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Abstract

This BA thesis is focused on the translation of two short stories by V.S. Pritchett and their
stylistic analysis. The thesis consists of the practical and the teoretical part. The outcome of
the former is the side-by-side translation. The latter lays emphasis on differences between
Czech and English in terms of morpohology, lexicology and syntax and various problems and
the peculiarities one might come across while translating a longer text.
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Abstrakt

Tato bakalaiska prace se zabyva prekladem dvou povidek od V.S. Pritchetta a nasledné jejich
stylistickou analyzou. Prace se skladda z praktické a teoretické ¢asti. Prakticka cast je ve formé
piekladu, teoretickd se pak soustfedi zejména na rozdily mezi ¢eStinou a angli¢tinou, co se
tyCe morfologie, lexikologie a syntaxe, stejné¢ tak rtznych dalSich problémi a specifik, na
které mize prekladatel pti své praci narazit.
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2 Introduction

The principal reason for choosing translation for my bachelor thesis was to try for
once a serious work as a translator. I always believed it was a walk in a park, yet a friend of
mine, a professional translator, kept goading me into trying it myself. I accepted the challenge

and subsequently had to admit how terribly wrong I had been.

In terms of the choice of the book I was confined to those which had not yet been
translated. Provided that none of my favourite authors and pieces could be used, I had to dig

deeper.

Eventually, I found what I was looking for. I came across the short story “Sense of
Humour”, which 1 found both funny and thought-provoking, also slightly ironic, which I

always enjoy in a story.

Sir Victor Sawdon Pritchett (1900- 1997) was a British novelist, short-story writer and
a literary critic known throughout his long writing career for his ironic style and his lively

portraits of middle-class life.'

The thesis consists of a practical and a theoretical part. The latter is divided into three
parts and lays emphasis on differences between Czech and English in terms of morpohology,
lexicology and syntax and the various problems and peculiarities one might come across

while translating.

! Brittanica: V.S. Pritchett [online]. [cit. 2017-02-10]
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https://www.merriam-webster.com/dictionary/ironic

3 V.S.Prichett - Smysl pro humor

It started one Saturday. I was working new
ground and I decided I’d stay at the hotel
the week-end and put in an appearance at
church.

“All alone?” asked the girl in the cash
desk.

It had been raining since ten o'clock.

“Mr Good has gone,” she said. “And Mr
Straker. He usually stays with us. But he’s
gone.”

“That’s where they make their mistake,” I
said. “They think they know everything
because they’ve been on the road all their
lives.

“You’re a stranger here, aren’t you?” she
said.

“I am,” I said. “And so are you.”

“How do you know that?”

“Obvious,” I said. “Way you speak.”
“Let’s have a light,” she said.

“So’s I can see you,” I said.

That was how it started. The rain was
pouring down on to the glass roof of the
office.

She’d a cup of tea steaming on the register.
I said I’d have one, too. “What’s it going to
be and I'll tell them,” she said, but I said
just a cup of tea.

“I'm T.T.,” I said. “Too many soakers on

the road as it is.”

Zacalo to jednou v sobotu. Pracoval jsem
na néem novém a rozhodl se, ze ten
vikend zGstanu v hotelu a ukédzu se lidem
v kostele.

»Sam?“ zeptala se divka na recepci.

Prselo uz od deseti hodin.

»Pan Good odesel,* fekla. ,,A pan Straker
taky. Obvykle zlstava s nami. Ale ted’ uz
je pryc.«

»A to je chyba, prohlasil jsem. ,,Mysli si,
ze vi vSechno, protoZe jsou cely sviij zivot
na ceste.*

»\Nejste zdejsi, Ze ne?* zeptala se.
L»Nejsem,  odpovedél jsem. ,,Ani vy ne.
,,Jak to vite?*

»Je to ziejmé z toho, jak mluvite.*

,,Co kdybych rozsvitila®, nadhodila.

At na vas vidim®, ptitakal jsem.

A tak to zacalo. Lilo jako z konve a kapky
padaly na sklenénou stiechu recepce.

Na kase byl polozeny hrnek s varicim
¢ajem. Rekl jsem, Ze bych si taky $alek dal.
,Reknéte mi, co si k tomu date a ja pro to
poslu®, ale ja jsem pozadal jen o Caj.

,»Jsem abstinent. Uz takhle dost fidict

pije.”



I was staying there the week-end so as to
be sharp on the job on Monday morning.
What’s more it pays in these small towns
to turn up at church on Sundays,
Presbyterians in the morning, Methodists
in the evening. Say “Good morning” and
“Good evening” to them. “Ah” they say.
“Church-goer! Pleased to see that! T.T.,
too.” Makes them have a second look at
your lines in the morning. “Did you like
our service, Mister—er—er? "Humphrey’s
my name.” “Mr Humphrey.” See? It pays.
“Come into the office, Mr Humphrey,” she
said, bringing me a cup. “Listen to that
rain.”

I went inside.

“Sugar?” she said.

“Three,” 1 said. We settled to a very
pleasant chat. She told me all about herself,
and we got on next to families.

“My father was on the railway,” she said.
“"The engine gave a squeal” I said. “’The
driver took out his pocket-knife and
scraped him off the wheel.””

“That’s it,” she said. “And what is your
father's business? You said he had a
business.” “Undertaker,” I said.
“Undertaker?” she said.

“Why not?” 1 said. “Good business.
Seasonable like everything else. High class

undertaker,” I said.

Zustal jsem pres vikend, abych byl
v pond¢€li rano v praci ve formé. Navic se
v téchto malych méstech vyplati ukéazat se
vnedeli v kostele - Presbyteridni rano,
Metodisti vecer. Reknete jim ,, dobré rano*
a ,,dobry vecer”. Oni tfeknou ,,vefici! To
radi vidime! Také abstinent®. ,Libila se
vam naSe mSe, pane...?* [ Jmenuju se
Humphrey.“ ,Pan Humphrey. Vidite?
Vyplaci se to.

,»Pojd'te dovnitf, pane Humphrey*, pobidla
me¢ a nesla mi $alek. ,Poslouchejte ten
dést.

Vesel jsem.

,»Cukr? | Tti, odvétil jsem.

Dali jsme se do velmi pfijemného hovoru.
Rekla mi o sobé viechno a pak doslo na
rodiny.

,»M1Uj otec byl na draze*, vypravéla.
,Lokomotiva zapiskala®, pronesl jsem.
»trojviildce vytahl svij kapesni nozik a
oskrabal ho o kolo*.

,wPresné tak“, pokyvala. ,,A co dé¢la vas
otec? Rikal jste, ze mél byznys.“ ,Ma
pohiebni sluzbu.*

,,Pohfebni sluzbu?*

,Proc¢ ne? , Jako podnikani to neni Spatné.
Slusné jako cokoliv jiného. Je ve svém

oboru ttida.*



She was looking at me all the time
wondering what to say and suddenly she
went into fits of laughter.

“Undertaker,” she said, covering her face
with her hands and went on laughing.
“Here,' I said. “What’s up?”

“Undertaker!” she laughed and laughed.
Struck me as being a pretty thin joke.
“Don’t mind me,” she said. “I’m Irish.”
“Oh, I see,” I said. “That’s it, 1s it? Got a
sense of humour.”

Then the bell rang and a woman called out
“Muriel! Muriel!” and there was a motor
bike making a row at the front door.

“All right,” the girl called out. “Excuse me
a moment, Mr Humphrey,” she said.
“Don't think me rude. That’s my boyfriend.
He wants the bird turning up like this.”

She went out but there was her boyfriend
looking over the window ledge into the
office. He had come in. He had a cape on,
soaked with rain, and the rain was in beads
in his hair. It was fair hair. It stood up on
end. He’d been economizing on the
brilliantine. He didn’t wear a hat. He gave
me a look and I gave him a look. I didn’t
like the look of him. And he didn’t like the
look of me. A smell of oil and petrol and
rain and mackintosh came off him. He had
a big mouth with thick lips. They were
very red. I recognized him at once as the
son of the man who ran the Kounty

Garage.

Celou dobu se na m¢ divala a pfemyslela,
co fict, najednou se vSak dala do smichu.
,Pohiebak®, opakovala a zakryvala si
rukama rozesmaty oblice;.

,»No tak, co je?*

,,Pohfebak!* smala se dal a dal. PfiSlo mi
to jako slaby vtip.

»1o nic*, fekla kone¢né.“ ,Vzdyt jsem
Irka.*

»Ach tak. To je tim, zZe?*“ Mate smysl pro
humor.

V tom se rozeznél zvonek a néjakd zena
vyktikla ,Muriel! Muriel!* a pak se u
pfednich  dvefi srachotem objevila
motorka.

»No jo“, zahlaholila divka. ,,Omluvte mé
na moment, pane Humphrey.* , Neberte to
zle. To je maj pritel. Rad se zjevi zCista
jasna.*

Vysla ven, zatimco jeji ptitel se dival ptes
okenni fimsu a veSel dovnitf. M¢l na sobé
promocenou kapi a praminky vody mu
stékaly po vlasech. M¢l blond vlasy, na
koncich odstaté. Ocividné se nazil uSetfit
na kosmetice. Nemél klobouk. Podivali
jsme se na sebe. Nelibil se mi a ani j& jsem
se nelibil jemu. Byl znéj citit pach
benzinu, dest¢ a plasténky. Mél velkou
pusu a velmi Cervené, tlusté rty. Poznal
jsem ho hned jako syna muZe, jenZ vlastnil

garaz v Kounty.



I saw this chap when I put my car away.
The firm’s car. A lock-up, because of the
samples. Took me ten minutes to ram the
idea into his head. He looked as though
he’d never heard of samples. Slow—you
know the way they are in the provinces.
Slow on the job.

“Oh, Colin,” says she. “What do you
want?”

“Nothing,” the chap said. “I came in to see
you.”

“To see me?”

“Just to see you.”

“You came in this morning.”

“That’s right,” he said. He went red. “You
was busy,” he said.

“Well, I 'm busy now,” she said.

He bit his tongue, and licked his big lips
over and took a look at me. Then he started
grinning.

“I got the new bike, Muriel,” he said. “I‘ve
got it outside.”

“It’s just come down from the works,” he
said.

“The laddie wants you to look at his bike,”
I said. So she went out and had a look at it.
When she came back she had got rid of
him.

“Listen to that rain,” she said.

“Lord, I 'm fed up with this line,” she said.
“What line?” I said. “The hotel line?”
“Yes,” she said. “I 'm fed right up to the
back teeth with it.”

“And you've got good teeth,” I said.

Uvidél jsem toho chlapka, kdyz jsem
zaparkoval firemni auto do gardze. To
kvali vzorkiim. Trvalo to deset minut, nez
jsem mu tu mySlenku vtloukl do hlavy.
Vypadal, jako kdyby nikdy neslysel o
vzorcich. Pomalejsi — jak casto vidlaci
byvaji. Pomalu jim to pali.

,,Co tu chces, Coline?* zeptala se ho.

,Nic. PtiSel jsem se za tebou podivat.*
,,Podivat?*

,,Jen tak.*

,»V8ak jsi tu byl dneska rano.

,»10 jo,“ zaCervenal se. ,,M¢la jsi praci.*
»A mam jiited.”

Skousl jazyk, olizl si své velké rty a
podival se na m¢. Pak se zacal zubit.

»Mam tu novou motorku, Muriel.“ ,,Stoji
venku.*

,»Vezu jirovnou z dilny.*

»Mladej chce, aby ses podivala na jeho
motorku,* prohodil jsem. Tak vysla ven a
podivala se na ni.

Zbavila se ho a dovnitf se vratila sama.
,,Poslechnéte si ten dést’,* rekla.

»Boze, jak j& nesndSim tuhle praci,*
povzdychla si.

»Myslite tu v hotelu?*

»Ano. Mam toho fakt plny zuby*.

»A vy mate zuby dobré.*



”There’s not the class of person there used
to be in it,” she said. “All our family have
got good teeth.”

“Not the class?”

“I've been in it five years and there’s not
the same class at all. You never meet any
fellows.”

“Well,” said 1. If they’re like that half-wit
at the garage, they’re nothing to be struck
on. And you’ve met me”

I said it to her like that.

“Oh,” says she. “It isn't as bad as that yet.”
It was cold in the office. She used to sit all
day in her overcoat. She was a smart girl
with a big friendly chin and a second one
coming and her fore-head and nose were
covered with freckles. She had topper-
coloured hair too. She got her shoes
through the trade from Duke’s traveller
and her clothes, too, off the Hollenborough
mantle man. I told her I could do her better
stockings than the ones she'd got on. She
got a good reduction on everything.
Twenty-five or thirty-three and a third. She
had her expenses cut right back. I took her
to the pictures that night in the car. I made
Colin get the car out for me.

“That boy wanted me to go on the back of
his bike. On a night like this,” she said.
“Oh,” she said, when we got to the
pictures. “Two shillings’s too much. Let‘s
go into the one-and-sixes at the side and
we can nip across into the two-shillings

when the lights go down.”

,Lidi tu uz nemaji takovou uroven jako
diiv,” pokracovala. ,,VSichni v nasi rodiné
maji dobry chrup.*

»Nemaji uroven?*

Jsem tu uz 5 let a zdaleka to neni to, co
byvalo. Nikdy tady nepotkate Zzadné
chlapy.*

»No jo. Pokud jsou jako ten moula
z gardze, tak vazn€ za moc nestoji. Ale
zato jste potkala még.*

Takhle jsem ji to fekl.

»Neni to tak Spatné,* opacila.

V recepci byla zima. Celé dny sedéla ve
svéem zimniku. Byla to chytra divka
s velkou, vcelku milou bradou, pod kterou
se uz rysovala dalsi. Jeji ¢elo a nos byly
pokryty pihami. M¢la také rezavé vlasy.
Boty si ziejmé koupila od Duka a Saty
v textilu v Hollenborough. Rekl jsem ji, Ze
bych ji mohl sehnat lepsi puncochy nez ty,
které mé¢la. Ale vSechno ji ptipadalo malo
levné. M¢la piisny rozpocet. Vzal jsem ji
ten veCer autem do kina. Poslal jsem
Colina, aby mi ho pfipravil.

»len kluk chtél, abych snim jela na
motorce. Takhle v noci.*

Kdyz jsme dorazili do kina, nezdala se ji
cena vstupenek. ,.Dva S$ilinky jsou moc.
Pojd'me na mista za jeden Silink a Sest
penci a az zhasnou svétla, pfelezeme na

mista za dva Silinky.



“Fancy your father being an undertaker,”
she said in the middle of the show. And
she started laughing as she had laughed
before.

She had her head screwed on all right. She
said:

“Some girls have no price once the lights
go down.”

Every time I went to that town I took a box
of something. Samples, mostly, they didn't
cost me anything.

“Don't thank me,” I said. “Thank the firm.”
Every time I took her out I pulled the
blinds in the back seat of the car to hide the
samples. That chap Colin used to give us
oil and petrol. He used to give me a funny
look. Fishy sort of small eyes he’d got.
Always looking miserable. Then we would
go off. Sunday was her free day. Not that
driving’s any holiday for me. And, of
course, the firm paid. She used to take me
down to see her family for the day. Start in
the morning, and taking it you had dinner
and tea there, a day's outing cost us
nothing. Her father was something on the
railway, retired. He had a long stocking
somewhere, but her sister, the one that was
married, had had her share already.

He had a tumour after his wife died and
they just played upon the old man’s
feelings. It wasn't right. She wouldn't go
near her sister and I don’t blame her,

taking money like that.

»Ivlj otec je hrobnik, to je pékny,* fekla
uprostfed filmu a zacala se smat jako
pfedtim. Uméla pouzivat hlavu. ,Né&které
holky nemaji zddnou hrdost, kdyz zhasnou
svétla,” pronesla.

Pokazdé, kdyz jsem do mésta jel, vzal jsem
s sebou krabici né¢eho. VétSinou vzorku,
protoze mé nic nestaly.

»Nedekuj mné, dékuj firme.

Vzdycky, kdyz jsem ji vzal ven, zatahl
jsem zavésy vzadu v auté, abych zakryl
vzorky. Ten chlapek Colin ndm daval olej
a benzin. Dival se na mé vzdycky tak
zvlastné. M¢l takové malé rybi oci a
vzdycky vypadal hrozné. A pak jsme
vyrazili, sobota byl jeji volny den. Ne, Ze
bych si fizeni néjak wuzival, ale firma
samoziejm¢ platila. Bravala mé¢ k nim
domu. Pfijeli jsme rdno, a kdyz jsme si tam
dali 1 vecefi a Caj, den nds nic nestal. Jeji
otec dé¢lal néco na draze, nez odeSel do
dichodu. M¢l nékde ulité penize a jeji
sestra, ta vdana, zrovna tak.

Dostal nador, kdyz jeho Zena zemfela a
ona mu zahréla na city. To se ned¢la. Se
svou sestrou nechtéla nic mit a ja se ji

nedivim.



Just played upon the old man’s feelings.
Every time I was up there Colin used to
come in looking for her.

“Oh, Colin,” T used to say. “Done my car
yet?” He knew where he got off with me.
“No, now, I can't, Colin. I tell you I 'm
going out with Mr Humphrey,” she used to
say to him. I heard her.

“He keeps on badgering me,” she said to
me.

“You leave him to me,” I said.

“No, he’s all right,” she said.

“You let me know if there’s any trouble
with Colin,” I said. “Seems to be a harum-
scarum sort of half-wit to me,” I said.

“And he spends every penny he makes,”
she said.

Well, we know that sort of thing is all right
while it lasts, I told her, but the trouble is
that it doesn't last.

