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Translator’s Introduction!

More than any other writer, Karel Capek (1890-1938) must be credited with bringing Czech
literature onto the world stage. His novel The War with the Newts is unique in its blend of
science fiction, satire, philosophy and humour. His other novels, Meteor, Hordubal, An
Ordinary Life, Krakatit, The Absolute at Large and his early play R.U.R. cemented his place in
world literature of the twentieth century. Most of his major works have long been known in
translation into English and other world languages. However, his numerous short stories have
attracted less attention outside his home country.

The three stories translated here are taken from the collection Tales from One Pocket
(1929), which was soon followed by Tales from the Other Pocket. All three take the familiar
trope of the detective story and lend it a twist of a kind characteristic of Capek. In “A Record”,
Sergeant Hejda’s investigation is driven less by the usual imperative — apprehending the
perpetrator — than by his excitement at the prospect of seizing the world shot-putting record
from the USA. In “Attempted Murder” the onus in narrowing the field of suspects falls squarely
upon the victim, who must interrogate his conscience and his memory to identify a possible
motive. In “The Poet” a trainee detective unexpectedly finds his enquiries aided by poetry and
the paranormal. These stories amply illustrate Capek’s gift for economical characterization
through dialogue, humorous narrative and interior monologue. “Attempted Murder” ventures
into matters of psychology and the subconscious, with an unfailing light touch.

In preparing these versions, the translator has sought above all to make Capek’s skilled
characterization and humour work in English. It is well known that many forms of humour
prove resistant to translation (See e.g. Maher; Baranczak 197), and may require that the
translator depart some distance from the original wording to achieve an approximately
equivalent effect. Since these stories rely heavily on either dialogue or interior monologue,
there are also commonalities with translation for the stage. The product needs to be not only
fluently readable, but also, in Fabienne Hormanseder’s term, sprechbar (Hormanseder 97-99),
avoiding what Ronald Hingley termed “unthinking ‘translationese’ [...], a distinctive,
somehow doughy style of its own” (Chekhov III, x; Windle 158), a form of prose emphatically
deplored by the Russian writer and translator Kornei Chukovsky (Windle and Pym 14-15;
Levy 1963, 94).

In the dialogue, in particular, it is important to reproduce the colloquial register of the
original and carry over the speakers’ tone of voice. “A Record” relies for its effect largely on
the demotic Czech spoken by the protagonists. That story and “The Poet” are almost entirely
in dialogue form, and “Attempted Murder” centres on the hero’s unspoken thoughts and
remembered conversations. The distinctive voices need to be reflected in the translation, along
with the narrator’s gentle irony.

In his classic theoretical work on literary translation, the Czech scholar Jifi Levy set out
to construct what he termed an “illusionist” theory of translation (Levy 1969, 31-32; Levyi
1974, 48), a functional approach in which the “illusion” is maintained that the product is an
original. Close adherence to the vocabulary and syntactic structures of the original will often

1 The author wishes to thank Dr Marian Simpson and the journal’s anonymous reviewers for their perceptive
comments on an earlier draft of the translation.
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have the opposite effect.? The “illusionist” principle, clearly enunciated in different terms by
Chukovsky (passim, all editions), underpins the present translation.

Levy, who examined many versions of Capek in other languages, wrote of the lexical
impoverishment which is likely to occur in translation: “Emotionally coloured lexical resources
sometimes lose their stylistic value and are rendered by neutral and therefore colourless
vocabulary” (Levy 1963, 94). This he demonstrated by a controlled experiment in back-
translation, using works by Capek, from German, English, French and Russian, involving
groups of Czech translators, concluding, “Specific and clear wording is what is lost above all
in translations of writers who strive to capture the finer nuances of reality — writers like Capek.”
(Levyi 1974, 154-157). Here Levy echoes Chukovsky’s observations concerning the insipid
and anaemic pallor found in many translations, where the original is colourful and expressive,
owing to the limitations of the translator’s vocabulary, resulting in what Chukovsky termed
gladkopis” (in Lauren Leighton’s translation: “blandscript”) (Chukovskii 1968, 96ff,;
Chukovsky 1984, 81ff; Windle and Pym 14-15).

The above strictures come unbidden to the translator’s mind at moments in “Attempted
Murder” when we witness Councillor Tomsa’s mounting unease as his conscience prompts
unwelcome memories. Varying degrees of shame, melancholy and embarrassment are captured
in a precisely chosen series of adverbs and idiomatic expressions, not all of which can be easily
rendered in English: stisnéné, sklicené, zarmoucené, zarazene, pln nevolnosti, rozpacity, stalo
tize ne dusi, zalévalo tryznivé horko, nespokojené, trapne, tesklive, bezradné. While English
has approximate equivalents for many of these, the finer gradations are not always amenable
to exact translation, and care is needed in the selection if Tomsa’s state of mind — central to the
story — is to be conveyed adequately.

“A Record” presents lexical difficulties of a different order, but no less challenging: a
range of insulting epithets is exchanged by FrantiSek Pudil and Vaclav Lysicky, while Sergeant
Hejda and the magistrate address others to the alleged stone-thrower. They include trouba,
lump, mamlas, mizerny prasivka, viil, osel, huncut, kujon, trulant, holomek, podvodnik and
zatraceny Svindler. The flavour of the original terms is difficult to equal in English, and at least
one of them, Auncut (from German Hundsfott) may not be familiar to all twenty-first-century
readers of the original.

The translations below attempt to follow the prescriptions of Levy, Chukovsky, Hingley
and Hormanseder in providing, in A. F. Tytler’s terms, a “complete transcript” of Capek’s
stories in natural English prose (Tytler 16). It is hoped that the versions will, in the words of
the writer and translator Alexei Konstantinovich Tolstoi, “touch the same nerves as the
original” (Tolstoi IV, 214).
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Rekord
Karel Capek

,Pane okresni,* hlasil ¢etnik Hejda
okresnimu soudci Tuckovi, ,,tak tu mam
jedno té€zké ubliZeni na téle. Himl, to je
horko!*

,Jen si, Clovéce, udelejte
pohodli,* radil mu pan sudi.

Pan Hejda postavil pusku do kouta,
hodil pfilbu na zem, odepjal femen a
rozepjal si kabat. ,,Uf,“ fekl. ,,Zatraceny
holomek! Pane soudce, takovy ptipad jsem
jesté nemél. Tak se podivejte.” Po téch
slovech zvedl néco tézkého, zavazaného v
modrém kapesniku, co prve nechal lezet u
dvefti, rozvazal uzliky a vybalil kdmen
veliky jako lidska hlava. ,,Jen se na to
podivejte, opakoval diitklive.

,,Co ma na tom byt? ptal se pan
soudce rypaje do toho kamene tuzkou. ,,To
je buliznik, ne?*

,Je, a potadny kus,“ potvrzoval pan
Hejda. ,,Tak hlasim, pane soudce: Lysicky
Véclav, cihlarsky délnik, devatenact let,
bytem v cihelng, mate to? Prastil nebo
uhodil pfilozenym kamenem, véha pét
kilogramil devét set Ctyficet devet gramil,
Pudila Frantiska, statkaie, Dolni Ujezd &islo
14, mate to?, do levého ramene, ¢imz tyz
utrpél zlomeni kloubu, frakturu ramenni a
kli¢ni kosti, krvacejici ranu v ramennim
svalu, pfetrZeni Slachy a svalového pouzdra,
mate to?*

,Mam,* fekl pan soudce. ,,A co ma
na tom byt tak zvlaStniho?*

,», 1o budete mrkat, pane
soudce, prohlasil pan Hejda darazné. ,,Ja
vam to povim po potfadku. Teda jsou tomu
tii dny, co si pro mne poslal ten Pudil. Vy
ho znate, pane okresni.*

,»Znam,* pravil soudce. ,,M¢li jsme
ho tu jednou skrz lichvu a jednou — hm —*

<

A Record
Karel Capek

Translated by Kevin Windle

“Your Honour,” said Police Sergeant Hejda
to District Magistrate Tucek. “Here we have
a case of grievous bodily harm. Gosh, how
hot it is!”

“Just make yourself comfortable,
Sergeant,” said the magistrate.

Sergeant Hejda stood his rifle in a
corner, tossed his helmet on the floor,
loosened his belt and unbuttoned his tunic.
“Oof,” he said. “That damned lout! I’ve
never had a case like it, Your Honour. Take
a look at this.” With that he picked up a
heavy object wrapped in a large blue
handkerchief, which he had left by the door,
undid the corners and tipped out a stone the
size of a human head. “Just take a look at
that,” he said with emphasis.

“What about it?”” enquired the
magistrate, prodding the stone with his
pencil. “It’s a cobblestone, isn’t it?”

“Yes, and a big one, at that,” said
Hejda. “I beg to report, Your Honour:
Viéclav Lysicky, a brickyard worker, aged
nineteen, residing at the brickworks ... Got
that? ... threw the stone in question,
weighing 5 kilograms, 949 grams at
FrantiSek Pudil, farmer, of 14 Dolni
Ujezd ... Got that? ... hitting him on the left
shoulder, causing a fracture of the shoulder
and clavicle, with haemorrhaging, and
tearing some muscles, tendons and sheath
tissue. Got that?”

“Yes,” replied His Honour. “What’s
so special about it?”

“This’ll make you sit up, Your
Honour,” said Hejda firmly. “Let me tell
you the story from the beginning. Well,
three days ago this Pudil sent for me. Do
you know him, Your Honour?’

