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ANNOTATION

This bachelor thesis is focused on the issue of the English to Czech translation, it
discusses various strategies drawing examples from selected translated chapters of an
American novel Carry On written by Rainbow Rowell.

The thesis consists of two main parts, the first, practical part being a translation of
four chapters of the novel, and the second being an analysis of the translation supported by
professional academic literature related to the translation of prose. There are several topics
specific for the novel, such as wordplay based on cultural references, idiomatic language or

characteristic features of the first person narration.

KEY WORDS
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grammatical equivalence, first person narration

ANOTACE

Tato bakalarska prace je zaméfena na umélecky preklad z anglictiny do cestiny.
Zabyva se ruznymi metodami, které jsou ilustrovany na piikladech z ptelozenych
ukazkovych kapitol amerického romanu Carry On autorky Rainbow Rowell.

Préace se sklada ze dvou hlavnich ¢ésti, a to z praktické ¢asti tj. vlastniho prekladu
Ctyt kapitol vySe zminéného romanu a dale z analyzy tohoto ptekladu, jez je podpoiena
odbornou literaturou zaméienou na pieklad prozy. V romanu se vyskytuje nékolik
problematickych oblasti, naptiklad slovni hticky zaloZzené na kulturnich realiich,

idiomaticky jazyk nebo specifika vypravécské ich-formy.
KLiCOVA SLOVA

Pteklad, Carry On, Rainbow Rowell, idiomy, realie, slovni hficky, latentni hodnoty,

gramatickd ekvivalence, ich-forma
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Introduction

The fantasy novel Carry On by Rainbow Rowell has been chosen as the source of
extracts for this bachelor thesis for linguistic as well as pedagogical reasons. The novel is
focused on young adult readers and reading the overview it might not seem as a piece of
serious literature due to its employment of the clichés of the genre. However with the aid of
the magical nature of her fictional world, the author stresses the importance and the power
of language by making the reader realise what potential meanings are behind everyday
conversations, and how the formation of linguistic convention works in practice. The
pragmatic aspect of speech is linked to the economy of expression and to the development
of idiomatic language.

From the philological point of view, the narration is interesting, since it offers various
instances of intricate wordplays, sociolect, fixed expressions and cultural references, as the
omnipresent feeling of Britishness is also characteristic for the novel. Therefore it has been
challenging to try to preserve these features in the translation, so that a Czech reader would
not be left only with a mundane fantasy tale without puns, double entendre or idiomatic
expression, all of which contribute to the novel’s charm and help with delivering the message
of the role language has in the human perception and forming of reality.

The selected extracts were chosen so as to exhibit the most prevalent linguistic issues
of the title, i.e. neological units, the (im)possibility of cultural transplantation, and the

distinction between different narrators and their indirect characterisation through language.



1. Practical part — Translation

Translation of selected extracts from Rainbow Rowell’s novel Carry On

SIMON

When I get to the station, there’s no one to
meet me. No one I know, anyway—there’s a
bored-looking taxi driver who’s written Snow
on a piece of cardboard.

“That’s me,” I say. He looks dubious. I don’t
look much like a public school toff, especially
when I’m not in uniform. My hair’s too short—
I shave it every year at the end of term—and
my trainers are cheap, and I don’t look bored
enough; I can’t keep my eyes still.

“That’s me,” I say again. A bit thuggishly.
“Do you want to see my ID?”

He sighs and drops the sign. “If you want to
get dropped off in the middle of nowhere,
mate, I’m not going to argue with you.”

I get in the back of the taxi and sling my bag
down on the seat next to me. The driver starts
the engine and turns on the radio. I close my
eyes; I get sick in the back of cars on good
days, and today isn’t a good day—I’m nervous,
and all I’ve had to eat is a chocolate bar and a
bag of cheese-and-onion crisps.

Almost there now.

This is the last time I’ll be doing this.
Coming back to Watford in autumn. I'll still
come back, but not like this, not like I'm
coming home.

“Candle in the Wind” comes on the radio,
and the driver sings along.

Candle in the wind is a dangerous spell. The
boys at school say you can use it to give
yourself more, you know, stamina. But if you

SIMON

Po ptijezdu na mé na nadrazi nikdo neceka.
Teda nikdo, koho zndm. Stoji tam ale taxikar
se znudénym vyrazem, ktery drzi ceduli
s napisem Snow.

»10 jsem ja,” feknu. Podeziivavé si mé
prohlizi, nevypaddm moc jako zazobanec ze
soukromy Skoly, zv1ast’ kdyZ zrovna nejsem
v uniform¢. Mam ptili§ kratké vlasy, protoze
si na konci kazdého Skolniho roku holim
hlavu. A nosim levné tenisky. A nevypadam
dostatecné znudené, neustale t€kam ocima.

,»10 jsem ja,* zkouSim to jesté jednou, uz
trochu nakvasené. ,,Chcete vidét moji
obc¢anku?*

Ridi¢ vzdychne a odlozi ceduli. ,,Hele,
jestli stoji$ o to, nechat se vysadit uprostied
poli, ja ti to vymlouvat nebudu.*

Sednu si na zadni sedacku a batoh Soupnu
vedle sebe. Taxikai mezitim nastartuje motor
a zapne radio. Zaviu o¢i, protoze vzadu se mi
dela Spatné, 1 kdyz mam dobrej den, a to neni
piipad dneska. Jsem na nervy a kromé
cokolddovy tyCinky a Syrovo-
cibulovych Cipst jsem nic nejedl.

sacku

Uz jsme skoro tam.

Podzimni cesta zpét do Watfordu. Tohle je
naposledy, co ji absolvuju. Teda vracet se
sem budu pofad, ale uZ to nebude jako navrat
domd.

V radiu zrovna hraji ,,I Still Stand* a fidi¢
si prozpévuje.

I Still Stand - Porad stojim, patii mezi
nebezpecna kouzla. Kluci ve skole tvrdi, ze
se da pouzit k tomu, abys byl, jak to fict,



emphasize the wrong syllable, you’ll end up
starting a fire you can’t put out. An actual fire.
I’d never try it, even if I had call for it; I've
never been good with double entendres.

The car hits a pothole, and I lurch forward,
catching myself on the seat in front of me.

“Belt up,” the driver snaps.

I do, taking a look around. We’re already out
of the city and into the countryside. I swallow
and stretch my shoulders back.

The taxi driver goes back to singing, louder
now— “never knowing who to turn to” —Ilike
he’s really getting into the song. I think about
telling him to belt up.

We hit another pothole, and my head nearly
bangs against the ceiling. We’re on a dirt road.
This isn’t the usual way to Watford.

I glance up at the driver, in the mirror. There’s
something wrong—his skin is a deep green,
and his lips are red as fresh meat.

Then I look at him, as he is, sitting in front of
me. He’s just a cabbie. Gnarled teeth, smashed
nose. Singing Elton John.

Then back at the mirror: Green skin. Red
lips. Handsome as a pop star. Goblin.

I don’t wait to see what he’s up to. I hold my
hand over my hip and start murmuring the
incantation for the Sword of Mages. It’s an
invisible weapon—more than invisible, really;
it’s not even there until you say the magic
words.

The goblin hears me casting, and our eyes
meet in the mirror. He grins and reaches into
his jacket. If Baz were here, I’'m sure he’d
make a list of all the spells I could use in this
moment. There’s probably something in
French that would do nicely. But as soon as my
sword appears in my hand, I grit my teeth and

slash it across the front seat, taking off the
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jakoze pevnéjsi. Ale kdyz polozi§ diraz na
Spatny slovo, celej zkameniS. Navzdycky,
jako solnej sloup. Ja bych to teda nezkusil,
ani kdybych to potieboval,
nepatii mezi moje silné stranky.

dvojsmysly

Auto projelo vymolem, coz se mnou
Skublo, az jsem se musel chytit sedacky pred
sebou.

»Zapnout pas,” vystékne tidic.

To taky udélam a rozhlidnu se kolem sebe.
Uz jsme se dostali za mésto. Polknu a oSiju
se.

Taxikaf se zase vratil ke zpévu, tentokrat se
do toho vic opfel, jako by se do ty pisnicky
vazn¢ dostaval. Ja se teda zapnul, ale on by
to kvili mné asi nevypnul.

Malem jsem se prastil do hlavy, kdyz jsme
vlitli do dalsi diry. Dostali jsme se na polni
cestu. Tudy se ale do Watfordu vétSinou
nejezdi.

Mrknu na fidicv odraz v zrcatku. Néco se
mi na ném nezda, ma tmaveé zelenou kizi a
jeho rty svoji barvou piipominaji Cerstvé
maso.

Pak se na né¢j podivam piimo a vidim jen
obycejného taxikaie. Kiivy zuby, pierazenej
nos. A zpiva si Eltona Johna.

Pak se podivam zpét do zrcatka a vidim
zelenou kuazi, Cervené rty. Krasavec jak z
Casaku. Skret.

Nechce se mi cekat, scCim se vytasi.
Prilozim ruku kpasu a zatnu mumlat
zaklinadlo pfivolavajici me¢ Magh. Je to
neviditelna zbran, a vic neZ to, zhmotni se
totiz, az kdyz vyslovi$ zaklinadlo.

Skiet slySi mé vyvolavani, naSe oci se
setkaji v zrcatku, on se zasklebi a sdhne do
kabatu. Byt tu Baz, urcité by ho napadlo tisic
kouzel, kterd jsem mohl seslat. Mozna by se
hodilo néco ve francouzstiné. Nicméné hned
jak se mi me¢ zhmotni v ruce, zatnu zuby a
seknu s nim pfes piedni sedadlo. Skietova
hlava leti pry¢ i s opérkou. Voila.



goblin’s turning head—and the headrest, too.
Voila.

He keeps driving for a second; then the
steering wheel goes wild. Thank magic there’s
no barrier between us—I unbuckle my seat belt
and dive over the seat (and the place where the
goblin’s head used to be) to grab the wheel. His
foot must still be on the gas: We’re already off
the road and accelerating.

I try to steer us back, but I don’t actually
know how to drive. I jerk the wheel to the left,
and the side of the taxi slams into a wooden
fence. The airbag goes off in my face, and I go
flying backwards, the car still smashing into
something, probably more fence. I never
thought I’d die like this....

The taxi comes to a stop before I come up
with a way to save myself.

I’m half on the floor, and I’ve hit my head on
the window, then the seat. When I eventually
tell Penny about all this, I’m skipping the part
where I took off my safety belt.

I stretch my arm up over my head and pull
the door handle. The door opens, and I fall out
of the taxi onto my back in the grass. It looks
like we’ve gone though the fence and spun out
into a field. The engine is still running. I climb
to my feet, groaning, then reach into the
driver’s window and turn it off.

It’s a spectacle in there. Blood all over the
airbag. And the body. And me.

I go through the goblin’s jacket, but don’t
find anything besides a packet of gum and a
carpet knife. This doesn’t feel like the
Humdrum’s work—there’s no itchy sign of
him in the air. I take a deep breath to make
sure.

Probably just another revenge run, then. The
goblins have been after me ever since I helped
the Coven drive them out of Essex. (They were
gobbling up drunk people in club bathrooms,
and the Mage was worried about losing
regional slang.) I think the goblin who
successfully offs me gets to be king.

Jesté¢ chvilku pokracuje v fizeni, nez se
volant zbldzni. Zaplatkouzla mezi ndma neni
prepazka, odpoutdm se a prehoupnu se pies
sedacku a misto, kde byvala skfeti hlava,
abych ¢apnul volant. Nohou asi jesté porad
stoji na pedalu, protoze se fitime mimo cestu.

Pokousim se zatocit zpatky na cestu, jenomze
neumim fidit. Kdyz trhnu volantem doleva,
taxik naboura do dievéného plotu, do obliceje
mi vystfeli airbag a odmrsti mé dozadu. Auto
mezitim demoluje zbytek plotu.
Nepredstavoval jsem si, Ze umiu zrovna
takhle...

Diiv nez dostanu spasnej napad, taxik
zastavi.

Prastil jsem se do hlavy o okynko a sedacku
a ted’ se naptl valim na podlaze. Az to
vSechno budu vypravét Penny, nezminim se
o tom, Ze jsem si rozepnul pas.

Natahnu ruku a vezmu za madlo. Dvete se
oteviou a ja se po zadech vykutalim do travy.
Asi jsme projeli plotem a zapichli se do pole.
Motor potad bézi, tak se s hekanim vyskrabu
na nohy a sdhnu do okynka fidic¢e, abych ho
vypnul.

Tady to teda vypada. VSude sama krev, na
airbagu, na mrtvole, 1 na me.

Sacuju skietiiv kabat, ale krom Zvykaéek a
ulamovacitho  noze  nenachdzim  nic.
Nemyslim, Ze by v tom mél prsty Umor,
necitim ve vzduchu to typicky brnéni. Pro

kontrolu se jesté zhluboka nadechnu.

Tak to byl asi jen dalsi pokus o mstu. Skieti
po mné¢ jdou uz od té doby, co jsem je
carod&jnickému snému pomohl vyhnat z
Essexu. (Pozirali v klubech na zachodcich
opilé lidi a Mag se obaval ztraty mistniho
natrec¢i.) Predpokladam, ze skiet, co se mu
podafi me zabit, se stane kralem.



This one won’t be getting a crown. My
blade’s stuck in the seat next to him, so I yank
it out and let it disappear back into my hip.
Then I remember my bag and grab that, too,
wiping blood on my grey trackie bottoms
before I open the bag to fish out my wand. I
can’t just leave this mess here, and I don’t
think it’s worth saving anything for evidence.

I hold my wand over the taxi and feel my
magic scramble up to my skin. “Work with me
here,” | whisper. “Out, out, damned spot!”

I’ve seen Penelope use that spell to get rid of
unspeakable things. But all it does for me is
clean some blood off my trousers. I guess
that’s something.

The magic is building up in my arm—so
thick, my fingers are shaking. “Come on,” |
say, pointing. “Take it away!”

Sparks fly out of my wand and fingertips.

“Fuck me, come on...” | shake out my wrist
and point again. I notice the goblin’s head
lying in the grass near my feet, back to its true
green again. Goblins are handsome devils.
(But most devils are fairly fit.) “I suppose you
ate the cabbie,” I say, kicking the head back
towards the car. My arm feels like it’s burning.

“Into thin air!” 1 shout.

I feel a hot rush from the ground to my
fingertips, and the taxi disappears. And the
head disappears. And the fence disappears.
And the road ...

An hour later, sweaty and still covered in dried
goblin blood and that dust that comes out of
airbags, I finally see the school buildings up
ahead of me. (It was only a patch of that dirt
road that disappeared, and it wasn’t much of a
road to start with. I just had to make my way
back to the main road, then follow it here.)

All the Normals think Watford is an
ultraexclusive boarding school. Which I guess
it is. The grounds are coated in glamours. Ebb
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Tenhle si korunu nenasadi. Me¢ se mi
zasekl v sedadle spolujezdce, tak ho
vySkubnu a necham zmizet u svého boku.
Pak si vzpomenu na batoh, taky ho seberu, a
nez z n¢j zacnu dolovat hilku, otfu si krev ze
Sedych teplakti. Nemizu tu ten bordel jen tak
nechat a nemyslim, ze ma cenu schovat néco
jako dikaz.

Drzim htlku nad taxikem a citim, jak se mi
magie dere na povrch téla. ,Nenech m¢ v
tom,* Septam. ,, Pust’, prokleta skvrno, pust’,
povidam!“

Vidél jsem Penelope, jak se timhle kouzlem
zbavovala strasnejch véci. Ale mné to jen
trochu ocCisti kalhoty od krve. Lepsi nez nic.

Magie se mi zac¢ina shromazd’ovat v pazi, je
tak husta, ze se mi tfesou prsty. ,,No tak,*
feknu a zamitim. ,,Zacnem s Cistym Stitem!*

Z hiilky a kone€kt prsti mi vyleti jiskry.

