. Jenik
vidi zdola otcovu postavu proti ¢ernému nebi, ani kabat
nema na sobé, matka hybe potichu rty, kravky kyvaji hla-
vami a primhufuji oti, kdykoliv zahifmi.

LSedét tak v suchu u okna, napada znova Jenika, ale hned
potom pohlédne na otce na matku a nemdze polknout, cosi
tézkého v ném roste, prekazka neodstranitelna...

Viiz skocil pies mez a vyjizdi na roli a Jenik jde s bicem ke
kravam, aby se neplasily. Matka uz podava snopy. Jenik
hladi Stracenu po éele a strachem se modli: ,Andéle bozi,
strazce muj...« a pak fika: ,Pane Boze, at nalozime aspon
sedm mandeli.“ Boji se hrozné a zapomina dychat, ale doma
by uz nechtél byt, leda s tatinkem a s maminkou; nic by ne-
pomohlo, kdyby jen sam byl v bezpeti...

U3 dva mandele jsou na fure a z tretiho zbyva par snopl;
Jenik svira netrpélivé pésti, kdy? to s nékterym snopem trva
prilis dlouho, a ted, hledte, jeste se ke véemu poviislo rozva-
zalo, ted zas byl snop prilis tezky a spadl matce nazpatek, fura
je vyssi a vyssi, uz jen dva mandele, a bude to!

Otec stoji nahote bez klobouku a po ruce mu tece krev, ma-
minka, chudak, v modré sukni se napina a nemuze dosah-
nout, zrni a vousy ji padaji do odi, do tst, za kogili, pot ji tece
po tvafi a nema kdy si jej utfit, ¢erna prohluben visi uz nad
samou hlavou a prasti tov ni, az nohy podklesavaji; Boze, jes-
té jeden mandel!

Jenik bere Stracenu u huby a pojizdi k tomu poslednimu;
travicka mezi strniskem se chvéje v éerném vétru, nebot erné
je vie, zemé, nebe... Jenik vzhlédl, otcova bila tvat zustala
pribita k mraéniim, stra$na svitiva hloubka se za nim roze-
vrela a kravy srazeny désnym Gderem spadly na kolena; otec
se svezl po fiife kzemi, zatimco matka se chytila klanice, bleda
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jako smrt. Jenik plakal a spinal ruce, ale nemohl si vzpome-
nout na zadnou modlitbu.

V mracich to hluboce domumlavalo a dést se spustil; otec
Sel nejistym krokem ke kravam a poméhal jim na nohy, matka
utirala Jenikovi slzy, hladila ho po vlasech a nemohla ze sebe
vypravit slova. Fiira se zakymacela a posledni mandel zistal
na poli, nebe se fitilo k zemi tézkymi proudy desté.

»Stoupnéte na kolo!“ kiice] otec, ale dunivé zaburaceni
pohltilo jeho slova a viiz sklowzl po mokrém svahu; kolo stalo
okamzik ve vzduchu a fiira se jen zazrakem neprevratila. Ale
i zazrak ptijali v této chvili samoziejmé, odhodlani na smrt
jako na zivot.

Otec $el sehnut nad prednim kolem; kiize mu svitila pres
kosili a voda vystiikovala z bot, ale nevédél o ni¢em, vsecek
proménén v napéti, jimz zachycoval kazdé zakolisani fury,
a nesmél byt prekvapen ani iderem hromu, kterym se skonci
vie.

Matka odtahovala Jenika od fiiry, nebot tam je nebezpeci
vétd; jenom tatinek tamtudy musi jit, nikdo tam nemize jit
misto ného, stan se co stan...

Jenik najednou ucitil chut hliny v Gstech a div se nezalkl
sladkou pokorou, jez ho tiskla k rozmoklé zemi a zaroven ho
zbavovala tize. Hledal o¢ima otce, ale vidél jenom pfihrbla
zada, a najednou prask! obé kravy lezely na kolenou, otec se
zvratil na bfeh a ohlédl se na matku s Jenikem a v ocich mél uz
Gnavu. Dét stal jako zed mezi nimi a dédinou: 6 Boze, coZ tu
piece zahyneme? Viak hle, trpélivé oci krav se prvni oteviely
a zvitata se sama od sebe opiela do prostranki, lidé jenom na-
sledovali v mrakotach.

K iz se vynofil ze tmy s rameny rozpjatymi. Vsichni tii se
modlili nahlas, jdouce mimo.

Cesta od kiize k humnam vedla taktka onim svétem, a kdyZz
se prvni zidky ukézaly, jejich radost byla nenadalé a krasna
jako nezaslouzena odména. ,Jsme opravdu nazivu?“ tazali
se, blato mezi prsty bylo tak teplé, lipy vonély a dést ustaval.
Otec se kone¢né obratil a usmal se tak ¢isté bledou tvaii, jak
ho Jenik nikdy dosud nevidél. Matka se jesté neodvazovala,
smich se ji zdal jesté rouhanim.

Pak se podivali na sebe a na promoklou firu. »Rikala jsem,
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abychom uZ nejezdili,“ povidala matka, ale pak se t{'-
smala, nebot se nikomu nic nestalo.

Jenik el k Stracené, ale zadrzel ruku, napfazenou:
hlazeni, kdyz vidél, ze ji tekou z otevienych oéi velike slzy.
Nevédél, ze kravy mohou taky plakat.
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Dvoji domov

Kdyz vyili na kraj lesa a cesta sestupovala strani
pod Rampachem, rozvazné si vedouc dole Sirou rovinou,
obratila Srna nazpét své vejcovité o¢i a zdlouha zabucela.
Chalupnik Roubal ji tahal za ohlavku a jeho Zena, aby uko-
nejsila kravu, popleskavala ji po zadku: ,,Pojd, pojd, vsak si
u nas zvyknes!* '

Roubalka ptedvidala smutny udél bezstarostné pastevnice
z hor (sama stravila své panenstvi znouc travu na horskych
stranich) a byla by ji radéji premlouvala laskanim a piikla-
dem své hlavy pokorné naklonéné, ale jeji muz se nakonec
rozkiikl tvrdym hlasem a $vihl Stnu Cerstvé ufiznutou hal-
kou, az ji naskocil na kuzi tlusty pruh. Krava ulekané posko-
cila a Roubalka v dusi politovala novou spolutrpitelku, klu-
sajic unavenyma nohama dold k dédiné.

Chalupnik Roubal udélal koncem své hilky kiiz na prahu
chléva a vlekl novou kravu do teplé tmy, z které dychaly dvé
Siroké nozdry Straceniny druzce na uvitanou. Nejprve se
zdrahala, ale pak, upamatovana pronikavou tvrdosti hlasu,
vrhla se stremhlav do neznamé diry a dvete se za ni zaviely
jako voda za utopencem — — —

»Nechce pit,“ povidala Roubalka pied veceii muzi, ale
Roubal ani nevyndal dymku z vst.

Roubalka se tise schoulila nad polévkou a viné pary, vy-
stupujici z brambor, ji pfipomnéla ptilis tklivé ohné v rod-
nych horach, kdyz ulehla cesta stoupala strani a koncila se
pod samou oblohou, matefidouska vonéla naposled a vecer
pod kopcem koutil domov. Dnes musila znovu jit znamymi
cestami, kouf zase stoupal z ohni, ale muz spéchal a nedal se
Ji zastavit a jenom zdaleka mohla zahlédnout nahnutou stie-
chu, pod kterou ted ziji cizi hdé.



Roubalka dlouho polyké polévku a tesknota ji svira jako
onoho vedera, kdyz ji diim jejiho muze poprvé zpustl a ona by
se byla tak rada navratila do svych hor.

Sotva vysel muz na dviir, aby prozkoumal oblohu a zastrcil
vrata, sedla si Roubalka na prah u peci a jeji hlava, kterou tak
davno nikdo nepohladil, se prudce otfasala na ubohych ko-
lenou. Tikot hodin a oddechovani spicich déti prerusovaly jeji
vzlykot. Ale uz se ozvaly kroky na zaprazi a Roubalka se dala
do umyvani nadobi, hluboko sklonéna nad Skopkem.

Chalupnik vstoupil, zouval si boty (hlina se mu sypala
z prehrnutych kalhot) a fekl ledabyle: ,,Srna uZ lezi. Zitra ji
zaprahnu.®

Noc milosrdné potahla ozivené jizvy hojivou pokozkou,
a kdyz prvni viiz projel névsi dosud modrou, Roubalka vstala
z loze, vzala pohrabac a rozdélavala ohen. Zdi na dvorku ne-
mély jesté své denni lhostejné podoby, a kdyZ oteviela chlév,
obé kravy obratily hlavy ke dveiim a vitaly ji spolecnym po-
hledem.

,Nu, uz jste si povédély své tajnosti?* otézala se Roubalka,
smutné se usmivajic, a kravy po ni natahly jazyky; nedala se
v¥ak lizat. Nalozila jim na koryto jeteliny, usedla na stolicku
a jasné proudy mléka zazvonily o modravy dsvit.

Zatim i Roubal vstal, obesel dviir, mazal viz, chystal bra-
ny a spravoval chomout pro novou tahounku. V kuchyni
skékal plamen po podlaze, na plotné sycela para a déti se za-
taly probouzet pfi znamém zvuku kavového mlynku. Hlasu
pribyvalo i svétla, okna fincela tézkym hifmotem selskych
povozi a no¢ni mraky, uhnuvse k horam, zistavily uprostied
oblohy poloviéni tvat mésice, stydiciho se za svou nuzotu ped
skvoucim vychodem.

A Roubal uz vyvadi kravy z chléva (chumace mokrého
hnoje tahnou za sebou pies prah), a zatimco Roubalka za-
piaha Stradenu na strané podsedni, jeji muz se dlouho za-
méstnava §tihlou a vysokou horackou a zalibné si prohlizi jeji
vzty¢enou hlavu s malymi riizky. Koneéné je vecko hotovo
a Roubal pravi zené slavnostnéji nez jindy: ,,Otevii vrata!®

Spickou bicisté rysuje kiiz pied predni nohy krav, pobidne
je a vyjizdi na naves. iena doprovazi soucitnyma o¢ima opa-
trné kracejici horskou krasavici.
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»Budes si tézko zvykat Roubalovu chomoutu!® mysli si
Roubalka a dodava potichu: ,,Ale musi$ si zvyknout, i jajsem
musila!“

Tak plynul ¢as a Srna si zvykala, a aé ji zpocatku silné vé-
bily travnaté biehy vedle tivozovych cest, napomenuta pal-
¢ivym $vihnutim bice vracela se posluiné do koleji, rovné
ubihajicich uprostied poli daleko rozlozenych. Cesty na ho-
rach jsou jiné, vic se brouzdaji rosou a ¢asto musi bosyma
nohama ptes potok, maji ttlejii boky a je krasné, Jjak sbihaji
z navrsi tancujice, neviimavé k ¢asu. Ale cesty v roviné maji
presné vyméfeno své misto mezi pravidelnymi obrazci poli
a nutno jit poslusné, kam nas vedou, a kravé se nelze popasat,
kde ji napadne. Chalupnické kréva se nesmi vyhybat cho-
moutu (boky jsou odieny od prostrankil) a od rana do
poledne, od napoledne do soumraku téhne pluh; kolik bréazd,
tolikrat musi pole pieméfit, a kdyz zazni klekani, je polem
rozseto bezpoctu hlubokych stop rozitipeného kopyta, v kte-
rych budou na podzim spét koroptve vydésenym spankem.

