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ABSTRAKT

Tato bakalaiska prace se zabyva anglicko-Ceskym piekladem. Prace je rozdélena na tii
Casti, a to na cast teoretickou, kterd se bude zabyvat teorii translatologie jako védy o
ptekladu, ale primarné¢ se bude vztahovat kteorii tykajici se pifekladu moznych
problémovych jevi, které byly objeveny béhem ¢teni origindlu. Druha ¢ast — prakticka, se
sklada z prekladu ¢asti knihy ¢rt od mexicko-americké autorky Sandry Cisneros The House
on Mango Street. Kniha je psana z pohledu dospivajici hispanské divky Esperanzy
Cordero, kterd se vyrovnava se zivotem v Chicagu. Posledni ¢ast prace se tyka
komentovani pielozeného textu na zaklade teoretickych zjisténi v prvni ¢asti. Jedna se o
zdivodnovani volby piekladu konkrétnich jevl. Zdroji pro teoretickou ¢ast byla prevazné
dila Ceskych autorti zabyvajici se teorii ptekladu jako napt. Jifi Levy a jeho Umeéni
prekladu, Milan Hrdlicka a Prekladatelské miniatury, Pozvani k prekladatelské praxi:
kapitoly o prekladani beletrie od Olgy Krijtové nebo Prekladani a cestina od Zlaty

Kufnerové a kol.

KLICOVA SLOVA

preklad, Sandra Cisneros, pieklad zamySlenych chyb, pteklad fikanek, pieklad

cizojazy¢nych jevi v textu, lingvisticka analyza



ABSTRACT

This bachelor thesis deals with English-Czech translation. The thesis is divided into three
parts, namely the theoretical part, which will deal with the theory of translatology as a
science of translation but primarily it will relate to the theory of translation of potential
problematic phenomena that were discovered while reading the original. The second part -
practical, consists of a translation of parts of the book of vignettes by Mexican-American
author Sandra Cisneros The House on Mango Street. The book is written from the
perspective of a teenage Hispanic girl Esperanza Cordero who is coping with life in
Chicago. The last part sheds light on some of the choices made during the practical
translation process, explaining how these were informed by relevant theoretical findings
outlined in the first part. It is a justification of the choices of translations of the specific
phenomena. The sources for the theoretical part were mostly works by Czech authors
dealing with the theory of translation such as Jiti Levy and his Uméni prekladu, Milan
Hrdlicka and Prekladatelské miniatury, Pozvani k prekladatelské praxi: kapitoly o
prekladant beletrie by Olga Krijtova or Preklddani a cestina by Zlata Kufnerova et al.

KEYWORDS
translation, Sandra Cisneros, translation of intentional spelling and grammar errors,

translation of rhymes, translation of foreign-language elements in a text, linguistic analysis
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Introduction

This bachelor thesis focuses on translation. It deals with English to Czech
translation of as yet untranslated book The House on Mango Street by Mexican-American
author Sandra Cisneros. It is thanks to this book that I chose the translation in the first
place. I admire the author for the style of her writing and I really like the “story” itself.
Because I also enjoyed translation as a subject therefore, I decided to combine the two and

write this bachelor thesis.

The book is composed as a book of vignettes, which is a relatively unknown genre
for Czech readers therefore, the term vignette is explained in detail later in the thesis. The
vignettes are told from the perspective of a teenage girl Esperanza Cordero, who is
describing moments of her life on Mango Street, Chicago. She is Hispanic and her family
comes from Mexico. In more than forty vignettes she talks about her life experience,
family and friends. A reader can observe several situations where the life of migrants is
depicted from the point of view of teenagers. Even moments of becoming a woman are
shown, as Esperanza and her friends deal with getting hips. First experience with men are

also part of the book, unfortunately most of them are bad experience.

The thesis is divided into three parts. The first one is the theoretical part which
focuses on the theory of translation. It seeks to outline basic translation principles, types of
translation and procedures, processes and methods of translation. A larger part of the
theoretical section is dedicated to the potential impediments of the translation itself. Some
of these potential problematic areas had been anticipated, yet some cropped up in the
process of reading Cisneros's original, namely the translation of intentional grammar and
spelling mistakes, translation of poetry and nursery rhymes or translation of foreign
language in a text. Therefore, this part describes possible solutions for those phenomena
and it also functions as a theoretical background for the last part of the thesis which is an
analysis and comments on the translation. It is basically a justification of the choice of the

translations.

The biggest part of the thesis consists of the translation of selected parts of the
book. The vignette Our Good Day was chosen as the beginning because Esperanza meets

her new friends and they accompany her through the whole book. The last translated



vignette is Born Bad. The main reason why this part is the final one is that Esperanza tells
her own poem out loud for the first time. Her dying aunt tells her to keep writing which is a
crucial point in Esperanza's life and also in life of the author as it is partly a biographical

book.

The sources used for the theoretical part of the thesis consist of works by Czech
theorists. The works by Dagmar Knittlova were used, namely Preklad a preklidani and K
teorii i praxi prekladu. Other used sources are Prekladani a cestina by Zlata Kufnerova et

al., Prekladatelské miniatury by Milan Hrdlicka or Umeni prekladu by Jiti Levy.



1 Theory of translation

This part of theory is dealing with theoretical approaches concerning translation as a
scholarly discipline. According to the above-mentioned sources this section observes the
basic translation principles. Further it discusses the fundamental types of translation
described by Jakobson. Then it deals with translation procedures and processes mentioning
the so-called macro-approach and micro-view. Various methods and procedures to address
the lack of direct equivalents are depicted. And finally, the stages of translation creation

are described.

1.1 Basic translation principles

Translation principles have changed over time and once prevalent literary-aesthetic
approach was joined by linguistic approach during the second half of 20" century.
Currently, those two approaches resulted into the pragmatic aspect of translation and

therefore, the question of equivalence is considered a translation problem.

British theorist J. C. Catford came up with the idea that “units of source language
and target language may not have the same meaning in a linguistic sense but may work in
the same situation.” (Knittlova et al. 7) In fact, he was the predecessor of the term

functional equivalence which is the key term for today's translations.

The basic translation principle which is the functional approach is based on this
term. As Knittlova et al. (7) says this means that it does not matter whether we use the
same or different language means, but what matters is that they perform the same function,
preferably in all respects i.e. not only semantic, factual (denotative, reference), but also

connotative (expressive, association) and pragmatic.

According to Grygova (Knittlova et al. 14) translation should have at least three
basic criteria: the linguistic expression in the target language should function naturally,
organically; the result in the target language should have the same meaning (or meaning as
close as possible to the state of identity) as its original in the source language; language in

the target language should preserve the dynamics of the original language formulated in

10



the source language - the translation should produce the same response as the language in

the source language.

1.2 Types of translation

Grygova (Knittlova et al. 15) describes Jakobson's division of translation. He
distinguishes three types: intralingual translation which is about an internal explanation in
the text i.e. repeating in other words; inter-semiotic translation which deals with
expressing information captured by one sign system by means of another sign system e.g.
reading mathematical symbols, etc., and interlingual translation related to expressing
information captured by one language system (source language) by another language

system (target language).

Interlingual translation is further divided into the four types: interlineal translation
is an extreme example of a literal translation, it does not respect the grammar system of the
target language; it only preserves specifically linguistic information e.g. I did not want to
hurt you. — Jd nechtél ublizit ty/tobé.; literal (slavish) translation translates lexical units
regardless of context, but respects the grammar system of the target language
e.g. I ordered him to brush his teeth. — Porucil jsem mu, aby si vykartacoval zuby.; free
translation only marginally respects the original text, the translation is deprived of
aesthetic qualities, and is considered to be incorrect; and finally communicative, idiomatic
translation which is related to the pragmatic aspect of translation, it is used in the
translation of conventional formulas (e.g. greetings), sayings, proverbs, etc. (Knittlova et

al. 16,17)

The goal of the translator should be to create a text that has the same meaning as
the source text, but the processing is natural to the target language. The main aim is to
preserve the identity of meaning, not the identity of form. Such a translation is associated

with a communicative, dynamic and idiomatic attribute. (Knittlova et al. 17)
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1.3 Translation procedures, processes and methods

From the very beginning, the theorists of translation asked themselves the question
of the reproductive accuracy of translation. As always, there were and still are two
opinions - the classical theory of adaptive translation and the romantic theory of literal
translation. As Levy (103) says, this discrepancy persists to this day, and it arises from the
fact that although translation loyalty is proclaimed programmatically, this requirement is

not defined and analyzed in detail, thus there are contradictory interpretations in practice.

Modern approaches focus on the translation process itself. Theorists concentrate on
the so-called macro-approach, which means that they first deal with cultural background,
historical and local involvement, literary cues, facts, the author's relation to the topic and to
the audience and the type and function of the text. Only then comes the stage of detailed
decision-making, the so-called micro-view focusing on grammatical structures and their

lexical fulfillment, and then the target text is created. (Knittlova et al.27)

As for student translations, the most common mistakes arise from the fact that

students start by thinking about the details before applying the macro-approach.

The translation process uses various methods and procedures to address the lack of
direct equivalents, a problem that all translators are dealing with. Knittlova et al. (19)

describes seven of these methods as outlined by Vivay and Darbelnet:

1. Transcription - transcription more or less adapted to the target language

2. Calque - literal translation

3. Substitution - replacement of one language means by another equivalent (e.g.
nouns with personal pronouns and vice versa); substitution tells us that anything
can be named in any way, it is about naming the same thing in different ways

4. Transposition - necessary grammatical changes due to a different language
system

5. Modulation - change of viewpoint (e.g. elbow of the pipe — koleno potrubi)

6. Equivalence - using stylistic and structural means different from the original
(e.g. my sweet girl — dévenka)

7. Adaptation - substitution of a situation (e.g. if there is no equivalent of a pun or

if a situation does not exist in the target culture)
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In the revised edition, the authors add borrowing — a taken expression from another
language (e.g. pétangue) and literal translation - a direct, exact translation, which they

believe is most common in languages that share the same typological group and culture.

Many other authors have contributed to this enumeration by their methods e.g.
American scholar Vazquez-Ayora with his amplification (extension of text), explication
(adding explanatory information) or omission and compensation. Or another American
theorist Malone with divergence (you — ty/vy), convergence (ty/vy - you), reduction (Here
I am - Zde), condensation (s modrym hibetem - blue-backed), diffusion (tongue-heavy —
mit tézky jazyk) or reordering (change the order of words). (Knittlova et al. 20) But it can

be said that those seven methods mentioned above are the most widely used ones.

Knittlova also deals with other methods that the translator uses on the lexical level of
the text. On the denotation level she describes the specification and its opposite —

generalization.

The specification is the fact that the linguistic unit of Czech translation contains an
additional semantic component compared to the linguistic unit in the English text. In this
case, sometimes it can happen that the translator adds information unnecessarily, as it can
be inferred from the context. The specification is most often used for translating English
verbs because Czech is a verbal language compared to nominal English. In the Czech
sentence, the basic bearer of the meaning is the verb, on the other hand, in English, the
verbs function more as connecting elements between the bearers of the meaning.

(Knittlova et al. 48)

On the contrary, generalization consists in the reduction of semantic components. It
is less common and rather refers to nouns. Most often it is a generalization of the Czech
counterpart from a specific type of named object, if the specificity of the type is not known

in Czech, e.g. rangeland grass — pastviny.

On the connotation level one can speak of expressive and stylistic connotations.
Expressivity is understood as an intensification of the utterance and intensifying the
influence of the language unit on the perception of the addressee. (Knittlova et al. 62) This

1s most frequently achieved by using Czech diminutives. On the other hand, Czech
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diminutives do not always have to carry emotional attitude — sometimes they just mean that

something is smaller than the average, or they can be used for making ironic remarks.

Stylistic connotational components reflect from the neutral center up (archaic, poetic,
etc.) and down (colloquial, slang, vulgar, etc.). Since there is no equal arrangement of
language layers and formations in English and Czech, the translator makes use of the

means available in Czech, which are considered suitable. (Knittlova et al. 63)

1.4 Stages of translation creation

When methods and procedures of translating were discussed it is time to concentrate
on the translator and the requirements for his/her work. Levy (50) states three stages of the
translator's work, the first one being understanding the template, second is interpretation of

the template and the last stage is restyling the template.

Understanding the template is based on understanding the text. As Levy (50) says a
good translator must be a good reader. First of all, it is about a philological understanding
of the text. The problem can arise with polysemic words as well as with various misleading
associations induced by the language material at hand. If the text is read correctly, the
readers are allowed to appreciate the ideologically aesthetic values of the work, such as
mood, offensive focus, ironic background, etc. The translator must be aware of these
qualities and must know the means by which the author achieved them. Levy (51) points

out that sometimes even seemingly random expressions have a role to play.

Understanding of ideologically aesthetic values leads to a comprehension of artistic
units, of facts - characters, relationships, environment, ideological intention of the author
and so on. Imagination is needed to comprehensively understand the artistic reality of the

work. It is needed for reconstruction of facts and their reflection in the work.

Understanding the facts makes it easy to solve the problem of the incommensurability
of the two language materials, where the full correspondence between translation and

template is not possible, but interpretation is required.

Levy (56) states that there is a frequent case where the mother tongue is not capable of

a meaningful expression as broad as it is the original, and the translator must therefore
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specify the meaning, which requires substantial knowledge of the facts behind the text.
Levy (57) also draws attention to the objectivity of the interpretation. Unlike the ordinary
reader, the translator must not fall into personal sentimentality. Such reading subjectivism

is one of the main problems of translation work.

A good translator also sets an interpretative standpoint and knows what he/she wants
to convey with the translation Another important consideration is also the translation
concept, i.e. the ideological basis of the translator's creative method, which arises from the

view of the work and from the focus on consumers of a certain type. (Levy 60)

As far as the restyling the template is concerned, it is mostly a language stylization.
Levy (64) points out that this mainly concerns the following three issues: the ratio of the
two language systems; the traces of the source language in the stylization of translation,
and the tension in the style of translation, which is caused by the idea being translated into

a language in which it was not created.

As already mentioned above, the source language and the target language are
incommensurable, which makes the translation more difficult when there is a greater role
for language in the artistic construction of text. The great incommensurability also
concerns the semantic aspect of language because naming the facts that surround us is

partly due to the naming system of the language.

As for the traces of the source language in the stylization of the translation, it is the
original that influences the formation of the translation, for example by using the non-
systemic phrases inspired by the original or by not using Czech means of expression,

which, of course, does not have the template.

And finally, the tension in the style of translation, which is caused by the idea being
translated into a language in which it was not created, implies the fact that the linguistic

expression in the translation is not absolute, but only represents one of the possibilities.
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1.5 Theory related to potential problematic phenomena

This theoretical part is dedicated to translation phenomena which could cause
predicaments in the practical part of this thesis. I discovered these phenomena while
reading the original book in English. This section will deal with theoretical translation
solutions of given phenomena. These possible obstacles are translation of poetry as
Cisneros uses nursery rhymes, thyming and poems in her book, translation of foreign
language in the text as there are many Spanish words used since Cordero family comes
from Spanish speaking country - Mexico. It deals with translation of intentional spelling
and grammar errors as a result of Esperanza and especially her close ones not speaking
English perfectly. Finally, this section discusses the pros and cons of translating the book’s

title.

1.5.1 Translation of poetry

The process of translating poetry is completely different from translating prose.
Many theorists have dealt with the issue; therefore, this section is going to describe their
theoretical opinions on how to translate poetry. Thus, it is going to list all the possibilities

that can be used in upcoming practical part of the thesis.

As Kufnerova (135) says, opinions of theorists and practitioners on literary
translation often differ. Most often, however, there are different opinions on the translation
of poetry. What is the ideal poetic translation? And who is the optimal translator?
Obviously, there is not one correct answer to these questions, however Kufnerova (135)
says, there is a general idea of what must be respected in the translation of a poetry, what
must be done to be as faithful, accurate and aesthetically impressive as possible in order to
be functionally equivalent. One of the most important things in translating poetry is the
connection between content and form. Deep knowledge of both languages, literature and
cultural context is required. The ideal translator is a person with the knowledge mentioned

above but also a person talented in writing poetry.

When translating poetry, but even when translating prose, there could be observed

two basic levels — level of language means which is applied to grammatical, lexical and
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phraseological elements. Translations on this particular level are judged as translations
correct or incorrect. The second level is linguistically creative. It deals with elements
belonging to various degrees of equivalence e.g. formal, semantic, functional, etc. When it
comes to judging its correctness, it can be hardly said whether it is correct or not because it

is seen as translator's linguistic creativity.

As there are few nursery rhymes in the book and Cisneros attempts to use rhyming
even in the text itself, it is advisable to look at the translation of rhymes. As Kufnerova
(131) says, rhyme is the sound conformity of ending sounds in the verse. The possibilities
of forming a rhyme depend e.g. on the type of a language, whether it is analytic or
synthetic. Czech being the synthetic type has more possibilities to create rhymes than e.g.
English for being the analytic type. The basic difference between Czech and English poetry
is that for Czech poetry is double syllabic (female) rthyme the standard, however, for
English is the standard monosyllabic (male) rhyme. Therefore, Czech usually substitutes
the original monosyllabic rhyme with its double syllabic rhyme. Levy (259) suggests that it
makes no sense for a translator to limit himself/herself to a thyme type of the original work
as it is not the author's choice, but it is the consequence of the bond between rhyme and
language. Therefore, it would be useless to imitate monosyllabic English in multi-syllabic

Czech.