1y vole, no tak...” Vytiepu si zapésti a
znovu zamifim. Pfitom si v§imnu, Ze skfeti
hlava lezici v travé u mych nohou ma zpét
svoji zelenou barvu. Skieti jsou krasny
stviary. Byt vétSina stvir vypada docela
piijatelné. ,,Tipuju, zes toho taxikatre snéd,”
pronesu a odkopnu hlavu zpatky k autu. Paze
mi uz upln¢ hofi.

Zakti¢im: ,,Sejde 7 oci, sejde z mysli!”

Ze zem¢ mi do konecki prstii vyrazi horko.
Taxik zmizi a s nim 1 hlava a plot a cesta...

Zpocenej a pokrytej zaschlou skieti krvi a tim
prachem, co leze z airbagli, pfed sebou po
hoding vidim budovy skoly.
(Predtim zmizel vlastné jen ten kousek polni
cesty, kterd popravde ani moc cestou nebyla.
TakzZe stacilo, abych se vratil zpét na hlavni a
pokracoval smérem ke skole.)

Vsichni Bé&Zni si mysli, ze Watford je
extravybérovad soukroma Skola. CoZ bych

koneéné

taky fekl. Skolni pozemky jsou okouzlujici.



told me once that we keep casting new spells
on the school as we develop them. So there’s
layer upon layer of protection. If you’re a
Normal, all the magic burns your eyes.

I walk up to the tall iron gate—THE
WATFORD SCHOOQOL is spelled out on the
top—and rest my hand on the bars to let them
feel my magic.

That used to be all it took. The gates would
swing open for anyone who was a magician.
There’s even an inscription about it on the
crossbar—MAGIC SEPARATES US FROM
THE WORLD; LET NOTHING SEPARATE
US FROM EACH OTHER.

“It’s a nice thought,” the Mage said when he
appealed to the Coven for stiffer defences, “but
let’s not take security orders from a six-
hundred-year-old gate. I don’t expect people
who come to my house to obey whatever’s
cross-stitched on the throw pillows.”

I was at that Coven meeting, with Penelope
and Agatha. (The Mage had wanted us there to
show what was at stake. “The children! The
future of our world!”) I didn’t listen to the
whole debate. My mind wandered off, thinking
about where the Mage really lived and whether
I’d ever be invited there. It was hard to picture
him with a house, let alone throw pillows. He
has rooms at Watford, but he’s gone for weeks
at a time. When I was younger, I thought the
Mage lived in the woods when he was away,
eating nuts and berries and sleeping in badger
dens.

Security at the Watford gate and along the
outer wall has got stiffer every year.

One of the Mage’s Men—Penelope’s
brother, Premal—is stationed just inside today.
He’s probably pissed off about the assignment.
The rest of the Mage’s team’ll be up in his
office, planning the next offensive, and
Premal’s down here, checking in first years. He
steps in front of me.

11

Od Ebb jsem se dozvédel, ze na Skolu
sesilime nova kouzla, tim jak se je ucime.
Takze je pokrytd mnoha ochrannymi
vrstvami. Pokud patfite mezi Bézné, budou
vas z té magie palit o¢i.

Kdyz dojdu k vysoké kovové brang, na
které je napsano WATFORDSKA SKOLA,
opiu svou ruku o miize, aby se projevila moje
magie.

Driv to stacilo, dvefe se oteviely pro
kazdé¢ho kouzelnika. PiSe se o tom 1 na
bfevné: MAGIE NAS DELI OD SVETA;
NECHT NAS NIC NEDELI OD SEBE
NAVZAJEM.

»Myslenka je to hezka,” nechal se slySet
Mag, kdyZ se u snému dozadoval zptisnéné
ochrany, ,ale neméli bychom se fidit
bezpecnostnimi pokyny na Sest set let staré
brang. Ja taky neocekavam, ze se lid¢, ktefi
piijJdou ke mné¢ domu, budou fidit hesly z
vysivek na polstarcich.*

Na tomhle zasedani jsme s Penelope a
Agatou byli. (Mag nas tam chtél mit jako
ukazku toho, co je v ,,Déti!
Budoucnost naseho svéta!” Nevénoval jsem

sazce.

té debat¢ moc pozornosti. Zabyval jsem se
uvahami, kde Mag vlastné bydli a jestli mé
ne¢kdy k sobé pozve. Tézko si ho predstavit s
domem, natoz pak s polstarky. Ve Waftordu
ma vlastni bydleni, ale ¢as od ¢asu zmizi na
celé tydny. Jako mladsi jsem si myslel, Ze
kdyz je Mag pry¢, bydli v lesich, kde se zivi
ofechy a lesnimi plody a spi v jezev¢i nofe.

Zabezpeceni vstupni brany a vnéjsi zdi se
rok od roku zpfisiiuje.

Jeden z Magovych muzli, Penelopin bratr
Premal, je dnes zrovna na hlidce. Zda se, Ze
ho ten ukol sere. Zbytek Magova tymu bude
asi v jeho kancelati planovat dalsi ofenzivu a
Premal tu pfijimé prvaky. Zastoupi mi cestu.



“All right, Prem?”

“Looks like I should be asking you that
question....” I look down at my bloody T-shirt.
“Goblin,” I say.

Premal nods and points his wand at me,
murmuring a cleaning spell. He’s just as
powerful as Penny. He can practically cast
spells under his breath.

I hate it when people cast cleaning spells on
me; it makes me feel like a child. “Thanks,” I
say anyway, and start to walk past him.

Premal stops me with his arm. “Just a minute
there,” he says, raising his wand up to my
forehead. “Special measures today. The Mage
says the Humdrum’s walking around with your
face.”

I flinch, but try not to pull away from his
wand. “I thought that was supposed to be a
secret.” “Right,” he said. “A secret that people
like me need to know if we’re going to protect
you.”

“If I were the Humdrum,” 1 say, “I could’ve
already eaten you by now.”

“Maybe that’s what the Mage has in mind,”
Premal says. “At least then we’d know for sure
it was him.” He drops his wand. “You’re clear.
Go ahead.”

“Is Penelope here?”

He shrugs. “I’m not my sister’s keeper.”

For a second, I think he’s saying it with
emphasis, with magic, casting a spell—but he
turns away from me and leans against the gate.

There’s no one out on the Great Lawn. I must
be one of the first students back. I start to run,
just because I can, upsetting a huddle of
swallows hidden in the grass. They blow up
around me, twittering, and I keep running.
Over the Lawn, over the drawbridge, past
another wall, through the second and third set
of gates.

Watford has been here since the 1500s. It’s
set up like a walled city—fields and woods
outside the walls, buildings and courtyards
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,»Vsechno v pohod¢€, Preme?*

»Na to bych se spi§ mél ptat ja tebe...“
Podivdm se na své zkrvavené tricko a
utrousim: ,,Skfet.*

Premal kyvne, namiii na mé svou htlku a
zamumla Cistici kouzlo. Je stejn¢ mocny jako
Penny, dokéze sesilat kouzla téméf neslysné.

Nesndsim, kdyZ na mé nékdo seSle Cistici
kouzlo, pfipadam si jak décko. Pfesto mu
podékuju a mam se k odchodu.

Premal m¢ ale zadrzi. A se slovy ,Jesté
chvilku.” zvedne hiilku k mému celu. ,,Dnes
méame zvlastni pokyny, Mag tvrdi, ze Umor
si chodi po svété s tvym oblicejem.*

Cuknu sebou, ale snazim se od hulky
neodtahnout. ,,M¢l jsem za to, Ze to bylo
tajemstvi.” ,,Pfesné,* odpovi. ,,Tajemstvi, co
lidi jako j& pottebuji znat, jestli t€ mame
chranit.*

,Kdybych byl Umor,* opacim, ,,mohls uz
ted’ bejt snédenej.

»lteba to takhle Mag myslel,” napadne
Premala. ,,Minimaln¢ bychom pak védéli, ze
to je fakt on.* Sklopi halku. ,,Jsi Cisty. Muzes
jit.“

,Je tu Penelope?*

Pokr¢i rameny. ,,Nejsem chliva své sestry.”

Na moment se mi zda, Ze to fika durazné€,
magicky, jako by sesilal kouzlo, ale pak se
ode m¢ odvrati a opie se o branu.

Na hlavnim travniku nikdo neni, nejspi$
jsem tu mezi prvnimi. Rozeb¢hnu se, prosté
protoze mizu, ¢imZz vyplasim hejno
vlastovek ukrytych v travé. Se Svitofenim se
kolem mé rozlétnou a ja bézim dal. Pres
travnik, pfes padaci most, kolem dalsi zdi,

skrz druhou a tfeti branu.

Watford tu stoji od pocatku Sestnactého
stoleti, vznikl jako opevnéné mésto. Budovy
s nadvofimi lezi uvnitf a pole a lesy za



inside. At night, the drawbridge comes up, and
nothing gets past the moat and the inner gates.

I don’t stop running till I’m up at the top of
Mummers House, falling against my door. I
pull out the Sword of Mages and use it to nick
the pad of my thumb, pressing it into the stone.
There’s a spell for this, to reintroduce myself
to the room after so many months away—but
blood is quicker and surer, and Baz isn’t
around to smell it. I stick my thumb in my
mouth and push the door open, grinning.

My room. It’ll be our room again in a few
days, but for now it’s mine. I walk over to the
windows and crank one open. The fresh air
smells even sweeter now that I’'m inside. I open
the other window, still sucking on my thumb,
and watch the dust motes swirl in the breeze
and the sunlight, then fall back on my bed.

The mattress is old—stuffed with feathers
and preserved with spells—and I sink in.
Merlin. Merlin and Morgan and Methuselah,
it’s good to be back. It’s always so good to be
back.

The first time I came back to Watford, my
second year, I climbed right into my bed and
cried like a baby. I was still crying when Baz
came in. “Why are you already weeping?” he
snarled. “You 're ruining my plans to push you
to tears.”

I close my eyes now and take in as much air
as I can: Feathers. Dust. Lavender.

Water, from the moat.

Plus that slightly acrid smell that Baz says is
the merwolves. (Don’t get Baz started on the
merwolves; sometimes he leans out our
window and spits into the moat, just to spite
them.)

If he were here already, I’d hardly smell
anything over his posh soap.... I take a deep
breath now, trying to catch a hint of cedar.

There’s a rattle at the door, and I jump to my
feet, holding my hand over my hip and calling
again for the Sword of Mages. That’s three
times already today; maybe I should just leave
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hradbami. Na noc se padaci most vytahuje a
ptes ptikop a vnitfni branu se nic nedostane.
Nezastavim se, dokud se nezarazim o dvefe
do pokoje vpodkrovi Pierotské koleje.
Vytasim me¢ Magt a nafiznu si s nim btisko
palce, ktery pfitisknu ke kameni. Na to,
abych se po prazdninach znovu dostal do
pokoje, existuje i kouzlo, ale krev je rychlejsi
a ucinnéjsi. Navic Baze drazdit nebude, kdyz
tu neni. Cucam si palec a Stastné otevirdm.

Muj pokoj. Za par dni bude zase nas, ale ted’
je jen muj. Prejdu k oknu a jednu pulku
oteviu. Zavan Cerstvého vzduchu mi ted’
vevnitt prijde jesté prijemnéjsi. Pak oteviu 1
druhou ¢ast a s palcem potad v puse pozoruju
proti svétlu ¢asteCky prachu, jak poletuji v
pruvanu a pak sebou mrsknu na postel.

Matrace je stard, vycpana pefim a
zakonzervovana kouzly. U Merlina. U
Merlina a Morgany a Metuzaléma, je bezva

byt zpét. Vzdycky je to bezva.

Pfi svém prvnim ndvratu do Warfordu, jako
sekundan, jsem se rovnou uvelebil na postel
a breCel jako mimino. Brecel jsem, i kdyz
piisel Baz. ,, Proc¢ uz bulis?* zavrcel. ,, Tésil
jsem se, Ze té rozbrecim, a tys mi to zkazil. *

Zaviu o€i a zhluboka se nadechnu. Pefi.
Prach. Levandule.

Voda z prikopu.

A k tomu ten lehce nakysly pach, podle
Baze jsou to rybodlaci. (Ty pfed nim radSi ani
nevytahujte, n€kdy se vykloni z okna a plivne
do ptikopu, jen aby je nastval.)

Kdyby tu uz byl, necejtil bych nic nez jeho
snobsky mejdlo... Znovu se zhluboka
nadechnu a patram po cedrové viini.

Nékdo t'uké na dvete, rychle vysko¢im a s
rukou na boku si znovu pfivoldvam mec
Magii. Dnes uz potieti, mél bych to omezit.
Tohle zaklinadlo je jediné kouzlo, které se mi



it out. The incantation is the only spell I always
get right, perhaps because it’s not like other
spells. It’s more of a pledge: “In justice. In
courage. In defence of the weak. In the face of
the mighty. Through magic and wisdom and
good.”

It doesn’t have to appear.

The Sword of Mages is mine, but it belongs
to no one. It doesn’t come unless it trusts you.

The hilt materializes in my grip, and I swing
the sword up to my shoulder just as Penelope
pushes the door open.

I let the sword drop. “You shouldn’t be able
to do that,” I say.

She shrugs and falls onto Baz’s bed.

I can feel myself smiling. “You shouldn’t
even be able to get past the front door.”

Penelope shrugs again and pushes Baz’s
pillow up under her head.

“If Baz finds out you touched his bed,” I say.
“He’s going to kill you.”

“Let him try.”

I twist my wrist just so, and the sword
disappears.

“You look a fright,” she says.

“Ran into a goblin on the way in.”

“Can’t they just vote on their next king?” Her
voice is light, but I can tell she’s sizing me up.
The last time she saw me, I was a bundle of
spells and rags. The last time I saw Penny,
everything was falling apart....

We’d just escaped the Humdrum, fled back
to Watford, and burst into the White Chapel in
the middle of the end-of-year ceremony—poor
Elspeth was accepting an award for eight years
of perfect attendance. I was still bleeding (from
my pores, no one knew why). Penny was
crying. Her family was there—because
everybody’s families were there—and her
mum started screaming at the Mage. “Look at
them—this is your fault!” And then Premal got
between them and started screaming back.
People thought the Humdrum must be right
behind Penny and me, and were running from
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vzdy povede, mozna proto, ze neni jako
ostatni. Pfipomind spi§ né&jakou piisahu:
»Spravedlive. Odvazné. K obrané slabsich.
Hrde celit mocnym. S magii, moudrosti a

«

dobrem. *

Ale objevit se nemusi.

Me¢ je sice muj, ale vlastné nepatii
nikomu. Nepiivolas ho, pokud ti nevéfi.

Jilec se mi zhmotni v ruce a uZz jsem
napfazeny k rané, kdyZ tu Penelope otevie
dvete.

Nechdm me¢€ klesnout. ,,Tohle by ti nemélo
prochazet, feknu.

Pokr¢i rameny a svali se na Bazovu postel.

Nedokazu se ubranit usmévu. ,,Nemélo by
tijit se dostat ani za vchodové dvete.*

Penelope zase pokr¢i rameny a stréi si pod
hlavu Bazav polstar.

westli Baz zjisti, Ze ses dotkla jeho
postele, pokracuju, ,.tak té zabije.”

,Jen at’ si to zkusi.“

Trosku pohnu zapéstim a me¢ zmizi.

,»Vypadas hrozné,* utrousi Penny.

,Cestou jsem narazil na skfeta.*

»10 si nemizou novyho krale prosté
zvolit?* Zni nenucené, ale ocividn€ si mé
preméiuje. Kdyz mé vidéla naposledy, byl
jsem hromadka hadr a kouzel. Kdyz jsem
naposledy vidél ja Penny, svét se hroutil...

To jsme zrovna unikli Umoru, prchli
zpatky do Watfordu a vtitili se do Bilé kaple,
kde v probihal  vyfazovaci
ceremonial, chudak Elspeth pravé piebiral

tu chvili
ocenéni za osm let svédomité dochazky. Ja
jesté krvacel, kupodivu z périi. A Penny
brecela. Byla tam celd jeji rodina, stejné jako
rodiny vSech ostatnich, a jeji mamka se
rozkficela na Maga. ,, Jen se na né podivej,
tohle je tvoje vina!” Pak se mezi né dostal
Lidi si
museli myslet, Ze je ndm Umor v patach,

Premal a zacal se Maga zastavat.

zacali se hrnout z kaple ven s hilkama v



the Chapel with their wands out. It was my
typical end-of-year chaos times a hundred, and
it felt worse than just chaotic. It felt like the
end.