Nezli viak zkrotla docela a pfipodobnila se krajiné starosti
nizko nahrbené, odvézila se naposled krutého tance na zora-
ném poli, pti kterém lidé daleko §iroko nechavali prace, a ti,
co byli bliz a troufali si, volali na Roubala: ,,Clovéce, méjte
rozum, vzdyt vam to dobytée zdechne!*

Ale chalupnik nevédél o sobé, byl bledy, o&i mél vypouleny
a bil kravu obracenym bi¢istém, a kdyZ mu z ného ztstala
v rukou jenom tiiska, zdvihl motyku a mlatil kravu toporem
a zvire se uz nakonec piestalo branit.

Roubalka stala opodal s rukama sepjatyma a neodvazova-
la se hlesnout. Védéla, Ze pred muzovym hnévem neni tito-
Cisté, jako pied bleskem nebo povodni.

Od té doby byla ,horatka® jako berének, napinala pro-
stranky ze viech sil a pardda z ni pomalu oprchévala. Vésela
nizko hlavu jako krévy jinych chalupnikii, a kdyz ji rano vy-
vadéli, ani ji nenapadlo, aby si poskotila. Cas plynul a jeji po-
doba se piizpiisobila kraji a chalupé Roubalové a kazdy, kdo
Ji spatfil, védél ihned: ,,To j¢ Roubalova krava!“

Zestarly obé, krava i hospodyné, a krasy Jjim nepfibylo,
a mél-li kdo zavolat na krayu: ,,Srno,* citil prespiilis, ze se to
Jaksi nehodi. ..
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Az jedné noci, podivné osamélé podzimni samotou, kdyz
listi pada, vydésila se Roubalka ze spani a marné se pokousela
zachytit okraj $tastného snu, ktery. ji uéinil mladym dévée-
tem, Znoucim travu v lese nad rodnou chalupou. Viak dabel
nai détské viry, jenz vyjizdiva za mési¢nich noci orat se spre-
zenim lidskych zatracenci, pferval pifSernym svistem svého
bi¢e Roubal¢ino blazené snéni, a uboh4 Zena, matouc si ¢as
a nemohouc rozeznat, dli-li na tomto nebo na onom svété,
sedéla na chvili na lazku a ttestila o¢i do noci mésicem pro-
ménéné. Védomi se sice poznenahlu vyjasnilo a véci se staly
znamymi, ale to poznani bylo jen novou hriizou, ze svét je
dvoji. A pak teprve piiSel nahly naraz a bolest piili§ viedni.

Roubalka si piehodila sukni a mrzuté vysla na dvir. Rou-
bal bos a v podvlikackach stal uprostied sadu a rozhanél se
bi¢em. Srna padila se zdviZzenym ocasem od studny k humnu,
pretrzeny fetéz ji visel na krku a noc byla ticha jako beze
vzduchu.

Dlouho trvalo, nez se jim podatfilo zavtit zdivoéelou kravu
a uvézat ji ke korytu; dlouho svitil mésic, a splaiené dobytce,
fin¢ic fetézem, mihalo se mezi stromy a divoce vétiic naha-
nélo hrizu. Dvé smésné lidské postavy v no¢nim ustrojent se
trasly, kdyz kréva, kterd se da tfikrat za den nakrmit a podo-
Jit, srSela z o¢i ohen a nepoznavala jejich hlas. Koneéné se-
hnula hlavu a vesla do chléva tise, sama od sebe. Roubal se ji
tentokrat neodvazil ztlouci.

Mésic svitil a bylo jako ve dne. Roubalka nemohla dlouho
usnout, vidéla chalupu v horach pod lesem, jeden dosek tréi
ze stiechy a mésic se jim na chvilku zastini. Ale cosi navéky
odeslo, otec i matka jsou mrtvi, jinde je skutecnost...

Réno bylo slunce pokojné a no¢ni pithoda byla jako sen.
Srna $la tise k vozu, tise kracela cestou, rovné ubihajici mezi
poli daleko rozloZenymi.

Roubalka viak tékala toho dne chalupou jako bez duse,
chvilemi se zastavovala a podpirala zjizvenyma rukama hla-
vu uz Sedivéjici. Sen o prvnim domové, nenadale procitly, ji
zanechal v dusi tesknotu do smrti otevienou.
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Kozlovice

Chalupy sedi kolem romanské kaple s baroko-
vym kfiZzem a moudfi lidé pravi, ze se déji ve svété veliké véci
a Ze se ted musi viecko zjinacit, protoze to uz nejde jako za-
stara.

»Tak, tak,” pfisvédcuji sedlaci a chalupnici, kdyz ohledali
pred spanim zamky u vrat a dobytek v chléve.

Rozpukané dlané boli a pole od cesty k tivozu nutno zitra
pieorat, hroudy roztlouci, a je$té na lazku citi, Jak se ti zazira
do duse rez starosti.

Ale ze zidky za Spurnych zahradou vyrazilo dnes do rina
mlici, Zaby v rybnicku na navsi spoustéji do snii zelené zakci
drahokamy a cely svét plny viiné se hrne otevienym oknem
do svétnicky a chce po tobé biihvico.

»Musime mit nejmin deset muzikanti, ale fekneme Sa-
vinskym, nasi jsou moc velci pani!*

Bedtich Spurnych, ktery proslovil tuto fec, potahuje kal-
hoty a bude se bit, neprosadi-li svou.

Franta, Hynek a druhy Franta odchazeji, jsou usedli a hos-
podarni, ¢tou knihy o melioraci pozemki a o zlo¢inech pa-
pezi (pljcuje jim je veterinarni medik Kolai) a je jim hanba
starat se o takové hlouposti. :

Bedfich za nimi plije: ,, Vsadte se, e si radi piijdou zatan-
covat!™ Zbyli vérni na valci pod hruskou jsou s nim ve viem
zajedno.

Za ,rozumnymi“ bouchla vrata tfi nejkrasnéjsich gruntd;
Bedfich viak promeskal starého, vracejiciho se z hospody,
musil lézt pres zidku a spat s pacholkem u koni.

Za tyden je muzika.

Odpoledne je to jen tak, v tanéirné je poloprazdno a Bed-
fich obfadné zahajuje prvni valéik. ,, Rozumni* §li s knizkami
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dolesa, bohatsi dévcata sotva nahlédnou oknem, hospodati se
ztraceji za humna a tvafi se, Zze o nicem nevédi.

Jenom chudina nedéla okolki a veseli se za posledni halit,
a neuméjic si chytie prodluzovat pozitek, zpiji se hned na za-
¢atku. Bedfich Spurnych je sice z gruntu, ale je flima a grunt
nedostane a s tou zebrotou je jedna ruka...

Julka Hudcova sedi zatim pod dubem na kraji lesa, aby ne-
propasla vlak. Ptijede Kolaft, jenz prvni zazehl jeji smyslnou
a linou kréasu; kdo by viak dnes neuhadl v melancholii cer-
nych o¢i, v uvolnénosti velkych rta, v bliizce nedbale poro-
zepjaté smutek pocuchané raze? Po Kolatovi pfisli jini a zase
odesli, synkové z grunta nechtéji pabérkovat a Kolaf se ji vy-
hyba.

Julka, kdysi vzacna, ¢ekava sama pod oknem Lid¢inym.
Lidka musi 1 v nedéli umyvat nadobi a poklizet v chlévé, ma
vielijaké trampoty, kterym Jula nerozumi, a pyka hotce za to,
ze si svét rozsifila snem.

Obé dévcata sedi pod dubem, dédina je dole zabotena
v zahradach, muziku slySet az sem a obéma je teskno. Po-
hadaly se uz dnes potieti a mlci; vsak hle! vlacek pelasi pres
pole jako krtek brazdou a Julka uz musi jit, na shledanou ve-
cer u muziky!

Kolar el s kuffikem opatrné kolem humen, ale Julka ce-
kala u kfize s vlasy rozpusténymi po zadech a Kolaf se uz ne-
vymanil. Musil slibit, ze pfijde vecer do hospody.

Prisel vecer, Lidka zehli potaji a se strachem krajky svych
spodnicek. Stydi se i pred maminkou a, Boze, kdyby tak otec
néhle vesel! Jeho jizlivé slovo by utkvélo na bilém platné jako
skvrna, kterou by nikdy nevyc¢istila!

Co ji ta spodnicka stala uz starosti! Vysivala ji v sini na stu-
denych cihlach pfi svétle coudivé lucerny, zatimco ostatni uz
spali, a co se nastrachovala, Ze ji dojde hedvabi a penéz na
druhé nebude! A k ¢emu to viecko je! Rano bude spodnicka
poslapana, krajky budou vytrhany a smutno ji bude vic nez
jindy. A prece neni mozno zistat doma, zadusila by se; dnes
bude tancit, a za par hodin za¢ne znovu vcerejsek v blaté ana
hnoji...

Slzy kapou Lidce pod zehli¢ku, ale vtom kdosi jde, dévce
sbira pradlo a utikd s nim na komoru.
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Kozlovice jsou dédina, o které svét nevi; sedlaci si hledi poli
a piva, hlavy jim tiSe olysavaji a bficha se nadouvaji, synové
rostou v posluSnosti a v tajnych hiiSich a pohrdaji domka-
skou a nadenickou chamradi.

Hospoda stoji ve tmé a do tancirny se jde pies dviir a musi
se dat pozor, nebotf zaspi je uizké a hnojisté je hned prede
dvefmi.

Tanéirna je tésna sklenice, do které bys nacpal chroustii
a pak tim silné zatiepal. Jak se to hemzi, bzuc¢i a leze po sobé!
Vsak kazdy najde svou cestu, seliti vpredu u stolli, ostatni
na lavicich podél zdi a chudina, ozralci a pobudové vzadu
u nalevny. Nejvyse na pavlaci sedi muzikanti; stryc Hiibek
s brejlemi na nose hraje prim a vzadu se roztahuje septimén
Kohout s klarinetem. Je flegmatik, ironicky a tan¢i malo
a dévcata na ného maji zlost, jakého déla pana!

Prespolnich je nepatrné, Kozlovice jsou samy a hledi si
zblizka do oci. Tetky v kouté vesele melou a panimama
Hudcova posloucha se zalozenyma rukama chvily o své Jul-
ce, a nevi jesté o poklesnuti jeji slavy. Bezzuba Mygkova se
obula do Potockych: tamhle Lidka pry je vzdycky jina nez
druhé, viude plno roztodivnych rozumu, a penéz nikde...

Nesmirny kolohnat Franta Myskuav obtancil pravé s ma-
lickou Rézinkou Némeckovou a mamé Myskové se nafoukl
podbradek. Lojza Bendu stoji bez kabatu u nalevny a pije
pivo ze sklenéné boty. Kdyz muzikanti dohrali, vmotal se
doprostied, roztocil botu a viecky polil.

»Chamrad!“ ohrnuli rty Franta, Hynek a druhy Franta,
sedici u hotejsiho stolu. Bedfich se nemylil, kdyz tvrdil, ze
piijdou k muzice. Hudba znovu spustila a Franta ted dokonce
tanci; déla pritom pohrdavy obli¢ej a plete smé$né nohama.

» Laky by se mohl ozenit!“ ulevila si bezzuba Myskova.

Bediich uz mnoho pil a sedi tise u dvefi. Blizi se chvile, kdy
se obofi na sviij smutek a da si zahrat sélo pred o¢ima viech
pohor$enych.

Julka hledi marné ke dvefim. Kolat ji obelhal. Hraje si
s pomackanymi fialkami a s nikym nemluvi. Matka na ni hle-
di nepokojné, Julka vsak déla, Ze nic nevidi.

