Sunday, May 6, 1945

I went around to Skocdopole’s at about quarter to eight. It w;
drizzling and foggy outside. I'd hardly got out of the hous
before I could tell the revolution meant business. People
hiking clothes and berets were heading towards the brewen
They didn’t have any weapons as far as I could see, but the
had tricolours stitched on their berets and packs strappe
to their backs.

I was wearing hiking clothes too, because it was raining an
because I didn’t want to ruin my best suit. I met Mr Mozg
under the viaduct near Skocdopole’s warehouse. He was limy
ing along, looking very pale, as he heroically made his wa
towards the brewery. He had strapped on an old Austrian sab
and looked like something out of an American slapstici
comedy. He had to act very heroic now because he hadn’t bee
very heroic during the war. He'd worked his way up at th
factory until finally he’d been made local construction super

visor of the German Air Transport Ministry. So now he had t¢
- act like a hero. I wondered whether the rest of that CTOW(
would be down at the brewery. Probably. The poor saps would

all have to be heroes now.
When I got to the warehouse, Prema was already sitting

there on an empty crate, fully armed, wearing his corduroy

hunting pants, and the rest of the boys were standing or sitting
around. A dim light bulb, draped with cobwebs, shone down or
them from the ceiling. They looked like Jesse James's gang
Prema had on high-laced hunting boots and an ammunition
belt around his waist. A string of hand grenades was slung
across his chest and a submachine gun over his shoulder. His

face under the Masaryk cap was thin and with his gaunt}

cheeks he looked kind
a shiny black fireman’s
over.

of Mongolian. Benda was wearing
helmet. They were talking things
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‘Shit,” said Prema. ‘I'm against going over thf,re.' )
‘Me, too. Once we get there, we’re stuck,’ said Perlik.
‘But..." said Benda.

‘Anyway, all Sabata wants to do is lock us all up in the
brewery.’ 7 38 .
‘I still think it'd be better if we went over there,’ said Benda.

‘Because you're scared, maybe?’ said Perlik. ;
~‘Hell no. But what can we do all by oume]v‘es?’ )
‘We collected all these guns by ourselves, didn’t we?
‘Okay, but when the SS-men come, then what? How many
people do we have anyway ?’ ;
‘Enough, but if you're scared, stay home.
gBut... '
‘Or else go over to the brewery.
‘Aw, come on, for Chrissake.’
“You're yellow.
‘I am not.’
~ ‘You are, too.’
‘No, I'm not.’
‘Shut up.’ tiae
‘Don’t argue, guys,’ said Prema. The point is whether we
ought to go over there or not.’ :
‘I say we shouldn’t,’ said Perlik. - :
‘I think it'd be better if we did,’ said Vahar.
“You scared, too?’ said Perlik.
- ‘The fact is, we've got more guns than we kno‘w what to do
‘with and it'd be a shame to let 'em go to waste,’ said Vahar.
‘And on account of that you want to go report at the
brewery, huh?’ i ;
- ‘Well, and what do you want to do with the guns?
~ ‘Pass ’em out to other guys.’ :
- ‘Yeah, but all the others are over at the brewery.
~ ‘So what do you say, fellas?’ said Prefﬁa}.
- ‘What say we go to the brewery ?’ said Jerry.
I looked at them. They were standing aroun-d the upturn'ed
- packing crates like robbers in their den and, aside from Perlik,
~all of them wanted to go to the brewery. Only Prema was

- undecided. But he was their leader and he couldn’t act hastily.
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Then I opened the door and walked in.
‘Hi,’ I said.
‘Hiya. Come on in,’ said Prema.
‘Well, are we going over to the brewery?’ I said.
‘We're just talking it over.
‘And?’ 3
‘We can’t make up our minds whether we ought to or not
‘Everybody’s going.’
‘Sure,” said Benda. ‘We're going, too. Come on.’
‘I'm not going,’ said Perlik.
‘So stay here, then.’
T'd rather go over to the communis
Sabata.’
‘So go on, who's stopping you?’ said Benda.
‘Don’t be nuts, Perlik,’ said Prema,
‘5o I'm the one who's nuts, am I? And how about the rest o
you?’ : :
‘We'll wait and see how things look over there.’
“You still don't know Dr Sabata? You still don’t know what
gutless bastard that guy is?’
‘Aw, come off it.’
“You think he'll let you ‘take off with
might annoy the Germans.’

.Perlik Was angry and ironic. I knew him. The Germans sent
him to a work camp once for being a chronic absentee. He w3
one of those people who are so brave they never show even 3
trace of fear. It was dangerous to be connected with a guyf
like that. But he was the only one. The rest were different.

‘No, listen, fellas,” said Prema. ‘The question is, can we get}
anywhere all by ourselves.’

‘That's right,” said Jerry.

‘The fact is that the German front’s getting closer and closerfh
and what can we do by ourselves against tanks?’ said Benda.  {B

‘And what are you going to do against tanks together with .
Dr Sabata?’ said Perlik. ‘ b |

Benda ignored him. :

‘The fact is, we've got twice as many guns as we can ust
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ts than sign up with

those guns? Why, youL

(]

E use them.’

el

, that there'l-l be guys over at the brewery who know how

If Dr Sabata’ll let them use them, that is.’
‘What the hell, you want us to let the guns just lie around

ere?’

‘And you're really dumb enough to think Sabata’ll let any-

jody shoot 'em?’

‘What've you got against Sabata, anyway? What makes you

o sure he’s so yellow ?’ said Vahar.

‘What makes you think he isn't?’
‘All T know is that he got my dad out of a concentration

amp,’ said Vahar.

‘That’s right, he did,” said Benda.

‘But how 2’ said Perlik.

The fact is, he did it,’ said Benda.

‘Sure. By spending a lot of time drinking with the Gestapo

own at headquarters.’

“Well, he got him. out, didn't he? An

d that wasn't the only

rase.’

‘All right now. Let's decide what we’re going to do,’ said
ema.

‘I'm for going over to the brewery,’ said Benda.

‘Me, too,” said Vahar.

‘Me, too,” said Jerry.

‘All right,’ said Prema and looked at the others. Vasek, Vostal

and Prochazka were silent.

‘How about it, you guys?’

‘Oh, well, okay, let's go then,’ said Vostal.
‘What about you?’ Prema said to Prochazka.
“Sure, [ guess so,” Prochazka said.

“I'd rather not,’ said Kocandrle.

- ‘What about you?’ Prema said to me. I was kind of surprised

‘was already counting me in. Also, I knew Perlik was right.
ut I wanted to go to the brewery anyway. [ wanted to see the
ircus over there. The washing away of Protectorate sins. And
ides, maybe Perlik was wrong after all. There’d be a lot of

dthirsty guys over at the brewery, and once things got

ed not even Dr Sabata could hold them back. I knew a lot
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~ of them personally. They didn’t belong to any organization b;
~ they were crazy to have an uprising. Even at the brewery tho
pleasures would be provided for. And I wanted to see t}
others, too. I didn’t want to miss Mr Mozol. Or Mr Moute
either. I looked at Prema.
‘I suppose we'd better go over to the brewery,’ I said. ‘If
don’t like it, we can always clear out.’

‘That's right,’ said Benda.

“You guys are as dumb as they come,’ said Perlik.

‘Shut up. The majority’s for the brewery,” said Benda.

‘Because you're dumb.’

‘Quit arguing,’ said Prema. ‘Let’s go.

‘Right,’ said Benda, and they all got up.

‘Morons,’ said Perlik.

Benda turned sharply on him. ‘Look, if you don’t like it yq
don’t have to come along!’

‘Oh, shut up,’ said Perlik and got up too. I waited until the
filed out of the warehouse and then went over to Prema.

‘Oh, I almost forgot. Come on,’ said Prema. We went out.

In front of the warehouse stood a wagon whose load w.
covered up with a tarpaulin. The boys stood around it, siler
huddled in a circle in the rain, holding or shouldering the
fsubmachine guns and rifles. Vahar held the flag furled aroun
its staff. Prema flipped back the tarpaulin- and pulled a polishe
submachine gun out by its barrel.

:;ou know how to work this?’ he said to me.

0.

‘Well, look. This is how you remove the safety. Here’s whe
you load it and then this snaps down. Prema shoved th
magazine into the barrel. !
s I:;‘ The bullet heads shone th_rough i
ﬁnL took out the magazine and then I put it in again. It workef
- (ﬁ:rlléier.\,vhen you shoot, press the butt up against yo u

“Yeah. 1

Premz-l .tumed back to the wagon and pulled four clips
ammunition out from under the tarpaulin,
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‘Put these in your pocket.’

‘Thanks.’

I stick the clips in my coat pocket. They just fit.

‘Let’s go,” said Jerry.

‘Let’s go,’ said Prema.

Jerry grabbed the wagon shaft and Prochazka and Kocandrle
pushed from behind. I stood on one side and helped them push.
ahar unfurled the flag and we started off. The wheels of the
ittle wagon squeaked. We went slowly over the foot bridge,
past the Czech Brethren Church and past the Social Democrat

orkers Sports Club towards the brewery. I knew how we

|must look. Pretty fine. We all walked along without saying a

word. We acted very casual. People in hiking knickers with

rricolours on their berets stared at us. You could tell they

admired us. It was great. :

We got to the bridge. T looked up at Irena’s window and
hoped she was watching, but she wasn’t. Naturally. She should
see me now. But no such luck. I could already imagine fighting
the Germans off in the woods and Irena hiding down in the
cellar or somewhere. The whole thing lost all its charm if Irena
couldn’t see me. Why in hell was I letting myself in for this? A
bunch of people were heading along the path from the bridge
towards the brewery. Like going to the cemetery on All Saints’
Day. A big Czechoslovak flag was flying from the brewery
tower. I noticed that some of the guys in the crowd had

| Czechoslovak Army service rifles over their shoulders. And

some were wearing old army uniforms and puttees. They
looked quaint. I'd already forgotten there was such a thing as
puttees any more. Nobody wore them in this war. Silently we
pushed our wagon slowly along with the crowd. People looked
at us. You could tell some of them admired us, too. Or else they

ﬁrere just scared. There were a lot of them who didn’t enjoy
looking at a real honest-to-goodness gun. Probably deep down

they'd hoped everything would blow over nice and quiet. But
nevertheless they were going to the brewery. They were all

' patriots. And heroes. Mr Lobel was ahead of us. He used to be

landlord; he was Jewish but his wife was Aryan so he
adn’t been sent to a concentration camp. He was carrying a
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: shotgun over his shoulder. He'd always been a big.hunter. Thanks,’ I said. I didn’t have any'objection. I thought about
kind of expected to see his hunting dog, Bonza, trotting along..2 and how I'd show her my picture. I flashed my' Gal_)le
side. Bonza would have been glad to come along, I knew. W, mile and picked up my submachine gun so you couldn’t miss
steered the wagon through the gate. Mr Moutelik, wearing perty squinted at me through the finder and took two steps
knickers and a ski cap, appeared with Berty beside him, hif, xward. I hoped Zdenek wasn't going to get a gun like mine.
Leica on his chest. He beamed at me. at least that nobody’d take Zdenek’s picture with it. The

i1y Danny,”Berty. said. amera clicked. -

‘Hi. Going to take some pictures?’ [ said. ‘Thanks. When can I get one, Berty?’ I said.

