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Lucie Mikolajkova

Absolvovala studium anglictiny a histo-
rie na FF UK, studovala téZ v USA a ve
Skotsku. Profesiondlné pireklada pat-
nact let, v poslednich letech zejména
beletrii, ale i filmové scénare, novinové

| a Casopisové Clanky, reklamni texty. Je

pln¢ bilingvni, preklada obéma smcry,

a to i literaturu. Nejzajimavéjsi knizni

preklady: Yann Martel: Pf a jeho Zivot, Angela Carterova: Noci

v cirkuse, Moudré déti a dal$i, Jonathan Franzen: Svoboda. Do an-

glictiny prevedla knihu Jana Svérdka Kuky se vraci. Pise blog

My turf my rules.

René Nekuda

5 Vystudoval tvlréi psani na Literarni
akademii Josefa Skvoreckého v Praze.
| Ncékolik let pracoval jako novinar, pise
povidky a divadelni hry, cestuje po
svété a o svych cestach také prednasi.
Od roku 2o1r profesionalné vyucuje
tvarcéi psani a zastava funkci zastupce
vedouciho katedry tvirciho psani na

Literarni akademii.

Prekladatelska dilna

Lektorka: Lucie Mikolajkova

Hlavni naplni prekladatelské dilny bylo spole¢nym usilim
prelozit povidku britského spisovatele Willa Selfa A Short
History of the English Novel. Ucastnici si vyzkouseli ptekladand,
spolecnou i vzajemnou redakci textu. Vzhledem k ¢asovému
omezeni mél kazdy student dilny za kol prelozit jiny usek
povidky, ale pro zpestfeni i pro nazornou ilustraci toho, jak
naro¢nou a zaroven tvurci a interpretacni ¢innost mize pie-
klad predstavovat, si jednu kratickou pasaz prelozili vSichni
ucastnici dilny. Jak si s dvéma odstavci textu (ne)poradili,
muzete zjistit z prilozenych ukazek.

V literarni priloze otiskujeme tryvek origindlu a prekladu; zvy-
raznény jsou dva odstavce, jejichz nékolik prekladovych verzi
najdete za textem. Celou povidku v originéle a prekladu sobo-
tecké dilny naleznete v brzké budoucnosti na www.splav.cz. X

X

A Short History of the English Novel

Story ¥ Will Self

‘ALL CRAP, said Gerard through a mouthful of hamburger,
‘utter shite — and the worst thing is that we’re aware of it, we
know what’s going on. Really, I think, it’s the cultural comple-
ment to the decline of the economy, in the seventies, coming
lolloping along behind.’

We were sitting in Joe Allen and Gerard was holding forth on the
sad state of the English novel. This was the only price I had
to pay for our monthly lunch together: listening to Gerard
sound off.

I came back at him. ‘I’'m not sure I agree with you on this one,
Gerard. Isn’t that a perennial gripe, something that comes up
time and again? Surely we won’t be able to judge the literature
of this decade for another thirty or forty years?’

‘You’re bound to say that, being a woman.’

‘T’'m sorry?’

‘Well, insomuch as the novel was very much a feminine form in
the first place, and now that our literary culture has begun to
fragment, the partisan concerns of minorities are again taking
precedence. There isn’t really an “English novel” now, there
are just women’s novels, black novels, gay novels.’

I tuned him out. He was too annoying to listen to. Round about
us the lunchtime crowd was thinning. A few advertising and
city types sipped their wine and Perrier, nodding over each
other’s shoulders at the autographed photos that studded the
restaurant’s walls, as if they were saluting dear old friends.

Gerard and I had been doing these monthly lunches at Joe Allen
for about a year. Ours was an odd friendship. For a while he’d
been married to a friend of mine but it had been a duff exercise
in emotional surgery, both hearts rejecting the other. They
hadn’t had any children. Some of our mutual acquaintances
suspected that they were gay, and that the marriage was one
of convenience, a coming together to avoid coming out.

Gerard was also a plump, good-looking man; who despite
his stress-filled urban existence still retained the burnish of
a country childhood in the pink glow of his cheeks and the
chestnut hanks of his thick fringe.

Gerard did something in publishing. That was what accoun-
ted for his willingness to pronounce on the current state of
English fiction. It wasn’t anything editorial or high profile.
Rather, when he talked to me of his work - which he did only
infrequently - it was of books as so many units, trafficked hith-
er and thither as if they were boxes of washing powder. And
when he spoke of authors, he managed somehow to reduce
them to the status of assembly line workers, trampish little
automata who were merely bolting the next lump of text on
to an endlessly unrolling narrative product.
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‘...spry old women’s sex novels, Welsh novels, the Glasgow Hard
Man School, the ex-colonial guilt novel — both perpetrator
and victim version... ’ He was still droning on.

‘What are you driving at, Gerard?’

‘Oh come on, you’re not going to play devil’s advocate on this
one, are you? You don’t believe in the centrality of the literary
tradition in this country any more than I do, now do you?’

‘S’pose not.’

“You probably buy two or three of the big prizewinning novels
every year and then possibly, just possibly, get round to read-
ing one of them a year or so later. As for anything else, you
might skim some thrillers that have been made into TV dra-
mas — or vice versa — or scan something issue-based, or nibble
at a plot that hinges on an unusual sexual position, the blurb
for which happens to have caught your eye —’

‘But, Gerard’ — despite myself I was rising to it — ‘just because
we don’t read that much, aren’t absorbed in it, it doesn’t mean
that important literary production isn’t going on —’

‘Not that old chestnut!” he snorted. ‘I suppose you’re going
to tell me next that there may be thousands of unbelievably
good manuscripts rotting away in attic rooms, only missing
out on publication because of the diffidence of their au-
thors or the formulaic, sales-driven narrow-mindedness of
publishers, eh?’

‘No, Gerard, I wasn’t going to argue that —’

‘It’s like the old joke about LA, that there aren’t any waiters in
the whole town, just movie stars “resting”. I suppose all these
bus boys and girls’ — he flicked a hand towards the epicene
character who had been ministering to our meal — ‘are great
novelists hanging out to get more material.’

‘No, that’s not what I meant.’

‘Excuse me?’ It was the waiter, a lanky blond who had been dan-
gling in the mid-distance. ‘Did you want anything else?’

‘No, no.” Gerard started shaking his head — but then broke off.
‘Actually, now that you're here, would you mind if I asked you
a question?’

‘Oh Gerard,’ I groaned, ‘leave the poor boy alone.’

‘No, not at all, anything to be of service.” He was bending down
towards us, service inscribed all over his soft-skinned face.
“Tell me then, are you happy working here or do you harbour any
other ambition?’ Gerard put the question as straightforwardly

as he could but his plump mouth was twisted with irony.

The waiter thought for a while. I observed his flat fingers, nails
bitten to the quick, and his thin nose coped with blue veins
at the nostrils’ flare. His hair was tied back in a pony-tail and
fastened with a thick rubber band.

‘Do you mind?” he said at length, pulling half-out one of the free
chairs.

‘No, no,” I replied, ‘of course not.” He sat down and instantly we
all became intimates, our three brows forming a tight triangle
over the cruets. The waiter put up his hands vertically, holding
them like parentheses into which he would insert qualifying
words.

‘Well,” a self-deprecatory cough, ‘it’s not that I mind working
here — because I don’t, but I write a little and I suppose
I would like to be published some day.’

I wanted to hoot, to crow, to snort derision, but contented myself
with a ‘Hal!’.

‘Now come on, wait a minute.” Gerard was adding his bracketing
hands to the manual quorum. ‘OK, this guy is a writer but
who’s to say what he’s doing is good, or original?’

‘Gerard! You’re being rude —’

‘No, really, it doesn’t matter, I don’t mind. He’s got a point.” His
secret out, the waiter was more self-possessed. ‘I write — that’s
true. I think the ideas are good. I think the prose is good. But
I can’t tell if it hangs together.’

‘Well, tell us a bit about it. If you can, quote some from memory.’
I lit a cigarette and tilted back in my chair.

‘It’s complex. We know that Eric Gill was something more than
an ordinary sexual experimenter. According to his own jour-
nal he even had sex with his dog. I'm writing a narrative from
the point of view of Gill’s dog. The book is called Fanny Gill or

Twas Eric Gill’s Canine Lover.” Gerard and I were giggling before
he’d finished; and the waiter smiled with us.

‘That’s very funny,’ I said, ‘I especially like the play on —’

‘Fanny Hill, yeah. Well, I've tried to style it like an eighteenth-
century picaresque narrative. You know, with the dog growing
up in the country, being introduced to the Gill household by
a canine pander. Her loss of virginity and so on.’

‘Can you give us a little gobbet then? asked Gerard. He was
still smiling but no longer ironically. The waiter sat back and
struck a pose. With his scraped-back hair and long face, he
reminded me of some Regency actor-manager.

‘Then one night, as I turned and tossed in my basket, the yeasty
smell of biscuit and the matted ordure in my coat blanketing
my prone form, I became aware of a draught of turpentine,
mixed with the lavender of the night air.

My master the artist and stone carver, stood over me.

“Come Fanny,” he called, slapping his square-cut hands against
his smock, “there’s a good little doggie.” I trotted after him,
out into the darkness. He strode ahead, whilst I meandered
in his wake, twisting in the smelly skeins betwixt owl pellet
and fox stool. “Come on now!” He was sharp and imperious.
A tunnel of light opened up in the darkness. “Come in!” he
snapped again, and I obeyed — poor beast — unaware that I
had just taken my last stroll as an innocent bitch.’

* % %

Later, when we had paid the bill and were walking up Bow Street
towards Long Acre, for no reason that I could think of I took
Gerard’s arm. I’d never touched him before. His body was
surprisingly firm, but tinged with dampness like a thick carpet
in an old house. I said, trying to purge the triumph from my
tone, ‘That was really rather good — now wasn’t it?’

‘Humph! S’pose so, but it was a “gay” novel, not in the main-
stream of any literary tradition.’

‘How can you say that? I was incredulous. ‘There was nothing
obviously gay about it.’

‘Really, Geraldine. The idea of using the dog as a sexual object
was an allegory for the love that dare not speak its name, only
wuffle. Anyway, he himself — the waiter, that is — was an ob-
vious poof.’

We walked on in silence for a while. It was one of those flat, cold
London days. The steely air wavered over the bonnets of cars,
as if they were some kind of automotive mirage, ready to dis-
solve into the tarmac desert.