“Yes, he’s been up before the bench
once for usury and once for ...”
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,» 10 bylo za pfi¢inou ferbla. Teda ten
Pudil to je. Vite, on ma tfeSnovy sad az k
fece; ona se tam Sdzava krouti, a proto je
tam $ir$i nez jinde. Teda ten Pudil si pro
mne rano poslal, ze se mu néco stalo. Ja ho
najdu v posteli, jak heka a nadava. Tak pry
Sel v€era vecer na sad podivat se, na vajksle,
a tam vam nachytal na stromé né¢jakého
kluka, jak si cpal do kapes tiesné. Vite, on
je ten Pudil trochu rabidt; tak on si odepjal
femen, stahl kluka za nohu ze stromu a feze
do n¢ho femenem. A vtom na néj nékdo z
druhého brehu vola: Pudile, nechte toho
kluka! On ten Pudil trochu Spatné vidi, ja
myslim, Ze to je od toho piti; zmerc¢il jenom,
ze na druhém biehu nékdo stoji a kouké na
néj. Proto jen pro jistotu fekl: Co ti je po
tom, lumpe, a fezal do kluka tim vic. Pudile,
zatval ten ¢loveék na druhém biehu, pustte
toho kluka, jo? Pudil si myslel, co ty mné
muzes udélat, a proto jen kiicel: Vlez mné
n¢kam, ty troubo! Jen to fek, a uz lezel na
zemi se strasnou bolesti v levém rameni; a
ten ¢lovek na druhém biehu povidal: J4 ti
dam, ty mamlase statecka! Poslouchejte, oni
toho Pudila museli odnést, ani vstat nemohl;
a vedle n&ho lezel tenhle kamen. Jesté v
noci jeli pro doktora; doktor chtél Pudila
odvézt do Spitalu, protoze ma vSechny kosti
na madéru; pry mu ta levacka zlstane
chroma. Jenze ten Pudil ted’ o Znich do
Spitalu nechce. Teda rano si pro mne poslal,
ze toho prasivku mizerného, toho vola, co
mu to udélal, musim aretyrovat. No dobra.

“For illicit gaming. That’s the man. He
owns a cherry orchard by the river, right on
the bend, where it’s wider. So this Pudil
sends for me this morning and says
something’s happened. He’s laid up in bed,
groaning and cursing. Says he went into the
orchard in the evening to check on his fruit,
and there he sees this boy up a tree stuffing
cherries into his pockets. Now our Pudil has
a bit of a short fuse, so he undoes his belt,
pulls the boy down by the leg and lays into
him with his belt. And then somebody calls
out from the opposite bank: ‘Leave that boy
alone, Pudil!” Well, our Pudil’s a bit short-
sighted — probably because he drinks too
much. All he can see is somebody standing
on the river bank looking at him. So he just
says, ‘Mind your own business, you
bugger!’ and wallops the lad all the harder.
‘Pudil,” shouts the voice from the other side,
‘Leave him alone, will you?’ Pudil thinks to
himself, ‘What can he do to me?’ and shouts
back, ‘Go to blazes, you bonehead!” He’d
no sooner said that than he’s lying on the
ground with a terrible pain in his left
shoulder. And from the other bank he hears:
‘Take that, you clodhopping louse!” And
Pudil can’t even get up; they had to carry
him away. And there’s this stone lying
beside him. That night they sent for a
doctor; he wanted to send him to hospital
because of all those shattered bones, and his
left arm’ll be permanently damaged. But our
Pudil won’t go because it’s cherry-picking
time. He sends for me in the morning and
asks me to catch the miserable wretch who
done it. Right.
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Poslouchejte, kdyz mné ukazali ten
kamen, zustal jsem koukat; on je to buliznik
s n¢jakym kyzem, takze je t€Z8i, nez
vypada. Potézkejte; ja jsem jej na omak
odhadl na Sest kilo — schdzi jenom
jednapadesat gramt. Panecku, s takovym
kamenem se musi umét hazet. Pak jsem se
Sel podivat na ten sad a na feku. Co byla
zvalena trava, tam se svalil ten Pudil; z toho
mista byly jesté¢ dva metry k vod¢; a feka,
pane, feka tam je na prvni pohled dobrych
¢trnact metrt Sirokd, protoze se tam krouti.
Pane soudce, ja jsem zacal kiiCet a skakat a
povidam, pfineste mn¢ honem osmnact
metril Spagatu! Potom jsem zarazil kolik na
to misto, kde se svalil ten Pudil, ptivazal
jsem k nému ten provazek, svléknu se a
plavu s druhym koncem provazku v hubé na
druhy bieh. A co byste fek, pane okresni :
ten Spagat stacil akorat k druhému biehu; a
to jeste pak prijde kus hraze a teprve nahoie
je cesticka. Ja jsem to tfikrat preméfil: od
toho koliku na tu cesticku, to je navlas
devatenact metrti a dvacet sedm
centimetrt.*

,Clovége Hejdo,* fekl soudce,
,,tohle snad neni mozné; devatenact metra,
to je n&jaka dalka; poslouchejte, nestal on
ten ¢lovek ve vode, jako uprostied feky?*

,», Lo m¢ taky napadlo!* pravil pan
Hejda. ,,Pane okresni, od jednoho biehu k
druhému je hloubka, pfes dva metry,
protoze tam je takovy zakrut. A po tom
kameni byl jesté dolik v hrazi; vite, ten
druhy bfeh tak trochu vydlazdili, aby ho tam
nebrala voda. Ten ¢lovek vytrhnul ten
kamen z hraze a mohl jej hodit jenom z
cestiCky, protoze ve vod¢ by nestacil a na
hrézi by sklouzl. To tedy znamen4, Ze hodil
devatenact celych dvacet sedm setin metru.
Vite, co to je?*

“But when they showed me that
stone, I couldn’t believe my eyes. A
cobblestone with some kind of mineral in it,
so it’s heavier than it looks. Feel the weight
of it; my guess was six kilos and I was only
fifty-one grams out. To throw a stone that
heavy you have to know what you’re doing.
Then I went to take a look at the orchard
and the river. Where Pudil fell the grass was
all crushed down, and that was two metres
from the water, and the Sazava at that bend
looks to be a good fourteen metres wide. I
was so astonished, Your Honour, I yelled
out for an eighteen-metre rope, right away.
Then I drove in a stake at the spot where
Pudil fell down, tied the rope to it, stripped
off and swam across the river with the other
end in my teeth. And what do you know,
Your Honour: the rope was just long
enough. And then you need to add on a bit
for the embankment before you get to the
pathway. I measured it three times: from the
stake to the path is exactly nineteen metres
and twenty-seven centimetres.”

“My dear Hejda, that’s hardly
possible,” protested the magistrate.
“Nineteen metres — that’s quite a distance!
Could that man have been standing in the
water, in the middle of the river?”

“I thought of that too,” said Hejda.
“The water’s over two metres deep, Your
Honour, from one side to the other, because
of the bend. And there was a hole left where
that stone had been taken out. They’ve
shored up the bank with stones so the water
won’t wear it away. So our man took that
stone out and he could only have thrown it
from the pathway because he couldn’t have
stood in the water and he’d have slipped on
the steep bank. And that means he threw it
all of nineteen metres and twenty-seven
centimetres. Do you realize?”
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,» ITeba mél prak,” minil soudce
nejiste.

Pan Hejda na n€ho vycitave
pohled¢l. ,,Pane okresni, vy jste nikdy
nehazel z praku, Ze jo. Tak to zkuste
vystielit z praku dvanactiliberni kdmen; to
byste musel mit katapult. Pane, j& jsem se s
tim kamenem diel dva dny; zkousSel jsem
udélat n¢jakou smycku a roztocit jej, vite,
jako pii vrhu kladivem; ja vam fikam, to
vam vyklouzne z kazdé smycky. Pane, to
byl Cisty vrh kouli. A vite,” vyhrkl
roz€ileng, ,,vite vy, co to je? To je svétovy
rekord. Tak.*

,»Ale dejte pokoj,* uzasl pan soudce.

»Sveétovy rekord,” opakoval cetnik Hejda
slavnostné. ,,Ona zédvodni koule je t&z8i, vazi
sedm kilo; a leto$ni rekord v zavodni kouli je
Sestnact metrt bez néjakého centimetru.
Devatenact let, pane, byl rekord patnact a pil
metru; az letos jeden Amerikam jakpak on se
jmenuje, néjak jako Kuck nebo Hirschfeld,
hodil skoro Sestnéct. Tak to by pii Sestikilové
kouli mohlo délat osmnact nebo devatenact
metri. A my tady mame o dvacet sedm
setinek vic! Pane okresni, ten chlap by
dohodil zavodni kouli dobrych Sestndct a
¢tvrt, a bez tréninku! JeziSikriste, Sestnact a
¢tvrt metru! Pane soudce, j4 jsem stary vrhac;
na Sibifi, to vZdycky kluci volali: Hejdo, hod’
ho tam — totiZ ru¢ni granat, vite? A ve
Vladivostoku jsem hdzel s americkymi
marinaky; ja jsem dohodil z&vodni kouli
¢trnact, ale jejich kaplan udélal o ¢tyfi body
vic. Hergot, my jsme se néco na Sibifi
nahazeli! Ale tenhle kdmen, pane, jsem hodil
jenom patnact a pil metru; vic jsem ze sebe
nedostal. Devatenact metri! hrom do toho,
ekl jsem si, toho chlapa musim dostat; ten
nam udé¢la rekord. Predstavte si, vyfouknout
Americe rekord!*

“Perhaps he had a catapult,”
suggested the magistrate uncertainly.

Hejda threw him a reproachful look.
“You’ve never have fired a catapult in your
life, have you, Your Honour? Just try and
shoot a six-kilo stone from a catapult! It’d
have to be a siege engine. I’ve tried
everything with that stone, for two days; I
tried making a sling and swinging it, you
know, like they do in throwing the hammer.
I can tell you, it fell out of any sling. This
was a shot-putter, sir, and do you know
what?” he exclaimed excitedly. “It’s a world
record, no less!”

“Come off it!” said the astonished
magistrate.

“A world record!” repeated Hejda
triumphantly. “The competition shot is
heavier — seven kilos, and this year’s shot-
putting record is sixteen metres, less a
centimetre or so. For nineteen years the
record was fifteen and half metres, but this
year some American — Kuck or Hirschfeld or
something — threw almost sixteen. So with a
six-kilo shot he might have managed
eighteen or nineteen metres. But here we
have twenty-seven centimetres more than
that! That lad, Your Honour, could throw a
competition shot a good sixteen and a quarter
with no training! Heavens above! Sixteen
and a quarter metres! I’'m an old hand at shot-
putting, Your Honour! In the war, in Siberia,
the boys would always call me in and say,
‘Hejda, chuck one over there!” meaning a
hand grenade.> And one time in Vladivostok
I competed against some U.S. marines: I
threw the competition shot fourteen metres,
but their chaplain beat me by four
centimetres. Yes, we got plenty of practice in
Siberia! But with this stone here, Your
Honour, the best I could do was fifteen and a
half metres. Nineteen metres! Damn it, I said.
We have to find that lad; he’ll get us the
world record. Imagine snatching it from the
Americans!”