‘You bet.’ : 1l develop it tonight.’
Better do it fast, I thought to myself. As we came through «can you make a few extras?’

the gate, I noticed Mr Mozol with a policeman’s sabre standing ‘Sure. How many copies can I make up for you?’ said Berty.
with a bunch of people from the Messerschmidt factory. They e'd learned those expressions from his father. Berty was a
even stuck together here. They had it in their blood, thgcinessman. His father was, too. They were both businessmen
Messerschmidt people. Jerks! They stood in a bunch, chatting, .4 they owned an apartment house. Berty’s hobby was photo-
Just three days ago, Mr Mozol was crawling around, licking raphy. He was always awfully obliging about taking PiCtHI“ﬁis
Uippelt’s boots. Everybody knew that. And now he was scareg but he never did anything for nothing. He was always taking
again. He was always scared of something. And he always hadi:ctures, at high school, at the A. C. Kostelec Athletic Club, at
good reason to be scared. He stood there, pale and silly looking ittle-theatre performances, and afterwards he sold each snap-
and scared. We turned towards the main building. A longg .t at cost, plus a small fee. I still remembered how in high
queue stood on the steps leading to the open doors. They we tschool he used to have a list of how much people owed him
Wwaiting to sign up. An army first has to be enlisted. I saw Mifnd he always kept after us about paying up. When it came to
Stybl the barber, Dr Bohadlo, Mr Frinta the lawyer, the clerkl, . ing paid he didn’t have any friends. Only customers.
from our bank, Mr Jungwirth from the loan association, andf «oh, about six,’ I said, because I wanted to have plenty of
others. They stood there waiting their turn. Mr Jungwirth wa opies. And I knew Mother would send one to Grandmother
eating a sandwich. We stopped the wagon. Prema turned. and another to Prague and another to my uncle in America, as
‘Wait here, fellows. I'm going to find Sabata.’ soon as she could again. '
‘Okay,’ said Benda. ‘Can you save the negative, too?’ I added as an afterthought.
Prema went up the stairs and you could see how he was .'Certainly,' said Berty.
telling the guys at the door to let him through. I saw one guyk  “Well, thanks.’

at the door turn on him angrily, take one look at Prema’s 8unf “You're quite welcome.’ Berty smiled broadly and moved on
and grenades, then slip aside fast. Sure. We didn’t have to waste

along the line with his camera all wound and ready for action

Hil our time like all the rest of those people lined up there. Their again. He was pleased I'd let him take my picture. And. after
eves were full of envy because we were somebody, we hadfthe revolution, he'd display the pictures in their show window
weapons. I held my gun by the muzzle and set it on thefwith stupid captions. ‘Valiantly into the Fray,” he’d write under
f sk ol and gogd. | my picture. But that'd be fine with me. That kind of nonsense
Danny,” I heard from behind me. There stood Berty with his didn’t bother Irena the way it did me. I was the only one
a0 his ey | sensitive about things like that. And the group in the band, too,
‘Stand over there and I'l]l take your picture.’ | of course. It'd be a big laugh. I could just see the people crowd-
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ing around Moutelik’s show window and bragging about thsyou bet. Who else can give ’'em so many?’
pictures. And I'd be there, too. I remembered Mr Machacek. (‘5o let's go to the storehouse and turn ’em in,’ said Vahar. :
course. Berty would contribute the photographic illustration{*Wait a minute, we’d better wait till they come for 'em,’ said
‘Photographs graciously donated by Mr Albert Moutelik, Jr' &
would say somewhere at the back of the book. And thef No, we'd better hand them in ourselves. They won't be able
would be one coloured reproduction of an oil painting by M hold it against us anyway.’ £
Leitner, ‘May 6th in Kostelec.” | was already looking forward { That’s right. They won’t scold us,’ said Benda. I could tell he
that book. My picture would be in there, too. Mr Machacg,s embarrassed now that he had seen in black and white that
would put it in as a favour to Father. So I'd be immortalizegeglik had probably been right all along.
Immortalized for all eternity in Kostelec. I glanced around - ‘Aw, nuts, let’s turn 'em in. That’ll be better,’ said Vahar
the crowd. More people kept coming in through the gate amjervously.
the line moved slowly. Jirka Vit came out of the icehous Think so?’
carrying two rifles over each shoulder. Behind him came Sure.’
Weiss in a major’s uniform and behind him a bunch of fellow “Wait, let’s wait for Prema,’ said Prochazka. ;
in Czech Army uniforms. One of them went up the steps of thf yahar looked towards the main building. ‘All right,” he said.
main building and put up a sign next to the door. On it w. ‘Bringing weapons, boys?’ somebody said behind of wus. I
written in black paint: ned around. There stood Major Weiss, looking very pleasant.
es,” said Benda.
Order No..1 zhat’s fine,” said Major Weiss and turned back the tarpaulin
ALL FIREARMS AND EXPLOSIVES ARE TO BE TURNE vealing the pile of rifles, German bazookas and two sub-
IN AT THE STOREROOM. ; . i
machine guns.
~§ ‘Well, well, you've outdone yourselves, boys,’ said Major
Commandegg eiss. ‘Come along with me now. We'll take them over to the
I immediately thought of Perlik. I turned to him. He walstc E
standing behind me, looking at the sign. Then he drew do es, sir,’ said Benda and turned to us. The boys looked at

Col. Cemelik,

his mouth and grimaced angrily. uncertainly. : -
‘Well, isn’t that nice,” he said in an icy voice.: t's go,’” said Benda, and didn't look at anybody. Major
‘That's really crazy,” said Benda. ' A was already heading for the storeroom.

‘So long, buddies,’ said Perlik and turned. “§ I thought we were going to wait for Prema,’ said Prochazka.
‘Where're you going?’ said Benda, but Perlik said nothig ‘But he’s ordered us,” said Benda. e
and hurried through the crowd towards the gate. I lost sight off ‘But they're going to want us to turn in everything,' said

him a couple of times as he pushed his way through the peopk ndrle. ¢ :
with his submachine gun slung over his back, and then ki ‘AW, no. You saw the way he just glanced at the wagon.
disappeared. - -~ ‘I don't know.
‘That’s nonsense. We'll hang on to our guns,’ said Benda.  § ©Oh, sure.’
“Sure. Let everybody find his own,’ said Prochazka. ~ F Major Weiss turned around. ‘Follow me, boys," he called to
‘We'll only turn in what's left over. That'll be enough fofiss '
them anyway.’ ! ‘We're coming,’ said Benda and started to push the wagon.
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T don’t kIlDW,’ repeated Kocandrle, but Vahar had alrea e floor and on top, neat little pyramlds of egg.s}faped han('l:
turned the shaft. The boys slowly began to push. It made renades. There were about. twelve bazookas lear;mg agaler;sd
mad, too. I didn’t want to part with my gun. Should I make e other wall and a collection of all sorts of revolvers spri

break for it? But it was probably too late now. Weiss had se
me. And what would I do with a gun all by myself, if the
of the boys didn’t have any weapons? But I could hide it son
Place. Sure, it wouldn’t be a bad idea to have it in the ho
somewhere. You could daydream a lot better that way. Abg
gangsters and things like that. But Major Weiss was waiting §
us and his assistants surrounded us. We were on the spot.
slowly trundled the wagon towards the storeroom. It
around the corner from the icehouse. Hruska from Mess
schmidt stood in front of the doorway wearing a uniform 3
a helmet strapped under his chin. He was holding a rifle wi
bayonet on it and staring straight ahead. One wing of the dg
was closed and there was a sign on it reading: ARSEN
Slowly we approached the doorway. Hruska drew himself
straight and tall.

‘Hey! Open up!’ called Major Weiss.

Some guy with a pipe looked out. I knew him. It was {
stockroom man at the brewery. He'd always been here.
stock had changed a bit, but otherwise there was no differeng
He looked at us and shoved back the bolt. Then he leant
against the door and pushed it open.

‘Bring it in, boys,’ said Major Weiss.

_ We pushed the wagon. The same kind of light fixture hus
from the storeroom ceiling as in Skocdopole’s warehouse. The

in his Czech Legion uniform with all his medals pinned on.
had a sheet of paper and a bottle of ink in front of him. The

was somebody I knew by sight standing beside him, in a gree

cape and officer’s cap. The man in the_cape saluted. Mai
Weiss saluted, too.

‘Another lot,’ said-Major Weiss. ‘Boys, hand it over piece b
piece to the lieutenant, and the sergeant will write it down.’

I looked around. A row of rifles stood stacked up-along th
wall. At the end of the row I saw light Czechoslovak Arm
machine guns with tripods. There were a couple of sacks
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i janitor.

ut on a table behind the jani . :

“Let's go,’ said the janitor. ‘First you'd better take off what
ou've got on so you can move around easier.

‘Oh, that doesn’t bother us,’ said Benda.

“You just take off those guns. You'll be more comfortable.

i i later.’
ou've got to do it sooner or £
Benda stood silently in front of the janitor. I could see he

was feeling uncomfortable. Then he spoke up slowly. ‘You
want . . . the stuff we're carrying, too?’

The janitor looked at him in surprise. ‘Naturally.’ ¥
‘Well, now, look, we liberated this stuff ourselves.
“Yes, I know. Don’t worry, we won't forget that.

TrH
‘] write down the name of the donor of every weapon,

whenever there is one.’

‘But we'd like to keep them.

. ‘Keep them?’
Y es.’ i
~I'm sorry, but that's impossible. Didn't you read the
rder?'
- ‘The one on the door?’
fies.’
L Well, yes...

. ‘You read the order?’
Was a table underneath and behind it sat the high-school janif

B Yes.

‘Well, there you are.’

~ ‘But, look. We...

ajor Weiss turned. “Yes?’ : s
!M;]'or, this gentleman refuses to hand over his }nfeapons.
'-"Major Weiss peered at Benda and assumed a military expres-
sion. ‘Do you know the order?”

~ ‘Yes, Major, but—'

uiet! You know the order, therefore you also know your
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_‘Every soldier must obey without question orders given bygdition and we’d get sent to jail on account of it for God
Superior officer.’ ¢ 7 nows how long. There wasn’t anything we could do. Slowly,
Benda flushed. enda took off the string of hand grenades and laid them down
'm not a soldier!” he burst out. 1 the table in front of the janitor. Then he took off the gun

:\f\ihat's that?’ said Major Weiss. rapped over his shoulders and placed it on top of the gren-

‘I m not a soldier,” Benda repeated. des. ; l

qv‘}\:hen were you born ?* ‘Good. I see you've understood what your duty is,’ said Major
= twenty-second of March, 1924., eiss ‘And don’t think we don't know what we're d.Oing.