We normally parted at the mouth of the short road that leads to
Covent Garden Piazza. I would stand, watching Gerard’s re-
treating overcoat as he moved past the fire-eaters, the jugglers,
the stand-up comedians; and on across the parade ground of
flagstones with its manoeuvring battalions of Benelux au pair
girls. But on this occasion I wouldn’t let him go.

‘Do you have to get back to the office? Is there actually anything
pressing for you to do?’

He seemed startled and turning to present the oblong sincerity
of his face to me — he almost wrenched my arm. ‘Erm... well,
no. S’pose not.’

‘How about a coffee then?’

‘Oh all right.’

I was sure he had meant this admission to sound cool, unconcer-
ned, but it had come out as pathetic. Despite all his confident,
wordy pronouncements, I was beginning to suspect that Ge-
rard’s work might be as meaningless as my own.

As we strolled, still coupled, down Long Acre, the commercial
day was getting into its post-prandial lack of swing. The opu-
lent stores with their displays of flash goods belied what was
really going on.

‘The recession’s certainly starting to bite,” Gerard remarked,
handing a ten-pence piece to a dosser who sat scrunched up
behind a baffler of milk crates, as if he were a photographer
at one of life’s less sporting events.
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“Tell me about it, mate.” The words leaked from the gaps in the
dosser’s teeth, trickled through the stubble of his chin and
flowed across the pavement carrying their barge-load of ho-
pelessness.

The two of us paused again in front of the Hippodrome.

‘Well,’ said Gerard, ‘where shall we have our coffee then? Do you
want to go to my club?’

‘God, no! Come on, let’s go somewhere a little youthful.’

“You lead — I'll follow.’

We passed the Crystal Rooms, where tense loss adjusters
rocked on the saddles of stranded motor cycles, which they
powered on through pixilated curve after pixilated curve.

At the mouth of Gerrard Street, we passed under the trium-
phal arch with its coiled and burnished dragons. Around
us the Chinese skipped and altercated, as scrutable as
ever. Set beside their scooterish bodies, adolescent and
wind-cheating, Gerard appeared more than ever to be some
Scobie or Brown, lost for ever in the grimy Greeneland of
inner London.

Outside the Bar Italia a circle of pari-cropped heads was delibe-
rating over glasses of caffe latte held at hammy angles.

‘Oh,” said Gerard, ‘the Bar Italia. I haven’t been here in ages,
what fun.” He pushed in front of me into the tiled burrow of
the café. Behind the grunting Gaggia a dumpy woman with
ahennaed brow puffed and pulled. ‘Dueespressi!’ Gerard trilled
in cod-Italian tones. ‘Doppio!’

‘I didn’t know you spoke Italian,” I said as we scraped back two
stools from underneath the giant video screen swathing the
back of the café.

‘Oh well, you know... ’ He trailed off and gazed up as the flat
tummy filling the hissing screen rotated in a figure-eight of
oozing congress. A special-effect lipoma swelled in its navel
and then inflated into the face of a warbling androgyne.

A swarthy young woman with a prominent mole on her upper
lip came over and banged two espressos down on the ledge
we were sitting against.

‘I say,” Gerard exclaimed; coffee now spotted his shirt front like
a dalmatian’s belly. ‘Can’t you take a little more care?’ The
waitress looked at him hard, jaw and brow shaking with anger,
as if some prisoners of consciousness were attempting to jack-
hammer their escape from her skull. She hiccupped, then ran
the length of the café and out into the street, sobbing loudly.

‘What did I say?’ Gerard appealed to the café at large. The group
of flat-capped Italian men by the cake display had left off hag-
gling over their pools coupons to stare. The hennaed woman
squeezed out from behind the Gaggia and clumped down to
where we sat. She started to paw at Gerard’s chest with a filthy
wadge of J-cloths.

‘I so sorry, sir, so sorry...~

‘Whoa! Hold on — you’re making it worse!’

‘Iss not her fault, you know, she’s a good girl, ve-ery good girl.
She have a big sadness this days —’

‘Man trouble, I'll be bound.” Gerard smirked. It looked like he
was enjoying his grubby embrocation.

‘No, iss not that... iss, ’ow you say, a re-jection?’

I sat up straighter. ‘A rejection? What sort of rejection?

The woman left off rubbing Gerard and turned to me. ‘She give
this thing, this book to some peoples, they no like —’

‘Ha, ha! You don’t say. My dear Gerard’ — I punched him on the
upper arm — ‘it looks like we have another scrivenous servitor
on our hands.’

“This is absurd.” He wasn’t amused.

‘My friend here is a publisher, he might be able to help your girl,
why don’t you ask her to join us?’

‘Oh really, Geraldine, can’t you let this lie? We don’t know any-
thing about this girl’s book. Madam —’

But she was already gone, stomping back down the mirrored
alley and out the door into the street, where I saw her place
an arm round the heaving shoulders of our former waitress.

Gerard and I sat in silence. I scrutinised him again. In this
surrounding he appeared fogeyish. He seemed aware of it too,
his eyes flicking nervously form the carnal cubs swimming
on the ethereal video screen to their kittenish domesticated
cousins, the jail bait who picked their nails and split their ends
all along the coffee bar’s counter.

The waitress came back down towards us. She was a striking
young woman. Dark but not Neapolitan, with a low brow,
roughly cropped hair and deep-set, rather steely eyes that ska-
ted away from mine when I tried to meet them.

“Yes? The boss said you wanted to talk to me — look, I’'m sorry
about the spillage, OK?’ She didn’t sound sorry. Her tears had
evaporated, leaving behind a tidal mark of saline bitterness.

‘No, no, it’s not that. Here, sit down with us for a minute.’ I prof-
fered my pack of cigarettes; she refused with a coltish head
jerk. ‘Apparently you’re a writer of sorts?’

‘Not “of sorts”. I'm a writer, full stop.’

‘Well then,” Gerard chipped in, ‘what’s the problem with selling
your book? Is it a novel?

‘Ye-es. Someone accepted it provisionally, but they want to make
all sorts of stupid cuts. I won’t stand for it, so now they want
to break the contract.’

‘Is it your first novel?” asked Gerard.

‘ The first I’ve tried to sell — or should I say “sell-out” — not the
first I’'ve written.’

‘And what’s the novel about — can you tell us?’

‘Look’ — she was emphatic, eyes at last meeting mine — ‘I’ve been
working here for over a year, doing long hours of mindless
skivvying so that I have the mental energy left over for my
writing. I don’t need some pair of smoothies to come along
and show an interest in me.’

‘OK, OK.’ For some reason Gerard had turned emollient, pla-
catory. ‘If you don’t want to talk about it, don’t, but we are
genuinely interested.” This seemed to work, she took a deep
breath, accepted one of my cigarettes and lit it with a fatale’s
flourish.

‘All right, I'll tell you. It’s set in the future. An old hospital admi-
nistrator is looking back over her life. In her youth she wor-
ked for one of a series of hospitals that were set around the
ring road of an English provincial town. These had grown up
over the years from being small cottage hospitals serving lo-
cal areas to becoming the huge separate departments — psy-
chiatry, oncology, obstetrics — of one great regional facility.

‘One day a meeting is held of all the Region’s administrators,
at which it is realised that the town is almost completely en-
circled by a giant doughnut of health facilities. At my hero-
ine’s instigation policies are fomented for using this reified cor-
don sanitaire as a means of filtering out undesirables who want
to enter the town and controlling those who already live in it.
Periods of enforced hospitalisation are introduced; trouble-
makers are subjected to “mandatory injury”. Gradually the
administrators carry out a slow but silent coup against cen-
tral as well as local government.

‘In her description of all these events and the part she played in
them, my heroine surveys the whole panorama of such a her-
story. From the shifting meaning of hygiene as an ideology
— not just a taboo — to the changing gender roles in this bi-
zarre oligopoly —’

‘That’s brilliant! I couldn’t help breaking in. “That’s one of the
most succinct and clearly realised satirical ideas I’ve heard in
along time -’

“This is not a satire!” she screamed at me. “That’s what these stu-
pid publishers think. I have written this book in the grand tra-
dition of the nineteenth-century English novel. I aim to unite
dramatically the formation of individual character to the proc-
ess of social change. Just because I've cast the plot in the form
of an allegory and set it in the future, it has to be regarded as
a satire!’

‘Sticky bitch,” said Gerard, some time later as we stood on the
corner of Old Compton Street. Across the road in the window
of the catering supplier’s, dummy waiters stood, their arms
rigidly crooked, their plastic features permanently distorted



into an attitude of receptivity, preparedness to receive orders
for second helpings of inertia.

‘Come off it, Gerard. The plot sounded good — more than good,
great even. And what could be more central to the English
literary tradition? She said so herself.’

‘Oh yeah, I have nothing but sympathy for her sometime pub-
lishers, I know just what authors like that are to deal with. Full
of themselves, of their bloody idealism, of their pernickety ob-
session with detail, in a word: precious. No, two words: preci-
ous and pretentious.

‘Anyway, I must get —’ but he bit off his get-out clause; some-
one sitting in the window of Wheeler’s — diagonally across the
street from us — had caught his eye. ‘Oh shit! There’s Ander-
sen the MD. Trust him to be having a bloody late lunch. I’ll
have to say hello to him, or else he’ll think that I feel guilty
about not being at the office.’

‘Oh I see, negative paranoia.’

‘Nothing of the sort. Anyway, I'll give you a ring, old girl —’

‘Not so fast, Gerard, I'll come and wait for you. I want to say
goodbye properly.’

‘Please yourself,” he shrugged in the copula of our linked arms.

I stood just inside the entrance while Gerard went and fawned
over his boss. I was losing my respect for him by the se-
cond. Andersen was a middle-aged stuffed suit with a purple
balloon of a head. His companion was similar. Gerard ado-
pted the half-crouch posture of an inferior who hasn’t been
asked to join a table. I couldn’t hear what he was saying. An-
dersen’s companion gestured for the bill, using that universal
hand signal of squiggling with an imaginary pen on the sheet
of the air.

The waiter, a saturnine type who had been lingering by a half-
open serving hatch in the oaken mid-ground of the restaurant,
came hustling over to the table, almost running. Before he re-
ached the table he was already shouting, ‘What are you trying
to do! Take the piss!’

‘T just want the bill,” said Andersen’s companion. ‘What on
earth’s the matter with you?’