Then Penelope’s mum spelled their whole
family away, even Premal. (Probably just to
their car, but it was still really dramatic.)

I haven’t talked to Penny since.

Part of me wants to grab her right now and
pat her down head to toe, just to make sure
she’s whole—but Penny hates scenes as much
as her mum loves them. “Don’t say hello,
she’s told me.

’

Simon,’ “Because then we’ll
have to say good-bye, and I can’t stand good-
byes.”

My uniform is laid out at the end of my bed,
and I start putting it away, piece by piece. New
grey trousers. New green-and-purple striped
tie ...

Penelope sighs loudly behind me. 1 walk
back to my bed and flop down, facing her,
trying not to smile from ear to ear.

Her face is twisted into a pout.

“What can possibly have got under your skin
already?” I ask.

“Trixie,” she huffs. Trixie’s her roommate.
Penny says she’d trade Trixie for a dozen evil,
plotting vampires. In a heartbeat.

“What’s she done?”

“Come back.”

“You were expecting otherwise?”’

Penny adjusts Baz’s pillow. “Every year, she
comes back more manic than she was the year
before. First she turned her hair into a
dandelion puff, then she cried when the wind
blew it away.”

I giggle. “In Trixie’s defence,” I say, “she is
half pixie. And most pixies are a little manic.”

“Oh, and doesn’t she know it. I swear she
uses it as an excuse. I can’t survive another
year with her. I can’t be trusted not to spell her

head into a dandelion and blow.”
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Bylo
pfedprazdninovy chaos, akorat stokrat horsi.
Chaos je slabé slovo. Spi§ néco jako
absolutni konec.

Pak Penelopina mamka odkouzlila celou
jejich rodinu pry¢. I Premala. (Nejspis teda
jen do auta, ale stejné to ptisobilo teatralng.)

Od té doby jsem s Penny nemluvil.

Na jednu stranu bych ji ted nejradsi
popadnul a ujistil se, ze je cela. Ale Penny

rukou. to jako muaj klasicky

nesnasi scény stejné tak, jako se v nich jeji
mamka vyZziva. ,, Simone, nezdrav mé, kdyz se
potkame, “ fekla mi jednou. ,, Potom bychom
se totiz museli i loucit a ja nesndsim louceni.”
Na kraji postele mdm polozenou uniformu,
tak ji zacnu postupné ukladat. Nové Sedé
kalhoty. Nova Sedofialova kravata...

Sly§im, jak za mymi zady Penelope hlasité
vzdychla. Kecnu zpatky na postel a s
potlaCovanym usmévem se na ni divam.

Tvari se naCufené.

,Co t& stihlo tak rychle namichnout?*
zeptam se.

»Viola,* zavr¢i. Penny tvrdi, ze by bez
mrknuti oka vyménila Violu za tucet
zaketnych intrikanskych upir.

,,Co provedla?“

., Vratila se.”

,,Cekalas snad néco jiného?*

Penny si naklepe Bazlv polstar. ,Kazdy
rok se vraci jeSté¢ SahlejSi nez predtim.
Nejdfiv si proménila vlasy v odkvetlou
pampeliSku, a pak brecela, kdyz ji to odfoukl
vitr.*

Uchechtnu se. ,,Ber v ivahu, Ze Viola je
polovicni vila, a vétSina vil je trochu §4hla.*

,J0, to ona podle mé vi. Vsadim se, Ze se
tim omlouva. Dalsi rok s ni uZ nevydrzim.
Nedivte se, jestli ji proménim v pampelisku
celou hlavu a fouknu.”



I swallow another laugh and try hard not to
beam at her. Great snakes, it’s good to see her.
“It’s your last year,” I say. “You’ll make it.”

Penny’s eyes get serious. “It’s our last year,”
she says. “Guess what you’ll be doing next
summer....”

“What?”

“Hanging out with me.”

I let my grin free. “Hunting the Humdrum?”

“Fuck the Humdrum,” she says.

We both laugh, and I kind of grimace,
because the Humdrum looks just like me—an
11-year-old version of me. (If Penny hadn’t
seen him, too, I’d think I’d hallucinated the
whole thing.)

I shudder.

Penny sees it. “You’re too thin,” she says.

“It’s the tracksuit.”

“Change, then.” She already has. She’s
wearing her grey pleated uniform skirt and a
red jumper. “Go on,” she says, “it’s almost
teatime.”

I smile again and jump up off the bed,
grabbing a pair of jeans and a purple sweatshirt
that says
WATFORD LACROSSE. (Agatha plays.)

Penny grabs my arm when I walk past Baz’s
bed on the way to the bathroom. “It’s good to
see you,” she whispers.

I smile. Again. Penny makes my cheeks hurt.
“Don’t make a scene,” I whisper back.
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SIMON

I spend an hour or so with Agatha, but we don’t

say much. I don’t tell her about the Mage.
(What if Agatha agreed with the Mage?

What if she wanted me to go, too? I’d want her

to go, if she were in danger at Watford. Hell,

she is in danger here. Because of me.)
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Potla¢im smich a snazim se na ni nekfenit.
U vsech hadd, je fajn ji vidét. ,.Ceka t&
posledni rok, utésuju ji, ,,to prezijes.*

,,Nas ¢eka
posledni rok,” uptesni. ,,Hadej, co budes
délat pristi 1éto...«

,,Co?

,,Poflakovat se se mnou.*

Neubranim se usmévu. ,,.Lovit Umor?”

»Ale prdlajs Umor.”

Penny nasadi vazny vyraz.

Oba nas to rozesm¢je a ja se zaksichtim,
protoze Umor vypada piesné jako ja, jako mé
jedenactileté ja. (Nebyt toho, Ze ho Penny
vidéla taky, myslel bych, ze jsem mél
vidiny.)

Oklepu se.

Penny si toho vSimne. ,Jsi kost a ktze,*
povida.

,» 10 déla ta teplakovka.

»lak se prevlikni.“ Ona uz to udélala, ma
na sob¢ Sedou Skolni skladanou sukni a
cerveny svetr. ,,Dé¢€lej, uz bude svacina.*

Zase se usméju, vyskoCim z postele, ¢apnu
dziny a fialovou mikinu s napisem LAKROS
WATFORD. (Agéta je v tymu.)

Penny mé chytne za ruku, kdyZ prochazim
kolem Bazovy postele do koupelny. ,,Je fajn
té zase videét, zaSepta.

Znova se usméju. Z Penny mé rozboli
tvafe. ,,Hlavné nehysterci, odpovim taky
Septem.
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SIMON

Stravil jsem s Agéatou asi hodinu, ale moc

jsme si nepovidali. O Mégovi jsem ji netikal.
(Co kdyby snim Agata souhlasila? Co

kdyby taky chtéla, abych odesel? Ja bych

chtél, aby odesla, kdyby ji tady hrozilo

nebezpeci. Dopréic, vzdyt ji pfece hrozi,

kvtli mné.)



When I get back to my room, Penny’s there
already, sprawled out with a book on Baz’s
bed.

“So you and Agatha talked?” she asks.

“We talked.”

“Did she explain? About Baz?”

“I told her not to.”

Penny sets down her book. “You don’t want
to know why your girlfriend was snogging
your sworn enemy?”

“l don’t know about ‘sworn,”” I say. “I’ve
never taken an oath.”

“I’m pretty sure Baz has.”

“Anyway, they weren’t snogging.”

Penny shakes her head. “If I caught Micah

holding hands with Baz, I'd want an
explanation.”

“So would 1.”

“Simon.”

“Penny. Of course you’d want an

explanation. That’s you. You like to demand
explanations and then tell everyone why their
explanations are crap.”

“I do not.”

“You do. But I—look, I just don’t care. It’s
behind us. Agatha and I are fine.”

“I wonder if it’s behind Baz.”
“Fuck Baz, he’ll do whatever he can to get
to me.”

And he’ll start just as soon as he shows up.
Which could be anytime ...

Almost everyone else is here already.
Nobody wants to miss the welcome-back
picnic on the Great Lawn tonight. It’s always a
big to-do. Games. Fireworks. Spectacle magic.

Maybe Baz will miss the picnic; he’s never
missed it before, but it’s a nice thought.

Penny and I meet Agatha out on the Lawn.

[ don’t see Baz, but there are so many people,
it’d be easy for him to avoid me if he wanted.
(Baz normally makes sure that I see him.)
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Kdyz jsem se vratil do pokoje, Penny uz tu
byla, natazena s knizkou na Bazové posteli.

»lak jste si s Agatou promluvili?* pta se.

,»J0, promluvili.*

,Vysvétlila ti to? S Bazem?*

,Rekl jsem, Ze to nechci slyset.”

Penny odlozi knizku. ,,Nechces$ védét, pro¢
se tvoje holka cucala stvym zaptisahlym
nepfitelem?*

L»Nevim, ze by byl zaptisahly,* povidam,
»prisahu jsme neskladali.*

,» 1y mozna ne, on urcite.*

,Kazdopadné¢ se necucali.*

Penny wvrti hlavou. ,,Kdybych nacapala
Micaha, jak se s Bazem drzi za ruce, chtéla
bych vysvétleni.

,»NO to ja taky.*

Simone.

,wPenny. Jasné€, ze ty bys chtéla vysvétleni.
To se$ cela ty. Rada pozadujes vysvétleni a
pak kazdymu ftikas, proC jejich vysvétleni
stoji za prd.

,,Jo nedélam.*

»Deélas. Ale hele mné to nezajima. Je to za
nama. S Agatou jsme v pohodé¢.*

,Jen jestli to ma za sebou i Baz.*

»KaSlu na Baze, udé¢la cokoli, aby mé
dozral.*

A zacne hned, jak se objevi, coz muze byt
kdykoli...

Skoro vsichni uz tu jsou. Nikdo nechce
zmesSkat dnes$ni uvitaci piknik na hlavnim
travniku. Vzdycky je to velkd véc. Hry,
ohnostroje, zdbavna kouzla.

Mozna ze Baz piknik nestihne. Zatim ho
vzdycky stihnul, ale je to pékny pomysleni.

S Penny jsme potkali Agatu na travniku.

Baze nevidim, ale je tu tolik lidi, Ze by se
mi snadno vyhnul, kdyby chtél. (Baz si
obycejn¢ dava zdleZet na tom, abych si ho
vSimnul.)



The littluns are already playing games and
eating cake, some of them wearing their
Watford uniforms for the first time. Hats
sliding off, ties crooked. There are races and
singing. I get a bit choked up during the school
song; there’s this line about “those golden
yvears at Watford / those glowing, magickal
years”—and it makes me think again about
how this is it. Every day I have this year will
be the last day like it.

Last back-to-school picnic.

Last first day back.

I'make a pig of myself, but Penny and Agatha
don’t mind, and the egg and cress sandwiches
are to die for. Plus roast chicken. Pork pie.
Spice cakes with sour lemon frosting. And jugs
of cold milk and raspberry cordial.

I keep bracing for Baz to show up and ruin
everything. I keep looking over my shoulder.
(Maybe this is part of his plan—to ruin my
night by making me wonder how he’s going to
ruin it.) I think Agatha is worried about seeing
him, too.

One thing I’'m not worried about is the
Humdrum attacking. He sent flying monkeys
to attack the picnic at the start of our fourth
year, and the Humdrum never tries the same
thing twice. (I guess he could send something
other than flying monkeys....)

After the sun sets, the littluns all head back
to their rooms, and the seventh and eighth
years stay out on the Lawn. The three of us find
a spot, and Penny spells her jacket into a green
blanket for us to lie on. Which Agatha says is
a waste of magic when there are perfectly good
blankets just inside. “Your jacket is going to
get grass stains,” she says.

“It’s already green,” Penelope dismisses her.

It’s a warm night, and Penelope and Agatha are

both good at astronomy. We lie on our backs,
and they point out the stars. “I should get my
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Mriata uz si hrajou a jedi dort, néktefi
z nich maji na sob¢ Skolni uniformu Uplné
poprvé. Klobouky jim padaji, kravaty
naktivo. Zavodi se a zpiva. Pfi Skolni hymné
se trochu zadrhnu, je tam vers: ..ty zlaté roky
na Watfordu / ty skvélé kouzelné roky “ a zase
si uvédomuju, Ze tohle je ono. Kazdy den
tohohle roku bude vlastné posledni.

Posledni piknik po prazdninach.

Posledni prvni den.

Cpu se k prasknuti, ale Penny ani Agaté¢ to
nevadi a pro ty vajickovy sendvi¢e bych
umiel. Pak tu mame kufata, zapeCené
veptoveé, kolace s citronovou polevou. A
hrnky studené¢ho mléka a malinovou $tavu.

Potad se ptipravuju na to, az se Baz objevi
a vSechno zkazi. Pofad se ohlizim pies
rameno. (Mozna, Zze to je soucasti planu.
Zkazi mi vecer tim, ze m¢ donuti premyslet,
jak mi ho zkazi.)

Myslim, ze Agata ma ze setkani s nim taky
starost.

Co mi starost nedéld, je utok Umoru. Na
zacatku kvarty ndm na piknik poslal uto¢né
1étajici opice a Umor se neopakuje. (Teda,
mohl by poslat néco jiného nez Iétajici
opice...)

Kdyz zajde slunce, vSechna mrinata zamifi
zpét na pokoje, na trdvniku ziistanou jen
nejstarS$i dva ro¢niky. NaSe trojka si nasla
flek a Penny nam ptecarovala sviij kabat v
deku Agita  to
okomentovala jako plytvani magii, kdyz fajn
deky jsou 1 vevniti. ,Bude§ mit kabat
zamazany od travy,* fika.

»Vzdyt uz tak je zeleny,“ odpalkuje ji
Penelope.

Vecer je teply a Penelope i Agata jsou
dobré v astronomii. LeZime na zadech a
holky ukazuji hvézdy. ,,M¢la bych si skocit
pro

zelenou na lezeni.

kiistalovou kouli a véstit vam



crystal ball and tell your fortunes,” Penelope
says, and Agatha and I both groan.

“I’ll save you the trouble,” I say. “You’re
going to see me bathed in blood, but you won’t
be able to tell whose it is. And you’ll see
Agatha looking beautiful and swathed in
light.”

Penelope pouts, but not for long. The night is
too good for pouting. I find Agatha’s hand in
the blanket, and when I squeeze, she squeezes
back.

This day, this night, it all feels so right.
Magickally right. Like a portent. (I didn’t used
to believe in portents—I’m not superstitious.
But then we did a unit on them in Magickal
Science, and Penny said not believing in
portents was like not believing in beans on
toast.)

After an hour or so, someone crosses the
Velil, right out onto the Lawn. It’s somebody’s
dead sister; she’s come back to tell him that it
wasn’t his fault—

I put my blade away on my own this time,
without Penny telling me to.

“It’s amazing,” she says. “Two Visitings in
one day, and the Veil is just beginning to
open....”

When the ghost leaves, everybody starts
hugging each other. (I think the seventh years
have been passing around dandelion wine and
Bacardi Breezers. But the three of us aren’t
class monitors, so it’s not our problem.)
Somebody starts singing the school song
again, and we join in. Agatha sings, even
though she’s self-conscious about her voice.

I’m happy.

I’m really happy.

[’m home.

I wake up a few hours later, and I think Baz
must be back.
I can’t see him—I can’t see anything—but
there’s someone in the room with me.
“Penny?”
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budoucnost, povida Penelope a my s Agatou
se zhrozime.

,USetfim ti praci,“ ja na to. ,,Uvidi§ mé
celého od krve, ale nebude$ moct fict, ¢i ta
krev je. A Agata bude nadhernd a zalita
svétlem.

Penelope se urazi, ale ne na dlouho. Tohle
neni veCer na urdZeni. Nahmatam na dece
Agétinu ruku, a kdyZ zmacknu, oplati mi to.