As already mentioned above, it is all about linguistic creativity and as Kufnerova
(132) points out even with the greatest stringency and translation skills, all aspects of the
rhyme, including the rhyme scheme of the trophy and poem in the context of other formal

and content aspects of the poem, are rarely solved optimally.

1.5.2 Translation of foreign language in a text

Knittlovd and Hrdlicka agree that the approach towards translating foreign-
language elements in a text depends mostly on their function in the text. Hrdlicka (55)
mentions that to preserve the same function as in the original text plays a key role in

translating those elements.
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Provided that an author uses foreign-language elements only to create an
atmosphere, in greetings or in social phrases, etc., Knittlova (115) advises not to translate
the foreign-language elements and leave them in the original wording. She also notes that
this goes hand in hand with expressions meaning of which is easily understood from a
broader context. When the understanding is not obvious from a context, the author as well
as the translator is supposed to state the foreign-language element together with the phrase
in their target language e.g. (English author in English language and Czech translator in

Czech language) e.g. “Me voy, ” the gypsy said. “I go.” — ,, Me voy,” Fekl cikan. ,, Uz jdu.”.

Hrdlicka agrees with Knittlovd when it comes to translating greetings,
acknowledgements, etc. He (55) says it is more beneficial not to translate the foreign-
language element. A translation or a footnote explanation may be disruptive in its
redundancy and may be adversely reflected in the reception of the translated text. Hrdlicka

also mentions four translation approaches by A. V. Cirikov:

1. takeover of the author's subsequent translation of the foreign-language element;

2. taking over the author's explanation of the meaning of the foreign-language
element by context (both the author and the translator leave the term in a
foreign language, but in the context either its equivalent appears in the target
language or in the source language - depending on the translation or the
original; or the meaning of a foreign-language element arises from the situation,
the context);

3. explanation of the meaning of the foreign-language element by the translator's
refinement of the translation text (the translator uses a means in the target
language that can substitute for its lexical meaning and further clarify the
meaning of the expression (passages) from the source language; particularly
suitable for this procedure are verba dicendi');

4. subsequent translator's translation of a foreign-language element.

Not very recommended is the possibility of translating a foreign-language element
below the line. Hrdlicka rejects this procedure because the meaning units of the work move

to the editorial section and this can be distracting for the reader.

1 Verba dicendi, "verbs of utterance" introduce direct speech e.g. said, asked, etc.
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Levy (116-117) says that the best possible solution is to translate meaningful
foreign-language elements that the ordinary reader would not understand. These
translations of utterances should be indicated by the translator's explaining e.g. by using
verba dicendi as in Cirikov's approach e.g. prohodil turecky. Levy (116) also suggests

to leave greetings and short answers untranslated to indicate foreignness.

1.5.3 Translation of intentional spelling and grammar errors

Not many authors have dealt with the problem of possible translation of intentional
spelling and grammar errors in fiction. The main reason why is that this phenomenon is not
widely used. However, translating intentional errors should attract attention, because even

such a small thing at first sight plays a big role in the overall reception of a text.

The functions of intentional spelling and grammar errors are various e.g.
characterizing, comic, etc. Therefore, it is very crucial to translate those errors
appropriately. The advantage of the Czech language is that, thanks to its flexibility,
it offers a wide range of possibilities for creating errors in morphology. Regarding spelling

mistakes, it is possible to make mistakes in codified orthography expressions.

Based on the research of various texts, Hrdlicka (49) comes up with rules for

translating intentional spelling and grammar errors.

1. The error should have the same function in the translated text as the original
text, it should act similarly;

2. a similar error rate should be maintained in the translation, thus achieving the
same readability, clarity of the original and translation;

3. 1if possible, the type of error should be kept in translation; if this is not possible,

the error must be appropriately replaced by a similar language error.

The translator should adhere to the rules mentioned above, so that the translation

does not distort the original text and thus not deprive the reader of the reading experience.
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1.5.4 Translation of the book title

To come up with an appealing title of the book is a very important part in the
process of writing and even in translating. Nowadays, titles work as an advertisement for
the whole book and therefore, they must be attractive to the reader. Translation of titles has
changed over time and many theorists have described how it developed and how to

translate book titles ideally.

Levy (140) divides titles into two groups — descriptive titles and symbolizing titles.
Descriptive type of titles is older and not much used at present as it is usually long and
reveals the content and the genre of the work to the reader. It has a communicative
function. When translating this kind of a title translator should follow the direct translation
of the title. Symbolizing title relates to the modern times where the title functions as an
advertisement for the book therefore, it is usually short, and it has to have a form easy to
remember and it has to be a distinctive, concrete and unique symbolization of the particular

image. Same conditions apply to translating those titles.

Levy (142) warns translators to be careful about specific national forms every
literature has for book titles i.e. formal principles dependent on linguistic material and its
associated shape conventions, e.g. for report truth of which is not guaranteed, English
usually uses infinitive while Czech would rather use interrogative sentence. These specific
national forms should be replaced by the domestic forms during translation. Crucial is also
social sense, forasmuch as all the readers do not have the same background knowledge
thus the translator has to be aware of that fact when translating the title of the book.
Example (142): The Mill in the Floss novel by G. Eliot is translated as Cerveny mlyn not as
Mlyn na Flossu, because Czech readers probably do not know small river Floss in England

thus the exact translation would not evoke any specific image.

Kufnerova (149) claims that the translator should work with the title in the same
way as with any other literary element, which means to abide by the principles of
functional equivalence. She also says that unless there are linguistic or cultural reasons to
the contrary, the translation should be an exact copy of the original. The exact copy of the
original does not have to be necessarily functionally equivalent and the translator must be

very careful about crossing the line of functional equivalence.
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Kufnerova further observes trends in the translation of titles which are tendencies of
shortening names which leads to abbreviation of the original text; modifying or completely
changing a title containing a personal name due to problems with inflection of foreign
names; or Czech preferring storyline phrases or whole sentences over nominal phrases.
According to Kufnerova, very few translators change the content of the title completely

without linguistic reasons.

Krijtova (48-49) introduces, in her book Pozvani k prekladatelske praxis, Dutch
author Ward Ruyslinck, who came up with models of book titles. Ruyslinck divides titles
as follows: entry title consisting of noun as an entry in a dictionary; title made of
protagonist’s name; two-part title consisting of the title and some kind of “trailer” e.g.
Zelfportret of het Galgemaal — Teirlinckiiv: Autoportrét neboli Posledni vecere; quote title
that consists of a verse or a prosodic line from different author; folder or file title — the
book’s name comes from the number or name of a file or a case after which it is placed in
the folder (ad acta) e.g. De zaak 40/61 — Pripad 40/61; software title which is influenced
by programming language, the title is no longer short, salable, it can extend to a whole
sentence; the last model of titles is esoteric or cryptic title made of unknown Latin or

Greek word.

All those theoretical models and recommendations are here to help translators with
deciding which way to choose. Krijtova advises to firstly detect which classification the

author uses and then according to it think of a fitting translation.

1.5.5 Whatis a book of vignettes and how to translate it?

According to literaryterms.net vignette is “a short scene that captures a single
moment or a defining detail about a character, idea, or other element of the story.”? To
translate vignette as kratkd epizoda or scéna does not make sense with connection with this
particular book. On the other hand, the rest of this definition corresponds with other found

English definitions.

2 Vignette. In: Literary Terms [online]. [cit. 2019-10-15]. Dostupné z: https://literaryterms.net/vignette/
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Online dictionary merriam-webster.com defines vignette as “a short descriptive
literary sketch™ and further sketch defines as “a short literary composition somewhat
resembling the short story and the essay but intentionally slight in treatment, discursive

4 The difference between a short story and a vignette is that

in style, and familiar in tone
a short story has a plot whereas a vignette does not have to have all the elements of a plot.
Therefore, it is not advisable to translate a vignette as kratka povidka because it would be

misleading.

Those definitions lead to Czech translation ¢rta which is Czech literary genre
defined as genre on the border of journalism and fiction. The subjective experience is
emphasized, literary and poetic means are abundant, and its content focuses on moments

associated with the author's strong experience.

One option may also be not to translate this type of genre and leave it in the
source language. And for example, a footnote can be added to explain what this might
mean in the target language. However, as I mentioned above, personally, I am not in
favor of letting words or phrases untranslated and as we already know a footnote

explanation is not recommended.

Based on those definitions and findings the translation ¢rta thus kniha ¢rt seems

the best match for this genre.

3 Vignette. In: Merriam-Webster [online]. [cit. 2019-10-15]. Dostupné z: https:/www.merriam-

webster.com/dictionary/vignette

4 Sketch. In: Merriam-Webster [online]. [cit. 2019-10-15]. Dostupné z: https://www.merriam-

webster.com/dictionary/sketch
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2 Practical part

This part of the thesis provides the translation of the selected vignettes from the

book The House on Mango Street. The chosen part begins with Esperanza meeting her new

friends who accompany her through the whole book, which is why I chose to start

translating from this particular vignette. I decided to end the translation with the part where

her aunt dies as it is the first time when Esperanza recites her own poem out loud and her

aunt advises her to keep writing.

Our Good Day

If you give me five dollars I will be your friend
forever. That's what the little one tells me.

Five dollars is cheap since I don't have any
friends except Cathy who is only my friend till
Tuesday.

Five dollars, five dollars.

She is trying to get somebody to chip in so they
can buy a bicycle from this kid named Tito. They
already have ten dollars and all they need is five
more.

Only five dollars, she says.

Don't, talk to them, says Cathy. Can't you see
they smell like a broom.

But I like them. Their clothes are crooked and
old. They are wearing shiny Sunday shoes without
socks. It makes their bald ankles all red, but I like
them. Especially the big one who laughs with all her
teeth. I like her even though she lets the little one do
all the talking.

Five dollars, the little one says, only five.

Cathy is tugging my arm and I know whatever

I do next will make her mad forever.

Nas skvély den

Kdyz mi daS pét dolar, budu se s tebou
kamaradit navzdy, +tikda mi ta  mala.

To neni moc, kdyz nemam kamarady, teda
kromé Cathy, ktera se se mnou bavi jenom do
utery.

Tak tedy pét dolarti.

Chce, aby se s nimi nékdo slozil na kolo od
toho kluka Tita. Uz maji deset dolart, takze
potiebuji jenom dalSich pét.

Je to jenom pét dolart, fika.

Nebav se s nimi, fikd Cathy, to nevidis, Ze
smrdi jako kostata.

Ale mné se libi. Jejich obleceni je zmuchlané
a staré. Maji na sob& lesklé nedé&lni boty bez
ponozek. Maji od toho Cervené kotniky, ale mné se
libi. Hlavné ta velkd, co se smé&je a jsou ji vidét
vSechny zuby. Libi se mi, i kdyZ nechavd mluvit
jen tu malou.

Pét dolard, ftikd ta mala, jenom pét.

Cathy m¢ taha za ruku a ja vim, ze at' uz

udélam cokoli, navzdy ji to nastve.
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Wait a minute, [ say, and run inside to get
the five dollars. I have three dollars saved and 1
take two of Nenny's. She's not home, but I'm
sure she'll he glad when she finds out we own a
bike. When I get back, Cathy is gone like I
knew she would be, but I don't care. I have two
new friends and a bike too.

My name is Lucy, the big one says. This
here is Rachel my sister.

I'm her sister, says Rachel. Who are you?

And I wish my name was Cassandra or Alexis
or Maritza-anything but Esperanza-but when I tell
them my name they don't laugh.

We come from Texas, Lucy says and grins. Her
was born here, but me I'm Texas.

You mean she, I say.

No, I'm from Texas, and doesn't get it.

This bike is three ways ours, says Rachel who is
thinking ahead already. Mine today, Lucy's
tomorrow and yours day after.

But everybody wants to ride it today because
the bike is new, so we decide to take turns after
tomorrow. Today it belongs to all of us.

I don't tell them about Nenny just yet. It's too
complicated. Especially since Rachel almost put out
Lucy's eye about who was going to get to ride it
first. But finally we agree to ride it together. Why
not?

Because Lucy has long legs she pedals. I sit on

theback seat and Rachel is skinny enough to get up
on the handlebars which make the bike all wobbly

Tak pockejte, feknu, a bézim dovnitt pro pét
dolarti. Mam nasetfené tfi dolary a dva vezmu od
Nenny. Neni doma, ale jsem si jista, ze bude rada,
az zjisti, ze mame kolo. Kdyz se vratim, Cathy je
pry¢. Myslela jsem si, Zze odejde, ale je mi to
jedno. Mam dv¢ nové kamaradky a k tomu kolo.

Ja jsem Lucy, fekne ta velkd, a tohle je
Rachel, moje sestra.

Jsem jeji sestra, fekne Rachel, jak se jmenujes
ty?

A ja si pfeji, abych se jmenovala Cassandra
nebo Alexis nebo Maritza, cokoliv jen ne
Esperanza, ale kdyz jim feknu své jméno, nesméji
se.

My jsme z Texasu, fekne Lucy a zaSklebi se,
ona narodit tady, ale ja, ja jsem Texas.

Myslis ona se narodila tady, feknu.

Ne, ja jsem z Texasu, nechépe.

Rachel mysli dopfedu a fika, ze to kolo je
trikrat nase. Dnes moje, zitra Lucy, a potom tvoje.

Ale vSechny na ném chceme jezdit uz dnes,
protoZze je nové, takZe se rozhodneme, Ze se
zacneme stiidat aZ po zitiku. Dnes patii ndm vSem.

O Nenny jim je$té nefeknu. Je to moc sloZité.
Hlavné ted’, kdyZz Rachel malem vypichla Lucy
oko, kvuli tomu, kdo bude jezdit prvni. Ale
nakonec jsme se shodly, Ze budeme jezdit
spole¢né. Protoze pro¢ ne?

Lucy $lape, protoze ma dlouhé nohy. Ja jsem
na sedle a Rachel je dost hubend na to, aby se

vesla na fiditka. Celé kolo je rozviklané jako
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as if the wheels are spaghetti, but after a bit you get
used to it.

We ride fast and faster. Past my house, sad and
red and crumbly in places, past Mr. Benny's grocery
on the corner, and down the avenue which is
dangerous. Laundromat, junk store, drugstore,
windows and cars and more cars, and around the
block back to Mango.

People on the bus wave. A very fat lady
crossing the street says, You sure got quite a load
there.

Rachel shouts, You got quite a load there too.

She is very sassy.

Down, down Mango Street we go. Rachel,
Lucy, me. Our new bicycle. Laughing the crooked
ride back.
Laughter

Nenny and I don't look like sisters ... not
right away. Not the way you can tell with
Rachel and Lucy who have the same fat
popsicle lips like everybody else in their
family. But me and Nenny, we are more alike
than you would know. Our laughter for
example. Not the shy ice cream bells' giggle of
Rachel and Lucy's family, but all of a sudden
and surprised like a pile of dishes breaking.
And other things I can't explain.

One day we were passing a house that

looked, in my mind, like houses I had seen in

kdyby mé¢lo misto kol Spagety. Ale po chvili se na
to da zvyknout.

Jedeme rychle a rychleji. Mijime muj diam,
smutny a ¢erveny a misty se rozpadajici, na rohu
mijime potraviny pana Bennyho a dal po ulici,
ktera je nebezpecnd. Pradelna, veteSnictvi,
drogerie, okna a auta a dal$i auta a kolem bloku
zpét do Mangové ulice.

Lidé méavaji z autobusu. Hodné¢ tlustd pani,
kterd zrovna piechazi ulici fikd: Vy mate tedy
pekny naklad.

Rachel na ni kfi¢i: Vy mate taky pckny
naklad. Je hodné drza.

Jedeme po Mangové ulici. Rachel, Lucy, ja.
Nase nové kolo. Sméjici se na rozviklané jizdé

zpét.

Smich

S Nenny si nejsme moc podobné ... ne na
prvni pohled. Ne tak jako tfeba Rachel a Lucy,
které maji stejné plné rty jako vSichni v jejich
roding. Ale my s Nenny jsme si vic podobné, nez
byste fekli. Tfeba naS smich. Ne ten plachy
zvonivy chichot Rachal a Lucy a celé¢ jejich
rodiny, ale neCekany a ptekvapivy smich, jako
kdyZz padaji talife na zem. A dal§i véci, které
nedokazu vysvétlit.

Jednou jsme Sly kolem domu, ktery v mé
hlavé vypadal jako domy, co jsem vidéla

v Mexiku.
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Mexico. I don't know why. There was nothing
about the house that looked exactly like the
houses I remembered. I'm not even sure why I
thought it, but it seemed to feel right.

Look at that house, I said, it looks like Mexico.
Rachel and Lucy look at me like I'm crazy, but
before they can let out a laugh, Nenny says: Yes,
that's Mexico all right. That's what I was thinking
exactly.
Girl’s Furniture Bought & Sold

There is a junk store. An old man owns it. We
bought a used refrigerator from him once, and
Carlos sold a box of magazines for a dollar. The
store is small with just a dirty window for light. He
doesn't turn the lights on unless you got money to
buy things with, so in the dark we look and see all
kinds of things, me and Nenny. Tables with their

feet upside-down and rows and rows of

refrigerators with round corners and couches that
spin dust in the air when you punch them and a
hundred T.V.'s that don't work probably.
Everything is on top of everything so the whole
store has skinny aisles to walk through. You can
get lost easy.

The owner, he is a black man who doesn't talk
much and sometimes if you didn't know better you
could be in there a long time before your eyes
notice a pair of gold glasses floating in the dark.
Nenny who thinks she is smart and talks to any old
asks lots of

man, questions.