‘Then accordin, -

i § to the proclamation of the chairman of ill be distributed among experienced trained
National Committee, you're mobilized.” hfhese weapons wi g expe

is i : Idiers.’ 240 ol
:Thl;‘ 1s Ehe ﬁrst_ I ever heard of any proclamation.’ Benda stepped back. I took his place in front of the janitor.
p]e‘a,r: 'L fm telling you now. Now tum In your weapongautiously, Major Weiss picked up Benda’s submachine gun.
i i t,” he said to the janitor. ‘One light
Benda didn’t move., ‘Write this down, sergeant,’ he sai j g

5 o machine glin, donated by Mr — what’s your name?’

-ch (FEyom gozng = ,h and them over? I'm giving you your lag ‘Submachine gun,’ [ said quickly and casually.

i aﬁe'dlpth?m’}se I_H have. to regard this as a clear case q What?’ said Major Weiss.

Bmud réination.” Major Weiss waited in silence and watched That's a submachine gun.’

k::g a. ?en he added, SIOle and signiﬁcantly, ‘And do yvoi I'd taken him by surprise_ He was off balance now. He

now‘:r’w at that means when a state is in extreme peril, as it ifjgoked at me in embarrassment and his face flushed a little
: faround his nose.

¢ ‘It's a submachine gun, not a light machine gun,’ I repeated

asiobligingly.

ground. The gun slung across hi

whipped. He stood there in his black fireman’s helm : mir eed to ins ’
man’s hel ‘dl “ves w, Mr : don’ d to instruct me,’ he
been completely whipped. Hj elmet and he'df “Yes. I know, Mr Smiricky. You don’t n i

s round face burned. Major Weisfsgid brusquely., to cover u
Was watching him, j T i Spsa LGN = I
Sty & Mm, icy and military. He was only doing his

‘Well?’ he said. ‘This is it [

{all kinds of insolence at that moment. Major Weiss turned pale
could hardly believe my own|yith anger, but he h not to go on any further.
L e Y ger, but he was smart enough not to g y
IF: l‘ls;lsb l]l:ehg l;arally said it. “This s it." Probably it had Popped upfHe turned to the janitor and continued. ‘Have you got that?
war wh E h 'gm o tho-se novels he'd consumed during  the One submachine gun, donated by Mr — what’s your name?’

€n he’d worked in the municipal library. I looked at BlRenda,’ Benda said.
Benda. He was crushed. He stood there . -

; with his pants stretched| Mr Benda.’
. tight over his bj : g ; 3 enda. . :
‘j{j = it 2 Silveli S;ganrlmgg’ in that funny-looking fireman’s helmet ﬁ; janitor wrote it down. When he wrote submachine gun
:i
f

: wn the middle. I felt sorry for him. | could see how his pen hesitated. It was probably the first
;Vb?:il:fa :1131 f:!;]il I t?roulg have helped him if I could. 1 thought | time he'd ever heard the word.
in our handsg anduth::y. di:;t ,lt S ima t%lought_ We had guns so six hand grenades,” Major Weiss wexft on. The lieu-
have got out of thr (R ha.ve anything. We could easily nt took the grenades and Benda’s submachine gun and put
. L pehaiter my head right away. | them aside. T laid my own submachine gun down on the table
s days and then they’d try us for | in front of the janitor and pulled the ammunition out of my
118 y
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~ sudden he smiled, unbuttoned his fly, took out his little peter, .—'Good morning,’ I said, but Mr Manes and old Cemelik acted

bowed, and then a fine yellowish stream spurted out like a § 46
fountain and gradually went higher and higher up the wall,
But still not as high as Ponykl's. Hrob leaned back a little bit
more and he shouldn’t have done that because the yellow  country while these men, in their own way, were doing their
stream dropped back from the wall and before the poor kid for their country, too. Mr Kaldoun, Mr Krocan, Dr Sabata.
could duck, it fell back on his head, obeying the law of gravi. § qhey'd all got along pretty well with the Germans. Now they
tation. The kids razzed him about it for the rest of his school | were running a revolution. Nobody could find any fault with
career. Now there he stood in front of me, looking at me with | them. Everybody was mobilized. Everybody had to obey. So
those big, docile, respectful blue eyes. He had on a neat blue rything was fine. And Colonel Cemelik was giving the
suit made of reject material by which you could always recog. ers.
nize the workers from Lewith’s weaving mill on Sunday. ‘Name?’ Captain Kuratko asked me.
‘You going to enlist too?’ I said to him. Daniel Smiricky.’
“Yes? : Mr Kuratko wrote my name down in the first column of his
‘Me, too,’ I said, and that was all. ger and put a number in front of it. Then he went on.
Hrob said nothing. He never talked much. We stood there ‘Occupation?’
mutely and the line moved slowly into the building. We got Student.’
into the hall and shuffled forward. The others who'd been | ‘Date of birth?’
through already came out, pulling on their armbands. Another § Twenty-seventh of September, 1924’
guy in uniform stood by the office door with a fixed bayonet | ‘Where?’ it
and whenever someone came out, he let in another one. The & ‘In Kostelec.’
line was quiet. Nobody shoved. I was already nearly up to the ‘Kostelec County. Address?’
door. They let Hrob go in and I stayed outside. The soldier with § ‘Kostelec.’
the bayonet was kidding around with some guy behind me. fSn'cet?'
Then the door opened, Hrob emerged with a glowing face & 123 Jirasek.’
reverently clutching his armband. I went in. Mr Kuratko sat at | ‘Religion?’
the desk wearing a captain’s uniform and with a big ledger ’-’ oman Catholic.’
opened up in front of him. Four paper flags — Czechoslovak, § ‘Inducted ?’
Soviet, American, and British — stood on his desk in a little vase, f ‘l beg your pardon?’
There was no water in it. On one side of Captain Kuratko sat B “Have you been inducted ?’
old Cemelik with colonel’s stars on his epaulets and on the £ No.
other side was Mr Manes with a blue armband with red trim B ‘Has not done his military service’
and the inscription, NATIONAL COMMITTEE, in gold letters. __ Kuratko wrote a long sentence in his ledger, then took a
Around a little table in the corner sat Dr Sabata, Mr Kaldou ﬂ" meographed sheet of paper from a pile beside him, wrote
Mayor Prudivy, and Krocan the factory owner. So it wasn't Mr jEsom thing on it and handed it to me.
Kaldoun who'd hauled in the flag, I realized. All of them wel Read this and sign it.’
wearing those blue armbands with the red trim. The men tread: ‘I, Daniel Smiricky,’ which Mr Kuratko had written
hind the desk were watching me. - by hand, ‘pledge on my honour and conscience that I will

if they didn’t recognize me. They were acting very grim, like
men .at war. There they all sat, staging an uprising. People were
pushing and shoving to get in and lay down their lives for their

122 123




loyally obey all orders given by the local commander of the
Czechoslovak Army in Kostelec and that I am ready if neces.
sary to lay down my life for my country, the Czechoslovak
Republic. Kostelec, — May, 1945." 1 took a pen, wrote in the
- date, May 6th, and signed my name. Mr Kuratko gave the sheet
of paper to Mr Manes and he put it into a file in front of him,
Then Mr Kuratko shook hands with me.

‘Thank you,’ he said.

“You're quite welcome,’ I said. Then old Cemelik shook hands
with me, and Mr Manes, too. He gave me a red-and-white arm.
band from the basket beside the table. The basket was full of

them.

‘Thank you,’ I said and turned around. I opened the door and
the soldier was already shoving somebody else inside. So now |
was a private in the Czechoslovak Army. Now I belonged to
the revolutionaries. I pulled on the armband and felt it looked
silly. But nobody was looking at me any differently than usual.
So this was an uprising. I went out of the building. The
brewery yard was swarming with people. They were standing
around in clusters, wearing all kinds of coats and jackets and
raincoats, and they had knapsacks on their backs. They were |
smoking and talking. They looked more like a hiking club get-
ting ready for an outing. But they were an army. These were
revolutionaries. There wasn’t much you could do about 1t.
Colonel Cemelik was at the head of the army and the supreme
commander was Dr Sabata. It was an army. And [ wasinit.

I went down the stairs and looked for the boys. It had started
raining again. Coat collars were turned up in the courtyard anq;
people ducked into various doorways and sheds. But a lot of

them still stood out in the yard. I buttoned my jacket up to my
" neck. Hell, why hadn’t I worn a raincoat? I headed across the:
yard towards the icehouse. I didn’t see the boys there but 1
heard the signal. We'd used that signal for as long as I can
remember. It had caught on in town; even kids who didn't]
have anything to do with the band used it. I looked around.
The rain started pouring down on the worn cobblestone pave-
ment that led to the stable. People stood pressed up against the
sides of the buildings. I heard the signal again and looked
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around to see where it came from. I saw Benno's red face
.under his sheepskin cap and Haryk in his green raincoat. They
e standing under a woodshed over by the fence. I hurried

‘Greetings, brother,’ Haryk said to me.

‘Greetings. Let me under,’ I said and crept in under the roof.
It was dark and chilly and there were lots of other people in
ere, but you could hardly make them out in the dark. I stood
tween Benno and Haryk and looked out at the rain. It swept
n sheets over thé pavement and the fine chilly mist cooled my
It felt good, standing thcre in the dark shed looking out at

‘All acuons cancelled because of the weather,’ said Benno.

- ‘In its first attempt to seize the offensive, the First Army
mpany got its feet wet,’ said Haryk.

‘The offensive was repelled by Colonel Cemelik’s unexpected
ck of rheumatism,’ said Benno.

‘Shut up,’ said Fonda from inside the shed. The boys stopped.
1 turned around and all I could make out in the darkness were
ot of pale faces and eyes. There was a little hole in the back
of the shed that let in some light. We didn’t say anything
a while. More people rushed over to the shed and pushed
ide. But there was still plenty of room. By now all I could
was a patch of the courtyard over the dark heads of the
people in front of me. Colonel Cemelik, wearing a green cape,
walked across that little patch; the water trickled off his cap
and down his face but he went on valiantly, taking his time.
When he disappeared, the space was empty again. I leaned out
n saw there was hardly anything left of the line now, just a -
handful of people up by the door. They must have been soaked
to the skin by now. Then Cemelik appeared again and behind
him came Hrob, his face glowing with enthusiasm, carrying a
load of rifles on his back.