Cely den,
v pohodé. Magicky v pohodég. Jako znameni.
(Dfiv jsem na znameni nevéfil, nejsem
povér€ivy. Ale pak jsme o nich méli lekci
v magikologii a Penny tik4, ze nevéfit na
znameni je jako nevéfit na anglickou
snidani.)

cely vecCer se vSechno zda

Asi tak po hodiné n€kdo projde Zavojem,
pfimo na travnik. Je to n&ci mrtva sestra,
prisla mu fict, Ze to nebyla jeho chyba.

Tentokrat uz ddm mec pry¢ sam od sebe, ani
mi to Penny nemusi fikat.

,»10 je uzasné,” divi se. ,,Dvé navstiveni
béhem jednoho dne, a to se Zavoj teprve
zacinéd odhrnovat...*

Poté co duch zmizel, se vSichni zacali
objimat. (Myslim, Zze septimani nechavali
kolovat pampeliSkové vino a ovocné Bacardi.
Ale my tii nemame na starost tfidni dozor,
takze se nds to netykd.) Nekdo zase spustil
Skolni hymnu a my se ptfiddvame. Agita
zpiva, 1 kdyz se za sviij hlas stydi.

Jsem $tastny.
Jsem fakt §t’astny.
Jsem doma.

Vzbudil jsem se o par hodin pozdéji a zda se
mi, Ze Baz uZ je zpatky.

Nevidim ho, vlastné nevidim nic, ale nekdo
tu se mnou je.

LPenny?



Maybe it’s the Or the
Humdrum! Or that thing I dreamt I saw by the
window last night, which I’'m only now
remembering ...

I’ve never been attacked in my room
before—this would be a first.

I sit up and turn on the lights without trying.
That happens sometimes, with small spells,
when I’m stressed. It’s not supposed to. Penny

thinks it might be like telepathy, skipping the

Mage again.

words to get straight to the goal.

I'still don’t see anything, though I think I hear
a rustling sound and a sort of moaning. The
windows are both open. I get up and look
outside, then close them. I check under the
beds. I risk an “Olly olly oxen free!”—then a
“Come out, come out, wherever you are!” that
sends all my clothes flying out of the wardrobe.
I’1l put them away tomorrow.

I go back to bed, shivering. It’s cold. And I
still don’t feel alone.

48
BAZ

When I come back, Bunce is gone. I can tell
she’s been sitting on my bed again—it smells
like her. Like blood and chocolate and kitchen
herbs. I’ll snap at her about it tomorrow.

Snow has showered, the room is humid from
it, but our papers and dinner things are still
scattered on the table and the floor. It’s like
having two slovenly roommates.

The chalkboard is in order, though,
completely filled with Bunce’s tight-fisted
handwriting and pushed against the wall.

I take my jacket off and spell it clean,
hanging it in my wardrobe. My tie’s tucked in
the pocket. I pull it out and loop it around the
hanger.
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Mozna, Ze je to zase Mag. Nebo Umor!
Nebo ta véc, co se mi zdélo, Ze jsem ji vCera
vid¢l za oknem. Na tu jsem si vzpomnél az
ted'...

Ve vlastnim pokoji na mé jeSté¢ nikdo
nezautocil, tohle by bylo poprvé.

Posadim se a rozsvitim upIn¢ bez ndmahy.
To se mi stava s lehkymi kouzly, kdyz jsem
ve stresu. Tak by to byt nemélo. Penny si
mysli, ze by to mohlo byt jako telepatie,
pieskakuju slova, abych se rovnou dostal
k cili.

Stale nic nevidim, 1kdyZ myslim, Ze slySim
Susténi a néco jako knourani. Ob¢ okna jsou
oteviend. Zvednu se a vykouknu ven, pak
okna zaviu. Zkontroluju to pod posteli.
Troufnu si na ,,Pred pikolou za pikolou
nikdo nesmi stat!*“ a pak na ,,Na koho to
slovo padne, ten musi jit 7 kola ven!“, pii
tom mi akorat vylitd obleceni ven ze skiiné.
Uklidim to réno.

Vracim se do postele a tfesu se. Je zima. A
pofad si tu nepfipadam sam.

48
BAZ

Kdyz se vratim, je uz Buncova pry¢. Poznam,
ze mi zase sed€la na posteli, protoze ji z ni
citim. Pach krve a cokolady a bylinek. Rano
jito vyctu.

Snow se sprchoval, v pokoji je od toho
vlhko, ale dokumenty a véci od vecetfe se
potad vali po stole i po podlaze. Jako bych
ted’ mél dva nepotadné spolubydlici.

AvSak na tabuli vladne poradek, je husté
popsand mriavym pismem Buncové a
pfistréend ke zdi.

Sundam si sako a pii véSeni do skiiné ho
vyCistim kouzlem. Kravatu madm nacpanou
v kapse, vytdhnu ji a navléknu pies raminko.



I ate my sandwich down in the basement,
washing it down with a few rats. I need to go
hunting in the Wood again; the rats are getting
few and far between in the Catacombs, even
though I try not to take the females.

It’s a pain to hunt in the Wood. I have to do
it during the day because the Mage brings the
drawbridge up at dusk, and I can’t Float like a
butterfly over the moat every night like I did
today; I don’t have the magic.

I look over my shoulder at Snow—a long,
blanketed lump on his bed.

He has the magic.

He could do anything.

I’'m still humming with his magic, and it’s
been hours since he pulled his hand away. He’s
thrown spells at me before, but this was
different. This was like being struck by
benevolent lightning. I felt scorched clean.
Bottomless. ..

No, that’s not right, not bottomless.
Centreless. Like 1 was bigger on the inside.
Like I could cast any spell—back up any
promise.

At first it was as if Snow was giving magic
to me. Sending it to me. But then the magic
was just there. It was mine, in that moment,
everything that was his.

All right. I have to stop thinking about it like
this. Like it was a gift. Snow would never have
opened himself up to me if there hadn’t been a
dragon overhead....

I wonder if I could take the magic from him
if I tried, but the thought turns my stomach.

I change in the bathroom and brush my teeth,
and when I come out, I see that Snow is sitting
up in his bed.

“Baz?”

“What.” I sit on my own bed, on top of the
CoVvers.

“I ... can you come here?”

“No.”
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Sendvi€ jsem snédl ve sklepeni a splachl ho
par krysami. Musim se opét vydat na lov do
haje, v Katakombach uz na krysu skoro
nenarazim, i kdyz se snazim nebrat samice.

Lovit v héji je otrava. Musim lovit ve dne,
protoze Mag za soumraku zveda padaci most
a ja nemuzu kazdou noc sesilat Létam jako
motyl ptes piikop jako dnes, nemédm na to
dost magie.

Ohlédnu se ptes rameno na Snowa, tedy na
dlouhou hroudu piikrytou prostéradlem
v jeho posteli.

On ma magie dost.

Mohl by ud¢lat cokoliv.

Potad ve mn¢ jesté brni jeho magie, a to uz
mé pustil pted kolika hodinami. Uz dfive po
m¢e metal kouzly, ale tentokrat to bylo jiné.
Citil jsem se, jako by mé zasahl blesk a
docista mé sezehl. Piipadal
bezedné...

Ne, to neni ono, ne bezedné. Bez stredu.
Jako bych mohl seslat jakékoliv kouzlo,
zastitit jakykoliv slib.

jsem  si

Nejdiive to bylo, jako by mi Snow déval
magii, posilal mi ji. Ale potom tam prosté
byla. V tu chvili mi patfila vSechna jeho
magie.

Dost uz. Musim o tom piestat takhle
premyslet, jako by to byl darek. Snow by se
mi nikdy takhle neoteviel, kdybychom
neméli nad hlavou draka...

Zajimalo by mé¢, jestli bych mu mohl vzit
magii, kdybych to zkusil, ale z té mySlenky
mam zaludek na vodg.

V koupelné se prevléknu, vycistim si zuby,
a kdyz vyjdu, vidim, Ze si Snow v posteli
sednul.

,,Bazi?

,»C0.“ Sednu si na svou ustlanou postel.

»Ja... mizes jit ke mné?*
,,Ne.“



“I can come over there, then.”

I cross my legs and arms. “You may not.”

Snow huffs, exasperated. Good, I think.

“Just. Come here,” he says. “Okay? I have to
try something.”

“Can you even hear how ridiculous you
sound?”

He gets up. It’s dark in our room, but the
moon is out, and I can always see him better
than he sees me. He’s wearing grey flannel
pyjama bottoms, school-issued, and his gold
cross. His skin is as grey as mine in this light,
and shining like a pearl.

“You can’t sit on my bed,” I say as he sits on
my bed. “And neither can Bunce. My bed reeks
of intensity and brownies.”

“Here,” he says, holding out his hand.

“What do you want from me, Snow?”

“Nothing,” he says. And he means it, the
actual bastard.

“We have to try again.”

“Why?”

“So that we know that it wasn’t a fluke,” he
says.

“It was a fluke. You were fighting a dragon,
and I was helping you—it was a fluke
squared.”

“Merlin, Baz, don’t you want to know?”’

“Whether 1 can tap you like a
generator?”’

“It wasn’t like that,” he says. “I let you do it.”

into

“Are you going to let me do it again?”
“NO_”
“Then it doesn’t matter if it was a fluke!”

Snow’s still sitting on my bed. “All right,” he
says. “Maybe.”

“Maybe what?”

“Maybe I’d do it again,” he says. “If it were
a situation like today—if there were lives at
risk, and this might be a solution, an option
other than, you know, going off.”
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,»Tak miizu ja k tob¢.*

Zktizim ruce i nohy. ,,To tedy nemtizes.*

Snow zoufale zafuni. Skvélé, pomyslim si.

,Prosté¢ sem pojd’,*“ naléha. ,Jo? Musim
néco vyzkouset.*

,Uvédomujes si, jak smésné zni§?*

Zvedne se. V pokoji je tma, ale mésic sviti a
ja ho vzdycky vidim Iépe nez on m¢. Ma na
sobé Sedé pyzamové kalhoty, erarni, a svij
zlaty kiizek. V tomhle svétle ma kuzi stejné
Sedou jako ja a leskne se jako perla.

»Na moji postel si nesedej, fikam mu, kdyz
si seda. ,,A Buncova taky ne. Postel mi
péachne nalé¢havosti a muffiny.*

,»\Na,* fekne s naptrazenou rukou.

,,Co ode mé€ chces, Snowe?*

,Nic,” odpovi. A mysli to tak, parchant
jeden.

,,Musime to zkusit znova.

,,Proc¢?*

»Abysme zjistili, jestli sme jen neméli
kliku.*

,Meéli jsme kliku, bojoval jsi s drakem a ja
ti pomahal, byla to klika na druhou.*

,,U Merlina, Bazi, copak to nechces zjistit?

,Jestli se na tebe mizu napojit jako na
zdroj?*

»lakhle to nebylo,* opravi m¢. ,,J& ti to
dovolil.*

»A dovoli§ mi to jeSté jednou?*

,Ne.“

»lak to je pak jedno, jestli to byla jen
klika!*

Snow potéad sedi na moji posteli. ,,Mozna.*

,,Mo0zna co?

»~Mozna bych to udé€lal znova,” ftika.
,Kdyby to bylo v podobny situaci jako
dneska, kdyby §lo nékomu o Zivot, a dalo se
to takhle vyfesit lip, nez kdybych, no,
vybouch.



“What if I turned it against you?”

“My magic?”

“Yes,” I say. “What if I took your magic, cast
it against you, and settled Baz versus Simon,
once and for all.”

Snow’s mouth is hanging slightly open. His
tongue shines black in the dark. “Why are you
such a villain?” He sounds disgusted. “Why
have you already thought of that?”

“I thought of it when I was still rhyming at
the dragon,” I say. “Didn’t you?”

“NO_”
“This is why I’m going to beat you,” I say.

“We’re on a truce,” Snow says.
“I can still think antagonistically.
thinking violent thoughts at you constantly.”

I'm

He grabs my hand. I want to pull it away, but
I don’t want to look scared—and also I don’t
want to pull it away. Bloody Snow. I'm
thinking violent thoughts at him right now.

“I’m going to try now,” he says.

“Fine.”

“Should you be casting a spell?”

“I don’t know,” I say. “This is your
experiment.”

“Don’t, then,” he says. “Not right away. But
tell me if it hurts.”

“It didn’t hurt before,” I mutter.

“It didn’t?”

“No.”

“What did it feel like?”

“Stop talking about feelings,” I say, shaking
his hand. “Hit me. Or charge me. Whatever it
is you want to do.”

Snow licks his bottom lip and closes his eyes
halfway. Is this how he looked this afternoon?
Crowley.

I feel his magic.

At first it’s a buzz in my fingertips, then a
rush of static up my arm. I try not to squirm.
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,»A co kdybych to obratil proti tob&?

,»Moji magii?*

»ANno,*“ odpovim. ,,Co kdybych vzal tvou
magii, poslal ji proti tobé a vyfesil tak nas boj
jednou pro vzdy.*

Pusu ma trochu pootevienou. Jazyk mu ve
tmé Cerné sviti. ,,Pro¢ jsi takovej ni¢ema?*
pta se zhnusené. ,,Pro¢ uz té néco takovyho
stihlo napadnout?*

»Napadlo mé to uz béhem toho, co jsem
sesilal rymy na toho draka,* povim. ,,Tebe
ne?*

»Ne.™

,Presn¢ diky tomuhle té jednou porazim,*
J& nato.

,»Vzdyt mame piiméii,* oponuje Snow.

LPofad ale mUzu myslet neptatelsky.
Neustidle mé ohledné tebe napadaji nasilné
predstavy.” Chytne mé za ruku. Chci se mu
vytrhnout, ale nechci, aby to vypadalo, jako
ze se bojim, no a taky se mu vytrhnout
nechci. Zatraceny Snow. Zrovna ted mé
napada tolik nasilnosti.

,Ja to ted’ zkusim,* rika.

,Jak chces.*

,,Mas u toho Carovat?*

,»Copak ja vim,” odpovim. ,Je to tvij
pokus.*

,»lak teda nic ned¢lej,* fikd. ,,Ne hned. Ale
fekni, kdyby to bolelo.*

,,Pfedtim to nebolelo,* zamumlam.

,,Nebolelo?*

,,Ne.“

»A jaky to byl pocit?*

,Prestan se bavit o pocitech,” feknu a
zatfesu mu rukou. ,,Nakopni mé. Nabij mé¢.
Nebo co ze to chces udélat.*

Snow si olizne spodni ret a pfivie oci.
Takhle ze vypadal dnes odpoledne? No té
Gandalyf.

Citim jeho magii.

Nejprve je to mravenceni v koneccich prstl
a potom vyboj statické elektfiny skrz pazi.
Snazim se necukat.



“Okay?” he asks. His voice is soft.

“Fine. What are you doing?”’

“I don’t know,” he murmurs. “Opening? |
guess?”’

The static in my arm settles into a heavy
thrum, like electrical sparks catching into
flames. The discomfort goes away, even
though the licking, flaming feeling gets
stronger. This I know what to do with: This is
fire.

“Still okay?” he asks.

“Grand,” I say.

“What does that mean—does that mean you
could use 1t?”

I laugh, and it comes out more good-natured
than [ mean it to. “Snow. I think I could cast a
sonnet right now.”

“Show me,” he says.

I’'m so full of power, I feel like I can see
without opening my eyes. Like I could go nova
if I wanted to and have my own galaxy. Is this
what it’s like to be Simon Snow? To have
infinity in your chest pocket?

I speak clearly: “Twinkle, twinkle little
star!”

By the time I get to the end of the next
phrase, the room around us is gone, and the
stars feel close enough to touch.

“Up above the world so high!”

Simon grabs my other hand, and my chest
opens wider. “Merlin and Morgana,” he says.
“Are we in space?”

“I don’t know,” I say.

“Is that a spell?”” he asks.

“I don’t know.”

We both look around us. I don’t think we’re
in space; I can breathe just fine. And I don’t
feel like floating away—though I am teetering
on the edge of hysterical. So much power. So
many stars. My mouth tastes like smoke. “Are
you holding back at all?” I ask him.