“You're taking the piss!’ the waiter went on. He was thin and
nervy, more like a semiologist than a servant. “You know that
I'm really a writer, not a waiter at all. That’s why you did
that writing gesture in the air. You heard me talking, talking
frankly and honestly to some of the other customers, so you
decided to make fun of me, to deride me, to put me down!’
He turned to address the whole room. The fuddled faces of a
few lingering lunchers swung lazily round, their slack mouths
O-ing.

‘I know who you are!” The waiter’s rapier finger pointed at An-
dersen’s companion. ‘Mister-bloody-Hargreaves. Mister big
fat fucking publisher! I know you as well, Andersen! You’re
just two amongst a whole school of ignorami, of basking du-
gongs who think they know what makes a jolly fucking good
read. Hal’

Gerard was backing away from the epicentre of this breakdown
in restraint, backing towards me, trying to make himself small
and insignificant. ‘Let’s get the hell out of here,” he said over
his shoulder. The waiter had found some uneaten seafood on
a plate and was starting to chuck it around: ‘flotch!” a bivalve
slapped against the flock wallpaper, ‘gletch!’ a squiggle of ca-
limari wrapped around a lamp bracket.

‘T’ll give you notes from underwater! I'll give you a bloody lob-
ster quadrille’ — he was doing something unspeakable with
the remains of a sea bream — ‘this is the fin of your fucking
siécle!” He was still ranting as we backed out into the street.

‘Jesus Christ.” Gerard had turned pale, he seemed winded. He
leant up against the dirty frontage of a porn vendor. ‘“That
was awful, awful.” He shook his head.

‘T don’t know, I thought there was real vigour there. Reminded
me of Henry Miller or the young Donleavy.” Gerard didn’t
seem to hear me.

‘Well, I can’t go back to the office now, not after that.’

‘Why not?’

‘I should have done something, I should have intervened. That
man was insane.’

‘Gerard, he was just another frustrated writer, it seems the town
is full of them.’

‘T don’t want to go back, I feel jinxed. Tell you what, let’s go to
my club and have a snifter — would you mind?’ I glanced at
my watch, it was almost four-thirty.

‘No, that’s OK, I don’t have to clock-on for another hour.’

* % %

As we walked down Shaftesbury Avenue and turned into Hay-
market the afternoon air began to thicken about us, con-
densing into an almost palpable miasma that blanked out
the upper storeys of the buildings. The rush-hour traffic was
building up around us, Homo Sierra, Homo Astra, Homo
Daihatsu, and all the other doomsday subspecies, locking
the city into their devolutionary steel chain. Tenebrous pe-
ople thronged the pavements, pacing out their stay in this
pedestrian purgatory.

By the time we reached the imposing neo-classical edifice of Ger-
ard’s club in Pall Mall, I was ready for more than a snifter.

In the club’s great glass-roofed atrium, ancient bishops scuttled
to and fro like land crabs. Along the wall free-standing no-
ticeboards covered in green baize were hung with thick cur-
ling ribbons of teletext news. Here and there a bishop stood,
arthritic claw firmly clamped to the test score.

I had to lead Gerard up the broad, red-carpeted stairs and drop
him into a leather armchair, he was still so sunk in shock.
I went off to find a steward. A voice came from behind a tall
door that stood ajar at the end of the gallery. Before I could
hear anything I caught sight of a strip of nylon jacket, black
trouser leg and sandy hair. It was the steward and he was say-
ing, ‘Of course, Poor Fellow My Country is the longest novel in the
English language, and a damn good novel it is too, right?’
The meaningless interrogative swoop in pitch — an Austra-
lian. ‘T’'m not trying to do what Xavier Herbert did. What I'm
trying to do is invigorate this whole tired tradition, yank it up
by the ears. On the surface this is just another vast Bildungsro-
man about a Perth boy who comes to find fame and fortune in
London, but underneath that —’

I didn’t wait for more. I footed quietly back along the carpet to
where Gerard sat and began to pull him to his feet.

‘Whoa! What’re you doing?’

‘Come on, Gerard, we don’t want to stay here —’

‘Why?’

‘T’ll explain later — now come on.’

As we paced up St James’s Street I told him about the steward.

‘You’re having me on, it just isn’t possible.’

‘Believe me, Gerard, you were about to meet another attendant
author. This one was a bit of a dead end, so I thought you
could give him a miss.’

‘So the gag isn’t a gag? He shook his big head and his thick
fringe swished like a heavy drape against his brow.

‘No, it isn’t a gag, Gerard. Now let’s stroll for a while, until it’s
time for me to go to work.’

We re-crossed Piccadilly and plunged into fine-art land. We wan-
dered about for a bit, staring through window after window
at gallery girl after gallery girl, each one more of a hot-house
flower than the last.

Eventually we turned the corner of Hay Hill and there we were,
on Dover Street, almost opposite the job centre that speciali-
ses in catering staff. What a coincidence. Gerard was oblivious
as we moved towards the knot of dispirited men and women
who stood in front. These were the dregs of the profession,
the casual waiters who pick up a shift here and a shift there
on a daily basis. This particular bunch were the failures’ fail-
ures. The ones who hadn’t got an evening shift and were now
kicking their heels, having a communal complain before bus-
sing off to the ’burbs.
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Stupid Gerard, he knocked against one shoulder, caromed off
another.

‘Oi! Watch your step, mate — can’t you look out where you’re
going?

‘T'm awfully sorry.’

“Aim offly sorry”.’ They cruelly parodied his posh accent. I freed
my arm from his and walked on, letting him fall away from
me like the first stage of a rocket. He dropped into an ocean
of Babel.

Terrified Gerard, looking from face to face. Old, young, black,
white. Their uniform lapels poking out from their overcoat
collars; their aprons dangling from beneath the hems of their
macs. They sized him up, assessed him. Would he make good
copy?

One of them, young and lean, grabbed him by the arm, de-
taining him. ‘Think we’re of no account, eh? Just a bunch
of waiters — is that what you think?’ Gerard tried to speak
but couldn’t. His lips were tightly compressed, a red line can-
celling out his expression. ‘Perhaps you think we should be
proud of our work. Well we are matey, we fucking are. We've
been watching your kind, noting it all down, putting it in our
order pads while you snort in your trough. It may be frag-
mentary, it may not be prettified, it may not be in the Grand
Tradition, but let me tell you,” and with this the young man
hit Gerard, quite lightly but in the face, ‘it’s ours, and we’re
about ready to publish!’

Then they all waded in.

I was late for work. Marcel, the maitre d’, tut-tutted as I swung
open the door of the staff entrance. “That’s the third time late
this week, Geraldine. Hurry up now, and change — we need
to lay up.” He minced off down the corridor. I did as he said
without rancour. Le Caprice may no longer be the best re-
staurant in London to eat at, but it’s a great place to work. If
you’re a waiter, that is. X

X

Struéné dé&jiny anglického romanu

Povidka % Autofi: étépén Kovat, Zuzana Novotns, Renata Siméinkova,
Jana Kunstekova, Markéta Babkova, Apolena Vackova, Helena Silhankova,
Lucie Mikolajkova

wVsechno jsou to sracky,” zahuhlal Gerard s plnou pusou ham-
burgeru. ,Naprosté hovadiny. A nejhorsi je, Ze to vime. Vime
co se déje. Upadek romanu je priivodnim jevem ekonomic-
kého tipadku sedmdesétych let.“

Sedéli jsme u Joe Allena a Gerard vykladal o smutném stavu an-
glického romanu. Byla to jedina cena, kterou jsem musela pla-
tit za spolecné obédy kazdy mésic. Poslouchat Gerarda, jak se
vykecava.

»Na tom se s tebou asi neshodnu, Gerarde,” ozvala jsem se.
»Neni to jen takové vécné remcani, které se neustdle znovu
vynoruje? Literaturu této dekady stejné budeme moci posou-
dit az za tficet nebo ¢tyficet let, ne?®

»Pochopitelné, jako Zenska to tvrdit musis.*

»Co prosim?“

»No, jelikoz roman byl ptivodné predevsim zenska zalezitost, tak
kdyz se nase literarni kultura zacina tristit, prichazi zase ke
slovu z4jmy mensin. Anglicky roman uz ve skute¢nosti neexis-
tuje, jsou jen Zenské romany, éernosské romany, gay romany.“

Prestala jsem ho poslouchat, uz byl zase otravny. Naval na obédy
uz opadal, jen par typki z reklamnich agentur a financ¢nictvi
srkalo vino a Perrier a jeden pres druhého pokyvovali smérem

k podepsanym fotografiim slavnych osobnosti, které zdobily
stény lokalu, jako by zdravili staré znamé.

Schézeli jsme se takhle s Gerardem u Joe Allena na obéd uz asi
rok. Bylo to trochu zvlastni pratelstvi. Gerard byl chvilku Ze-
naty s jednou moji znamou, ale jejich manzelstvi byla nejvic
ze vieho zpackana emocionalni operace. Jejich srdce se vza-
jemné odmitala. Déti neméli. Nékteti nasi spolecni pratelé je
podeziivali, Ze jsou oba homosexualni a ze se sesli, jen aby
s tim nemuseli vyjit na svétlo.

Gerard byl hezky zavality chlap, ktery si navzdory stresujicimu
vlivu mésta udrzel néco z lesku mladi straveného na venkove,
ruzové tvare a kastanové praminky bujné ofiny.

Délal néco okolo vydavani knizek. Proto se citil byt povolan vy-
slovovat se ke stavu anglické beletrie. Ned¢lal redaktora ani
nebyl na zddném vysokém postu. Kdyz se mnou mluvil o své
praci, coz nebyvalo casto, mluvil o knihach jako o jakychsi
jednotkach, které se rozvazeji tam ¢i onam, jako by to byly
baliky kancelarského papiru. A kdyz hovotil o autorech, de-
gradoval je jen na délniky u pasu, plahocici se malé roboty,
kteri pouze Sroubuji jeden kus za druhym do nekoneéné se
odvijejiciho pribéhu.

»... erotické romany starych zen, co dostaly tak Sestou mizu,
vel$ské romany, glasgowska drsna skola, postkolonidlni ro-
many o viné, jak z pohledu viniki, tak obéti...“ Zvanil dal.

»O co ti jde, Gerarde?*

»Ale no tak, prece mi nechces délat dablova advokata. Snad nevé-
118, Ze ma literarni tradice v nasi kultufe ustfedni misto, nebo
jo?“

»Asi ne.”