Lidka je vesela, ani nevychazi z kola a je rada, ze jde z na-
ruci do naruci; aspon nemusi na nic myslit. Rytmus hudby ji
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omamuje, neni viak vasniva a pfili§ tésné doteky jsou ji pro-
tivné. Sama se toho nékdy leka: ,Boze, pro¢ nejsem jako
ostatni?“

Viichni chlapci jsou ji stejné mili i lhostejni a je ji jedena-
dvacet let. Je Julc¢inou divérnici a nerada si ptipomina, co
kdysi slySela: komu se jini svéfuji se svymi laskami, ten pry se
sam nikdy nezamiluje...

Lidka zahani myslenky a zrychluje tempo. Zahlédla vedle
sebe Bétu Hanzlickovou, jejiz silné télo se stézi dalo sepnout
do tésnych bilych hadricku, zalostné po$pinénych, a chtivé se
pfisavalo na kiivonohého pacholka s kloboukem na hlavé.

»Lauz chodi k muzikam?“ Zasla Lidka, ale pak si spocitala
Bétcino staii a byla prekvapena i svymi jedenadvaceti lety.
Mihly se ji dérave boty toho dévéete, v kterych je vidala jesté
nedavno chodit do $koly, dévce s mozkem neuvéfitelné tu-
pym, s hladem v ocich a s veSmi ve vlasech.

Udélalo se ji mdlo z rychlé polky a pozadala svého tanec-
nika, aby s ni usedl. Povidali ji néco zprava i zleva: nerozu-
méla a nemohla odpovédét, protoze by ani ji nerozuméli.
Obklopila ji samota jako promrzla zed a ventilator, prudce se
otacejici pod samym stropem, vsaval do sebe celou tanéirnu,
uzkostné se vzpirajici.

,»Udélalo se ji $patné,“ slysela hlas tetky Skrabkové. Vstala
s uzasem a rozhlédla se o¢ima uplné jasnyma.

» VZdyt mi neni Spatné!“ ohradila se pevné a §la si sednout
k oknu. Uvidéla vedle sebe Julku, pozbyvajici uz posledni
nadéje.

»Pro¢ netancis?*

»O, jak jsou ti muzsti falesni!“ povzdychla si Julka a Lidce
bylo najednou do smichu.

»Vid, Ze si mé vezmes?* zeptala se Hynka Navratila, dédice
gruntu, ktery pied ni stal s otevienymi usty. Lidka s novym
vybuchem smichu vlitla do kola.

Septiman Kohout stal u zabradli, foukal do klarinetu a di-
val se posmésné do salu, jako by hral k tanci zviatim v cirku.

Hudec a Hubacek, dva nejbohatsi sedlaci, si sedli s pivem
u dvefi a chytali tancujici dévéata za sukné. Tetky viak po
nich okounély a obéma se za chvili zdalo vyhodnéjsi zmizet.
»Sakramentsky Zivot, ¢lovék aby pofad myslil na vaznost své
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osoby a na to, co tomu fekne syn!“ nadéaval Hudec, a odesli
radéji do druhé hospody.

Bylo uz jedenact, kdyz Kolar vstoupil. Kdysi se ukazoval
rad pred svou dédinou, ale ted se uz byvalé kamaréadky chtéji
vdat a kamaradi pfed nim upadaji do rozpaku. Tetky na né-
ho maji zlost, Ze plete hlavy jejich dceram, tatici mu nemohou
odpustit, Ze se posmiva jejich hospodateni, a mladi ho uz ne-
potiebuji, protoze o Rimu, o jezuitech a o Darwinovi jsou
stejné pouceni jako on.

O Julée nechce slyset, ale jakmile ji uvidi, neni mu po-
moci.

Tancuji s udy propletenymi a s dechem spojenym a hudba
jim slabne v usich, kruhy se splétaji a oc¢i se zamlzuji...

Vsak hodin ptibyva a nez si pomyslis, hle, ptilnoc minula,
a jiz dnes budou Kozlovice lezet bezbranné v prachu vedle
okresni silnice, po niz je piepadava cizi svét na zdivocelych
automobilech; jiz dnes budou Kralickovy déti sedét v kosil-
kach na hromadce §térku a plakat cely den za maminkou, jiz
dnes se rozskiipaji flasinety v polednim tichu a stara Skrab-
kové bude smetat na navsi kobylince a honit do kurniku svych
pét slipek!

Jozifku Némecka, cely ses zmensil a nedokondils ani svij
smich; jiz dnes musi§ zorat to souvrati, na kterém jsi v so-
botu polamal kolecka, a ty, Lidko Potockd, marné se chces
utancit do tuposti; jiz dnes musis zout své stievicky a stoup-
nout bosa do hnojisté; oh, jak budou vidle tézké, a o¢i budou
palit!

Kozlovice, jiz dnes se nad vami roztahne nekonecény svét
a vy budete pred nim k placi malické, s husinci na navsia s tou
smésnou tabulkou u hospody: Osada: obec: Kozlovice...

Lojzo Bendi, jsi opily, ale proto bys piece svou Zofinku
tolik mucit nemusil! Hled, pfed rokem byla jak poupatko,
a co je z ni ted! Lojzo, tan¢is se dzbankem nad hlavou a s pla-
¢ici zenou v naruci, ale jiz dnes budes klusat s uzlickem pod
pazdim piespole do cihelny; budes zatinat zuby a nikdo ti ne-
rekne: ,,Pozdrav Pan Buh!“

Cas leti s pilnoci a riizové Saty se stydi, Ze jsou pomackany;
Franta, Hynek a druhy Franta prvni odchazeji a stary Pacula
kyva ve dverich banatym brichem na svych pét dcer, jez se
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neochotné tdhnou jedna za druhou od okna k oknu.

Kolat zabaluje Julku do plédu (panimama $la uz napied)
a odpovid4 zdhadnym posunkem Kohoutovi, ktery za nim
déla ve dverich kiiz.

Odchodem prvnich se state¢nost zakolisala a kouty zivaji,
muzika podiimuje.

Nikdo by se byl nenadal, ze vy se vzboufite, staiecku
Stejskale, ktery tak uzkostlivé Skrtite krejcar ke krejcaru, kra-
vénec ke kravénci! A piece kdyz Bedtich smutné pil a Lojza
fikal své zené: ,Nepla¢!“ vzkiikl jste uprostfed tancirny,
sklenici nad hlavou: , A jesté se nepujde!

Viak béda! Jak se zastydél! Tichym hlasem ¢lovicek hovo-
fiva, vlasy ma bilé, trpélivé tuké kladivkem od rana do noci,
a najednou se opije!

Sam se ted polekal, o¢i mu bloudi jako umirajicimu vrabci,
kolena mu podklesavaji a pivo se vylilo na zem. Statecku,
neni pomoci, musi se jit domi!

Bedfich se vypotéacel z kouta a rozpiahl ruce, ale uz je ne-
zadrzel. Uchopil sklenénou botu, rozméachl se a rozbil ji na
kusy. Muzikanti lezeli pod stolem a se stropu visel pfetrzeny
vénec.

Septimén Kohout jde po dédiné v éele hloucku a piska: ,,AZ
rano, az rano...“ Nasleduji ho schliple, drkotajice zuby, a mi-
jeji obloukem osvétlena okna souchotinéfe Bracha. ,,Umira
pry uz dva dni, pravi kdosi vzadu.

Chalupy nazdvihly kiidla jako kvocny a pfijaly pod né
opozdilce. Lidka véha u dvefi, srdce se tiskne k verejim jako
rozslapnuta puchavka, dédina je ticha jako protrzeny buben;
brzy bude svitat.

Koneéné se odhodlala, ale rany na dvete byly prece neo-
¢ekavané a prili§ hluéné. Podlaha uvnitt zaprastéla, bosé no-
hy $oupaly po sini a Lidka se protahla dvefmi jako kufe,
ohybajic se pod bi¢ikem netrpélivého hubovani.

Vystydla kuchyné na ni lhostejné civi, tikot hodin boda do

. spankti a prikryvka nesta¢i udusit derouci se vzlykot.

Sotva polozil prvni spanek na pamét fidkou zaclonu, vstu-
puje okny den, hlasy ozivaji a matcin pohrabé¢ rejdi v utro-
bach plotny. O¢ni vitka jsou srostla a lze je jen s bolesti od
sebe odtrhnout. Cesty, za noci osvobozené, kladou se ode-
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vzdané pod kola vozii a starost se stava nedprosnou; dédina
na sebe bere sviyj stary kiiz.

A ty, poutniku, ktery jdes do svéta kolem chalup zafatych
hluboko do zemé, viz kapky krve na kameni! A neposmive; se,
kdyz ¢tes: Osada: obec: Kozlovice.




Penézenka

Viéera zvudela naves kolem kostela jako kvetouci
zahradka po poledni, ozyvajici se rojem véel. Dnes sedi Voj-
téch na pisku prede dvefmi a den je hluchy, veerejsi slava
zhasla a v pitkopech vedle silnice lezi cary véerejsiho posvi-
cent.

Vojtéch obraci na dlani krasnou zlutou penézenku, stézi
rozsvétlujici dneini opudtény cas. Zd4 se mu dokonce, ze se
kitze od véerejska rozpryskala a lesk se zatemnil. Pro¢ nemuze
penézenka zhstat stale nové jako v prvni den? Bylo by lip,
kdyby ji viibec nebyl mél...

Sotva domyslil, polozily se pred néj do prachu nasilnici dva
slabé stiny. Vojtéch zdvihl ulekané hlavu; dva otrhanci, vetsi
s mendim, stali u ného, méli dlouhé krky a uzliky jim visely na
loktech.

Vojtéch se ohlédl po zéchrané, ale véude bylo ticho jako po
vymfeni a oci vétsiho otrhanka se podobaly o¢im obludy, kte-
r4 zkouma svou obét, nezli ji pozie.

,Dej mi tvou penézenku, ja ti dam svou!®

Nova Vojtéchova penézenka lezi vedle nestviry s cernym
bichem Zabim, pies které jela kola vozi, a zéba, vlekouc stie-
va za sebou, lezla dale, dokud ji novy viiz nepiejel a podkovy
nerozilapaly. Viak hle, stisknes, a uvniti bficha se objevi
otvor!

Vojtéch hledi otrhankovi do o&i a chce se s nim dorozumét,
ale vyrostek mu bere posledni odvahu a fika: »Moje pe-
nézenka je lepsi, honem si ji vezmi!“ Hlas ho uz pfili§ nepo-
slouch4 a Vojtéch v ném slysi vyhrazku.

Vzhlédne jesté jednou k dra¢im ocim a hleda v nich néjaky
koutek, z kterého by uvidél, Ze je to viecko jenom Zzert. Ale
otrhanek se stava netrpélivym: ,Dej sem penézenku!“

Nez se Vojtéch vzpamatoval, dvastiny se pohnuly na silnici
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a dva uzlicky zmizely za rohem. Cerna pachnouci véc, po-
dobna btichu prejeté zaby, lezi v chlapcové dlani jako neod-
pustény hfich.

Vojtéch je vyvrzen na naves zcela bez pomoci. Polozi pe-
nézenku na hromadku $térku a utika, co muze. Ohlédne se,
a penézenka na ného kiici, zdaleka viditelna. Chlapec se ka-
jicné vrati a zdvihne ji. Vzpomene si na zky piikop mezi
dvéma zidkami, kterym odtéka cerna mocavka. Valeji se v ni
rozbité lahve, dna hrnci, a olysava tam bricho zdechlého
kotéte. Nade v§im roste divoké bejli.

Vojtéch se blizi pozpatku a ze vii sily mriti penézenkou do
smrdutého bahna. Ohlédne se, a penézenka trc¢i vzhuru, na-
bodnuta na lodyhu. Zatinaje zuby, aby neomdlel, plazi se
podél zdi, zaryva prsty do §térbin mezi kamenim a vylovi pe-
nézenku znovu.