“Not consciously,” Snow says. “Is it too
much?”
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,»V pohodé?* pta se jemnym hlasem.

,,J0. Co to délas?*

»Nevim,* $pitne, ,,asi se se otevirdm, nebo
tak?*

Vyboj se mi v pazi zméni na tézky hukot,
jako by se elektrické jiskry rozhotely.
Neptijemny pocit prestoze
plameny, které mé olizuji, nabiraji na sile.
S timhle si umim poradit, tohle je oher.

odezniva,

,Pofad v pohodé&?* pta se.

,Senzacni, odvetim.

,»10 Znamena co, znamena to, ze bys s tim
mohl pracovat?*

Zasméju se a zni to veseleji, nez jsem mél
v umyslu. ,,Snowe, myslim, ze bych v tuhle
chvili dokézal seslat 1 sonet.*

,Ukaz,*“ dozaduje se.

Jsem tak plny sily, ze snad i vidim, aniz
bych mél oteviené oci. Jako bych se mohl stat
novou a mit svou vlastni galaxii. Takhle se
citi Simon Snow? Jako by mél nekonec¢no
v naprsni kapse?

Zacnu recitovat ukolébavku o hvézdicce:
» ITwinkle, twinkle little star!“

Jak se dostavam na konec druhého verSe,
pokoj kolem nés zmizi a hvézdy se zdaji byt
na dosah.

» Up above the world so high!”

Simon mé chytne i za druhou ruku a mij
hrudnik nabere na objemu. ,,U Merlina a
Morgany,* zakleje. ,,To jsme ve vesmiru?*

,,Ja nevim,* odpovim.

,» 10 ma byt kouzlo?*

,,Ja nevim.*

Oba se kolem sebe rozhlédneme. Nemyslim
si, 7ze jsme ve vesmiru, dycham uplné
normalné. A nepfipaddm si, jako bych se
vznasel, 1 kdyZ balancuji na pokraji zachvatu.
Tolik sily. Tolik hvézd. V puse mam pachut
koufe. ,,Kontrolujes to viibec néjak?* ptam se
ho.

,,Védome ne,” fika Snow. ,,Je to uz moc?“



“No. It’s like you completed the circuit,” I
say, gripping his other hand. “I feel kind of
drunk, though.”

“Drunk on power?”” he asks.

I giggle. “Shit, Snow. Stop talking. This is
embarrassing.”

“Do you want me to pull back?”

“No. I want to look at the stars.”

“I’m pulling back,” he says.

And then he does. It feels like the tide going
out—if the tide were made of heroin and fire.

I shake my head. I don’t let go of Snow’s
hands.

“All right?” he asks.

“Yeah. You?”

“Fine.”

Now we’re just sitting on my bed, holding
hands, Simon Snow and I. I can’t look at his
eyes, so | stare at his cross.

“Your mother...,” he says. “When she came
back, she said that thing about stars. ‘He said
we’d be stars.””

“I think that’s a coincidence,” I say.

“Yeah.” Simon nods. “Do you have any of it
left? Like, did it stay with you? My magic?”

“Residually?” I ask.

“Yeah.”

I shake my head. “No. A feeling. A hum. Not
power.”

“Can you do it on your end?”

“What do you mean?”

“We’re still touching,” he says. “Try to tap
into it.”

I close my eyes and try to be open, try to be
a vacuum or a black hole. Nothing happens. I
try to pull at Snow, then. To suck at him with
my own magic ... Still nothing.

I open my eyes. “No. I can’t take it from you.
I’ve never heard of a magician taking someone
else’s magic. Can you imagine? If there were a
spell for that? We’d tear each other apart.”
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»Ne. Je to jako bys uzaviel obvod, feknu a
stisknu jeho druhou ruku. ,,Tedy, pfipaddm si
trochu opile.*

,Opilej moci?* pta se.

Zahihnam se. ,,Ty vole, Snowe. Zmlkni.
Tohle je trapny.*

,»Chces, abych s tim skon¢il?*

»Ne. Chei se divat na hvézdy.*

»Kon¢im s tim,* povida.

A taky to udéla. Je to, jako by nastal odliv,
pokud by teda mote bylo z heroinu a ohné.

Zavrtim hlavou. Stale ho drzim za ruce.

»Ses v poradku?* pta se.

»Jo. Ty?

,Dobry.

Ted’ jen tak sedime na moji posteli a drzime
se za ruce, Simon Snow a ja. Nedokazu se mu
podivat do o¢i, tak zirdm na jeho kiiz.

»1voje matka...” zac¢ne. ,,Kdyz se vratila,
fikala né&co o hvézdach. ‘Rikal, Ze znds
budou hvezdy. *

,»Myslim, Ze je to jen shoda okolnosti,*
namitnu.

,,J0, pfitaka Simon. ,,Mas v sob¢ jesté
néco? Jako jestli to v tob¢ ziistalo. Ta moje
magie.

,,Zbytkove?* zeptam se.

»J0.

Zavrtim hlavou. ,,Ne. Jenom pocit. Z4adna
sila.*

,,Dokazes to udélat na svém konci?*

»Jak to mysli§?*

»Potfad se dotykame,* tikd. ,,Zkus se na to
napojit.

Zaviu o€i a snazim se byt otevieny, snazim
se byt vakuum nebo cerna dira. Nestane se
nic. Tak zkusim Cerpat ze Snowa. Sat z néj
s pomoci své vlastni magie... Potfad nic.

Oteviu o€¢i. ,Ne. Sam si od tebe wvzit
nemuzu. Nikdy jsem neslySel o kouzelnikovi,
ktery by si bral cizi magii. Dokéze§ si to
pfedstavit? Ze by na to existovalo
zaklinadlo? Rozervali bychom se navzajem.*



“We’re already tearing each other apart.”

“I can’t take it,” I say again.

“Do you think it hurt you, my magic?”

“I don’t think so0.”

“So we could do it again.”

“We just did, Snow.”

He looks uncharacteristically thoughtful. I
wonder if he’s forgotten that he’s holding my
hands. Or if he’s forgotten what it means to
hold hands. Or if he’s forgotten who I am
entirely.

I think again about pulling my hands away—
but Snow could light fires in my palms at this
point, and [ wouldn’t pull away. It feels like he
has.

“Baz,” he says, and it’s not unprecedented for
him to say my name, but I know he avoids it.

“This is stupid. If we’re going to be working
together, you can’t keep pretending that I don’t
know.”

“Don’t know what,” I say, yanking my hands
back.

“Don’t know about you. What you are.”

“Get off my bed, Snow.”

“It won’t change anything—"

“Won’t it?”

“Well, it would make things easier,” he says.
“How can we discuss what we know about
vampires when you won’t even admit that you
are one?”

“Get off my bed.”

Snow stands up, but doesn’t stand down. “I
know. I’ve known since our fifth year. How’re
we supposed to help you if you’re still keeping
all these secrets? Like, why did you start
school late this term? And what happened to
you? And why are you limping?”’

“That’s none of your business,” I hiss. “None
ofit.”

“You’re right, but you said you wanted my
help. So you made it my business.”
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,UZ ted’ se rveme navzajem.*

,»Ja to nechapu,* opakuji.

,»Myslis, Ze ti moje magie ublizila?*

,» Lo bych netekl.*

,»Lak bychom to mohli zkusit znova.*

»led jsme to zkouseli, Snowe.*

»Ivari se zamyslen¢, to mu neni vlastni.
Zajimalo by mé¢, jestli zapomnél, ze mé drzi
za ruce. Nebo jestli zapomnél, co drzeni se za
ruce znamena. Nebo jestli docista zapomnél,
kdo jsem.

Znovu uvazuji nad tim, Ze bych se mu
vysmekl, ale v tomhle okamZiku by mi mohl
Snow zazZehnout ohen v dlanich a ja bych mu
se mu nevysmekl. Mam pocit, jako by to uz
udélal.

,»Bazi,* povida, a neni to poprvé, co mé
jméno vyslovi, 1 kdyz vim, Ze se tomu
vyhyba.

»lohle je pitomost. Jestli ~mame
spolupracovat, nemiize§ potad ptedstirat, ze
to nevim.*

,Ze nevis co? vyhrknu a ucuknu rukama.

,Ze to o tob& nevim. Co jsi zag.*

»Snowe, klid’ se z moji postele.*

,,Nebude to mit na nic vliv...

,Ze nebude?*

,wUsnadnilo by nam to praci,* fika. ,Jak
spolu miizeme fesit, co vime o upirech, kdyz
ty ani nepfiznas, ze jsi jeden z nich?*

»Klid' se z moji postele.*

Snow si stoupne, ale neptesedne si. ,,Vim to.
Vim to uz od kvinty. Jak ti madme pomoct,
kdyz pted ndmi potad néco skryvas? Tieba
pro¢ jsi tohle pololeti nastoupil pozdé do
Skoly? A co se ti stalo? A pro¢ kulhds§?*

,» 10 se té netykd,* zasy¢im. ,,Nic z toho.*

»Lo sice jo, ale fikals, Ze potiebuje§ moji
pomoc. TakZe se mé to uz tyka.



“I’1l tell you whatever I think is relevant.”

“We’re supposed to find out who sent blood-
sucking vampires to kill your mother, and you
are a blood-sucking vampire. You don’t think
that’s relevant?”

As if I can just admit that. Out loud. On the
record. As if every other magician wouldn’t
gladly light me up if they knew it to be true.

As if Snow himself hasn’t been trying to
expose me every day for seven years.

I clamp my jaw shut.

I should leave. Go back to the Catacombs.
But Snow’s magic has wiped me out—I"m not
sure I could stand now. So I just close my eyes.

“I’m done with you today,” I say. “I’ve been
struck by lightning twice in the last twelve
hours, and now I’m just done.”

50
SIMON

“You should really just let me stay in your
room,” Penelope says. “It would make things
easier.”

“No,” Baz and I say at once.

“Where would you sleep,”
bathtub?”

The chalkboard is still taking up the open
area at the end of our beds, and there are stacks
of books around it now. Every useful book in
the Watford library has made its way to our

I ask, “the

room, thanks to Baz and Penelope—and not a
one of them properly checked out, I’'m sure.

We’ve been working here every night,
though we don’t have much but a mess to show
for it.

“I don’t mind sleeping in the bath,” Penny
says. “I could spell it squishy.”

“No,” Baz says. “It’s bad enough sharing a
bathroom with Snow.”
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»Sdélim ti jen to, co mi bude ptipadat k
veéci.*

,»Chceme zjistit, kdo poslal krvela¢né upiry
zabit tvoji matku, a ty jsi krvelacny upir.
Nemyslis, Ze je to k véci?*

Copak bych to mohl jen tak pfiznat. Nahlas.

Oficialné. Copak by mé vétSina kouzelnikt
s chuti nepodpalila, kdyby zjistili, Ze je to
pravda.

Copak se mé¢ pravé Snow nesnazil kazdy
den po sedm let odhalit.

Pevné sviram celisti.

M¢El bych odejit. Vratit se zpatky do
Katakomb. Ale jeho magie mé tpln¢ vyséla,
ani nevim, jestli bych se ted dokazal
zvednout. Tak jenom zaviu o¢i.

,Dneska uz t€ mam dost, feknu. ,,Za
poslednich dvanact hodin m¢ dvakrat zasahl
blesk a ted’ uz jsem prost¢ vytizenej.*

50
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,Kdybyste m¢ na noc nevyhanéli, protestuje
Penelope, ,,uleh¢ilo by ndm to praci.*

Ve, fekneme s Bazem jednohlasné.
,Kde bys jako spala, ptam se, ,,ve van¢?*

Tabule potfad zabira volny prostor pied
nasimi postelemi a kolem ni jsou ted’ Stosy
knih. Mame v pokoji veskeré uzite¢né knihy
ze Skolni knihovny zésluhou Baze a
Penelope, a vsadim se, Ze vSechny
neoficialng.

Pracujeme tady kazdou noc, a stejné se

miZeme pochlubit leda nepotadkem.

»3pat ve van¢ by mi nevadilo, tvrdi Penny,
»prekouzlila bych si ji do mékoucka.*

Baz je proti. ,Stac¢i, ze musim sdilet
koupelnu se Snowem.*



“Penny, you have a perfectly good room,” I
say, ignoring the jab.

“Simon, a perfectly good room wouldn’t
have Trixie in it.”

“That’s your roommate?” Baz asks. “The
pixie?”

“Yes,” Penelope says.

He curls his lips up and down at the same
time. “Imagine you’re a pixie,” he says. “I
know it’s distasteful, but imagine—you’re a
pixie, and you have a daughter, and you name
her Trixie. Trixie the pixie.”

“I think it’s kind of cute,” I say.

“You think Trixie’s kind of cute,” Penny
says.

“Trixie is cute.” I shrug.

“Snow,” Baz says. “I’ve just eaten.”

I roll my eyes. He probably thinks pixies are
a lesser species. Half-sentient, like gnomes and
Internet trolls.

“It’s like being a fairy named Mary,” he goes
on.

“Or a vampire named Gampire,” | say.

“Gampire isn’t even a proper name, Snow.
You’re terrible at this game.”

“In Trixie’s defence,” Penelope says, and
you can tell it pains her to say it, “the pixies
probably don’t go around calling themselves
‘pixies.” I mean, you could be a human named
Newman or a boy named Roy, and no one
would think twice.”

“I’ll bet your room is covered in pixie dust,”
Baz says, shuddering.

“Don’t get her started,” I say. “Good-night,
Penny.”

“Fine,” she says, climbing to her feet and
picking up the book she was reading. It’s a
bound copy of The Record; we’ve all taken to
reading them straight through, looking for
clues. We’re becoming experts in decade-old
current events.

It’s all so weird....
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LPenny, vzdyt tvij pokoj je v pohodé,*
dodam a piehlizim tu narazku.

»3imone, na pokoji, co je v pohodé¢, by
nesméla bydlet Viola.*

,» Ly s ni bydli§?* pta se Baz. ,,S tou vilou?*

,J0, odpovi Penelope.

Baz se zhnusené zasklebi. ,,Pfedstav si, ze
jsi vila, zaéne. ,,Vim, Ze je to nechutné, ale
jen si to ptedstav. Jsi vila a mas dceru a
pojmenujes ji Viola. Vila Viola.*

,»Mné to pfijde docela roztomily,* vloZim se
do toho ja.

,Jenze tobé piijde roztomild cela Viola,
obofi se na m¢ Penny.

»Ale ona je,* pokré¢im rameny.

»Snowe, zrovna jsem dojedl.*

Obratim o€i v sloup. On si asi mysli, Ze vily
jsou néco min, napil pri¢etné¢ bytosti jako
trpaslici a internetovi trollové.

»10 je, jako kdyby se skiitek jmenoval
Vitek.“ Vede si Baz svou.

,Nebo upir jménem Gupir, piipojuji se.

»onowe, prosim té, Gupir neni jméno.
Slovni hiicky nech jinym.*

,»Abychom Viole nekiivdili,* je videt, jak
se Penelope musi pfemahat, aby to fekla,
,vily o sobé asi bézné¢ nemluvi jako o
‘vilach’. Jde o to, Zze taky muze$ byt pan
jménem Jan, nebo kluk, co se jmenuje Luke,
a nikomu to nepftijde divné.*

»Vsadim se, ze tvilj pokoj je pokryt vilim
prachem,* oklepe se Baz.

LHlavné ji nedrazdi,” prosim ho. ,,Dobrou
noc, Penny.“

,Jasné,” odpovi a zveda se i s knihou,
kterou ma rozeftenou. Je to jeden z
novinovych sbornikli, co je procitdme od
zacatku do konce, aby nés ptivedly na stopu.
Pomalu se stdvdme odborniky na deset let
staré novinky.

Cely je to tak ujety...



Not just to be working with Baz, but to have
him around all the time when I’m hanging out
with Penny.

He still won’t talk to us outside of the room.

Baz says it would confuse his minions to see
him consorting with the enemy. He actually
called them that—“my minions.” Maybe he
was taking the piss....