 ‘Hey, look, reinforcements,’ said Haryk. Cemelik, with Hrob
at his heels, disappeared into the main building. The rain kept
on falling. The revolution was called off. Couldn’t go on in a
downpour like this. I could just imagine how glad this rain
must have made Dr Sabata feel. Sound' the retreat and then
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and at the birch trees and at the dead man hanging there and at
e dark pine woods in the rain, and behind me in the cabin
as Irena with Zdenek and I was all alone and alone and alone.
It was dark inside the shed and suddenly warm and then
ddenly cool again. It was very nice and we sat on the damp
gs and for a while said nothing.

‘Listen,’ said Rosta.

‘What?’

‘Aren’t you fed up with this?’

- Tl say’

~ ‘Me, too.’

“You look tired.’

- ‘lam.

~ ‘Why? What'd you do yesterday?’

‘We had a binge up at the cabin.’

‘With Honza?".

there goes the army into a shed. Above the brewery the sky-_
was white and grey with rain. “]

‘Danny, is that you?' I heard behind me. It was Rosta.
recognized his voice immediately.

“Yeah, where are you?’

‘Here. Come on and sit down.’

I turned, but it was too dark to see. Somebody switched on a
flashlight. The cone of light travelled over the ground. A pile of
small logs was stacked up in the back of the shed. Some people
were sitting on them, but there was still room. The flashligh
gleamed from the top of the pile. Behind it I could see Rosta’
face. g

‘Okay,’ I said and started to scramble up over the logs. I
wasn't easy, but I made it. I sat down beside Rosta. The logs
were rough so you could feel them on your behind, but it was ‘
better to sit down than stand up.

The rain was falling steadily on the roof of the shed, makin,
an awful racket. We sat there high up in the dark on a pile of
wood, and now I couldn’t see into the yard at all. All T could
see were the dark silhouettes of people standing at the edge o
the shed and the milky gloomy light beyond. I was overcome
by a feeling of security. The drumming of the rain on the roof
awoke all sorts of recollections. About the Giant Mountains
and Ledecsky Rocks, about a shed like this one, only that one |
was for hay, at Ledec. And how [ sat there that time with Irena
and Zdenek and black clouds were scudding low and crooked
across the sky, but there was still a narrow strip of blue sky a
the horizon and the rays of the sun came through that strip of
blue and shone on the tops of the rocks. And there in that stri
of blue, birch trees swayed in the wind and a dead man wa
hanging from one of them and Irena screamed and clung
Zdenek. It was dark in that shed and I felt lonely and re]ecteﬁf
and there were those black clouds and the light disappea
behind them and the rain streamed down over the cliffs. Irena
teeth were chattering and she clung to Zdenek and I craw!
out of the shed and stood under the leaking eaves. Rain drip
on me as [ stood out there looking down into the valley at th
gilded tops of the cliffs and at the rainbow bulging above th

| didn’t say anything. I knew Rosta pretty well and I knew
1at was on his mind.

‘How’s it going with Dagmar?’ I asked.

Don’t ask me.’

. ‘She still giving you a hard time?’

Tl say.’

- ‘And you're still crazy about her?’

‘I sure am. How’s it going with you?’

‘What?’

‘With Irena?’

‘Oh. Well, I'm still in love with her.’

‘So we're in the same boat, huh?’

I guess we are.’

Rosta fell silent. Then, ‘You know what we are?’ he said.
We're a couple of ..

“Fools. I know.’

“But still, you know something?’

“‘What?’ :

g don’t know quite how to say it, but I just wish those dumb
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girls had some idea how much a guy has to suffer on ac count:I

of them.'

“Yeah. You're right. But it's all for nothing — all that suffer.
ing.

“You think so?’

‘I know so!’ :

‘Listen, though, I'm still going to marry Dagmar someday.’

“Well, anything’s possible.’

‘No, honest.”

“Yeah, sure. You might do in a pinch.’

‘What do you mean by that?’

‘Just what I say.

‘“Which is?’

‘Well, I mean 1f she goes on horsing around.’

“You mean -

“Yeah, with Kocandrle. If he knocks her up-'

“You know something? That wouldn’t even bother me,’ saj
Rosta. E

‘I know it wouldn't. :

‘Honest. I'm so crazy about her she could be a whore if sh
wanted to and it wouldn’t make any difference to me.’

‘I know.'

‘Anyway, everything I do is just for her sake anyway.’

I thought about my Last Will and Testament. That's what ﬁ;

written in it, too. Everything I've done has been for you only
Irena, or something to that eﬂect

‘Rosta,’ I said.

‘What?’

‘Did you know that I've already written my Last Will ar d

Testament?’
‘Really?’
‘Yes.’
‘And what'd you write in it?’
“Well, it's actually a letter to Irena, understand?’
“Yeah.
‘A farewell message.’
‘Gee, I should have done that, too.’
“Well, you still can.’
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ho'd you give it to?’
've got it in my wallet. I addressed it to her.’
‘What'd you write in it?’
‘Everything. How much I love her and so on.
‘Hell, why didn’t [ write something like that, too?’
It's not too late yet.’
“Yeah, but where?’

~ ‘When it stops raining.’

will, too,’ said Rosta, and then he fell silent agam, think-
. After a while he said, ‘Just imagine how it'll be when the

\ Is get them.’

y how about that!’

- ‘Just imagine how they’ll bawl.’

'Or maybe not.’
‘Yeah, maybe not. But at least it'll make them feel pretty
ge.'
xcept it's never going to come to that.’
hat do you mean?’
ou don’t really think anybody’s going to get killed in this
ng, do you?’

‘Maybe.’

‘Maybe. But I wouldn’t count on it I was silent. I could
that Rosta didn’t really believe anyone would get killed
er. We sat there in silence looking at the light outside the

Oh, well,’ I said.

Yeah, you said it,’ said Rosta. It felt good to sit there and

bout girls and not to mean anything very seriously. And
into this revolution as unhappy lovers. As I recalled, I
ways most in love with Irena when I was in some kind
fix. That time with the sabotage at the factory. Or when
arrested Father and I was expecting them to arrest me,
. Still the trouble couldn’t be too serious. When it was then I
t all about Irena. Like yesterday when they were taking
off to be executed. Now, though, things weren’t that bad.
it was good, being in love with Irena and thinking about

ten,” I said.
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‘“What?’ .

“‘What are you here for anyway?’

‘What do you mean?’

“Why are you risking your neck here?’

‘Well. ..

‘I'm here on account of Irena,’ I said hurriedly so he couldn’y
get in ahead of me. 1

‘Sure. Me, too. On account of Dagmar,’ said Rosta. Then he
went on. ‘You think anything'll come of all this?’

‘Could be.

‘It sure doesn’t look that way, though, does it?’

‘Well, nothing'll happen down here at the brewery. But the

jord. The crowd buzzed and there were yells of ‘Quiet!” and
‘Listen!" Cemelik stopped reading and looked out over the
owd and gradually it quieted down. Then Cemelik started
ding again, but he had such a weak voice you could just

ly hear him. He said something about all squads being
’vjde_d up into six-man patrol squads, each under the com-
m d of an older, more experienced soldier and that, in order
to assure order and security, these teams would conduct three-
hour patrols through the town. That really made me sore. I'd
thought this army would at least put up anti-tank traps or
something and lie in wait for the enemy. But patrol? Then
Cemelik raised his voice. ;
communists'll pull something.” - | ‘First Lieutenant Dr Panozka!’ |

“You think so?" | ‘Here!’ somebody called out from the crowd. ”

1

‘Absolutely.’ ‘Lieutenant, you'll take charge of patrol team number one,’
“Well, fine. It’s all the same to me.’ id Cemelik. Then he told him to stand over by the icehouse
‘Me, too,’ I said, and it was. Not quite, though. I wanted them | read out the names of his squad. He held the list in front of
to pull something since it was pretty clear this army here| him and his voice sounded very crisp and military. Lexa and
wouldn’t do much. And something had to happen. If o were in it. | could see them working their way through
revolution had already started, then something had better| the crowd towards Dr Panozka. He stood over by the icehouse
happen, and I thought about Irena. The rain eased up a little. Jt} in his hunting coat, his hands folded over his paunch, waiting
was just drizzling now. We sat there in silence, thinking our| for the members of his squad. I listened some more. They were :
separate thoughts. Time passed. All of a sudden some of ﬁ there. Mr Moutelik, Commissioner Machacek, Attorney f
guys in front rushed out of the shed. Frinta, Mr Jungwirth. They were all older, more experienced i
‘What is it?’ I called. ldiers and they each got their six picked privates. A magnifi- -
‘They're going to read a proclamation,” somebody yelled up army. And it was in good hands. Then all of a sudden
front. ! emelik read out my name, too, and I belonged to Dr Bohadlo’s A
‘Should we go?’ I said to Rosta. - | patrol. I knew him, too. He was a lawyer. I saw him standing it
‘Okay,’ said Rosta and got up. - | by the icehouse in his tightfitting knickers, a plump guy with |
We climbed down the pile of logs and brushed off our pants. a big bottom, chubby legs, a pudgy face, and a blue beret on top
Outside, the yard was full again. The crowd had gathered inf of his head. Benno in his cap and Haryk were already standing 1
front of the main building. There on the steps by the front door e him and three other guys I only knew by sight. I joined i
stood Colonel Cemelik, Major Weiss, and Dr Sabata. Colo :
Cemelik wasn’t wearing his cape any more and he was hold
a sheaf of papers. The crowd, in their hiking outfits and
coats, with their knapsacks strapped on their backs, pres
forward around the steps and stared up at the colonel. Cel
started reading out something but we couldn’t understand

n

How do you do?’ I said to Dr Bohadlo. 1
i ello there. Welcome,” he said benignly, and his mouth 3 '
tretched a little as if he were smiling. -8
‘Hi,’ said Haryk. it
i,’ I said. : : 1
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pe one of the intelligentsia. I would have liked to know what
the intelligentsia thinks about and if they really think about
he things they say they do. Naturally, inventors and scientists
and people like that think about their bacteria and electrodes

Then we all stood there silently and waited until the army |
had been divided up. It was already noon and I was hungry. I
had about all I could take of this rain and this hunger and these
patrols and this army. I wanted some food. I wondered what |
was going to happen now. Whether they'd dismiss us to go d so on. But I meant the ordinary intelligentsia. Like me and
home for lunch or whether they had a field kitchen somewheré enno and Haryk. And Irena. Irena told me once that she went
and were going to serve soup. I would rather have gone homeg ;|.j the woods by herself with the dog to think. About
because it was Sunday. But a soup kitchen had its attractiong, | Jiterature and politics and I don’t know what all. And I felt
too. 5 etly embarrassed when she told me that, because when I'm

‘Jesus, I'm hungry,’ I said. ne usually all T ever think about is girls, and I felt inferior

‘Me, too,’ said Haryk. ‘Aren’t you, Benno?’ compared to her. But that had been a long time ago. An