3 In Siberia: Hejda is a veteran of the Czechoslovak Legion, which fought against the Bolsheviks in the Russian

Civil War (1918-1921).
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,,A co s tim Pudilem?* namitl
soudce.

,.Cert vem Pudila,* kiikl pan Hejda.
,,Pane soudce, ja jsem zah4jil patrani po
neznamém pachateli svétového rekordu; to
je narodni zajem, no ne? Tak nejdiiv jsem
mu zarucil beztrestnost za toho Pudila.*

,,INono,* protestoval soudce.

,Pockejte; zarucil jsem mu
beztrestnost, kdyz opravdu dohodi
Sestikilovym kamenem pies Sadzavu.
Okolnim starostlim jsem vylozil, jaky to je
slavny vykon a Ze by se o ném psalo v
celém svéte; a fekl jsem, ze by ten chlap na
tom vydélal hromadu tisic. JeZiSmarja, pane
soudce, od té chvile vSichni mladenci z
celého okoli nechali Zni a hnali se tam na tu
hréz, aby héazeli kamenim na druhou stranu.
Ta hréz uz je uplné rozebrana; ted’
roztloukaji kdejaky meznik a bouraji
kamenné zdi, aby méli ¢im hazet. A kluci,
pakaz jedna, hazeji kamenim po celé
vesnici; tam vam uZ je zabitych slepic — A
Jj4 stojim na hrazi a dohlizim; to se rozumi,
nikdo nedohodi dal nez asi doprostied feky
— pane, to koryto bude myslim tim
kamenim uz napiil zanesené. Tedy vcera k
veceru ke mné privedli mladence, a to pry je
ten, co tim kamenem potloukl toho Pudila.
Vsak ho, huncuta jednoho, uvidite, ¢eka
venku. Poslouchej, Lysicky, poviddm mu,
tak tys hodil timhle kamenem po Pudilovi?
Jo, on povida, on mné Pudil nadéval, a ja
jsem se dozral, a on tu jiny kdmen zrovna
nebyl. Tak tady mas jiny takovy kamen,
jétku, a ted’ dohod’ na Pudiltiv bieh; ale
jestli nedohodis, ty kujone, tak ti prozenu
perka!

“And what about Pudil?” the
magistrate objected.

“To hell with Pudil!” Hejda shouted.
“I’ve launched a search for the unknown
winner of the world record, Your Honour.
It’s in the national interest, isn’t it? And I
started by guaranteeing immunity in the
Pudil case ....”

“You did what?” protested the
magistrate.

“Hold on. Immunity on condition
that he really does throw a six-kilo shot
across the Sazava. I told all the local
councillors what a wonderful achievement it
is and that the whole world will be writing
about it. And I told ’em that boy will make a
pile of money. I swear, Your Honour, all the
lads in the district quit the harvesting and
rushed in to throw stones across the river.
There’s nothing left of the embankment, so
now they’re smashing some boundary stone
and demolishing stone walls to have
something to throw. And the kids are
throwing stones all over the village, the
scamps! There’s dead hens everywhere!
And I’m standing on the embankment
watching: of course nobody can throw
further than the middle of the river. I reckon
the river bed’s going to be half full of
stones, Your Honour. Then yesterday
evening they bring in this youth and say
he’s the one who hit our Pudil with this
stone. You’ll see him right away, the grub;
he’s waiting outside. I says to him, ‘Now
look here, Lysicky. Was it you who threw
that stone at Pudil?’ “Yeah,” he says. ‘Pudil
was swearing at me and I got mad and there
wasn’t any other stones around ...” So |
says, ‘Right. Here you have another stone
just like it. Throw it over to the other side,
and if you can’t, you dummy, you’ll catch it
from me!’
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Tak on vzal ten kdmen — pracky mél jako
lopaty, postavil se na hraz a miftil; koukam,
techniku nemél zadnou, styl zadny,
nepracoval nohama ani trupem, a plums,
hodil kdmen do vody asi ¢trnact metri; vite,
je to dost, ale... Dobr4, tak ja mu ukazuju:
Ty trulante, to se musis postavit takhle,
pravym ramenem dozadu, a kdyz hodis, tak
soucasné pfitom musi$ vyrazit tim
ramenem, rozumis? Jo, on na to, zkfivil se
jako svaty Jan Nepomucky, a plums, hodil
kamen na deset metrti.

Vite, to mé dozralo. Ty lumpe,
kii¢im, ty zes trefil toho Pudila? Ty 1zes!
Pane vachmajstr, povidd on, pambu vi, Ze
jsem ho trefil; at’ se tam Pudil postavi, v§ak
j& na ngj zas dohodim, na toho psa zlyho.
Pane, ja jsem teda béZel za tim Pudilem a
prosim, pane Pudile, koukejte se, tady jde o
svétovy rekord; prosim vés, pojd’te zas
naddvat na ten vas bieh, on ten cihlar po vas
hodi jesté jednou. — A to byste nevéril,
pane soudce: ten Pudil Ze ne, a Ze nepijde
ani zanic. Vidite, tihle lidé nemaji zadné
vyS$$i z&jmy.

Tak jdu zas na toho Vaska, toho
cihléfe. Ty podvodniku, kfi¢im na néj, to
neni pravda, Zes Pudila pobil; ten Pudil fika,
ze to byl jiny. To je lez, povida Lysicky, to
jsem udélal ja. Tak ukaz, povidam, dohodis-
li tak daleko! Ten Vasek se jen drbe a
sméje: Pane vachmajstr, povida, takhle
naprazdno, to ja neumim; ale do toho Pudila
trefim dycky, na toho mam dozer. Vasku,
fikdm mu po dobrém, dohodis-li, pustim t¢;
kdyz nedohodis, tak ptjdes sedét pro tézké
ublizeni na téle, Zes toho Pudila zchromil; ty
holomku, za to dostane$ ptl roku. Tak to ja
si odsedim v zim¢, fekl ten Vasek; a ja jsem
ho teda ve jménu zdkona zatknul.

“So he picks up this stone — he’s got
paws like two shovels — stands on the bank
and takes aim. I can see he has no idea of
technique, no style, doesn’t use his legs or
his trunk, but still manages to throw it about
fourteen metres, into the water. That’s not at
all bad, you know, but still ... Right, so I
show him: ‘Look, you oaf, you have to
stand like this: right shoulder back, and
when you throw, at the same time, you have
to push that shoulder all the way forward.
Get it?” “Yeah,” he says, and screws up his
face like Christ on the cross and throws ...
ten metres.

“That made me really mad. ‘You
stupid bugger!’ I shouts. ‘And you say you
hit Pudil? You’re lying!” And he says, ‘I
swear to God, Mr Sergeant sir, I did hit him!
And if he goes back and stands there I’1l hit
him again, the dog!” So I run off to get our
Pudil. I says to him, ‘Please Mr Pudil sir,
there’s a world record at stake here. Could
you come back to your side of the river and
start swearing and carrying on again so that
brickyard worker can have another go?’
And would you believe it, Your Honour?
Our Pudil says no, not for anything! Some
people just have no higher ideals.

“So I goes back to Vasek, our
brickyard worker. ‘You’re a fraud,” I shout.
‘It’s not true you hit Pudil; he says it was
someone else.” ‘That’s a lie,” says Lysicky.
‘It was me.” ‘So prove it,” I says. ‘Show me
you can throw that far.” He just scratches
himself and laughs. ‘Mr Sergeant,” he says,
‘I can’t do it for no reason, but I can hit that
Pudil any time! I’ve got it in for him.’ I try
being nice: ‘Vasek, if you can throw that far,
I’ll let you go free. If you can’t, you’ll go
down for grievous bodily harm, for maiming
Pudil. For that you’ll get six months, you
lout!” ‘All right, if I can serve it in winter,’
says Vasek. So I arrested him in the name of
the law.
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Ted’ ¢eka na chodbé, pane okresni;
kdybyste tak z n¢ho dostal, hodil-1i opravdu
ten kdmen nebo jestli jen renomiruje! J&
myslim, Ze se lekne a odvol4; ale pak mu,
lumpovi, nasolit aspoit mésic pro klamani
uradl nebo pro podvod; piece ve Sportu se
nesmi lhat, na to by m¢l byt potfadny trest,
pane. Ja vam ho pfivedu.*

,»ledy vy jste ten Vaclav
Lysicky,* fekl okresni soudce pohlizeje
ptisné na bledovlasého delikventa. ,,Vy se
pfiznavate, ze jste v imyslu ublizit mu hodil
tenhle kamen na Frantiska Pudila a Ze jste
mu piivodil t€Zké zranéni. Je to pravda?*

,,Prosim, pane soudce," zacal
provinilec, ,,to bylo tak: on ten Pudil tam
mlatil néjakého kluka, a ja jsem na n¢j volal
pfes tu feku, aby toho nechal, a on mné
zacal nadavat —*

,,Hodil jste ten kdmen nebo
ne?* spustil soudce.

,,Prosim hodil, fekl provinilec
zkrouseng; ,,ale on mn¢ nadaval, a tak ja
jsem popud ten kdmen —*

,,Hrom do vas,* rozkfikl se soudce.
,Pro¢ 1zete, ¢lovéce? Nevite, ze na to je
veliky trest, kdyZ chcete obulikovat urady?
My vime dobfe, Ze jste ten kamen nehodil!*

,,Hodil prosim,* koktal mlady cihlaf,
,»ale on mn¢ Pudil fekl, abych mu vlezl
n¢kam —

Soudce se podival tdzave na Cetnika
Hejdu, jenz bezradné pokr¢il rameny.
,.Svléknéte se, Clovéce,” oboril se soudce na
zdrceného vinika. ,,No tak honem — a gat¢
taky! Bude to?*

Nyni stal mlady obr, jak ho panbth
stvofil, a tfasl se; nejspis se bal, ze bude
mucen a Ze to uz patii k véci.

,Koukejte, Hejdo, na ten
deltoides,* pravil soudce Tucek. ,,A ten
dvojhlavy sval — co tomu fikéate?*

“Now he’s waiting outside, Your
Honour. Maybe you can get the truth out of
him: did he really throw that stone or is he
just talking big? I think he’ll get scared and
retract, and then he should get at least a
month for trying to deceive State officials.
After all, you can’t lie in sport; that has to
be severely punished, Your Honour. I’1l
bring him in.”