I can’t always tell when Baz is mocking me.
He’s got a cruel mouth. It looks like he’s
sneering even when he’s happy about
something. Actually, I don’t know if he ever is
happy. It’s like he’s got two emotions—pissed
off and sadistically amused.

(And plotting, is that an emotion? If so, three.)

(And disgusted. Four.)

Anyway, Penelope and I still don’t tell Baz
everything. We never talk about the Mage, for
example —it turns immediately into a fight if
we do. Plus Penny doesn’t want Baz to know
that her family might be on the outs with the
Mage. (Even though Baz’d probably
sympathize.)

Penny keeps reminding me that Baz is still
my enemy. That when the truce ends, he could
use everything he’s learned against me.

But I’'m not sure /'m the one who needs
reminding. Half the time we’re together, I’'m
just sitting on my bed reading while Penelope
and Baz are comparing their Top 10 favourite
spells of the 1800s or debating the magickal
worth of Hamlet versus Macbeth.

The other day, he walked her over to the
Cloisters on his way to the Catacombs. When
he came back, he reported that there weren’t
any clues about how she gets into Mummers
House. The next day, she told me he didn’t
acknowledge at all that he was on his way to
suck blood out of rodents.

“You going my way?” she says to him now,
from the doorway.
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Nejen to, ze s Bazem spolupracuju, ale spis,
ze nas s Penny nenechd nic podniknout o
samoté.

Pfesto se s nama mimo pokoj nebavi.

Tvrdi, Zze by jeho poskoky zmatlo, kdyby
ho vidé€li, jak se bratfickuje s nepfitelem.
Vézné o nich mluvil jako o ,,poskocich®, ale
tteba si jen délal srandu...

Nikdy nepoznam, jestli si ze mé Baz
utahuje. Na tvafi ma permanentni usklebek.
Vypadd, jako by se usklibal, 1 kdyz ma
z néceho radost. Tedy, nevim, jestli mé viibec
kdy radost. Spi$ se u n&j stiidaji dva pocity —
bud ma vztek, nebo ma radost z ciziho
nestésti.

(A obcas taky ma néco za lubem, pokud se
to  pocita. Jestli  jo, tak  ti1.)

(A znechuceni. Ctyfi.)

Tak jako tak, pofdd se mu s Penelope
nesvéfujeme se vS§im. Napiiklad nikdy
nemluvime o Magovi, vzdycky je z toho
hadka. Navic Penny nechce, aby Baz védé¢l,
ze se jeji rodina sMagem tak néjak
rozkmotiila. (I kdyz stim by Baz asi
souhlasil.)

Penny mi neustale piipomina, ze Baz je
potad mij nepiitel. Ze az skondi p¥iméfi,
muze proti mné pouzit vSe, co se ted’ dozvi.

Ale myslim, ze jd nejsem ten, komu by se
to mé¢lo pfipominat. Pulku Casu, co spolu
travime, sija ¢tu na posteli, zatimco Penelope
a Baz porovnavaji svych 10 nejoblibenéjsich
kouzel z devatenactého stoleti a hadaji se,
jestli ma vétsi kouzelnicky potencial Hamlet,
nebo Macbeth.

Minule ji doprovodil do Klastert, kdyz byl
na cesté do Katakomb. Po navratu mi hlasil,
ze neslo zjistit, jak se k ndm Penny dostava.
Druhy den mi zas ona fekla, ze vitbec nedal
najevo, ze jde sat krev hlodavetim.

,»Mas cestu kolem?* pté se ho ted’ ode dvefi.



“No, I’m in for the night,” he says.

So fucking weird.

“See you guys at breakfast,” Penny says,
closing the door behind her.

If Baz isn’t going hunting tonight, I may as
well take a shower and go to sleep. We tend to
fight more viciously when it’s just the two of
us.

I’m getting my pyjamas together when he
speaks up:

“So what’s your plan next week? For the
holidays?”

I feel my jaw tighten. “Probably go home
with Penny for a few days, then spend the rest
of it here.”

“Not celebrating round the Wellbelove
family hearth?”

I slam my wardrobe shut. We haven’t talked
about this yet. Me and Baz. About Agatha.

I don’t know if the pair of them’re talking.
Or meeting. Agatha doesn’t even come to
dinner anymore. I think she eats in her room.

“Nope,” I say, walking past his bed.

“Snow,” he says.

“What.”

“You should come to Hampshire.”

I stop and look at him. “What? Why?”

Baz clears his throat and folds his arms, lifting
his chin to emphasize how much he looks
down on me.

“Because you’ve sworn to help me find my
mother’s killer.”

“I am helping you.”

“Well, you’ll be more help to me there than
you are here. The library at home is far too big
for me to cover myself. And I have a car
there—we could actually investigate. You
don’t even have the Internet here.”

“You’re suggesting I go home with you.”

“Yes.”

“For Christmas.”

“Yes.”
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»Ne, dneska v noci budu doma,” odpovi
Baz.

Je to fakt ujety.

,»Lak ahoj na snidani, rozlou¢i se Penny a
zavie za sebou dverte.

Jestli Baz dnes nejde na lov, tak to se mtizu
jit osprchovat a spat. VétSinou se pohadame
drsnéji, kdyz jsme jen sami dva.

Zrovna si hleddm pyzamo, kdyz se mé
zepta:

»,Co maS vplainu na pfisti tyden, na
prazdniny?“

Citim, jak mi ztuhne Celist. ,,Asi pojedu na
par dni k Penny a zbytek stravim tady.*

,Nebudes slavit Wellbelovovic
rodinném kruhu?*

Ve

Ttisknu s dvefmi od skiin€. O tomhle jsme
se jeste nebavili. Ja a Baz. O Agaté.

Nevim, jestli se spolu bavi oni dva. Nebo
jestli se vidaji. Agéata uz ani nechodi na
vecefi, asi jiu sebe v pokoji.

,»\Ne,“ odseknu a projdu kolem jeho postele.

,,Snowe,* za¢ne znova.

,,Co chces§?*

,»Muzes ptijet do Hampshiru.“

Zastavim se a podivam se na né¢j. ,,Co?
Proc?

Baz si odkasle a zalozi si ruce na prsou.
Zvedne u toho bradu, aby zdiiraznil, jak moc
spatra na m¢ kouka.

»Protozes prisahal, Ze mi pomize$ najit
vraha mé matky.“

,»VZdyt' ti pomahadm.

,»INO, rozhodné bys byl vic k ruce u nas, nez
tady. NasSe knihovna je pro jednoho pfili§
rozsdhla. A taky tam mam auto, mohli
bychom skutecné patrat. Tady nemas ani
internet.

,»1akZe navrhujes, abych jel k tob&é domu.*

,,Ano.*

Stravit Vanoce.

13

,,Ano.



“With your family.”

Baz rolls his eyes. “Well, it’s not like you
have any family of your own.”

“You’re mad.”

I move again towards the bathroom.

“How is it mad?” he demands. “I could use
your help, and there’s nothing here for you—
you’d think you’d appreciate the company.”

I stop at the door and turn back again. “Your
family hates me.”

“Yes, and? So do 1.”

“They want to kill me,” I say.

“They won’t kill you—you’ll be a guest. I’1l
even cast the spell if you want. Be our guest.”

“I can’t stay in your house. Are you kidding
me?”

“Snow, we’ve lived in the same room for
seven years. How can you have a problem with
this?”

“You’re mad!” I say, closing the door.

Completely off his nut.

“Your mum doesn’t trust me?” I say.

We’re walking down the hall, and Penelope
immediately starts shushing me with her hand.
“She does trust you,” she says. “She trusts you
completely. She knows that you’re honest and
forthright, and that if you hear something you
shouldn’t, you’ll go right to the Mage with it.”

“I wouldn’t!”

“You might, Simon.”

“Penny!”

“Shhhhh.”

“Penny,” | try again, more quietly, “I’d never
do anything to get your mother in trouble with
the Mage. And I can’t imagine she’s done
anything that would get her in trouble with the
Mage.”

“She’s sent his Men away again,” Penny
says. “Premal says the Mage himself is coming
to the house next time.”
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»S tvoji rodinou.*

Baz obrati o¢i v sloup.

»Stejné nemas vlastni rodinu.*

»Ly ses zblaznil.“ Mifim zas do té
koupelny.

,»Co je na tom blaznivého?“ nechce se
nechat odbit. ,,Hodila by se mi tva pomoc a
tady na tebe stejné nic necekd, jeden by
myslel, ze ocenis spole¢nost.*

Zastavim se u dvefi a otofim se zpét.
»1voje rodina me¢ nesnasi.*

»No a? Ja taky.*

,,Chtéji me zabit,* pokracuju.

»Nezabiji té, bude§ nasim hostem. Mizu
seslat 1 zaklinadlo, jestli chceS. Bud’ vitan.*

LNemizu jet ktobé domi. D¢Elas si
srandu?*

»dnowe, sdilime jeden pokoj uz sedm let.
Co ti na tomhle vadi?*

"C

,.Ses blazen!* feknu a zaviu dverte.

Ten vazné spad z visSné.

,»1voje mamka mi nevéii?* ptam se.

Jdeme zrovna chodbou a Penelope mi
okamzité zacpe rukou pusu. ,,To vi§, ze ti
Vet fika. ,,Naprosto ti véti. Vi, Ze jsi Cestny
a uptfimny a Ze kdybys zaslechl néco, co bys
nem¢l, hned bys s tim bézel za Magem.*

,» 10 bych nebézel!*

,Co ty vi§, Simone.*

Penny!“

,, Pssst.

~Penny,* zkou§im to potichu znova, ,,nikdy
bych tvoji médmu nedostal do problémi
s Magem. Ani se neumim piedstavit, Ze by
udélala néco, co by ji do problémii s Magem
mohlo dostat.*

,UZ zase poslala pry¢ jeho lidi,* Penny na
to. ,,Premal fik4, ze ptiSté k ndm domu ptijde
Mag osobné.*



“Then I should be there,” I say. “He’d never
hurt her in front of me.”

Penny stops in her tracks. “Simon. Do you
really think the Mage would hurt my mother at
all?”

I stop, too. “No. Of course he wouldn’t.”

She leans in. “Mum’s filing an appeal with
the Coven; she thinks this will work itself out.
But you know I need to research the Watford
Tragedy while I’'m home, and there’s no way
Mum will let you into our library with
everything that’s happening. She calls you
Mini-Mage.”

“Why doesn’t she like me?”

“She likes you,” Penny says, rolling her eyes.
“It’s him she doesn’t like.”

“Your mother does not like me, Penny.”

“She just thinks you attract trouble. And you
do, Simon. Possibly literally.”

“Yeah, but I can’t help it.”

Penelope starts walking again. “You are
preaching to the head of the choir.”

It’s not that I mind being alone at Watford—
I don’t mind it much. But nobody’s here on
Christmas Day. I’'ll have to break in to the
kitchen to eat. I guess I could ask Cook
Pritchard for the key....

We get to my next lesson, and I intentionally
slam my shoulder into the wall next to the
door. (People who tell you that slamming and
bashing into things won’t make you feel better
haven’t slammed or bashed enough.) “Is that
what we’re calling it now?” 1 ask. “‘The
Watford Tragedy’?”

It takes Penny a second to backtrack in our
conversation. “It’s what they called it at the
time,” she says. “What does it matter what we
call it?”

“Nothing. Just. We’re doing this because
somebody died. Baz’s mum died. ‘The
Watford Tragedy’ makes it sound like it
happened to people far away who don’t matter
to us.”
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»V tom piipad¢ bych tam mel byt,*
vyhrknu. ,,Pfede mnou by ji nikdy neublizil.*

Penny se zarazi. ,,Simone, vazné¢ myslis, zZe
by mohl Mag moji mame ublizit?*

Taky se zarazim. ,,Ne, to by urcité neudélal.*
Nakloni se ke mné. ,Mamka podava
odvolani ke snému, mysli, ze se to vyresi
samo. Ale chapej, ze doma pottebuju badat
ohledn¢ watfordské tragédie a mamka té
v Zadném piipad¢ do nasi knithovny nepusti,
ne po tom, co se stalo. Rika ti Mini-Mag.“

,,PToC m€ nema rada?*

»Ma t& rada,” hlesne Penny s oCima v
sloup. ,,To jeho nema rada.*

,Penny, tvoje mama mé nema rada.*

,Jen si prosté mysli, ze ptitahujes potize.
Coz je pravda, Simone. Mozna i doslova.*

,J0, ale s tim ja nic neudélam.*

Penelope se zase rozejde. ,,To placeS na
uplné Spatném hrobé.*

Nejde o to, Ze by mi vadilo byt ve Watfordu
sam. To mi zas fak nevadi. Ale na Stédry den
tu neni nikdo. Pro jidlo bych se musel vloupat
do kuchyné. Mozna bych mohl poprosit
kuchaiku Pritchardovou o Kli€...

Jdeme na moji dalsi hodinu a ja naschval
vrazim ramenem do zdi vedle dvefi. (Lidi, co
vam tvrdi, Ze vrazeni a bouchani do véci vam
naladu nezlepsi, nevrazeli nebo nebouchali
dostatecn¢.) ,,Takze tak tomu ted’ fikame?“
zeptam se. ,, ‘Watfordska tragédie?

Penny chvilku trva, nez se v nasi konverzaci
zorientuje. ,,Tak tomu fikali tenkrat,” odpovi.
,,Pro¢ zalezi na tom, jak tomu fikame?*

»Nezéalezi. Ja jen. Délame to, protoZe nékdo

umiel. Bazova mamka umftela. ‘Watfordska
tragédie’ zni jako néco, co se stalo kdysi
davno lidem, na kterych ndm nezélezi.*



“Tell the Mage you're staying here for
Christmas,” she says. “He’ll want to spend it
with you.”

That makes me laugh.

“What?” Penny asks.

“Can you imagine?” I say. “Christmas with
the Mage?”

“Singing carols,” she giggles.

“Pulling crackers.”

“Watching the Queen’s speech.”

“Think of the gifts,” 1 say, laughing. “He’d
probably wrap up a curse for me just to see if [
could break it.”

“Blindfold you, drop you in the Hell of the
Wood, and tell you to come home with
dinner.”

“Ha!” I grin. “Just like in our third year.”

Penny pokes my arm, and I slide away, along
the wall. “Talk to him,” she says. “He’s a mad
git, but he cares about you.”

Baz is one of the last students to leave for
break. He takes his time packing his leather
trunk. He’s got most of our notes in there....
He still hasn’t decided whether to talk to his
parents about all this, but he’s going to find out
what he can. “Someone has to know something
about Nicodemus.”

I’m lying on my bed, trying to think about
how nice it will be to have the room to
myself—and trying not to watch him. I clear
my throat. “Be careful, yeah? I mean, we don’t
know who this Nicodemus is, and if he’s
dangerous, we don’t want him to twig that
we’re looking for him.”

“I’ll talk only to people I trust,” Baz says.

“Yeah, but that’s it, isn’t it—we don’t know
who to trust.”

“Do you trust Penelope?”

“Yes.”

“Do you trust her mother?”

“I trust her not to be evil.”
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»Rekni Magovi, Ze tu na Vanoce budes,*
zméni Penny téma. ,,R4d tu s tebou zlistane.*

Tim mé rozesméje.

,Co je?* zepta se.

»Dokdze§ si to predstavit?“ ja na to.
»vanoce s Magem?

,Budete zpivat koledy,* zachichota se.

,Prskat prskavkama.

,.Sledovat kralovninu fec.*

A ptedstav sity darky, sméju se. ,,Nejspis
by mi zabalil kletbu, jen aby zjistil, jestli ji
dokézu zlomit.*

,Oslepil by t&, vysadil v Pekelném lese a
ekl by ti, at’ se vrati§ domi s veceri.*

,Hehe,* zakfenim se. ,,pfesn¢ jako v tercii.

Penny mé Z?d’'uchne do ramene a ja uhnu
podél zdi. ,,Promluv si s nim,* povida. ,,Je to
Silenej Smejd, ale na tobé mu zalezi.*

Baz odjizdi na prazdniny mezi poslednimi,
svij kozeny kufr bali straSné¢ pomalu. Ma
v ném skoro vSechny naSe poznamky... Jeste
se nerozhodl, jestli o tom vSem povi rodiciim,
ale zjisti toho co nejvic. ,,Nékdo musi o
Nikodémovi néco veédét.