»Jak té znam, tak si kazdy rok koupis tak dva az tfi romany oce-
néné néjakou velkou cenou a mozna si tak za dalsi rok jeden
prectes. A kromé toho tfeba prolistujes$ néjaké knizni thrillery,
které poslouzily jako podklad pro televizni film - nebo nao-
pak -, prelétnes néco o aktualnich aférach, mozna nakousnes
néjakou zapletku vystavénou na neobvyklé sexualni poloze,
nebo se mrknes na zalozku, kdyz je zajimava.“

»Ale Gerarde,“ namitla jsem, i kdyZ se mi ptivodné nechtélo, ,,ze
tolik necteme, ze se do toho tak neponofime, to neznamena,
Ze neexistuje dobrd literatura.“

»Zase ta ohrand pisni¢ka,” odfrkl pohrdavé. ,,A ted mi feknes, Ze
vSude kolem hniji v podkrovich tisice neuvéritelné kvalitnich
rukopisti autort, kterf jsou prili§ nesméli nebo které nikdo ne-
vydal, protoze nakladatelim jde jen o zisk z prodeje, co?

Je to jako ten stary vtip o Los Angeles, ze v celém mésté ne-
najdete jediného ci$nika ani servirku, jenom filmové hvézdy,
které si ,davaji pauzu“. Predpokladam, Ze podle tebe jsou
vichni tihle pikolici,“ méavl smérem k jedinci nejasného po-
hlavi, ktery nam nosil jidlo, ,,ve skute¢nosti velci spisovatelé,
ktefi se tu potloukaji a sbiraji naméty.“

»Ne, tak jsem to nemyslela.“

»Promirnte,“ prerusil nas ¢i$nik, vytadhly blondak, ktery se az do-
sud nerv6zné pohupoval kousek od nas. ,,Budete si prat jestc
néco?*

»Ne, ne.“ Gerard zacal vrtét hlavou - pak se ale zarazil. ,Vlastné
kdyz uz jste tady, nevadilo by vam, kdybych vam polozil
jednu otazku?*

»Ale ne, Gerarde,” zaupéla jsem, ,nech toho nebozdka na po-
koji.*

,Ur¢ité, ne, nevadilo, cokoliv, ¢im vdm budu moct poslouzit.*
Sklanél se k nam, dsluznost vepsanou v jemné pokozce své
tvare.

»Povézte mi tedy, jste s touto praci spokojeny, nebo mate néjaké
jiné ambice?* Gerard polozil otazku tak pfimodate, jak jen
dovedl, ale jeho buclata usta byla zkfivena ironii.

Ci$nik se na chvili zamyslel. Pozorovala jsem jeho ploché
prsty, nehty okousané do masa a uzky nos s rozsirujicimi se
nozdrami pokrytymi modrymi zilkami. Vlasy mél scesané do
ohonu a svazané tlustou gumickou.

»Dovolite?” zeptal se nakonec a povytdhnul jednu z volnych
zidlIi.

»Ale ano,* odpovédéla jsem ,,jisté.“

n



12

Posadil se. VSichni tfi jsme se okamzité stali dtivérniky a nase cela
utvofila nad lahvickami s dochucovadly sevieny trojuhelnik.
Cisnik si optel lokty o sttil a zvednutymi dlanémi vytvotil za-
vorky, do nichz hodlal umistit sva slova.

»No,* sebeironicky si odkaslal, ,nechci fict, Ze by mi prace tady
vadila - protoze mi pfimo nevadi - ale tak trochu piSu a mys-
lim, Ze bych to jednou rad vydal.”

Chtélo se mi fvat smichy, jasat, vysmésné frkat, ale nakonec jsem
se spokojila s pouhym ,,Ha!“

»No tak moment.“ Gerard pfipojil své ruce k zavorkovému shro-
mazdéni na stole. ,Budiz, tenhle chlapik je spisovatel, ale kdo
vi, jestli jsou jeho dila dobrd nebo neotreld?”

»Gerarde, jsi hruby -“

»Ne, to nevadi, neurdzi mé to. M4 pravdu.“ Ted, kdyz bylo
jeho tajemstvi venku, byl ¢i$nik o poznani klidnéjsi. ,,Pisu,
to je pravda. Myslim, Ze napady mam dobré. Samotny text
taky neni §patny. Nedovedu ale posoudit, jestli to drzi pohro-
madé.“

»Tak nam o tom néco povézte. Jestli mtizete, ocitujte néco zpa-
méti.“ Zapalila jsem si cigaretu a pohodIné se opfela.

wJe to docela komplexni. Vime, ze Eric Gill, ten sochar, zasel
jesté dal nez k pouhému sexudlnimu experimentovani. Podle
vlastniho deniku soulozil dokonce i se svym psem. Pisu pii-
béh z pohledu Gillova psa. Jmenuje se to Fanny Gillovd aneb
Bylajsem psimilenkou Erika Gilla.“ S Gerardem jsme se chichotali,
jesté nez ¢isSnik domluvil, a on se smal s nami. ,,To je opravdu
vtipné, uznala jsem. ,,Zv14st se mi libi ta nardzka na -“

»Fanny Hillovou, jasné. Popravdé, snazil jsem se to stylizovat
do pikareskniho pribéhu osmnactého stoleti. Vsak vite - jak
fenka dospiva na venkové a pak je uvedena do Gillovy do-
macnosti psi kuplitkou, jak ptijde o vénedek, a tak dale.*

»Nechtél byste ndm dat malou ochutnavku?* zaprosil Gerard.
Stale se usmival, ale uz davno ne ironicky. Cisnik se oprel
a zaujal p6zu. Se stazenymi vlasy a protahlym oblicejem mi
pfipominal néjakého principala divadelni spolecnosti z po-
¢atku devatenactého stoleti.

»A pak jedné noci, nepokojn¢ se drbajic a prevalujic v kosiku,
zahalena v oparu zkvasenych sucharti, s kozichem slepenym
zaschlymi vykaly, zvétfila jsem znenaddni zdvan terpentynu
pronikajici levandulovou viini noci.

Nade mnou se tyc¢il mij pan - kamenik a sochar.

»Fanny, pojd,“ oslovil mne a popléacal si hranatyma rukama o ha-
lenu. ,hodny pejsek.“ Odklusala jsem za nim, ven do tem-
noty. Kracel pfede mnou a ja jej nasledovala, netusic kam,
proplétajic se pachnouci zméti sovich bobki a lis¢ich vykala.
sTak pobéz!“ Jeho hlas byl ostry a panovaény. V temnoté se
zjevil tunel, z néhoz vychéazelo svétlo. ,Dovniti!“ zavelel a ja
nebohd poslechla, aniz bych tusila, zZe jsem se pravé naposled
probé¢hla jako nevinna ¢ubicka.“

Kdyz jsme pak zaplatili a kraceli po Bow Street smérem k Long
Acre, bthvipro¢ jsem se do Gerarda zavésila. Nikdy predtim
jsem se ho nedotkla. Télo mél prekvapivé pevné, ale na po-
cit jaksi vlhké, jako tlusty koberec ve starém domé. ,To bylo
vazné docela dobré, nemysli§?“ poznamenala jsem a snazila
se pfitom potlacit vitézny tén.

»Hm, asi ano, ale byl to ,gay“ roman, rozhodné by nepatfil do
hlavniho proudu literarni tradice.“

»Jak tohle miZes Fct?“ zeptala jsem se nevéticné. ,,Nic okaté ho-
mosexualniho na ném nebylo.*

»Ale jdi, Geraldino. Pouzit psa jako sexudlni objekt je alegorie
lasky, jez neodvazi se nazvat jménem. Vzdyt on saim - myslim
ten ¢i$nik - byl taky jasné teplous.®

Chvili jsme pokracovali ml¢ky. Byl takovy ten studeny, bezbarvy
londynsky den. Ocelovy vzduch se chvél nad kapotami aut,
a ta vypadala jako néjaka fata morgana, ktera se kazdou chvili
rozplyne v asfaltové pousti.

Na kraji kratké ulicky, ktera vede na namésti v Covent Garden,
jsme se obvykle loudili. Ja jsem vzdycky stala a divala se, jak se
Gerardiiv kabat vzdaluje, miji polykace ohné, Zongléry a ko-
medianty a prechazi pres dlazdénou promenadu, po které po-
choduji prapory au-pairek z Beneluxu. Ale tentokrat jsem ho
jen tak nepustila.

»Musis§ zpatky do prace? Ma§ tam néco, co nepocka?*

Zarazil se a malem mi vykloubil ruku, jak se ke mné oto¢il s vaz-
nym vyrazem v protahlém obliceji.

,No... ne. Asi ne.“

»Tak nezajdem jesté nékam na kafe?“

»Ale no tak jo.“

Gerard urcité chtél, aby jeho pritakani vyznélo pohodové a nad
véci, ale ve skutec¢nosti ptisobilo dost uboze. Pres vSechna
jeho sebevédoma a rozvlacna prohlaseni jsem zacinala naby-
vat dojmu, Ze Gerardova prace je stejné bezvyznamna jako ta
moje.

Zavéseni do sebe jsme se ubirali dal po Long Acre a obchodni
ruch zacinal v poobédovém case ztracet Svih. Vylohy oka-
zalych obchodt s nablyskanym zbozim jako by maskovaly
pravy stav véci.

»Recese zadind byt znat,“ poznamenal Gerard a prispél deseti-
penci bezdomovci, ktery sed€l skréeny za konstrukei z beden
od mléka a vypadal jako fotograf pti néjaké ne pravé spor-
tovni udalosti.

»To mi povidej.“ Slova mu unikala otvory mezi zuby, protekla
strni§tém na brad¢ a plula dal po chodniku, obtézkana bez-
nadg¢ji.

Znovu jsme se zastavili az pfed budovou Hippodrome.

sTak kde si ddme to kafe?“ vyzval mé Gerard. ,Nechce$ jit se
mnou do klubu?“

,V zadném pripadé! Pojdme najit néco mladistvéjsiho.“

,Tak mé ved.“

Prosli jsme kolem herny Crystal Rooms, kde se nervozni pojis-
tovaci pohupovalivsedlech nehybnych motorek, které tiiro-
vali jednou nezvladatelnou virtualni zatackou za druhou.

U usti Gerrard Street jsme prosli pod nablyskanymi ¢inskymi
draky na vitézném oblouku. Kolem nas se hemzili a has-
tefili Citiané, stejné vyzpytatelni jako jindy. Vedle jejich
priposrazenych, nedospélych télicek, ktera s lehkosti klic-
kovala mezi zavany vétru, pasobil Gerard vic nez kdy jindy
jako postava z romanii Grahama Greenea, navzidy ztracena
ve $pinavé greeneovské krajiné vnitiniho Londyna.