We were always meeting Colin on the
road. I took no notice of it first of all and
then I grew suspicious and awkward at
always meeting him. He had a new motor
bicycle. It was an Indian, a scarlet thing
that he used to fly over the moor with, flat
out. Muriel and I used to go out over the
moor to Ingley Wood in the firm's Morris
— I ' had a customer out that way.

“May as well do a bit of business while
you’re about it” I said.

“About what?” she said.

“Ah ha!” I said.

“That’s what Colin wants to know,” I said.

Takhle pfijit k penéziim — zahrat na city
starému muzi.

Pokazdé, kdyz jsem tam byl, Colin pfiSel a
shanél se po ni.

,»Coline, uzZ mas hotové moje auto?* ptal
jsem se. Vedél, jak to mezi sebou mame.
»led ne Coline. Jdu ven spanem
Humphreym®, fikala mu casto.

,Neda mi pokoj*, povzdychla si.
,Postaram se o n&j*, odvetil jsem.

»\Ne, to je v poradku.*

»Dej] mi védét, kdyby s nim byly néjaké
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potize* ,Plsobi na mé jako potrhlej
trouba.*

»A on utrati kazdej halif, co vyd¢la,*
piihodila.

To zname, pokud je penéz dost, je vSe
v poradku, jenze ony nevydrzi.

Colina jsme vzdycky cestou potkavali.
Nejdiiv jsem si toho nevS§imal, ale casem
mi ptiSlo podezielé ho potad potkavat. M¢l
novou motorku. Byl to Indidn, pé&kné
¢erveny. Doslova s nim lital po viesovisti.
S Muriel jsme pies viesovisté jezdivali do
Ingley Wood firemnim Morrisem — mél
jsem tim smérem zakaznika.

,»Bych mohl klidné¢ udélat néjakej obchod,
kdyz jsme u toho,* prohodil jsem.

,»U ¢eho?*

,,Jo tak!“ svitlo mi.

,,J 0 chce Colin veédeét.*



Sure enough, coming back we’d hear him
popping and backfiring close behind us,
and I put out my hand to stop him and keep
him following us, biting our dirt.

“I see his little game,” 1 said. “Following
us.”

So I saw to it that he did follow. We could
hear him banging away behind us and the
traffic is thick on the Ingley road in the
afternoon.

“Oh, let him pass,” Muriel said. “I can't
stand those dirty things banging in my
ears.”

I waved him on and past he flew with his
scarf flying out, blazing red, into the
traffic. “We’re doing 58 ourselves,” she
said, leaning across to look.

“Powerful buses those,” I said. “Any fool
can do it if he’s got the power. Watch me
step on it.”

But we did not catch Colin. Half an hour
later he passed us coming back. Cut right
in between us and a lorry—I had to brake
hard. I damn nearly killed him. His ears
were red with the wind. He didn’t wear a
hat. I got after him as soon as I could but I
couldn’t touch him.

Nearly every week-end I was in that town
seeing my girl, that fellow was hanging
around. He came into the bar on Saturday
nights, he poked his head into the office on
Sunday mornings. It was a sure bet that if
we went out in the car he would pass us on

the road.
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Samoziejme, ze kdyz jsme jeli zpatky,
slyseli jsme, jak mu bubld motor kousek za
nami. Pokynul jsem rukou, abych ho
zastavil a nechal ho v zavésu polykat
prach.

,Vidim, co tady zkous$i. Sledovat nés.*
Takze jsem si dal zalezet, aby jel skutec¢né
Za nami.

Slyseli jsme ho, jak si to pali za nami, a to
je odpoledne na silnici do Ingley provoz
husty.

,No tak, nech ho projet,” nal¢hala Muriel.
,Nemuzu ten rachot snést.*

Mavl jsem na néj a on prolétl kolem nas,
jeho Cervena §ala ptitom plala a zatila.
»dami jedeme pres devadesat,” fekla a
naklanéla se, aby se podivala.

»Jsou to pofadny rachotiny.“ ,,;To svede
kazdy blazen, pokud ma dost pary. Koukni,
jak na to Slapnu.*

Ale nedohnali jsme ho. Za ptl hodiny nas
mijel, kdyz jsme se vraceli. Vjel pfimo
mezi nas a naklad’ak — musel jsem prudce
zabrzdit. Malem jsem ho zabil. USi mél
cervené od vétru. Nemél cepici. Rozjel
jsem se za nim, co to jen dalo, ale nemohl
jsem ho dohonit.

Skoro kazdy vikend jsem byl ve mésté za
svoji holkou a ten ¢lovek byl potad pobliz.
O sobotnich vecerech pfiSel do baru,
v nedé€li rano zase strcil hlavu do recepce.
Bylo jasné, ze kdybychom si vyjeli autem,

on by nas mijel na silnici.



Every time we would hear that scarlet
thing roar by like a horse-stinger. It didn't
matter where we were. He passed us on the
main road, he met us down the side roads.
There was a little cliff under oak-trees at
May Ponds, she said, where the view was
pretty. And there, soon after we got there,
was Colin on the other side of the water,
watching us. Once we found him sitting on
his bike, just as though he were waiting for
us.

“You been here in a car ?” [ said.

“No, motor bike,” she said and blushed.
“Cars can’t follow in these tracks.”

She knew a lot of places in that country.
Some of the roads weren’t roads at all and
were bad for tyres and I didn’t want the
firm’s car scratched by bushes, but you
would have thought Colin could read what
was in her mind. For nine times out of ten
he was there. It got on my nerves. It was a
red, roaring, powerful thing and he opened
it full out.

“I’'m going to speak to Colin,” I said. “I
won't have him annoying you.”

“He’s not annoying me,” she said. “I’ve
got a sense of humour.”

“Here, Colin,” I said one evening when I
put the car away. “What’s the idea?”
He was taking off his overalls. He
pretended he did not know what I was

talking about.
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Pokazdé jsme slySeli hukot té ¢ervené véci,
jak uhani kolem jako koniské zihadlo.
Potkaval nas jak na hlavnich tazich, tak na
vedlejsich silnicich.

Pod duby v May Ponds byl maly utes, kde
byl podle ni krasny vyhled. A tam, hned
jak jsme se tam dostali, byl na druh¢ strané
vody Colin a sledoval nas. Jednou jsme ho
nasli, jak sedi na své motorce, jako kdyby
na nas cekal.

,,BYyll jste tu autem?* ptal jsem se.

,»V auté ne, na motorce,” odpoveédéla a
zacervenala se. ,,Autem se po téhle cesté
neda.*

Znala v krajiné hodné€ mist. Né&kter¢ silnice
se ani nedaly silnicemi nazvat a byly
Spatné pro pneumatiky. Nechtél jsem, aby
se firemni auto odielo o kiovi. Zdalo se, ze
Colin cetl jeji myslenky. V deviti
piipadech z deseti tam byl. Lezlo mi to na
nervy. Vzdycky tu Cervenou fvouci véc
rozpalil naplno.

LwPromluvim si s Colinem,” rozhodl jsem
se. ,,Nenechdm ho, aby t& otravoval.*
»Neotravuje me. ,,Mam smysl pro humor.*
»Hele, Coline,” oslovil jsem ho jednoho
veCera, kdyZ jsem odstavil auto. ,,0 co tu
jde?*

Sundaval si zrovna overal. D¢lal, jako Ze

nevi, o ¢em je fec.



He had a way of rolling his eyeballs, as if
they had got wet and loose in his head,
while he was speaking to me and you
never knew if it was sweat or oil on his
face. It was always pale, with high colour
on his cheeks and very red lips.

“Miss

followed,” I said.

MacFarlane doesn’t like being
He dropped his jaw and gaped at me. |
could not tell whether he was being very
surprised or very sly. I used to call him
“Marbles” because when he spoke he
seemed to have a lot of marbles in his
mouth.

Then he said he never went to the places
we went to, except by accident. He wasn’t
following wus, he said, but we were
following him. We never let him alone, he
said. Everywhere he went, he said, we
were there. Take last Saturday, he said, we
were following him for miles down the by-
pass, he said.

“But you passed us first and then sat down
in front,” I said. “I went to Ingley Wood,”
he said. “And you followed me there.”
“No, we didn’t,” I said, “Miss MacFarlane
decided to go there.”

He said he did not want to complain but
fair was fair. “I suppose you know,” he
said, “that you have taken my girl off me.
Well, you can leave me alone, can't you?
“Here,” I said. “One minute! Not so fast!
'Miss MacFarlane

You said I’ve taken

from you.
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Koulel tak zvlastné ocima, jako kdyby
zvlhly a uvolnily se mu v hlavé¢, zatimco na
mé mluvil a ja& nevédél, jestli mél na tvari
pot nebo olej. Byl bledy, na tvarich ve
svétlejsich barvach a rty velmi Cervené.
»Slecna MacFarlanova nema rada, kdyz ji
n¢kdo sleduje, ekl jsem.

Spadla mu celist a ziral na mé. Nevédél
jsem, jestli je tak piekvapeny, nebo jen
mazany. Rikal jsem mu Kuli¢ka, protoze
kdyz mluvil, zdalo se, ze ma pusu plnou
kulicek.

Pak tekl, ze nikdy schvalné nejezdil na
mista, kam jsme jezdili my, snad jen
ndhodou. Nesledoval on nés, nybrZz my
jeho. Nedali jsme mu pokoj. Kamkoli se
hnul, byli jsme tam. Jako tfeba minulou
sobotu, kdy jsme ho pry sledovali celé¢ mile
po obchvatu. ,,Ale ty jsi nds ptedjel prvni a
pak se usadil pfed nami,*“ nedal jsem se.
»Jel jsem do Ingley Wood, hgjil se. ,,A vy
jste me tam sledovali.“ ,,Ne, nesledovali.*
,»10 byl napad slecny MacFarlanové zajet
si tam.*

Rekl, Ze si nechtél stézovat, ale Ze teda
narovinu. ,,PoCitdm, ze vite, Ze jste mi
sebral holku. Prost¢ mé& nemiizete nechat
na pokoji, Ze jo?*

,»Lak moment,* ohradil jsem se. ,,Vtefinku!
Ne tak rychle! Rekl jsi, Ze jsem ti sebral

sle¢nu MacFarlaneovou.



Well, she was never your girl. She only
knew you in a friendly way.”

“She was my girl,” was all he said.

He was pouring oil into my engine. He had
some cotton wool in one hand and the can
in the other. He wiped up the green oil that
had overflowed, screwed on the cap, pulled
down the bonnet and whistled to himself. 1
went back to Muriel and told her what
Colin had said.

“I don't like trouble,” I said.

“Don't you worry,” she said. “I had to have
someone to go to all these places with
before you came.

Couldn't stick in here all day Sunday.”
“Ah,” I said. 'That’s it, is it? You’ve been
to all these places with him?

“Yes,” she said. And he keeps on going to
them. He’s sloppy about me.”

“Good God,” I said. “Sentimental
memories”

I felt sorry for that fellow. He knew it was
hopeless, but be loved her. I suppose he
couldn’t help himself. “Well, it takes all
sorts to make a world”, as my old mother
used to say. If we were all alike it wouldn't
do. Some men can’t save money. It just
runs through their fingers. He couldn’t
save money so he lost her. I suppose all he
thought of was love.

I could have been friends with that fellow.
As it was I put a lot of business his way. I
didn’t want him to get the wrong idea

about me. We’re all human after all.
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Vis, ona nikdy nebyla tvoje holka. M4 té
jen jako kamarada.*

,»Byla moje holka,* uzavrel.

Lil mi zrovna olej do auta. M¢él v jedné
ruce n¢jakou vatu a ve druhé plechovku.
Uttel zeleny olej, ktery pretekl, zazatkoval
nadrz, stahl kapotu a piskal si. Sel jsem za
Muriel a fekl ji, co tikal Colin.

,Nechci potize,* fekl jsem.

»Nem¢j strach. Pottebovala jsem pfeci
nékoho, s kym bych na vSechna ta mista
chodila, nez jsi ptiSel ty. Nemohla jsem byt
celou nedé¢li zaviena tady.*

»Aha, tak takhle je to. To jsi byla na vSech
téch mistech s nim?*

»Ano,” odpovédéla. ,,A on na né potad
chodi. Potad na mé mysli.

,»Proboha. Sentimentalni vzpominky.*

Bylo mi toho ¢lovéka lito. VEédel, ze to je
beznadéjné, ale miloval ji. Asi si nemohl
pomoct. ,,Kazdy jsme néjaky, jak by fekla
moje stard matka.
Kdybychom byli vSichni stejni,
nefungovalo by to. Néktefi muzi neumi
hospodafit, penize jim teCou mezi prsty.
On to neumél, tak o ni pfiSel. Asi myslel
jen na lasku. Mohli jsme byt nakonec i
kamaradi. Celkové vzato jsem mu
dohazoval kSefty. Nechtél jsem, aby si to

Spatné vylozil. Jsme nakonec prece lidi.



We didn’t have any more trouble with
Colin after this until Bank Holiday. I was
going to take her down to see my family.
The old man’s getting a bit past it now and
has given up living over the shop. He’s
living out on the Barnum Road, beyond the
tram stop. We were going down in the
firm's car, as per usual, but something went
wrong with the mag, and Colin had not got
it right for the holiday. I was wild about
this. What’s the use of a garage who can't
do a rush job for the holidays! What’s the
use of being an old customer if they’re
going to let you down! I went for Colin
bald-headed.

“You knew I wanted it,” I said. “It’s no use
trying to put me off with a tale about the
stuff not coming down from the works.
I’ve heard that one before.”

I told him he’d got to let me have another
car, because he’d let me down. I told him I
wouldn’t pay his account. I said I’d take
my business away from him. But there
wasn’t a car to be had in the town because
of the holiday. I could have knocked the
fellow down. After the way I‘d sent
business to him.

“Then I saw through his little game. He
knew Muriel and I were going to my
people and he had done this to stop it. The
moment I saw this I let him know that it
would take more than him to stop me

doing what I wanted.

14

S Colinem jsme potom az do svatkd neméli
problém. Chystal jsem se ji vzit k naSim
domi. Téata se chtél pohnout z mista a uz
nebydli Ted

nad obchodem. zije

v Barnumové ulici za tramvajovou
zastdvkou. Chtél jsem tam jet firemnim
autem jako obycejné, ale cosi se na ném
pokazilo a Colin ho na svatky nedal do
pofadku. To me vytoc¢ilo. Co to je za
mechanika, kdyZ se nedokdze na svatky
potfadné postarat o auto. K ¢emu mi je, Ze
jsem stary znamy zdkaznik, kdyz mé
nechaji na holi¢kach. Sel jsem za Colinem
pekné nakrknuty.
»Vedel jsi, ze to chci mit hotové.
Nevykladej mi pohadky o tom, jak nepiisly
soucastky, to uz jsem slysel.*

Rekl jsem mu, at mi seZene jiné auto,
protoze me zklamal, Zze mu to nezaplatim, a
ze jsem s nim skoncil. JenZe auto nebylo
k sehnani, protoze byly svatky. M¢l jsem
chut’ mu jednu vrazit. Presto, kdyz jsme se
vratili, dal jsem auto zase k nému.

A pak mi to doslo. Védél, Ze s Muriel
jedeme k naSim a tohle udélal, aby tomu
zabranil. Kdyz jsem to zjistil, fekl jsem

mu, ze mi nezabrani délat to, co chci.



I said:

“Right. 1 shall take the amount of Miss
MacFarlane's train fare and my own from
the account at the end of the month.”

I said:

“You may run a garage, but you don't run
the railway service.”

I was damned angry going by train. I felt
quite lost on the railway after having a car.
It was crowded with trippers too. It was
slow—stopping at all the stations. The
people come in, they tread all over your
feet, they make you squeeze up till you’re
crammed against the window, and the
women stick out their elbows and fidget.
And then the expense! A return for two
runs you into just over a couple of quid. I
could have murdered Colin.

We got there at last. We walked up from
the tram stop. Mother was at the window
and let us in.

“This is Miss MacFarlane,” I said.

And mother said:

“Oh, pleased to meet you. We 'ye heard a
lot about you.”

“Oh,” mother said to me, giving me a kiss,
“are you tired? You haven’t had your tea,
have you? Sit down. Have this chair, dear.
It’s more comfortable.”

“Well, my boy?” my father said.

“Want a wash?” my father said. “We’ve
got a wash basin downstairs,” he said. “I
used not to mind about washing upstairs

before. Now I couldn't do without it.

Rekl jsem:

,,Dobra. Strhnu ti z u¢tu na konci mésice
to, co jsme kvuli tobé museli se slecnou
MacFarlaneovou zaplatit za listek na vlak*
Rekl jsem:

,»,Mas mozna garaz, ale nemas zeleznici.*
P&kné mé Stvalo jet vlakem. Co jsem jezdil
autem, na Zeleznici jsem se citil ztraceny,
vlak byl navic nabity vyletniky. Jede se
dlouho, vlak vsSude stavi. Lidi vlezou
dovnitf, poSlapou vam nohy, musite se
namacknout aZ koknu, Zeny vystrkuji
lokty a oSivaji se. A ty naklady! Zpatecni
jizdenka véas vyjde na par liber. Myslel
jsem, ze Colina zabiju.

Nakonec jsme se dostali na misto, od
tramvajové zastavky jsme pak Sli pésky.
Matka stala v okné a §la ndm oteviit.

»10 je slecna MacFarlanova,* ptedstavil
jsem ji.

»Rada vas poznavam, hodné jsme o vas
slySeli,* vitala ji matka.