Nevim pro¢. Na tom domé nebylo nic, co by mi
piipominalo domy z Mexika. Nevim, pro¢ jsem si
to vibec myslela, ale pfiSlo mi to spravné.

Podivejte se na ten dim, fekla jsem, vypada
jako Mexiko. Rachel a Lucy se na mé divaji, jako
kdybych se zblaznila, ale diiv, nez se zacnou smat,
Nenny fekne: Jo, to je pfesn¢ Mexiko. Taky jsem

na to myslela.

Jak se stavi sen

Je tu veteSnictvi. Vlastni ho stary muz.
Jednou jsme si u néj koupili pouzitou lednicku, a
Carlos mu prodal krabici ¢asopist za dolar. Je to
maly obchod se Spinavymi okny. Ten chlap
nerozsviti, pokud nemaéte penize, takze se s Nenny
ve tm¢ koukdme na rizné véci. Stoly vzhlru
nohama a tady a fady ledni¢ek s oblymi rohy a
pohovky, které rozviti prach ve vzduchu, kdyz do
nich bouchnete, a stovky televizi, které
pravdépodobné nefunguji. VSechno je na sobé
nahndcané, takze tu jsou jenom uzoucké ulicky.
ztratit.

Muzete se tu snadno

Majitel je cernoch, ktery toho moc
nenamluvi, a nékdy muizete byt v krdmé uz dost
dlouhou dobu predtim, nez si vibec vSimnete
zlatych bryli vznaSejicich se ve tmé. Nenny si
mysli, Ze je chytrd a mluvi se vSemi starymi muzi

a hodné¢ se pta.
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Me, I never said nothing to him except once when
I bought the Statue of liberty for a dime.

But Nenny, I hear her asking one time how's
this here and the man says, This, this is a music
box, and I turn around quick thinking he means a
pretty box with flowers painted on it, with a
ballerina inside. Only there's nothing like that
where this old man is pointing, just a wood box
that's old and got a big brass record in it with
holes. Then he starts it up and all sorts of things
start happening. It's like all of a sudden he let go a
million moths all over the dusty furniture and
swan-neck shadows and in our bones. It's like
drops of water. Or like marimbas only with a
funny little plucked sound to it like if you were
running your fingers across the teeth of a metal
comb.

And then I don't know why, but I have to turn
around and pretend I don't care about the box so
Nenny won't see how stupid I am. But Nenny, who
is stupider, already is asking how much and I can
see her fingers going for the quarters in her pants
pocket.

This, the old man says shutting the lid, this

ain't for sale.

Meme Ortiz

Meme Ortiz moved into Cathy's house after her
family moved away. His name isn't really Meme.
His name is Juan. But when we asked him what his

name was he said Meme,

Ja, ja jsem mu nikdy nic fekla, krom¢ toho, kdyz
jsem si jednou za desetnik koupila Sochu svobody.

Ale Nenny, slyS$im ji, jak se pta, co je tohle a
ten muz tika,: Tohle, tohle je hudebni skfiika.
Rychle se ota¢im a myslim si, Ze to bude ta hezka
skiiftka s kvétinami a baletkou uvnitf. Ale nic
takové tam, kam ukazuje, neni. Jen stara dievéna
bedna, kterd ma v sobé velkou mosaznou desku
s otvory. Pak to spusti a zacnou se dit vSechny
mozné véci. Je to, jako by najednou pustil milion
moli po zapraSeném nabytku a stinech labutich
krkli a v naSich kostech. Je to jako kapky vody.
Nebo jako xylofon jen s legracnim malym trhavym
zvukem, jako kdybyste ptejizdéli prsty pfes zuby
kovového hiebene.

A potom, nevim pro¢, se musim otoCit a
predstirat, ze m¢ to vibec nezajimd, aby Nenny
nevidéla, jak jsem blba. Ale Nenny, kterd je jesté
blbé&jsi nez ja, se pta, kolik to stoji a uz vidim, jak
Satra rukama do kapsy pro ctvrt'aky.

Tohle, fika ten stary muz zavirajici viko, tohle

neni na prode;.

Meme Ortiz

Meme Ortiz se ptist€éhoval do Cathyina domu
poté, co se jeji rodina odstéhovala pryc.
Doopravdy se nejmenuje Meme. Jmenuje se Juan.
Ale kdyZ jsme se ho ptali, jak se jmenuje, fekl, ze

Meme,
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and that's what everybody calls him except his
mother.

Meme has a dog with gray eyes, a sheepdog
with two names, one in English and one in Spanish.
The dog is big, like a man dressed in a dog suit, and
runs the same way its owner does, clumsy and wild
and with the limbs flopping all over the place like
untied shoes.

Cathy's father built the house Meme moved
into. It is wooden. Inside the floors slant. Some
rooms uphill. Some down. And there are no closets.
Out front there are twenty-one steps, all lopsided
and jutting like crooked teeth (made that way on
purpose, Cathy said, so the rain will slide off), and
when Meme's mama calls from the doorway, Meme
goes scrambling up the twenty-one wooden stairs
with the dog with two names scrambling after him.

Around the back is a yard, mostly dirt, and a
greasy bunch of boards that used to be a garage. But
what you remember most is this tree, huge, with fat
arms and mighty families of squirrels in the higher
branches. All around, the neighborhood of roofs,
black-tarred and A-framed, and in their gutters, the
balls that never came back down to earth. Down at
the base of the tree, the dog with two names barks
into the empty air, and there at the end of the block,
looking smaller still, our house with its feet tucked
under like a cat.

This is the tree we chose for the First Annual
Tarzan Jumping Contest. Meme won. And broke

both arms.

a tak mu tak vSichni kromé jeho mamy ftikaji.

Meme ma psa s Sedyma o¢ima, je to ovcak se
dvéma jmény, anglickym a Spanélskym. Je to
velky pes, vypada jako ¢loveék prevleceny za psa, a
taky beha stejné jako jeho panicek — nemotorné a
divoce s koncetinami poskakujicimi vSude mozn¢
jako rozvazané tkanicky.

Cathyin tata postavil dim, do které¢ho se
Meme nasté¢hoval. Je dievény. Se Sikmymi
podlahami. N¢které mistnosti nahote. Neékteré
dole. A nejsou tam zadné skiin€. Vpiedu je dvacet
jedna schodu, vSechny oSoupané a vyc¢nivajici jako
ktivé zuby (ud€lané zadmérn¢ timto zpusobem,
fekla Cathy, aby po nich dést’ dobfe sklouzéval), a
kdyz Memeho matka vola ze dvefi, Meme se
Skrabe nahoru po dvaceti jednéch difevénych
schodech se psem se dvéma jmény Skrabajicim se
za nim.

Vzadu je dvorek, vétSinou hlinity, a mastna
hromada desek, které byvaly gardzi. Ale co si
¢lovek pamatuje nejvic, je tento strom, obrovsky, s
tlustymi pazemi a mocnymi rodinami veverek
v korun¢ stromu. VsSude kolem sousedstvi stiech,
cernych a ackovych, a v okapech mice, které se
nikdy nevratily na zem. Dole na tpati stromu St€ka
do prazdna pes se dvéma jmény, a tam na konci
bloku vypadd stile mens$i, nd§ dim s nohama
schovanyma pod sebou jako kocka.

To je strom, ktery jsme vybrali pro prvni
ro¢nik soutéZze Tarzani skoky. Meme vyhradl. A

zlomil si obé ruce.
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Louie, His Cousin His & Other Cousin

Downstairs from Meme's is a basement
apartment that Meme's mother fixed up and rented
to a Puerto Rican family. Louie's family. Louie is
the oldest in a family of little sisters. He is my
brother's friend really, but I know he has two
cousins and that his T-shirts never stay tucked in his
pants.

Louie's girl cousin is older than us. She lives
with Louie's family because her own family is in
Puerto Rico. Her name is Marin or Maris or
something like that, and she wears dark nylons all
the time and lots of makeup she gets free from
selling Avon. She can't come out-gotta baby-sit with
Louie's sisters-but she stands in the doorway a lot,
all the time singing, clicking her fingers, the same

song:

Apples, peaches, pumpkin pah-ay.

You're in love and so am ah-ay.

Louie has another cousin. We only saw him
once, but it was important. We were playing
volleyball in the alley when he drove up in this great
big yellow Cadillac with whitewalls and a yellow
scarf tied around the mirror.

Louie's cousin had his arm out the window. He
honked a couple of times and a lot of faces looked
out from Louie's back window and then a lot of
people came out-Louie, Marin and all the little

sisters.

Louie, jeho sestfenice & jiny Dbratranec

Dole pod Memem je sklepni byt, ktery
opravila. Memeho mama a pronajimd ho
portorikdnské rodiné. Louieho rodiné. Louie je
nejstar$i mezi svymi sestfickami. Je to kamarad
mého bratra, ale vim, Ze ma sestfenici a bratrance,
a ze mu tricka nikdy nezlstanou zastrCena v
kalhotach.

Louicho sestienice je star§i neZ my. Zije
s Louiecho rodinou, protoze jeji rodina je
v Portoriku. Jmenuje se Marin nebo Maris nebo
tak né¢jak a pofdd nosi tmavé puncochy a hodné
make-upu, ktery ma diky prodavani Avonu. Nesmi
chodit ven-musi hlidat s Louieho sestrami-ale
Casto stoji u vchodu, potad zpiva, louska prsty,

stejnou pisnicku:

Jablka, broskve, kolacek.

Pro mé jsi muj milacek.

Louie ma jesté bratrance. Vidé€li jsme ho jen
jednou, ale to bylo néco. Hréali jsme na ulici
volejbal, kdyz pfijel vtom krasném Zlutém
Cadillacu s bilymi pneumatikami a Zlutym Satkem
kolem zrcatek.

Louieho bratranec mél vystréenou ruku
z okénka. Parkrat zatroubil a z Louieho zadniho
okna vykouklo spoustu o¢i, a potom spoustu lidi

vySlo ven-Louie, Marin a vSechny sestficky.
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Everybody looked inside the car and asked
where he got it. There were white rugs and white
leather seats. We all asked for a ride and asked
where he got it. Louie's cousin said get in.

We each had to sit with one of Louie's little
sisters on our lap, but that was okay. The seats were
big and soft like a sofa, and there was a little white
cat in the back window whose eyes lit up when the
car stopped or turned. The windows didn't roll up
like in ordinary cars. Instead there was a button that
did it for you automatically. We rode up the alley
and around the block six times, but Louie's cousin
said he was going to make us walk home if we
didn't stop playing with the windows or touching the
FM radio.

The seventh time we drove into the alley we
heard sirens ... real quiet at first, but then louder.
Louie's cousin stopped the car right where we were
and said, Everybody out of the car. Then he took off
flooring that car into a yellow blur. We hardly had
time to think when the cop car pulled in the alley
going just as fast. We saw the yellow Cadillac at the
end of the block trying to make a left-hand turn, but
our alley is too skinny and the car hashed into a
lamppost.

Marin screamed and we ran down the block to
where the cop car's siren spun a dizzy blue. The
nose of that yellow Cadillac was all pleated like an
alligator's, and except for a bloody lip and a bruised

forehead, Louie's cousin was okay.

Vsichni se koukali do auta a ptali se, kde ho
vzal. Uvnitt byly bilé kobereCky a bil¢ kozené
sedacky. Vsichni jsme se chtéli svézt a ptali jsme
se, kde knému pfisel. Louieho bratranec ftekl:
Nasednéte.

Kazdy znas m¢l jednu Louieho sestiicku na
klin€, ale bylo to v pohodé. Sedacky byly velké a
mekké jako pohovka, a vzadu na okné byla bila
kocka, jeji o€i se rozsvitily, kdyz auto zastavilo
nebo zatdcelo. Okynka se nestacela jako v jinych
autech. Misto kli¢ky tam bylo tlac¢itko, které to pro
vas udélalo automaticky. Sestkrat jsme jeli po ulici
a kolem bloku, ale Louieho bratranec fekl, ze nas
necha jit domt pésky, jestli si nepfestaneme hrat
s okynky a dotykat se radia.

Kdyz jsme vjizdéli do ulice posedmé, uslyseli
jsme sirény ... nejdiiv potichu, ale potom nahlas.
Louieho bratranec na mist¢ zastavil a fekl: VSichni
ven. A auto zmizelo ve Zluté ¢mouze. Sotva jsme
méli ¢as se zamyslet, kdyzZ policejni auto vjelo do
ulice stejné tak rychle. Vid€li jsme Zlutého
Cadillaca na konci bloku, jak se snazi odbocit
doleva, ale nase ulice je moc zkd, a auto narazilo
do lampy.

Marin zajecela a my jsme béZeli na misto, kde
se splasené otacela modra siréna policejniho auta.
Cumék zlutého Cadillacu byl slisovany jako nos
aligatora, a aZ na krvacejici ret a pohmozdéné

¢elo, Louieho bratranec byl v poradku.
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They put handcuffs on him and put him in the
backseat of the cop car, and we all waved as they

drove away.

Marin

Marin's boyfriend is in Puerto Rico. She shows
us his letters and makes us promise not to tell
anybody they're getting married when she goes back
to P.R. She says he didn't get a job yet, but she's
saving the money she gets from selling Avon and
taking care of her cousins.

Marin says that if she stays here next year,
she's going to get a real job downtown because
that's where the best jobs are, since you always get
to look beautiful and get to wear nice clothes and
can meet someone in the subway who might marry
you and take you to live in a big house far away.

But next year Louie's parents are going to send
her back to her mother with a letter saying she's too
much trouble, and that is too bad because I like
Marin. She is older and knows lots of things. She is
the one who told us how Davey the Baby's sister got
pregnant and what cream is best for taking off
moustache hair and if you count the white flecks on
your fingernails you can know how many boys are
thinking of you and lots of other things I can't

remember now.

We never see Marin until her aunt comes home
from work, and even then she can only stay out in

front. She is there every night with the radio.

Nasadili mu pouta a posadili na zadni sedacku
policejniho auta, a my jsme vSichni mavali, kdyz

odjizdéli.

Marin

Marinin pfitel je v Portoriku. Ukazuje nam
dopisy od n¢j a nuti nds piisahat, ze nikomu
nefekneme, ze se budou brat, az se vrati do P.R.
Rika, ze zatim nesehnal praci, ale ona Setii penize,
které ma zproddvani Avonu a za péci o jeji
sestfenice.

Marin fika, ze pokud tu zlstane i pfisti rok,
sezene si opravdovou praci v centru, protoze tam
jsou ty nejlepsi prace, kde vzdycky vypadate
krasn¢ a nosite hezké obleCeni a muzete potkat
nékoho v metru, kdo si vas muZe vzit a muzete
bydlet ve velkém domé¢ nckde daleko.

Ale pftisti rok ji poslou Louieho rodice zpét
k jeji matce s dopisem, ve kterém se pise, Ze s ni
jsou samé potize, coz je Skoda, protoZe mam
Marin rada. Je starsi a vi spoustu véci. To ona ndm
fekla, jak Davey, Babyho sestra, ot¢hotnéla, a jaky
krém je nejlepSi na oholeni knirku a taky to, Ze
kdyz spocitate bilé flicky na svych nehtech, tak
zjistite, kolik klukti na vas mysli, a spoustu dalSich
véci, ktere si ted’ nevybavim.

Marin neni vidét, dokud nepfijde jeji teta
zprace, a 1 potom miZe zUstat jenom pied

bardkem. Kazdou noc je tam s radiem.
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When the light in her aunt's room goes out, Marin
lights a cigarette and it doesn't matter if it's cold out
or if the radio doesn't work or if we've got nothing
to say to each other. What matters, Marin says, is
for the boys to see us and for us to see them. And
since Marin's skirts are shorte' and since her eyes are
pretty, and since Marin is already older than us in
many ways, the boys who do pass by say stupid
things like I am in love with those two green apples
you call eyes, give them to me why don't you. And
Marin just looks at them without even blinking and

is not afraid.

Marin, under the streetlight, dancing by herself,
is singing the same song somewhere. I know.
Is waiting for a car to stop, a star to fall, someone to

change her life.

Those Who Don’t

Those who don't know any better come into
our neighborhood scared. They think we're
dangerous. They think we will attack them with
shiny knives. They are stupid people who are lost
and got here by mistake.

But we aren't afraid. We know the guy with the
crooked eye is Davey the Baby's brother, and the
tall one next to him in the straw brim, that's Rosa's
Eddie V., and the big one that looks like a dumb
grown man, he's Fat Boy, though he's not fat

anymore nor a boy.

KdyzZ zhasne svétlo v tetin€ pokoji, Marin si zapali
cigaretu a je jedno, jestli je zima, jestli radio
nefunguje nebo jestli si nemame co fict. Na ¢em
zalezi je, fikd Marin, Ze nés vidi kluci a my vidime
je. A protoze Marininy sukné jsou kratké a jeji oci
hezké, a protoze je v mnoha ohledech starSi nez
my, kluci, ktefi chodi okolo, fikaji blbosti, jako
Zamiloval jsem se do téch dvou zelenych jablicek,
kterym tikas o¢i, tak mi je pfeci dej. A Marin se na
n¢ bez mrknuti diva a neboji se.

Marin, nékde pod ulicnim svétlem, tanci
sama, zpiva tu stejnou pisnicku. Ja vim. Cek4, az
zastavi auto, az spadne hvézda, az ji nékdo zméni

Zivot.

Ti, ktefi nevédi

Ti, ktefi nevédi, pfichdzeji do naseho
sousedstvi vydéSeni. Mysli si, Ze jsme nebezpecni.
Mysli si, Ze je napadneme s lesklymi noZi. Jsou to
hlupéci, ktefi se ztratili a objevili se tu ndhodou.