Na venkovni zahradce kavarny Bar Italia krouzek stejné osttiha-
nych hlav premital nad sklenicemi latté, tfimanymi se stejn¢
teatralnim gestem.

LA, Bar Italia,“ zaradoval se Gerard. »Tady jsem uz nebyl roky,
to je bezva.“ Protdhl se kolem mé do dlazdéného doupéte ka-
varny. Za chropticim strojem na kavu tahala za packy zavalita
Zena s oboc¢im obarvenym henou. Para sycela.

»Due espressi!“ zatrylkoval Gerard s radoby italskym prizvukem.
»Doppio!“

»Nevédéla jsem, Ze umis italsky,“ divila jsem se, kdyZ jsme se skii-
pénim vytahli dvé stolicky zpod obii obrazovky, ktera zakry-
vala celou zadni sténu kavarny.

,»No vi§, jak to je...“ odmlcel se a vzhlédl k Sumici obrazovce, na
niz se zjevilo néci ploché brisko a zacalo pomalic¢ku rotovat
ve smyslnych osmickach. Z pupiku mu zvlastnim efektem vy-
rostl tukovy nador a nafoukl se do podoby néjaké cvrlikajici
androgynni bytosti.

Objevila se snéda mlada Zena s vyraznym mateiskym znamén-
kem nad hornim rtem a bouchla o pultik, u né¢hoz jsme sedéli,
dvéma espresy.

»Hele!“ vyjekl Gerard. Piedek kosile mél od kavy skvrnity jako
bricho dalmatina. ,Nemuizete davat trochu pozor?“ Cisnice
ho sjela neprijemnym pohledem. Brada a obodi se ji trasly
hnévem, jako by se ji z lebky pokouseli probit néjaci vézni sv¢-
dom. Skytla a s hlasitym vzlykotem probéhla kavarnou ven
na ulici.

,»Co jsem rekl tak stra§ného?“ zaprotestoval Gerard na celou ka-
varnu. U vitriny se zakusky se skupinka Italt v placatych ce-
picich prestala handrkovat nad sazkovymi kupény a zirali na
nés. Zena s obarvenym obo¢im se vysoukala zpoza stroje na
kavu, pfidusala k nam a jala se Gerardovi nesikovné otirat
hrud chuchvalcem $pinavych utérek.

»Moc omlouvam, pane, moc omlouvdm...“

13
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»Hej! Nechte toho, ted je to jesté horsi!“

»Ne jeji chyba, ona hodna holka, mé66c hodna holka. Ona
dnesky moc smutng -“

»Problémy s chlapem, co?* usklibl se Gerard. Vypadal, Ze si to
omatlavani docela uziva. ,,Ne, to ne to...je to, jak vy rikat, od-
mitani?“

Narovnala jsem se:“ Odmitnuti? Jaké odmitnuti®“

Zena piestala drhnout Gerarda a obrétila se ke mné. ,,Ona dat
tu véc, tu knizka néjakym lidim, oni ne libit -*

»Gerarde, brouku® - §touchla jsem ho do ramene - ,,vypada to,
Ze tu mame , jako bychom tu méli dalsiho pisiciho pikolika!*

»To je absurdni.” Zjevné ho to nepotésilo.

»Tady miij kamarad je nakladatel, mozna by ji mohl pomoci, za-
volate ji sem?“

No tak, Geraldino, nemohla bys to nechat byt? Vzdyt o té knizce
nic nevime. Panf -“

Ale ona uz dusala podél rady zrcadel ven na ulici, kde jsem ji pak
zahlédla s pazi kolem ramen nasi ¢i$nice.

S Gerardem jsme sedéli mlcky. Znovu jsem si ho pozorné pro-
hlizela. V tomhle prostredi ptisobil jako suchar. Zdalo se, ze
sije toho védom, o¢i mu nervézné kmitaly od zivocisnych Sel-
micek, které se vznasely na éterické obrazovce, k jejich do-
mestikovanym koketnim sestfenkam u barového pultu, které
si kousaly nehty a kroutily konecky vlasii.

Cisnice se k ndm vrétila. Byla to zajimava mlad4 zena. Tmava,
ale ne jako Neapolitanka, s nizkym ¢elem, s nakraticko okud-
lanymi vlasy a s hluboko posazenyma tvrdyma ocima, jez se
vyhybaly mému pohledu.

»Jak jsem tady. Séfka tikala, Ye se mnou chcete mluvit - hele,
omlouvam se za to kafe, jo?* Neznélo to moc omluvné. Slzy
jiuz oschly a zanechaly za sebou jen horkoslané cesticky.

»Ne, ne, o to nejde. Posadte se k ndm na chvilku.“ Nabidla jsem
ji cigaretu, ale ona odmitla nedbalym zavrténim hlavou. “Vy
pry jste tak trochu spisovatelka.

»Ne “tak trochu’. J4 jsem spisovatelka.“

~Vyborné, tak kde je problém?“ vlozil se do rozhovoru Gerard,
»Pro¢ vam tu knizku nechtéji vydat? Je to roman?“

»No - je. Pfedbézné ho pfrijali, ale chtéji to uplné pitomé proskr-
tat. J& s tim nesouhlasim, tak mi chtéji zrusit smlouvu.®

wJe to vas§ prvni roman?“ zeptal se Gerard.

»Prvni, ktery zkousim prodat - nebo nebo asi spis zaprodat - ale
ne prvni, ktery jsem napsala.”

» A povite ndm, o éem jeP“

»Hele, jeji fe¢ nabyla na dirazu a ona se mi kone¢né podivala
do o¢i, ,,pracuju tady uz pres rok, hodiny a hodiny bezduché
driny, jenom abych m¢la dost mentalni energie na psani. Ne-
potiebuju, aby néjaci chytrolini, ktefi se tu ndhodou zastavi,
délali, jak je zajimdm.“

»Fajn, dobte.“ Gerard se kdovipro¢ rozhodl pro konejsivy a smif-
livy tén. “Pokud o tom nechcete mluvit, nemusite, ale nas to
opravdu zajim4.“ Tohle o¢ividné zabralo. Zena se zhluboka
nadechla, vzala si ode m¢ cigaretu a zapalila si s gestem femme
fatale.

»Dobre, tak ja vam to teda feknu. Odehrava se to v budouc-
nosti. Starnouci feditelka nemocnice vzpomina na svij Zivot.
V mladi pracovala v jedné z fady nemocnic, které byly zfi-
zovany podél méstského okruhu jednoho malého anglického
mésta. V prubéhu let tyhle nemocnice vyrostly z malych mist-
nich stfedisek v obrovska specializovana oddéleni - psychi-
atrie, onkologie, porodnice - jednoho velkého krajského zati-
zeni.

Jednou se kond zasedani feditelti vSéech nemocnic v Oblasti, na
némz se konstatuje, Ze mésto uz témér uplné obkrouzil vénec
zdravotnickych zafizeni.

Z podnétu moji hrdinky jsou pfijata opatfeni, na jejichz zakladé
se tento zhmotnény sanitarni kordon zac¢ne vyuzivat jako pro-
stfedek k filtraci nezadoucich lidi, kteri by chtéli vstoupit do
mésta, a kontroletéch, kdo uz v ném ziji. Zavedou se vynucené
docasné hospitalizace - problémovi obc¢ané jsou posilani na
»povinnou nemocenskou“. Reditelé nemocnic postupné vy-
vijeji tichy natlak na centralni i mistni vladni spravu a usku-
tecnuji nenapadny prevrat.

Moje hrdinka popisuje vSechny tyhle udalosti a to, jak k nim pfi-
spéla, a nastinuje tak celé panorama prib¢hu. Od ménicitho
se vyznamu hygieny jakoZzto nejen tabu, ale i celé ideologie,
k proméné genderovych roli v tomto bizarnim oligopolu...*

yAle to je vyte¢né!“ neudrzela jsem se a vpadla ji do fedi. ,To
je jedna z nejlapidarnéji a nejjasnéji vyjadienych satirickych
myslenek, jaké jsem za posledni 1éta slysela.“

,Tohle neni zZadn4 satira!“ zajeCela na mé. ,Presné to si mysli
v tom stupidnim nakladatelstvi. Ja jsem tuhle knizku napsala
v duchu velké tradice anglického romanu devatenactého sto-
leti. Chci tim ilustrovat formovani individuality v ramci pro-
cesu spolec¢enskych zmén. Jenom proto, ze ma zapletka formu
alegorie a je zasazena do budoucnosti, to hned nemusi byt sa-
tira!l“

»Kréava jedna blba!“ ulevil si Gerard o néco pozdéji, kdyz jsme
zastavili na rohu Old Compton Street. Naproti pfes ulici
v okné cateringové spolec¢nosti staly figuriny ¢isnikt se ztuhle
zaloZenyma rukama a umélohmotnymi obliceji permanentné
zkfivenymi v permanentni servilnosti a ochoté prijimat objed-
navky na dalsi varku necinnosti.

»Pust to z hlavy, Gerarde. Ta zapletka vypadala docela dobfe,
vlastné vic nez dobre, spis skvéle. A co by mohlo byt pro an-
glickou literarni tradici podstatnéjsi? Sama to ffkala.“

»No, to vi§, Ze jo, ja tedy nemam pro jeji skoronakladatele nic
nez pochopeni, protoze vim, co to je mit co do ¢inéni s ta-
kovymihle autory. Maji plnou hlavu sebe sama i toho svého
Sileného idealismu, té své pedantské posedlosti detailem, jed-
nim slovem: pedanti. Ne, dvéma slovy: pompézni pedanti.

,»No nic, ja uz musim -“ nicméné svoji unikovou vétu nedokondil;
zahlédl totiz nékoho naproti pies ulici za oknem restaurace
Wheeler’s.

»A do haje! Tamhle je Andersen, nas reditel. To jsem mohl tusit,
ze si dopieje pozdni obidek. Musim ho jit pozdravit, jinak si
bude myslet, Ze se citim provinile, Ze jesté nejsem v kancelari.“

,Chépu, negativni{ paranoia.“

»Ani ndhodou. No kazdopadné se zatim m¢éj, j4 ti zavolam.“

»A co bys spéchal, Gerarde, ja piijdu s tebou a pockam. Chci se
rozloudit trochu vic v klidu.“

sJak je libo,“ pokréil rameny a trhl soukolim nasich spojenych
pazi.