»Jsi unaveny?“ zeptala se m¢ matka a
polibila m& na pfivitanou. ,,D4S si ¢aj?
Posad se na tuhle zidli, drahy, je
pohodInéjsi.«

,»Lak co, kluku muj?* zahlaholil otec.
»Nechce$ se umyt? Mame dole umyvadlo.
Diiv by mé ani nenapadlo se myt nahofe,

ted’ bych se bez toho neobesel.



Funny how your ideas change as you get
older.”

“How’s business?” he said.

“Mustn’t grumble,” I said. “How’s yours?”
“You knew,” he said, “we took off the
horses: except for one or two of the older
families we have got motors now.”

But he’d told me that the last time 1 was
there. I’d be at him for years about motor
hearses.

“You’ve forgotten I used to drive them,” I
said.

“Bless me, so you did,” he said.

He took me up to my room. He showed me
everything he had done to the house.
“Your mother likes it,” he said. “The
traffic’s company for her. You know what
your mother is for company.”

Then he gives me a funny look.

“Who’s the girl?” he says.

My mother came in then and said:

“She‘s pretty, Arthur.”

“Of course she’s pretty,” I said. “She’s
Irish.”

“Oh,” said the old man. “Irish! Got a sense
of humour, eh?”

“She wouldn't be marrying me if she
hadn't,” 1 said. And then I gave them a
look.

“Marrying her, did you say?” exclaimed
my father.

“Any objection?” I said.
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Zajimave, jak se Clovek s 1éty méni.*

,Jak jde byznys?* zeptal se.

»Nemuzu si stézovat,” odvétil jsem. ,,Co u
tebe?*

»V8ak vi§, zbavili jsme se koni, krom téch
par starSich. Misto nich ted jedeme na
motor.*

O tom uZ mi ale tikal posledné, kdyZ jsem
u nich byl. Pfemlouval jsem ho uz léta, aby
presel na motorové brycky.

»Zapomnél jsi, Ze jsem je preci fidil.*

,»NO jo, pravda.

Vzal mé do mého pokoje. Ukdzal mi
vSechny zmény v domé. ,,Tvé matce se to
libi. Ma rada, kdyz se néco d¢je. Vis, ze
potiebuje rozptyleni.*

Pak se na mé zvlastné podival.
,Kdo je ta holka?* zeptal se.
Matka veSla a pronesla:

Arture.*

,Je krasna,

»Jasné, ze je krasna, je to Irka,* fekl jsem.
»Jo tak Irka! Tak to ma smysl pro humor,
ze?* poznamenal otec.

,»Kdyby neméla, nebrala by si mé,* tekl
jsem a podival jsem se pro zménu zv1astné
j& na né.

,»Brat si ji, jsi fekl?* vyhrkl mtj otec.

»NE&jaké namitky?*



“Now, Ernest dear,” said my mother.
“Leave the boy alone. Come down while I
pop the kettle on.”

She was terribly excited.

“Miss MacFarlane,” the old man said.

“No sugar, thank you, Mrs Humphrey. I
beg your pardon, Mr Humphrey?”

“The Glen Hotel at Swansea, I don’t
suppose you know that?”” my father said.

“I wondered if you did being in the
catering line”

“It doesn't follow she knows every hotel,”
my mother said.

“Forty years ago,” the old man said, “I was
staying at the Glen in Swansea and the
head watiter...

“Oh, no, not that one. I'm sure Miss
MacFarlane doesn’t want to hear that one,”
my mother said.

“How's  business with  you, Mr
Humphrey?” said Muriel. “We passed a
large cemetery near the station.”

“Dad's Ledger,” I said.

“The whole business has changed so that
you wouldn’t know it, in my lifetime,” said
my father.

“Silver fittings have gone clean out.
Everyone wants simplicity nowadays.
Restraint. Dignity,” my father said.

“Prices did it,” my father said.

“The war,” he said.

“You couldn't get the wood,” he said.
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»No tak, Erneste, nech kluka byt. Pojd’
dolu, dam vafit vodu.*

Byla velmi nadSena.

,.Sleéno MacFarlanova,* fekl tata.

»Bez cukru, dékuji, pani Humphreyova.
Ano prosim, pane Humphrey?*

,Hotel Glen ve Swansea. Nepocitam, ze
byste ho znala,* odtusil otec.

»Zajimalo by mé&, jestli jste tam byla
v kuchyni.*

,»Nezna prece kazdy hotel, fekla matka.
,»Pred Ctyficeti lety jsem byl ubytovany
v hotelu Glen ve Swansea a vrchni...*
,»Ale ne, ne tenhle,” fekla matka. ,,SleCna
MacFarlanova urcité nechce slySet tenhle
pribeh.*

~Jak se vam dafi pracovné?“ ptala se
Muriel. ,,Sli jsme kolem velkého hibitova.
,» 10 je tatovo vysveédceni,* fekl jsem.

»Ale obchody se zménily tak, Ze bych si to
nikdy nepomyslel,* fekl otec.

,»tfibrné zdobeni uz je mimo. Dneska
vSichni chtéji jednoduchost. Zdrzenlivost.
Distojnost,* vysvétloval otec.

,»Za to miZou ceny a valka. Nebylo difevo.



“Take ordinary mahogany, just an ordinary
piece of mahogany. Or teak,” he said.
“Take teak. Or walnut.”

You can certainly see the world go by in
this room,” I said to my mother.

“It never stops,” she said.

Now it was all bicycles over the new
concrete road from the gun factory. Then
traction engines and cars. They came up
over the hill where the A.A. man stands
and choked around the tram stop. It was
mostly holiday traffic. Everything with a
wheel on it was out.

“On this stretch,” my father told me, “they
get three accidents a week.” There was an
ambulance station at the cross-roads.

We had hardly finished talking about this,
in fact the old man was still saying that
something ought to be done, when the
telephone rang.

“Name of MacFarlane?” the voice said on
the wire.

“No. Humphrey,” my father said. “There is
a Miss MacFarlane here.”

“There’s a man named Colin Mitchell
lying seriously injured in an accident at the
Cottage Hospital, gave me the name of
MacFarlane as his nearest relative.”

That was the police. On to it at once. That
fellow Colin had followed us down by
road.

Cry, I never heard a girl cry, as Muriel
cried, when we came back from the

hospital. He had died in the ambulance.
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Vezméte tieba mahagon, obycejny kus
mahagonu. Nebo teak. Co takovy teak.
Nebo ofech.*

,,Clovék v tomhle pokoji vidi, jak jde ¢as,*
ekl jsem matce.

,Nikdy se nezastavi, ptitakala.

Ted tu bylo plno motorek na nové
betonové silnici vedouci ztovarny na
zbrané. Taky auta a lokomobily. Jezdily za
kopec, kde agititor zanonymnich
alkoholikl stoji a pokaslava u tramvajové
zastavky. Provoz byl spi§ prazdninovy.
Vsechno, co mélo kolo, bylo pryc.

»Kdyz jsme u toho,”“ pokracoval otec,
,mame tu tfi nehody za tyden.“ Byla tam
sanitka.

Jesté jsme ani nedokonCili tohle téma,
vlastné otec porad mluvil o tom, Ze by se
stim néco mélo udélat, kdyz zazvonil
telefon.

,MacFarlanovi?* ekl hlas v telefonu.

»Ne, Humphreyovi,* odpovédél mij otec.
»Ale je tu sle¢na MacFarlanova.*

»lady vnemocnici v Cottage lezi muZz

jménem Colin Mitchell, ktery se tézce

zranil pfi  nehodé. Uvedl jméno
MacFarlane jako svého nejblizsiho
ptibuzného.*

Volala policie. Hned jsem mél jasno. Colin
nas sledoval po silnici.

Nikdy jsem neslySel divku tak plakat jako
Z nemocnice.

ji, kdyz jsme se wvratili

Zemrel pfi pfevozu.



Cutting in, the old game he used to play on
me. Clean off the saddle and under the
Birmingham bus. The blood was
everywhere, they said. People were still
looking at it when we went by. Head on.
What a mess! Don’t let’s talk about it.

She wanted to see him but they said “No.”
There wasn’t anything recognizable to see.
She put her arms round my neck and cried
“Colin. Colin,” as if I were Colin, and
clung to me. I was feeling sick myself. 1
held her tight and I kissed her and I
thought, “Holiday ruined.”

“Damn fool man,” I thought. “Poor devil,”
I thought.

I knew he’d do something like this.”
“There, there,” I said to her. Don’t think
about Colin.”

Didn’t she love me, I said, and not Colin?
Hadn’t she got me? She said, yes, she had.
And she loved me. But, “Oh, Colin Oh,
Colin!” she cried. “And Colin’s mother,”
she cried. “Oh, it’s terrible.” She cried and
cried.

We put her to bed and I sat with her and
my mother kept coming in.

“Leave her to me,” I said. “I understand
her.”

Before they went to bed they both came in
and looked at her. She lay sobbing with her
head in the pillow.

I could quite understand her being upset.
Colin was a decent fellow. He was always

doing things for her.

19

Predjizdél, jako mé tenkrat. Vyletél ze
sedla pfimo pod birminghamsky autobus.
Pry byla vSude krev. Lidi se na to jesté
potad divali, kdyz jsme $li kolem. Hlavou
napted. Hrozné spoust’! Nemluvme o tom.
Chtéla ho wvidét, ale nepustili ji tam.
Nebylo vlastné nic k vidéni. Chytila mé
kolem krku a wvykfikla ,,Coline, Coline,*
jako kdybych ja byl byl Colin a pftitiskla se
ke mné. I mné bylo zle. DrZel jsem ji
pevné, polibil ji a fikal si — ,,prazdniny jsou
v haji.*

,Zatraceny blazen! Chudak!,* fikal jsem si.
»Vedela jsem, Ze udela néco takového.
»Ale no tak, nemysli na néj.*

Nemilovala snad mé a ne Colina? Neméla
mé&? Rekla, 7e ano, méla, a milovala mé.
Ale kficela ,,Coline, Coline! A Colinova
matko!* ,,To je hrozné.* Plakala a plakala.
Ulozili jsme ji do postele a sedl jsem si
k ni. Matka stéle chodila dovnitf.

»Nech mé tu sni, ja ji rozumim,*“ ftekl
jsem.

Nez §li spat, prisli se na ni oba podivat.
Lezela s hlavou v polstéfi a vzlykala.
Celkem jsem rozumél, pro¢ je tak
zkrou$end. Colin byl sluny kluk. Vzdycky

ji pomahal s riznymi vécmi.



He mended her electric lamp and he
riveted the stem of a wine-glass so that you
couldn’t see the break. He used to make
things for her. He was very good with his
hands.

She lay on her side with her face burning
and feverish with misery and crying,
scalded by the salt, and her lips shrivelled
up. I put my arm under her neck and I
stroked her forehead. She groaned.
Sometimes she shivered and sometimes
she clung to me, crying, “Oh, Colin!
Colin!”

My arm ached with the cramp and I had a
crick in my back, sitting in the awkward
way | was on the bed. It was late. There
was nothing to do but to ache and sit
watching her and thinking. It is funny the
way your mind drifts. When I was kissing
her and watching her I was thinking out
who I’d show our new autumn ran to first.
Her hand held my wrist tight and when I
kissed her I got her tears on my lips. They
burned and stung. Her neck and shoulders
were soft and I could feel her breath hot
out of her nostrils on the back of my hand.
Ever noticed how hot a woman’s breath
gets when she’s crying? I drew out my
hand and lay down beside her and “Oh,

Colin, Colin,” she sobbed, turning over and

clinging to me.
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Spravil ji elektrickou lampu a zanytoval
nohu od sklenicky na vino, aby nebyla
vidét prasklina. Délaval pro ni dost véci.
Na ruce byl Sikovny.

Lezela na boku, oblicej ji hotel pla¢em a
zoufalstvim, opafeny soli. Jeji rty byly
seschlé. Polozil jsem ji ruku pod krk a
pohladil ji po cele. Zasténala. Tu a tam se
zatfasla, nékdy se ke mné primkla a kticela
,,Coline, Coline!*

Vruce jsem mél kieCe a stené tak
v zadech, jak jsem sedél na posteli
v nepiirozené poloze. Bylo pozdé. Nedalo
se de¢lat nic jiného, nez Muriel sledovat
vjejim smutku a premyslet. Je zajimavé,
jak Cloveku Iétaji myslenky. Kdyz jsem ji
libal a sledoval ji, tfikal jsem si, komu
prvnimu ukazu na$ podzimni sortiment.
Drzela mé pevné za zapésti, a kdyz jsem ji
polibil, m¢l jsem na rtech jeji slzy. Palily a
Stipaly. Jeji krk a ramena byly hebké a citil
jsem jeji horky dech na hibetu ruky.
Vsimli jste si nékdy, jak je zensky dech
horky, kdyz place? Vytahl jsem ruku zpod
ni a lehl si vedle. Vzlykala ,,Coline,

Coline,* otocila se ke mné a ptimkla se.



And so I lay there, listening to the traffic,

staring at the ceiling and shivering
whenever the picture of Colin shooting
right off that damned red thing into the bus
came into my mind—until I did not hear
the traffic any more, or see the ceiling any
more, or think any more, but a change
happened—I don’t know when. This Colin
thing seemed to have knocked the bottom
out of everything and I had funny feeling
we were going down and down and down
in a lift. And the further we went the hotter
and softer she got. Perhaps it was when I
found with my hands that she had very big
breasts. But it was like being on the mail
steamer and feeling engines start up under
your feet, thumping louder and louder.
You can feel it in every vein of your body.
Her mouth opened and her tears dried. Her
breath came through her open mouth and
her voice was blind and husky. “Colin,
Colin, Colin,” she said, and her fingers
were hooked into me. I got out and turned
the key in the door.

In the morning I left her sleeping. It did not
matter to me what my father might have
heard in the night, but still I wondered. She
would hardly let me touch her before that. I
told her I was sorry but she shut me up. I
was afraid of her. I was afraid of
mentioning Colin. I wanted to go out of the
house there and then and tell someone

everything. Did she love Colin all the
time? Did she think I was Colin?
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Tak jsem tam tak lezel. Poslouchal jsem
hluk dopravy, civél na strop a otféasl se
kdykoliv mi na mysl pfiSel obraz Colina,
jak sleti z té zatracené Cervené véci pfimo
pod autobus. Pak uz jsem neslySel auta
venku, ani nevid¢l strop, ani nemyslel
Nevim kdy, ale stala se zména. Tahle véc
s Colinem vSechno zhatila a ja mél zvlastni
pocit, Ze jedeme doli vytahem. Cim vice
jsme klesali, tim rozvasnénéjsi byla.
Pohmatem jsem zjistil, Ze ma velmi velka
prsa. Bylo to jako bych byl na poStovnim
parniku, jako by motory startovaly pod
vaSima nohama, buSici hlasitéji a hlasitéji,
je to citit v kazdé zile vaseho téla. Oteviela
usta a jeji slzy uschly. Dychala otevienou
pusou a jeji hlas byl slepy a chraplavy.
,»Coline, Coline,” ftekla a prsty mé
kiecCovité svirala. Vstal jsem a otocil klic
v zamku.

Rano jsem odesel, kdyz spala. Nezalezelo
mi na tom, co mohl otec v noci slyset, ale
vrtalo mi hlavou, pro¢ mé¢ predtim skoro
nenechala na sebe sahnout. Rekl jsem ji, Ze
se omlouvam, ale umlcela mé. M¢l jsem
zni strach, mél jsem strach zminit se o
Colinovi. Chtél jsem vyjit z toho domu a
fict nékomu o tom vSem. Milovala snad
celou dobu Colina? Myslela si, Ze ja jsem

Colin?



And every time I thought of that poor devil
covered over with a white sheet in the
hospital mortuary, a kind of picture of her
and me under the sheets with love came
into my mind. I couldn’t separate a two
Just as though it had all come from Colin.
I’d rather not talk any more about that. I
never talked to Muriel about it. I waited for
her to say something but she didn’t. She
didn’t say a word.

The next day was a bad day. It was grey
and hot and the air smelled of oil fumes
from the road. There’s always a mess to
clear up when things like this happen. I had
to see to it. I had the job of ringing up the
boy’s mother. But I got round that, thank
God, by ringing up the garage and getting
them to go round and see the old lady. My
father is useless when things are like this. I
was the whole morning on the phone: to
the hospital, the police, the coroner—and
he stood fussing beside me, jerking up and
down like a fat india-rubber ball. I found
my mother was up at the sink and she said:
“That poor boy’s mother! 1 can’t stop
thinking of her.” Then my father comes in
and says—just as though [ was a customer:
“Of course if Mrs Mitchell desires it we
can have the remains of the deceased
conveyed to his house by one of our new
specially sprung motor hearses and can, if
the  funeral

necessary, make all

arrangements.”
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A pokazdé, kdyz jsem pomyslel na toho
chuddka ptikrytého bilym prostéradlem
v marnici, jakysi obraz plny lasky, kde
jsme ja a ona pod prostéradlem, mi vytanul
na mysli. Nemohl jsem ty dvé véci oddélit.
Jako kdyby to vSechno pochazelo od
Colina.

Pted ni uz jsem se o tom nezminil, radsi
jsem o tom nechtél mluvit. Cekal jsem, az
o tom zaCne sama, ale nezacCala, ani
slavkem.