‘Shut up,’ said Benno. He was mad. With his dimensions, lly long time ago. I wasn’t like that any more. I didn’t
was no surprise. I was convinced you could have heard trouble my head with thoughts any more. I'd already caught
stomach growling with hunger if it hadn’t been for all th' to what it was all about, to what really mattered. Nothing
noise. We looked at Cemelik. The crowd around him hag Ily mattered. Or, if anything did, then it was girls and hav-

thinned out and broken up into small groups scattered arouﬁ ing as much fun as you could with them. I wondered what
the yard. Then Cemelik stopped reading and announced that af] | Benno was thinking about and figured he was probably think-
patrol commanders should report to his office for further | ing g about lunch now, and then once in a while about Helena
instructions. md music, and Haryk was probably thinking about music,

(i

“Well, I'll be going, boys,’ said Dr Bohadlo. ‘You'll wait here § about ‘Swingin’ the Blues’ and ‘Sweet Sue’ where he’s got a big
for me, right?’ guitar solo, but you don’t really think about music, you just get
“Yes,’ said Haryk. _ the whole band playing in your head and" you play all the
‘Sure,” Benno and I said. istruments simultaneously, getting dazzling effects from the
Dr Bohadlo left. He trotted off on his chubby little legs | rombone’s lowest registers and letting the trumpet squeal
bouncing along because he suffered from shortened tendons . That's how you think about music, and you don’t need
something. We stood there. It started raining again so we ( llect for that either. In general, it seemed to me that intel-
up next to the wall of the icehouse and looked around. St gence was something awfully vague, even non-existent, and
rose from the woods beyond the brewery. It was noon-tin iE probably the only intelligent people were Socrates and
and quiet. I could imagine the fires crackling in kitchen sto nstein and people like that. But besides them nobody. And so,
all over town and the pots on top of the stoves bubbling a what if I was thinking about Irena? I liked thinking about
and giving off good smells. But the menfolk wouldn’t be col T, about her mouth and her breasts and her hips and about
ing home for lunch today because they’d patrol the town. [tffow it'd feel to have it all there under your hands and about
was like a county Sokol festival or something. And ther ;l hat's under her skirt and my thoughts were as common as
thought about Irena again. Christ, I thought about her all rt and I felt fine all the same.
time. A twoseat Aero roadster drove into the yard and .» it,’ said Benno.
Krocan jumped out. He had on a leather coat. A Czechoslova What's wrong?’ said Haryk.
flag fluttered from the radiator cap. I thought about Irena. n' ‘What're they shitting around for? They want us to sit
maybe that was all I could think about. And I was suppos to ] aroy d here all day w1thout having lunch?’
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’ ‘To Pozner’s and back.’ : i
“So then I ... I'll pack you a lunch and wait here for you, a
right?’
“Yes. Do that.
‘All right,’” Mrs Manesova stopped. Benno turned.
‘Or else, maybe . .. how about bringing it to the brewery fi :
me.’
“Where?’ said Mrs Manesova, hurrying z_lfter us again.
‘To the brewery, by the gate.’ 3
‘All right. I'll wrap you up a piece of the rabbit. Would you
 like that?’
“Yeah. And some salami.’
“Yes. By the brewery gate, is that right?’
“Yeah. So long now.’
ko ‘Good-bye.’ :
Mrs Manesova stood there looking after us. I glanced over
Benno. He was satisfied. Haryk turned around. 3
“Then you'll be ready to fight — right, Benno?” he said.
. Right’:: -
i ‘Quiet, boys. No talking on patrol,’ said Dr Bohadlo.
| We stopped talking. We crossed the tracks and turned
‘ past the Messerschmidt plant on Jirasek Boulevard. There we
|

at Blanka got temper tantrums and rolled all over the floor, °
d that she gave the servants there a very rough time. Lucie
d Blanka had been sort of half friends but not close at all
Blanka wasn’t really friendly with any of the local girls.
nd last year she’d gone off to take dancing lessons in Prague
ery week by car: I thought about her, because she was really
pretty, a special kind of beauty that was all mixed up
those millions that were waiting for her. Actually, they
n't waiting for her now since old Pozner would be locked
up. Not that anybody really wanted to lock him up since none
f the local bigwigs had anything special against him. They’d
ore or less all gone along with him, at least until up to just
ntly. But he’d compromised himself too much. It couldn’t
overlooked any more. And then there was young Pozner.
ne, with his gold rings and sports clothes. And his post as
ef engineer out at the factory. And going hunting with
Arnostova who came all the way from Moravia as Rene's
ancée and went out with the family to chamber concerts and
banquets thrown for the German officers. A stupid family,
¢ Pozners. Lada Serpon was a millionaire, too, but he was a
guy compared to Rene. Rene was a dunce. I didn’t have.
nything against millionaires or feel any envy at all, but Rene
15 a stuck-up jackass. I really wanted those Pozners to be
tting in their living-room or somewhere trembling all over
ith fright. We turned back around the factory and into the
hetto, past the old Jewish Cemetery with its toppled grave-
ones. There weren’t any Jews in the ghetto any more. We
assed the old Jewish school and I thought about Mr Katz, the
antor I used to go to for my German lessons, and it made me
eel sad. On Jew Street, the rain came down in an even more
lancholy way than before and the battered old school stood
. I remembered the evenings long ago in the cantor’s
dtchen when we'd forget about grammar and literature for a
hile, forget about Goethe and Schiller and Chamisso, and just
lk about the Germans and grumble and the old cantor would
ment. What we Jews have gone through, he said, that is
smething nobody knows — nobody. And from the corner
here the stové was and where the embers glowed, the can-

ol
|

_only a few people out. Most of the men had gone to
brewery and. the women were sitting at home: I saw m

parents looking out the window. Father was an mva.hd f{o

| the First World War so he didn’t have to takft part in this [
"’; ~ pretended I hadn’t seen them. I didn’t know quite how I should
|
|
|

have greeted them. We passed under our window and kept on

going. Marching right out here on the street was th.e bad pa t.

It was silly, marching around without any guns. Still, the few
7 people we did come across looked at us respectfully. And _
went right on raining. I was starting to feel cold. We march: :
across the square, around Sokol Hall, past the high school and
down Kocanda Street to Pozner’s factory. Pozner's house stoo d
silent and the blinds were all down. I wondered what Bla
Pozner's daughter, was doing. She always came to high SChi!
in a car driven by a chauffeur and I knew she must be scared
now since she was hysterical anyway. Lucie had told me once
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11 of t}}em. Tears came to my eyes and my throat tightened
uf Christ! I'm as sentimental as an old whore. But I felt sad
Vhat did T care about the rabbi? What did I care about them ?
‘_ was probably just all those memories. But they were nic;:
mories. But then memories always were.
_We‘ were back on Jirasek Boulevard again and I didn’t feel
: 1’n my €yes any more. It disappointed me to feel there
n_t tears in my eyes any more. We marched along the
t side _of the street. It was practically deserted and my feet
e hurting me now and I was hungry and cold. The uprising
n't fun at all any more. This whole damn uprising against
Germz_ms and Dr Bohadlo’s military games. If other people
nted to play war with him I didn’t mind, but I was fed up
_th the whole thing. A platoon of Germans, armed to the
eeth, came tf)wards us. For a minute I felt tense and wondered
hat was going to happen. But they didn’t pay any attention
) US. They just passed by and I noticed them peering out at us
curiously from under their iron helmets. Of course. Dr Sabata
; ‘arranged a truce. We marched down the street towards the
on and past the County Office Building and over the bridge
baf:k to the brewery. Mrs Manesova was standing by the
t mtfh a pi::kage. Dr Bohadlo didn’t even so much as glance
er, though normall
the rabbi’s wedding sermon full of optimism and joy, and all | pusly. But n(g)w he was )a:)rz1 E;);:r(;]il.ldH:as‘:oflze :'::::ilig}lll(:rtt():\?v:rrties-
the Kostelec Jews were there in all their finery, Mr Pick, e gate. The sergeant opened it.
director at our bank, Dr Strass, all white and tiny, the Steins | ‘Here you are, Benno,’ sai ink it’
s v e e A - f)_(r) mah aid Mrs Manesova. ‘You think itll be
mystical talk about the prenuptial ceremonies for an Ortho “Yeah. Thanks,” said Benno and took the package -afxd th
Jewish bride. I could imagine it all again, absolutely clear : : were in the courtyard again. I turned around and sav} l\e;m
: distinct. I imagined her naked in the bath with all the Jewish | Manesova standing at the gate looking at us through the b s
: women of Kostelec around, washing her and mumbling | But Benno was already unwrapping the package - i
prayers. I didn’t know whether that was the way they re ompany, halt!" said Dr Bohadlo and wheéled around t
did it or not but it was nice to think about and we kept ce us. : :
going, past the well with the Hebrew inscription at the end of & “All right, boys, there’ i ;
the ghetto, and somehow it all made me feel terribly sad. Drfg out 3§aiﬂ-' g T
Bohadlo, stuffed into his silly-looking knickers, the back of What time is it, Doctor?’ said Haryk.
{ fat little neck all red, marched along briskly. But all th Quarter to two. Just time for one more round.’
i others were gone — the cantor and the rabbi and Hannerle Thank you.’ .

tor’s fat old wife would murmur her agreement and the cantor
would start telling me what the Germans were planning to
to the Jews and I'd reassure him that it wasn’t going to be like
that, but knew it would be, so then I'd change the subject anq
talk about the cantor’s little granddaughter Hannerle, and thep
the cantor would forget all about everything else and take out
the Hebrew primer he’d already bought for when she’d start to
- school, but she never did because less than a year later they
were all shipped off to the gas ovens. They never came back. |
| thought about grubby ugly little Hannerle and about her black.
| haired mother and about the matzohs the cantor always gave
| me on holidays and about the times I'd cautiously slip out of
| school so nobody — not even any of my best friends — woul
'}‘ notice that I still went to the cantor’s house. And then as we
¢ marched through the ghetto, I remembered Bondy who used to
!, live farther on down the street and at whose house we
: began to put our band together, and the old xylophone
which I used to play ‘Donkey Serenade,’ and Bondy’s rotti
old grandfather dying in the next room of paralysis, and
Bondy who hung on to his shop until the very last minute,
his pianist’s fingers and his Mendelssohn, and as we passed
‘synagogue with its broken windows I remembered the cant
daughter’s wedding when the synagogue was full of hats
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“Wait here for me. I'll be right back,’ said Dr Bohadlo and |

walked off. We leaned against the shed. My feet were hurting .
bad. .

“You going to let us see what you got?’ said Haryk.