Lezim na posteli a pokousim se ptedstavit si,
jak to bude fajn mit pokoj pro sebe, a taky se
pokousim na n¢j nekoukat. Odkaslu si. ,,Bud’
opatrnej, jo? Pfecejen nevime, kdo ten
Nikodémus je, a jestli je nebezpecnej, tak
nechcem, aby se domaknul, Ze ho hleddme.*

»Budu se bavit jen s lidmi, kterym vefim,*
odpovi Baz.

,J0, ale v tom to je, ne? Nevime, komu
vetit.*

,»VETis Penelope?*

,»Verim.

,» VEI1S jeji matce?*

,,VEFim, ze neni sviné.*



“Well, I trust my family. It doesn’t matter
whether you do.”

“I’m just telling you to be careful,” I say.

“Stop showing concern for my well-being,
Snow. It’s making me ill at ease.” He closes
the lid of his trunk and snaps the latches. Then
he looks at me, frowning, and decides
something. I’'m familiar with that look. I put
my hand over the hilt of my sword.

“Snow...,” he says.

“What.”

“I feel like I should tell you something. In the
interest of our truce.”

I look over at him, waiting.

“That day you saw Wellbelove and me in the
Wood...”

I close my eyes. “How can this possibly be
in the interest of our truce?”

He keeps going: “That day you saw me with
Wellbelove in the Wood—it’s not what you
think.”

I open my eyes. “You weren’t trying to pull
my girlfriend?”

“No.”

“Sod off,” I say. “You’ve been trying to get
between me and Agatha since the day she
chose me over you.”

“She never chose you over me.”

“Get over yourself, Baz.”

He looks pained; that’s a new one. “No,” he
goes on. “What I’m saying is—I’ve never been
an option for Wellbelove.”

I push my head back into my pillow. “I
shouldn’t have thought so, but apparently, I
was wrong. Look, you’ve got a clear shot at her
now. She’s done with me.”

“She interrupted me,” he says. “That day in
the Wood.”

I ignore him.

“She interrupted my dinner. She saw me. |
was asking her not to tell anyone.”

“And you had to hold her hands for that?”

“T only did that bit to piss you off. I knew you
were watching.”
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,»Vidis, ja zase véfim své rodin€. A nezalezi
na tom, jestli ji veris i ty.

,Jen tifikdm, abys byl opatrnej,* opacim ja.

,,Prestan se o0 mé tak starat, Snowe. Akorat
me¢ tim rozhodis.” Zavie viko kufru a
zacvakne prezky. Pak se na m¢ zamracené
diva a k nécemu se odhodlava. Tenhle pohled
znam, takze si pfipravim ruku na jilec mece.

LSnowe.. ., zacéne.

,,Co?

»Mam pocit, Ze bych ti mél néco fict.
V zajmu naseho piiméii.*

Podivam se na n¢j a ¢ekam.

,Jak jsi mé tenkrat vidél s Wellbelovovou
v lese...*

Zaviu oc€l. ,, Jak asi tohle miiZze byt v zajmu
naSeho piriméri?*

Baz pokracuje: ,,Jak jsi mé tenkrat vidél
s Wellbelovovou v lese, tak to nebylo, jak si
myslis.

Oteviu oci. ,,Takze ses nesnazil sbalit moji
holku?* "

»Ne.

»Sklapni,™ ja na to. ,,0d ty chvile, co mi
dala Agéata pred tebou piednost, ses mezi nas
snazil nacpat.*

,»Nikdy ti pfede mnou nedala ptednost.*

,,Prestan si tak fandit, Bazi.“

Tvari se zmucené, to je novinka. ,Ne,*
mluvi dal, ,,chci tim fict, Ze jsem pro ni nikdy
nebyl alternativou.*

Zabotim hlavu zpatky do polstare. ,,Nemél
jsem si to myslet, ale o¢ividné jsem se pletl.
Kazdopadné mas ted’ cestu volnou. Se mnou
uz skoncila.*

,»Ona mé vyrusila,* tika. ,,V tom lese.*

Nevnimam ho.

»Vyrusila me pti veceri. Vidéla mé. Prosil
jsem ji, aby to nikomu netikala.*
,»A kvili tomus ji musel drzet za ruce?*

»10 jsem udélal, jen abych té naStval.
Védel jsem, Ze se divas.«



“Well, it worked,” I say.

“You’re not listening.” He’s looking very
pained now. “I’'m not ever going to come
between you and Wellbelove. I was always just
trying to piss you off.”

“Are you saying you flirted with Agatha just
to hurt me?”

“Yes.”

“You never cared about her?”

“No.”

I grit my teeth. “And you think I want to hear
that?”

“Well, obviously. Now you can make up
with her and have the best Christmas ever.”

“You’re such an arse!” I say, jumping to my
feet and charging at him.

“Anathema!” he shouts, and I hear him, but I
almost plant my fist in his jaw anyway.

I stop just short. “Does she know?”

He shrugs.

“You’re such an arse.”

“It was just flirting,” Baz says. “It’s not like
I tried to feed her to a chimera.”

“Yeah, but she /likes you,” I say. “I think she
likes you better than me.”

He tilts his head and shrugs again. “Why
wouldn’t she?”

“Fuck you, Baz. Seriously.” I’'m standing so
close, I’'m practically spitting in his face. “She
carrying your  bloody
handkerchief, that whole time you were gone.
Since last year.”

“What handkerchief?”

I go to the drawer where the handkerchief is
shoved in with my wand and a few other

was around

things, then I wave it in his face. “This one.”

Baz pulls the fabric out of my hand, and I pull
it right back because I don’t want him to have
it. I don’t want him to have anything right now.
“Look,” he says. “I’ll stop. I'll leave
Wellbelove alone from now on. She doesn’t
matter to me.”
“That makes it worse!”
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,,HAm, zabralo to,” odpovim.
»Iy m¢ neposlouchds.“ Ted se tvaii
opravdu ,»Nikdy
Wellbelovovou nerozdélim. Vzdycky jsem se
té jen snazil nastvat.*

»Lvrdis, zes s Agatou flirtoval, jen abys mé
ranil?*

,,Ano.

,Nikdy ti na ni nezalezelo?*

»Ne.

Zatnu zuby. ,,A mysliS, Zze mé¢ to zajima?*

zmucene. vas S

,»No samoziejm¢. Ted’ to s ni mizes urovnat
a uzit si ty nejlepsi Vanoce.*

,Ty se$ takovej viall“ Reknu, vysko&im
z postele a chystam se na né;.

»Klatba!*“ kii¢i a ja ho slySim, ale 1 tak mu
malem dam pésti do Celisti.

Nahle se zarazim. ,,A ona to vi?*

Pokr¢i rameny.

,» 1y jsi takovej val.*

sJen jsem sni flirtoval,“ ohradi se.
»Nesnazil jsem se s ni nakrmit chiméru.*

,J0, ale ona t&€ ma rdda,” teknu ja.
»Myslim, Ze t€ ma radsSi nez mé.*

Baz pohodi hlavou a znovu pokr¢i rameny.
,»A co by nemé¢la?*

»Naser si, Bazi. Fakt, ze jo.“ Stojim tak
blizko, ze mu skoro prskdm do obliceje.
,Nosila s sebou vSude ten tvilij blbej kapesnik
celou dobu, cos byl pry¢. Uz od loniska.*

,Jaky kapesnik?*

Jdu k Supliku, kde madm ten kapesnik
hozeny spolu s hiilkou a par dalSimi vécmi, a
pak mu
,,Tenhle.*

Baz mi chce latku z ruky vytdhnout, ale ja
ucuknu, protoZe nechci, aby ho dostal zpét.
Momentalnég si pieju, aby nemél viibec nic.

»Poslys,“ povida, ,tak ja ptestanu. Odted’ ji
necham na pokoji. Vlibec mi na ni nezalezi.*

snim zamavam pied nosem.

"‘

,,T1m huf



“Then I won’t stop!” he says, like he’s the
one who should be angry. “Is that better? I’ll
damned well marry her, and we’ll have the
best-looking kids in the history of magic, and
we’ll name them all Simon just to get under
your skin.”

“Just go!” I shout. “Seriously. If I have to
look at you anymore, I won’t even care about
the Anathema. If I get kicked out of Watford,
at least I’ll finally be done with you!”
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»Pak tedy neprestanu!* DéEl4, jako by on
byl ten, kdo ma mit vztek. ,,Spokojen? Sakra,
klidn€ si ji vezmu za Zenu, budeme mit ty
nejkrasnéjsi déti v d¢jinach magie a vSechny
je pojmenujeme Simon, jen abychom t&
vytocili.*

»Zmiz uz!* kfi¢im. ,,A myslim to vazné.
Jestli se na tebe budu muset jesté chvili
koukat, ani klatba ti nepomtize. A jestli mé¢ za
to vykopnou ze Skoly, asponi uz t&€ budu mit z
krku!*



2. Theoretical part - Analysis of the translation

2.1. Cultural References

Despite its American origin, the title was written so as to appear as a British novel not
only in terms of grammar but also by virtue of featuring many specifically British references,
such as historical figures, local products, or pop-culture allusions. For this reason, it was not
always possible nor desirable to employ means of acculturation in such extent as suggested
for instance by Levy regarding the difference between faithful and loose translation (114).

An example of these items based on cultural background are neological swear words
that are connected to the Anglo-Saxon mythology. In the extracts, the characters appeal to
the great Arthurian wizards Merlin and Morgana, and so these interjections are left
unsubstituted in the translation. Only in the case of the neological interjection “Crowley”
(Rowell 259) it has been replaced by “Gandalf”, which would be probably better known to
Czech readers, despite the fact that, unlike the British occultist from the original, he is not a
real-life character. The author’s invention in this field should be also respected in other
instances, for example the English f-word is traditionally translated in a less vulgar way (e.g.
hergot, sakra, krucindl, Smarja, or ty vole), yet many of these possible substitutions have an
etymologic relation to Christianity (Knittlova 71), and consequently they are not suitable

regarding to the context.

Example:

Fuck Baz, he’ll do whatever he can to get to me.
Kaslu na Baze, udéla cokoli, aby mé dozral.

Analogically, some of'the spells are anchored in British cultural life and consequently
may seem more opaque for a foreign reader. For instance “Out, out, damned spot.” (Rowell
24) would be a familiar quotation from Macbeth, yet its Czech translation “Pust’, proklata
skvrno, pust.”, in spite of being a codified translation of the corresponding part of Lady
Macbeth’s monologue in Czech, is not likely to have the same effect on the reader, since
Shakespeare’s plays are not so familiar to the Czech audience as compared to the English
speaking one. Therefore in this and similar cases, the original and the translation will have a
different measure of the connotative meaning and familiarity, both of which are essential for

the magical power these spells have in the story. The aforementioned quote could be
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substituted by a commercial slogan “Vanish, skvrn a Spiny se zbavis.” well-known for
Czechs that would meet the requirement of British origin as well as the readers’ awareness,
yet it would interfere with the plot, because only in a latter part of the story it is discovered
that even commercials can be used as spells.

Another instance of cultural reference transformed into a spell proved to be a
stumbling block, it was the title of a song by Sir Elton John named “Candle in the Wind”
(Rowell 22), which itself carries a figurative meaning. The double entendre and its magical
effects is anecdotally analysed by the narrator in the following paragraph. This part could be
either left out, or replaced by a different title from the artist that would have double meaning
in the translation. The omission was considered unnecessary, and as a result a seemingly
unrelated title “I Still Stand” was used. In the original version, the anecdote is inexplicitly
sexual, since it draws from the idiomatic meaning that describes something frail yet firm,
contrasted with the literal notion of the candle as a source of fire being blown by wind. The
final solution also refers to firmness, yet it might be considered more explicit, as it uses a
Czech idiomatic expression that is more bound to the slang related to sexuality than the
original phrase. The wordplay is correspondingly based on the contrast between the
figurative and literal meaning, in this case the verbatim sense was shifted from fire to
petrification. The fact that “I Still Stand” is not a metaphorical title in English can be
disregarded, as the magical rules of this particular fictional world allow the usage of foreign
spells as well. Still being mindful of the requirement of Britishness, a lullaby quoted in the
second extract is left in the original as there is no codified Czech translation, moreover it
was considered that the target group of young adult readers might be familiar with this song
having heard it from TV programmes or singing toys. Nevertheless an explanatory sentence

has been added, so as to avoid misunderstanding.

Example:

I speak clearly: “Twinkle, twinkle little star!”
By the time I get to the end of the next phrase, the room around us is gone, and the stars feel

close enough to touch.

Zacénu recitovat ukolébavku o hvézdicce: ,, Twinkle, twinkle little star!“
Jak se dostavam na konec druhého verse, pokoj kolem nds zmizi a hvézdy se zdaji byt na

dosah.
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2.2. Morphological Field

2.2.1. Verbs and deverbal adjectives

Since English belongs to the group of isolating languages, while Czech is a synthetic
language, there is a great number of differences on morphological level. For instance, in
Czech there is a large scale of prefixes and suffixes that can express meanings for which
English needs at least two words, this concerns mainly the distinction between perfective
and imperfective verbs and deverbal adjectives. In these cases adhering to the original

pattern would sound highly unnatural.

Example:

Snow’s mouth is hanging slightly open.
Pusu ma trochu pootevienou.

Furthermore, the contrast in the formation of verbs foreshadows the problem of
translating tenses. Czech has gradually lost some of the complex types such as past perfect,
hence analogical usage would be considered archaic. Therefore in these cases it is adequate

to express the sequence of tenses with adjuncts of time.

Example:

We’d just escaped the Humdrum, fled back to Watford, and burst into the White Chapel
in the middle of the end-of-year ceremony—poor Elspeth was accepting an award for eight

years of perfect attendance.

To jsme zrovna unikli Umoru, prchli zpatky do Watfordu a viitili se do Bilé kaple, kde v
tu chvili probihal vyfazovaci ceremonial, chudék Elspeth pravé prebiral ocenéni za osm let

svédomité dochazky.

Another phenomenon concerning the morphology of verbs is the difference in the
frequency of the use of passive forms. In English the passive voice is one of the devices used
regularly, whereas the occurrence of analytic passive in Czech is relatively rare, active voice
or reflexive deagentive forms being favoured by modern native speakers. Hence in most
cases these two kinds of devices have been employed to substitute with the English analytic

passive.
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Example:

Active voice shift:

My mind wandered off, thinking about where the Mage really lived and whether I’d ever be

invited there.

Zabyval jsem se ivahami, kde Mag vlastné bydli a jestli mé nékdy k sobé pozve.
Employment of reflexive deagentive form:

(...) but our papers and dinner things are still scattered on the table and the floor.
(...) ale dokumenty a véci od vecete se porad vali po stole i po podlaze.

2.2.2. Appellatives

The main morphological dissimilarity between English and Czech concerning
appellatives is that the English ones require a determiner (i.e. an article or a pronoun) unless
when being expressed by a zero article (Duskova 59), yet in Czech there in no general need
for determination and when a counterpart of an English determiner is used it is often viewed
as marked. Hence in majority of cases these elements have had to be omitted, but there are
sentences where the relations must be pronounced. If so, one of the options has been to
transform the determiner into another sentence element (such as object in the second

example below).
Example:

I go to the drawer where the handkerchief is shoved in with my wand and a few other things,

then I wave it in his face.

Jdu k Supliku, kde mam ten kapesnik hozeny spolu s hiilkou a par dal§imi vécmi, a pak mu

s nim zaméavam pied obli¢ejem.

Also as English nouns have lost the ability to express cases, there can be at times
ambiguity in meaning, which has to be eliminated in a translation where the use of one
case is unavoidable. A case in point is the following sequence that borders on a syntactic
issue: “It’s a spectacle in there. Blood all over the airbag. And the body. And me.” Here

the last two verbless clauses are the source of uncertainty, because they can be either seen
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as parts of a multiple adjunct of space or as parts of a multiple notional subject of an
inexplicit sentence that would be “There is blood (...) and the body and me.” The first

assumption has been chosen for the Czech translation.