Dalsi den za moc nestal. Bylo zatazeno,
horko a ve vzduchu byl citit pach zplodin
ze silnic. KdyZ se néco takového stane,
vzdycky je pak co déavat do potadku.
Musel jsem se s tim popasovat. Bylo na
me zavolat matce toho kluka, ale nastésti
jsem se ztoho vyvlikl. Zavolal jsem do
garaze a tekl jim, at matce zavolaji oni.
Muj tata je k nicemu, pokud jde o tyhle
situace. Celé rano jsem byl na telefonu —
nemocnice, policie, koroner. On stal celou
dobu vedle mé€ a rozciloval se, lital sem a
tam jako blazen. Matka se myla
vumyvadle a fekla: ,,Chuddk matka toho
chlapce! Nemtizu na ni pfestat myslet.
Pak vesel mij otec a pronesl, jako kdybych
byl zdkaznik:

»Pokud si to pani Mitchellovd pieje,
miZeme samoziejmé nechat dovézt jeho
ostatky do jeho domu jednim z naSich
specialné vybavenych motorovych
pohiebakli a bude-li to nutné, obstarat

veskeré nalezitosti kolem pohtbu.



I could have hit him because Muriel came
into the room when he was saying this. But
she stood there as if nothing had happened.
“It’s the least we can do for poor Mrs
Mitchell,” she said. There were small
creases of shadow under her eyes which
shone with a soft strong light I had never
seen before. She walked as if she were
really still in that room with me, asleep.
God, I loved that girl! God, I wanted to get
all over this, this damned Colin business
that had come right into the middle of
everything like this, and I wanted to get
married right away. I wanted to be alone
with her. That’s what Colin did for me.
“Yes,” I said. “We must do the right thing
by Colin.”

“We are sometimes asked for long-distance
estimates” my father said.

“It will be a little something,” my mother
said.

“Dad and I will talk it over,” I said.

“Come into the office,” my father said. “It
occurred to me that it would be nice to do
the right thing by this friend of yours.”

We talked it over. We went into the cost of
it. There was the return journey to reckon.
We worked it out that it would come no
dearer to old Mrs Mitchell than if she took
the train and buried the boy here. That is to
say, my father said, if I drove it.

“It would look nice,” my father said.
“Saves money and it would look a bit

friendly,” my father said.
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Nemohl si vybrat lepsi chvili, protoze
Muriel zrovna ptisla, ale délala, jako by nic
netekl.

»10 je to posledni, co pro ni muzeme
udélat,” dodala. Jeji oci zéfily jasnym a
jemnym svétlem, které jsem nikdy nevidél,
a pod nimi byly nepatrné stiny. Chodila,
jako kdyby byla potfad jesté¢ se mnou
v pokoji a spala. Boze, miloval jsem tu
holku. Chtél jsem se prokousat touhle
zalezitosti s Colinem, co se nam piipletla
do cesty a oZenit se s ni. Chtél jsem s ni
byt sam. A za to jsem paradoxné vdécil
Colinovi.

»Ano,” souhlasil jsem. ,,Musime se o
Colina postarat.

,»Nekdy se nas lidi ptaji, kolik to stoji na
velkou vzdalenost,* pravil otec.

,,N€co to stat bude,* seznala matka.
,,Probereme to s tatou.

»Pojd do kancelare,” vyzval mé otec.
»Napadlo mé, ze by bylo dobré ud¢lat
tvému kamaradovi pekny pohteb.*
Prodiskutovali jsme to, fesili jsme ndklady.
Bylo tteba pocitat se zpatecni cestou.
Vymysleli jsme to tak, aby to pani
Mitchellovou nevyslo draz, nez kdyby jela
vlakem a pohitbila ho tady. Tedy rozumi se,
pokud bych fidil ja.

»Vypadalo by to hezky,* fekl otec.

,USetfi se penize a bude to vypadat tak

néjak pratelsky.



“You’ve done it before.”

“Well,” T said. “I suppose I can get a
refund on my return ticket from the
railway.”

But it was not as simple as it looked,
because Muriel wanted to come. She
wanted to drive back with me and the
hearse. My mother was very worried about
this. It might upset Muriel, she thought.
Father thought it might not look nice to see
a young girl sitting by the coffin of a
grown man.

“It must be dignified,” my father said.
“You see if she was there it might look as
though she were just doing it for the ride—
like these young women on bakers’ vans.”

My father took me out into the hall to tell
me this because he did not want her to
hear. But she would not have it. She
wanted to come back with Colin.

“Colin loved me. It is my duty to him,” she
said.

“Besides,” she said, suddenly, in her full
open voice —it had seemed to be closed
and carved and broken and small—“I’ve
never been in a hearse before.”

“And it will save her fare too,” I said to my
father.

That night I went again to her room. She
was awake. I said I was sorry to disturb her

but I would go at once only I wanted to see

if she was all right.
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» Ly jsis timuz jel.

»TLak to bych snad mohl dostat nahradu za
zpateCni jizdenku na draze,* odtusil jsem.
Ale nebylo to tak snadné, jak se zdalo,
protoze Muriel chtéla jet se mnou
v pohiebaku.

Matka byla plnd obav, Zze by to mohlo
Muriel rozrusit. Otec se domnival, Ze by
nevypadalo hezky, kdyby mlad4d divka
sed¢la vedle rakve dospélého muze.

»Musi to byt duastojné,” tekl otec. ,,Vis,
kdyby jela s tebou, mohlo by to vypadat,
jako kdyby se chtéla jenom svézt.“

Vzal si mé stranou do haly, aby mi to fekl,
protoze nechtél, aby to slySela ona. Ale
nedala si to vymluvit. Chtéla s nim jet
zpatky.

,»Colin m¢ miloval. Je to moje povinnost
vuci nému,“ rozhodla.

»A krom toho,“ fekla nenadédle svym
plnym hlasem — predtim se mi zdal byt
trhany, zlomeny a tlumeny — ,,nikdy jsem
jeste nejela pohfebnim vozem.

»A taky uSetfi penize za jizdenku,* tekl
jsem otci.

T¢é noci jsem se u ni v pokoji opét zastavil.
Byla vzhlru. Omluvil jsem se za vyruSeni
a vysvétlil, ze jsem se chtél jen podivat,

jestli je v potadku.



She said, in the closed voice again, that she
was all right.

“Are you sure?” I said.

She did not answer. I was worried. I went
over to the bed.

“What is the matter? Tell me what is the
matter,” I said.

For a long time she was silent. I held her
hand, I stroked her head. She was lying
stiff in the bed. She would not answer. I
dropped my hand to her small white
shoulder. She stirred and drew up her legs
and half turned and said, “I was thinking of
Colin.”

“Where is he?” she asked.

“They’ve brought him round. He’s lying
downstairs.”

“In the front room?”

“Yes, ready for the morning. Now be a
sensible girl and go back by train.”

“No, no,” she said. I want to go with Colin.
Poor Colin. He loved me and I didn’t love
him.” And she drew my hands down to her
breasts.

“Colin loved me,” she whispered.

“Not like this,” I whispered.

It was a warm grey morning like all the
others when we took Colin back. They had
fixed the coffin in before Muriel came out.
She came down wearing the bright blue hat
she had got off Dormer’s millinery man
and she kissed my mother and father good-
bye. They were very sorry for her. “Look

after her, Arthur,” my mother said.
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Svym tlumenym hlasem opét fekla, ze ano.
,Ur¢ité? zeptal jsem se. Neodpovédéla.
ME¢l jsem obavy a Sel blize k posteli.

,Co se déje? Rekni mi, co se deéje.”

»Kde je? Dlouho byla zticha. Drzel jsem
ji za ruku, hladil ji po vlasech. Lezela
ztuhle na posteli, neodpovidala. Polozil
jsem ruku na jeji malé bilé rameno.
Pohnula se, stihla nohy, pootocila se a
tekla: ,,Myslela jsem na Colina.*

,»Kde je?* Zeptala se.

,,Prinesli ho sem. Lezi dole.*

.,V predsini?*

»~Ano, pfipraveny na rano. A ty bud
rozumna holka a jed’ zpatky vlakem.*

»Ne, ne. Chci jet zpatky schudakem
Colinem. On m¢ miloval a ja jeho ne.*
Rekla a poloZila mi ruku na sva prsa.

,On meé miloval,* zaSeptala.

,,Ale ne takhle.*

Kdyz jsme rano vezli Colina, bylo teplo a
zamraceno jako vzdy. Nalozili rakev
predtim, nez Muriel vysla ven. Sesla dola a
na sobé méla modry klobouk, ktery sehnala
od chlapa z Dormerova kloboucnictvi a
polibila rodi¢e na rozloucenou. Bylo jim ji

velmi lito. ,,Davej na ni pozor, Arture,*

fekla matka.



Muriel got in beside me without a glance
behind her at the coffin. I started the
engine. They smiled at us. My father raised
his hat, but whether it was to Muriel and
me or to Colin, or to the three of us, I do
not know. He was not, you see, wearing his
top hat. I’ll say this for the old boy, thirty
years in the trade have taught him tact.
After leaving my father’s house you have
to go down to the tram terminus before you
get on to the by-pass. There was always
one or two drivers, conductors or
inspectors there, doing up their tickets, or
changing over the trolley arms. When we
passed I saw two of them drop their jaws,
stick their pencils in their ears, and raise
their hats. I was so surprised by this that |
nearly raised mine in acknowledgment
forgetting that we had the coffin behind. I
had not driven one of my father’s hearses
for years.

Hearses are funny things to drive. They are
well-sprung, smooth-running cars, with
quiet engines, and, if you are used to
driving a smaller car, before you know
where you are, you are speeding. You
know you ought to go slow, say 25 to 30
maximum, and it’s hard to keep it down.
You can return empty at 70 if you like. It’s
like driving a fire engine. Go fast out and
come back slow—only the other way
round. Open out in the country but slow

down past houses. That’s what it means.

My father was very particular about this.
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Muriel si sedla vedle mé, aniz by se
podivala dozadu na rakev. Nastaroval jsem
motor. Rodi¢e se na nas usmali. Mj otec
pozvedl klobouk, ale jestli to bylo na mé,
na ni, na Colina nebo na nas vSechny, jsem
nevédél. Ten den na sobé nemél svij
cylindr. Je tfeba mu nechat, ze tficet let
v byznysu ho naucilo taktu.

Muselo se jet doli ke konecné tramvaje,
neZ se Cloveék dostal na obchvat. VZdycky
tam byl jeden nebo dva fidi¢i, pruvodci
nebo inspektofi, hledéli si svych listkl
nebo troleji. Kdyz jsme projizdeli kolem,
oba dva byli viditeln¢ vyvedeni z miry.
Podrbali se tuzkou v uchu a pozvedli
Cepice. Prekvapilo mé to tolik, ze jsem
skoro na znameni uznani také pozvedl
svou, Ze jsem skoro zapomnél, ze mam za
sebou rakev. Neftidil jsem otcliv pohiebak
uz léta.

Je legrace pohiebak ftidit. Jsou dobie
odpruzené, jedou hladce a tiSe. Pokud jste
zvykli na mensi auta, jste pies limit, nez se
nad¢jete. Vite, Ze byste méli jet pomalu,
maximalné padesat, ale je tézké se krotit.
Zpatky bez nakladu se da jet i sto deset. Je
to jako tidit tryskovy motor. Tam fofrem a
zpatky pomalu — jen pfesné¢ naopak. Na
venkové to rozjet a ve mésté pomalu, tak to

je. M1j otec si na tomhle daval zilezet.



Muriel and I didn’t speak very much at
first. We sat listening to the engine and the
occasional jerk of the coffin behind when
we went over a pot-hole. We passed the
place where poor Colin—but I didn’t say
she, if she
noticed—which 1 doubt—did not

anything to Muriel, and
say
anything to me. We went through Cox Hill,
Wammering and Yodley Mount, flat
country, don’t care for it myself. “There’s
a wonderful lot of building going on.”
Muriel said at last.

“You won’t know these places in five
years,” I said.

But my mind kept drifting away from the
road and the green fields and the dullness,
and back to Colin—five days before he had
come down this way. I expected to see that
Indian coming flying straight out of every
corner. But it was all bent and bust up
properly now. I saw the damned thing.

He had been up to his old game, following
us, and that had put the end to following.
But not quite; he was following us now,
behind us in the coffin. Then my mind
drifted off that and I thought of those
nights at my parents’ house, and Muriel.
You never know what a woman is going to
be like. I thought, too, that it had put my
calculations out. I mean, supposing she had
baby. You see I had reckoned on waiting
eighteen months or so. I would have eight

hundred then. But if we had to get married

at once, we should have to cut right down.
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Muriel a j& jsme nejdiiv moc nemluvili.
Sedéli jsme a poslouchali motor a ob¢asné
trhnuti rakve, kdyz jsme vjeli do vymolu.
Projeli jsme kolem mista, kde zemiel Colin
- nic jsem netfekl a ona, pokud si toho
vS§imla, coz pochybuji, se o tom také
nezminila. Projizdéli jsme pies Cox Hill,
Wammering a Yodley Mount -
jednotvarnad krajina, kterd mé nikterak
nezaujala. ,,Hodn¢ se tady stavi,” fekla
nakonec Muriel.

»Za pét let uz to tu ani nepoznas,” fekl
jsem.

Ale moje mysl utikala od silnice, zelenych
poli a nudy zpatky ke Colinovi — pét dni
nazpét jel touto cestou. Cekal jsem, Ze
kazdou chvilku jeho Indidn vyleti ptfimo ze
zatacky, ale ted’ uz byl pokiiveny a docista
znic¢eny, vidél jsem ho.

Ta jeho hra na sledovani pro né¢j znamenala
konec — ale vlastné ne tak docela, sledoval
nas zrovna v rakvi za nami. Pak ma mysl
zabloudila pry¢ a zastavila se u téch noci u
mych rodi¢t s Muriel. Rikal jsem si, Ze mi
to udélalo caru pfes rozpocet. Nikdy
nevite, jakd Zenska bude, az bude mit dit¢.
Pocital jsem, Zze pockdme 18 mésicii, pak
bych mél osm set liber mé&si¢né. Ale pokud
bychom se méli vzit hned, museli bychom

se pomérné zasadnim zpltisobem uskrovnit.



Then I kept thinking it was funny her
saying “Colin” like that in the night; it was
funny it made her feel that way with me,
and how it made me feel when she called
me Colin. I’d never thought of her in that
way, in what you might call the “Colin”
way.

I looked at her and she looked at me and
she smiled but still we did not say very
much, but the smiles kept coming to both
of us. The light-railway bridge at Dootheby
took me by surprise and I thought the
coffin gave a jump as we took it.

“Colin’s still watching us,” I nearly said.
There were tears in her eyes.

“What was the matter with Colin?” I said.
“Nice chap, I thought. Why didn’t you
marry him?”

“Yes,” she said. “He was a nice boy. But
he’d no sense of humour.”

“And I wanted to get out of that town,” she
said.

“I’m not going to stay there, at that hotel,”
she said.

“l want to get away,” she said. “I’ve had
enough.”

She had a way of getting angry the air, like
that. “You’ve got to take me away,” she
said. We were passing slowly into Muster,
there was a tram ahead and people thick on
the narrow pavements, dodging out into the
road. But when we got into the Market
Square where they were standing around,

they saw the coffin.
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Pak m¢é napadlo, ze bylo docela legracni,
jak mi v noci fikala ,,Coline!” Bylo
zvlastni, Zze se se mnou takhle citila a jak
jsem se citil ja, kdyz mi fikala Coline.
Nikdy jsem o ni tak neptfemyslel. Po
Colinovsku, feklo by se.

Podival jsem se na ni, ona zase na m¢ a
usmala se, ale moc jsme nemluvili, 1 kdyZ
jsme se usmivali. Svételny Zeleznicni
piejezd v Dootheby mé piekvapil, kdyz
jsme ho ptejeli, rakev vzadu snad
povyskocila.

,Colin nas stale sleduje,* fekl jsem skoro.
V jejich ocich byly slzy.

,»Co tomu Colinovi bylo?* nadnesl jsem.
»Milej kluk, fikal jsem si. Pro¢ sis ho
nevzala?“

»Ano, byl to mily kluk. Ale nemél smysl
pro humor.*

,»A ja chtéla z toho mésta odejit.
,,Nezustanu tam v hotelu.*

,,Chci pry¢, mam toho dost.*

Vztekala se pon€kud zvlastnim zplisobem
»~Musi§ mé dostat pryc.”“ Pomalu jsme
ptijizd€li do Musteru. Pfed nami byla
tramvaj a na Uzkych chodnicich se tlacili
lidi a uhybali do silnice. Ale kdyZz jsme
dojeli na namésti, kde lidé postéavali,

uvidéli rakev.



They began to raise their hats. Suddenly
she laughed. “It’s like being the King and
Queen,” she said.

“They’re raising their hats,” she said.

“Not all of them,” I said.

She squeezed my hand and I had to keep
her from jumping about like a child on the
seat as we went through.

“There they go.”

“Boys always do,” I said.

“And another.”

“Let’s see what the policeman does.”

She started to laugh but I shut her up.
“Keep your sense of humour to yourself,” I
said.

Through all those towns that run into one
another, as you might say, we caught it.
We went through, as she said, like royalty.
So many years since I drove a hearse, 1’d
forgotten what it was like.

I was proud of her, I was proud of Colin,
and I was proud of myself. And, after what
had happened, I mean on the last two
nights, it was like a wedding. And although
we knew it was for Colin, it was for us too,
because Colin was with both of us. It was
like this all the way.

“Look at that man there. Why doesn’t he
raise his hat? People ought to show respect

for the dead,” she said.
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Zacali zvedat klobouky. Najednou se
zasmala. ,,Jako kdybychom byli kral a
kralovna, zvolala.