Benno unwrapped the package and took out half a l‘oast,

rabbit. : -

i : i lled out a long hunk

I'll eat this myself, he said. Then he pu . :
of salami and a couple of bread-and-butter sandmches.. }-Ie gave,g
me one and one to Haryk and told us to cut the.salaml in three::
We divided it up and started eating. The salami tasted wonder-

ful. We stood there and watched what was going on in
yard. Apparently everything was running -smoothly,.
patrols came and went, wet and hungr'y. Men in officers’ ca
crossed the yard now and then, carrying sheets of-paper, an
guys in red-and-white armbands crowded under th.e ea
around the buildings and sheds. A stream from the main b
ing’s rainspout trickled along the pavement towards the gate.

~ ‘See anybody?’ said Haryk.

‘No,’ Iysaid).f All the boys we knew were out on patr

apparently. i

p?I've got an ocean inside my shoes, said Haryk.

‘Me, too.’ : ;i y i gl

We didn’t say anything. After a while, Haryk said, ‘Boy, th
really pisses me off.’ ; .

‘Me, too,” said Benno. A co7BS

“They can stuff this whole business. I sure didn’t think it w

oing to be like this.’ |
: ‘Sfme fun,’ 1 said. ‘All we'll do is catch cold and then
won't even be around for the liberation.’ ’ _

Dr Bohadlo reappeared. “Well, boys, all rested up?” he sai

Benno growled. :

‘All rigg}:t, let's go,’ said Dr Bohadlo energetically, and |
turned his rump towards us again. His fat hiker's c:'alves got
my nerves. I was already aching all over from this mar
around and I couldn’t see any point in it. If wc.meet Irenla.
wet and unarmed like this, I'd really look l.1ke a f.oo
Bohadlo flung up his arm; we fell into formation behind h
and started off on another silent tramp. It was an awful
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‘We went through town in a steady rain and finally tottered
‘back to the brewery, half dead and soaked to the skin. Dr |
Bohadlo still looked fresh though.

~ ‘Can we go home now?’ I asked him.

- He smiled. ‘Home? Why, no. You'll be staying in the bar-
racks, boys.!

- ‘Barracks? Where?’

- ‘Here, in the brewery. Now you've got three hours’ rest and
at six we start off on patrol again.’

~ ‘Are we going to get'something to eat?’ said Benno.

~ ‘Go over to the warehouse. There's tea there. And everybody
report back here by six. Right?’

- Right,’ said the three boys we didn’t know.

~ ‘Dismissed,’ said Dr Bohadlo.

- The boys clicked their heels and snapped to attention.

~ ‘Adieu,’ said Benno.

- Dr Bohadlo walked away.

- ‘What say we go get some tea?’ I said.

- “Why not? But where?’ said Benno.
- ‘Idon’t know. At the warehouse.’
‘Which warehouse?’
- ‘Don’t know. Let’s ask.’ :
- Jirka Vit was just going by with some kind of papers. They'd
apparently made him a messenger boy.
‘Hey, Jirka, where’re they giving out tea?’ I yelled after him.
- ‘Over there,’ he said and pointed to a big open door where a
couple of guys were standing.

‘Thanks,’ I said, and we went over. :

It was dark with just one dim light bulb in the ceiling, and in

that dim light you could make out a few shadowy figures going

ut through another door in the back of the building. Some sort
of machines were stored off to one side in the dark. We opened
he back door and in the light ahead of us saw a big arched
oom crowded with guys in rain-drenched clothes holding
eaming cups and plates. In the back, white steam rose to the

g. We elbowed our way through the mob and I saw Mrs

elikova in a white apron standing beside a big pot ladling
ut tea. There was another door in the back and two fat
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od with bread. Then

chifted on the wall beyond and I thought about the Countess
te apron anda

‘gumprecht with her hawk-beak nose and the big dusty room
in the castle and about me teaching her how to play the piano
mstead of working on the harvest and about her legs in her
riding breeches, and my thoughts roamed out over the fields
Lround Rounov with the girls in their bright-coloured dresses
and to the pheasants and the tree-lined drive and T saw the
Gestapo taking the young Count Humprecht away that night
pefore I was supposed to leave and then I remembered the
gueen of Wiirttemberg and Irena and it started all over again,
jike always. Those thoughts and memories wouldn’t leave me
one and none of them had anything to do with anything I'd
ever learned in school.

»‘Not bad, if you want to vomit," said Lexa and put his cup
down on the floor.

" Boiled socks,” said Benno.

“Think your old man drinks this stuff, too.

tiAre you kidding?’ said Pedro. ‘The command gets' black

coffee.” :

[ What do they want with us anyway?’ said Haryk.

We're maintaining peace and order.’

¥And who's disturbing it?’

PR ] 5 . = ll
women were just bringing in a big tray P

ng a Whi

in came Dagmar Dreslerova, also wearl

a.ova and said some-
dish towel. She went over to Mrs Ce“‘egkg‘;gmar turned. She
i rs Cemelikova nodded am +chen crew. |
thing to her. Mrs 1l that kit

looked pretty good in the middle of - omewhere. But she
Jooked around to see if Irena was arot ' d slowly move dwp
wasn't. We stood in line for the tez Cemelikova poured
towards the pot. I picked up a cup an 1 hello an 4 thank you
in a ladle of ersatz tea for me and | ST 1t aslice of dry bread
and she gave me a nice smile and then d‘ig ~ext o her I st &
from Mrs Skocdopolova who was stand! & % the comer. Sorkl
the bread in my pocket and we went amand he was sitting By
body called to us. I turned. It was Lexaate \We went over o
the wall with Pedro on an upturned crate:
them.

‘Hi,’ said Haryk.

‘Hi,” said Lexa. ‘Well, have you |
il ro coming 0 fortify the inner

“That's right. And now we're C o

already don¢ your patﬁoﬁc

man.’ : I
Not much to fortify yoursell with h'erc

i k-at : ’ .
it itbere com vy, S0 ad \: ulled it over. Bemo m}r(n unists,” said Pedro.
Rar ding ‘I'd like to see em.’
Lexa. The next crate was empt) ept crowdi ; . i o
and I sat down opposite them. New guys steljlming cups. It eah, but they are. Seriously,” said Lexa, ‘this afternoon they
us, wet and steaming, clutching the{: tcher at Count mied to loot the munitions train down at the station.”
: to DU :

fWho said ?’

Dr Sabata was there and got into a hassle with them.

Well, did they finally loot it or not?’

No. The guards wouldn't let them get in. They tried to talk
'guards over and bribe them with booze but they wouldn't
them in.

Sabata told you that?’

No. Old man Cemelik told me. Now they’re scared shitless

minded me of when they used 7
precht’s big farm where I'd gone on 100
ing vacation. They'd done that in @ o noisly I
dark just like this one. Beside me, v breac: The tea W
and Pedro and Lexa gnawed at the 2 :

and I thought about the past an "y 2 snowy 1600
was a little kid in bed and used fo M wile Mothe

. - 1rd lie there W -
my eiderdown quilt, or how rd i 2 camping, but

e sl thel o pmenl‘llell"sbed ide lamp f .,the comn}ies i going to try and pull something tonight.
pipaowsandithe et e we sat in the y say they’re going to step up the patrols.’
, ere W

a e they going to give us guns?’ I said.
lhey don't give a shit about us,’ said Lexa.

dying light of the campfire. S0 fited 401058 the fa
light and one shadow after anﬂthezls 1 :
the boys in front of me and shado¥
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‘But we're supposed to go fight the commies, right?’
“‘Sure. For the sake of the nation.’

“What a mess! What a goddamn stinking mess,’ said Benn

11 second that motion,” said Haryk.

“Nobody mentions the Germans any more, I guess.
“No. They’ve pulled out already.’

5o what the hell are we still farting around for?’

Lexa grimaced. ‘Because there haven’t been enough heroic

deeds performed yet, that's why.

Suddenly people were shushing each other and the roon
quieted down and you could hear Mrs Cemelikova saying in
shrill voice that all those who'd finished their tea should kindl
make room for others. We picked ourselves up and took o
cups over to the table. The hungry feeling I'd had was gon
We went out through the dark room with the light bulb in th
ceiling and found ourselves back out in the yard again. In th
meantime it had stopped raining but the sky was still overca
and mist from the woods hung low over the brewery. M
were strolling around the yard in clusters, their hands in the

pockets, looking as if they had nothing to do. There wasn't

gun in sight.

“What the hell do they want to do with us anyway, keep?

on ice?’ said Haryk.
‘Looks that way, said Lexa.

‘Didn’t old Cemelik say when he'd let us go home?’ ask

Benno.
“When the danger’s over and everything’s safe again.’
‘And all we're going to get is tea?’
‘Bread, too,’ said Lexa. :
‘Look, I say we clear the hell out,’ said Haryk.
“Yeah, but how?’
‘Over the fence.
“They got guards all over the place.
‘Just like in a concentration camp,’ said Benno.
‘Exactly.

- ‘We got screwed,’ said Benno.
‘Jesus bloody Christ,” said Haryk.
3 ;r‘Shit. Just one big shit,” said Lexa. :
. Nonf: of us said anything for a while. Then Haryk said, ‘Hell.
; ext time they send us out on patrol, I'm taking off.
- ‘And the next thing you know you're up in front of a court-
martial for desertion,’ said Lexa. :
_ ‘Oh, don’t feed me that.’
‘You don’t think they can?’
‘But the whole thing’s a farce!”
- ‘Except they take it seriously.’
‘Like hell” ;
- ‘Sure. Just ask old Cemelik.’
- ‘What can they do to me?’
__ _"I‘hey'll put you in jail so long you'll come out on
rutches.’ 5 g
- ‘Nuts.
*And you'll never be able to go to college either.’
1d Cemelik said that?’ :
“Yeah. I asked him because [ wanted to clear out, too.’
To hell with the whole thing,” I said. ‘Let’s go over and sit in
e shed.
‘All right,” said Lexa, and we started off. The shed where I'd
that morning with Rosta was empty - except for Rosta
g on his old perch. We climbed up on a pile of logs and sat'
n. It was cold in there, but the darkness inside the shed and
bright view outside gave me the same good feeling I'd had
fore. I slid over next to Rosta. :
‘How'’s it going?’ said Rosta.
‘And with you?’ T asked.
‘Did you see Dagmar?’
“Yeah. She's looking fine.’
‘I was talking to her.
‘Yeah? Well?’"
‘I told her again.’