“So you’re Véaclav Lysicky, are
you?” said the magistrate, looking sternly at
the fair-haired delinquent. “Do you admit
deliberately throwing this stone at FrantiSek
Pudil and causing him serious injury? Is it
true?”

“It’s like this, Your Honour,” said
the accused. “Pudil was beating some boy
and I called out to him across the river to
tell him to stop, but he started swearing at
me ...”

“Did you throw this stone or not?”

“Yes, I did,” said the accused,
sounding contrite. “But he was swearing at
me so I grabbed this stone ...”

“Blast you!” exclaimed Tucek.
“Why tell lies, man? Don’t you realize there
are stiff penalties for trying to deceive
persons in authority? We know very well
that you didn’t throw this stone.”

“But I did! Honest!” stammered the
lad. “But Pudil was telling me to go to
blazes ...”

The magistrate cast a questioning
glance at Sergeant Hejda, who merely gave
a helpless shrug. “Get your clothes off,
man!” thundered Tucek at the terrified
offender. “And be quick about it. Pants and
all!”

A moment later the young giant was
standing before them mother-naked and
quaking, plainly in fear of being tortured
and taking that to be the normal procedure.

“Look at those deltoids, Hejda,” said
Tucek. “And those biceps. What do you
think?”
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,»INO, ten by usel,” minil pan Hejda
znalecky. ,,Ale bfi$ni svaly nejsou dost
vypracované. Pane okresni, na vrh kouli je
potieba brisnich svalt, vite, jak se otaci
trup. Kdybych vam ukézal své biisni svaly!*
,,Clovége,“ brugel soudce, ,»vzdyt to je
bticho, koukejte ty hrboly; hergot, to je
hrudnik,* fekl pichaje prstem do zlatého
chmyti Vaskovych prsou. ,,Ale nohy jsou
slabé¢; tihle venkovani maji vliibec Spatné
nohy.*

,,Protoze je neohybaji,” pravil pan Hejda
kriticky. ,,Tohle pfec nejsou zddné nohy;
pane, vrha¢ musi mit n¢jaké nohy!*
,Obrat’te se,” vyjel pan soudce na mladého
cihlafe. ,,A co ta zada?*

,»Tady od ramen to je dobré,* minil pan
Hejda, ,,ale dole, to neni nic, ten chlap neméa
v trupu Zadny Svunk. J4 myslim, pane
okresni, Ze to nehodil.*

,,Tak se oblecte,* utrhl se soudce na cihlare.
,Poslouchejte, clovéce, posledni slovo:
hodil jste ten kamen nebo ne?*

,wHodil,* mumlal Vaclav Lysicky s berani
tvrdohlavosti.

,»Vy osle,* vyhrkl soudce, ,,hodil-li jste ten
kamen, tak to je té¢zké ublizeni na téle a s
tim ptjdete ke krajskému soudu a dostanete
nékolik mésici; rozumite? Nechte uz toho
naparovani a pfiznejte se, ze jste si to s tim
kamenem vymyslel; j& vdm dam jenom tfi
dny pro klamani tfadi a mazete jit. Tak co,
uhodil jste tim kamenem toho Pudila nebo
ne?*

,,Uhodil,” pravil Véclav Lysicky zaryté.
,On mn¢ pres tu feku nadaval —*

,,Odved’te ho, zafval okresni soudce.
,Zatraceny Svindlér!“

“Not bad,” said Hejda with the air of
an expert. “But the abdominals aren’t too
well developed. For shot-putting you need
those abdominals, Your Honour, when you
swing your body round. You ought to see
my abdominals!”

“That’s some stomach,” muttered
the magistrate. “See those bulges? And what
a rib-cage!” He poked a finger into the
golden fuzz on Lysicky’s chest. “But those
legs are weak; these country lads never have
good legs.”

“Because they don’t train,” said
Hejda critically. “Hopeless legs. A shot-
putter needs to have decent legs.”

“Turn round!” barked the magistrate.
“What do you think of that back?”

“All right from here up,” said Hejda.
“But lower down, nothing to speak of. The
fellow won’t have the swing in his trunk. I
don’t think he could have done it, Your
Honour.”

“Get dressed,” snapped the
magistrate at the brickyard worker. “And
listen to me: for the last time — did you
throw that stone or didn’t you?”

“Yes 1 did,” replied Vaclav Lysicky,
with mulish stubbornness.

“You dumb-bell!” shouted the
magistrate. “If you threw it, that’s grievous
bodily harm and you’ll be up before the
county court and you’ll go down for several
months. Understand? Quit playing the fool
and admit you dreamed up your story. Then
I’ll give you just three days for trying to
mislead persons in authority. Then you can
go. So, did you throw that stone at Pudil or
didn’t you?”

“I did,” Véaclav Lysicky was
adamant. “He was swearing at me across the
river ...”

“Take him away!” roared the district
magistrate. “Blasted fraud!”
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Za chvilku vstr¢il jesté jednou hlavu
do dvefi Cetnik Hejda. ,,Pane okresni,* ekl
mstive, ,,takhle mu dat jesté poskozeni
ciziho majetku; vite, on vytahl kdmen z té
hréze, a ted’ je ta hraz cela rozebrand.*
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A moment later Sergeant Hejda put
his head round the door again. “Your
Honour,” he said spitefully, “you could
throw in a charge of damage to property as
well. He pulled that stone out of the
embankment, and now there’s nothing left
of it.”



Vrazedny tutok

Pan rada Tomsa si toho vecera zrovna
lebedil se sluchatky na uSich a s libym
usmévem poslouchal, jak mu radio p&kné
hraje Dvotékovy tance — to pfece je muzika,
fikal si spokojené — kdyz to najednou venku
dvakrat zatfesklo a z okna nad jeho hlavou se
s finkotem sypalo sklo; pan Tomsa totiz sed¢l
v pfizemnim pokoji.

Tu tedy udé¢lal, co by asi ud¢lal kazdy
z nas: nejdiiv okamzik cekal, co bude dal,
pak si sundal sluchatka a skoro piisné
zkoumal, co to bylo, a teprve potom se lekl;
nebot’ vidél, ze mu nékdo na dvou mistech
prostrelil okno, u kterého sed¢l; tamhle
naproti ve dvefich je odstipnuta tiiska a pod
ni vézi kulka. Prvni impuls byl, aby vyb¢hl
na ulici a holyma rukama popadl toho
darebdka za limec; ale kdyz uz je ¢lovek v
letech a poziva jisté diistojnosti, promeska
obycejné ten prvni impuls a rozhodne se pro
druhy; proto pan Tomsa bézel k telefonu a
zavolal si policejni komisafstvi: ,,Halo,
poslete mi sem honem n¢koho; prave byl na
mne spachéan vrazedny utok.*

»Kde to je? ekl ospaly a lhostejny
hlas.

,U mne,”“ roz€iloval se pan Tomsa,
jako by za to policie mohla. ,,To je skandal,
takhle znic¢ehonic stfilet na klidného obcana,
ktery sedi doma! Pane, ta véc se musi co
nejpiisnéji vysettit! To by tak hrélo, aby...*

,Dobra,” prerusil ho ospaly hlas. ,,Ja
vam tam n¢koho poslu.*

Pan rada zufil netrpélivosti; zdalo se mu, Ze
to trva vécnost, nez se ten nékdo prihrabe;
ale ve skutecnosti uz za dvacet minut byl u
ného takovy rozvazny policejni inspektor a
se zajmem prohlizel prostielené okno.

Attempted Murder

That evening town councillor Tomsa was
sitting with headphones on and a blissful
smile on his face, enjoying Dvorak’s dances
being played beautifully for him on the
radio. “Now that’s what I call music,” he
thought to himself with satisfaction, when
suddenly he heard two shots outside and
glass came tinkling down from the window
above his head. He was sitting in a ground-
floor room.

He did what any of us might do: he
waited a moment to see what would happen
next, threw aside his headphones, carefully
considered the situation, realized that
somebody had fired twice through the
window by which he was sitting, and only
then took fright. A splinter had come away
from the door opposite that window and a
bullet had lodged there. His first impulse
was to run into the street and grab the
scoundrel by the scruff of his neck with his
bare hands, but when one is getting on in
years and has a certain dignity to preserve
one generally lets that first impulse pass and
settles for the second: Mr Tomsa ran to the
telephone and called the police station.
“Hallo. Send someone over right away!
Somebody’s just tried to murder me.”

“And where are you calling from?”
said a sleepy and unconcerned voice.

“My place,” said Mr Tomsa, losing
his composure, as if the police were to
blame. “It’s an outrage that somebody can
shoot at a peaceful law-abiding citizen
sitting in his own home, for no reason at all!
The matter has to be thoroughly
investigated! I can do without ...”

“All right,” the sleepy voice
interrupted him. “I’ll send someone over.”

Mr Tomsa was in a frenzy of
impatience; it seemed to him that an eternity
passed before “someone” made an
appearance, but in fact after only twenty
minutes a no-nonsense police inspector had
arrived and examined the broken window
with interest.
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,» 10 vam sem nékdo strelil, pane,* fekl
veéeng.

,»10o vim sam,” vybuchl pan Tomsa.
,»Vzdyt jsem tady sed¢l u okna!*

LKalibr sedm milimetrti,” pravil
inspektor vydlabavaje nozem kulku ze dvefi.
»Vypada to jako ze starého armédniho
revolveru. Koukejte se, ten chlap musel stat
na plot¢; kdyby stal na chodniku, vézela by
ta kulka vejs. To znamend, ze na vas mifil,
pane.*

»10 je zvlastni, minil pan Tomsa
hofce, ,,j4 bych byl malem myslel, Ze chtél
trefit jenom ty dvefe.*

,»A kdo to udélal?* ptal se inspektor
neddvaje se vyruSovat.