Je mudo place a nevi co pocit. Otevie vratka a podivi se, Ze
domov je tak blizko, kdezto pied chvili byl tak sam...

Otec spravuje na dvore rozeschly sud. Vojtéch piekousne
trapné otéleni, vynda penézenku a vyzna se ze svého nestésti.
Pak mléi a ¢eka. Ale misto upokojeni mu spadne pod nohy
slovo jako kamen:

,,Osle!®

Vojtéch sklopi hlavu a odvlece svou hanbu do zahrady za
hromadu hliny. Kusem Zeleza vyhloubi dilek a pochava do
ného obtizny dar.

Pak se zdvihne, a krvaceje uvnitf neprolitymi slzami, diva
se posilnici, ktera se klikati jako feka a ztraci se az tam, kam se
Vojtéch nikdy dosud nedostal. Dvé malé postavicky s uzliky
na rukou se kymaceji na obzoru k zoufani osirelém.

Vojtéch se za nimi dlouho diva a postavicky se nehybaji
z mista, zasazeny vedle silnice jako dva patniky.

Rano tam byly jesté, s hlavami sehnutymi nad nekonecnou
pouti. Cas mijel a ¢asto je polil dést a sezehlo slunko, ale po-
stavicky, vééné putujici, nikdy nedosly na konec dlouhé silni-
ce. Az jednoho dne se Vojtéch pustil za nimi a dohonil je. Tru-
py dvou starych vrb, zkroucené a $klebici se, tréely tam nad
vyschlou tini.

Vojtéch sahl do ttrob vykotlaného patezu, ale dlan, kterou
vytahl, byla smutna a prazdna.
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Zbloudily

Staveni toho odpoledne zpustlo, hlasy v soused-
nich svétnicich ztichly, na dvorku zistal prevrhnuty détsky
vozik a pootevienymi vratky nakukovala ¢isi koza. Nebe se
zatahlo, pahorky uzaviely kolem dokola krajinu néhle vy-
mielou a mstivou, cesty nefly nikam a hladina rybnika se
leskla ocelové a nepratelsky.

Petr Kleofas vysel zdomu a pustil se cestou, ktera se mu na-
manula, a nikde nepotkal Zivé duse. Na mocalovitych lukach
se zaschlou travou staly nad ¢ernymi tinémi pahyly starych
vrb. Zamracené lesiky, provanuté dechem staroby a smrti,
zahryzéavaly se do chudych strani s ponurou nevrazivosti. Na
druhé strané za rybnikem kréily se pod tisnivou Sedivosti ob-
lohy hrbaté sttechy nuzné vsi.

Petr Kleofas se octl v travnatém piikopu, ke kterému se
svazovala pusta strni§té s dvéma zakrslymi borovicemi. Kou-
sek dal byl les, pIny suchého jehlici a spadalych $isek. Jedinym
zvukem byl tu 3elest suché travy a v nitru Petrové jakysi bez-
krevny $epot, jako kdyz se stravuje hofici papir. Petr Kleofas
zpola klecel, zpola lezel na vychladajici zemi, o¢i mél zavieny
a tiSe pocital zvolfiujici se tepot svého srdce. Z pocitu naprosté
nicoty a blizké smrti zacala v ném prystit jakasi jedovata
a obludna sladkost a pied o¢ima mu tekly vlhké a chladici
barvy...

Procitl nahlym zamrazenim: jako by nékdo vysoky, tmavy
a piece prasvitny stal za jeho zady a pozoroval ho s neskona-
lou litosti a 1askou. Petr Kleofas se neodvazoval ohlédnout za
sebe, ale tiskna se k zemi touzil mit v té chvili srdce probode-
no. Touzil cedit svou krev kapku po kapce do prachu smut-
nych cest a na vadnouci opusténé kviti, oskubané podzimnim
vétrem; pral si citit v hrudi ustavi¢ny osten lasky, zaryvajici se
hloub a hloub.
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Kdyz vstal a chtél jit dle, byla uz tplna tma. Vitr se utisil
a vzduch zvlhl a oteplil se. Pahorky a svahy krajiny pfes den
piisné a zachmutené jako by byly ozily v temnu a staly se pia-
telskymi. Kdosi jako by se upiené dival na Petra Kleofase
bdélyma ocima.

Sel kus po travnaté polni cesté, u které stél zelezny kfiz
mezi dvéma stromky, a cesta se za chvili proménila v uzkou
mez. Myslil, Ze se uchylil trochu vlevo, a klopytal napfic pres
pole, domnivaje se, Ze nabude tak zase ztracen¢ho sméru.
Vesnice, ke které sméfoval, je za timto kopcem; za pil hodiny
jsem doma, myslil si. Brzy ucitil pod nohama ujeté koleje a ze
tmy uprostied zoraného pole vynofila se strecha staré kiilny.
Kousek odtud tréela k nebi véz jakési vsi. ,,Zasel jsem trochu
dal, nez jsem myslil,“ fekl si Petr Kleofas a pustil se kolem plo-
ti1, tahnoucich se podél humen. Byl velmi klidny, pfestoze ne-
vidél takika na krok pied sebe. Cisi bdélé a soucitné oéi ziraly
na ného ustaviéné ze tmy. Petr vySel na silnici, preskocil po-
tok, ktery vazl v hlinitych roklich a nevydal hlasku, a stoupal
rychle do svahu k lesiku, naproti kterému, jak se domnival,
bude ves. Ale polni cesta, kterou se pustil, obratila se znena-
déni zcela opaénym smérem a propadla se v hluboky tmavy
tvoz.

Petr citil, ze mu vyvstava na &ele pot. Nerozmyslel se viak
dlouho a odbo¢il na mez, ale po nékolika krocich $el po hru-
déch zoraného pole. Cip lesiku se nahle piiblizil az k nému a
z jeho ¢erné a hutné tmy se ozvalo podivné hluéné kloktani
potoka. Petra piejel mraz. Shéhl rychle po svahu, chtéje se
dostat na protéjsi stran, ale pod nohama mu zamlaskalo
bahno neviditelného moc¢alu. Musil se vratit, piicemz hlas
potoka vyskocil proti nému z lesika jako psi tékot. Petr se dal
po poli vlevo a potok se za nim ze tmy tiSe pochechtaval.

Petr se stotil jesté jednou vlevo, domnivaje se, Ze se drzi po-
fad piivodniho sméru. Sel po jakési Siroké mezi, a najednou
ho zarazil zvuk neobycejny v tu chvili a v tu ro¢ni dobu: jako
by nékdo kosil jetel. Mimoto byla nedéle a Petr nikdy nevidél,
aby lidé tohoto kraje pracovali v nedéli na poli. A kde by se
vzal jetel tak pozdé na podzim! Petr citil, jak se mu ztézka
dycha, a bezdéky tlumil krok. A najednou piisel zase k poto-
ku. Tekl tentokrat takika po roviné struzkou tuzkou a bez
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kfovin a zcela beze zvuku. Petr udélal nékolik krokii podél
potoka, a vtom se kousek pred nim zasvitily bilé Saty. Petr
hbité potlagil prvni zachvéni strachu a pomyslil si: ,,Snad né-
jaky parek na dostavenicku.“ Udélal jesté dva kroky a zasmal
se: ,Je nutno vzdycky rozumné uvazovat; ¢loveék by si treba
v prvni chvili myslil bihvico.“ V tom okamziku vsak postava
v bilych §atech jako by se byla néhle poloZila na zem. Petr mél
sotva kdy, aby se vzpamatoval z tleku, kdyz tu mu piisel
druhy naraz poznanim, ze co povazoval za bilé Saty, je jenom
voda v potoce, svitici se nevysvétlitelnou intenzivni bélosti.
Zachvél se timto piirozenym rozuzlenim vic, nez kdyby byl
ucitil na hrdle ledové prsty piizraku. Nebe nahote bylo zalito
hustou éerni, ani jedna hvézda nesvitila. Ticho bylo tak uplné
a voda v potoce se leskla s takovou nevyzpytatelnou mlcen-
livosti, ze se Petra zmocnila opravdova hruza. Pustil se na-
pravo pres pole a citil za sebou dabelsky smich ohromnych,
Siroce rozvienych oci.

Bézel pres pole, kterému nevidél ani nedoufal konce. Tu
viak ve chvili, kdy se domnival, Ze tma a bezcesti se nad nim
zaviraji jako spousty vod, vyskocily najednou dva kroky pred
nim stromy podél silnice. Bylo to tak neoéekavané, ta silnice
v tom okamziku a na misté, kde se ji naprosto nenadal, Ze se to
zd4lo mamenim. Podle podoby stromi a podle zakrutii silni-
ce poznaval, Ze to neni ta, na kterou chtél vyjit, a pocit ma-
mivé neskuteénosti celé krajiny byl tak silny, ze se Petra
zmocnila zavrat a bezdéky se pokiizoval. Stal na té zahadné
silnici, ktera se slabé bélala tmou, a nevédél, stoji-li za humny
vsi, do které chtél dojit, anebo v né&jakém kraji sta mil od ni
vzdaleném. Stal a nevédél, mé-li jit nahoru nebo doli. Ticho
asamota byly tak iiplné, Ze se zdalo nepravdépodobné, aby se
tu bylo mozno dockat chodce; tma kolem se zdala bezedna
a nikde ani svétylka, které by oznacovalo blizkost néjakeé dé-
diny.

Petr Kleofa¥ ucitil najednou v této hlubiné tmy a nejistoty
jakousi tichou bezpecnost, kterd byla dokonalym odpouta-
nim ode vieho a méla piichut jisté povySené zvédavosti. Dal se
bez uvazovani dold po silnici a myslil si, Ze zatlu¢e na prvni
chalupu prvni vsi, do které pfijde.

Nesel piilis dlouho, kdyz se najednou zakomihalo proti
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nému v zahybu cesty zluté svétlo. Zastavil se a zaslechl vrzani
kol. Sel tedy jesté kousek a rozeznal kone¢né malého konika
a chatrnou brycku, na které sedél vpredu schouleny ¢lovék.
Petr pozdravil a jmenoval vesnici, kterd se mu ztratila.
Clovék se vychumlal z houni, zatahl opratémi a nahnul se
k nému: ,,Coze? Pfisenice? Vzdyt jdete na druhou stranu!
Mate je uz hezky kousek za sebou.“ Staiik pak pozval Petra,
aby si sedl dozadu na hromadu prazdnych pytld, a teprve
kdyz se Petr posadil, uvédomil si, jak ho strainé boli nohy.
»LTakovy kus si zajit,” vrtél hlavou staiik, ,to jste asi za-
bloudil.“ Petr mu zkratka povédél, kudy chodil, a staiik ky-
val hlavou a pobrucoval si: ,Jak by ne, kdyz oni tu porad
obchézeji!* Petr se zachvél a zahledél na stafika, ktery byl
nad ¢imsi zamyslen. ,,Jako tenkrat ten Francek Lipka,* zacal
za chvili. ,,Stroji se rano na dfivi, venku bylo je§té tma, a tu
mu kdosi zatluce na okno. Otevie, venku stoji Janek Chalupa,
sekyru méa na provaze ptes rameno. ,No, pujdes-li pak uz,*
povida. ,Hned, hned, jenom si je§té nacpu slamu do bot,‘ na
to Francek a el do jizby. Za okamzik zase buch! buch! na
okno. ,Délej, délej!* vola venku Janek. ,Nu, viak uz jdu,‘ od-
povida Francek v sini, a prehodiv si sekyru, vySel s Jankem do
tmy. Tak $li hodny kus cesty, az najednou na rozcesti u kiize
se Janek ztratil, jako kdyZz do ného foukne. A teprve v té chvili
si Francek vzpomnél, ze Janka Chalupt uz pred piil rokem
pochovali. Nohy mu zdievénély strachem, ale pak sundal
cepici a pomodlil se otéena$ za duse v oistci.