Stala jsem ve vchodu a Gerard se vydal k $éfovi a zacal se lisat.
Kazdou vtefinou jsem k nému vic a vic ztracela respekt. An-
dersen byl ourada ve stfednich letech s hlavou jako fialovy
balén. Jeho spolecnik vypadal podobné.

Gerard zaujal prihrbeny postoj podfizeného, kterého nepozvali
ke stolu. NeslySela jsem, co fika. Anderseniv spole¢nik po-
zvedl ruku, aby pozadal o tcet, v univerzalnim gestu, jako by
¢maral imaginarni tuzkou na vzdusny list papiru.

Zachmufeny c¢i8nik, ktery ¢ekal u naptl otevieného vydejniho
okénka v dubem oblozeném stedu restaurace, vyrazil kvap-
nym krokem ke stolu - kdyz se blizil, uz skoro bézel. Jesté
nez dobéhl, uz ze sebe vyrazel vykfiky: ,,O co se to tu snazite?
Délat si ze mé prdel?“

LJen jsem pozidal o udet,” nechdpal Anderseniv spole¢nik. ,, Co
je to sakra s vami?“

,Délate si prdel!“ nedal se odbyt ¢i$nik. Byl hubeny a nerv6zni
a vypadal spi$ jako sémiotik nez jako obsluha. ,Dobre vite,
ze ve skutecnosti nejsem zadnej ¢i$nik, ale spisovatel! Proto
jste na mé udélal to gesto. Slysel jste, jak mluvim s ostatnimi
hosty, upfimné a na rovinu, tak jste se rozhod si ze mé vystte-
lit, vysmat se mi a ponizit mé!“ Ted se obratil k celé restauraci.
Otupélé obliceje nékolika zbylych stolovniki se liné otocily
jeho smérem, dsta nechapavé pooteviena.

wJa vim, kdo vy jste!“ zahrozil ¢i§nik prstem jako rapirem na An-
dersonova spolecnika. ,Vy jste ten zatracenej Hargreaves. Po-
délanej dulezitej pan vydavatel! A vas znam taky, Andersene.
Jste jenom dalsi dva ignoranti, Zijete si jak prasata v zit¢ a mys-
lite si, Ze vite nejlip, jak sakra vypadéd dobra knizka.“

Gerard ustupoval z epicentra vybuchu emoci, couval ke mné
a snazil se byt mali¢ky a nedilezity. ,,Pojd, vypadnem odsud,*
zamumlal ptes rameno. Ci§nik si mezitim v§iml tali¥e s ne-
dojedenymi mofskymi plody a zacal jimi metat vSude kolem.
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SITesk!” jedna Skeble se rozprskla na tapeté. ,,Plesk!“ To se
olihen obtocila kolem nozicky od lampy.

»Tady méte zapisky z podmoii! Ja vim dam zasranou humfi tve-
rylku!“ proved] néco nepopsatelného s tim, co zbylo z prazmy
- »a to je ten vas zkurvenej fin de siécle!“ Rval jesté, kdyz jsme
vychazeli ven na ulici.

»Jezisi Kriste!“ Gerard tplné zbélel a vypadal otfesené. Opfel se
o $pinavé dvere obchodu s pornem. ,To bylo strasny. Prosté
stragny,“ kroutil hlavou.

»Ja ti nevim. Mn¢ se zdalo, ze v tom byla energie a nadseni. P1i-
pomnélo mi to Henryho Millera nebo mladého Donleavyho.“
Gerard jako by m¢ neslysel.

»No, tak po tomhle se nemtZu jen tak vratit do kancelafte.“

,, Pro¢ ne?“

»ME¢l jsem néco udélat. M¢l jsem se do toho vlozit. Ten chlapek
byl silenej.“

»Gerarde, byl to jen dalsi frustrovany spisovatel. Zjevné jich je
plné mésto.”

»Ja uz nikam nejdu, dneska je to snad zacarovany. Vis co? Pojd
do klubu a dame si pandka na vzpamatovani. Co rikas?“

Koukla jsem se na hodinky, bylo skoro ptl paté.,Pro¢ ne. Mam
jesté tak hodinu.“

Prosli jsme Shaftesbury Avenue a zahnuli k Haymarketu. Od-
poledni vzduch houstl a zac¢al se kondenzovat v témér hmata-
telny smogovy opar zahalujici nejvyssi patra budov. Dopravni
$picka pomalu zaplavovala ulice. Homo Sierra, Homo Astra,
Homo Daihatsu, v§echny tyhle apokalyptické poddruhy lid-
ského rodu uvéznily mésto v ocelovych fetézech. Chodniky
pokryly temné siluety lidi na cesté z prace, jejichz kroky od-
mérovaly ¢as v tomto pouli¢nim ocistci.

Kdyz jsme konecné dorazili k impozantni neoklasicistni budov¢
Gerrardova klubu na Pall Mallu, byla jsem uz zrala na vic nez
jednoho panaka.

V atriu s prosklenym stropem cupitali stafi¢ci biskupové sem
a tam jako krabi. Podél stén staly tabule pokryté zelenym suk-
nem a kolem nich se vinuly pasy teletextovych zprav. Tu a tam
postaval néjaky biskup a artritickymi klepitky pevné sviral vy-
sledky kriketu.

Gerard byl porad jesté v takovém Soku, Ze jsem ho musela po §i-
rokych schodech s ¢ervenym kobercem vyvléct a strcit ho do
kozeného kresla. Pak jsem se vydala hledat obsluhu. Z vyso-
kych pootevienych dveii na konci galerie se ozyval né¢i hlas.
Sloviim jsem jesté nerozumeéla, ale zahlédla jsem pruh nylo-
nového saka, nohavici ¢ernych kalhot a piskové svétlé vlasy.
Byl to klubovy ¢isnik a pravé fikal: ,Samozrejmé, Md ubohd
vlast je nejdelsi anglicky psany roman, a Ze je to sakra dobry
roman, co?” Ta nesmyslné tdzava intonace, to mohl rict jenom
Australan. ,,Ja rozhodné nechci Herberta napodobovat. Chci
obnovit celou tuhle starou tradici, dostat do nistavu. Na prvni
pohled je to samozrejmé dalsi dlouhy Bildungsroman o klukovi
z Perthu, ktery jde za $téstim a slavou do Londyna, ale pod
tim - ¢

Dal jsem neposlouchala. Potichu jsem se po koberci odplizila
zpatky k Gerardovi a zacala ho tahat z kresla.

»Pockej! Co délage”

»Pojd, Gerarde, tady bych neztstavala.*

,Pro¢ ne?“

»Pak ti to vysvétlim, ted pojd.“

Vyrazili jsme po St James’s Street a ja mu povédéla o ¢isnikovi.

»To si délas legraci. To uz snad neni mozny.“

»Fakticky, Gerarde. Malem jsi poznal dalsiho obsluhujiciho spi-
sovatele. Jenomze tenhle byl nejspis ztraceny piipad, tak jsem
si fekla, Ze si ho klidné miiZes$ nechat ujit.“

»Takze to nebyl vtip, jo?* potrasl hlavou a hustd ofina mu spadla
pres obodi jako tézky zavés.

»Ne, Gerarde, nebyl. Hele, pojd se jesté chvili projit, nez budu
muset zpatky do prace.”

Znovu jsme piesli Piccadilly a zapluli do hajemstvi uméni. Chvili
jsme jen tak bloumali, nahlizeli do vykladu za vykladem, po-
zorovali galeristku za galeristkou, a kazda byla vic jako skle-
nikova kvétinka nez ta predesla.

Pak jsme odbocili z Hay Hill a ocitli se na Dover Street, zrovna
naproti zprostfedkovatelné prace pro mista v pohostinstvi.
Dobra shoda ndhod. Stal pred ni hlouc¢ek zdrchanych muza
a zen. Mirili jsme k nim, ale Gerard si jich ani nevsiml. Byla
to spodina profese, pfilezitostni ¢iSnici, co se kazdy den snazi
urvat sménu. Tihle konkrétné vypadali jako zoufalci vSech
zoufalcti. Dneska vecer na né misto nezbylo, tak se tu kopali
do zadku a spole¢né nadavali, nez zas nasednou do autobusti
a vrati se na predmésti.

Gerard, pitomec, do jednoho vrazil ramenem, dalstho odstr¢il.

»Hej, koukej na cestu, kdmo... Nemtize$ davat bacha, kam jde$?*

WVelice se omlouvam.“

»Tak on se velice omlouva,* vysmivali se jeho prehnané zdvofi-
losti. Pustila jsem se ho a pridala do kroku, takze ode mé od-
padl jako prvni ¢ast vesmirné rakety a ocitl se v babylonském
moti hlast.

Vydésené preskakoval o¢ima z tvare na tvar. Stafi, mladi, cerni,
bili. Pod limci kabatt jim vykukovaly klopy ¢i$nickych sak,
pod okraji plastd do desté couhaly zastéry. Métili si ho ocima,
hodnotili ho a premysleli, jestli by se nedal pouzit do romanu.

Jeden z nich, vytahly mladik, si ho pfidrzel za pazi. ,,Si myslis, ze
jsme uplny nuly, co? Si rikas ,takova vobycejnd particka Cis-
nika“, vid?* Gerard se snazil néco fict, ale nemohl. Rty mél
tak pevné semknuté v rudé ¢arce, Ze v jeho tvari neslo rozpo-
znat zZadny vyraz. ,,Asi si myslis, Ze bysme m¢li bejt pysny, na
to co délame. To taky doprdele jsme.

Uz nakou dobu takovy jako ty pozorujem a vSecko si to zapisu-
jem, piSem si to na listecky s objednavkama, kdyz vy si chroch-
tate nad plnejma talifema. Hele, mozna to na sebe vzdycky
uplné nenavazuje, mozna to neni dost vySperkovany, mozna
to necerpa z nasich velkejch literarnich tradic, ale néco ti po-
vim...“ Chlapek Gerarda udetil. Nijak silné, ale facka to byla.
»Napsali jsme to my a my to taky vyddme.”

Pak se na néj v8ichni vrhli.