,Prominte,” fekl pan rada, ,ze vam
nemohu dat jeho adresu; ja jsem toho pana
nevidél a zapomnél jsem ho pozvat dovnitf.*

»lo je tézké,” pravil inspektor
pokojné. ,,A na koho mate podezieni?*

Panu Tomsovi dochazela trpélivost.
,Jaképak podezieni?“ spustil podrazdéne.
,.Clovée, vzdyt ja jsem toho lumpa nevidél;
a1 kdyby tam byl laskavé pockal, az bych mu
poslal oknem hubicku, tak bych ho v té tmé
nepoznal. Pane, kdybych védél, kdo to byl,
tak bych vas sem neobt¢zoval, nemyslite?*

,No  jo, odpovidal inspektor
chlacholivé. ,,Ale snad si na nékoho
vzpomenete, kdo by mél tfeba zisk z vasi
smrti nebo kdo by se vam chtél za néco
pomstit... Koukejte se, to nebyl loupezny
pokus; takovy lupi¢ nesttili, dokud nemusi.
Ale tfeba ma n¢kdo na vas takovy vztek. To
nam, pane, musite fici vy, a my to
vySetiime.*

“So somebody shot at you here, sir,”
he said with a businesslike air.

“I know that already,” Mr Tomsa
exploded. “I was sitting here by the
window!”

“A seven-millimetre round,” said the
inspector as he gouged a bullet out of the
door with a penknife. “Looks like one from
an old service revolver. Take a look. The
fellow must have been standing on the
fence; if he’d been on the pavement the
bullet would have hit higher up. That means
he was aiming at you, sir.”

“How odd,” said Mr Tomsa acidly.
“I thought he was aiming at that door.”

“But who was it?”” enquired the
inspector without batting an eyelid.

“I’m so sorry I can’t give you his
address,” replied the councillor. “I didn’t
see the gentleman and I forgot to invite him
mn.”

“It’s a hard one,” said the inspector
calmly. “Who do you suspect?”

Mr Tomsa’s patience snapped.
“Suspect?” he erupted angrily. “Look here!
I didn’t see the bugger, but even if he’d
been kind enough to wait for me to blow
him a kiss through the window I still
wouldn’t have recognized him in the dark.
If I knew who it was I wouldn’t be
bothering you, would 1?”

“Well, no,” replied the inspector
peaceably. “But perhaps you might
remember somebody who could stand to
gain from your death, or want to get even
for something. Think about it; this was no
attempted burglary. A burglar doesn’t shoot
unless he has to. Maybe someone has it in
for you. That’s for you to tell us, sir. And
then we can follow it up.”
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Pan Tomsa se zarazil: z téhle stranky
na véc dosud nemyslel. ,,To nemam ani
ponéti,”“ fekl vahavé, jedinym pohledem
ptehlizeje sviyj tichy zivot ufednika a starého
mladence. ,,Kdopak by mohl mit na mne
takovy vztek?*“ divil se. ,,Na mou dusi, ja
nevim, ze bych mél jediné¢ho nepftitele! To je
uplné vylouceno, minil krouté hlavou. ,,Ja
pfece s ni kym nic nemam; pane, ja Ziju sam
pro sebe, nikam nechodim, do ni¢eho se
nepletu... Za¢ by se mné kdo mohl mstit?*

Inspektor pokrcil rameny: ,,To ja
nevim, pane; ale snad si do zititka
vzpomenete. Nebudete se tady ted” bat?*

,INebudu,“ fekl pan Tomsa zamyslen¢.
To je podivné, fikal si stisnéné, kdyz uz
zustal sam, proc¢, ano pro¢ by na mne n¢kdo
stiilel? Vzdyt ja jsem skoro samotaf; odbudu
si svou préci v tfadé a jdu domi — vzdyt ja
vlastné nemam s nikym co délat! Pro¢ tedy
mne cht&ji odstrelit? divil se s rostouci
hotkosti nad tim nevdékem; pomalu mu
zagalo byt lito sama sebe. Clovék die jako
kun, fikal si, i akta si bere domu, nic neutraci,
nic neuzije, zije jako Snek ve své ulité, a
prask, pfijde ho n¢kdo zabouchnout. Boze,
jaka je to v lidech divna zloba, Zasl pan rada
sklicené. Co jsem komu udélal? Pro¢ mne
n¢kdo tak hrozné¢, tak Silené nenavidi?

To snad je n¢jaka mylka, uklidiioval
sam sebe, sedé na posteli s jednou zutou
botou v ruce. To se rozumi, jisté to je omyl v
osobé! Ten ¢lovék mne prosté povazoval za
n¢koho jiného, na koho mél spadeno! To je
pravda, tekl si s ulevou, ptece proc, pro¢ by
n¢kdo tak nenavidél mne?

Mr Tomsa was taken aback: he
hadn’t considered the matter in that light. “I
haven’t the faintest idea,” he said hesitantly,
casting his mind over his quiet life as an
office-worker and confirmed bachelor.
“Who on earth could feel so much
resentment for me?” he wondered in
astonishment. “For the life of me, I can’t
think of any enemies. Not one! It’s
absolutely out of the question,” he added
with a shake of his head. “I hardly see
anyone. [ keep to myself, don’t go anywhere
and don’t get mixed up in anything ... Why
would anybody have anything against me?”

The inspector shrugged. “I don’t
know, sir. But perhaps you’ll think of
something by tomorrow. You won’t be
afraid to stay here now, I hope.”

“Not at all,” replied Mr Tomsa
thoughtfully. Then when he was left alone
he said dolefully to himself: “How strange!
Why would anybody shoot at me? I'm
almost a recluse; I do my job in the office
and come home, and really don’t have
anything to do with anyone. So why should
anybody want to shoot me?”” he thought, as
surprise turned to mounting bitterness at the
ingratitude of others, and he gradually
started feeling sorry for himself. “You work
like an ox, take papers home, spend no
money, have no pleasures, live like a snail
in its shell, and suddenly someone comes to
shoot you. Dear God! How spiteful people
can be!” he thought dejectedly. “What can I
have done to anyone? Why should anybody
feel so terribly resentful of me?”

“It must be some mistake,” he
consoled himself as he sat on his bed with
one shoe on and the other in his hand. “Of
course, he got the wrong man! He simply
took me for somebody else, somebody he
had a bone to pick with! That’s it!” he said
with relief. “Because why would anyone
hate me so much?”
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Bota vypadla z ruky pana rady. Nu,
ano, vzpomnél si najednou trochu rozpacité,
tuhle jsem provedl takovou hloupou véc, ale
to mné jen tak vyklouzlo; mluvil jsem s
ptitelem Roubalem a tu mné tak vylitla z
huby takova neSikovna narazka na jeho pani.
Cely svét ptece vi, Zze ho ta Zenskd podvadi
kde s kym, i on o tom vi, ale nechce to dat na
sobé znat. A ja, mezek, ja o tom tak pitomée
placnu... Pan rada si vzpomnél, jak ten
Roubal jenom tak polknul a zaryval si nehty
do dlani. Boze, tfekl si s hrizou, jak ten
¢lovék tim byl poranén! Vzdyt on tu Zenskou
miluje jako blazen! To se vi, ja jsem to pak
hled¢l zamluvit, ale jak se ten ¢lovek kousal
do rti! Ten ma jisté pro¢ mé nenavidét, minil
pan rada zarmouceng. J& vim, zZe on po mné
nestrelil, to je vylouceno; ale ani bych se
nemohl divit...

Pan Tomsa se zarazené zadival do
zemé&. Nebo tuhle ten krej¢i, vzpomnél si pln
nevolnosti. Patnéct let jsem si u n¢ho daval
§it, a pak mné fekli, Ze ma t€zké souchoté. To
se rozumi, ¢lovek se prece jen boji nosit Saty,
do kterych mu kaslal takovy souchotinaf; tak
jsem u nc¢ho prestal §it... A tuhle pfisel
prosit, ze nemd do ¢eho pichnout, ze mu
stin¢ Zena a Ze by potieboval dat déti ven;
abych pry ho zase poctil svou divérou —
Kristepane, jak byl ten ¢lovék bledy a jak se
tak chorobné potil! Pane Kolinsky, fekl jsem
mu, koukejte se, to nejde, ja potiebuju
lepsiho krejciho; ja jsem s vami nebyl
spokojen. — J4 se vynasnazim, pane, koktal
ten Clovek poté se strachem a rozpaky, a div
se do place nedal. A ja, vzpominal si pan
rada, j& jsem ho ovSem poslal pry¢ s takovym
tim ,,Uvidime*, které tihle chudaci tak dobfe
znaji. Ten clovék by mé mohl nenavidét,
zhrozil se pan rada, vzdyt’ je to strasné, jit
nékoho prosit pfimo o zivot a byt tak
lhostejné odbyt! Ale co jsem s nim mél délat?
Ja vim, ze on to nemohl ud¢lat, ale...

The shoe fell from his hand. “Oh
yes,” he suddenly recalled a little
uncomfortably. “Yes, I said something silly.
It just slipped out. I was talking to my friend
Roubal and dropped that clumsy hint about
his wife. Everybody knows she cheats on
him all the time with anyone who comes
along, and he knows it but won’t let on. And
like a fool I went and put my foot in it.” Mr
Tomsa recalled how Roubal had just
swallowed hard and dug his nails into his
palms. “Lord God!” he thought with horror,
“How I hurt his feelings! He loves that
woman to distraction! Of course I tried to
smooth things over, but I saw how he was
biting his lip. He certainly has reason to hate
me,” he reflected gloomily. “I know he
didn’t shoot at me; that’s out of the
question, but I wouldn’t be surprised ...”