“You mean we're just supposed to hang around here all ¢ “‘And what did she say?*

until ...
“You're in the army now,’ said Lexa.
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e same as always.'
hat did you say?’
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to me.
“What'd she say to that?’
‘She said I got on her nerves.’ i
‘Huh?' - : .
“That I got on her nerves.’
.WhY?’ g . . : F
‘Because there were more important things to.thmk ab?
now and because she was getting pretty fed up with that king
of talk. .
We didn’t say anything for a while. Then I said, “You kno
something? She’s just stupid.’
‘No, she isn’t.’
‘She is, too. _
‘She is not.'
She is. O else she really doesn’t give a damn about you am[
is just giving you a rough time.’ i
‘That's more like it
‘Girls are bitches,’ I said.
‘They sure are.’ ; : ;
‘1 know the sort of more important things she’s thin
about these days.’
‘Me, too. Kocandrle.
‘She still going with him?”
“Yeah.' :
“You think he’s already laid her? .
‘Sure. He was bragging about it over at the Port Arthur.
‘He talks big.’
“Yeah, but I know it for a fact’
nHOW ?' ; ; f-;
[ ran into them at Habry on New Year's Eve. They w
coming out of Kocandrle's cabin.’ :
“Well, she’s a tramp, that’s all”’ '
“That doesn’t keep me from loving her though.

still crazy about her’ :
‘I know. It's the same with me,’ I said.
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“That I hoped she’d remember me in case anything happen‘

At

E: ‘You think Zdenek’s laid Irena, too?’ Rosta asked interestedly.

- ‘Sure. They spent three days together at Ledecsky Rocks.’

- ‘And you're still crazy about her, right?’

- ‘Sure. What would I do if I wasn't?’ :
‘Anyway, it’s nonsense the way so many guys get all worked

about whether a girl’s a virgin or not.’

- ‘T'll say. It doesn’t make any difference to me.’
‘Me neither.” i

- ‘Then what are you worrying about anyway?’
‘What? Well, that she won’t let me lay her, too.’ :
‘And if she would, the fact that Kocandrle had had her be-

fore wouldn’t bother you?’

i ‘No.’
‘I'm not so sure, Rosta,’ I said.
Rosta shook his head. ‘Not a bit. I know it wouldn’t.’
‘I'm not so sure.’
‘Absolutely. Wouldn’t bother me at all.’
‘I think you’re just talking.’
‘No, I'm not.’

‘Well, I'm not so sure. I wouldn’t find it all that easy myself,’

| said.

- ‘I would,’ said Rosta.

~ ‘You're easy to please then.’

. ‘I am.” Rosta just sat there for a minute and then suddenly

t on in an anguished voice, ‘Jesus, what I've had to take
m that woman! If only she knew! If only she had any idea

what I've gone through for her!’

- ‘She’d still shit on you,’ I said.
‘Maybe.’
Sure she would. Women get a real kick out of that kind of
‘L § g.’ 3
‘I know. So I've been told.’
“Told what?’ :
~‘That I shouldn’t let her know how crazy I am about her.’
- ‘That’s stupid too,’ I said.
. ‘You think so?’ i
“Sure. If you stop showing how you feel about her, she’ll
yarm up a little, but once she’s got her hooks into you again
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;'-n woods. We scrambled after them. Off they went, most of

ﬂ1em settling down in the woods. They sidled down ‘softly on

to the earth. But the wind blew some back and the crowd

: upgec_l first one way and then the other as the wind played

with the falling papers. Pedro jumped up and grabbed hold of

ne. The crowd was pressing in around the few guys who'd r
managed to catch a leaflet. Pedro looked at it. s
~ ‘Read it!’ said Benno.

7‘ V\fe crowded around Pedro and more people crowded around

:behmd us. Pedro smoothed the paper out and started to read :

she'll ditch you again and you'll be worse off than you z{re;g

2

now.
“You're right.!
‘Besides, don't vou find it sort of fun to tell her how much |
you love her?’ : b
‘No. Not when she tells me to forget if, it isn’t.’
‘It does me, I said.
‘And when she tells you it’s hopeless.’
‘Even then.’
“Well, it doesn’t me.’
‘It doesn’t bother me. Because I'll get her one of these days.
‘Are you sure?”’ »
‘Absolutely.’
The guys in front stood up. Their silhouettes were etch

1 T(? all units of the Schorner forces. All units -and )
g solfhers of the Greater German Army are hereby ordered to 3
&?d  assist all Czech organizations whose purpose is Ordnung zu

i

against the white background outside. A thin buzz sounded R erhalten ... maintaining order ... and resisting the Bol
the distance and grew steadily louder. . schewistischen Ordnungsstérer ... order breakerg Si g_'
‘A plane, said Benno, and he sounded scared. | Generaloberst Kurt Scholze . VSN et

Pedro ; anded the leaflet to the guy standing beside him and
told 1:11m to translate it. Then we worked our way out of the
crowd.

- ‘Also,’ said Pedro when we got back to the woodshed

. ‘Lovely.’ said Haryk. ; -

] ‘It's in the bag,’ I said. ‘They’re going to look after us. Noth-
ing can happen to us now.’

’So we can go home, right?’ said Haryk.

‘Home? And what about all those Bolsheviks who're disturb-
ing the peace? Who's going to fight them?” said Lexa.

- That's right. I guess I'd forgotten about them,’ said Haryk.
i‘I‘hen I saw Benda. He saw me and came over to the shed. He
ooked pale and worried. f

-‘What’s up?’ I asked him.

‘Prema,’ he said.

‘What about him?’

‘They arrested him. He’s locked up in the cellar.

‘What? Why?’

“For refusing to obey orders.’ :

; enda looked at me and didn’t seem to want to say any
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“Wait!’ said Pedro and listened. The buzzing came closer.
was fast, but it sounded kind of funny. Pedro listened tensely,
He was an expert when it came to aeroplane engines. Then he
stood up quickly. ‘It’s a Storch!’

‘Yeah?' said Benho-with relief.

‘Sure. I recognized it right away. Let’s go.’ :

We all rushed out. In the yard some guys were staring up at
the sky and others running for cover. People were hugging the
walls all over the place. We looked off towards where the
sound was coming from and it kept getting louder, and then all
of a sudden a plane appeared over the woods, so low that it
looked pretty big, wide-winged and fuzzy in the mist, but still
you could pick out all the details — the sturdy-looking under-
carriage, the little wheels, the glassed-in cockpit. At first [
thought maybe it might start shooting, but then I thought, no
it didn’t look big enough to mount a machine gun on. The
plane seemed to be flying sort of funny, as if it was bouncing

around in a strong wind, and then all of a sudden a big bunch
of little white pieces of paper dropped out and came flutteri
down through the air. ‘Leaflets!’ somebody yelled. They f
slowly and the wind carried them off over the yard towar
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more about it. I'd have to pump him. The boys gathered 4

d. i
anz\l;:llell that's the story? What happened anyway?" I said.

“When they told him he had to hand over his weapons, he

fused.’ d .
by ‘And they arrested him just for, that?

“They didn't much care for the way he talked to them |

ither.” : ; ’
5 “What are they planning to do with him anyway?

I don’t know. They’ll probably try him for insurrection.’

‘Skocdopole ?’ said Lexa.

“Yeah.' . &

‘Because he wouldn't give up his gun?

“Yeah! ) :

“When's the trial going to be?”

7 don’t know. Later on, I guess. g :

‘if they don’t decide to make it a court-martial, ,saxd. Lexa.

“vou think they will? They wouldn’t do that,” said Benn(‘::__

berly. ; : ‘
sD"l‘ht)ary're just dumb enough,’ said Lexa. .A

“What are we going to do?" | asked. : 3

I don’t know. I'm going to round up the boys first.

“You got anything in mind?’

‘Maybe. We'll see”

3

i ’ said Haryk. %

* . something ought to be done,’ sai ; : ,'

‘{'ees:l: but it won't be easy. They've got himlocked up in the: z
cellar and guards posted at the door.’ :

‘How many?" I said. : £

"I;'[:rn And}:aven if we could get them out of the way, we Stl]_l.‘.

n’'t have the key. Kuratko's got it. K : 3
dO‘jt‘:sus, couldn’t old Cemelik do something?’ I said.. 4

“We could give it a try,” said Lexa.

“Where's Fonda?’ i :

“Probably inside with his old man.

‘Then let's go, shall we?’

‘Let’s go.’ :

Just tlfen a guy appeared in one of the wn}do?vs of the m
building with a bugle. He put the bugle to his lips and, aft

i
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couple of false starts, managed to blow a few notes. Everybody
- looked towards the window. The guy with the bugle stepped

| back and Kuratko appeared in the window, holding a sheet of

- paper. Everybody stopped talking and Kuratko started to read.
- ‘Order number two,’ he read. ‘The military commander

~ hereby proclaims the city to be under a state of martial law.

_’:.eNo person may appear on the streets after eight o’clock in the
~ evening. Patrol units are ordered to apprehend any such indi-

~ viduals and instruct them to return home immediately. In case

.~ of resistance to this order, members of the patrol platoons are

~ authorized to use force. Signed: Colonel Cemelik, Military
~ Commander.’ ;

| Kuratko folded the paper, announced that all patrols should

prepare to report to their designated meeting places, and
- vanished. The crowd started chatting and laughing again.

~ ‘Let’s go, huh?’ I said.

‘Yeah,’ said Lexa. We started off.
‘Can I go with you?’ said Benda.

- ‘Sure,’ said Lexa. We went over to the main building. The
guy posted in front of the entrance was wearing army pants
_and puttees but a civilian jacket. He had a rifle.

- ‘We can’t go in here?’ asked Lexa.
~ ‘No,’ said the soldier.

1 ‘Would you please ask Cemelik to come out in case he's
in?’
- ‘What do you want him for?’

- ‘We want to talk to him about something.’

- ‘In connection with what?’

. ‘He doesn’t mean the colonel. He means young Cemelik.
Alphonse. Fonda. His son,’ T said.
- ‘Oh, him,’ said the soldier. “Yeah, he’s inside. I'll call him.’
- ‘If you would be so kind,’ said Lexa.
~ The soldier turned and stuck his head into the hall.
- ‘Jirka,” he yelled. ‘Tell ’em in there that young Cemelik’s
wanted outside.’

- ‘Okay,’ a voice replied from inside and then you could hear a
door creak and a feeble voice saying that young Mr Cemelik
Was wanted outside, and after a while Fonda appeared.
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“What's up?’ he asked when he saw us.

‘Come on out,” said Lexa. Fonda came down the steps and
joined us.

“What is it?’ he said.

‘Look,’ I said to him. ‘Your old man’s locked up Prema
Skocdopole for mutiny or insubordination or something be-

cause he didn’t want to turn in his weapons to the arsenal. Tell ‘

him he should know better.’
“Who? The old man?’

That’s right. Tell him to let him out because otherwise he’s

going to have the whole town against him.’

‘What did he do?’

‘Hell, he didn’t want to turn in his weapons. Your old man
built it up into an insurrection.’

“Yeah, but he’s nuts if he does that when ...

‘We know,’ said Lexa.

“What?' said Fonda.

‘That your old man’s nuts.’

‘But the Skocdopole kid’s nuts, too, when he knows there’s an

order that all weapons have to be turned in.’ :

‘Fine,’ I said. ‘All we want is to get him out of this somehow,
so smooth it over with your old man, will you?”