Example:

It’s a spectacle in there. Blood all over the airbag. And the body. And me.

Tady to teda vypada. VSude sama krev, na airbagu, na mrtvole, i na m¢.

Other morphological aspects, such as gender inflection or morphological variations
according to register, are to be discussed respectively along with the issue of the translation

of proper names in the chapter regarding lexical field and within the chapter on stylistics.

2.3. Lexical Field

2.3.1. Neological units

As a result of the magical substance of her fictional world the author has invented
several expressions, some of which serve as a replacement for conventional interjections that
are often related to Christianity, hence “Thank magic” that is used instead of “Thank God”
has been analogically translated as “Zaplatkouzla”.

Another example of the influence of the fictional reality based on culturally
developed spells is for instance the neological prepositional phrase “to rhyme at somebody”
meaning to cast rhymes as spells, which has been converted to “sesilat rymy”, since unlike
in English prepositional phases are not so common in Czech.

There are also some unoriginal naming units that are connected to supernatural
entities, whose Czech equivalent has not yet been established and codified. That is the case
of'a creature called merewolf that has been coined in the English speaking fantasy subculture
as a blend of a mermaid and a werewolf. In the translation a neologism “rybodlak™ has been
used, which is a calque, first used in a fairy-tale “Kdyby byly ryby” from the Czech

Television production introduced in 2014.
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2.3.2. Wordplay

The symbolical content of the language of the narrative is accompanied by various
puns, some of which could not be transferred into the translation, such as the expression that
“They [goblins] were gobbling up drunk people...”, yet other instances of wordplay have
been adequately substituted. In the following example the humorous effect is caused by the
apparent similarity between a name and the origin of its bearer. As a result a name of one of

the side characters has been alternated so as to keep the pun.

Example:

“I know it’s distasteful, but imagine—you’re a pixie, and you have a daughter, and you name

her Trixie. Trixie the pixie.”

,Vim, Ze je to nechutné, ale jen si to predstav. Jsi vila a mas dceru a pojmenujes ji Viola.

Vila Viola.*

The aforementioned pun is immediately being explained by another speaker, and
consequently there are more examples to be found based on the same principle, all solved
analogically to the first one by a substitution on the lexical level respecting the idea of the
original.

Another instance of a play with words of a different nature can be seen in the first
extract, its comicality lies in the confrontation of both meanings of an English double
entendre “belt up”, whose literal meaning is to fasten a seatbelt, whereas idiomatically it is
used as an impolite command telling the addressee to be silent. Unfortunately, there is no
direct equivalent with similar double meaning to be found in Czech, hence the approximation
to the joke has been made by using a couple “zapnout-vypnout”, which verbs are used as
opposites in the sense like fo turn on/ off the light, yet only the first one can appear in a
collocation meaning to fasten a seatbelt. However, as the two parts of the pun lie relatively
far from each other and since the Czech version is not so straightforward, the humorous

elements have been put into one sentence.
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Example:

“Belt up,” the driver snaps.
I do, taking a look around. (...)
The taxi driver goes back to singing, louder now— “never knowing who to turn to”—Ilike

he’s really getting into the song. I think about telling him to belt up.

LZapnout pas, vystékne fidic.
To taky ud€lam a rozhlidnu se kolem sebe. (...)
Taxikar se zase vratil ke zpévu, tentokrat se do toho vic optel, jako by se do ty pisnicky

vazné dostaval. Ja se teda zapnul, ale on by to kviili mné asi nevypnul.

2.3.3. Proper names

Following the advice regarding the translation of proper names given by Levy (116),
which suggests that proper names should be translated only if they contribute to the overall
meaning of the narrative, it might seem appropriate to find suitable Czech equivalents for
the inclement villain whose surname is Grim-Pitch or for the family of the charitable doctor
Wellbelove. However it has been considered unnecessary as in this case the artistic effect is
not dependent on the playfulness, unlike for instance in Terry Pratchett’s Discworld series,
where the symbolism of names is widely employed mainly for comical purpose and
sometimes as means of foreshadowing. Moreover, the occurrence of Czech surnames in the
English environment, like Sery or Dobrota that might correspond to the aforementioned
ones, would undermine the effort to preserve the atmosphere of Britishness in the translation.
Therefore only in the most requisite instances proper names were translated. That is the case
of the antagonistic entity called Humdrum. The coinage of its onomatopoeic name is

explained this way:

Most magicians can’t take it. They’re so used to magic, to feeling magic,
that they go spare without it. That’s how the monster got its name. One of the first
magicians to encounter the holes said they were like an “insidious humdrum, a

mundanity that creeps into your very soul.” (Rowell 93)

Therefore the ideal Czech equivalent would have to have the connotation of

furtiveness, cunning or monotony, but it should be an abstract noun not indicating whether

43



it denotes a person or a phenomenon. The option chosen for the translation is “Umor”, which
bears the quality of being extremely unpleasant and repetitive, moreover the inherent
declension of the word has been preserved, so as to remain close to the abstract character of
the original version.

The names left in the original had to be modified adhering to the Czech orthographic
norm. Hence feminine surnames underwent the gender inflection (IJP Piechylovani), which
represents one of the most noticeable features of the Czech tradition. One instance of the
gender inflection in particular resulted in a rather tongue-breaking form, and even though
Czech readers should be used to complex surnames typical for their Eastern European

neighbours, it was pronominalized if possible.

Example:

Full translation:

“That day you saw Wellbelove and me in the Wood...”

»Jak jsi me tenkrat vidél s Wellbelovovou v lese...*

Pronominalization:

“No,” he goes on. “What I’'m saying is—I’ve never been an option for Wellbelove.”

,»Ne,“ mluvi dal, ,,chci tim fict, ze jsem pro ni nikdy nebyl alternativou.

2.3.4. Geographic names and names of institutions

In the selected chapters this type of naming units concerns mainly the magical school
along with its properties. The name of the school — Watford — has been preserved, but as its
frequent repetition and the use of its possessive form might be unnecessarily distracting for

a Czech reader, it has been substituted by an appellative or a pronoun as often as possible.

Example:

Security at the Watford gate and along the outer wall has got stiffer every year.

Zabezpeceni vstupni brany a vn&jsi zdi se rok od roku zpftisiuje.
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The author uses a term “Coven” for the supreme magical institution, yet since there
is no suitable one word expression denoting a witch gathering in Czech, a phrase
“Carodéjnicky sném” has been chosen, as the word “sném” does not evoke the flying
movement unlike the more established “slet”. Again, to simplify the reading as in the case
mentioned above this paragraph, once introduced in the full form, has undergone a reduction
to a one word form “sném” and in most cases of its occurrence it has been pronominalized.

One of the halls of residence mentioned in the story is called “Mummers House”.
This term has been translated as “Pierotska kolej”, since the form resembles traditional

Czech Jesuit colleges and the meaning of the attribute relatively overlaps the original.

2.3.5. Generalisation and specification

When translating prose, it is necessary to remember that Czech verbs display wider
range of meaning compared to the English language, i.e. they are multifaceted (Knittlova
40). In addition the overall occurrence of copular verbs such as to be, to have, to get or to
make is more frequent in English (Duskova 207), the same is true for phrasal verbs, and for
that reason a translator should not lapse into vague translations, as it sounds more natural in

Czech to favour explicit verbs over the general ones.

Example:

I get in the back of the taxi and sling my bag down on the seat next to me.
Sednu si na zadni sedacku a batoh Soupnu vedle sebe.

On the other hand, in certain cases especially regarding nominal phrases it is more
advisable to employ a general term in place of a specific expression (Knittlova 93) such as
“jeden z novinovych sbornikli” instead of “a bound copy of The Record” (Rowell 270),
since this particular specification is irrelevant for the context and might only confuse the

reader.
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2.4. Syntax

The author’s intentions regarding the length and the overall structure of sentences
has been taken into consideration to a great extent. For example, the syntactic arrangement
of the first extract with a significant number of simple sentences suggests briskness, and
even tension connected to the annihilation of the taxi driver and the consequent accident.
This evocative tendency has been preserved in spite of Czech tradition that in general favours
more complex sentences.

However there are some of the syntactic features typical of Czech, it being a synthetic
language unlike English. One of these traits is the elision of subject that is useful when trying
to avoid unnecessary repetition. The reason why it is possible to leave the subject
unexpressed on the surface structure is that the subject-verb concord may be indicated by
the number and person of the verb along with the cases of the nouns present in the sentence.
In the example below the original sentence has been rephrased so as to enable the elision of

the proper name, which is used rather frequently throughout the novel.

Example:

Snow’s mouth is hanging slightly open.
Pusu ma trochu pootevienou. (here Snow has been transformed into an elided subject)

Another significant difference between Czech and English syntax consists in the
tendency of the latter to employ condensation (i.e. nominal structures, such as gerund or
infinitive phrases) as secondary predication (DuSkova 542). In these cases Czech favours the
representation of the predication by finite verb usually in a form of respective subordinate
clause, since for example the present participle is like the complex past tenses, discussed in

the chapter on morphology, considered archaic.

Example:

(...) Penelope and Baz are comparing their Top 10 favourite spells of the 1800s or debating
the magickal worth of Hamlet versus Macbeth.

(...) Penelope a Baz porovnavaji svych 10 nejoblibenéjsich kouzel z devatenactého stoleti a

hadaji se, jestli ma vétsi kouzelnicky potencial Hamlet, nebo Macbeth.
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OR
Penny thinks it might be like telepathy, skipping the words to get straight to the goal.

Penny si mysli, Ze by to mohlo byt jako telepatie, pireskakuju slova, abych se rovnou dostal

k cili.

In the first example, the gerund phrase has been changed into a content clause
performing the function of object. In the second example there are even two instances of
condensation in one short sentence. The translation has made the gerund phase into a main
clause and the infinitive clause into a dependent clause namely an adverbial clause of
purpose. At some points of the narration there can be detected latent values, that is only
potential meanings or grammatical categories that cannot be expressed in the language of
the original, but whose expression is feasible in the target language (Levy 71), these values
are usually of lexicosemantic or morphological nature, yet there are instances as the
following one concerning functional sentence perspective. With Czech not being bound by
word order to such degree as English, it is possible to distinguish within the members of the
informational hierarchy more precisely, placing the rhematic element at the very end of the
sentence. In case of this novel the distinction concerning the prominence of individual
sentence elements has been at times made easier by the author’s tendency to highlight the

words that she finds important using different graphics such as italics.
Example:
I want to pull it away, but I don’t want to look scared—and also I don’t want to pull it away.

Chci se mu vytrhnout, ale nechci, aby to vypadalo, jako Ze se bojim, no a taky se mu

vytrhnout nechci.

2.5. Stylistics

2.5.1. Language and register

Unlike English, Czech language gives more options for subtler social stratification
through direct speech thanks to its various layers that combine different morphological and
lexical devices, since there is for example a transitional sphere between the formal and

informal language. This scale of devices can be seen as another instance of latent values,
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hence there is a space for the translator given by these potential values, that cannot be
expressed in the original (Levy 71), in the case of Carry On, a novel focused on the use of
language, it is a significant issue, because the characters have different social status, that
should be displayed in their utterances as it is hinted by the language of the original and by
other direct and indirect characteristics. Of course that it is not an exaggerated vulgarization
on one part or an extreme intellectualization on the other that is desired, only a balanced
outcome reflecting real-life communication would sound natural. The main reason why there
should be a distinction between characters is that the narration is based on the shift of the
first person perspective from one character to another. And so the tendencies of their
expression are noticeable not only in the dialogues, but also in the narration itself.

All the extracts except for the third one present a chapter written from the point of
view of the protagonist Simon, who is described as a person from poor social background,
who struggles with his linguistically oriented studies. In the original he uses slangisms and
a certain amount of obscenities. That is why Simon’s parts are translated rather
naturalistically, within the possibilities afforded by Czech grammar, so as to approximate
the everyday communication, where grammatically correct structures alternate with vaguer
or more economical constructions. This casualness is detectable mainly in the lexical field
of the original, yet for the overall effect it has been necessary to affect the morphological

field as well.

Example:

If he were here already, I’d hardly smell anything over his posh soap....
Kdyby tu uz byl, necejtil bych nic nez jeho snobsky mejdlo...

Baz on the other hand is a distinguished member of high society, and so his
utterances are translated as if spoken in formal Czech with only a small number of departures
following the original, mostly for emphatic or emotional purposes. At the same time, it is his
vocabulary containing words of Romanic and Latin origin that illustrates the social and
intellectual gap between him and Simon. Nevertheless, the use of such foreignisms in Czech
would appear overly literary, and so it has been considered more appropriate to substitute

these with neutral or relatively expert Czech lexemes.
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Example:

“Yeah.” Simon nods. “Do you have any of it left? Like, did it stay with you? My magic?”
“Residually?” I ask.

,,J0, ptitakd Simon. ,,Mas v sob¢ jesté néco? Jako jestli to v tob¢ ziistalo. Ta moje magie.*
,»Zbytkové?* zeptam se.

The aforementioned stylistic distinction between different narrators applies to verba
dicendi as well. As pointed out by Knittlova (55), Czech lexicon features greater number of
verbs connected to the reproduction of direct speech, since they contain additional semantic
features describing for example the manner or modality of the message. Varying these verbs
throughout the narrative might help avoid repetitiveness, yet in this case of differentiated
narration the synonyms for the verbs fo tell and fo say have to be selected with regard to the
general communicative tendency of each character in the role of a narrator, for example so
as not to create discrepancy within the casual expression of the main protagonist Simon.

Slangisms featured in the novel are not a part of a communication system of a remote
social group that would be difficult to find in Czech environment, since these are words used
mainly by young speakers, and as such hovering between substandard and informal
language, and for these reasons can be translated without seeming misrepresented or

hyperbolized (Knittlova 105).

Example:

You don’t want to know why your girlfriend was snogging your sworn enemy?

Nechces védet, pro¢ se tvoje holka cucala s tvym zapiisahlym neptitelem?

2.5.2. Graphic arrangement

The original employs various means of graphic distinction within the text such as
words in italics, bold or both combined, most of these means were considered relevant to the
author’s personal expression and so the arrangement of the translation adheres to the
convention of the original. Only the author’s tendency of using an ellipsis in form of three
dots followed by a full stop at the end of a sentence was replaced by a three dot ellipsis
according to the Czech orthographic norm (IJP Tti tecky).
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Also the words used in original that has already settled in Czech lexicon have been
modified so as to respect the Czech spelling. Hence there is “sendvic” in place of sandwich,

“Katakomby” instead of “Catacombs”, or “Nikodém” not Nicodemus.
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Conclusion

The translation and its analysis have proven that there are vast possibilities while
translating from English to Czech, mainly thanks to the analytic nature of the first and the
synthetic nature of the latter, as in many cases there is a potential category which cannot be
expressed in the original, yet its employment may significantly enrich the translation. This
applies for example to those instances when morphologically variable Czech draws from the
hints given by the lexical items used in the original that define the utterances as belonging
either to the formal language or to the spoken or even informal variety. The principle of
potentiality covers not only the morphological options, but also the syntactic aspect (i.e.
word order and functional sentence perspective). This omnipresent choice gives the
translator relative freedom, yet it is also at times source of ambiguous sentences, which need
to be reformulated according to the translator’s intuition when there is no support from the
context.

Another outcome of the thesis concerns wordplay and allusions, on first sight it might
have seem so that there are many references and puns that are untranslatable as they are
strongly connected to the cultural tradition of the target readers or to the language used.
However it has been more often than not possible to find a satisfactory substitution that
would meet most of the semantic criteria of the original, despite the fact that the quest for
Czech alternatives has been hindered by the demand on Britishness established by the author
throughout the original. For example with humour based on cultural background when the
original referent might not be recognized by Czech readers or in cases where it is a
combination of cultural reference and English wordplay, the issue has been solved by
substituting the referent with a similar one that would be more known or logical respectively

for Czech readers.
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