Mr Tomsa looked in perplexity at
the floor. “And what about that tailor?” he
recalled with a sinking feeling. “For fifteen
years | took my sewing to him, and then I
heard he had a serious case of TB. Well of
course, one fears to wear clothes a
consumptive has coughed on, so I stopped
using his services ... And now he comes
pleading, saying he’s getting no sewing
jobs, that his wife is ill and he’ll have to
send his children away, and could I please
trust him with some mending again ...
Heavens above! What a pale, sickly lather
of sweat he was in! ‘Look here, Mr
Kolinsky,’ I said. “This won’t do. I need a
better tailor; I wasn’t satisfied with your
work.” ‘I’ll try harder, sir,” he stammered,
sweating in fear and despair and on the
point of bursting into tears. And I sent him
away with a “We’ll see’ of the kind those
poor beggars know so well. That man could
hate me,” thought the councillor with
horror. “After all, how dreadful to go and
see somebody and have to beg for your life,
and be seen off so uncaringly! But what was
I to do with him? I know he couldn’t have
done it, but ...”
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Panu radovi bylo stale tize na dusi. To
bylo také tak trapné, vzpominal si, jak jsem
tuhle vynadal nasemu ufednimu sluhovi.
Nemohl jsem nalézt jeden akt; a tak jsem si
zavolal toho staré¢ho a kticel jsem na né¢ho
jako na kluka, a pted lidmi!, co pry to je za
poradek, vy idiote, takovy svin¢ik mate ve
vSem, m¢l bych véas vyhodit — A pak jsem
ten akt nasel ve vlastni zasuvce! A ten dédek
ani nemukl, jenom se tfasl a mrkal o¢ima...
Pana radu zalévalo tryznivé horko. Clovék se
pfece neomlouvd podiizenému, tekl si
nespokojené, 1 kdyz mu trochu ublizi. Ale jak
tihle podfizeni museji nenavidét své pany!
Pockejme, ja dam tomu dédkovi néjaké staré
Saty; ale vlastné i to je pro n¢ho ponizujici —

Pan rada uz nevydrzel lezet; i ta deka
ho dusila. Sed¢l na posteli objimaje si kolena
a dival se do tmy. Nebo ten piipad s tim
mladym Moravkem u nas v ufadé¢, napadlo
ho trapné. To ptece je vzdélany ¢lovek a pise
basné. A kdyz mné tuhle vyfidil Spatné ten
spis, fekl jsem mu: Predélejte to, pane
kolego, a chtél jsem mu ten spis hodit na sttil;
ale ono mu to padlo pod nohy, a on se pro to
sehnul, cely rudy, s rudyma usima — J4 bych
si dal par facek, brucel pan rada. Vzdyt’ ja
mam toho hocha docela rad, a takhle ho
ponizit, tfteba mimodék —

Mr Tomsa was feeling ever more
heavy-hearted. “It was just as bad as when |
scolded our office caretaker recently. |
couldn’t find a document, so I called the old
man in and berated him as if he was some
schoolboy, while others were present. ‘What
do you think you’re doing, you idiot,
making such a mess of everything? I ought
to throw you out!” And then I found the
document in my own drawer! And the old
fellow didn’t utter a word, he just stood
there trembling and blinking his eyes ...” A
fever of discomfiture swept over Mr Tomsa.
“You can’t apologise to a subordinate,” he
said to himself uneasily, “even if you’ve
hurt his feelings a bit. But how those people
must detest their masters! Just a minute. I’ll
give the fellow some old clothes, but then
again that might be humiliating for him.”

The councillor couldn’t bear lying in
bed any longer; even the blanket felt
stifling. He sat up on the bed clutching his
knees and looking into the darkness. An
incident involving young Moravek in the
office came painfully to mind, an educated
man who wrote poetry. “But recently when
he prepared that document of mine so badly
I said to him, ‘Do it again!’ and meant to
throw it down on his desk but it fell on the
floor by his feet and he bent down to pick it
up, blushing to the tips of his ears. I could
have boxed my own ears,” muttered Mr
Tomsa. “I’m really quite fond of that lad, so
why embarrass him like that, although I
didn’t mean to?”
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Panu radovi vytanul na mysli zas jiny
oblicej: bledy a oduly obli¢ej kolegy Wankla.
Chuddak Wankl, tekl si, ten chtél byt
pfednostou tifadu misto mne; bylo by to o par
stovek ro¢né vic, a on ma Sest déti... Pry by
chtél dat svou nejstarsi dceru ucit zpivat, ale
nema na to; a ja jsem ho pteskocil, protoze to
je takovy tézkopadny vrtak a dii¢ — Zenu ma
zlou, tak hrozné vychrtlou a zlou od toho
vécného Setfeni; v poledne polyka suchou
housku. Pan rada se tesklivé zamyslil.
Chudék Wankl, tomu také musi byt vselijak,
kdyz vidi, ze ja, bez rodiny, mam vic nez on;
ale copak ja za to mohu? Mn¢ je vzdycky
skoro uzko, kdyz se ten chlap na mne tak
téZce a vycitave diva...

Pan rada si mnul ¢elo, na némz mu
vyrazel pot tisng. Ano, fekl si, tuhle mne
osidil sklepnik o par korun; a ja jsem si
zavolal majitele, a ten toho sklepnika namisté
vyhodil. Vy zlodéji, syc€el na néj, ja uz se
postaram, aby vas nikdo v Praze nevzal do
lokélu! A ten ¢loveék netekl ani slovo a Sel...
mél takové vysedlé lopatky pod tim frackem.

Pan rada uz nevydrzel v posteli; sedl si
ke svému radiu a navlékl si sluchatka; ale
radio bylo némé, byla néma noc, némé
hodiny noci; a pan rada si opfel hlavu do
dlani a vzpominal na lidi, které¢ kdy potkal,
na ty divné a mladé lidi, se kterymi si nijak
nerozumél a na které nikdy nemyslel.

Réano se zastavil na komisafstvi; byl
trochu bledy a rozpacity: ,,Tak co,” ptal se ho
policejni inspektor, ,,vzpomnél jste si na
n¢koho, kdo vas tfeba nenavidi?*

Pan rada pottésl hlavou. ,,J&
nevim,* fekl nejisté. ,, Totiz téch, kteti by
mne mohli nenavidét, je tolik, ze...“ A mavl
bezradné rukou. ,,Poslouchejte, clovek ani
nevi, kolika lidem ublizil. To vite, u toho
okna uz sedét nebudu. Ja jsem vas pftisel
poprosit, abyste tu véc nechali plavat.*

Yet another figure arose before the
councillor’s eyes — the pale and bloated face
of his colleague Wankl. “The poor fellow
wanted to be branch manager instead of me;
his annual pay would have gone up by a
couple of hundred, and he has six children ...
Said he wanted to get his eldest daughter
trained as a singer but couldn’t afford it, and I
beat him to the punch, because he’s such a
dim-witted drudge. His wife’s an evil-
tempered harpy, mean and scrawny because
of all their efforts to save; all he has for lunch
is one dry roll with nothing in it.” Mr Tomsa
went on brooding dolefully. “Poor Wankl
can’t have been too happy to see me getting
more than him, with no family to support. But
what could I do about that? I always feel so
awkward when he gives me that baleful
accusing look ...”

The councillor wiped his brow, on
which beads of miserable perspiration were
pricking out. “Yes,” he said to himself. “The
other day that waiter short-changed me by a
couple of crowns; I called the owner, who
sacked him on the spot. ‘You’re a thief!” he
hissed. ‘I’ll see to it that no restaurant in
Prague ever hires you!” And the waiter left
without a word ... You could see his
shoulder-blades going up and down under his
tailcoat.”

Unable to stay in bed any longer, Mr
Tomsa went to the radio and put on his
headphones, but the radio was mute in the
mute night-time hours. The councillor rested
his head in his hands and remembered people
he had met, those strange young people he
couldn’t understand, for whom he’d never
spared a thought.

In the morning he called at the police
station, looking somewhat pale and downcast.
“Well then,” enquired the inspector. “Have
you thought of anyone who might hate you?”

Mr Tomsa shook his head. “I don’t
know,” he said uncertainly. “I mean, there are
so many that ...” He gave a helpless flap of
his hand. “You know, you never can tell how
many people you might have offended. Look,
I won’t sit by that window any more. I’ve
come to ask you to forget the whole thing.”
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Basnik

Byla to bézna policejni udalost: ve Ctyti
hodiny rano piejelo auto v Zitné ulici opilou
stafenu a v nejveétsi rychlosti ujelo. A ted’
mél mlady policejni koncipient dr. Mejzlik
vySetfit, které auto to bylo. Takovy mlady
koncipient to bere vazné.

"Hm," tekl dr. Mejzlik strdznikovi
Cislo 141, "tak vy jste vidél ze vzdalenosti
tii set krokti rychle jedouci auto a na zemi
lidské télo. Co jste nejdiiv udelal?"

"Nejdiiv jsem bézel k té prejeté,"”
hlésil straznik, "abych ji poskytl prvni
pomoc."

"Nejdiiv jste mél zjistit ten viz,"
brucel dr. Mejzlik, "a teprve pak se starat o
babu. Ale mozna," dodaval, drbaje se
tuzkou ve vlasech, "Ze bych ja to udélal
zrovna tak. Tedy €islo vozu jste nevidél; a
co se jinak toho vozu tyce - ?"

"Myslim," fekl vahave straznik ¢islo
141, "Ze byl né&jaky tmavy. Mozna, Ze byl
modry nebo Cerveny. To nebylo dobie vidét
pro kouft z vyfuku."

"Ach jeziSikriste," natikal dr. Mejzlik,
"jakpak mam potom zjistit, ktery to byl viiz?
Copak méam béhat po vSech Soférech a ptat
se jich: Pekné prosim, neptejeli jste starou
babu? No tak, ¢lovéce, co s tim mam d¢lat?"

Straznik pokr¢il rameny v
subordinované bezradnosti. "Prosim," fekl,
"mné se prihlasil jeden svédek, ale nevi taky
nic. Prosim, on ¢eka vedle."

"Tak ho ptived’te," fekl dr. Mejzlik
znechucené a marné hledé¢l néco vykoukat z
hubeného protokolu. "Prosim, jméno a
bydliste," fekl mechanicky; ani se na svédka
nepodival.

"Kralik Jan, studujici strojniho
inzenyrstvi," pronesl svédek pevné.

The Poet

It was a routine police investigation: at four
in the morning a car knocked down an old
woman, the worse for drink, in Zitna Street
and drove off at top speed. And now, Dr
Mejzlik, a young trainee detective, had to
identify the car. Young trainee detectives
take such matters very seriously.

“Well then,” said Dr Mejzlik to
Constable No. 141, “From a distance of 300
metres you observed a speeding car and a
body lying in the road. What was the first
thing you did?”

“I ran over to the woman to render
first aid,” said the constable.

“You should have checked on the
car first,” muttered Mejzlik, “and then
rendered first aid. But never mind,” he
added, scratching his head with his pencil,
“I might have done the same. So you didn’t
get the registration number. What else can
you say about it?”’

“I think it was a sort of dark colour,”
said No. 141 uncertainly. “It could have
been blue, or red. I couldn’t see very well
with all the smoke from the exhaust.”

“Good heavens, man!” Mejzlik
protested. “How am I supposed to find the
owner? Am I meant to chase after every
single driver and ask, ‘Excuse me. May |
enquire if you happened to run over an old
lady?” What am I to do? Tell me.”