Stafik umlkl a zachumlal se do houni. Bryc¢ka vrzala a na
silnici se kymacelo Zluté kolo lucerny. Zdvihal se vitr a Petrovi
spadla na tvar studena krupéj desté. Vyjeli na kopec a dole
zasvitila okna. ,,To jsou Pfisenice,” ozval se staiik. Brycka se
rozjela po svahu.

Petr Kleofas sedél vzadu na hromadé pytld, dival se dojaté
na svétla pred sebou a myslil na své mrtvé. ,,Aspori vy mi
I Gpél tise, a bylo mu pojednou, jako by byl
uzaviel s krajem nesmirné vaznou imluvu. Jako by byl byval
piipustén do jakési jeho intimnosti, a za to byl vzal na sebe
Jakysi tézky zavazek.

»Co mé ceka za témi okny?* myslil si, kdyz hledél do dédi-
ny ve tmé u svych nohou, v které se kryl jeho blizky, mozna,
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a piece naprosto nezndmy osud. ,,Snad se to za¢ne jeSté dnes
veter, jen co pooteviu dvefe,* myslil si; ,snad jsou uz jenom
ty dvefe mezi mnou a neznamou Katastrofou.” U kostela se
cesty rozdvojovaly. Stafik zastavil, Petr mu podékoval za
svezeni a dal se nahoru do vsi. Neuvidéli se uz potom nikdy.
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Hote z lasky

Hledéla chvili vyjevené na svou zastéru postifk-
nutou blatem, a nic nechapala. Utinila jen nepatrny posu-
nek, sotva naznadila nejisty krok, a pak strnula v zoufalstvi
beze slz a beze slova, sama nad sebou uzasla, ze nekfici, ze
nebés za tim muzem, ktery se od ni vzdaloval po rozmoklé
silnici, vinouci se k $edému obzoru. Jesté pred mésicem, jesté
véera by se nebyla dala takto odbyt. Ale dnes védéla, ze je po
viem. P14¢ v ni vysychal u samého zdroje a srdce i udy jiztuh-
ly v nehybnost mrtvoly.

Jeji bolest nebyla v litosti nad tim, Ze ji ten muz pohrdl;
osten jejiho zalu netkvél v pomysleni na ztracenou lasku. To
viecko uz védéla predtim, védéla, ze ji nemiluje (ten Clovek
s chabym knirem a s bilym zdutelym obli¢ejem, v kterém se
liné otagely lhostejné oi) — ale primykala se k nému se zu-
fivosti tonouciho, objimajic v ném svou iluzi, svuj hfich, po-
sledni zalohu svého vzbouteni a vzdoru, svého dobrovolného
a tvrdosijného poniZeni.

Ale ted uz byl konec, jeji ruce byly prazdné, v tstech hor-
kost zvétralé sedliny a v srdci smutek ¢ehosi zmrhaného ne-
navratné a svévolné. ,Je konec,* opakovala si, octnuvii se
najednou tvaii v tvai slepé a bezcitné zdi a vidouc za sebou
mosty poboieny.

Stala uprostfed rozjeté silnice a divala se tupé na kaluziny,
tefici se loudavymi kruhy podzimniho desté. Satek ji sjel
s hlavy a vlasy uz husté¢ prosedivélé se ji lepily k celu a
k popelavym skranim. Kraj kolem dokola ztratil pfes noc
posledni zbytky podzimnich barev a byl vytrvale louhovan
vlhkou syrovosti v hnilobnou ¢erii hrobu.

O¢& opuiténé zeny, odrazejici zoufalou Sedost oblohy
a skleslost Ginavy nevyslovné, zatékaly po liduprazdném ob-
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zoru a nahle se v nich cosi zménilo, jejich vyraz se bolestné
ozivil a usta se ji kruté zkiivila. Teprve ted si v§imla, ze u kraje
silnice stoji kamenny kfiz, lizko nenavidéného a nepochopi-
telného utrpeni. Dala se na 1iték, motajic se jako opila.

Byl to marny uték ustvané zvéfe, prodluzovany z krutého
rozmaru tajemného lovce, strasliva posuncina bytosti pro-
niklé hrizou pied tvari nezménitelné skutecnosti,

Karolina Vachutkova konala dnes svou posledni cestu,
posledni pout za milencem v houstnoucim soumraku destivé-
ho dne; potacela se, slepa a §ilena, cestou, kterou po patnact
let dlazdila svou vlastni hanbou, pohanéna sti pozdni
vainé, jsouc tercem smichu a nadavek celému kraji, starnouci
strasidlo, horucné objimajici nastroj své strasné zahuby, ktera
se ji proménila v jed sladkosti neodolatelné.

wHledte ji, uz jde!* volavali se smichem lidé na polich
a zdvihali se od prace, a vyrostkové na ni poktikovali: ,,Ka-
rolinko, ukaz nam kolinka! Hezky se vyspi, panenko!*

Sla se sklopenou hlavou, neodpovidajic na posmésky, cela
v zajeti svého pozdniho hfichu, z kterého si neptala vysvobo-
zeni. Chodila tak den co den, vzdycky k veceru, chodila okli-
kami, po mezich a po strnistich, aby se vyhnula aspon piimé-
mu styku s lidskyma oc¢ima a s lidskou teci, kdyz jeji hubena
postava, oblecena ve vybledlé Saty podle véerejsi médy, ne-
mohla se skryt v krajiné rovné jako stil.

Chodivala tam vecer a vracela se rano, jesté zarputilejsi
a plassi, s nabéhlymi vicky, s sty zatatymi, zabofena o novou
pid do bahna svého zatraceni. Patnéct let trvaly tyto vefejné
noc¢ni navstévy v domku jejiho milence, obtloustlého chlapis-
ka s bilym téstovitym télem, ojinénym plisni hnilobné smysl-
nosti.

Pokrytecké pohorSeni vyrazelo zpocatku hlasité skieky,
pak se viak spokojilo posméchem, jenz nemohl vidy zatajit
Jistou mlsnost; az nakonec odvazné a groteskni milostné
dobrodruzstvi Karolinino zeviednélo a jeji kazdodenni puto-
vani se stalo lidem pracujicim v poli ukazovatelem hodiny
denni, stejné jako troubeni méstské cihelny nebo pomalé
hrkani Zluté postovni kary po okresni silnici. Bizarni laska
starnouci divky piijala mimikry kraje a stala se soucasti jeho
fauny.
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Avsak béh nedalekych udalosti mél co nevidét znovu
vzpruzit ochably z4jem téch, kdoz byli tak dlouho lhostejny-
mi svédky této tragické podivané. Tuto chvili viak se jesté ne-
§tastna zena potlouka sama po rozmoklych polich, a a¢ je uz
skoro noc a nikde nevidét ¢lovéka, vyhledava nejzdlouhavéjsi
okliky, jako by se chtéla vyhnout tisicim oci, které jsou na ni
dotérné upteny; vraci se a jde zase kupiedu, jako by chtéla jit
dnes zaroven viemi cestami, které poznamenala svymi §lépé-
jemi za patnéct let svého milostného putovani. Jde, klopyta,
pada na kolena, dotykajic se takika oblicejem zemé, jako by
hledala ztracené penize nebo pocitala bludné kroky, které uz
d4vno na mezich a na polnich cestach zahladil vitr a dést, jez
viak jsou kolem ni nelitostné Zivy v této chvili straslivého
G¢tovani. A zatimco smutny dé§¢ hara$i v uschlém kfovi
a v pozistatcich zapomenutého chrastu, potaci se zrazena
ubozacka touto pustinou a podoba se zvifeti, které zaléza
pied smrti do nejodlehlejsiho koutu dvora, szirano studem
pro sviij pokofujici a trapny konec.

Karolina prchala pied kazdou vzpominkou jako ¢lovek,
ktery nema na celém téle mistecka zdravého, a viecky né-
kdejsi rozkose na ni sycely jako jedovati hadi z kazdého
tkrytu, v kterém se pokusila hledat utocisté. Jeji mladi,
prosycené zapachem plisné a 3$piny, provézené skuhravym
hlasem a nepochopitelnou nenavisti nebozky matky, ktera
umirala v $atech, sedic v kouté na hromadé hadri a odmitajic
knéze az do okamziku, kdy ji smrti zdrevénél jazyk, uvadlo
v prvnim rozpuku panenstvi, otraveno polovédomym po-
kleskem s domacim ¢eledinem; a nestala-li se tenkrat matkou,
bylo to tim, Ze ji stara ztloukla svou berlou do tplného bez-
védomi. Schoulila se pak jako nevzhledny kvét, jehoz srdce je
vyzrano rzi, a chodila v $atku a v dlouhych suknich, poklekala
v kostele do stinu posledniho pilife, a 0o muzikach postavala co
nejblize dvefim, stihajic pohledem zarputile truchlivym své
druzky, které byly tak $tastny, Ze se neposkvrnily nebo se do-
vedly pienést pres své provinéni s leh¢i mysli. Jeji sklopené oci
a §atek stazeny do ¢ela viak nebyly znamenim kajicnosti; tato
odbojné duse zachovala v sobé zradné sladkou chut hiichu
a nabobtnavala prokletym kvasem, z kterého rostla py$nd
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hliza jeji budouci vaing, jejiz smélost ohromila i ty nejodvaz-
néjsi.

Byla tenkrat bila jako platno, kdyz ji Jind¥ich F ryb bral
k tanci (mél cigaretu v dstech a klobouk na hlavé), a kdyz
hudba dohrala, slysel, 7e drkota zuby. Vyspal se tu noc u ni,
a kdyz k ranu preskakoval plot u jeji zahradky, citil jesté
mrazeni po celém téle, nebot se nenadal, ze probudi v té zené
tygfici. Byl ohromen, kdyz Ji spatfil veéer druhého dne ve
dvetich svého bytu, ale podlehl brzo tyranstvi smysiné néhy,
kterou ho zahrnovala. »Kde se bere ta vlna lichotné pfi-
Inavosti v tom nehezkém stvoreni?* myslil si kolikrat potom
v plestivee mezi jitrem a vecerem, kdyz vystiizlivél po jeji
nocni navstévé a uvédomoval si sménost svého postaveni,
Neovladal viak uz své télo, kterému ona sdélila svym télem
palCivost hiisné zadosti, a motal se v Jejich sitich po patnact
let, i kdyz se ji branil obcasnymi vzpourami, v jejichz téinnost
sam nevéfil a ani si ji nepial.

Kdezto u ného viak ziistaval duch stale Jjasny a neklamal se
nikdy o podstaté svého otroctvi, ackoli mu ustaviéné podlé-
hal, propadla Karolina své vasni s t&lem i s dusi a touzila
uhofet cela v jejim plameni, Jak kruté sladké ji bylo pomys-
leni, Ze bude zatracena, kdyz bude zatracena s nim! Jakou
zlou rozkos citila z toho, Ze se nidi, Jak byla omamena svym
vzdoremLBéda, nevédéla, ze zlo je omezené a duse lidsk4 ze je
nenasytna. Nebyl to nedostatek lasky u jejiho milence; co Ji
piivedlo nahle na pokraj nicoty. Védéla, ze kdyby k nému
dnes vecer piifla, bylo by viecko jako jindy. Ale ucitila na-
Jednou, Ze uz nemiize — ze cosi je spotrebovéno. A jak stala
na té rozmoklé silnici, uprostied zoufalého 3elesténi desté,
uvédomila si, Ze je viecko marné, ze Je sama. A Ze je konec.
Ucitila, Ze neni mozno dale zit. Jako kdyz nékdo piijde na ko-
nec chodby, ktera se konéi skalni sténou — nelze jitdal, je po
viem. Vtom zaséhly jeji oéi kifz — i dala se na utek.