»Smekaji klobouky,* rozhlizela se.

,»Ne vSichni,” poznamenal jsem.

Tiskla mi ruku a j& ji musel usmérnovat,
aby na sedadle neposkakovala jako dit¢,
kdyzZ jsme projizdéli.

,,I'ihle sundali.*

»Kluci vzdycky sundaji, fekl jsem.

»A dalsi.*

»Schvalng, co udéla ten policista.

Zacala se smat, ale ja ji umlcel. ,Nech si
svij smysl pro humor pro sebe.*

Vsemi témi mésty, ktera jakoby tvofila
fetéz, jsme projizdéli jako kralove, jak
fikala. Tolik let, co jsem netidil pohiebak,
ze jsem skoro zapomnél, jaké to je.

Byl jsem pysny na ni, na Colina i na sebe.
Po tom, co se stalo, tim myslim posledni
dvé noci, bylo tohle jako svatba. A ackoliv
jsme veédéli, Ze tohle bylo pro Colina, bylo
to 1 pro nas, protoze on tu byl snami
obéma. Bylo to tak vlastné vzdycky.
»Podivej se na tdmhletoho muze. Proc
nezvedne klobouk? Lidé by méli prokazat

uctu mrtvému,* fekla



4 V.S. Prichett - Velky napad s malou vadou

It was the dead hour of a November
afternoon. Under the ceiling of level
mudcolored cloud, the latest office
buildings of the city stood out alarmingly
like new tombstones, among the mass of
older buildings. And along the streets, the
few cars and the few people appeared and
disappeared slowly as if they were not
following the roadway or the pavement,
but some inner, personal route. Along the
road to the main station, at intervals of two
hundred yards or so, unemployed men and
one or two beggars were dribbling slowly
past the desert of public buildings to the
next patch of shop fronts.

Presently a taxi stopped outside one of the
underground stations and a man of thirty-
five paid his fare and made off down one
of the small streets.

“Better not arrive in a taxi,” he was
thinking. “The old man will wonder where
I got the money.”

He was going to see his father.
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Listopadové odpoledne pifed koncem
pracovniho dne. Pod vrstvou mraki v
barvé blata se v mnozstvi ostatnich budov
nové kancelaiské budovy znepokojiveé
tyc¢ily jako Cerstvé nahrobky. Par lidi a aut
se pozvolna vynofilo a zase zmizelo na
ulicich, jako kdyby nesli po chodniku nebo
jeli po silnici, ale §li po néjaké vlastni,
vnitini cesté. Po cesté k hlavnimu nadrazi
se nezaméstnani muZi a par zebraki
v odstupech okolo dvou set metrt trousili
houstinou vefejnych budov k dal§imu
ostrivku tvofenému pracelimi obchodi.
Taxik pravé zastavil u jedné ze zastavek
podzemky. Muz okolo pétatticeti zaplatil
za jizdu a vydal se do jedné z malych
ulicek.

,Lepsi bude nejet taxikem,” pomyslel si.
,Otec by se divil, kde jsem vzal penize.*

Sel ho navstivit.



It was his father’s last day at his factory,
the last day of thirty years’ work and life
among these streets, building a business
out of nothing, and then, after a few years
of prosperity, letting it go to pieces in a
chafer of rumor, idleness, quarrels,
accusations and, at last, bankruptcy.
Suddenly all the money quarrels of the
family, which nagged in the young man’s
mind, had been dissolved. His dread of
being involved in them vanished. He was
overcome by the sadness of his father’s
situation. “Thirty years of your life come
to an end. I must see him. I must help
him.” All the same, knowing his father, he
had paid off the taxi and walked the last
quarter of a mile. It was a shock to see the
name of the firm, newly painted too, on the
sign outside the factory and on the brass of
the office entrance, newly polished. He
pressed the bell at the office window inside
and it was a long time before he heard
footsteps cross the empty room and saw a
shadow cloud the frosted glass of the
window.

“It’s Harold, father,” the young man said.

The door was opened.

“Hullo, old chap.
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Byl to otcliv posledni den v jeho tovarné
po tficeti letech prace a Zivota mezi témi
ulicemi. Vybudoval byznys z ni¢eho a pak,
po par letech prosperity jej pod vlivem
pomluv, necinnosti, hadek, obvinéni a
nakonec bankrotu, nechal padnout.

Nahle jakoby vSechny hadky o penize
v roding, které mladému muzi nedaly klid,
zmizely. Uz si s tim nemusel délat starosti.
Byl vSak pohlcen smutkem nad situaci
svého otce. ,Konec tficeti let Zivota.
Musim ho vidét a pomoct mu.* Jako vzdy,
protoze svého otce znal, zaplatil taxik a
dosel poslednich par set metrt po svych.
Byl to pro n¢j Sok vidét nové namalovany
a nalestény nazev firmy na ceduli pted
tovarnou 1 na mosazi u vchodu do
kancelare. Zazvonil na zvonek u okynka a
trvalo dlouho, nez slySel kroky v prazdném
pokoji a vidél stin skrze zamrzl¢ sklo okna
»lady Harold, otce,”“ fekl mlady muz.
Dvete se oteviely.

,,Nazdar, hochu.“



This is very nice of you, Harold,” said the
old man shyly, stepping back from the
door to let his son in, and lowering his
pleased, blue eyes for a second’s modesty.
“Naturally T had to come,” said the son,
shyly also. And then the father, filled out
with assurance again and taking his son’s
arm, walked him across the floor of the
empty workroom.

“Hardly recognize it, do you? When were
you here last?” said the father.

This had been the machine-room, before
the machines had gone. Through another
door was what had been the showroom
where the son remembered seeinghis
father, then a dark-haired man, talking in a
voice he had never heard before, a quick,
bland voice, to his customers. Now there
were only dust-lines left by the shelves on
the white brick walls, and the marks of the
showroom cupboards on the floor. The
place looked large and light. There was no
throb of machines, no hum of voices, no
sound at all, now, but the echo of their
steps on the empty floors.

Already, though only a month bankrupt,
the firm was becoming a ghost.

The two men walked towards the glass
door of the office. They were both short.
The father was well-dressed in an excellent

navy blue suit.
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To je od tebe milé, Harolde,* fekl otec
nesméle a ustoupil od dveti, aby vpustil
syna dovnitf. Pfitom ve své plachosti na
vtetinku sklopil své modré oci.
»Samoziejme, ze jsem musel piijit,” fekl
syn, také nesméle. A potom ho otec, opé&t
naplnény jistotou, vzal za ruku a vedl ho
napfic¢ prazdnou dilnou.

»Skoro to tu nepoznavas, co? Kdy jsi tu byl
naposled?* ekl otec.

Tohle byvala strojovna, nez stroje zmizely.
Dalsi dvefe vedly do mistnosti na
predvadeéni vyrobkli. Pamatoval si, jak tam
vidaval otce, tehdy jest¢ tmavovlasého,
ktery mluvil na své zakazniky rychlym a
mdlym hlasem, jaky jesté¢ nikdy predtim
neslySel. Ted tu byly jen na bilych
cihlovych sténach stopy v prachu po
policich a na podlaze piredvadéci mistnosti
stopy po vystavnich skiinich. Mistnost se
zdala byt velka a svétla, zaddny rachot
stroji, Sum hlast, vilbec zadny zvuk, jen
ozvéna jejich krokii na prazdné podlaze. 1
kdyz to bylo jen mésic od bankrotu,
z firmy zbyl jen jeji duch.

Sli smérem ke sklenénym dveiim
kancelate. Oba byli malého vzristu.

Otec byl dobte oble¢en, mél na sob& skvéle

vypadajici a padnouci oblek modré barvy.



He was a vigorous, broad man with a
pleased impish smile. The sunburn shone
through the clipped white hair of his head
and he had the simple, trim, open-air look
of a snow man. The son beside him was
round-shouldered and shabby, a keen but
anxious fellow in need of a hair cut and
going bald.

“Come 1n, Professor,” said the father. This
was an old family joke. He despised his

son, who was, in fact, not a professor but a

poorly paid lecturer at a provincial
university.
“Come in,” said the father, repeating

himself, not with the impatience he used to
have, but with the habit of age. “Come
inside, into my office. If you can call it an
office now,” he apologized. “This used to
be my room, do you remember, it used

to be my office? Take a chair. We’ve still
got a chair. The desk’s gone, yes that’s
gone, it was sold, fetched a good price—
what was 1 saying?” he turned a
bewildered look to his son. “The chair. I
was saying they have to leave you a table
and a chair. I was just going to have a cup
of tea, old boy, but—pardon me,” he
apologized again,” I’ve only one cup.
Things have been sold for the liquidators
and they’ve cleaned out nearly everything.
I found this cup and teapot upstairs in the

foreman’s room.
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Byl to energicky, urostly muz s Sibalskym
usmévem. Slunecni svit prosvital jeho
upravenymi bilymi vlasy. M¢&l vzezieni
prostého, dobfe vypadajiciho snézného
muze. Syn vedle n¢j mél kulatd ramena a

vypadal chatrn¢. ale nervozni

Bystry,
chlapik, jehoz tidnouci vlasy potiebovaly
ostiihat.

»Pojd'te dal, profesore,” fekl otec. Tohle
byl stary rodinny vtipek. Pohrdal svym
synem, ktery vlastn¢ nebyl Zadny profesor,
nybrZz pouze bidné placeny lektor na
provinéni univerzité.

»Pojd’ dal,“ opakoval se otec — ani ne
z netrpélivosti, jako tomu byvalo diiv, ale
ze zvyku ptichazejicim s veékem. ,,Pojd’ dal
do mé kancelafe. Pokud se to da jesté
kancelari nazvat,” omlouval se. ,,Tohle
byvala moje mistnost, pamatujes si?
Byvala to moje kancelar. Vezmi si zidli.
Tu jeSt¢ mame. Stil je pry¢, ten ano,
prodali jsme ho za sluSnou cenu. O ¢em
jsem mluvil?*“ podival se zmaten¢ na syna.
,Zidle. Rikal jsem, ze ti musi pfeci nechat
stiil a zidli. Zrovna jsem chtél udélat salek
¢aje, chlapce, ale odpust mi,” - omluvil se
znovu, ,,mam jen jeden Salek. Véci byly
prodany likvidatorim, vybilili skoro vSe.
Nasel jsem ten Salek a konvici nahote

v mistrové pokoji.



Of course he’s gone, all the hands have
gone, and when I looked around just now
to lock up before taking the keys to the
agent when I hand over today, I saw this
cup. Well, there it is. I’ve made it. Have a
cup?”
“No, thanks,”

said the son, listening

patiently to his father. “I have had my
tea.”

“You’ve had your tea? Go on. Why not
have another?”

“No really, thanks,” said the son. “You
drink it.”

“Well,” said the father, pouring out the tea
and lifting the cup to his soft rosy face and
blinking his eyes as he drank, “I feel badly
about this. This is terrible. I feel really
awful drinking this tea and you standing
there watching me, but you say you’ve had
yours—well, how are things with you?
How are you? And how is Alice? Is she
better? And the children? You know I’ve
been thinking about you you look worried.
Haven’t lost sixpence and found a shilling
have you, because I wouldn’t mind doing
that?”

“I'm all right,” the son said, smiling to

hide his irritation.
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Jasng, zZe je pryc¢, vSichni jsou pry¢, a kdyz
jsem se tu naposledy rozhlizel, nez zamknu
a predam to agentovi, uvidél jsem tenhle
Salek. Nuze, tady je. Zvladl jsem to. Das si
Caj?*

»Ne, diky,” fekl syn. Pozorné svému otci
naslouchal. ,,UZ jsem m¢l.“

»M¢l jsi? Tak si dej dalsi.*

»Ne, vazng,* fekl syn. ,,Dej si sam.
,Dobrd tedy,* pronesl otec, kdyZ naléval
¢aj a pozvedl Salek ke svému
narizovélému obli¢eji a pi1 piti mrkal
,Citim se kvili tomu Spatné. Je hrozné, ze
tady piju ¢aj a ty tu stojis a divas se na mé.
Ale ty jsi ¢aj uz mél. Jak se viibec mas? A
jak se ma Alice? Uz je ji lip? A déti? Vis,
myslel jsem na tebe — vypadas ustarané. Jsi
kviili né¢emu zklamany, ze?*

»Nic mi neni,* ekl syn a usmival se, aby

skryl své rozhoiceni.



“I’'m not worried about anything, I’'m just
worried about you. This— he nodded
with embarrassment to the dismantled
showroom, the office from which even the
calendars and wastepaper basket had
gone—"this—" what was the most tactful
and sympathetic word to use?—*this is bad
luck,” he said. “Bad luck?” said the old
man sternly.

“l mean,” stammered his son, “I heard
about the creditors’ meeting. I knew it was
your last day—I thought I’d come along, I
to see how you were.”

“Very sweet of you, old boy,” said the old
man with zest. “Very sweet. We’ve cleared
everything up. They got most of the
machines out today. I’m just locking up
and handing over. Locking up is quite a
business. There are so many keys. It’s
tiring, really. How many keys do you think
there are to a place like this? You wouldn’t
believe it, if I told you.”

“It must have been worrying,” the son said.
“Worrying? You keep on using that word.
I’m not worrying. Things are fine,” said
the old man smiling aggressively. “I feel
they’re fine. I know they’re fine.”

“Well, you always were an optimist,”
smiled his son.

“Listen to me a moment. [ want you to get
this idea,” said his father, his warm voice
going dead and rancorous and his nostrils

fidgeting.

35

»Nic mé netrdpi, jen ty. Tohle tady.” —

pokyval s pocitem trapnosti smérem

k rozebrané  predvadéci  mistnosti a
kancelafi, kde dokonce zmizely i kalendare
a koS na papir. — ,,Tohle” — jaké co mozna
nejtaktnéj$i a soucitné slovo pouzit? —
»Tohle je smula, fekl.

»Smula?* fekl otec prikte.

»Myslim tim,* koktal syn, ,,slySel jsem o
schiizce vétitell. Vim, ze je to tady tviyj
posledni den, tak jsem si fikal, ze se
zastavim, abych vidé€l, jak ti je.“

»10 je od tebe moc hezké, synku®, tekl
otec energicky. ,,Moc hezké. VSechno jsme
vyklidili, dneska vétSinu maSin. Jen to
zamknu a predam to. Zamykani je docela
véda, je tu tolik kli¢h. Fakt mé to unavuje.
Kolik mysli§, ze je tady k tomu vSemu
kli¢h? Nevétil bys tomu.*

»Musel sis d¢lat starosti, fekl syn.
LStarosti? Porad fikas to slovo. Ja si
nedélam starosti. VSe je v poradku,” tekl
otec a nazloben¢ se usmival. ,Mam dojem,
ze je vSe v potadku. Ja to dokonce vim.*
,»Ja vim, vZdycky jsi byl optimista, usmal
se syn.

»led mé poslouchej. Chei, abys tohle
pochopil,” tekl otec, jeho laskavy hlas se
nahle proménil na hlas plny agrese a jeho

nosni dirky se rozpohybovaly.



His eyes went hard, too. A different man
was speaking, and even a different face;
the son noticed for the first time that like
all big-faced men his father had two faces.
There was the outer face like a soft warm
and careless daub of innocent sealing wax
and inside it, as if thumbed there by a seal,
was a much smaller one, babyish, shrewd,
scared and hard. Now this little inner face
had gone greenish and pale and dozens of
little veins were broken on the nose and
cheeks. The small, drained, purplish lips of
this little face were speaking. The son
leaned back instinctively to get just another
inch away from this little face.

“Listen to this,” the father said and leaned
forward on the table as his son leaned
back, holding his right fist up as if he had a
hammer in his hand and was auctioning his
life. “I am 65. I don’t know how long I
shall live, but let me make this clear: if I
were not an optimist I wouldn’t be here. |
wouldn’t stay another minute.” He paused,
fixing his son’s half averted eyes to let the
full meaning of his words bite home. “I’ve
worked hard,” the father went on. “For
thirty years I bulit up this business from

nothing.*
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I vyraz v jeho ocich ztvrdl. Mluvil docela
jiny muz, s jinym obli¢ejem. Syn si poprvé
v§iml, ze stejné tak, jako vSichni muzi
s velkymi obli¢eji, i jeho otec ma dvé
tvafe. Ta na povrchu byla jemna, jako
potfend voskem a pod ni byla mnohem
mensi, détska, mazand, vydésena a tvrda.
Ted tahle mald vnitfni tvar zezelenala a
zbledla a tucty malych Zzilek na nose a
tvafich popraskaly. Jeho malé, unavené,
rudé rty té vnitini tvafe mluvily. Syn se
instinktivné zaklonil, aby se alespon trochu
od tohoto malého oblic¢eje oddalil.

»Poslouchej,” fekl otec, naklonil se vpied
pies stil a drzel nad sebou zatatou pést,
jako kdyby v ni mél kladivko a daval sviij
zivot do drazby. ,Je mi pétaSedesat.
Nevim, jak dlouho jesté budu zit, ale tohle
fikam jasné: kdybych nebyl optimista, uz
bych tu nebyl. Nezlistal bych tu ani
minutu.” Ud¢€lal pauzu a zadival se synovi
hluboko do odvracenych oci, aby to mlady
muz pochopil docela. ,Pracoval jsem

tvrde, fekl otec a pokracoval. ,,Za tiicet let

jsem vybudoval byznys z ni¢eho.*



,»You wouldn’t know it, you were a child,
but many’s the time coming down from the
North, I’ve slept in this office to be on the
job early the next morning.” He looked
decided and experienced like a man of
forty, but now he softened to sixty again.
The ring in the hard voice began to soften
into a faint whine and his thick nose
sniffed. “I don’t say I’ve always done
right,” he said. “You can’t live your life
from A to Z like that. And now I haven’t a
penny in the world. Not a cent. It’s not
easy at my time of life to begin again.
What do you think I've got to live for?
There’s nothing holding me back. My boy,
if I wasn’t an optimist I’d go right out. I’d
finish it.” Suddenly the father smiled and
the little face was drowned in a warm flood
of triumphant smiles from the bigger face.
He rested his hands on his waistcoat and
that seemed to be smiling too, his easy coat
smiling, his legs smiling and even winks of
light on his shining shoes. Then he
frowned.