The constable shrugged the shrug of
the helpless rank and file. Then he said, “I
did record one witness, but he doesn’t know
anything either. He’s waiting over there.”

“Bring him here, then,” said Mejzlik
wearily, as he searched the meagre notes in
vain for anything useful. “Your name and
address?” he asked mechanically, without
so much as looking at the witness.

“Jan Kralik, student of mechanical
engineering,” replied the witness
confidently.
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"Tak vy jste, pane, byl pii tom, kdyz dnes
rano ve Ctyii hodiny piejelo nezndmé auto
BoZenu Machackovou."

"Ano, a ja musim fici, Ze Sofér je vinen.
Prosim, pane komisafi, ulice byla tplné
volnd; kdyby byl Sofér na kiizovatce
zpomalil -"

"Jak jste stal daleko?" pterusil ho dr.
Mejzlik.

"Na deset krokd. Ja jsem doprovazel svého
pftitele z - z kavarny, a kdyZ jsme byli v
Zitné ulici -"

"Kdo je vas ptitel?" prerusil ho znovu dr.
Mejzlik. "Toho tady nemam."

"Jaroslav Nerad, basnik," ekl svédek s
jistou hrdosti. "Ale ten by vam asi nic
netekl."

"Pro¢ ne?" brucel dr. Mejzlik, chytajici se
stébla.

"Protoze on... je takovy basnik. Kdyz se
stalo to nestésti, dal se do place a utikal
domt jako malé dite. Tedy kdyz jsme byli v
Zitné ulici, ptihnalo se odzadu $ilenou
rychlosti auto -"

"Které mélo ¢islo?"

"To nevim, prosim. Toho jsem si nevSiml.
J& jsem pozoroval tu Silenou jizdu, a zrovna
jsem si fekl, ze -"

"A jaky to byl viiz?" pterusil ho dr. Mejzlik.
"Ctyftaktni vybuiny motor," pravil znalecky
svédek. "Ve znackach aut ja se ovSem
nevyznam."

"A jakou mél barvu? Kdo v ném sed¢l? Byl
otevieny, nebo zavieny?"

"To nevim," dél svédek zarazen.
"Myslim, Ze to byl néjaky ¢erny viz; ale
bliz jsem si toho nevsiml, protoze kdyz se
stalo to nestésti, fekl jsem Neradovi:
Koukej, ti lotfi pfejedou ¢loveka a ani se
nezastavi!"

“So, Mr Kralik, you were present at
four o’clock this morning when an
unidentified vehicle ran down Bozena
Machéckova.”

“Yes, and [ must add that the driver
was at fault, officer: the street was
completely deserted. If the driver had
slowed down a bit at the crossroads ...”

“How far away were you?” Mejzlik
interrupted him.

“Ten paces. I was with my friend
and we’d left a ... café and when we got to
Zitna Street ...”

“Who’s that friend of yours?”
Mejzlik interrupted again. “I don’t see him
in the notes.”

“Jaroslav Nerad, the poet,” said the
witness with more than a hint of pride. “But
I don’t think he’ll be able to tell you much.”

“Why not?” muttered Mejzlik,
clutching at a straw.

“Because ... he’s a poet at heart.
When it happened he burst into tears and
ran off home like a little child. So, while we
were in Zitna Street, this car came racing
madly up behind us ...”

“Registration number?”

“Sorry, I don’t know. I didn’t notice.
I just noticed how fast it was going and |
just thought ...”

“What sort of car was it?”” Mejzlik
interrupted.

“Four-stroke internal combustion
engine,” replied the witness with the air of
an expert. “But ’'m no good at telling makes
of car.”

“What colour was it? Who was in it?
Did it have an open top, or not?”

“I don’t know,” replied the witness,
abashed. “I think it might have been black,
but I didn’t get a good look, because when it
happened I said to Nerad, ‘Look at that!
Those scoundrels run someone down and
don’t even stop!” ”’
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"Hm," minil dr. Mejzlik nespokojen¢, "to je
sice docela mistna a spravna moralni reakce,
ale ja bych byl radéji, kdybyste si v§iml
Cisla vozu. To je izasné, pane, jak lidé
nedovedou pozorovat. Vy ovSem vite, ze
Sofér je vinen, vy ovSem spravné soudite, ze
ti lidé jsou lotfi, ale na Cislo se nekouknete.
Soudit dovede kazdy; ale pofadné, vécné si
v§imnout véci - Dékuju vam, pane Kraliku;
nebudu vés zdrzovat."

Za hodinu zazvonil straznik ¢islo 141 u
bytné basnika Jaroslava Nerada. Ano, pan
basnik je doma, ale spi. Basnik vykulil ze
dvefi mala uzasla ocka na straznika; nemohl
se jaksi upamatovat, co vlastn¢ provedl.
Nakonec ptece jenom pochopil, pro¢ ma jit
na policii. "Musi to byt?" ptal se
neduvétive. "Ja se totiZ na nic uz
nepamatuju; ja byl v noci trochu -"

"- nalitej," dé€l straznik chépavé. "Pane, ja
jsem poznal mnoho basnikl. Tak se, pane,
ustrojte; mam na vas pockat?"

Nacez se basnik a straznik dostali do feci o
noc¢nich lokalech, o zivoté vibec, o
zvlastnich tikazech na nebi a mnohych
jinych pfedmétech; jen politika byla obéma
cizi. Takto v ptéatelském a poucném hovoru
se dostal basnik na policii.

"Vy jste pan Nerad Jaroslav, basnik," fekl
mu dr. Mejzlik. "Pane svédku, vy jste byl
pfi tom, kdyZ nezndmé auto piejelo Bozenu
Machackovou."

"Ano," vydechl basnik.

"Mohl byste mné fici, jaké to bylo auto?
Zda bylo oteviené nebo zaviené, jaké barvy,
kdo v ném sed¢l, jaké mélo ¢islo?"

Bésnik usilovné premyslel. "To nevim,"
fekl, "ja jsem si toho nevSiml."
"Nevzpomindte si na zddnou podrobnost?"
naléhal Mejzlik.

“Hm,” said Mejzlik disconsolately.
“I’m sure that was a fully proper and
appropriate reaction, but I’d be happier if
you’d taken note of the registration number.
It’s astonishing how unobservant people
are. You of course realized that the driver
was at fault, and of course you rightly say
that those people are scoundrels, but you
didn’t look at the number. Anyone can offer
an opinion, but as for taking clear note of
objective facts ... Thank you, Mr Kralik. I
won’t take any more of your time.”

An hour later Constable No. 141
knocked at the door of Jaroslav Nerad’s
landlady. “Yes, the poet is at home, but he’s
asleep.” The poet stared out at the constable
with little frightened eyes, unable to think
what he might have done, but finally
realized why he had to go to the police
station. “Do I really have to?”” he asked
mistrustfully. “I don’t remember anything;
Last night I was a bit under the ...”

“Influence,” said the constable
understandingly. “I’ve met plenty of poets,
sir. So you get dressed, while I wait.”

The poet and the constable then
discussed matters of nightspots, life in
general, strange astronomical phenomena
and many other things. Only politics was of
no interest. Thus, in amiable and edifying
conversation, they reached the police
station.

“So you are Mr Jaroslav Nerad, the
poet,” said Mejzlik. “As a witness, sir, you
were present when an unidentified vehicle
knocked BoZzena Machéckovéa down.”

“Yes,” sighed the poet.

“Could you tell me what sort of car
it was? Open top? What colour? Who was
in it? Registration number?”

The poet thought hard. “I don’t
know,” he said. “I didn’t notice.”

“You don’t remember any details at
all?” Mejzlik pressed him.
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"Kdepak," dél basnik upiimné. "Vite, ja
neddvam viibec na podrobnosti pozor."
"Tak prosim vas," spustil dr. Mejzlik
ironicky, "co jste tedy viibec pozoroval?"
"Tu celou naladu," pravil basnik neurcité.
"Vite, tu opusténou ulici... takovou
dlouhou... za Gsvitu... a jak tam ta Zenska
zustala lezet -" Najednou vysko¢il. "Vzdyt’
j& jsem o tom néco napsal, kdyZz jsem pftiSel
domu!" Hrabal se ve vSech kapsach a
vytahal mnozstvi obalek, uctl a jinych
takovych hadrii. "Ne, tohle to neni,"
brumlal, "tohle taky ne - Pockejme, snad je
to tohle," minil pohiiZzen v pozorovani rubu
jakési obalky.

"Ukazte mi to," fekl dr. Mejzlik shovivavé.
"To nic neni," branil se basnik. "Ale jestli
chcete, ja vam to prectu." Nacez vykuliv
nadsen¢ oc€i a zpévavé protahuje dlouhé
slabiky recitoval:

"mars tmavych domii raz
dva zastavit stat

usvit na mandolinu hra
proc divko proc se
Cervends$

pojedem vozem 120 HP na
konec svéta

nebo do Singapore
zastavte zastavte viz leti
nase velika laska v prachu
lezi

divka zlomeny kvet

labuti Sije nadra buben a
Cinely

proc tolik placu"

"A to je celé," prohlasil Jaroslav Nerad.
"Prosim vas," tekl dr. Mejzlik, "co to ma
znamenat?"

"No piece, to je to nestésti s tim autem,"
podivil se basnik. "Copak tomu neni
rozumgt?"
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“Why would I?” said the poet
artlessly. “I never pay attention to details.”

“Then be so kind as to tell me what
you did notice,” Mejzlik allowed himself a
note of irony.

“The general feel,” replied the poet
uncertainly. “The deserted street ... a long
street ... the dawn light ... and that woman
lying there ...” Suddenly he leapt to his feet.
“I wrote something about it when I got
home!” He scrabbled in all his pockets and
pulled out a handful of sweet wrappings,
bills and assorted scraps. “No, that’s not it,”
he muttered. “No, not that either ... Hang
on, this might be it,” he said, studying the
reverse side of some wrapper.

“Show me,” said Mejzlik
condescendingly.