Nesnesla ten pohled; citila, Ze ten prichod je pro ni nepii-
stupny. Jak ji probihdvala celym télem podivnou sladkosti.
rozko§ z pomysleni, Ze bude zatracena! Tenkrat Jjesté nevédeé-
la, Ze ptijde tento okamzik — 7e bude Jednou viecko spotie-
bovéno a nebude uz nic, pranic. Ale uz tenkrét, kdy klekévala
s Satkem na ocich ve stinu nejzadnéjsiho pilite — u tenkrat
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védéla, ze komusi ublizuje: Tomu, ktery je rozpjat na kfizi.
Citila, Ze by se nahle viecko zménilo, kdyby — kdyby povolilo
cosi, co v ni bylo napjato jako luk. Ale ona v sobé laskala po-
divnou radost, kterou ji pasobilo védomi, Ze tamtomu ubli-
zuje. Tlacila na dyku zarazenou v srdci, a jeji bolest se ménila
v divokou rozkos, a kdosi se smal v sumotu krve.

A ted je ta cesta pro ni uzaviena a ona utika. Vi, Ze nemuize
nikam utéci, a drésa si nehty tvar. Nevi co po¢it, nemysli na
to, ze se zabije; vi jenom, Ze je konec, Ze uz neni nic, a za-
chvacuje ji hriiza. Nic neni, jenom ona tréi do vesmiru, sama,
docela sama — a vi, Ze nesmi byt, Ze jeji Zivot je u konce. Kde
je ted ona jedovaté rozkos, ktera ji nutila, aby zarazela dyku
stale hloubéji — kde je ten ofemetny hlas? — Nic, ticho, §ira
prazdnota vesmiru. Ubozacka utika a utika.

Byla to jen kletba strasného zvyku, zavérecna ironie této
frasky, ze se Karolina Vachutkova obésila na hrusce pied
oknem Jindficha Fryba. Ji samé nepiislo na mysl, aby se
mstila svému milenci timto divadelnim kouskem. Ale ona uz
neiidila své posledni kroky; posledni okamziky jejiho védomi
byly zahaleny v tmu a nikdo nevi, jakymi hrizami byla na-
konec zardouSena. Kdyz ji utizli z vétve, méla Saty straslivé
zablaceny a stievice uplné rozedrany. Jeji tvat byla modra
a zkroucené v nelidsky posklebek.

Pied domkem se uz shromazdil houf zvédavci, kdyz se
ukézal ve dvefich milenec neboz¢in. Spatiil mrtvou, zbledl
a zakryl si tvar. Cely den probloudil v polich, a kdyz se na noc
vratil, nechtélo se mu jist ani spat. Laska Karolinina mu byla
za jejiho Zivota ¢asem ponékud nepohodlna, ale teprve ted,
po jeji smrti, na ného dolehla jako nesmirné biimé. Kdo ho
zbavi jeji straslivé pritomnosti? Kdo smaze z jeho téla stopy
jejich objeti? Jindiich Fryb uz citil, Ze zacinaji palit na jeho
kizi jako zivé rany. Hledél vytfestényma ofima do tmy pied
sebou a citil, Ze byl-li nevérny tolika Zivym, této mrtvé bude
véren navzdy, proti své vuli. Prevratil se obleceny na postel
a zaryl si nehty do obliceje.
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Mira

Cesta vedla na dné pusté rokliny na okraji mést-
ské periférie. Byla neurcita chvile mezi ve¢erem a noci, nebe
bylo neur¢ité tmavé, slepé a prazdné. Ze svahii rokle énély
mezi vlhkou hlinou lesklé balvany. Cyril Nedoma postavil
kufry na zem, utiel si pot s Cela a polkl chut podezrelé ne-
jistoty a zakefného ticha, které cihaly okolo ného.

Védél, Ze je na nepravé cesté a ze by udélal nejlip, kdyby se
vratil. Citil, jak v ném stoupa nesmirna vina horkosti, a se-
hnul se, vzal opét s povzdechem kufry a vlekl je vzhiiru do
kopce (cesta roklinou ptikte stoupala), a jak pfitom sviral rty,
citil, Ze jsou studené jako led. Sel ¢im dal tim rychleji, vzpiral
zutivé své bifimé, a nakonec uz skoro utikal, jako by se uz
nemohl dockat svého poniZeni. Najednou se prudce zarazil,
ptekvapen hlasitym dupanim, které plasilo ¢ihavé mlceni
tmy. Jakmile se zastavil, dupani utichlo. ,Ach!* zatupél zkla-
mané, kdyz poznal, ze to byl zvuk jeho vlastnich kroki. Ujal
se opét kufrti a vlekl se pomalu déle, premahaje slabotu. Citil,
Zze se mu déla $patné, a myslil ze viech sil na jiné véci, aby se
nesvalil na tuto ¢ernou mazlavou hlinu, aby nenarazil span-
kem na néktery z téch balvant, aby nezustal lezet uprostred
této mokré tmy.

Svahy se pomalu snizovaly a uprostied pustych poli vy-
vitalo najednou k neobydlenému nebi osamélé staveni. Bylo
(plné tmavé a tiché, jenom v oknech bloudil namodraly od-
lewk svétel hoticich dole v mésté. Zelezna branka byla poote-
yvlena a Cyril, poloziv ruku na mokrou kliku, ohléd! se je§té na
ferveny pas mlhy, lezici nad méstem a prosaklé zaii jeho své-
tel. Jeho sto vézi se ztracelo v propasti tmy. Cyril se odvratil
" \gkméil se srdcem v hrdle na skfipajici pisek.

teviel domovni dvete a stoupal po schodech. Byly slabé
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osvétleny mléénym svétlem, které ¢inilo jejich kouty jeste
tmavéjiimi a jejich $pinu jesté Cernéjsi. Dim véak nebyl tak
prazdny a mrtvy, jak se zdalo zvenku. Bylo v ném plno Su-
motu, jakoby vzdalenych hlasti nebo krokd, které se ustaviéné
blizily a zesilovaly, ale nikdy nepronikly az ven na chodbu.
Cyrilovi se jednu chvili zdélo, jako by byl zaslechl i zvuk kla-
viru, ale i to se vzapéti rozplizlo v onom neurcitém Sumotu,
ktery mohl byt pravé tak ozvénou mnohohlasého zpévu jako
Selestem svétla o cement schodiSté.

Cyril se zastavoval u kazdych dvefi a cetl jména na vizit-
kach, az konecné v tietim poschodi postavil kufry na zem,
piecetl si tiikrat po sobé jméno, aby se nezmylil, a zazvonil.

Zvonek se rozhlehl v tichu naprosté vzduchoprazdnoty,
jako by za dvefmi nebylo viibec zivouci bytosti. Cyrilovi vy-
razil na ele pot. Opiel se o vefeje, aby se nezapotacel, natahl
ruku a zazvonil podruhé. Taz mrtva prazdnota, jenom bu-
chani Cyrilova srdce prorazelo tichem. Prejel si ledovou dlani
pies o¢i a nahnul se znovu nad vizitkou: Robert Frybort.
Vytéahl z kapsy pomackany papirek a ¢etl na ném: pani Fry-
bortova. ,, To tady ma jesté vizitku svého muze,* ekl si Cyril.

Docela mechanicky, jako ve snu, pozdvihl ruku a zazvonil
potteti. Tiskl prst dlouho ke knofliku, posmivaje se v duchu
svym nervum, které se choulily pod tim finéivym piivalem
jako pod studenou sprchou. Konené prestal tisknout a po-
slouchal. V hloubi bytu cosi oZilo, bylo slySet jakési zapras-
kén, Sustot Satti a foupani backor po chodbé. V stérbiné dvefi
se objevily dvé ustraSené odi, podobajici se otim mysi nebo
kietka, kdyz povystrci hlavu z diry a patra, nevznasi-li se nad
nim néci vrazedna bota. Cyril fekl své jméno a Amalie Fry-
bortova oteviela.

Amalie Frybortova byla {tyficatnice, mala a zavalitd, méla
mala ¢erna ocka, nizoucké Eelo a napadné mnoho vlasu. ,,Ja
jsem uz spala, fekla zmatené a jako na omluvu, a vedla Cy-
rila se svickou v ruce do pokoje. ,Nechte si tady zatim tu
svicku, ja vam zitra koupim petrolej.” Postavila svicku na stul
vedle postele, sepjala ruce a zahledéla se izkostlivé na mladi-
ka, ktery stal nerozhodné uprostied svétnice podivné dusné
a hunaté, mihajici se v kolisavém plameni svicky. ,Boze muj,*
myslil si, ,,Boze muj!“

100



,Ja jsem tu ted sama, muz mi umfel, promluvila kone¢né
pani Frybortova a tvar se ji zkiivila jako ditéti pti moldan-
kach. Chvili zapasila s nutkanim k placi, vzhlédla k Cyrilovi
jako o pomoc, ale vtom uz propukla v hlasity détsky narek,
tisknouc si hibety obou rukou na o¢i a cela se otfasajic
prudkym lamanim litostivé kiece. Cyril hledél micky na pla-
¢ici zenu, ktera mu postavou a venkovskymi pohyby piipo-
minala jeho babicku (ackoli neznal svou babicku, kdyz ji bylo
Ctyficet let), otevtel usta, chtéje néco fici, ale ihned si uvédo-
mil, ze neni nic platno néco rikat, prejel si bezradné rukou
¢elo a optel se o pelest luzka.

,Pro¢ jeden umfe, a druhy tady zustane,“ vzlykala vdova
a utirala si celymi dlanémi piehojné slzy, ,,pro¢ radéji neu-
miou oba zaroven? Méli jsme se s neboztikem tak radi, déti
jsme neméli, délali jsme si, co jsme jeden druhému na ocich
vidéli — a najednou je konec. Udélalo se mu jednou rano
$patné, prisel doktor, a ze pry musi do nemocnice. Kdyz ho
odvazeli, jesté se mnou Zertoval, on byl takovy vesely, a kdyz
jscm tam na druhy den za nim pfisla, uZ mne nepoznal a do
vecera byl na prknech.. Mysllla jsem, ze piijdu o rozum, byla
bych si nejradéji vrazila naz do srdce. Odvezli mi ho na Mal-
vazinky, chudacka malého, a zahazeli mi ho hlinou. Museli
mé drzet, abych tam za nim neskocila, a kdyz jsem pfisla do-
mi a bylo tady tak prazdno, kdyz jsem si pomyslila, Ze uz sem
nikdy nepfijde, svalila jsem se na zem a tloukla jsem hlavou
do zdi a vSichni myslili, Ze uz jsem blazen...*

Tvar ubohé zeny se zase stahla a z nader se ji vydralo Za-
lostné skuceni. Cyril hledél némé na tuto nestastnici, svijejici
se jako ranéné zvire v bolesti bez vychodu, bez nadéje.