“Your hair’s going thin,” he said. “You
oughtn’t to be losing your hair at your age.
I don’t want you to think I’m criticizing
you, you’re old enough to live your own
life, but your hair you know—you ought to

do something about it.
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»Ly to nevis, byl jsi dité, ale mnohokrat,
kdyz jsem jezdival ze severu, jsem spal
v téhle kancelafi, abych byl brzy rano
v praci.“ Vypadal odhodlan¢ a zkuSené
jako ctyricatnik, ale ted” opét zmékl na
Sedesatnika. Jeho hruby hlas zjemnél a
proménil se v jemny narek. ,Netikam, ze
jsem vzdy jednal spravné,” fekl. ,,Takhle
se neda zit cely zivot. A ted nemam ani
vindru. Ani cent. Neni snadné v mém véku
zaCit znova. Pro co mysliS, Ze mam zit?
Nic mé tu nedrzi. Kluku mtj, kdybych
nebyl optimista, Sel bych to zabalit.
Skoncil bych to.“ Nahle se otec usmal a
maly oblicej se utopil v pfivalu
triumfalnich usmévl velkého obliceje.
Polozil si ruce na svoji vesticku a ta
vypadala, jako kdyby se taky smala, stejné
jako jeho svrchnik, 1 jeho nohy a dokonce 1
zablesky svétla na jeho blysticich se
botach. Pak se zamracil.

»Ivoje vlasy fidnou,” poznamenal. ,V
tvém veku bys nemél takhle ztracet vlasy.
Nechci, aby sis myslel, ze t&€ kritizuju. Jsi
dost stary na to, abys zil sviij Zivot, ale

s témi vlasy bys mél néco délat.



If you used oil every day and rubbed it in

with both hands, the thumbs and
forefingers is what you want to use, it
would be better. I'm often thinking about
you and I don’t want you to think I'm
lecturing you because I’m not, so don’t get
the idea this is a lecture, but [ was thinking,
what you want, what we all want, I say this
for myself as well as you, what we all want
is ideas—big ideas. We go worrying along
but you just want bigger and better ideas.
You ought to think big. Take your case.
You’re a lecturer. I wouldn’t be satisfied
with lecturing to a small batch of people in
a university town. I’d lecture the world.
You know, you’re always doing yourself
injustice. We all do. Think big.”

“Well,” said his son, still smiling, but
sharply. He was very angry. “One’s
enough in the family. You’ve thought big
till you bust.”

He didn’t mean to say this because he
hadn’t really the courage, but his pride

was touched.

“l mean,” said the son, hurriedly covering
it up in a panic, “I’'m not like you . . . I...”
“What did you say?” said the old man.
“Don’t say that.” It was the smaller of

the two faces speaking in a panic. “Don’t

say that. Don’t use that expression.
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Kdybys pouzival krém a kazdy den si jej
vtiral, bylo by to lepsi. Casto o tobd
pfemyslim a nechci, aby sis myslel, ze ti
davam prednasku, protoze nedavam, tak to
tak neber, ale fikam si, ze to, co ty chces —
to, co my chceme, jsou napady — velké
napady. Strachujeme se, ale chce to jen
vétsi a lepSi napady. Musi§ mifit vysoko.
Podivej tieba na sebe. Jsi lektor. Ja bych se
nespokojil s ptednasenim pro tak malo lidi
v méstské univerzité. Chtél bych prednaset
svétu. Nezaslouzi§ si mit takovy osud,
nikdo z nés. Mif vysoko.

»Jasné,“ fekl jeho syn a stile se usmival,
ted’ ale ostfe. Byl velmi rozzlobeny. ,,Jeden
takovy v rodin¢ staci. Mitil jsi vysoko, az
jsi spadl.“

Nechtél to tak fict, protoze nemél kurédz,
ale jeho pycha byla dotcena.

,Chci Tict,” snazil se v panice zakryt, co
rekl.
,»Cos to tekl?* vyhrkl otec ,,To nefikej.*

(13

»Nejsem  jako  ty... ...

Ted’ mluvil v panice ten mensi oblicej. ,,To

netikej, netikej tahle slova.



That’s not a right idea. Don’t you get a
wrong idea about me. We paid sixpence in
the pound,” said the old man proudly.

The son began again, but his father stopped
him.

“Do you know,” said the bigger of his two
faces, getting bigger as it spoke,

“some of the oldest houses in the city are
in Queer Street, some of the biggest firms
in the country? I came up this morning
with Mr. Higgins, you remember Higgins?
They’re in liquidation. They are. Oh yes.
And Moore, he’s lost everything. He’s got
his chauffeur but it’s his wife’s money.
Did you see Beltman in the trade papers?
Quarter of a million deficit. And how long
are Prestons going to last?”

The big face smiled and overflowed on the
smaller one. The whole train, the old

man said, was practically packed with
bankrupts every morning. Thousands had
gone. Thousands? Tens of thousands.
Some of the biggest men in the City were
broke.

A small man himself, he was proud to be
bankrupt with the big ones; it made him
feel rich.

“You’ve got to realize, old boy,” he said
gravely, “the world’s changing. You’ve got
to move with the times.”

The son was silent.
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Tak to neni. Nem&j o mné Spatné minéni.
,,Ja umél na véci vyzrat,* fekl pysné.

Syn zacal znovu, ale otec ho zastavil.
,»Vi§,« ftekl veétsi zobliceji, ktery se
zvétsoval, jak mluvil, ,, Ze i1 ty nejstar$i a
nejveétsi  firmy vzemi 1 ve mesté
zkrachovaly? Vidél jsem se dnes s panem
Higginsem, pamatuje§ si  ho? Jsou
v likvidaci. V likvidaci, spravné. A Moore
taky pfiSel o vSechno. Ma Soféra, ale za
penize své Zeny. Vidél jsi Beltmanovy
cenné papiry? Deficit Ctvrt milionu. A jak
dlouho vydrzi Prestonovi?*

Velky oblicej se smal a predcil ten maly.
Kazdé réno mraky bankrotl, tekl otec.
Tisice firem pryC. Co tisice, desetitisice.
Nekteti z nejbohatSich muza ve mésté jsou
na dné.

Jako maly muz byl pySny, ze mohl
zbankrotovat vedle téch velkych, ptipadal
si tak jako bohac.

,,Musi$ si uvédomit, hochu,“ fekl vaznég,
,,2€ svet se méni. MusisS se ménit s nim.*

Syn byl zticha.



The November sun put a few strains of
light through the frosted window and the
shadow of its bars and panes was weakly
placed on the wall behind his father’s head.
Some of the light caught the tanned scalp
that showed between the white hair. So
short the hair was that his father’s ears
protruded and, framed against that
reflection of the window bars, the father
suddenly took (to his son’s fancy) the
likeness of a convict in his cell and the son,
startled, found himself asking: Were they
telling the truth when they said the old man
was a crook and that his balance sheets
were cooked? What about that man they
had to shut up at the meeting, the little man
from Birmingham, in a mackintosh...?
“There’s a fly in this room,” said the old
man suddenly, looking up in the air

and getting to his feet. “I’'m sorry to
interrupt what you were saying, but I can
hear a fly. I must get it out.”

“A fly?” said his son listening.

“Yes, can’t you hear it? It’s peculiar how
you can hear everything now the

machines have stopped. It took me quite a
time to get used to the silence. Can you

see it, old chap? I can’t stand flies, you

never know where they’ve been. Excuse

me one moment.”
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Zamrzl¢ okno propoustélo par paprski
listopadového slunce a stin rdmu a okenni
tabule se slab¢é odrézela na zdi za otcovou
hlavou. Cast svétla zachycovala jeho
opalenou kizi na hlave, kterd byla vidét
mezi bilymi vlasy. M¢éI je tak kratké, ze
mu usi vycnivaly a proti tomu odrazu
okenniho rdamu nahle vypadal (k synové
pobaveni) jako trestanec ve své cele a syn
se sam sebe zdeSené ptal: Byla pravda to,
co se fikalo, Zze otec byl padouch a jeho
ucetni knihy byly zfalSovany?

Co ten muz, kterého museli umlCet na
schizi, ten maly muz v plasSténce
z Birminghamu...?

,V mistnosti je moucha,* fekl nahle otec.
Podival se do vzduchu a vstaval. ,Nerad
prerusuju tvou ftec, ale slySim mouchu.
Musim ji dostat ven.*

»Moucha?* podivil se syn a zbystfil.

»Ano, copak ji neslysis? Je podivné, jak je
ted’ najednou vse slyset, kdyz jsou stroje
pry¢. Chvilku mi trvalo, nez jsem si na to
zvykl. Vidi§ ji, synu? Nemizu mouchy
vystat, nikdy nevis, na ¢em sedély. Omluv

mé na moment.*



The old man pulled a duster out of a
drawer.

“Forgive this interruption. I can’t sit in a
room with a fly in it,” he said
apologetically. They both stood up and
listened. Certainly in the office was the
small dying fizz of a fly, deceived beyond
its strength by the autumn sun.

2

“Open the door, will you, old boy,” said
the old man with embarrassment.

“I hate them.”

The son opened the door and the fly flew
into the light. The old man struck at it but
it sailed away higher.

“There it is,” he said, getting up on the
chair. He struck again and the son struck
too as the fly came down. The old man got
on top of his table. An expression of
disgust and fear was curled on his smaller
face; and an expression of apology and
weakness.

“Excuse me,” he said again, looking up at
the ceiling.

“If we leave the door open or open the
window it will go,” said the son.

“It may seem a fad to you,” said the old
man shyly. “I don’t like flies. Ah, here it
comes.”

They missed it. They stood helplessly
gaping up at the ceiling where the fly was
buzzing in small circles round the cord of
the electric light.

“I don’t like them,” the old man said.

The table creaked under his weight.
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Vytahl ze Supliku prachovku.
,Omluv tohle pferuSeni. Nemizu sedét

v mistnosti, kdyz je vni moucha,” ekl

omluvné. Oba wvstali a poslouchali.
Odné¢kud se ozyval utichajici bzukot
mouchy, kterda v podzimnim slunci

piecenila své sily.

,Otevi1 dvere, synku,” fekl otec s pocitem
trapnosti.

,Nesnasim je.

Syn oteviel dvefe a moucha vyletéla na
svétlo. Otec se po ni rozmachl, ale uletéla
mu.

»lady je,“ fekl a lezl na Zidli. Ohnali se po
ni oba, kdyZ letéla zase doli. Otec vylezl
na stil. Vyraz odporu a strachu se zracil
v jeho malém obliceji, stejné jako vyraz
omluvy a slabosti.

,Omluv mé,* fekl a vzhlizel ke stropu.
,Pokud nechame dvefe nebo okno
oteviené, ona vyleti,” navrhl syn.

,»1obé se to mize zdat podivné,* fekl otec

nesméle. ,,J4 nemam rad mouchy. Tady

je.”

Minuli ji. Stali a bezmocné zirali na strop,
kde moucha bzucela a litala v kruhu kolem
kabelu od svétla.

»Nemam je rad,” zopakoval otec.

Sttl vrzal pod jeho vahou.



The fly went on to the ceiling and stayed
there. Unavailingly the old man snapped
the duster at it.

“Be careful,” said the son. “Don’t lose
your balance.”

The old man looked down. Suddenly he
looked tired and old, his body began to sag
and a look of weakness came on to his
face.

“Give me a hand, old boy,” the old man
said in a shaky voice. He put a heavy hand
on his son’s shoulder and the son felt the
great helpless weight of his father’s body.
“Lean on me.”

Very heavily and slowly the old man got
cautiously down from the table to the
chair. “Just a moment, old boy,” said the
old man. Then, after getting his breath, he
got down from the chair to the floor.

“You all right?” his son asked. “Yes, yes,”
said the old man out of breath. “It was only
that fly. Do you know, you’re actually
more bald at the back than I thought.
There’s a patch there as big as my hand. |
saw it just then. It gave me quite a shock.
You really must do something about it.
How are your teeth? Do you have any
trouble with your teeth? That may have
something to do with it. Hasn’t Alice told

you how bald you are?”
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Moucha si sedla na strop a zlstala tam.
Otec po ni bezuspésné machl prachovkou.
,Bud opatrny, at’ neztrati§ rovnovahu.*
Otec se podival doli. Nahle vypadal
unavené a stafe, zacal se sunout dold a na
jeho tvati byla patrna slabost.

,Dej mi ruku, synku,“ Zzadal otec
roztiesenym hlasem. Polozil tézkou ruku
na synovo rameno a ten na sobé¢ citil vahu
otcova téla, které prestal ovladat.

,Opfi se o me.*

Velmi ztéZka, pomalu a opatrné slezl ze
stolu na zidli. ,,Moment, kluku,* ekl otec.
Pak, kdyz chytil dech, sestoupil ze Zidle na
podlahu.

,»Js1 v poradku?* zeptal se syn.

»Ano, ano,” pokyval otec, pon¢kud bez
dechu. ,,To jen ta moucha. Vis, Ze jsi vzadu
na hlavé plesatéjsi, nez jsem myslel? Mas
tam misto velké asi jako moje ruka, ted
jsem to vid€l. Docela mé to vydésilo. Néco
s tim vazné¢ musiS ud¢lat. Jak jsou na tom
tvoje zuby? M4asS s nimi néjaké potize? Ty
s tim mohou mit co do ¢inéni. Netekla ti

Alice, jak moc ti padaji vlasy?*



“You’ve been doing too much. You’re
worried,” said the son, soft with
repentance and sympathy. “Sit down.
You’ve had a bad time.”

“No, nothing,” said the old man shyly,
breathing rather hard. “A bit. Everyone’s
been very nice. They came in and shook
hands. The staftf came in. They all came in
just to shake hands. They said, ‘We wish
you good luck’.”

The old man turned his head away. He
actually wiped a tear from his eye. A glow
of sympathy transported the younger man.
He felt as though a sun had risen.

“You know—" the father said uneasily,
flitting a glance at the fly on the ceiling as
if he wanted the fly as well as his son to
listen to what he was going to say—

“you know,” he said. The world’s all
wrong. I’ve made my mistakes. I was
thinking about it before you came. You
know where I went wrong? You know
where I made my mistake?”

The son’s heart started to a panic of
embarrassment. “For heaven’s sake,” he
wanted to shout, “don’t! Don’t stir up the
whole business. Don’t humiliate yourself
before me. Don’t start telling the truth.
Don’t oblige me to say we know all about
it, that we have known for years the mess
you’ve been in, that we’ve seen through
the plausible stories you’ve spread, that

we’ve known the people you’ve swindled.”
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,,M¢E1 trochu zvolnit, mas

fekl

bys moc

starosti, syn jemné, s litosti a

pochopenim. ,Sedni si, je toho na tebe
moc.

»Ne, nic,” fekl muz nesméle a dychal
pon¢kud ztézka. ,,Trochu. VSichni na mé
jsou velmi mili. Zaméstnanci mi pfisli
potfast rukou. PfiSli jen proto, aby mi
potiasli rukou. Rikali, Ze mi pieji hodng
Stésti.*

Otec odvratil hlavu. Dokonce si utfel slzu.
Syn pocitil vinu soucitu. Citil, jako kdyby
slunce jiZ bylo na obloze.

,Vi§ — ,, fekl otec ustarané a hodil ockem
po mouse na stropé, jako kdyby chtél, aby
jak moucha, tak jeho syn slyseli to, co se
chystal fict. —

,Vi$, se svétem je néco Spatné. Dé¢lal jsem
chyby. Pfemyslel jsem o nich, nez jsem je
udé¢lal. Vis, kde jsem chyboval?
rozbusilo

srdce se

,,Proboha,

Synovo v ptivalu

rozpaki. chtélo se mu
vykiiknout, ,,ne! Nevytahuj to o byznysu.
Neponizuj se prede mnou. Netfikej mi
pravdu. Nenut mé fict, Ze o tom vSem
vime, o tom svinstvu, které jsi délal, Ze
jsme davno prokoukli ty tvoje za vlasy
ptitazené ptibchy, které jsi vypravél, a ze

zname lidi, které jsi podvedl.*



“Money’s been my trouble,” said the old
man. “I thought I needed money. That’s
one thing it’s taught me. I’ve done with
money. Absolutely done and finished with
it. I never want to see another penny as
long as I live. I don’t want to see or hear of
it. If you came in now and offered me a
thousand pounds I should laugh at you. We
deceive ourselves. We don’t want the stuff.
All T want now is just to go to a nice little
cottage by the sea,” the old man said. “I
feel I need air, sun, life.”

The son was appalled.

“You want money even for that,” the son
said irritably. “You want quite a lot of
money to do that.”

“Don’t say I want money,” the old man
said vehemently. “Don’t say it. When I
walk out of this place tonight I’m going to
walk into freedom. I am not going to think
of money. You never know where it will
come from. You may see something.

You may meet a man. You never know.
Did the children of Israel worry about
money? No, they just went out and
collected the manna. That’s what [ want to
do.”