Ale my se nebojime. Vime, Ze ten chlap
s pokiivenym okem je Davey, Babyho bratr, a ten
vysoky vedle n¢j ve slaméném klobouku, to je
Rosy Eddie V., a ten velky, co vypada jako hloupy

dospély muz, to je Tloustik, 1 kdyZ uZ neni tlusty.
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All brown all around, we are safe. But watch us
drive into a neighborhood of another color and our
knees go shakity-shake and our car windows get
rolled up tight and our eyes look straight. Yeah.

That is how it goes and goes.

There Was an Old Woman She Had So Many
Children She Didn't Know What to Do

Rosa Vargas' kids are too many and too much.
It's not her fault you know, except she is their
mother and only one against so many.

They are bad those Vargases, and how can
they help it with only one mother who is tired all
the time from buttoning and bottling and babying,
and who cries every day for the man who left
without even leaving a dollar for bologna or a note
explaining how come.

The kids bend trees and bounce between cars
and dangle upside down from knees and almost
break like fancy museum vases you can't replace.
They think it's funny. They are without respect for
all  things living, including themselves.

But after a while you get tired of being worried
about kids who aren't even yours. One day they are
playing chicken on Mr. Benny's roof. Mr. Benny
says, Hey ain't you kids know better than to be
swinging up there? Come down, you come down
right now, and then they just spit.

See. That's what I mean. No wonder everybody
gave up. Just stopped looking out when little Efren

chipped his buck tooth on a parking meter and

Kdyz jsou kolem hnédi, jsme v bezpeci. Ale to
byste koukali, kdyz jedeme do sousedstvi jiné
barvy. Kolena se nam pckné rozklepou a okynka
vauté se vytdhnou a o¢i sméfuji dopiedu. Jo.

Takhle to tu chodi.

Byla jednou jedna stara Zena, ktera meéla tolik déti,
ze nevedela, co s nimi

Déti Rosy Vargas jsou vSude. Neni to jeji
chyba, teda aZ na to, Ze je jejich mama a je na né
sama.

Zlobi, tihle Vargasovi, ale nemizou si pomoc
sjednou mamou, kterd je potfad unavend
z ptisivani knoflikd, krmeni a kojeni, a kterd kazdy
den place kvuli muzi, ktery odeSel bez rozlouceni
a ani ji nenechal dolar na boloiiskou.

Ty déti ohybaji stromy a odrazi se mezi auty a
visi vzhiiru nohama a skoro se zlomi jako ozdobné
vazy v muzeu, které jsou nenahraditelné. Mysli si,
ze je to sranda. Nemaji respekt k ni¢emu Zivému,
vcetné sebe samych.

Ale po chvili vas prejde strachovat se o déti,
které nejsou vase vlastni. Jeden den maji bojovku
na stfeSe pana Bennyho. Pan Benny fikd, Hej, to
nemate nic lepSiho na préci, nez se mi houpat na
stieSe? Slezte doll, ihned slezte dold, a pak prosté
plivli.

Vidite. To je to, o ¢em mluvim. Neni divu, Ze
to s nimi kazdy vzdal. VSichni se prosté ptestali

divat, kdyz si Efren uStipl pfedkus o parkovaci

automat,
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didn't even stop Refugia from getting her head
stuck between two slats in the back gate and
nobody looked up not once the day Angel Vargas
learned to fly and dropped from the sky like a
sugar donut, just like a falling star, and exploded

down to earth without even an "Oh."

Alicia Who Sees Mice

Close your eyes and they'll go away, her father
says, or You're just imagining. And anyway, a
woman's place is sleeping so she can wake up early
with the tortilla star, the one that appears early just
in time to rise and catch the hind legs hide behind

the sink, beneath the four-clawed tub, under the

swollen floorboards nobody fixes, in the corner of

your eyes.

Alicia, whose mama died, is sorry there is no
one older to rise and make the lunchbox tortillas.
Alicia, who inherited her mama's rolling pin and
sleepiness, is young and smart and studies for the
first time at the university. Two trains and a bus,
because she doesn't want to spend her whole life in
a factory or behind a rolling pin. Is a good girl, my
friend, studies all night and sees the mice, the ones

her father says do not exist. Is afraid of nothing

except four-legged fur. And fathers.

Darius & the Clouds
You can never have too much sky. You can fall

asleep and wake up drunk on sky, and sky can keep

nikdo nezabranil Refugii v tom, aby si nezasekla
hlavu mezi dvéma sloupky u zadni brany, a nikdo
v ten den nevzhlédl, kdyz se Angel Vargas ucil
létat a spadl z nebe jako kobliha, stejné jako
padajici hvézda, a rozplacl se na zem bez jediného

,Oh*.

Alicia, kterd vidi mysi
Zavti o¢i a oni odejdou, tika jeji tata, nebo: Mas
jenom vidiny. A stejné, Zena ma spat, aby mohla
vstadvat se sluncem, a stihla chytit ty mysi nozky
schované za umyvadlem, pod vanou, pod
nabobtnalou podlahou, kterou nikdo nespravi,
v koutku svych o¢i.

Alicia, které umfela madma, je smutna z toho,
ze tu neni nikdo star§i, kdo by wvstaval a
ptipravoval svacinové krabicky s tortillami. Alicia,
ktera po mam¢ zdédila valecek na tésto a
nespavost, je mladda a chytrd a studuje prvnim
rokem na vysoké Skole. Dva vlaky a autobus,
protoZe nechce cely Zivot stravit v tovarné nebo
s valeckem na tésto. Je to spravna holka, moje
kamaradka, studuje celé noci a vidi mysi, ty, o
kterych jeji tata tika, Ze neexistuji. Neboji se

nic¢eho kromé ¢tyinohé srsti. A tatu.

Darius & mraky
Nikdy nemtizete mit pfiliS hodn& oblohy.

Miizete usnout a vzbudit se opili na obloze.
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you safe when you are sad. Here there is too much
sadness and not enough sky. Butterflies too are few
and so are flowers and most things that are
beautiful. Still, we take what we can get and make
the best of it.

Darius, who doesn't like school, who is
sometimes stupid and mostly a fool, said something
wise today, though most days he says nothing.
Darius, who chases girls with firecrackers or a stick
that touched a rat and thinks he's tough, today
pointed up because the world was full of clouds, the
kind like pillows.

You all see that cloud, that fat one there? Darius
said, See that? Where? That one next to the one that
look like popcorn. That one there. See that. That's
God, Darius said. God? somebody little asked. God,

he said, and made it simple.

And Some More

The Eskimos got thirty different names for
snow, | say. I read it in a book.

I got a cousin, Rachel says. She got three
different names.

There ain't thirty different kinds of snow, Lucy
says. There are two kinds. The clean kind and the
dirty kind, clean and dirty. Only two.

There are a million zillion kinds, says Nenny.
No two exactly alike. Only how do you remember
which one is which?

She got three last names and, let me see, two

first names. One in English and one in Spanish ...

A obloha vas ochréni, kdyz vdm bude smutno.
Tady je hodné smutku, a ne dost oblohy. Neni tu
dost motyli, ani kvétin a dalSich krasnych véci.
Piesto bereme to, co mame, a délame z toho to
nejlepsi.

Darius, ktery nema rad skolu, a ktery je
obCas hloupy a vétSinou blbec, fekl dnes néco
moudrého, ptesto, ze spis netikd nic. Darius, ktery
honi holky s petardami nebo s klackem, ktery se
dotkl krysy a mysli si, Ze je frajer, dnes ukézal
nahoru, protoze svét byl plny mraki, takovych
téch, co vypadaji jako polstare.

Vidite ten mrak, ten tlusty? fika Darius,
Vidite ho? Kde? Ten vedle toho, ktery vypada jako
popcorn. Tamhle ten. Vidite. Je to Buh, fekl
Darius. Bih? zeptal se n€ékdo maly. Buh, fekl a

znélo to tak jednoduse.

Jeste vic

Eskymaéci znaji tficet riznych pojmenovani pro
snih, fikam. Cetla jsem to v kniZce.

Mam sestienici, fika Rachel, a ta ma tfi jména.

Neexistuje tficet druhii sn¢hu, fika Lucy. Jsou
jen dva druhy. Cisty a $pinavy. Jenom dva.

Je milion zilion druhi, fika Nenny. Ani dva si
nejsou podobni. Ale jak si ¢lov€k pamatuje, ktery
je ktery?

Ma tfi pfijmeni a, moment, dv¢ kiestni jména.

Jedno anglické a druhé Spanélské.
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And clouds got at least ten different names, |
say.

Names for clouds? Nenny asks. Names just like
you and me?

That up there, that's cumulus, and everybody
looks up.

Cumulus are cute, Rachel says. She would say
something like that.

What's that one there? Nenny asks, pointing a
finger.

That's cumulus too. They're all cumulus today.
Cumulus, cumulus, cumulus.

No, she says. That there is Nancy, otherwise
known as Pig-eye. And over there her cousin
Mildred, and little Joey, Marco, Nereida and Sue.

There are all different kinds of clouds. How
many different kinds of clouds can you think of?

Well, there's these already that look like
shaving cream ...

And what about the kind that looks like you
combed its hair? Yes, those are clouds too.

Phyllis, Ted, Alfredo and Julie ...

There are clouds that look like big fields of
sheep, Rachel says. Them are my favorite.

And don't forget nimbus the rain cloud, I add,
that's something.

Jose and Dagoberto, Alicia, Raul, Edna, Alma
and Rickey ...

There's that wide puffy cloud that looks like
your face when you wake up after falling asleep

with all your clothes on.

A mraky maji minimaln¢ deset pojmenovani,
fikam.

Jména pro mraky? ptd se Nenny. Jména jako
mame my dve?

Ten nahofte, to je kupa, a vSichni vzhlédnou.

Kupy jsou roztomilé, fika Rachel. Néco
takového by fekla.

A co tenhle? pta se Nenny a ukazuje prstem.

To je taky kupa. Dneska jsou to vSechno kupy.
Kupa, kupa, kupa.

Ne, tik4, tamhle ten je Nancy, jinak znamy
jako PraseCi oko. A tamhle je jeji sestfenice
Mildren, a maly Joey, Marco, Nereida a Sue.

Je tu spoustu druhtt mraki. Kolik druhti mraki
si dokazete predstavit?

No, tyhle vypadaji jako péna na holeni ...

A co tfeba ty, co vypadaji jako by m¢eli
ucesané vlasy. Ano, to jsou taky mraky.

Phyllis, Ted, Alfredo a Julie ...

Existuji mraky, které vypadaji jako pole plné
ovci, fikd Rachel, ty byt moje oblibené.

A nezapomeiite deStovou slohu, desStovy
mrak, doddvam, to je néco.

Jose a Dagoberto, Alicia, Raul, Edna, Alma
a Rickey ...

Tambhle je takovy Siroky nafoukly mrak, ktery
vypadé jako tvlj oblicej, kdyZ se probudis potom,

co usnes oblecena.
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Reynaldo, Angelo, Albert, Armando, Mario ...

Not my face. Looks like your fat face.

Rita, Margie, Ernie ...

Whose fat face?

Esperanza's fat face, that's who. Looks like
Esperanza's ugly face when she comes to school in
the morning.

Anita, Stella, Dennis, and Lolo ...

Who you calling ugly, ugly?

Richie, Yolanda, Hector, Stevie, Vincent ...

Not you. Your mama, that's who.

My mama? You better not be saying
that, Lucy Guerrero. You better not be talking
like that ... else you can say goodbye to being
my friend forever.

I'm saying your mama's ugly like ... ummm ...

... like bare feet in September!

That does it! Both of yous better get out of my
yard before I call my brothers.

Oh, we're only playing.

I can think of thirty Eskimo words for you,
Rachel. Thirty words that say what you are.

Oh yeah, well I can think of some more.

Uh-oh, Nenny. Better get the broom. Too much
trash in our yard today.

Frankie, Licha, Maria, Pee Wee ...

Nenny, you better tell your sister she is really
crazy because Lucy and me are never coming back
here again. Forever.

Reggie, Elizabeth, Lisa, Louie ...

You can do what you want to do, Nenny, but

Reynaldo, Angelo, Albert, Armando, Mario ..

Ne jako mij oblic¢ej. Vypada jako tvij tlusty
oblice;.

Rita, Margie, Ernie ...

Ci tlusty oblice;j?

Esperanzy tlusty oblicej, koho jiného. Vypada
jako Esperanzy hnusny obli¢ej, kdyz rano piijde
do skoly.

Anita, Stella, Dennis, and Lolo ...

Komu 1ikas, Ze je hnusny, sama jsi hnusna!

Richie, Yolanda, Hector, Stevie, Vincent ...

Ne tobé. Tvoji mamé, komu jinému.

Moji mamé? Tak to vezmi zpatky Lucy
Guerrero. Takhle radsi nemluv ... jinak se muze$
navzdy rozloucit s mym kamaradstvim.

Rikam, Ze tvoje mama je hnusna jako ...
ummm ... jako bosa noha v zafi.

A to by stacilo! Obé dvé vypadnéte z mé
zahrady dfiv, neZ zavolam své bratry.

No tak, jenom si hrajeme.

Dokazu pro tebe vymyslet tficet eskymackych
jmen, Rachel. Tticet slov, kter¢ tikaji, co jsi zac.

Aha, no, ja jich dokdzu vymyslet jesté vic.

O-ou, Nenny. rad¢ji sko¢ pro kosté. Dneska
mame na zahrad¢ hodné bordelu.

Frankie, Licha, Maria, Pee Wee ...

Nenny, radsi tekni své sestfe, ze je fakt
blazen, protoze my se sem s Lucy uz nikdy
nevratime. Nikdy.

Reggie, Elizabeth, Lisa, Louie ...
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you better not talk to Lucy or Rachel if you want to
be my sister.

You know what you are, Esperanza? You are
like the Cream of Wheat cereal. You're like the

lumps.
Yeah, and you're foot fleas, that's you.

Chicken lips.

Rosemary, Dalia, Lily ...
Cockroach jelly.

Jean, Geranium and Joe ...
Cold frijoles.

Mimi, Michael, Moe ...
Your mama's frijoles.

Your ugly mama's toes.
That's stupid.

Bebe, Blanca, Benny ...
Who's stupid? Who's stupid?
Rachel, Lucy, Esperanza, and Nenny.

The Family of Little Feet

There was a family. All were little. Their arms
were little, and their hands were little, and their
height was not tall, and their feet very small.

The grandpa slept on the living room couch and
snored through his teeth. His feet were fat
and doughy like thick tamales, and these he
powdered and stuffed into white socks and brown
leather shoes.

The grandma's feet were lovely as pink pearls

and dressed in velvety high heels that made her

Muzes si delat, co chces, Nenny, ale pokud
chceS byt moje sestra, radSi nemluv s Lucy a
Rachel.

Vis, co ty jsi, Esperanzo? Jsi jako pSeni¢na
kasSe. Jako ty hrudky v ni.

Jo, a ty jsi jako pisecna blecha.

Uzky rty.

Rosemary, Dalia, Lily ...

Svabi zelé.

Jean, Granium a Joe ...

Studeny fazole.

Mimi, Michael, Moe

Tvoji mamy fazole.

Hnusny palce tvoji mémy.

To je hloupy.

Bebe, Blanca, Benny ...

Kdo je hloupy? Kdo je hloupy?

Rachel, Lucy, Esperanza, a Nenny.

Rodina malickych

Zila tu rodina. Vsichni byli mali¢ci. Jejich
ruce byly malické, jejich dlané byly malické, a
jejich vyska nebyla vysoka, a jejich chodidla byla
drobounka.

Déda spal v obyvaku na pohovce a chrépal.
Jeho nohy byly tlusté a drsné jako naplnéné
kukufi¢né placky, a ty si praskoval a cpal je do
bilych ponozek a hnédych koZenych bot.

Babicc¢iny nohy byly krasné jako razové perly
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walk with a wobble, but she wore them anyway
because they were pretty.

The baby's feet had ten tiny toes, pale and see-
through like a salamander's, and these he popped
into his mouth whenever he was hungry.

The mother's feet, plump and polite, descended
like white pigeons from the sea of pillow, across the
linoleum roses, down, down the wooden stairs, over
the chalk hopscotch squares, 5, 6, 7 blue sky.

Do you want this? And gave us a paper bag with
one pair of lemon shoes and one red and one pair of
dancing shoes that used to be white but were now
pale blue. Here, and we said thank you and waited
until she went upstairs.

Hurray! Today we are Cinderella because our
feet fit exactly, and we laugh at Rachel's one foot
with a girl's grey sock and a lady's high heel. Do
you like these shoes? But the truth is it is scary to
look down at your foot that is no longer yours and
see attached a long long leg.

Everybody wants to trade. The lemon shoes for
the red shoes, the red for the pair that were once
white but are now pale blue, the pale blue for the
lemon, and take them off and put them back on and
keep on like this a long time until we are tired.

Then Lucy screams to take our socks off and
yes, it's true. We have legs. Skinny and spotted with
satin scars where scabs were picked, but legs, all our

own, good to look at, and long.

a obuté v sametovych vysokych podpatcich, kviili
kterym pii chiizi vravorala, ale pfesto je nosila,
protoze byly hezké.

Miminko mélo deset bledych a prihlednych
malickych prstiki jako mlok, a strkalo si je do
pusy, kdykoliv mélo hlad.