Do prace jsem pfisla pozdé. Kdyz jsem prolétla vchodem pro
zaméstnance, Marcel, vedouci smény, pohorsené pomlaskl.
»Geraldino, to uz je tenhle tyden potreti! Hod sebou a rychle
se prevlikni, musime nanosit véci na plac.“ A zmizel v chodbé.
Poslechla jsem bez reptani. Le Caprice dneska uz mozna neni
ta nejlepsi restaurace v Londyné, pracuje se tu ale dobre. Tedy
kdyz jste servirka. X
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Verze prekladu

Prosli jsme kolem heren Crystal Rooms, kde se upjati odhadci
pojistnych Skod kymaceli v sedlech kabely opletenych moto-
rek a prohanéli se jednou zamotanou zatackou za druhou.

Na zacatku Gerrard Street jsme do ¢inské étvrti prosli pod
vitéznym obloukem ovinutym nale$ténymi sochami drakd.
Cinané kolem nés poskakovali a hastefili se, stejné predvida-
telni jako vzdy. Ve srovnani s jejich pruznymi, adolescentnimi
tély, prohdnéjicimi se s vétrem o zavod, vypadal Gerard vice
nez kdy jindy beznadéjné ztracené. X

Minuli jsme hernu Crystal Rooms, kde nervézni/vystresovanti li-
kvidatofi pojistnych $kod popojizdéli na upoutanych moto-
cyklech, které hnali z jedné vratké zatacky do druhé.

Pred ustim Gerrardovy ulice jsme prosli pod triumfalnim
obloukem s jeho stocenymi a lesklymi draky. VSude kolem
nas poskakovali a drmolili Citiané, stejné nesrozumitelni
jako vzdycky. Ve srovndni s jejich hbitymi... tély, adolescent-
nimi/mladistvymi a vétrnymi..., Gerard vypadal vice nez
jindy jako néktery z hrdind Grahama Greena, Scobie nebo
Brown, navzdy ztraceny ve $pinavém Greenelandu vnitiniho
Londyna. X

U usti Gerrard Street jsme prosli pod vitéznym obloukem
ovinutym nablyskanymi drac¢imi tély. Kolem nas poskakovali
a hatetili se Citani se svymi prithlednymi obchodnimi
taktikami. V porovnani s jejich radlovitymi tély nevyspélého,
vétrovkovitého vzhledu vypadal Gerard jesté vic nez obvykle
jako vale¢ny pilot Exupéry ztraceny ve Stfedozemnim mofi
londynského centra. X

Vesli jsme do Gerrard Street a prosli pod vitéznym obloukem
s nalesténymi rozvlnénymi draky. Kolem nds poskakovali
a hastetili se Citlané, ktei stejné jako jindy nedélali nic, co
byste necekali. Vedle jejich... X

Minuli jsme slavnou Crystal Rooms. Hraci, kteti vysli ven,
nerv6zné poposedavali v sedlech svych motorek uvizlych na
chodniku a znovu a znovu nakopavali/naslapovali startovaci
pedal, jako by se snazili zadupat své nové prohry. X

Prosli jsme kolem Crystal Rooms, kde se nervézni likvidatoii po-
hupovali v sedlech nehybnych motorek, které turovali jednou
nezvladatelnou zatackou za druhou.

Prosli jsme pod svinutymi a nablyskanymi draky na vitézném ob-
louku, do kterého ulice Gerrard Street tsti. Cifiani kolem nés
se hastefili a poskakovali, tak predvidatelni jako obvykle. Ve-
dle jejich drobnych tél, nedospélych s minimalnim odporem
vzduchu, pisobil Gerard vic nez kdy jindy jako Scobie nebo
otec Brown, navzdy ztraceny v ??? Vnitfniho Londyna. X

Dilna tvaréiho psani
Lektor: René Nekuda

Cilem letosni dilny tviirc¢tho psani paradoxné nebylo napsat (re-
spektive dopsat) povidku. Jedenact lidi na zhruba patnact ho-
din prace je jednoduse $ibeni¢ni kombinace. Nicméné mam
velkou radost, zZe ze vzajemnych setkani, kdy jsme spole¢né
zkoumali fungovani prib¢hii, vznikly nasledujici texty. Né-
které by jest¢ potfebovaly doladit, ale bohuzel nam k tomu
chybi dalsi ¢asoprostor. Jeden povazuji za zcela hotovy.

Dékuji vSem ztc¢astnénym za projevené nadseni a piijemnou at-
mosféru. Vazenym ctenartim pieji, aby nasli alesponn maly
otisk autort, ktefi se s vervou a bez velkych ambici (a vlastné
i bez predchozich zkuSenosti) pustili do psani. X

X

Dvojka je dobré &islo

Hana Zobacova

Oteviram o¢i. Prechod ze tmy do svétla je rychly. Je 5.58. Dvé
minuty bezcasf jen pro mé. Tik. Tak.

Budik onémi hned s prvni fackou. Teplo pefiny je minulost,
Slapky studi o holou zem. Tisknu splachovadlo, otirdm
mokré ruce. Konvice piska, zavoni mata. Dva talife obsadi
dva rozpecené rohliky. Na stole med, v pohybech chvat.
Probudim Toma, oble¢u Toma, nakrmim Toma, umyju
Toma, obuju Toma. Miluju Toma. Nahodim batoh na zada,
vklouznu do bot, v dlani zahteju kli¢. Vyrazime.

Na zastavce mi tramvaj ¢islo sedmnact dost zpiijemni zivot. Se-
dmnactka je dobré ¢islo. Tramvaj je nova, prili§ nekvici, prilis
nevrze, neni narvana, u okna je misto, cestujicich je malo, za-
stavky hlasi Zena. VSe stoji pfi mné. Tom je spokojeny, kouka
ven, pfedhani se se Zenou z amplionu, kdo bude prvni hlasit.
Tom je vzdy prvni. Vse je v poradku.

,Tomanova, pristi zastavka Venhudova. Budeme vystupovat,*
hlasi Tom.

»Ano, Tomi, budeme vystupovat. Pfiprav se na to.“ Pfipravuju
na to sebe.

»Chces jit za pravou ruku, nebo za levou?” Vybér ze dvou je
nutny. Ani vic, ani min. Jen dva. Dvojka je dobré ¢islo.

,Za levou.“

Tramvaj zprudka brzdi. Chytam Toma, nechytam sebe.

,Sebestovi, proc ti blika ucho? Uchem se neblika. To se ned¢la,
ne ne. Sedi se na sedadle. Sedadlo je ur¢ené k sezeni.“

»Opadla jsem, Tomiku, ale to je v poradku. To se prece obcas
stane, ne? Ze nékdo spadne.“

,Jo, to jo, to se obdas stane... Obcas,“ prevaluje Tom slovo na
patfe. ,Ob¢éas. A pro¢ se to obdas stane?“

Pani uditelka Klara je nemocnd, neni tu a nebude cely tyden.
Tohle neni v poradku. Pro¢ mi to nikdo netekl. Klara ma na
m¢é prece ¢islo. Pro¢ mi to, do prdele, nikdo nerekl! Vcera,
doma, pred hodinou! Ne tady, ne ted. Tomovi se rozpada
cely svét. Mné se rozpada cely svét. Klara. Tohle Tom neda.
Mluvim, i kdyz vim, Ze bych mluvit neméla. Hladim, i kdyz
vim, Ze bych hladit neméla. Ttesu se, i kdyz vim, Ze bych
predevsim ted méla byt klidna. Tomovi se uzi dech, stahuji
zornicky, zatinaji pésti, poti se, rudne. Oci se potahly clonou
a ta tam zustane. Zustane tak dlouho, dokud bude Tom
v pekle. Chaos, smutek, zrada, nepochopeni a bezmoc. Je
nutné ji zkopat, poskrabat, ubit, pokousat, prekficet. Je
nutné sebe ubit a prekficet.
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Klienta v afektu povalte na biicho, prisednéte mu oblast kiiZe. Levou stranou
tudr'e nalehnéte na klientovu pravou tvdf a stocte ji k podlaze, zamezite
tak klientovi v bouchdni hlavou o zem. Pozor na klientovo zpétné hdzeni
hlavou, mohl by vdm zlomit nos. Rukama chytte klienta za lokty a polozte je
do vyse jeho ramen, miie tak hybat rukama, ale neposkrdbe vds. Nechytejte
klienta za predlokti, snadno vds miZe kousnout. Kolena poloite podel
klientova téla, holené prehodte pres jeho ljtka, pozor, je nutné mit noky pod
klientovymi koleny. V opacném pripadé by vds mohl klient kopnout do zad
a vyrazit vam dech. Vydrite dobu nezbytné nutnou ke zklidnént. Viichopu je
moiné se u klienta stiidat. Fde-li vam o Zivot, utecte.

Neutikam. Zatim. Mij klient ma dvacet kilo. Zatim.

X

Kapka jedu

Monika Capkova

Zase ten désnej pocit, Ze se néco chysta. Jako kdyz se vari voda na
prase. Jenomze v tomhle piipad¢ ji nebude potreba tolik. Za-
¢inam se cela tfast a snad i tfistit na kousky. JestéZze to vSechno
pevny obal drzi po kupé. Jinak bych se rozsypala po podlaze.

Vratte mé zpatky!“ chee se mi kficet. Ale na koho, kdyz jsou tu
vSichni hlusi. Hezky zpatky do mé prihradky, kde jsou i dalsi
kamosky. Kazda je jina, a pfijit jim na chut neni vzdycky
jednoduchy. Néktera je vyraznéjsi, jina mdla, tamta je docela
ostra a tamhleta - tak ta je vazné dost hustd. Tr¢ime tady
jak v néjaky kancelafi a ¢ekame, kdy nas §éf bude potrebo-
vat. Nikdy neni predem jasny, ktera z nas to u néj zrovna
vyhraje. OvSem, v momenté¢, kdy si jednu z nas vybere, je to
navzdycky. Aspon v tomhle mame jasno, a ja jsem pro dnesek
usetfena, ruka nakonec sklouzla o pytlik niz.

Nag $éfik je trochu jednodussi, ale obcas na nas umi i docela
hezky promluvit. A obcas z n¢ho tahne rum, ale kdo si dneska
nepfihne? S kazdym podvecerem ho vyhlizime a ¢ekame na
svtj osud. Jedna se dme pychou, nebo tim, Ze je v ni cosi zka-
zeného? Druha se chvéje nedockavosti, dalsi vzrusenim a my,
co uz jsme procestovaly lan svéta, miZeme jen mile prekva-
pit. Je to pokazdé jako sazka do loterie. Cyril otevre dvirka,
podiva se v rychlosti na véechny ty misky a poslepu pak jednu
vybere. Poté se zacne shanét po vhodném obsahu. Ten se mu
podafrilo i parkrat promichat. No, feknu vam, uz jsem méla
jednou taky paradné na male. Zkejsnout vedle kulajdy by se
mi vazné nechtélo! Ovsem nas, co jsme nevsedni, je malo,
a tak ¢ekdm na néjaky ten svatek, kdy si nas Cyril bude chtit
zpestfit noc nécim opravdu pikantnim.