The son was about to speak. The father
stopped him.

“Money,” the father said, “isn’t necessary
at all.”

Now like the harvest moon on full glow

the father’s face shone up at his son.
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»LPenize byly muj problém,“ ftekl otec.
»Myslel jsem si, ze potiebuju penize.
V tomhle jsem se uz poucil. S penézi jsem
docista skoncoval. Nechci uz do smrti
vidét ani pétnik. Kdybys ted’ prisel a nabidl
mi tisic liber, vysmal bych se ti. Klameme
sami sebe. Nechceme véci. Co ted’ chcei, je
jit do né&jaké hezké malé chaty u mofe,
tekl otec. ,,Citim, Ze potiebuji vzduch,
slunce, Zivot.

Syn byl zhnusen.

3

»l na to ale potfebuje$ penize,“ fekl syn
nazlobenym hlasem. ,Na to potiebujes
docela dost penéz.*

»Nefikej, ze chci penize,” ftekl otec
vehementné. ,,Netikej to. Az odsud dneska
vecer vyjdu, pajdu vsttic svobodé. Nebudu
myslet na penize. Nikdy nevis, odkud
piijdou. Tieba se néco naskytne. Tieba
n¢koho potkas, nikdy nevis. Staraly se déti
starozakonniho Izraele nékdy o penize?
Ne, prosté¢ Sly a sbiraly manu. To je to, co
chei.*

Syn chtél promluvit, ale otec ho zarazil.
,Penize, fekl otec, ,,nejsou viibec nutné.*
Otclv oblicej ted’ nad synem doslova zaril

jako mésic v upliku.



“What I came round about was this,” said
the son awkwardly and drily. “I’m

not rich. None of us is. In fact, with things
as they are we’re all pretty shaky and we
can’t do anything. I wish I could but I
can’t. But”—after the assured beginning

he began to stammer and to crinkle his
eyes timidly—“but the idea of your
being— you know, well short of some
immediate necessity, | mean—well, if it is
ever a question of—well to be frank, cash,
I’d raise it somehow.”

He colored. He hated to admit his own
poverty, he hated to offer charity to his
father. He hated to sit there knowing the
things he knew about him. He was
ashamed to think how he, how they all
dreaded having the gregarious, optimistic,
extravagant, uncontrollable disingenuous
old man on their hands. The son hated to
feel he was being in some peculiar way
which he could not understand mean,
cowardly and dishonest.

The father’s sailing eyes came down and
looked at his son’s nervous, frowning face
and slowly the dreaming look went from
the father’s face. Slowly the harvest moon
came down from its rosy voyage. The little
face suddenly became dominant within the
outer folds of skin like a fox looking out of

a hole of clay.
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»Dosel jsem k tomuhle,* fekl syn ponc¢kud
zvlastné. ,Nejsem bohaty. Ani ty nejsi.
Celkové¢ vzato jsme docela slabi, na nic se
nezmuzeme. Ptral bych, si aby to bylo
jinak, ale neni. Ale* — po jistém zacatku
zacal koktat a pfivirat vahavé o¢i — ,ale
predstava, ze bys byl, vSak vi§, v néjaké
hmotné nouzi, chci fict — kdyby S§lo o
penize, bych je n¢jak vydélal.«

Zménil barvu. Bylo mu proti srsti pfiznat
svou chudobu, nabizet almuznu svému otci
a stejn¢ tak tam sedét, kdyz o ném veédel
vSechny ty véci. Styd¢€l se myslet na to, jak
se on, jak se oni vSichni désili toho, Ze
budou mit na krku jeho spolecenského,
optimistického, vystiedniho,
nekontrolovatelného a podlého otce. Syn
mél nepiijemny pocit, ze je otec zbabély a

necestny, a ackoliv nevéd€l, o co presné

jde.
Otcovy o€i spoCinuly na  synové
nervoznim, mracicim se obliCeji a

najednou se otec zasnil. Mésic pomalu
sestoupil ze své rtuzové pouti. Nahle se
maly oblicej chopil moci a uvnitt toho, co
navenek kryla kaze, jako kdyz liska

vykukuje z diry v hling.



He leaned forward brusquely on the table
and somehow a silver-topped pencil was in
his hand preparing to note something
briskly on a writing pad.

“Raise it?” said the old man sharply. “Why
didn’t you tell me before you could raise
money? How can you raise it? Where? By

when?”
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Naklonil se rychle pfes stll a najednou mél
vruce tuzku se stfibrnou vrchni casti a
ptipravoval se poznamenat si néco rychle
do blocku.

»Vydelat? tekl otec ostfe. ,,Pro¢ jsi mi
netekl predtim, ze dokazes vydélat penize?

Jak je vydelas? Kde? Cim?«



5 Stylistic analysis

Translation is generally construed as the transfer of the meaning of from “a source
language into a target language” (Catford 20). It is therefore by no means sufficient to
translate the text word by word, as the outcome would look rather unnatural. The modern
approach stresses “functional equivalence” (Knittlova 6), therefore shifts in lexis, morphology

and syntax are necessary at times in order to maintain the original meaning.

Dnes povazujeme za zakladni princip prekladu funkcni pristup, funkcni ekvivalenci.
Znamenda to, Ze nezalezi na tom, pouzijeme-li stejnych ci jinych jazykovych prostredku,
ale na tom, aby plnily stejnou funkci, a to pokud mozno po vSech strankach, tedy nejen
vyznamové vécné (denotacni, referencni), ale i konotacni (expresivni, asociacni) a

pragmatické. (Knittlova 6).

Ulpivani na jednotlivosti je podstatou neumélé formy ,,vérného“ prekladu, prekladu
otrockého, ktery je priznacny pro pedantské prekladatele bez uméleckého nadani;
naopak zase celostni chapani casto svadi pravé vynikajici prekladatele k tomu, Ze se
soustredi na prilis obecné principy, na prilis rozsahlé celky, a v jejich jménu pak

zkresluji jednotlivé myslenky. (Levy 129)

In this part of my thesis [ will analyse the necessary adjustments made in the texts from

various perspectives — chiefly morphological, lexical and syntactic.

5.1 Morphological aspect

5.1.1 Tenses

English has tenses that do not occur in the Czech language. Should a translator come
across such a phenomenon, they ought to be able to ensure that the meaning with regards to

the tense is not disrupted in the target language.

V oblasti casové a zpiisobové kategorie nejcastéjsi chybou prekladatelii je nespravna
interpretace casii, které ceStina nemd, pripadné zanedbani jejich kompenzace, zejména
predminulého casu napr. casovym adverbiem dokonavym videm nebo patiicnym sledem

deju s explicitnim konektorem. (Knittlova93)
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Examples:

“Mr Good has gone,” she said (3)
e Pan Good odesel, ekla. (3)

e It had been raining since ten o’clock. (3)

e Prselo uz od deseti hodin. (3)

e She was looking at me all the time wondering what to say and suddenly she went into

fits of laughter. (5)

e (Celou dobu se na mé divala a pfemyslela, co fict, najednou se vSak dala do smichu. (5)

5.1.2 Category of definiteness

This grammatical category generally determines the noun in terms of its definiteness,
i.e. whether the noun functions as a general term or a specified term. “It is expressed by

articles (definite, indefinite and zero) and some pronouns (demonstrative, possessive and

indefinite)” (Duskova 59).

Jestlize ve vychozim jazyce existuje gramaticka kategorie, kterou cilovy jazyk nemd,
nebo ji ma, ale jen v omezené mire, je sice vidy mozZnost pouzit misto nezavedenych
gramatickych prostredku prostredky lexikalni, tim se ale dotycny vyznam mnohdy
zbytecneé zdiirazni (napr. v kategorii urcenosti Close the gate: Zavirejte ta vrata).

(Knittlova 92)

As articles do not occur in the Czech language, the translator has to take into

consideration whether or not it seems natural to use a lexical means instead of grammatical.
Example:

e Then the bell rang and a woman called out... (5)

e V tom se rozeznél zvon a néjakd Zena vykiikla... (5)
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5.1.3 Aspect

Aspect is a grammatical category which refers to the duration of an event within a
particular tense. English has four aspects: simple, progressive, perfect and perfect
progressive.”

In Czech we distinguish “dokonavy” and “nedokonavy” aspect. The aspect in the target

language is therefore adjusted according to the context.

Pro vid se také rozhodujeme tentativné na zaklade kontextu a ne vidy zcela

vvvvv

dokonavé nebo nedokonavé, kdezto v anglictiné je pouze pritbéhovy tvar priznakovy v
tom, Ze jim mluvci déj aktualizuje, soustieduje pozornost na pribeh déje, coz je do jisté

miry zdlezitost subjektivniho pojeti i mluvciho. (Knittlova 92-93)
Examples:
e The rain was pouring down on to the glass roof of the office. (3)

e Lilo jako z konve a kapky padaly na sklenénou sttechu recepce. (3)

e He’d been economizing on the brilliantine. (5)

e Snazil se usetfit na kosmetice. (5)

e “I was staying there the week-end so as to be sharp on the job on Monday morning.”
4
e Zustal jsem pies vikend, abych byl v pond€li rdno v praci ve formé. (4)

5.1.4 Modality

Modal verbs occur in both Czech and English language and they “differ significantly
from auxiliary verbs and lexical verbs as far as morphology, syntax and functional semantics
are concerned” (Duskova 180). However, in some cases it is suitable to omit or add a modal

verb in the target language in order to maintain its natural structure.

? Tense and aspect [online]. [cit. 2017-02-08]

49



Naznacili jsme jen zakladni pripady, nesndze mohou vsak nastat i v prevadeni modality.

Prekladatel stoji dale pred uikolem poznat, ktery vyznam polyfunkcnich modalnich

vvvvv

séemanticka redistribuce, prevedeni signdalu modality z jinych slovnich druhu, napr. u

infinitivu. (Knittlova 94)

Examples:

...but you would have thought Colin could read what was in her mind. (11)

Zdalo se, Ze Colin ¢etl jeji myslenky. (11)

e “So’sI can see you” (3)

e At navas vidim*“ (3)

e “You may run a garage, but you don’t run the railway service.” (15)

e . MaS mozna garaz, ale nemas zeleznici.“ (15)

5.1.5 Possessive pronouns

There are some apparent differences between Czech and English in terms of possessive
pronouns. Generally, in English the tendency to use them is more frequent than in Czech,

where they are often omitted.

V anglictiné se posesivnich zajmen uziva pri odkazovani na casti téla, predméty osobni
potieby a v jinych pripadech, kdy se v cestiné privlastnovaci vztah bud nevyjadiuje

vitbec, nebo dativem zvratného ¢i osobniho zdjmena. (Duskova 107)

Examples:

...and I put out my hand to stop him and keep him following us. (10)

Pokynul jsem rukou, abych ho zastavil a nechal ho za nami. (10)

Took me ten minutes to ram the idea into his head. (6)

Trvalo to deset minut, nez jsem mu tu myslenku vtloukl do hlavy. (6)
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Another aspect worth closer scrutiny is the lack of English equivalence of the Czech

possessive pronoun “sviij .

,»Na rozdil od cestiny nemd anglictina privlastiiovaci zajmeno zvratné. Podmétu se
privlastinuje zajmenem prislusné osoby. (Duskova 106)*

Examples:

e He was not, you see, wearing his top hat. (26)

e Ten den na sobé nem¢l sviij cylindr. (26)

o “Keep your sense of humour to yourself,” I said. (29)

e Nech si sviij humor pro sebe®, fekl jsem. (29)

5.2 Lexical aspect

5.2.1 Proper nouns

Proper names refer to a specific referent. These names serve to distinguish a particular
individual from others. Common names, on the other hand, refer to a class of individuals such

as man, woman, and boy.3

I came across many proper nouns in the short stories I had decided to translate. In term

of people’s names, I found it natural not to translate them.

Examples:

“This is Miss MacFarlane,” I said. (15)

“Tohle je sle¢na MacFarlaneova,” fekl jsem. (15)

“Mr Good has gone,” she said. “And Mr Straker. (3)

»Pan Good odesel., fekla. ,,Stejné tak pan Straker.” (3)

* Translation journal: How to translate proper names [online]. [cit. 2017-02-08]
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Similarly, the brand of the motorcycle that appears in the story can remain untranslated

without causing disruption to comprehensibility.
Example:

e [ expected to see that Indian coming flying straight out of every corner... (27)

o Cekal jsem, ze kazdou chvilku jeho Indian vyleti piimo ze zatagky... (27)

5.2.2 Names of places

“It 1s sort of rule of thumb that when the translation of a geographical entity is not
available, or it is not known to the translator, the best solution is to keep the place’s name in

its original language.”
Examples:

e The light-railway bridge at Dootheby took me by surprise... (28)
e Svételny zeleznicni prejezd v Dootheby mé piekvapil... (28)

e We went through Cox Hill, Wammering and Yodley Mount, flat country, don’t care
for it myself. (27)
e Projizdéli jsme pres Cox Hill, Wammering a Yodley Mount — jednotvarna krajina,

ktera mé nikterak nezaujala. (27)

5.2.3 Idioms

Idioms are generally construed as fixed expressions that contain shifted, often figurative
meaning and therefore cannot be translated literally. However, in some cases an idiom in the
source language can be translated by using the equivalent idiom in the target language. I came

across a few idioms in the text and it took some time to find the appropriate counterpart.

* Translation journal: The translation of geographical names [online]. [cit. 2017-02-08]
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Kde slovo nemda vyznam samo o sobé, nybrz jen jako soucast celku, preklada se celek
bez ohledu na vyznamy jednotlivych slov. Jako lexikalni jednotka se prekladaji ustdlené
fraze, idiomy a vétsina lidovych rceni a prislovi. U obrazného vyrazu jsou diileZité i
vedlejsi implikace jednotlivych slov, jejich vztahy ke smyslové skutecnosti a vztah mezi
myslenkou a jejim uméleckym vyrazem: proto zde vyzZaduje i detail pozorné prevedeni,
zvilasté tam, kde je soucasti vyssiho celku autorova stylu, charakterizacniho zameéru

apod. (Levy 129)
Examples:

o “Well, it takes all sorts to make a world”, as my old mother used to say. (13)

e Inu, kazdy jsme néjaky, jak by fekla moje stara matka. (13)

e “You ought to think big.” (38)

e _MusiS mifit vysoko.* (38)

e “Don’t you get a wrong idea about me.” (39)

e _Nem¢éj o mné Spatné minéni.* (39)

5.2.4 Phrasal verbs

Phrasal verb is generally deemed, similarly as idioms, one semantic unit comprising

typically a verb and a particle or a preposition. The meaning is yet again not literal.
Examples:

e [ saw this chap when I put my car away. (6)

e Uvidél jsem toho chlapka, kdyZ jsem zaparkoval auto do garaze. (6)

e [ had to see to it. (22)

e Musel jsem se s tim popasovat. (22)
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5.2.5 Fixed expressions and collocations

They are sequences of words that more often than not come together, carrying certain
(often slightly shifted) meaning. It is therefore not advisable to translate them, similarly to
idioms and phrasal verbs, literally. The translator is supposed to deal with the whole semantic

unit.
Examples:

e She was looking at me all the time wondering what to say and suddenly she went into

fits of laughter. (5)

e (elou dobu se na m¢ divala a ptfemyslela, co fict, najednou se vSak dala do smichu. (5)

e “Don’t mind me,” she said. “I’m Irish.” (5)

e “To nic,” fekla. “Vzdyt jsem Irka.” (5)

e We never let him alone, he said. (12)

e Nedali jsme mu pokoj, fekl. (12)

5.2.6 Colloquialisms

As a literary device, colloquialism refers to the usage of informal or everyday language
in literature. Colloquialisms are generally geographic in nature, in that a colloquial expression

often belongs to a regional or local dialect. They can be words, phrases, or aphorisms.”

Nelze pouzit hovorovych nebo slangovych lexikalnich jednotek se spisovnymi
koncovkami ani deformovat morfologicky lexikalni jednotky z formalni vrstvy. Vystizeni
miry uzivani morfologickych deformaci neni vsak pro prekladatele nijak snadnou
zalezitosti. Vzhledem k tomu, Ze se v soucasnych prekladech tak casto vyuziva obecné
cestiny a ne vzdy bez problémii, méla by i této otdzce byt vénovana patricnd pozornost.

(Knittlova 107)

* Literary devices: Colloguialism [online]. [cit. 2017-02-08]
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Examples:

e “The laddie wants you to look at his bike,” I said. (6)

e “Mladej chce, aby ses podivala na jeho motorku,” ekl jsem. (6)

e [ saw this chap when I put my car away. (6)
e Uvidél jsem toho chldpka, kdyz jsem zaparkoval auto. (6)

5.2.7 Deliberate omission

In some parts of the text I purposefully omitted one or more words in the target

language for the sake of achieving natural stylistic layout.

Dodejme k tornu, Ze nevyjadritelnost je nutno kompenzovat, protoze v prekladu by se
zadna hodnota neméla ztratit, pouze jedna forma se preléva v druhou. Prvky riiznych
vrstev a jazykovych utvaru nejsou vazany vzdy na stejnou rovinu. A vzhledem k tornu, ze
Jjazyky rizné vyuzivaji signalu z té ¢i oné roviny, je moznost prevedeni signalii z jedné
roviny do druhé znamou cestou, kterou muze prekladatel mnohé tézko resitelné

problémy vyresit. (Knittlova 106)

Examples:

e The sunburn shone through the clipped white hair of his head and he had the simple,
trim, open-air look of a snow man. (33)

e Byl to energicky, urostly muz s Sibalskym usmévem. Slune¢ni svit prosvital jeho
upravenymi bilymi vlasy. Mé&l vizaZz prostého, dobfe vypadajicitho snézného muze.