Matciny nohy, baculaté a zdvofil¢, sestoupily,
jako bili holuby =z polstafovych hlubin, pfes
linoleové riize, dolt, dolti po dievénych schodech,
pies kiidového pandka, 5, 6, 7 modré nebe.

Chcete je? a dala nam papirovou tasku
s jednim parem zlutych bot a s jednim parem
cervenych bot a s jednim parem tanecnich bot,
které byvaly bilé, ale ted’ byly bledémodré. Tady
mate, a my podckovaly a pockaly, az odejde
nahoru.

Hura! Dnes jsme Popelky, protoze boty ndm
padnou perfektné, a smaly jsme se Racheliné jedné
noze v Sedych hol¢i¢ich ponozkach a druhé
v damskych podpatkach. Libi se vam? Ale
pravdou ziistava, Ze je désivé koukat se na svoji
nohu, ktera uz neni vaSe a vidét napojenou
dlouhou, dlouhou nohu.

Vsichni chtgji ménit. Zluté za Zervené,
Cervené za ty, co byvaly bilé, ale ted jsou
bledémodré, bledémodré za zIuté a zout a nazout a
takhle dokola, dokud nejsme unavené.

Potom Lucy zakfi¢i, at’ si sunddme ponozky a
ano, je to tak. Mame nohy. Hubené a poseté
saténovymi jizvami, tam kde byvaly strupy, ale

nohy, celé naSe, pckné na koukani, a dlouhé.
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It's Rachel who learns to walk the best all
strutted in those magic high heels. She teaches us to
cross and uncross our legs, and to run like a double-
dutch rope, and how to walk down to the corner so
that the shoes talk back to you with every step.
Lucy, Rachel, me tee-tottering like so. Down to the
corner where the men can't take their eyes off us.
We must be Christmas.

Mr. Benny at the corner grocery puts down his
important cigar: Your mother know you got shoes
like that? Who give you those?

Nobody.

Them are dangerous, he says. You girls too
young to be wearing shoes like that. Take them
shoes off before I call the cops, but we just run.

On the avenue a boy on a homemade bicycle
calls out: Ladies, lead me to heaven.

But there is nobody around but us.

Do you like these shoes? Rachel says yes, and
Lucy says yes, and yes I say, these are the best
shoes. We will never go back to wearing the other
kind again. Do you like these shoes?

In front of the laundromat six girls with the
same fat face pretend we are invisible. They are the
cousins, Lucy says, and always jealous. We just
keep strutting.

Across the street in front of the tavern a bum
man on the stoop.

Do you like these shoes?

Bum man says, Yes, little girl. Your little

lemon shoes are so beautiful. But come closer.

Je to Rachel, kdo se nejlépe nauci vykracovat
si v téch kouzelnych podpatkach. U¢i nés, jak si
dat nohu pies nohu, a jak skakat jako dvojité
holandské Svihadlo, a jak chodit az na roh ulice,
aby se ozyvalo klapani podpatki pii kazdém
kroku. Kymaécejici se Lucy, Rachel a ja. Na rohu
ulice, kde z nds muzi nemiizou spustit o¢i. Jsme
jako Vanoce.

Pan Benny zkramu na rohu tipne svou
dilezitou cigaretu: Vase matka vi, Ze mate takové
boty? Kdo vam je dal?

Nikdo.

Jsou nebezpecné, tika, vy moc mladé holky na
to nosit takové boty. Sundat ty boty, neZ zavolam
policii, ale my prosté uteceme.

Na hlavni wulici na nas vola kluk na
podoméacky vyrobeném kole: Damy, ved’te m¢ do
raje.

Ale nikdo kromé nas tu neni.

Libi se vam ty boty? Rachel fekne ano, a Lucy
fekne ano, a ano feknu ja, jsou to ty nejlepsi boty.
Uz nikdy nebudeme nosit jiné. Libi se vam ty
boty?

Pted pradelnou stoji Sest holek a pfedstiraji,
ze nas nevidi. To jsou naSe sestfenice, fika Lucy,
vzdycky zavidi. Vykracujeme si dal.

Na verandé ptfed hospodou na druhé strané
ulice stoji n¢jaky vandrak.

Libi se vam tyhle boty?

Vandridk tekne: Ano, hol¢icko. Tvoje zluté

boty jsou krasné. Ale pojd’ bliz.
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I can't see very well. Come closer. Please.

You are a pretty girl, bum man continues.
What's your name, pretty girl?

And Rachel says Rachel, just like that.

Now you know to talk to drunks is crazy and to
tell them your name is worse, but who can blame
her. She is young and dizzy to hear so many sweet
things in one day, even if it is a bum man's whiskey
words saying them.

Rachel, you are prettier than a yellow taxicab.
You know that?

But we don't like it. We got to go, Lucy says.

If I give you a dollar will you kiss me? How
about a dollar. I give you a dollar and he looks in his
pocket for wrinkled money.

We have to go right now, Lucy says taking
Rachel's hand because she looks like she's thinking
about that dollar.

Bum man is yelling something to the air but by
now we are running fast and far away, our high heel
shoes taking us all the way down the avenue and
around the block, past the ugly cousins, past Mr.
Benny's, up Mango Street, the back way, just in
case.

We are tired of being beautiful. Lucy hides the
lemon shoes and the red shoes and the shoes that
used to be white but are now pale blue under a
powerful bushel basket on the back porch, until one
Tuesday her mother, who is very clean, throws them

away. But no one complains.

At je 1épe vidim. Pojd’ bliz. Prosim.

Jsi pekné holCicka, vandrak pokracuje, jak se
jmenujes?

A Rachel fekne Rachel, prost¢ jen tak.

Ted uz vite, ze mluvit s vandraky je Silené a
fict jim vaSe jméno, je jest¢ horsi, ale kdo by ji
vinil. Je mladd a chtivd po tolika lichotkach
v jeden den, i kdyz vychazeji z ust vandraka.

Rachel, jsi krasnéjsi nez zluty taxik. Vis to?

Ale nam se to nezdd. Musime jit, fikd Lucy.

KdyZ ti dam dolar, da§ mi pusu? Co takhle
dolar. Dam ti dolar, a hleda v kapse zmuchlané
penize.

Musime jit, hned ted’, fikd Lucy berouci
Rachelinu ruku, protoze ta vypadéd jako by nad
vandrakovou nabidkou pfemyslela.

Vandrék jest¢ néco vykiikuje, ale my uz rychle
bézime pryC, podpatky nés unaseji po ulici a za
roh, kolem osklivych sestfenic, kolem pana
Bennyho, do Mangové ulice, radsi zadem.

UzZ nés nebavi byt krdsnymi. Lucy schova
zluté boty a Cervené boty a boty, které byvaly bile,
ale ted’ jsou bledémodré, pod silny buslovy ko$ na
zadni verandg, aZ je jedno Utery jeji mama, ktera je

velmi Cistotnd, vyhodi. Nikdo si nestézuje.
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A Rice Sandwich

The special kids, the ones who wear keys
around their necks, get to eat in the canteen. The
canteen! Even the name sounds important. And
these kids at lunch time go there because their
mothers aren't home or home is too far away to get
to.

My home isn't far but it's not close either, and
somehow I got it in my head one day to ask my
mother to make me a sandwich and write a note to
the principal so I could eat in the canteen too.

Oh no, she says pointing the butter knife at me
as if I'm starting trouble, no sir. Next thing you
know everybody will be wanting a bag lunch-I'll be
up all-night cutting bread into little triangles, this
one with mayonnaise, this one with mustard, no
pickles on mine, but mustard on one side please.
You kids just like to invent more work for me.

But Nenny says she doesn't want to eat at
school ever-because she likes to go home with her
best friend Gloria who lives across the schoolyard.
Gloria's mama has it big color T.V. and all they do
is watch cartoons. Kiki and Carlos, on the other
hand, are patrol boys. They don't want to eat at
school either. They like to stand out in the cold
especially if it's raining. They think suffering is
good for you ever since they saw that movie 300
Spartans.

I'm no Spartan and hold up an anemic wrist to
prove it. I can't even blow up a balloon without

getting dizzy. And besides, | know how to make my

Ryzovy sendvi¢

Vyjimecné déti, ty, co nosi kli¢e na krku, jedi
ve $kolni jidelnd. Skolni jidelna! UZ jenom ten
nazev zni dulezité. A tyhle déti tam chodi béhem
poledni pauzy, protoze jejich mamy nejsou doma
nebo protoze bydli daleko.

Mtj domov neni daleko, ale neni ani Gplné
blizko, a tak mé jednou napadlo fict mame, aby mi
udélala sendvi¢ a napsala listecek fiditelce, abych
také mohla obé&dvat ve $kolni jidelné.

Ne, fika ukazujic na m¢é nozem od masla jako
bych chystala néjakou neplechu, v zaddném
ptipadé. Jesté by piisté vSichni chtéli obéd sebou a
ja budu celou noc vzhiru kvili krajeni chleba na
trojuhelnicky, tenhle s majonézou, tenhle s hoi¢ici,
pro mé zadné kyselé okurky, ale hof¢ici na jednu
stranu prosim. Vy pro mé chcete vymyslet jen vic
a vic prace.

Ale Nenny tvrdi, ze nechce jist ve Skole-
protoze radda chodi doml sjeji nejlepsi
kamaradkou Glorii, ktera bydli naproti Skolnimu
hfisti. Gloriina madma m4 velkou barevnou televizi
a ony pofad koukaji na pohadky. No a Kiki a
Radi stoji venku v zimé, hlavné kdyz prsi. Mysli
si, ze trpét je dobré, od té¢ doby, co vidéli film 300
Spartanii.

J& nejsem Spartan a ukazuju mamé
chudokrevné zéapésti jako dikaz. Ani nedokazu
nafouknout baldn, aniz by se mi nezatocila hlava.

A hlavng, obéd si umim udélat sama.
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own lunch. If I ate at school there'd be less dishes to
wash. You would see me less and less and like me
better. Every day at noon my chair would be empty.
Where is my favorite daughter you would cry, and
when I came home finally at three p.m. you would
appreciate me.

Okay, okay, my mother says after three days of
this. And the following morning I get to go to
school with my mother's letter and a rice sandwich
because we don't have lunch meat.

Mondays or Fridays, it doesn't matter, mornings
always go by slow and this day especially. But
lunchtime came finally and I got to get in line with
the stay-at-school kids. Everything is fine until the
nun who knows all the canteen kids by heart looks
at me and says: You, who sent you here? And since
I am shy, I don't say anything, just hold out my hand
with the letter. This is no good, she says, till Sister
Superior gives the okay. Go upstairs and see her.

And so I went.

I had to wait for two kids in front of me to get
hollered at, one because he did something in class,
the other because he didn't. My turn came and I
stood in front of the big desk with holy pictures
under the glass while the Sister Superior read my

letter. It went like this:
Dear Sister Superior,

Please let Esperanza eat in the lunchroom because
she lives too far away and she gets tired. As you can

see she is very skinny.

Kdybych jedla v jidelné, bylo by tu méné
Spinavého nadobi. Vidé€la bys mé méné a vic by
ses na m¢ t¢sila. Kazdy den v poledne by tu po mé
zbyla prazdna zidle. A ty bys plakala, Kde je moje
oblibend dcera, a az bych pfisla ve tfi domu, byla
bys rada.

Po tfech dnech premlouvani, mama kyvne. A
dalsi rano vyrazim do skoly s listeCkem a ryzovym
sendvi¢em, protoze nemame k obédu maso.

Pond¢€lni nebo patecni rana, to je jedno, jsou
vzdycky pomald a obzvlast to dnesSni. Ale
obédova pauza konec¢né nastala a ja stojim v fad¢
s détmi, co nechodi domii. VSechno probiha bez
problémil, dokud si mé& nevSimne jeptiSka, kterad
zna nazpamét' vSechny déti, co chodi do Skolni
jidelny, podiva se na mé a fekne: Ty, kdo t€ sem
poslal? A protoze se stydim, nic nefeknu a podam
ji listecek. Dokud to Sestra Predstavend neschvali,
nemuzes tu byt, fekne, jdi za ni nahoru. A tak jsem
Sla.

Musela jsem pockat, nez dvé déti prede mnou
dostanou vynadano. Jedno za to, ze néco udé¢lalo,
druhé za to, Ze néco neudélalo. Ptisla jsem na fadu
a stala jsem pred velkym stolem, ktery mél pod
sklem svaté obrazky, kdyZz Sestra Predstavené
cetla muyj listeCek. Psalo se v ném toto:

Vazena Sestro Piedstavena,

Prosim nechte Esperanzu obédvat ve Skolni
jidelné, bydli daleko a vzdy ji to unavi. Jak sama

vidite, je velmi hubena.
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I hope to God she does not faint.
Thanking you,
Mrs. E. Cordero

You don't live far, she says. You live across the
boulevard. That's only four blocks. Not even.
Three maybe. Three long blocks away from here. I
bet I can see your house from my window. Which
one? Come here. Which one is your house?

And then she made me stand up on a box of
books and point. That one? she said, pointing to a
row of ugly three-flats, the ones even the raggedy
men are ashamed to go into. Yes, I nodded even
though I knew that wasn't my house and started to
cry. I always cry when nuns yell at me, even if
they're not yelling.

Then she was sorry and said I could stay-just
for today, not tomorrow or the day after-you go
home. And I said yes and could I please have a
Kleenex-I had to blow my nose.

In the canteen, which was nothing special, lots
of boys and girls watched while I cried and ate my

sandwich, the bread already greasy and the rice

cold.

Chanclas

It's me-Mama, Mama said. I open up and she's
there with bags and big boxes, the new clothes and,
yes, she's got the socks and a new slip with a little

rose on it and a pink-and-white striped dress. What

about the shoes? I forgot. Too late now.

Modlim se k Bohu, aby neomdlela.
Deékuji,
Pani E. Cordero

Nebydlis daleko, tekne, bydli§ pifes hlavni
ulici. To jsou jenom ctyfi bloky. Ani to ne. Tii
mozna. Tii dlouhé bloky odtud. Vsadim se, ze
z okna uvidim tvlij dim. Ktery to je? Pojd’ sem.
Ktery je vas?

A donutila mé stoupnout si na krabici
s knizkami a ukazat. Tamhle ten? fekne a ukazuje
na fadu osklivych domd, takovych téch, do kterych
se stydi jit i n¢&jaci otrhanci. Ano, pfikyvla jsem, i
kdyz jsem védéla, Ze to nebyl mlij dim a zacala
jsem brecet. Bre¢im vzdycky, kdyZz na mé& jeptisky
kti¢i, vlastn€ i kdyz nektici.

Potom ji to bylo lito a fekla, ze pro dnesek
muzu zistat, ale zitra uz ptijdes domu. A ja tekla:
ano a muzu prosim dostat kapesnik, potiebovala
jsem se vysmrkat.

V jideln¢, kterd nebyla nijak zvlastni, hodné
klukii a holek koukalo, jak jsem breCela a jedla

sviyj sendvi€, chleba rozmoceny a ryze studena.

Boty

To jsem ja-mama, fekne mama. Oteviu a za
dvefmi stoji ona s taskami a velkymi krabicemi,
nové obleceni, ma ty ponoZzky a novou spodnicku
s rizickou a prouzkované rGZovobilé Saty. A co

boty? Zapomnéla jsem. Ted uz je pozde.
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I'm tired. Whew!

Six-thirty already and my little cousin's baptism
is over. All day waiting, the door locked, don't open
up for nobody, and I don't till Mama gets back and
buys everything except the shoes.

Now Uncle Nacho is coming in his car, and we
have to hurry to get to Precious Blood Church quick
because that's where the baptism party is, in the
basement rented for today for dancing and tamales
and everyone's kids running all over the place.

Mama dances, laughs, dances. All of a sudden,
Mama is sick. I fan her hot face with a paper plate.
Too many tamales, but Uncle Nacho says too many
this and tilts his thumb to his lips.

Everybody laughing except me, because I'm
wearing the new dress, pink and white with stripes,
and new underclothes and new socks and the old
saddle shoes I wear to school, brown and white, the
kind I get every September because they last long
and they do. My feet scuffed and round, and the
heels all crooked that look dumb with this dress, so I
just sit.

Meanwhile that boy who is my cousin by first
communion or something asks me to dance and I
can't. Just stuff my feet under the metal folding
chair stamped Precious Blood and pick on a wad of
brown gum that's stuck beneath the seat. I shake my
head no. My feet growing bigger and bigger.

Then Uncle Nacho is pulling and pulling my

arm and it doesn't matter how new the dress Mama

bought is because my feet are ugly until my uncle

Jsem unavend. Puuh!

Je ptl sedmé a kiest mého bratrance je u
konce. Cely den c¢ekéni, dvefe zamcené, nikomu
neotvirej, a ja neotviram, dokud se mama nevrati
se v§im kromé bot.
musime pospiSit do kostela, protoze tam je kiestni
oslava, ve sklepé, ktery je pronajaty na dne$ni
tancovani a na plnéné kukufiéné placky a na
behani vSech déti vSude kolem.

Mama tanci, sméje se, tan¢i. A najednou se ji
udéla Spatn€. Ovivam jeji horky oblicej papirovym
tackem. Hodné plnénych kukufi¢nych placek, ale
stry¢ek Nacho tika: Hodné tohohle, a nakloni si
palec ke rtim.

Vsichni se sméji krom¢ mé, protoze mam na
sobé nové Saty, rtuzovobilé s prouzky, a nové
spodni pradlo a nové ponozky a staré oxfordky,
které nosim do Skoly, hnédobilé, ty, co dostavam
kazdé zafi, protoze dlouho vydrzi, a taky Ze
vydrzi. Moje nohy oSoupané a oblé, a podpatek
cely poktiveny. Boty, které¢ se k témhle Satim
nehodi, takZe jenom sedim.