,Kdyz tak v noci nemohu spat,“ promluvila zase Zena
a tiskla si obé ruce na skakajici nadra, ,myslim si, jak mu,
chudackovi, asi je v té tmé pod zemi, v té mokré hliné, jak ho
1o asi tlaci! Ale pak si zas fikam, Ze on nic neciti, vzdyf je to uz
|cnom mrtvé télo. Sesla j jsem se onehdy s Jedmm neboztiko-
yym kamaradem, a ten mé premlouval, abych s nim $la do
toho jejich krouzku ze mi tam neboztika zavola. Ale ja si
myslim, Ze to uz neni nic platno. Neboztik sam vzdycky rika-
val, Ze kdyz je jednou clovék mrtev, tak je mrtev. Kdyz za-
Hznete kute, krev vytece a je po ném — a clovek také tak.
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Kdy? jsem byla jesté doma u matky v Poboudlicich, verila
jsem také véelicemus, do kostela jsem chodivala; ale neboztik
muz mi to potom hezky rozlozil, ze si to viecko jenom patefi
vymyslili na oklaméani chudého lidu. Vsak vam to nemusim
vykladat, pane Nedoma, vy to jisté viecko také vite,“ obratila
se nestastna zena se srdcervoucim pokusem o uctivy Gsmév
k svému novému podnéjemnikovi.

Ale ten stal nehybné, opiraje se poréad jesté o pelest luzka,
a hledél vyjevené, s bolestnym {ismévem, na tento krvavy
chumel lidského utrpeni a zalostné pomatenosti. Nékolikrat
polkl naprazdno, oteviel tsta, aby néco iekl, ale hlas mu se-
Ihal a o¢i mu zatékaly po sténach, hledajice zoufale pomoci.
7ahlédl v skakajicim svétle svicky nékolik barvotiskovych
obrazki, rokokového hrabéte lakujiciho s rokokovou selkou,
Rozmysli si, Matenko®, iakousi alpskou krajinku a nad po-
hovkou zvétiené fotografie pani a pana Frybortovych. Vy-
padali tam oba velmi mladi a hezci, ona méla plnou hladkou
tvar, davétivé oci a cop zatoteny okolo hlavy, on byl vyzy-
vavé furiantsky a ostré $picky knirt mél zakrouceny vzhiru.

Cyril Nedoma si v duchu predstavil toto boubelaté ven-
kovské dévce, tlapkajici bosyma nohama v prachu polnich
cest, s uzlem travy na zadech, a v nedéliv stievickach a bilych
puncochéch, s modlicimi knizkami v ruce — a jak potom pii-
ila do mésta na sluzbu, koupila si klobouk, a spati1vsi jednou
u predméstské muziky zakroucené nirky Frybortovy, uci-
tivéi v srdci jeho hlas a jeho ruku okolo pasu, jak se v ném cela
ztratila, jak pro ného viecko zaptela, jak se s nim sttemhlav
pustila na syrové a neznamé cesty. A ted tu stala pied nim,
uboha tiesouci se zena, zrazena, opusténa, podvedena, sku-
bajici se marnym placem, a opakovala po svém neboztikovi
pfirovnani o mrtvém tlovéku a o zafiznutém kufeti.

Najednou piestala plakat, utfelasi zastérou oi a rozhlédla
se bystfe a strizlivé po pokoji. ,Doufam, 7e se vam u nas bude
libit,* fekla. ,,Dobrou noc!®

Cyril Nedoma byl uz chvili sam, a porad jesté stal na témz
misté, uprostfed huriatych kobercii a stén tresoucich se ve
svétle svicky, a srdce mél sevieno {izkosti a nechutenstvim.
V tomto pokoji tedy skontilo tulactvi poslednich mésici,
noclehy u pratel, dny nejistoty, obédy na lavitkach parkd
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a beztitelné chozeni od rana do vecera, dny vyhnanstvi a si-
roby, s kterymi se tak tézce loutil, ponévadz na nich lezel jesté
odlesk Cistoty a krasy, o kterou se piipravil, a nesmély paprsek
nadéje na navrat. Aviak tim, ze vkrocil do tohoto pokoje,
zpretrhal viecko spojeni s onou minulosti, vzdal se ji nadobro,
udélal dmluvu se stavem svého ponizeni, piijal jej za svij.

Cyril ptistoupil k oknu a zahledél se doli, kde bylo rozlo-
7eno mésto, jehoz svétla se tiasla v fece, vinouci se pod tem-
nymi oblouky mostii, a ztracela se az daleko na obzoru v ne-
jistoté periférii. Jak byla daleko ta svétla, jak byla lhostejna!
Cyril citil okolo sebe uplné bezvéti, jako by ani nebyl obklo-
pen vzduchem, jako by se byl vySinul z oblasti sousttedivé sily,
poutajici viecko Zivé v jednotu svéta, v jednotu Boha.

Tmy nevyslovného smutku se mu svalily na dusi a muka
hnusu a znechuceni. Foukl na svi¢ku a padl na postel tvafi
dolu.

Ale mrakoty, které ho obestrely, neotupily jeho citlivou
bdélost, tpéjici pod doteky neviditelnych sil. Gyril citil na
dusi cely ten dim, pronikly dechem a zriidnymi myslenkami
neznamych lidi, zivych i mrtvych; citil bezboznost a prokleti
téchto zdi, o které nikdy nezavadil pozehnany Selest modlit-
by; citil jejich rouhavou zatvrzelost, jejich nadpfirozenou
nenavist. Tiskl si ruce na o¢i, aby se nemusil obratit tvafi
vzhtiru, ke sténé, na niz visely podobizny manzeli Fryborto-
vych; ale nebylo to nic platno, mél je prece pred o¢ima, vidél
je v namodralém odlesku no¢niho mésta, vidél jejich rty
zkroucené hnusnym a zmucenym posklebkem, videl $picky
Frybortovych knirdi, prodluzujici se az k ocim, az nad ¢elo,
vidél éervené ohynky zhnoucich oéi, slySel smich zkroucenych
rti, smich zpocatku jenom suse Selestici, ale ¢im dal tim hlu¢-
néjii a rozpustilejsi, ménici se najednou v srdcervouci plag,
v zviteci vyti.

Cyril vyskoil z postele a poslouchal ten plag, pronikajici
2 pokoje pani Frybortové, marny a zoufaly plag, drasajici ni-
{ro nedtastné zeny, jako dravec rve zobakem kusy krvavého
masa, Diim stél tichy a Sery, prostoupeny smrti; jenom ten ne-
lidsky nafrek znél jeho opusténosti jako Gpéni zatracencu
v pustiné skal.

Jyril se sebe strhal Saty a zamotal si hlavu do piikryvek.
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Ale zdalo se mu, Ze na nich citi otisky toho téla, které lezi na-
tazeno v syrové a zmrzlé zemi, obklopeno tmou, § ofima te-
koucima, s ohromnymi fialovymirty, s Gitrobami hemZicimi se
bilymi a slizkymi Cervy. Jenom spicky knirkt jsou jesté vzty-
geny nad stra$nym smichem obli¢eje, zobrazujiciho pravdu
véci, a zoufalé vyti jeho zeny pronika yrstvami drnu a zemé
" a mrzne hriizou okolo tohoto posklebku.

Cyrilovo ptizrané bdéni se zatim proménilo v bd€ly spa-
nek a jeho duse, oslabla zapasem s viastni zradou, vstoupila
v zahanbujici svazek s téma otima, které se divaly ze stény,
drzé, nestoudné a zaroven ponizené a yadonici, jako by fika-
ly: Ja vim, ze prohlédas nasi lez, ale vim, Ze se ji das piesto
svést, ze se piesto poskvrnis obcovanim se mnou, ze se obejmes
se svou hanbou, se svym zavrzenim!

A hle, o&i nabyly vyrazu odporné nézného a nebyly uz za-
sazeny v tvafi Frybortové, nybrz v hunaté tvati podivné ob-
ludy neurtitého téla, byly uz docela blizko, u samych jeho ofi;
a celé to netvorné a temné, prilnavé a neviditelné télo na ného
vydechovalo teply sivotisny zapach; citil se jim viecek objat
a prostoupen, ale nemohl se hnout, mél idy ztuhlé smrtelnou
mdlobou; citil své viastni télo jako néjaky predmét cizi, docela
mimo sebe; branil se, branil, uchyluje se k poslednim zéloham
své ville; ale najednou ucitil, ze pod nim cosi uhnulo, Ze zacind
padat kolmo do hlubin — trhl sebou poslednim zbytkem sil
a vykfikl.

Pokoj byl zalit sinavym poloserem, z kterého vyénivaly ¢as-
ti nabytku, roh stolu, bo¢ni sténa skiiné a policka, v které byly
narovnany staré noviny a brozury, kulturni pozustalost ne-
boztika Fryborta; a dole v mésté hotelo nehybné nékolik sve-
tel, blednoucich v zadinajicim usvitu. Viecko tkvélo v mrtvé
strnulosti a prazdnoté a lidsky kfik znél uprostied té nocl jako
v tichu vylidnéné planety. Ale Cyril citil na rtech odporné
sladkou chut obludného snu a v srdci zahanbeni ponizujici
porazky. Byl by se chtél skryt sam pied sebou, byl by na sebe
nejradéji navalil viecky hory svéta, jen aby v sobé udusil
vzpominku na hnusnou néhu té obludy, na své okamZité za-
kolisani. Pak se znovu prevratil na tvat, zahalil s hlavu do po-
kryvek, a ucpav nasilim piistup viem my$lenkam, konecné
usnul.
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Kdyz se rano probudil, setkal se s omrzelym pohledem
zimniho rana, s oumélym a nuznym vzezienim pokoje a s ne-
smirnou tihou své hanby. Chapal se s odporem cérii svého Zi-
vota, bojuje s pocitem hnusu a litosti, ktery mu stoupal do
hrdla, a kdyz mu pani Frybortova pfinesla kavu, Cyril se
s Gzasem zahledél na tuto nepatrnou bytost, na¢inajici s ta-
kovou samozfejmosti novy den.

Sedl ke kavé a michal 1zi¢kou v hrnku, zatimco bytné ucti-
vé postavala, ale sotva odesla do kuchyné, vybéhl na balkén
a vylil snidani do okapové roury.

Pak pohlédl pied sebe a vidél, Ze se musi prohryzat ¢asem
jako vrstvou hnoje.
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Cesta na jitfni

Bedfichu Fultkovi

Tma té noci byla podivné zZiva, prostoupena
pry$ténim tajemného svétla. Byla,ticha jako po néjakém
otfesu, pronikla blazenosti zdhadné spoluviny. Jasnost
andélskych kridel naseho détstvi v ni zanechala nehasnouci
stopy.

Igrajina byla protkana neviditelnymi drahami, po kterych
se pohybovaly tmavé 'postavy, sotva hustsi nezli okolni
vzduch. Nechavaly za sebou zachumlané dédiny a putovaly
taktka nezvuéné po umrzl)"ch cestach, bélajicich se v slabém
odrazu hvézd, k onomu mistu, které bylo sttedem této noci.

Cyril Nedoma $el vedle své matky po cesté svych détskych
let, po tuzké silnici mezi holymi stromy, spojujici Pfisenice
s vesnici, v niz byl farni kostel. Vpravo vlevo lezela ve tmé
pole pokryté snéhovym popraskem, stale taz v stiidani roc-
nich dob, prechazejici z otce na syna, z pokoleni na pokoleni.
Lezela tiSe v mrazu a ve tmé, ¢erna a hola, ackoli se na tomhle
misté zjara vlnilo obili s hnizdem skiivan¢im, ackoli kousek
dal nasli jednou v zité¢ mrtvého tuldka (pochovali ho potom
beze jména), ackoli tam a tam (kolik je tomu let?) ptepadly
Stazku Roubalovou pii seceni porodni bolesti, a pochovali je
potom oba, matku i s ditétem... Pole lezela mlcky ve tmeé,
dnes jako loni a jako piedloni, jako pied desiti i pred sto lety.
Kolikrat uz byla pfeorana, kolik $lépéji, kolik slz a kolik kle-
teb, kolik tajnych htichi bylo zahrnuto do jejich brazd! Jaka
sit osudi zahadné spletenych zatahuje tento kraj, kolik tvari,
muzskych 1 zenskych, mladych i starych, kolik rukou, které
hnétly tuto hlinu, které ji tiskly k srdci!