Vzhledem k tomu, Ze mi uz ale, co tu lelkuju ptil roku, dochazi tr-
pélivost a trvanlivost, bylo by fajn, kdyby se pro mne rozhodl
brzy. Jestli bude votalet, nebude z toho mit ten spravny po-
zitek ani Cyril, natoz ja! Zni to sice masochisticky, ale sadlo-
maso tady urcité necekejte. Jo, jo, uz sem pomalu strka ruku,
snad mé neprehlédne... ach ne! Zas ta zelena Kunhuta. Ja ne-
vim, co ten Cyril na tom hrachu porad vidi.

»Poliv¢icka hrachovi, ta je pro mé dost dobra,“ naprosto ne-
zvykle si Cyril prozpévoval a ani si snad neuvédomoval, jak
je trapnej. Ja se na n¢j tady culim se vSema téma barvama a on
si zrovna sdhne pro vyblitou zelenou. Jestli takhle pujde dal,
tak je tu jest¢ brokolicova, pérkova... a ve mné ty nudle snad
ztvrdnou na dobro. Jednou ale prosel kolem mé se slovy: ,,No
jo, holka, tebe si Setfim, na tebe se té$im.“ To je sice fajn, ale
asi si néjak nevsiml, Ze ja to mam uz za par.

Cyril je celej zivot no¢ni vratnej. Podle vrasek a Sedin usuzuju,
Ze mu tdhne na sedmdesatku. Neuvéfitelny. Ani nesel do
dichodu. No, bodejt jo, vidyt se nikdy poradné nehnul
z baraku. Tak co by asi tak vyvadél na stary kolena? Vsechny
zensky, ktery kdy mél, mu zahejbaly po nocich. A jediny, co
kdy snad poradné piecet, byly navody na polivkach z pytliku.
Jen ted to ma lehdi.

»Tak, uz si pro tebe du,“ ozvalo se takhle o jednom péate¢nim ve-
ceru. To je urcité na mé, zacala jsem se tetelit Stéstim a rado-
vat, Zze tomu pfitroublymu dédovi splnim sen. Sice nebude
zivotni, ale snad si poSmakne.

»Dévenko, ted t¢ hezky pomuchluju v dlanich, rozmackam nud-
licky na kousicky, prostfihnu pytlicky s kofenim - to bude
hostina.“ Vzdyt to fikam, Ze je tplné jednoduchej. Tak se po-
tés, chlape, a uz si nacpi zaludek. A, to je teploucka lazen,
hotovy termaly. Co ja se naknucela na polici, kdyz tam tahlo
z toho véényho privanu z otevienych vrat. Ted se poradné
prohreju, pak jesté chvili v zaludku, a pak uz jen... hmmm, to
bude dlouha cesta.

Najednou Ciyril taha néco z kapsy. Vobcas si néjakou kolegyni
dochutil, ale u mé jesté ani lzici nevoliznul. Neunahluje se
n&jake??

»Tak sme se, holka, dockali, pronasel Cyril az dojemné.

Jezisi, co to sem kapnul?! Néééééééé, nudle ve mné délaji varietni
kousky. Tohle mu musf snad i 1zici rozezrat!

,»Cyrile, ty vole!*

X

Ztraceni
JiFt Skala

Probudil jsem se na Zemi. Rdno m¢ vedou do $koly. Po gkole ze
skoly.

,Co jste dnes délali ve skole?* vyzvida moje spolubydlici Klara.
Klara je moc hodnd. Vim, ze kdyz se u¢im, je rada.

,U¢ili jsme se.”

Dal sly$im uz jen nesrozumitelné, ale pfijemné huceni, ke kte-
rému se obc¢as pfidavam. Dokud mé nevyrusi mtij druhy spo-
lubydlici, Karel.

,UkaZ mi Z4kovskou!“

Neddvd pozor privyucovdni arusiostatniZdky, hulaka na mé poznamku,
ktera je az zbyte¢né rozepsana do poloviny cistého listu. Mé
oblibené huceni razem ustupuje. Funguje to vzdy, i na Sky-
tavku.

,»Co to ma znamenat?* roz¢iluje se Karel dél a ja vidim, Ze mu to
ned¢la dobre. Paneboze, co mu mam odpovédét? Trapim se.
Copak neumi ¢ist? ,,Nebavi se ho uit, proto bavi své pratele,

N3

kteti jsou na tom stejné.” Ne, cokoli feknu, bude jen horsi.

Vzidyt ja se vazné snazim, ale kdo mi to uv¢ri? Treba zrovna
dneska, nemohl jsem uz jinak a rekl to uditelce. ,,Promirite,
ale vas hlas je posazeny tak vysoko, zZe se skrze to vase pisténi
nemtizu soustfedit na to, co rikate.“

Zvoni mobil. Klara ho ptiklada k uchu a druhou rukou si mne
starostlivé celo. Zacina tiSe plakat. ,Dékuji za vase zavolani
a za vasi trpélivost. Moc si toho vazim. Slibuji vam, zZe k fedi-
teli chodit nemusite, uréité se to uz nebude opakovat.“

Ajaj. Karel ustrnul na Klafe svyma rudyma oc¢ima a ja bych si
moc moc pral, aby si uz oteviel pivo a odpocinul si u fotbalu.
Klara mé obejme. Je horka a slzy se ji finou po tvari.

»Kolikrat jsem ti fikala, Ze myslet si miizes, co chces, ale rikat to
nesmig?“

wJe mi té tak lito,” k¥i¢im oéima, ,,ale nemiizu za to! Jsem vas.“

»NNo jasné, jesté ho polituj, tim se prece vSechno vyftesi. Ja bych se
na to...“ Karel nakopne kfeslo, které se prevrhne, a odchazi za
doprovodu ramusu v dalsich mistnostech. Zapomenu viibec
kdy na to, co jsem se naucil?

X
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Jak mizi sny
Adam Hoszek

Svétlo mi vyktiklo do o¢i. Hned se zase ale mirn¢ omlouva a po-
hladi mé po zmuchlany tvari. Budik to ziejmé ale pobavilo
tak, Ze se rozesmal rannima zpravama. Zase ho uklidiiuju a vy-
manim se z péfovyho objeti. I pres svilj chlad se podlaha
ziejmé chce kamaradit, a tak si s nesmélejma chodidlama ce-
lou cestu do koupelny s polohlasnym tapkanim povida. Tam
si stoupam na schtudky a vitam se. Moje o¢i na mé rozespale
mrkaj na pozdrav a pfi zivnuti mé zdravéj i zuby, spolu s hlu-
boko se klanicim jazykem. To uz ale na scénu nastupuje bled¢
modrej kartacek a lechta zuby, ktery si hihnanim div necvrnk-
nou do dasni. Autdky na mym pyzamu uz chtéj odjet pry¢,
takze se za¢inam prevlikat.

Venku se panelaky natahujou co nejvej$ a slunce se jejich hre
jenom sméje. Mamina ruka objima tu moji. Dole v krku mé
§imra strach. ,Boji§ se?“ zaletéj ke mné maminciny hebky
slova. Ja ale vrtim hlavou. Do novy $koly se tésim. Kostky
chodniku jdou vazné jedna za druhou jako vojaci, ale stybla
travy se jim sméjou a skacou si, jak chtéj, jedno pies druhy.
Ve gkole bude hodna pani ucitelka, bude mit pfijemnej hlas
a tmavy vlasy, budou tam vonét kiidy a budou tam obrazky
z Afriky, jako v ty stary. Tésim se. Strach mé §imrd v krku.

Vsechno zari, vSechno kfic¢i. Kluci, holky, backirky, chodby,
pani ucitelky. Mamincina pusa jest¢ hreje. Na dvefich se
krouti napis druhd 4. A¢ko vypada jako raketa. Bojim se.

Raketa vzlitava, dvere se otviraji a zvou mé dovnitt. Kluci, holky,
hlasy, smich, zelend tabule, pani ucitelka s malejma ocima.
Suché dlati mé $krabe. Zidlitka mé na sebe usadi a slabikéf
se leze z aktovky podivat ven. Zvonek exploduje a hodina za-
¢ina.

Maminka uz ur¢ité brzo prijde. Ptijde, pohladi mé tsmévem, ze-
pta se mé, jaky to bylo, a ja ji feknu, ze si se mnou nikdo nepo-
vidal a ze pani ucitelka ma suchy ruce. Kaminek se rozlouci
s moji botou a odlita pry¢ do dalky. Ale to vlibec nevadi, pro-
toze maminka m¢ pohladi a doma mi udéld kakavo. A mné to
prece nevadi, za par dnt uz si tieba povidat budou, to bude
v poradku.

Maminka pfisla. Nepohladila mé ale ismévem, jeji rty si mé vi-
bec nev§imaly. ,Tak jdem,“ vypadlo z nich akorat. Jeji dlan
sice objima tu moji, ale viibec se mi to nelibi. Ja jenom chtél
svoje pohlazeni, maminko! Ta si m¢ ale nev§ima a ja nevim,
co fct. ,,Ud¢l4s mi doma kakavo, mami?“

»Mirecku, ja dneska vazné nemam naladu vam zase podstrojo-
vat.”

Polykam slova, ale je to jako polykat oblazky. A kdyz je spolknu,
tak mi zacnou drasat krk a mné se chce brecet. Ticho mé ale
tizi a tlaci k zemi, tak abych se mu vyhnul, kuiiknu: ,A tati-
nek?“

»Jo, tak na tatinka se teda nespolihej. Ten neni ani schopnej si
utiidit vlastni zivot. A to ma Zenu a maly dité¢! Ach jo. No tak
si bre¢, no. Ono je to nékdy lepsi.*

Hrozné moc Patti a Matl na tapetach na mé déla: ,A je to!“ Ale
neni to. Maminka mi dava pusu na dobrou noc. Ale jen pusou.
Ocima ne. Tatinek ani pusou. UZ ne. Spim.

Budim se. Zvoni budik. Musim vstavat. Ach jo.
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