Mezitim ten kluk, ktery je muy bratranec diky
prvnimu pfijimani, nebo tak néco, mé& pozada o
tanec a ja nemizu. Zrovna jsem nacpala nohy pod
kovovou skladaci zidli s razitkem kostela a $dhla
na hnédou zvykacku nalepenou pod sedadlem.
Zavrtim hlavou. Moje nohy se zvétSuji a zvetSuji.

Pak mé strycek Nacho taha a taha za ruku a

nezélezi na tom, jak nové jsou Saty, které mama
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who is a liar says, You are the prettiest girl here,
will you dance, but I believe him, and yes, we are
dancing, my Uncle Nacho and me, only I don't want
to at first. My feet swell big and heavy like
plungers, but I drag them across the linoleum floor
straight center where Uncle wants to show off the
new dance we learned. And Uncle spins me, and my
skinny arms bend the way he taught me, and my
mother watches, and my little cousins watch, and
the boy who is my cousin by first communion
watches, and everyone says, wow, who are those
two who dance like in the movies, until I forget that
I am wearing only ordinary shoes, brown and white,
the kind my mother buys each year for school.

And all T hear is the clapping when the music
stops. My uncle and me bow and he walks me back
in my thick shoes to my mother who is proud to be
my mother. All night the boy who is a man watches

me dance. He watched me dance.

Hips
1 like coffee, I like tea.
1 like the boys and the boys like me.

Yes, no, maybe so. Yes, no, maybe so ...

One day you wake up and they are there. Ready
and waiting like a new Buick with the keys in the
ignition. Ready to take you where?

They're good for holding a baby when you're
cooking, Rachel says, turning the jump rope a little

quicker.

koupila, protoze moje nohy jsou osklivé, dokud
strycek, ktery je lhar, nefekne: Jsi ta nehezcCi divka
tady, zatancis si? Ale ja& mu véfim, a ano, tanc¢ime,
mj strycek Nacho a j4, ale ja nejdiiv nechci. Mam
nateklé a tézké nohy jako zvon, ale tdhnu je pfes
celou mistnost rovnou do stiedu, kde chce strycek
piedvést novy tanec, ktery jsme se naucili. A
stry¢ek mé otac¢i a moje hubené ruce se ohybaji,
tak jak mé naucil, a moje mama koukd, a moji
mali bratranci a sestfenice koukaji, a ten kluk,
ktery je muj bratranec diky prvnimu pfijiméani
koukd, a vSichni tikaji skv¢lé, kdo jsou ti dva, co
tancuji jako z filmu, dokud nezapomenu, ze mam
na sob¢ jen obycejné boty, hnédobilé, které mi
mama kazdoro¢né kupuje do Skoly.

A vSe, co slySim, kdyz prestane hrat hudba, je
potlesk. Uklonime se a stry¢ek mé odvede zpét
v mych pevnych botach k mameé, ktera je pysna, ze
je moje mama. Ten kluk, co uz je muz, celou noc

sleduje jak tancim. Sledoval mé, jak tancim.

Boky
Mam rad kavu, mam rad caj.
Mam rad kluky a kluci radi me maj.
Ano, ne, mozna. Ano, ne, moznd ...
Jednoho dne se vzbudite a jsou tady.
Piipraveni a &ekaji jako nova Skodovka s kligi
v zapalovani. Pfipraveni vas vzit kam?
Jsou dobré na drzeni déti, kdyZz vafite, fika

Rachel, tocici Svihadlem rychleji.
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She has no imagination.

You need them to dance, says Lucy.

If you don't get them you may turn into a man.
Nenny says this and she believes it. She is this way
because of her age.

That's right, I add before Lucy or Rachel can
make fun of her. She is stupid alright, but she is my
sister.

But most important, hips are scientific, I say
repeating what Alicia already told me. It's the bones
that let you know which skeleton was a man's when
it was a man and which a woman's.

They bloom like roses, I continue because it's
obvious I'm the only one who can speak with any
authority; I have science on my side.

The bones just one day open. Just like that. One
day you might decide to have kids, and then where
are you going to put them? Got to have room. Bones
got to give.

But don't have too many or your behind will
spread. That's how it is, says Rachel whose mama is
as wide as a boat. And we just laugh.

What I'm saying is who here is ready? You
gotta be able to know what to do with hips when
you get them, I say making it up as I go. You gotta
know how to walk with hips, practice you know-like
if half of you wanted to go one way and the other
half the other.

That's to lullaby it, Nenny says, that's to rock
the baby asleep inside you. And then she begins

singing seashells, copper bells, eevy, ivy, o-ver.

Nema zadnou predstavivost.

Jsou potieba na tanceni, fiké Lucy.

Kdyz je nemate, stane se zvas muz, fika
Nenny a véti tomu. Chova se takhle kvili svému
veku.

Pravda, dodam dfiv, nez si z ni Lucy a Rachel
stihnout ud¢lat srandu. Jo, je hloupa, ale je to moje
sestra.

Ale nejdulezitéjsi je, ze boky jsou védecke,
zopakuji, co mi fekla Alicia. Podle panevni kosti
se pozna, jestli je kostra muze nebo Zeny.

Vsechny zpozorni, pokracuji, protoze je
jasné, ze jediné ja dokazu mluvit s autoritou; mam
védu na své stran¢.

Ty kosti se jednoho dne oteviou. Prosté tak.
Jednoho dne se rozhodnete mit déti, a kam je date?
Musite mit misto. Kosti vam ho daji.

Ale neméjte jich moc, nebo se vam roztdhnou
zada. Tak to je, fikd Rachel. Jeji mama je Siroka
jako lod’. A my se prosté sm&jeme.

Co tim myslim je to, kdo je tady ptipraveny?
Musite védét, co delat s boky, az je budete mit,
fikdm a vymyslim si to za pochodu. Musite védét,
jak s boky chodit, musite si to nacvicit, je to jako
kdyz jedna vaSe piilka chce jit jednim smérem a
druhd jinym smérem.

To aby se ukolébalo, fekne Nenny, to aby se
uspalo to miminko uvniti. A pak za¢ne zpivat leva

a prava a hop a hopla.
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I'm about to tell her that's the dumbest thing I've
ever heard, but the more I think about it ...

You gotta get the rhythm, and Lucy begins to
dance. She has the idea, though she's having trouble
keeping her end of the double-dutch steady.

It's gotta be just so, I say. Not too fast and not
too slow. Not too fast and not too slow.

We slow the double circles down to a certain
speed so Rachel who has just jumped in can practice
shaking it.

I want to shake like hoochi-coochie, Lucy says.

She is crazy.

I want to move like heebie-jeebie, I say picking

up on the cue.
I want to be Tahiti. Or merengue. Or electricity.
Or tembleque!
Yes, tembleque. That's a good one.

And then it's Rachel who starts it:

Skip, skip,
snake in your hips.
Wiggle around

and break your lip.

Lucy waits a minute before her turn. She

is thinking. Then she begins:

Uz ji skoro fikam, ze to je ta nejvétsi blbost,
kterou jsem kdy slySela, ale kdyz nad tim tak
premyslim ...

Musite chytit rytmus, a Lucy za¢ne tancovat.
Vi jak na to, i kdyz ma problém udrzet konec
Svihadla v klidu.

Musi to byt tak akorat, fikam, ne moc rychle,
a ne moc pomalu. Ne moc rychle, a ne moc
pomalu.

Zpomalime na urcitou rychlost, aby Rachel,
ktera pravé naskocila, mohla trénovat krouceni
bokd.

Chci se kroutit jako bfisni tane€nice, fika
Lucy. Je to blazen.

Ja se chci vrtét, jako kdyZ mam tiesavku.

J4 chci byt Tahiti. Nebo merengue’. Nebo
elektfina.

Nebo jako pudink!

Ano, tfesavy pudink. To se povedlo.

A potom Rachel za¢ne:

Skok, skok,
ruce v bok.
Krut se kolem

a zlom si nos.

Lucy pocké, nez na ni pfijde fada. Pfemysli. A

potom zacne:

5> Latinskoamericky tanec charakteristicky vyraznym houpdnim panve
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The waitress with the big fat hips
who pays the rent with taxi tips ...
says nobody in town will kiss her on the lips
because
. ..because she looks like Christopher Columbus!

Yes, no, maybe so. Yes, no, maybe so.

She misses on maybe so. I take a little while

before my turn, take a breath, and dive in:

Some are skinny like chicken lips.
Some are baggy like soggy Band-Aids
after you get out of the bathtub.

I don't care what kind I get.

Just as long as I get hips.

Everybody getting into it now except Nenny
who is still humming not a girl, not a boy, just a
little baby. She's like that.

When the two arcs open wide like jaws Nenny
jumps in across from me, the rope tick-ticking, the
little gold earrings our mama gave her for her First
Holy Communion bouncing. She is the color of a
bar of naphtha laundry soap, she is like the little
brown piece left at the end of the wash, the hard

little bone, my sister. Her mouth opens. She begins:

My mother and your mother were washing clothes.
My mother punched your mother right in the nose.

What color blood came out?

Cisnice s tlustymi boky
co plati najem z ruky do ruky ...
Rika, Ze ji nikdo ve mésté nepolibi na rty, protoze..
protoze vypadd jako Krystof Kolumbus!

Ano, ne, mozna. Ano, ne, mozna.

Vynechala jedno mozna. Dam si chvilku na

¢as, nadechnu se a ponofim se do toho:

Neékteré jsou jako uzké rty.
Nékteré jsou volné jak rozmdcené naplasti
potom, co vylezete z vany.

Jaké budou, s tim nemam starosti.

Hlavné Ze ja dostanu boky.

Vsechny kromé& Nenny, ktera si pofad brouka
ani holka, ani kluk, jenom malé mimco, se do toho

dostavame. Ona je prosté takova.

KdyzZ se Svihadlo otevie dokotéan jako Celisti,
Nenny naskoc¢i naproti mné, lano klape, malé zlaté
nau$nice, které ji naSe mama dala za jeji prvni
svaté piijimani, poskakuji. Ma barvu jako ta
kostka naftového mydla na prani, je jako ten maly
hnédy kousek, zapomenuty na konci pracky, moje

sestra. Otvird pusu. Zacina:

Leva a prava a hop a hopla,
Jjen aby noha nezakopla.
Jeste a jeste a hoplala,

ona by porad skakala.
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Not that old song, I say. You gotta use your
own song. Make it up, you know? But she doesn't
get it or won't. It's hard to say which. The rope
turning, turning, turning.

Engine, engine number nine,

running down Chicago line.

If the train runs off the track
do you want your money back?
Do you want your money back?

Yes, no, maybe so. Yes, no, maybe so.

I can tell Lucy and Rachel are disgusted, but

they don't say anything because she's my sister.

Yes, no, maybe so. Yes, no, maybe so . ..

Nenny, I say, but she doesn't hear me. She is
too many light-years away. She is in a world we

don't belong to anymore. Nenny. Going. Going.

Y-E-S spells yes and out you go!

The First Job

It wasn't as if I didn't want to work. I did. I had
even gone to the social security office the month
before to get my social security number. I needed
money. The Catholic high school cost a lot, and
Papa said nobody went to public school unless you

wanted to turn out bad.

Ne tu starou pisnicku, fikdm. Musi§ pouzit
svoji vlastni. Vymysli si to, chapes? Ale ona to
Tézko

nechape nebo nechce pochopit. fict.

Svihadlo lita nahoru a dold.

Andeliky, dva sSpaliky,
cvoky, boky ven,
neptijdes-li, vyrazim té

zlatym kamenem.

Vidim, Ze Lucy a Rachel jsou zhnuseny, ale

nic nefikaji, protoZe je to ma sestra.

nepiijdes-li, vyrazim te

zlatym kamenem.

Nenny, fikam, ale ona mé neslysi. Je o tolik
svételnych let dal. Je ve svété, do kterého my uz

nepatiime. Nenny. Skace. Skace.

nepiijdes-li, vyrazim té

zlatym kamenem.

Prvni prace

Nebylo to tak, Ze bych nechtéla pracovat.
Chtéla jsem. Mé&sic predtim jsem dokonce Sla na
ufad socidlniho zabezpeceni, abych dostala cislo
socidlniho zabezpe€eni. Potfebovala jsem penize.
Katolicka Skola stala hodn¢ a tata fekl, ze nikdo
nechodi do statni Skoly, pokud nechce§ skoncit

Spatné.
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I thought I'd find an easy job, the kind other
kids had, working in the dime store or maybe a
hotdog stand. And though I hadn't started looking
yet, I thought I might the week after next. But when
I came home that afternoon, all wet because Tito
had pushed me into the open water hydrant-only I
had sort of let him-Mama called me in the kitchen
before I could even go and change, and Aunt Lala
was sitting there drinking her coffee with a spoon.
Aunt Lala said she had found a job for me at the
Peter Pan Photo Finishers on North Broadway
where she worked, and how old was I, and to show
up tomorrow saying I was one year older, and that

was that.

So the next morning I put on the navy blue
dress that made me look older and borrowed money
for lunch and bus fare because Aunt Lala said I
wouldn't get paid till the next Friday, and I went in
and saw the boss of the Peter Pan Photo Finishers
on North Broadway where Aunt Lala worked and
lied about my age like she told me to and sure
enough, I started that same day.

In my job I had to wear white gloves. I was
supposed to match negatives with their prints, just
look at the picture and look for the same one on the
negative strip, put it in the envelope, and do the next
one. That's all. I didn't know where these envelopes
were coming from or where they were going. I just
did what I was told.

It was real easy, and I guess I wouldn't have

Myslela jsem si, Ze si najdu néjakou lehkou
praci, n¢kde v obchodé¢ nebo u stanku s parky
vrohliku. A 1 kdyz jsem jest¢ nic nehledala,
myslela jsem si, ze za¢nu prespfisti tyden. Ale
kdyz jsem v to odpoledne pfisla domi, celd mokra,
protoze m¢ Tito strcil nad otevieny hydrant-trochu
jsem ho nechala-mama mé zavolala do kuchyné,
jesté pred tim, nez jsem se vilbec mohla ptevléct, a
tam sedéla teta Lala a pila kavu 1zi¢kou. Rekla, Ze
mi naSla praci vtiskarné fotek Peter Pan na
Severni Broadwayi, kde pracovala, a kolik mi je, a
abych pftisla zitra a fekla, ze mi je o rok vic, a bylo

to.

Druhy den rano jsem si na sebe vzala
namotnicky modré Saty, ve kterych vypadam starsi
a pujcila jsem si penize na obéd a na cestu, protoze
teta Lala fekla, Ze mi zaplati az pfisti patek, a tak
jsem tam pfiSla a vidéla $éfa tiskarny fotek Peter
Pan na Severni Broadwayi, kde pracovala teta Lala
a lhala jsem o svém v¢ku, jak mi fekla a

samoziejmé jsem zacala pracovat hned ten den.

Béhem préci jsem musela nosit bilé rukavice.
M¢la jsem parovat negativy s jejich vytisky, prosté
se podivej na obrdzek a hledej ten samy na
negativu, dej je do obalky a jdi na dalsi. To je vSe.
Nevédela jsem, odkud se braly ty obalky, ani kam

mizely. Jen jsem délala, co mi fekli.

Bylo to jednoduché, a haddm, Ze by mi to

nevadilo,
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minded it except that you got tired after a while and
I didn't know if I could sit down or not, and then I
started sitting down only when the two ladies next
to me did. After a while they started to laugh and
came up to me and said I could sit when I wanted to,
and I said I knew.

When lunchtime came, I was scared to eat alone
in the company lunchroom with all those men and
ladies looking, so I ate real fast standing in one of
the washroom stalls and had lots of time left over,
so I went back to work early. But then break time
came, and not knowing where else to go, I went into
the coatroom because there was a bench there.

I guess it was the time for the night shift or
middle shift to arrive because a few people came in
and punched the time clock, and an older Oriental
man said hello and we talked for a while about my
just starting, and he said we could be friends and
next time to go in the lunchroom and sit with him,
and I felt better. He had nice eyes and 1 didn't feel
so nervous anymore. Then he asked if 1 knew what
day it was, and when I said 1 didn't, he said it was
his birthday and would I please give him a birthday
kiss. 1 thought I would because he was so old and
just as I was about to put my lips on his cheek, he
grabs my face with both hands and kisses me hard

on the mouth and doesn't let go.

Papa Who Wakes Up Tired in the Dark
Your abuelito i1s dead, Papa says early one

morning in my room. Esta muerto, and then as if he

az na to, ze se za chvili unavite a ja jsem nevédéla,
jestli si mizu sednout nebo ne, tak jsem si zacala
sedat jenom, kdyz si sedly dvé pani vedle mé. Po
chvili se mi zacaly smat a pfiSly ke mné a fekly
mi, ze si mizu sednout kdykoliv chci, a ja jim

rekla, Ze to vim.

Kdyz byl ¢as na obéd, bala jsem se jist sama
v jidelné se vSemi témi muzi a zenami, ktefi by na
mé koukali, tak jsem se rychle najedla ve stoje
vjedné zumyvéiren a meéla jsem jeSt€¢ spoustu
Casu, takZe jsem S§la pracovat diiv. Pak pfiSla
prestavka a ja nevédéla, kam jit, tak jsem Sla do

Satny, protoze tam byla lavicka.