“It’s nothing,” the poet stalled. “But
if you like I’ll read it to you.” With eyes
bulging from the strain, he then proceeded
to declaim in a sing-song voice, drawing out
the long syllables:

darkened houses marching
left right halt

daybreak plucks its
mandolin

why art thou blushing fair
maid

let’s drive 120 h.p. to the
very end of the earth

or to Singapore

halt halt the car is flying
our great love lies in the
dust

fair maid a broken flower
a swan’s neck breasts
drum and cymbals

why my copious tears

“That’s all,” said Jaroslav Nerad.

“Sorry, but what does all that
mean?” asked Mejzlik.

“Why, it’s about that car accident,”
answered the poet in amazement. “Isn’t it
clear?”



"Myslim, Ze ne," minil dr. Mejzlik kriticky.
"J& v tom jaksi nemohu poznat, Ze dne 15.
&ervence ve Gtyfi hodiny rano v Zitné ulici
ptejelo auto Cislo to a to Sedesatiletou opilou
zebracku Bozenu Machackovou; ranéna
byla odvezena do VSeobecné nemocnice a
zapasi se smrti. O téchhle faktech se vase
basen, pane, pokud jsem pozoroval,
nezminuje. Tak."
"To je jen syrova skutecnost, pane," d¢l
basnik mna si nos. "Ale basen je vnitini
skuteCnost. Basen, to jsou volné, surredlni
ptredstavy, které skutecnost vyvola v
podvédomi basnika, vite? Takové ty
zrakové a sluchové asociace. A tém se ma
¢tenaf poddat," prohlasil Jaroslav Nerad
karave. "Pak tomu rozumi."
"Prosim vés," vybuchl dr. Mejzlik. "Nebo
pockejte, pijcte mi ten vas opus. Dékuju.
Tak tu médme, hm: 'Mar§ tmavych domi réz
dva zastavit stat.' Tedy mné, prosim, vylozte
n
"To je pfece Zitna ulice," pravil basnik
klidnég. "Takové dvé fady domi, vite?"
"A proc€ to neni tfeba Narodni tfida?" ptal se
dr. Mejzlik skepticky.
"Protoze ta neni tak rovna," znéla
presvédcujici odpoved.
"Tak dal. "Usvit na mandolinu hra' - No,
dejme tomu. 'Pro¢ divko pro€ se cervenas' -
Prosim vas, kde se tu bere ta divka?"
"Cervanky," fekl basnik lakonicky.
"Aha, promirte. 'Pojedem vozem 120 HP na
konec svéta' -Nu?"
"To asi piijel ten vliz," vysvétloval basnik.
"A mél 120 HP?"
"To ja nevim; to znamena, ze jel rychle.
Jako by chtél letét az na konec svéta."
"Ah tak. 'Nebo do Singapore' - Proboha vas
prosim, pro¢ zrovna do Singapore?"

“I don’t think so,” said Mejzlik tartly.
“Somehow it doesn’t seem to tell me that in
Zitna Street at 4.00 a.m. on 15" July a car —
registration number so and so — ran over a
drink-sodden beggar-woman named Bozena
Machackova, aged sixty, who was taken to the
general hospital where she’s fighting for life. As
far as I can see, sir, your poem makes no
mention of those facts.”

“That’s only the superficial reality,”
answered the poet, rubbing his nose. “The poem
is the inner truth. You see, poetry is free,
underlying ideas brought out in the poet’s
subconscious by the superficial reality. It’s all
about visual and aural associations. The reader
has to be open to them,” declared Jaroslav
Nerad reproachfully. “Then he’ll understand.”

“My apologies!” snapped Mejzlik.
“Hold on, let me have a look at your epic.
Thank you. Here we have, er ... : ‘Darkened
houses marching left right halt.” Would you care
to explain that to me?”

“Why, that’s Zitna Street,” replied the
poet calmly. “Two rows of houses, you see?”

“Why not the National Parade, say?”
enquired Mejzlik sceptically.

“Because it’s not so straight,” came the
convincing reply.

“And then we see: ‘Daybreak plucks its
mandolin.” Well, all right. “Why art thou
blushing fair maid?” What’s this fair maid doing
here?”

“The light of dawn,” said the poet
laconically.

“Oh, I see. ‘Let’s drive 120 h.p. to the very end
of the earth.” What about that?”

“It must be the moment that car drove
up,” explained the poet.

“And it had a 120 horse-power engine?”

“I don’t know; it means it was going
fast. As if it wanted to fly to the end of the
world.”

“I see. “‘Or to Singapore’. Why in
heaven’s name should it go to Singapore?”
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Bésnik pokr¢il rameny. "To uz nevim.
Tteba proto, Ze tam jsou Malajci."

"A jaky ma vztah to auto k Malajcim? He?"
Basnik sebou stisnéné vrtél. "Mozna, ze ten
viiz byl hnédy, nemyslite?" fekl zahloubané.
"Néco hnédého tam jisté bylo. Pro¢ by tam
jinak byl Singapore?"

"Tak vidite," ekl dr. Mejzlik, "ten viiz uz
byl ¢erveny, modry a ¢erny. Co si z toho
mam vybrat?"

"Vyberte si hnédy," radil basnik. "To je
pfijemnad barva."

""NasSe velika laska v prachu lezi divka
zlomeny kvét" Cetl dal dr. Mejzlik. "Ten
zlomeny kvét, to je ta opila Zebracka?"
"Ptece nebudu psat o opilé zebracce," pravil
basnik dotCen. "Byla to prost¢ Zena,
rozumite?"

"Aha. A co je tohle: 'labuti $ije nadra buben
a ¢inely.' To jsou volné asociace?"
"Ukazte," fekl basnik zarazen a naklonil se
nad papir. "'Labuti $ije fiadra buben a Cinely'
- co to ma byt?"

"Na to se prave ptam," brucel dr. Mejzlik
ponékud urazlive.

"Pockejte," pfemyslel basnik, "néco tam
muselo byt, co mné pfipomnélo -
Poslouchejte, neptipadd vam nékdy dvojka
jako labuti $ije? Koukejte se," a napsal
tuzkou 2.

"Aha," fekl dr. Mejzlik pozorné. "A co ta
nadra?"

"To je ptece 3, dva obloucky, ne?" divil se
basnik.

"Jesté tam mate buben a Cinely," vyhrkl
policejni fednik napjaté.
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The poet shrugged. “That I don’t
know. Maybe because Malays live there.”

“And what’s the car got to do with
Malays, eh?”

The poet fidgeted awkwardly.
“Could it have been a brown car?”” he
wondered. “I’m sure there was something
brown about it. Why else would Singapore
come in?”

“So,” said Mejzlik, “the car was red,
blue and black. Which colour should I
choose?”

“Choose brown,” the poet advised.
“It’s a nice colour.”

“ “Our great love lies in the dust fair
maid a broken flower’,” read Mejzlik. “Is
the broken flower that drunken beggar-
woman?”’

“I’m not going to write about some
drunken beggar-woman!” retorted the poet
indignantly. “It’s just a woman; don’t you
see?”

“Aha. And what about this bit?
‘Swan’s neck breasts drum and cymbals’? Is
that free association?”

“Show me,” replied the poet,
puzzled. He bent over the piece of paper.

“ ‘Swan’s neck breasts drum and cymbals’.
What can that be?”

“That’s what I’m asking you,”
muttered Mejzlik pointedly.

“Hang on,” the poet considered the
question. “Something must have triggered a
memory ... Look, doesn’t the number 2
sometimes remind you of a swan’s neck?
See here.” And he wrote a 2 in pencil.

“Aha,” said Mejzlik, paying close
attention. “And what about those breasts?”

“That’s a 3, of course! Those twin
orbs! Don’t you see?” the poet exclaimed,
surprised.

“And then you have this drum and
cymbals,” exclaimed the detective, agog.



"Buben a Cinely," pfemyslel basnik Nerad,
"buben a Cinely... to by snad mohla byt
pétka, ne? Helejte," fekl a napsal €islici 5.
"To btisko je jako buben, a nahote ¢inely -"
"Pockejte," fekl dr. Mejzlik a napsal si na
papirek 235. "Jste si tim jist, ze to auto mélo
¢islo 235?"

"J4 jsem si viibec zadného ¢isla nevsiml,"
prohlésil Jaroslav Nerad rozhodné. "Ale
néco takového tam muselo byt - kdepak by
se to tu vzalo?" divil se, hloubaje nad
basnickou. "Ale vite, to misto je to nejlepsi
z celé basné."

Za dva dny navstivil dr. Mejzlik basnika;
basnik tentokrat nespal, nybrz mél tam
néjakou divku a marn¢ shanél prazdnou
zidli, aby ji policejnimu Gfednikovi nabidl.
"J4 uz zase bézim," fekl dr. Mejzlik. "Ja
vam jen jdu fici, Ze to byl opravdu viiz ¢islo
235."

"Jaky viz?" uzasl basnik.

"Labuti Sije iadra buben a Cinely," vysypal
jednim dechem dr. Mejzlik. "A Singapore
taky." “Some other time,” said the detective
hurriedly, “when another case comes up.”

"Aha, uz vim," dél poeta. "Tak vidite, to
mate tu vnitini skutecnost. Chcete, abych
vam piecetl par jinych basni? Ted uz jim
budete rozumét."

"AZ jindy," fekl honem policejni Gfednik.
"Az zase budu mit n¢jaky ptipad."

“Drum and cymbals,” repeated
Nerad thoughtfully. “Drum and cymbals ...
might be a 5, mightn’t it? Look!” He wrote
a number 5. “That paunch is like a drum,
and above it you have those cymbals.”

“Just a minute,” said Mejzlik, jotting
down the number 235 on a scrap of paper.
“Was the car number 235?”

“I didn’t notice any number,” said
Jaroslav Nerad firmly. “But there must be
something to it, or how could it have got
there?” he said, pondering the verse. “But,
you know, that’s the best bit in the whole
poem!”

Two days later Mejzlik called on the
poet again. This time he was awake but
some girl was with him; he looked around
in vain for a chair to offer the policeman.

“I won’t stay,” said Mejzlik. “I just
dropped in to say that the car number really
was 235.”

“What car?” The poet looked
puzzled.

“Swan’s neck breasts drum and
cymbals,” came the immediate reply. “And
Singapore as well.”

“Oh yes. Now I remember,” said the
poet. “That’s the inner truth of it. If you
like, I’1l read you a couple more poems.
Now you’ll be able to understand them.”

“Some other time,” said the
detective hurriedly, “when another case
comes up.”
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