Cyril Nedoma slysi zvuky svych kroka i krokdt matcinych,
a z dalky (daleké? nedaleké?) k nému zaznivaji tytéz kroky,
jenze o dvacet let mladsi, kroky ditéte a mladé Zeny; a ty
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zvuky jsou tak znadmé, tak skutecné, kdezto dnesni chize je
tak nepravdépodobna, tak neuvéfitelna! Jak se to stalo? Kdy
uplynulo téch dvacet let, které ucinily z ditéte muze a z mladé
zeny malem stafenu?

Je v lidském Zivoté jista mez, ktera rozdéluje vék raného
mladi, vék hledici kuptedu, nepocitajici dny, vék nadéji
a otekavani, vék neodpovédny a prozatimni, vék, kdy se
ustavi¢né t&ime, ze néas ¢eka v budoucnosti néco rozhoduji-
ciho, slavného a krasného, a vék prvni zralosti. Mladi je pres
svou sirobu, pres své smutky vékem bezstarostnym, Zzijicim
pod piistiesim minulosti, avak najednou pfijde chvile (nevi-
me nikdy presné, kdy vlastné nastala) — chvile, kdy si uvé-
domime, Ze stojime sami tvaii v tvat skutecnosti, Ze musime
vzit bfimé svého zivota na sva vlastni bedra, Ze se uz nemame
na koho vymlouvat, proti komu se boufit, a nic slavného
a krasného ze uz nas bezpochyby nepotké. Co jsme promes-
kali, zkazili a pofpinili, to zistava promeskano, zkazeno
a po$pinéno. Jizvy, které jsme si utrzili, poneseme s sebou az
do hrobu, az na vécnost.

Kroky zvonily o umrzlou silnici a Cyril Nedoma je poslou-
chal jako kroky nékoho druhého. Jejich rytmusi spad mu byly
znamy, velmi znamy, vzdyt je§té loni znély vedle ného po této
silnici, uprostied téchto poli; tyz holy sipkovy kef trel tady
u toho piikopu, vpravo na svahu se tmél v paprscich hvézd
tyz pruh lesa a z brazdy se vzneslo s tymz popla$nym kiikem
hejno koroptvi, kdyz zaznél vedle Cyrila hlas, ktery slychaval
od svého détstvi, hlas v té chvili docela samoziejmy.

Cyril sebou trhl a strnul ohromenim, kdyz uvidél vedle sebe
prazdné misto. Pohléd] tazavé na druhou stranu, kudy ila
matka, a ta k nému také otocila hlavu a Cyril poznal, ze mysli
na touz véc, ze také slysi kroky toho, ktery tudy s nimi loni Sel,
a letos uz nejde. Vidél i potmé, Ze se ji o¢i zalily slzami, a od-
vratil zase hlavu.

Jak se jim v poslednim Case stala divérnou tvar smrti!
Véru, mohli se dosyta vynadivat do jejich oci, obracenych
v sloup a odréazejicich uz vidéni nicoty. Mohli si vtisknout
v pamét tragicky pohyb ruky, smétujici ustaviéné k ¢elu, jako
by chtéla rozehnat tmu, ktera se kladla mezi dusi a drahé véci
tohoto svéta!

132




Jaka prazdnota se okolo nich udélala! Jak stali uprostied ni
obnazeni, jako ter¢ zdaleka viditelny! Jak se chvéli v tajem-
ném privanu, ocekavajice nové navstiveni!

Cyril pohlédl kradmo na drobnou postavu té, ktera $la
vedle ného, rysujic nachylenim hlavy posunek odvéké po-
kory.

Jeho matka! Ozivaji v ni také zasypané vrstvy ¢asu, Zije v ni
jesté malé dévatko, hopkujici v zahradce okolo zahonkd
a trhajici u plotu kopfivy housatkiim; vzpominé si jesté na
onen pohled, kterym tenkrat vidéla barvu oblohy a zelen
stromi a bélost pé&sin? Z jaké dalky se nyni asi diva na onen
kout, ktery byl rajem jejiho détstvi, na ona dvé okénka plna
muskatt a na vlahost stinu pod stromy vedle potoka? Je to asi
svét podobny jeho vlastnimu svétu (vzdyt je to jeho matka!),
jenze trochu posunuty, lamajici svétlo v jiném thlu, ponévadz
kazda zivouci bytost je jina, ackoli jsou viechny naroubovéany
na tajemnou jednotu. Ach, ten svét ma jisté jiny prisvit; vzdyt
je zjizven a roztrhan tolika ranami, které jeho, Cyrila, ne-
pronikly! Jak si pfedstavit srdce panny, ktera se méni zahad-
nym prechodem v Zenu a v matku, jak ma muz pochopit jeji
vztah k détem, tvorim vyslym z jejiho téla! Jak si predstavit,
co asi citi matka, kdyz ji poprvé pohlédnou do o¢i dvé oci nové
narozené, o¢i nového ¢lovéka, oéi jejiho ditéte! A co se déje
v jejim srdci, kdyz drzi své décko v naruci a vidi, jak mu mod-
raji rty a jak se mu télicko napina smrtelnou kieci! Kdo mize
pochopit, jak vidi matka své déti, jak vidi rozkvétat jejich
dusi, jak pozna, chiadne-li Zalem nebo je-li nemocna skrytym
zlem!

S kym to jde v-této chvili po této silnici? Odkud k ni ptisel
tento dospély ¢lovek, jakymi svéty bloudil, jaké krajiny Ziji
v jeho zraku?

Jeji syn! S jakymi lidmi se zkriZily jeho cesty, ¢i otisky mu
zlistaly v dusi? Jakymi zarmutky se obtizil?

Cyril Nedoma na sobé citi stopy téch setkani, citi se obalen
svym vnéj$im zdanim, které nastavoval lidem, jako mnoho-
nasobnym krunytem, jejz nyni se sebe strhava, nebot tvari
v tvif tomuto kraji musi mit svou pravou podobu, tak jako
pied Bohem. Vlece po této silnici, k Betlému své farnosti,
viecky své porazky, své zrady, viecku svou hanbu, svou hot-
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kost, viecky své pohmozdéniny, viecku svou litost pro tolik
marnych a posetilych slov, ktera jsou uz nenapravitelné vy-
slovena, vsecky kiivdy, které utrpél a kterych se dopustil; vle-
&e to pretézké biimé po cesté svého détstvi, bok po boku své
matky, jediné bytosti na svété, ktera by to viecko pochopila
a ktera by mu odpustila — jediné bytosti na svété, ktera by
mu viecko odpustila. Bohuzel, jeho tsta jsou zamcena,
a zadna moc na svété by je nedovedla otevrit.

Kus vpredu, na névrsi, se najednou objevilo svétlo, osvét-
lujici oblouk brany. ,,Ave, maris Stella!* je tam napsano zlaty-
mi pismeny nad gotickou sokou Panny Marie, vzpomnél si
Cyril a rozhlédl se po kraji, ktery se rozprostiral pod navrsim
jako jezero tmy. Ale noéni ticho bylo ¢im dél tim Zivéjsi, ruch
krokti na zmrzlé piidé byl ¢im dal tim hlasitéjsi a ¢erné obrysy
lidskych postav houstly na viech strandch, jako by se vynoro-
valy ze zemé. Cyril s matkou piedesli nékolik téch postav,
tmavych a ml¢enlivych, obklopenych svym tajemstvim, zna-
mym jenom Bohu, a nepoznali jich. Kdo vi, snad to byli jejich
sousedé, snad lidé z farnosti docela cizi, lidé docela neznami
— jenom jejich tvaie prosvitaly podivnou bledosti a zdalo se,
%e z nich vychézi zvlastni tichy smich, pronikajici rouskou je-
jich tajemnosti, smich nepochopitelné ironicky...

Cyril pohlizel s hriizou do téch tvaii, které mijel, a na pa-
mét mu prichézela jména lidi davno zemfelych, sdruzena
s nenapodobitelnym posunkem, s nenavratnym pfizvukem
hlasu, se viim, co se uz podruhé neuvidi. Zdalo se mu, Ze ten *
statik v beranici a s holi, ktery tlue silné do silnice podpatky
s podkiivkami, je neboztik Ztratil, co umfel pfed lety v pas-
tousce — Cyril tenkrat je§té ani nechodil do $koly, ale pama-
tuje si, jak se fikalo, Ze ho snacha umofila hladem —, ta Zena
v &erné §ale okolo hlavy, jdouci tak zptima a hrdé, to je dcera
sedldka Nechleby, ktera si vzala navzdory rodi¢im nadenika
Simu a kterd potom umtela v blazinci, ten vysoky ramenaty
obr v botach s holinkami, to je Josef Roubal, o tom se Suskalo,
7e mél dité se svou vlastni dcerou, kterou potom nasli utope-
nou v rybniku... ‘

Cim vice se blizili k farnimu kostelu, tim bylo téch postav
vic, hrnuly se odeviad cestou necestou a byly blizké a zarover
tak daleké, tak neproniknutelné. Schézely se ze viech deviti
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osad farnosti, az se cely kraj hemzil témito tajemnymi pout-
niky, ktefi si vypujéili tvafe Zivych, proménujice své Zivouci
potomky v stin a v prelud, a Cyrilovi se zdélo, jako by se né-
kdy rozdélovali v nékolik postav a pak zase splyvali v jednu.
Na navrsi nad kostelni branou hotelo svétlo nad jeslemi No-
vorozeného a po cestach uprostied poli pitékaly nové a nové
proudy tajemnych pfichozich, déti tohoto kraje, ktery se
proménil v jediny kraj zemé, v krajinu betlémskou, v idoli
radostného poselstvi. Tato cesta, po které Sel Cyril s matkou,
cesta jeho détstvi, byla cestou jedinou, cestou viech dusi, ces-
tou vedouci do vé¢nosti. Tato Gzka venkovska silnice s nizky-
mi stromy po stranach, vroubena chumaci zvadlé travy, tato
tichounkaé cesta, poznamenana jeho détskymi §lépéjemi, byla
najednou povysena nade viechen cas, stala se Cestou.

Cyril Nedoma uz neslysel kroky, slySel jen suméni vzduchu
prorazeného pohybem nescislnych postav, které letély nad
zemi nedotykajice se piidy; a kdyz se znenadéni ohlédl po své
matce, ztuhl tlekem, nebot se mu zdalo, Ze se mu zatim také
proménila v jednu z téch zahadnych postav bez vahy a beze
stinu, polotemnou, poloprisvitnou, Selestici tichym ironic-
kym smichem. ~

Vykfikl, a ackoli ten vykiik slySel jenom on sam, vySinuté
véci se ihned vratily do své obycejné polohy.

»+++Vi§, bylo to pod tou starou jabloni, co stala v dédeckové
zahradce u samého plotu,” fekla matka, dokoncujic jakési
vypravovani.

atka a syn na sebe ve tmé pohlédli a usmali se. ,, Tak se
pozname, az procitneme nadobro,” pomyslil si Cyril.

Nez se nadali, byli u brany a vstoupili do kostela. Ttpytil se
viecek stiibrem jinovatky a zdravé tvare venkovani, zalité
svétlem, neprozrazovaly nic ze své nedavné promény. Cyril
viak byl jesté vSecek pronikly vanutim nezemskych mist,
a kdyz od oltate zaznélo ,,Christus natus est nobis“, vhrkly mu do
oli slzy a srdcem mu projelo sladké ustknuti.
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