Ptedpokladam, Ze byl ¢as pro ptichod vecerni
nebo odpoledni smény, protoZe né€kolik lidi pfislo
a pichlo si a stars$i orientalni muz fekl ahoj a chvili
jsme si povidali o mij nastup a on ftekl, Ze
muizeme byt kamaradi a ze si pfist¢ mizu v jidelné
sednout k nému a jé jsem se citila 1épe. M¢€l milé
ofi a ja uZ nebyla tak nervozni. Potom se mé
zeptal, jestli vim, co je za den, a ja fekla, Ze nevim,
a on ftekl, Ze ma narozeniny a jestli bych mu
prosim dala narozeninovou pusu. Rekla jsem si
pro¢ ne, byl pfece tak stary, a jen co jsem mu
chtéla dat pusu na tvaf, chytd mi obliCej obéma

rukama a tvrdé mé 1ib4 na pusu a nepousti.

Unaveny tata, ktery vstava za tmy
Tvhy abuelito je mrtvy, déda umftel, fika mi

tata jednou brzy rano u me v pokoji. Esta muerto,

52




just heard the news himself, crumples like a coat
and cries, my brave Papa cries. | have never seen
my Papa cry and don't know what to do.

I know he will have to go away, that he will
take a plane to Mexico, all the uncles and aunts will
be there, and they will have a black-and-white photo
taken in front of the tomb with flowers shaped like
spears in a white vase because this is how they send
the dead away in that country.

Because | am the oldest, my father has told me
first, and now it is my turn to tell the others. I will
have to explain why we can't play. I will have to tell
them to be quiet today.

My Papa, his thick hands and thick shoes, who
wakes up tired in the dark, who combs his hair with
water, drinks his coffee, and is gone before we

wake, today is sitting on my bed.

And I think if my own Papa died what would I
do. I hold my Papa in my arms. I hold and hold and
hold him.

Born Bad

Most likely I will go to hell and most likely I
deserve to be there. My mother says I was born on
an evil day and prays for me. Lucy and Rachel pray
too. For ourselves and for each other ... because of

what we did to Aunt Lupe.

Her name was Guadalupe and she was pretty
like my mother. Dark. Good to look at. In her Joan

Crawford dress and swimmer's legs.

je mrtvy, a potom jako kdyby to sam slySel
poprvé, se zhrouti a place, muj stateCny tata place.
Nikde jsem nevidéla tatu breCet a nevim, co mam
délat.

Vim, Ze bude muset odjet, Ze poleti do
Mexika, vSichni stryc¢kové a tety tam budou, vyfoti
se pred hrobkou s kvétinami ve tvaru kopi v bilé
vaze, protoze takhle se louci se zesnulymi v této
zemi.

Protoze jsem nejstar$i, tdta mi to fekl jako
prvni, a ted’ to j4 musim fict ostatnim. Budu jim
muset vysvétlit, pro¢ si nemizeme hrat. Budu jim
muset fict, aby dnes byli potichu.

My tata, jeho silné ruce a pevné boty, ktery
vstdva za tmy a je unaveny, ktery si CeSe vlasy
vodou, pije svou kavu, a je pryc jesté pred tim, nez
my vstavame, sedi dnes na mé posteli.

A ja premyslim nad tim, co bych délala,
kdyby muj tata umiel. Objimdm ho. Drzim ho,

drzim ho pevné.

Spatna od narozeni

Pravdépodobné¢  pijdu do  pekla a
pravdépodobné si to zaslouzim. Mama fika, Ze
jsem se narodila ve Spatny den a modli se pro mé.
Lucy a Rachel se taky modli. Pro sebe a pro nés

vSechny ... kviili tomu, co jsme udélaly teté¢ Lupe.

Jmenovala se Gaudalupe a byla pro mé jako
mama. Tmava. Hezka. V Satech od Joan Crawford,

s plaveckyma nohama.
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Aunt Lupe of the photographs.

But I knew her sick from the disease that would
not go, her legs bunched under the yellow sheets,
the bones gone limp as WOrms.

The yellow pillow, the yellow smell, the bottles
and spoons. Her head thrown back like a thirsty

lady. My aunt, the swimmer.

Hard to imagine her legs once strong, the bones
hard and parting water, clean sharp strokes, not bent
and wrinkled like a baby, not browning under the
sticky yellow light. Second-floor Real apartment.
The naked light bulb always burning.

I don’'t know who decides who deserved to go
bad. There was no evil in her birth. No wicked
curse. One day I believe she was swimming, and the
next day she was sick. It might have been the day
that gray photograph was taken. It might have been
the day she was holding cousin Totchy and baby
Frank. It might have been the moment she pointed

to the camera for the kids to look and they wouldn't.

Maybe the sky didn't look the day she fell
down. Maybe God was busy. It could be true she
didn’t dive right one day and hurt her spine. Or
maybe the story that she fell very hard from a high
step stoll, like Totchy said, is true.

But I think diseases have no eyes. They pick
with a dizzy finger anyone, just anyone. Like my
aunt who happened to be walking down the street
one day in her Joan Crawford dress, in her funny

felt hat with the black feather,

Teta Lupe z fotografii.

Véd€la jsem, zZe je nemocna a ze uz se
neuzdravi, jeji nohy vrasCité pod zlutymi
prostéradly, kosti ochablé jako Cervi.

Zluty polsta¥, zluty zapach, lahvicky a lZice.
Jeji hlava zaklonéna jako hlava ziznivé Zeny. Moje
teta, plavkyné.

Je tézké si predstavit, Ze jeji nohy byly diive
silné, kosti pevné rozrazejici vodu, ¢isté ostré tahy,
ne ohnut¢ a zmuchlané jako nohy miminka, ne
hnédnouci pod lepkavym Zzlutym svétlem. Byt na
druhém poschodi. Vzdy svitici nahd zarovka.

Nevim, kdo rozhoduje, kdo si zaslouzi byt
Spatny. Pii jejim narozeni se nestalo zadné zlo.
Zadna kletba. V&fim, e jeden den plavala a druhy
den onemocnéla. Mohlo to byt v ten den, co se
fotila Sedé fotka. Mohlo to byt v ten den, co drzela
bratrance Totchyho a miminko Franka. Mohla to
byt ta chvile, kdyz ukazovala na fot'’dk, aby se déti
koukly, ale oni se nekoukly.

Mozna se vten den, kdy spadla, nebe
nekoukalo. Mozna byl Buh pfili§ zaneprazdnény.
Mohla byt pravda, ze jednou neskocila dobie a
poranila si patef. Nebo je pravda, jak fikal Totchy,
ze spadla z vysoké stolicky.

Ale ja si myslim, ze nemoci nemaji oci.
Vybiraji si ndhodné, kohokoliv, prosté kohokoliv.
Jako moji tetu, kterd zrovna §la po ulici v jejich
Satech od Joan Crawford, v jejim vtipném

plsténém klobouku s ¢ernym pefti,
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cousin Totchy in one hand, baby Frank in the other.

Sometimes you get used to the sick and
sometimes the sickness, if it is there too long, gets
to seem normal. This is how it was with her, and
maybe this is why we chose her.

It was a game, that’s all. It was the game we
played every afternoon ever since that day one of us
invented it-I can’t remember who-I think it was me.

You had to pick somebody. You had to think of
someone everybody knew. Someone you could
imitate and everyone else would have to guess who
it was. It started out with famous people: Wonder
Woman, the Beatles, Marilyn Monroe .... But then
somebody thought it'd be better if we changed the
game a little, if we pretended we were Mr. Benny,

or his wife Blanca, or Ruthie, or anybody we knew.

I don't know why we picked her. Maybe we
were bored that day. Maybe we got tired. We liked
my aunt. She listened to our stories. She always
asked us to come back. Lucy, me, Rachel. I hated to
go there alone. The six blocks to the dark apartment,
second-floor rear building where sunlight never
came, and what did it matter? My aunt was blind by
then. She never saw the dirty dishes in the sink. She
couldn't see the ceilings dusty with flies, the ugly

maroon walls, the bottles and sticky spoons.

bratranec Totchy vjedné ruce a maly Frank
v druhé.

Nékdy si na nemoc zvyknete a nékdy ta
nemoc, pokud je tu uz dlouho, zacne vypadat
normalné. Takhle to bylo s ni, a mozna proto jsme

si ji vybraly.

Byla to jen hra, to je vSe. Byla to hra, kterou
jsme hraly kazdé odpoledne od té¢ doby, co ji
nckterd z nas vymyslela-myslim, Ze jsem to byla
ja.

Museli jste si n€koho vybrat. Nékoho, koho
vSichni znali. Nékoho, koho jste uméli napodobit a
ostatni meéli hadat, kdo to je. Zacaly jsme
s popularnimi lidmi: Wonder Woman, Beatles,
Marilyn Monroe ... Ale n€kdo potom vymyslel, Ze
by bylo lepsi, kdybychom to trochu pozménily,
kdybychom napodobovaly pana Bennyho nebo
jeho zenu Blancu, nebo Ruthie, nebo nékoho, koho

opravdu zname.

Nevim, pro¢ jsme si vybraly ji. MoZné jsme
se zrovna ten den nudily. MoZnad uz jsme byly
unavené. M¢ly jsme moji tetu rady. Poslouchala
nase piibé¢hy. VzZdycky chtéla, abychom k ni
chodily. Lucy, ja, Rachel. Nerada jsem tam
chodila sama. Sest blokti do tmavého bytu, druhé
patro, zadni budova, kam nikdy nesvitilo slunce,
ale co na tom? V té dob¢ uz byla teta slepa. Nikdy
nevidéla to Spinavé nddobi ve dfezu. Nemohla
vidét strop posety mouchami, oSklivé kaStanoveé

zdi, lahvicky a ulepené 1Zice.
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I can't forget the smell. Like sticky capsules filled

with jelly. My aunt, a little oyster, a little piece of

meat on an open shell for us to look at. Hello, hello.
As if she had fallen into a well.

I took my library books to her house. I read her
stories. I liked the book The Waterbabies. She liked
it too. I never knew how sick she was until that day
I tried to show her one of the pictures in the book, a
beautiful color picture of the water babies
swimming in the sea. I held the book up to her face.
I can't see it, she said, I'm blind. And then I was
ashamed.

She listened to every book, every poem I read
her. One day I read her one of my own. I came very

close. I whispered it into the pillow:

I want to be
like the waves on the sea,
like the clouds in the wind,
but I'm me.
One day I'll jump
out of my skin.
I'll shake the sky

like a hundred violins.

That's nice. That's very good, she said in her tired

voice. You just remember to keep writing,
Esperanza. You must keep writing. It will keep you
free, and I said yes, but at that time I didn't know

what she meant.

Nikdy nezapomenu ten zéapach. Jako lepkavé
tobolky pInéné Zzelé. Moje teta, mala ustfice,
kousek masa na oteviené skofdpce, na které se
muzeme koukat. Ahoj, hal6. Jako by spadla do
studny.

Bravala jsem kni své knihy. Cetla jsem ji
piibchy. Méla jsem rada knizku Vodni déti. Také
se ji libila. Nikdy jsem nevéd¢la, jak moc nemocna
je, dokud jsem ji jednou nechtéla ukazat jeden
obrazek zknizky, krasny, barevny obrazek
vodnich déti plavajicich v mofi. DrZela jsem
knizku pted jejim obli¢ejem. Ja to nevidim, fekla,
jsem slepd. A j& jsem se zastydéla.

Poslouchala kazdou kniZzku, kazdou basnicku,
co jsem ji ¢etla. Jednou jsem ji ptecetla jednu moji
vlastni. Priblizila jsem se. A zaSeptala jsem do
polstate:

Chci byt jednou
na mori tou vinou,
nebo mrakem ve vétru,
ale jsem mnou.
Jedno dne vyskocim,
vyskocim z kiize.

A zatrepu nebem,

az opadaji riize.

To je hezké. Moc povedené, fekla unavenym
hlasem. Nesmi§ zapomenout psat, Esperanzo.
Musis psat. UdrZi t€ to na svobodgé, a ja fekla ano,

ale tehdy jsem nevédéla, co tim mysli.
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The day we played the game, we didn't know
she was going to die. We pretended with our heads
thrown back, our arms limp and useless, dangling
like the dead. We laughed the way she did. We
talked the way she talked, the way blind people talk
without moving their head. We imitated the way
you had to lift her head a little so she could drink
water, she sucked it up slow out of a green tin cup.
The water was warm and tasted like metal. Lucy
laughed. Rachel too. We took turns being her. We
screamed in the weak voice of a parrot for Totchy to
come and wash those dishes. It was easy.

We didn't know. She had been dying such a
long time, we forgot. Maybe she was ashamed.
Maybe she was embarrassed it took so many years.
The kids who wanted to be kids instead of washing
dishes and ironing their papa's shirts, and the
husband who wanted a wife again.

And then she died, my aunt who listened to my
poems.

And then we began to dream the dreams.

V den, kdy jsme hru hrali, jsme nevédéli, ze
zemie. Napodobovaly jsme ji se zaklonénymi
hlavami, nase ruce ochablé a k ni¢emu, visici jako
mrtvé. Smaly jsme se jako ona. Mluvily jsme jako
ona, tak jak slepi lidé mluvi, bez pohnuti hlavy.
Napodobovaly jsme to, jak musite zvednout jeji
hlavu, aby se mohla napit, pomalu srkala ze
zeleného plechového poharku. Voda byla tepld a
chutnala kovoveé. Lucy se smala. Rachel taky.
Stiidaly jsme se. Kficely jsme slabym papousc¢im
hlasem na Totchyho, aby umyl nadobi. Bylo to

snadné.

Nevédély jsme to. Umirala tak dlouhou dobu,
7e jsme zapomnély. Mozna se stydéla. Mozna ji
bylo trapné, ze to trvalo tak dlouho. Déti, co chtély
byt détmi misto myti nadobi a zehleni tatinkovych
tricek, a manzel, co chtél znovu Zenu.

A potom umiela, moje teta, které poslouchala
mé basnicky.

A potom jsme zacali snit sny.
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3 Comments on the translation

The main aim of this part is to explain and justify the solutions I decided to follow
for translating segments of the text that appeared difficult to deal with. The decisions are
mostly based on the theoretical findings of this thesis described above, therefore mainly on

the works by Levy, Knittlova, Kufnerova and Hrdlicka.

This section is divided into the following parts: lexical, syntactic and
morphological level, further, it concerns with the translation of nursery rhymes and poems,

and finally with the choice of translation of the book title.

3.1 Lexical level

Lexicology is a linguistic discipline which focuses on lexicon i.e. vocabulary of
particular languages. On this level, I encountered a problem with translation of foreign
language in a text, specifically Spanish words appearing in The House on Mango Street.
Further, 1 had to deal with several expressions that needed special attention during the
process of translation. When translating those phenomena, the procedures and methods

described by Knittlova and mentioned above were plentifully used.

3.1.1 Foreign language in a text

The question was whether to translate the foreign words or not. As I learnt from
Kittlova and Hrdlicka the answer to this question depends mostly on the function of those
words in the text. On the following examples I am going to demonstrate which solutions I

applied on the specific cases.

Your abuelito is dead, Papa says early one | Tvlj abuelito je mrtvy, déda umrel, fika mi

morning in my room. tata jednou brzy rano u me¢ v pokoji.

In this case, I decided not to leave out the Spanish word for grandpa, but I added
Czech translation according to one of the translation approaches by A. V. Cirikov
described by Hrdlicka. It operates with an explanation of the meaning of the foreign-

language element by the translator's refinement of the translation text. (Hrdlicka 56)
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I opted for this solution because I am certain that Czech readers would not understand the
meaning. This is probably not a problem for American readers as Cisneros did not

translated it.

I chose to leave the Spanish words there as I believe it nicely shows that the
Hispanic community somehow preserves its native language. Maybe they want to keep and
remember their language, or they do not have a choice because they do not speak English
at such a high level. This is especially true for older people as in the book it is mostly them

who use Spanish words in English sentences.

Esta muerto, and then as if he just heard the | Esta muerto, je mrtvy, a potom jako kdyby

news himself, crumples like a coat and | to sam slySel poprvé, se zhrouti a place, muyj

cries, my brave Papa cries. stateCny tata place.

In this case I decided for the same solution as it is the very next sentence, therefore,

I think that the same translation approach should have been used.

Or tembleque! Nebo jako pudink!

When it comes to this part, I chose to translate the word. It is Puerto Rican dessert
which, when finished, is like Czech pudding. In the context both words have the same
meaning — to shake — and as we know Czech pudding is a little wobbly when it is finished.
Therefore, I believe that the translation is convenient. Actually, tembleque is used as an

adjective for describing something that shakes, but here it is in the meaning of the dessert.

Cold frijoles Studeny fazole.

In this case, I opted for translation as well, as it does not have any specific function

in the text. I considered writing the word in Spanish and using further explanation useless.

I want to be Tahiti. Or merengue. |Ja chci byt Tahiti. Nebo merengue.

Or electricity. Nebo elektfina.
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Even though Hrdlic¢ka (55) says that sometimes just a footnote explanation, may be
disruptive in its redundancy and may be adversely reflected in the translation text
reception, in translating this part I decided to use a footnote explanation as merengue is
Latin American dance for which I was not able to find any equivalent word or explanation.
Despite the fact that it is not translated and only left with footnote explanation I believe

readers would understand the meaning as it can be elicited from the context.

3.1.2 Substitution

I want to shake like hoochi-coochie, Lucy | Chci se kroutit jako brisni tanecnice, tika

says. Lucy.

I want to move like heebie-jeebie, 1 say | Ja se chci vrtét, jako kdyZ mam tresavku.

picking up on the cue.