(33)

b

e “No, thanks,” said the son, listening patiently to his father. “I have had my tea.’
“You’ve had your tea? Go on. Why not have another?” (34)
e _Ne, diky,“ ftekl syn. Pozorné svému otci naslouchal. , Uz jsem mél.“

,»UZ jsi mél? Tak si dej dalsi.* (34)
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5.2.8 Acronyms

Acronym is a type of abbreviation, typically a word formed from the initial letters or
syllables. Though there are not many in the source text, some of them were quite a brainteaser
for me.

Examples:

e They came up over the hill where the A.A. man stands and choked around the tram
stop. (18)

e Jezdili za kopec, kde agitator z anonymnich alkoholiki stoji a pokaslava u

tramvajové zastavky. (18)

o “I'mT.T.,” I said. “Too many soakers on the road as it is.” (3)

e Jsem abstinent®, fekl jsem. ,,Uz takhle je tam venku dost pijant.* (6)

5.2.9 Measures

As the author is British and the stories are set in England, it goes without saying that I came
across many measures that are unfamiliar to me and also might not be clear to a common
Czech reader. I contemplated whether or not it was suitable to translate them. Having learnt
what Levy claims, I dealt with various measures in a different manner.

V prekladu ma smysl zachovavat jen ty prvky specificna, které ctenar prekladu miize
citit jako charakteristické pro cizi prostredi, tj. jen ty, které jsou schopny byt nositeli
vyznamu “narodni a dobova specificnost”. VSechny ostatni, které ctendr nechape jako
odraz prostredi, pozbyvaji obsahu a poklesaji na bezobsaznou formu, protoze nejsou
schopny konkretizace.(Levy, 122)

Examples:

e Take last Saturday, he said, we were following him for miles down the by-pass, he
said. (12)

e Jako tfeba minulou sobotu, jak tikal, jsme ho sledovali celé¢ mile po obchvatu. (12)
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Since there is no reference to a specific distance, it seems to me that there is no need to

delve into the correlation between miles and kilometres in this particular case.

Examples:
e The son leaned back instinctively to get just another inch away from this little face.
(36)
e Syn se instinktivné zaklonil, aby se od tohoto malého obli¢eje alesponn o kousek
oddalil. (36)
From my point of view, “inch” in this sentence does not need to be translated literally,
since the precise length is of no importance here and it feels more natural to translate it

loosely.

e [ waved him on and past he flew with his scarf flying out, blazing red, into the traffic.

“We’re doing 58 ourselves,” she said, leaning across to look. (10)

e Mavl jsem na néj a on prolétl kolem néas do provozu, jeho ¢ervena Sala pfitom plala a
zarila.

»Sami jedeme pies devadesat,* fekla a naklanéla se, aby se podivala. (10)

In this case not making any adjustments as for the measure would be misleading.
Despite the fact that it is not explicitly said that the speed is measured in miles per hour, |
presume so, given that miles had appeared in the text earlier.

One mile equals approximately 1609 metres®, so I decided to translate it in a way that a Czech

reader would understand it for sure.

5.2.10 Currency

This turned out to be quite a complicated issue for me, since I was not able to estimate
the approximate value of some of the coins mentioned. Shilling, for instance, was taken out of
circulation in 19707 It required further research. However, in terms of translation itself, Levy

states that there is no point in translating currencies.

® Pfevod jednotek [online]. [cit. 2017-02-08]
” ProjectBritain: Understanding old British money [online]. [cit. 2017-02-08]
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Prevadet cizi menu neni mozné, protoze mena je charakteristicka vzdy pro urcitou zemi
a koruny by nam lokalizovaly preklad do naseho prostiredi. Nutno tedy ponechat rubly,
pesety, marky, centy, nanejvys je mozno pro srozumitelnost prevadet méné znamé mince
na znaméjsi: misto anglického ,,crown* prekladat ,, pétisilink “, misto ,, guinea* a

,sovereign‘ , libra“...(Levy 124)

Examples:

Oh,” she said, when we got to the pictures. “Two shillings’s too much. Let’s go into

the one-and-sixes at the side and we can nip across into the two-shillings when the
lights go down.” (7)

»lo nel,*“ fekla, kdyZ jsme dorazili do kina. ,,Dva Silinky jsou pfiliS. Pojd'me na mista

za jeden $ilink a Sest penci a az zhasnou svétla, prelezeme na mista za dva Silinky. (7)

However, if the specific amount of money is not the focus of the utterance, it feels more

natural to translate it.

“And he spends every penny he makes,” she said. (9)

A on utrati kazdej halif, co vydé¢la,* fekla. (9)

5.2.11 Reformulation

Certain passages of the text required more profound adjustments so as to maintain

contextual comprehension in the target language.

Example:

Now it was all bicycles over the new concrete road from the gun factory. Then traction

engines and cars. They came up over the hill where the A.A. man stands and choked
around the tram stop. It was mostly holiday traffic. Everything with a wheel on it was

out. (18)

Ted’ tu bylo na nové betonové silnici vedouci z tovarny na zbrané plno motorek, taky

lokomobily a auta. Jezdili za kopec, kde agitidtor od anonymnich alkoholikii stoji a

pokaslava u tramvajové zastdvky. Provoz byl spi§ prazdninovy. VSechno, co mélo

kolo, bylo pry¢. (18)
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5.3 Syntactic aspect

5.3.1 Subject

One of the most striking differences between Czech and English syntax is the position
of the subject and the possibility of its omission.

., Podmeét je zdkladni vétny clen, ktery na rozdil od ostatnich jmennych vétnych clenii je
pro stavbu anglické véty nezbytny. Bezpodmeétové (jednoclenné slovesné) véety v anglictiné

neexistuji. “ (Duskova 390)

Examples:

e [t had been raining since ten o’clock. (3)
e PrSelo uz od deseti hodin. (3)
It is apparent in the example above that it in this case functions as (formal) subject,

while being left out in the target language.

e “You been here in a car 7 | said.
“No, motor bike,” she said and blushed. “Cars can’t follow in these tracks.” (11)
e Byl jste tu autem?* fekl jsem.

,Ne, na motorce,* fekla a zaCervenala se. ,,Autem se po téhle cesté neda.” (11)

e “Miss MacFarlane doesn’t like being followed,” I said. (12)

e ,Sle¢né MacFarlanové se nelibi, kdyZ ji n€kdo sleduje,* fekl jsem. (12)

Even though the subject is present in the source language and it would be correct to

incorporate it into the translation, it feels more natural to omit it in the target language.

5.3.2 Negation

In terms of negation, there are substantial differences between English and Czech. The

most prominent one is the matter of double negation.
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Hlavni rozdil mezi anglictinou a cestinou je ve strukture zaporné véty. Zatimco v Cestiné
se pri celkovém popreni vétného obsahu uplatiiuje zaporova shoda, tj. zapor se obligatorné
vyjadiuje nejen u slovesa, ale i u vyrazii obecné platnosti, v anglictiné se zapor vyjadruje
pouze jednou. Je-li ve véteé zaporny vyraz obecné platnosti, musi mit sloveso formu kladnou.

(Duskova 337)

Examples:

e Every time I went to that town I took a box of something. Samples, mostly, they didn’t

cost me anything. (8)

e Pokazdé, kdyz jsem do mésta jel, mé€l jsem s sebou krabici né¢eho. Vétsinou vzorkd,

protoze mé nic nestaly. (8)

e We didn’t have any more trouble with Colin after this until Bank Holiday. (14)

e S Colinem jsme potom az do svatkil neméli Zddny problém. (14)

Another difference regarding negation is noticeable in yes/no questions in Czech and
English. This type of question is in English typically positive in form, while both positive and
negative forms are possible in Czech.

Zatimco v anglictiné ma prava zjistovaci otazka kladnou formu, v cestiné miize mit i

formu zapornou. UzZiti kladné ¢i zaporné formy je v Ceské zjistovact otdzce nekdy témer

libovolné, funkce tazaci véty se tim nemeni, tj. jak kladna, tak zaporna otazka je z

hlediska platnosti svého obsahu neutralni. Obé varianty ponechavaji odpoveéd zcela

otevirenou. (Duskova 314)

Examples:

e “You’re a stranger here, aren’t you?” she said. (3)

o Nejste zdejsi, Ze ne?* zeptala se. (3)

e “Want a wash?” my father said. “We’ve got a wash basin downstairs,” he said.
(15)
e Nechces se umyt? Mame dole umyvadlo,* ekl. (15)
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5.3.3 Passive voice

In terms of passive voice, I came across some differences as well. While passive voice
is fairly common in English fiction, it is not typical of the Czech language.

Trpny rod cestina v beletrii v podstaté nepouziva, pokud nejde o pripady, kdy se autor
zamerné vyhyba explicitnimu vyjadreni cinitele. Presto se zacinajici prekladatelé casto
nechavaji svést piivodnim textem a mechanicky prevezmou anglickou pasivni trukturu.
Pri rozhodovani je mj. treba brat v uvahu stylistickou prislusnost textu. (Knittlova 94)

Examples:

“Miss MacFarlane doesn’t like being followed,” I said. (12)

e Sle¢na MacFarlanova nem4 rada, kdyz ji nékdo sleduje,* fekl jsem. (12)

e Suddenly all the money quarrels of the family, which nagged in the young man’s

mind, had been dissolved. (31)

e Nahle jakoby vSechny hadky o penize v rodiné, které¢ mladému muzi nedaly klidu,
zmizely. (31)
However, in some cases it felt natural to is passive voice in the target language as well.
., V hovorovém stylu je pasivum ridké. Nejcasteji se vyskytuje typ s Zivotnym podmeétem a
nezivotnym (vyjadrenym nebo implikovanym) puvodcem vyvolavajicim rizné mentalni a

citové stavy a reakce. “ (Duskova 265)

Examples:

e He didn’t mean to say this because he hadn’t really the courage, but his pride was
touched. (38)

e Nechtél to fict, nemél na to kurdz, ale jeho pycha byla dotcena. (38)

e The son was appalled. (44)
 Syn byl znechucen. (44)
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5.3.4 Reporting clauses

Given that the direct speech prevails in the short story “Sense of Humor”, it turned out
to be rather tricky to be coming up with yet unused Czech equivalents of said after the
utterance in quotation marks. In some cases I left it out completely, as it was clear from the
context who the agent was.

“Vetsine profesionalnich prekladatelii je dnes jiz jasné, Ze v anglictiné je stereotypni
opakovani slovesa ,,said““ v uvozovacich vetdach dano tim, ze anglicka literatura tu prosté ma

Jjinou konvenci a zpravidla v tomto pripadé uvozovaci véty riizné obmeénuji” (Levy 144).

Examples:

e “You’re a stranger here, aren’t you?” she said.
“I am,” I said. “And so are you.”
“How do you know that?”
“Obvious,” I said. “Way you speak.”
“Let’s have a light,” she said.

“So’s I can see you,” I said. (3)

e _Nejste zdejsi, ze ne?* zeptala se.
»Nejsem, odpovedél jsem. ,,Ani vy ne.“

,,Jak to vite?*

,»Je to ziejmé z toho, jak mluvite.*

,,Co kdybych rozsvitila®, navrhla.

At na vas vidim®, pfitakal jsem. (3)

e “That’s where they make their mistake,” I said. “They think they know everything
because they’ve been on the road all their lives.” (3)

e A to je chyba,” poznamenal jsem. ,,Mysli si, Ze vi vSechno, protozZe jsou cely sviij

zivot na cesté.” (3)
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In the example below the reporting clause is left out in the target language.

e “Oh, Colin,” says she. “What do you want?”
“Nothing,” the chap said. “I came in to see you.” (6)
e  Co tuchces, Coline?*

,Nic. Prisel jsem se za tebou podivat.” (6)

5.3.5 Participle

As far as participle is concerned, its use and occurrence differs significantly between
Czech and English. Although the source text contains many, I tried to find some other
solution in the target language, as participles are deemed archaic and obsolete in Czech®.

,, Cestina naopak pouziva na misté infinitivnich, gerundijnich a participidlnich ¢ili tzv.
nominalnich tvaru slovesnych radeji urcitych tvaru slovesnych, a tedy vet, at' uz hlavnich ci
vedlejsich.* (Knittlova 95).

Ing-ové participium ma stejny formalni systém jako cesky prechodnik. Rozlisuje cas

pritomny a minuly a rod cinny a trpny (asking Zadaje, being asked jsa Zadan, having

asked pozadav, having been asked byv pozadan). Na rozdil od cestiny se ho vSak uzZiva
casteji a vedle vazeb obdobnych vazbam ceskym se vyskytuji téz vazby, které v cestiné

nemaji strukturni obdobu. (Duskova, 581)

Examples:

e “Come into the office, Mr Humphrey,” she said, bringing me a cup. (3)

e Pojdte dovnitt, pane Humphrey*, fekla a nesla mi Salek. (3)

e Sure enough, coming back we’d hear him popping and backfiring close behind us, and

I put out my hand to stop him and keep him following us, biting our dirt. (10)

e Samoziejmé, ze kdyZ jsme jeli zpatky, slySeli jsme, jak mu bubld motor kousek za

nami. Pokynul jsem rukou, abych ho zastavil a nechal ho v zavésu polykat prach. (10)

® Pravopisné: Pravidla prechodnikii [online]. [cit. 2017-02-08]
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5.3.6 Long sentences

Certain passages comprise longer sentences. | made several adjustments and divided
them into several units so that it looked more natural to the Czech reader.

Example:

e And so I lay there, listening to the traffic, staring at the ceiling and shivering whenever
the picture of Colin shooting right off that damned red thing into the bus came into my
mind—until I did not hear the traffic any more, or see the ceiling any more, or think
any more, but a change happened—I don’t know when. This Colin thing seemed to
have knocked the bottom out of everything and I had funny feeling we were going
down and down and down in a lift. And the further we went the hotter and softer she

got. (21)

e Tak jsem tam tak lezel. Poslouchal jsem hluk dopravy, civél na strop a otfésl se
kdykoliv mi na mysl pfisel obraz Colina, jak leti z té zatracené Cervené véci ptimo pod
autobus. Pak uz jsem neslysSel auta venku, ani nevidél strop, ani nemyslel. Nevim kdy,
ale stala se zména. Tahle véc s Colinem vSechno zhatila a j& mél zvlastni pocit, Ze

jedeme dolii vytahem. Cim vice jsme klesali, tim rozvasnéngjsi byla. (21)

5.3.7 Functional sentence perspective
Several adjustments were made so as to maintain the functional perspective scheme.

According to Knittlova, it is crucial for the translator to distinguish between theme and rheme,

laying the emphasis on the latter accordingly. (Knittlova 96)
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Examples:

Then he gives me a funny look.

“Who’s the girl?” he says.

My mother came in then and said:

“She’s pretty, Arthur.”

“Of course she’s pretty,” I said. “She’s Irish.”

“Oh,” said the old man. “Irish! Got a sense of humour, eh?”

“She wouldn’t be marrying me if she hadn’t,” I said. And then I gave them a look. (8)

Pak se na m¢ zvlastné podival.

,Kdo je ta holka?* zeptal se.

Matka vesla a pronesla: ,,Je krasna, Arture.*

»Jasng, ze je krasna, je to Irka,* ekl jsem.

,Jo tak Irka! Tak to ma smysl pro humor, ze?*“ poznamenal otec.

,Kdyby neméla, nebrala by si mé, fekl jsem a podival jsem se pro zménu zvlastné ja

na né. (8)

“I see his little game,” I said. “Following us.” So I saw to it that he did follow. (10)
,Vidim, co tady zkousi. Sledovat nds.* TakZe jsem si dal zalezet, aby jel skute¢né za

nami. (10)
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6 Conclusion

This bachelor thesis seeks to cast light to various problems one might come across
while translating from English into Czech. The practical part is created by side-by-side
translation of two short-stories by V.S. Pritchett “Sense of Humour” and “The Fly in the

Ointment.”

The theoretical part is divided into three main parts. Each part delves into one
linguistic discipline. Morphological part focuses on chiefly on the differences between tenses,
in the category of definiteness, modality and possessive pronouns. The syntactic aspect deals
with proper nouns and names of places. Attention is also paid to idioms, phrasal verbs, fixed
expressions and collocations, acronyms and peculiarities in terms of measures and currencies.
In the syntactic part, I discuss differences in appearance and functions of subject, negation,

passive voice, reporting clauses, participle and finally the functional sentence perspective.

In terms of the problematic aspects I had to deal with while translating, there were a
few I would like to point out. While morphology did not strike me as such a complicated
issue, lexicology and syntax certainly required quite a substantial amount of time and effort. I
often had to read the Czech part a few times again as something just did not feel natural and I
could not figure out what exactly it was. I realised that a single pronoun or a prefix could
make a difference to the whole phrase or sentence. Moreover, I caught myself preserving the
English word order and structures in the target language, which came out rather strangely.
The matter of currency and its translation was also quite problematic for me, as I was not

aware of the old English monetary system and it required further research.

All in all, T have to say that in spite of numerous confusions I gradually managed to
get over, | was able to enjoy the compilation of this thesis. I learned many lexical units in the
process and gained deeper understanding of the rules that have to be applied in translation, not
to mention the syntactic differences between both languages, which seemed to be the most
prominent. [ hope I managed to keep the balance between the accuracy of the translation itself

and preserving the original sense and meaning at the same time.
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