When translating those two phrases I firstly looked for whether there is Czech
translation or equivalence for them or whether they are just interjections or idioms. After
the findings described later, it was decided to follow the translating method of substitution,
which is described above in the theoretical part of this thesis. Knittlovd explains this
method as a replacement of one language means by another equivalent. Substitution tells
us that anything can be named in any way, it is about naming the same thing in different

ways.

The first phrase hoochi-coochie is richer when it comes to its history. According to
the urbandictionary.com the term was firstly used in 1890 for hoocie coochie dancer also
called a shimmy dancer. The phrase was made famous by various blues, jazz and rock
performers. Thanks to this explanation I chose the translation b7isni tanecnice as this
description is strongly reminiscent of belly dancers. Therefore, I did not translate the whole
sentence in the second example, leaving out the “picking up on the cue” while the very

same meaning was not preserved.
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According to merriam-webster.com the second phrase heebie-jeebie is a sense of
panic or extreme nervousness associated with words such as shakes, shivers, jitters or

butterflies. Thus, I decided to translate this expression as tresavka.

3.1.3 Adaptation

like a new Buick with the keys in the | jako nova Skodovka s kli¢i v zapalovani

ignition

And then she begins singing seashells, | A pak zacne zpivat leva a prava a hop a

copper bells, eevy, ivy, o-ver. hopla.
You are like the Cream of Wheat cereal. Jsi jako pSenicna kaSe.
wake up early with the tortilla star vstavat se sluncem

When translating those three passages I decided to follow the method of adaptation.
As mentioned above, adaptation is substitution of the situation described in the original by

another adequate situation, mostly concerning cultural references.

In the first example Buick is a car brand typical for America, therefore, I dare to say
that Czech reader would not know this brand. Thus, I decided to translate it as Skodovka,
which is more common for Czech people. It may be true that a reader would understand

the meaning even from the context, but I still opted for approximation to the Czech reader.

The second example concerns a typical American jump rope song, which I replaced

with the beginning of a Czech jumping song that appears farther in the text again.

Cream of Wheat is a brand of cereal which produces porridge mixes and is not
known for the Czech readers, therefore, I decided to translate it as pSenicnd kase. 1 believe

it fits the context and it does not deprive readers of any information or experience. This
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kind of translation may be on the boarder of generalization, same as the following

example.

Tortilla star is a reference to the Latin culture, and it means the sun. There is no
other generally known name for the sun in Czech, therefore, I opted for the translation

slunce.

3.1.4 Generalization

marimbas xylofon

working in the dime store pracovat v obchodé

Although, according to Knittlova, generalization is not widely used in English-
Czech translation, there were several passages where 1 opted for it

Basically, generalization is reduction of semantic components.

In those two specific cases, [ used hypernyms to words marimbas and dime store.
In the first case I chose to translate marimbas as xylofon, as marimbas ranks among the

xylophones and I think that it is generally better known than marimbas.

Dime store is a shop originally selling goods for the maximum price of a dime,
nowadays it is selling very cheap merchandise. This kind of shop does not have an

equivalent in the Czech culture, thus I opted for the translation obchod.

3.1.5 Specification

untied shoes rozvazané tkanicky

One example of specification occurred in the text. Based on the theoretical findings,
specification means that the Czech translation adds a semantic component to the linguistic
unit from the English text. We can say that instead of hypernyms, as in generalization, we
use the opposite approach, that is hyponyms. I decided for translation tkanicky, as it is

more natural for the Czech speaker to say rozvazané tkanicky than to say rozvdzané boty.
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3.1.6 Expressive connotation

skinny aisles uzouckeé ulicky

There was a family. All were little. Their | Zila tu rodina. V§ichni byli mali&ci. Jejich
arms were little, and their hands were little, | ruce byly malické, jejich dlan€ byly
and their height was not tall, and their feet | malické, a jejich vyska nebyla vysoka, a

very small. jejich chodidla byla drobounka.

The baby's feet had ten tiny toes, pale and | Miminko mélo deset bledych a priihlednych

see-through like a salamander's. malickych prstiki jako mlok.

In the three previous cases I used the means of expressive connotation i.e.
diminutives. I decided to use them to create the atmosphere. Especially in the last two
cases which were taken from the vignette called The Family of Little Feet, I wanted to

emphasize height and size as it played a big part in describing the family.

3.2 Morphological level

Morphology is one of the fundamental linguistic disciplines, along with lexicology
and syntax. It deals with word formation. It examines parts of the words such as stems,
roots, prefixes and suffixes, also it concentrates on inflectional categories (tense, aspect,
mood, number, gender, case). Several challenging passages in the source text fall within

this linguistic subdiscipline.

3.2.1 Intentional grammar errors - substitution

During the translation I had to deal with translating several intentional grammar
errors as most of the characters are not English native speakers. As already mentioned in
the theoretical part of this thesis, the advantage of the Czech language is that, thanks to its

flexibility, it offers a wide range of possibilities for creating errors. When translating
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following errors, I tried to stick to the rules for translating intentional spelling and

grammar errors established by Hrdlicka that are also described in the theoretical part.

In all the following cases we can observe the same type of errors. These errors
relate to the incorrect use of pronouns. Hrdlicka suggests keeping the type of error in
translation which means to make the same mistakes in Czech pronouns to respect their
function in the text. Therefore, translation such as Jeji se narodila tady, Ji se narodila
tady, Ony se narodila tady, Je jsou moje oblibené or Sundejte je boty were considered.
However, such errors are not natural for the target language, therefore, I opted for using the

method of substitution mentioned above by Knittlova.

Her was born here, but me I'm Texas.

Ona narodit tady, ale j4, ja jsem Texas.

Them are my favorite.

Ty byt moje oblibené.

... and an older Oriental man said hello and

we talked for a while about my just starting,

... a star$i orientalni muz fekl ahoj a chvili

jsme si povidali o mij néstup ...

Them are dangerous, he says. You girls too
young to be wearing shoes like that. Take
them shoes off before I call the cops, but we

just run.

Jsou nebezpecné, fika. Vy moc mladé holky
na to nosit takové boty. Sundat ty boty, nez

zavolam policii, ale my prosté uteceme.

In Czech, it is more likely that an error related to reflexive pronoun se occurs. The

error usually relates to omitting the reflexive pronoun. In the first example, I combined this

error with incorrect inflection which is also a common mistake for non-native speakers.

When it comes to the second translation, I opted for the error of incorrect use of the

auxiliary verb byt.
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In the third example Hrdlicka's rule to keep the type of error in translation which
means to make the same mistakes in the target language was strictly followed. Plus, I

decided not to inflect the word ndstup, to make it sound even more incorrect.

Knowing Hrdli¢ka's advice to maintain similar error rate in the translation, thus
achieving the same readability and clarity of the translation, I left out one error in the
fourth example as the pronoun is not necessary in the Czech translation and it would sound
unnatural to keep it there. We can also observe omitting the auxiliary verb “be”. In Czech
translation, the verb byt was also left out and it has the same function. With the sentence
Take them shoes off 1 decided to translate this mistake as Sundat ty boty thus again to use

the mistake with inflection.

3.3 Syntactic level
Syntax, together with lexicology and morphology, is a linguistic discipline which
deals with the correct creation of sentence constructions, word order and relations between

words in a sentence.

3.3.1 Negation

Me, I never said nothing to him except once | Ja, ja jsem mu nikdy nic Fekla, kromé toho,
when I bought the Statue of liberty for a | kdyz jsem si jednou za desetnik koupila

dime. Sochu svobody.

In the example above we can observe using two negatives in one English sentence.
Translating this intentional error was especially challenging as it is completely correct to
use two negatives in one sentence according to the Czech grammar rules. Therefore, I
finally decided for translation nikdy nic rekla which is nonsense in Czech. I did not want to

leave out this error as I find it linguistically very interesting.
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3.4 Poems and Nursery rhymes

When translating the nursery rhymes and the only poem in the book, firstly, I
wanted to find Czech equivalents but none of the Czech nursery rhymes sounded like the
originals, concerning the tone and meaning. Therefore, I decided to translate almost all of
them myself. I opted for this solution because the girls made up three of those jump rope

nursery thymes and Esperanza composed the last poem herself.

Nevertheless, for the two of them I found Czech equivalents, as those were not
made up by the girls. It was important for the context, because Nenny was accused of
singing old songs instead of inventing her own. Thus, I wanted to preserve this crucial
moment by using known Czech nursery rhymes next to my translations for readers to see

the difference.

When translating the songs, I concentrated on the connection between content and
form as Kufnerova says that it is the most important thing. Further, I focused on rhyming
itself, because personally, I think that rhyming is the most important aspect of translating
nursery thymes. I tried to preserve the rhyming and somehow the content of those nursery

rhymes, as it definitely tells readers something about the characters and their personalities.

As I have learnt from Kufnerova's theory, the main difference between Czech and
English rhyme is that Czech uses double syllabic while English operates with monosyllabic
rhyme. We can see this difference quite clearly in some of the following examples. Truth is
that somewhere I kept the English monosyllabic rhyme even in Czech, but I believe that it
is not a problem, because what is important is that it is at least a little pleasant to the ear.
As Levy says, it makes no sense for a translator to limit himself/herself to a rhyme type of

the source language or the target language.

I like coffee, I like tea. Mam rad kdvu, mam réd ca;.
I like the boys and the boys like me. Mam réad kluky a kluci radi mé maj.
Yes, no, maybe so. Yes, no, maybe so ... Ano, ne, mozna. Ano, ne, mozna ...
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Even though this particular nursery rhyme is not made up by the girls, I decided to
translate it myself. Firstly, because I did not find any suitable Czech equivalent, secondly, I
did not consider it difficult to translate. I also dare to say that there is a visible difference
between those nursery rhymes that the girls made up and I translated and those nursery
rhymes that are traditional and I found Czech equivalence for them, to which this song

belongs although I translated it myself.

Skip, skip, Skok, skok,
snake in your hips. ruce v bok.
Krut’ se kol
Wiggle around S¢ kolem
a zlom si nos.
and break your lip.

This nursery rhyme is made up by one of the girls when they were jumping rope,
therefore, the translation is mine. As mentioned above, I tried to stick to the rhyming

pattern and to preserve the content of the song.

The waitress with the big fat hips Cignice s tlustymi boky
who pays the rent with taxi tips ... co plati ndjem z ruky do ruky ...

says nobody in town will kiss her on the lips | Rika, Ze ji nikdo ve mést& nepolibi na rty,

because protoze ..
. ..because she looks like Christopher protoze vypada jako Krystof Kolumbus!
Columbus! Ano, ne, mozna. Ano, ne, mozna.

Yes, no, maybe so. Yes, no, maybe so.

This song is the same case as the previous one. The girls made it up, and my own
translation follows. In this case we can partly observe the change from the English
monosyllabic thyme to the Czech double syllabic rhyme, as it was more natural for me and

the translation led me to compose it in the double syllabic rhyme.
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Some are skinny like chicken lips. Nékter¢ jsou jako uzké rty.
Some are baggy like soggy Band-Aids Neékteré jsou volné jak rozmacené naplasti
after you get out of the bathtub. potom, co vylezete z vany.
I don't care what kind I get. Jaké budou, s tim nemam starosti.
Just as long as I get hips. Hlavné Ze ja dostanu boky.

Here we can observe the same case as in the previous nursery rhyme.

My mother and your mother were washing Levé a prava a hop a hopla,
clothes. jen aby noha nezakopla.
My mother punched your mother right in Jesté a jeste a hoplala,
the nose. ona by potad skakala
What color blood came out?

This nursery rhyme was singing Nenny, who is younger than the other girls and she
was not able, or she did not want to invite her own songs. Therefore, this song is
traditional, and I tried to find appropriate Czech equivalent which I failed. Then I chose
this nursery rhyme which Czech children sing when they jump rope. I am aware of the fact
that through this translation I probably made her look even younger than she is, but at least

the age difference between them, that the other girls point out, is more visible.

Engine, engine number nine, Andéliky, dva $paliky,

running down Chicago line. cvoky, boky ven,

If the train runs off the track neptjdes-li, vyrazim té
do you want your money back? zlatym kamenem.

Do you want your money back?

Yes, no, maybe so. Yes, no, maybe so.
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This is the same case as above; the song is traditional, and I added Czech

equivalence. When it comes to this nursery rhyme, it is a little ruder than the previous one.

I want to be
like the waves on the sea,
like the clouds in the wind,
but I'm me.
One day I'll jump
out of my skin.

I'll shake the sky

Chci byt jednou
na mofi tou vlnou,
nebo mrakem ve vétru,

ale jsem mnou.
Jedno dne vyskoc¢im,
vysko¢im z kiize.

A zatfepu nebem

like a hundred violins. y o
az opadaji rize.

Esperanza wrote this poem herself. Thus, I was not looking for any Czech equivalent
and I tried to translate it myself. Translating the poem was a little different than translating
all those nursery rhymes. I believe that this poem and poems in general, have more to pass
than nursery rhymes, therefore, I really wanted to keep the mood of this poem even in my

translation. Hence, I tried to preserve the content and again I concentrated on the rhyming.

3.5 Book title

I also decided to translate the name of the book. I think that leaving the name in the
source language may confuse readers and it can even discourage them from reading the
book. I believe when the book is being translated the name should be definitely translated

as well.

Based on the theoretical part of the thesis I opted for following Kufnerova's
recommendation to make the translation as an exact copy of the original. I believe there are

no linguistic or cultural reasons preventing and the function of the name stays the same.

Therefore, I translated the name of the book — The House on Mango Street as Diim

na Mangové ulici.
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Conclusion

The main aim of this bachelor thesis was to provide the translation of Sandra
Cisneros' book of vignettes The House on Mango Street and to discuss theory related to the
process of translation, but mainly theory which is connected with this particular translation.
Therefore, this thesis dealt with translation as a scholarly discipline describing types of
translation, translation principles, procedures, processes and methods or e.g. stages of
translation creation. Methods of translation such as substitution, adaptation or
generalization mentioned in the theoretical part were widely used during the process of
translation. However, the theoretical part mostly concentrated on the theory of translating
nursery rhymes and poems, of translating intentional grammar and spelling mistakes, or of
translating foreign language in a text. All those phenomena were probably the most

challenging while translating the original text.

While translating the selected vignettes some other obstacles arose including e.g.
cultural references. Especially, Spanish words such as tamales, tembleque or merengue,
which I have never heard before. Therefore, I needed to pay the attention to trying to find

Czech equivalents or different solutions of translation.

As a theoretical basis 1 used works by Czech authors such as Hrdlicka, Levy,
Kufnerova, Knittlovd and others, which helped me with coming up with different
solutions. I also used several online dictionaries mentioned in the works cited to determine

the meaning of unknown words.

Thanks to writing this bachelor thesis I realized how challenging and complex the
process of translation is. I also realized that it is more than just an understanding of a story,
but a translator must know a lot of other facts such as he/she must master both languages
perfectly, he/she must know the environment where the story takes place to understand
possible references, and a translator must see the thought behind the story. Finally, he/she

must be creative to give readers the same experience as if they were reading the original.

70



Works cited

CISNEROS, Sandra. The house on Mango Street. 2nd Vintage Contemporaries ed., 25th
anniversary ed. New York: Vintage Contemporaries, 2009. ISBN 978-0-679-73477-2.

HRDLICKA, Milan. Prekladatelské miniatury. Vyd. 2., roz§. V Praze: Karolinum, 2014.
ISBN 978-80-246-2501-0.

KNITTLOVA, Dagmar. K teorii i praxi piekladu. 2. vyd. Olomouc: Univerzita Palackého,
2000. ISBN 80-244-0143-6.

KNITTLOVA, Dagmar, Bronislava GRYGOVA a Jitka ZEHNALOVA. Preklad a
prekladani. Olomouc: Univerzita Palackého v Olomouci, Filozoficka fakulta, 2010. ISBN
978-80-244-2428-6.

KRIJITOVA, Olga. Pozvani k prekladatelské praxi: kapitoly o prekladdni beletrie. Praha:
Karolinum, 1996. ISBN 80-7184-215-x.

KUFNEROVA, Zlata. Prekladani a cestina. Jinotany: H & H, 1994. Linguistica (H & H).
ISBN 80-85787-14-8.

LEVY, Jiti. Uméni piekladu. 4., upr. vyd. Praha: Apostrof, 2012. ISBN 978-80-87561-15-
7.

Vignette. In: Literary Terms [online]. [cit. 2019-10-15]. Dostupné Z

https://literaryterms.net/vignette/

Vignette. In: Merriam-Webster [online]. [cit. 2019-10-15]. Dostupné Z:

https://www.merriam-webster.com/dictionary/vignette

Sketch. In: Merriam-Webster [online]. [cit. 2019-10-15]. Dostupné zZ:

https://www.merriam-webster.com/dictionary/sketch

Heebie-jeebies.  In: Merriam-Webster [online].  [cit. 2019-10-22].  Dostupné

N

https://www.merriam-webster.com/thesaurus/heebie-jeebies

71


https://literaryterms.net/vignette/
https://www.merriam-webster.com/dictionary/vignette
https://www.merriam-webster.com/dictionary/sketch
https://www.merriam-webster.com/thesaurus/heebie-jeebies

Hoochie Coochie. In: Urban Dictionary [online]. 27. fijen 2017 [cit. 2019-10-22].

Dostupné z: https://www.urbandictionary.com/define.php?term=Hoochie%20Coochie

All translated and paraphrased by Aneta Strynclova

72


https://www.urbandictionary.com/define.php?term=Hoochie%20Coochie