Fonda pulled a sour face and told us to wait. Then he turned
and went back inside. :

“You think they’ll let him go?’ asked Benda.

‘Sure. Fonda'll fix it u with his old man. Old Cemelik gives

him anything he wants,’ said Lexa.
“Yeah, an only child,” said Haryk.
‘The family’s pride and joy,’ said Lexa.
‘What time is it?’ said Benno.
‘Almost six,’ said Haryk.
‘Jesus, we've got to go out on patrol again.'
‘That’s right.’
Fonda came back.
‘Well?’ T said.
“The old man says Skocdopole’s a fool and won't let anyone

about it now anyway. He'll have to stay put.
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tell him anything. It looks like there’s not much he can do

‘And will he let him go?’
‘The old man says he’ll fix it somehow later on, but he can’t

::]ust now. It would enrage the people.’

‘Which people?’ asked Lexa.

Fonda ignored him.

‘But afterwards he’ll fix it up so they'll let him out, nght 2
‘Right.’

‘We can count on that?’

‘If Pop says something, he’ll do it.’

‘5o Skocdopole’s going to be locked up all through the

- revolution,’ said Benno.

‘That’s the way it looks. He is. But we’re going to fight,’ sald

'. Haryk.

‘Shit. We're going to be as locked up in this damn brewery as

;he is, except it's dry where he is and we'll be left out in the
- rain.’

‘Let’s go. Thanks,’ I said to Fonda.
‘Is it already six?’ asked Benno.
“Yeah.’

‘Christ Almighty, another three hours of knocking ourselves

i‘out" said Benno.
“Yeah, but it’s for the Fatherland, remember?’ said Lexa.
- ‘Up yours,’ said Benno.

‘Benno, what would Helena say?’ said Haryk.

b Shit’

‘Boy, you really let go when she’s not around.’

~ ‘Kiss my ass.’

- ‘Things look bad. Benno's manners are starting to crack,’ said
EXa.

~ ‘Why the hell shouldn’t they?’ said Benno.

- ‘Easy, easy. Remember, only three hours to go until supper.’

~ “They'll feed us shit.

‘Come on, before we all catch whatever he’s got,’ said Haryk.

~ ‘Let’s go,’ said Lexa.
- We tramped over to our assembly place. Dr Bohadlo was
already standing there looking at his watch and shuffling his

- ‘Punctuality, boys. We've got to learn to be more punctual !’
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he said. The other three boys were already standing there. We
started off. I was so worn out I hardly knew what was going

on. We circled the town three times and then Dr Bohadlo, as

sickeningly brisk and fresh as ever, led us back to the brewery.

‘When can we go home, Doctor?’ Benno asked him.
‘When we’re all demobilized, boys.’

‘You mean we have to stay here the whole time?’
‘That's right.’

‘They’ll give us something to eat?’

‘Certainly. Only today everything’s a bit makeshift. Now

have yourselves some tea, then you can catch up on your
rest. 4 ; 1

‘Where?’ 3

‘They’ve set up a lounge in the back of the main building. You
go there and I'll come by for you at midnight.’ {

‘We're going out on patrol again?’

‘Of course. Every three hours.’

‘Aha’

‘Well, see you later, boys. Sleep well."

‘See you,’ said Benno.

We had our tea and then went to the lounge. You had to go
through the main entrance of the administration building to
get there. It was a triangular room with mattresses in the
corner and benches along the wall and tables out in the middle

where some guys were playing cards and others were sleeping,
their heads on their arms. The air was thick with cigarette
smoke and damp and steamy from the wet clothes and the
light was lousy. From the corner, somebody whistled our

signal. It was Lexa. We went over to him. Benno saw an empty
mattress next to the wall and flopped down on it. He lay on-his

back and stretched out his legs, bent at the knees. He looked
like a bloated frog. We sat down next to Lexa; Haryk lit a

cigarette.

‘Well, did you take the Germans’ guns away from them?’

asked Lexa.
‘No. You?’ ‘

‘Yeah, we did. Really. There was this bunch of sad—assed,;_;
bastards - five of them - followed us from the power station all
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- the way to Sramova’s whorehouse. They said they wanted to

4 ﬁi"e up their guns. We didn't have the heart to turn them
- down.

‘You kidding?’
‘No, honest. Boy, when I saw those poor Krauts — worn out

: z_md fed up and practically ready to lick your shoes — suddenly

it _seemed Pretty crazy to me. Really weird.’

- ‘What do you mean?”

3_ ‘The whole thing,’ saifi Lexa in a tone of voice I'd never
; heard before. Then he said, ‘Hell, we make a big joke out of it,
- but actually the whole thing just makes you want to cry. I

- mean, I was really sorry for those guys.’

.']'I\I'hey ﬂfhot your old man, you jerk,’ Benno said.

3 ot those guys,’ said Lexa. ‘The 11 i !

| y really looked like they'd

‘V,Vhat’s wrong with you, you moron? Next thing you know

- you'll be bawling your eyes out for Hitler,” said Benno.

. I looked at Lexa. He'd always been pretty tough and ironic

3 and a fast guy with women, but now he’d really been thrown
“off balance. He sat there, his eyes thoughtful, his coat collar
vtt}.rned up, _the hghl‘: bulb hanging from the ceiling shone into
-h:s faf:e. V\{Iﬂl the light on him like that, you could see he had
Pealf’aful big dark eyes and all the lights around were reflected
in his eyes. :
9 :No, I won’t do that,’ he said. ‘But | just remembered some-
_j:hmg that happened to me once in the war.’
~ ‘What?’ I asked.
- 'Oh, something with a girl”
- Naturally. No Lexa story without ' in it sai
K Ty a woman in it : said
- ‘And what's the connection?’ I said.
- ‘None, really. Only this thing was i
._ : pretty different from th
; ual. kind of story. You want to hear jt?’ ;
; ‘Is it dirty 2’ asked Benno.
- No. It's pathetic,” said Lexa. '
- Then skip it. My stomach’s giving me trouble enough
already,’ said Benno.
- ‘Don’t listen to him. Go on. Tell it,’ I said.
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Spl'g;t on with it, Lexa. Just cut the crap and tell your story,’
Sal‘%lgir?l:;id Lexa, and took out a cigarette.. gol‘; a ]jghtrfrc.:m
Haryk’s, and as he took a deep drag to get his cigarette tit.nng
the glow lit up their faces. I thought about all fhe crazy things
I'd lived through with them — the band and girls and 5o on —
and 1 felt a wave of affection for those guys. Some:chmg pretty
close to love. Then it suddenly struck me that this was low'e,. 3
t00, a different kind of love than what I felt for Irena. But if
there was any love in the world at all then this was real love.
I loved them, these friends of mine. Irena had a nice body and [

iked being with Benno, with
was crazy about her, but I really lik v ‘
Haryk, with Lexa. I felt good with them. Lexa sat up straight A

and shivered from the cold.

‘Goddamn it he said. ‘I haven’t been dry all day. Or warm '

ither. Then he started in on his story : , :
elt‘h\;\afell, then. It was in May, 1943, in Kolin. One night — one of
those nice, warm May nights when all the star§ look wet — I :
was hanging around down by the railrt_)ad station when sud-
denly I see this woman standing there in thc_ shadow§. 'ghere_
was a great big suitcase and she must have just set i1t down

because she was still catching her breath. In that light‘all [-“-
could see was that she had a nice figure and I was practically

on my way over to gallantly offer to help her when the size of

that suitcase sobered me up a little. Before lugging a thing like';_j
that I thought I'd better take a good look, so I walked past her

first to see what she looked like from the front. She was standf-
“ing under a blackout street light that was enough 1.10 see she_,_,
was a real beauty. She was a blonde but not a Peromde bl?nde..t
— I could see that — and there was somethi{lg kind of- exotic or’:,
strange about her, so I didn’t care how big that suitcase lzvas
any more and I quickly sidled up towafds her so nobody else
ti'y to beat me to it and politely asked if I could ]help her‘ carry
her suitcase. She looked at me suspiciously - I}re never seen
such obvious suspicion in a pair of eyes in my life — and th

she said to me, ‘Versteh nicht Tschechisch.’ So then I knew she
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“Yeah? I'm warning you, though, it’s not dirty, not even 4

must be one of those Midchen from the Luftwaffehilfefrauen-
funkerschule or whatever they called it, and I noticed she was
‘wearing one of those dull brown coats of theirs. But instead of
putting me off, it made me even more interested, because her

- powdered face, with those big mistrustful eyes blossoming out

of that shabby uniform, was really something. Something very
special. So anyway, [ repeated my offer in German and Trudy —
‘a dumb name, but then so what, she was a real beauty — Trudy
smiled and said thank you and I picked up that suitcase and for
a minute there I was sorry I'd ever offered to carry it, but that
feeling was gone again in no time.

~ ““Wohin?" 1 asked her, and she said to the Luftwaffehilfe-
i auenfunkerschule and the way she said that awful word was
very lovely — clear and smooth and distinct, without the usual
kind of Kraut splutter, an intelligent kind of radio-announcer
German. I liked the way she walked along next to me and I
tried hard not to tilt way over to one side, but that suitcase was

awfully damn heavy. I don’t know what she had in it, maybe a

ansmitter or something; all I know is it weighed a ton. Then I
sked her, “Sie sind eine Luftwaffehilfefrauenfunkerschiilerin?”
nly I couldn’t pronounce it right and she laughed and said,
‘Jawohl...” and that was when I decided I'd make a pass at
1Cr'.

I don’t know, maybe you’'ll think it was pretty strange and
ng maybe — me trying to make time with a German girl

while people were dying in concentration camps but, for one

thing, how was [ to know who was guilty and who wasn’t,
and, for another thing, I'd never had anything to do with the
ermans before, but this girl was a real beauty and besides
hat I had in mind was just to have her once and then off I'd
0 and in a certain way [ guess you could say that was hurting
he enemy too. I can talk about the whole thing casually and
enough now, but when it was all actually happening it
fasn't like it sounds now. I didn’t even know she was German
hen [ started talking to her, and then how could I leave her
ere at night with that suitcase once I'd offered to help her?
nyway, what the hell! There’s no sense in explaining it all to
0u anyway since it's obvious I'm just trying to justify my
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behaviour and maybe show how dumb it is, too, to generalize E
and to get trapped by your own prejudices and irrational feel- .

ings.

Trudy asked me about Kolin and I answered he.r as I puffed
along swearing away inside at that damn suitcase and |

thought, I'm going to get what’s coming to me, I'm not (.:arry. T
ing this just for the fun of it. Of course that rea]l_y wasn’t tl_le .
real reason. Actually, like I said, the fact that this pretty gir]

beside me spoke a foreign language gave her a spe'cial kind of
charm. A scholar would probably say that, in this case, lan.

beautiful silver moon came out from behind the clouds and

corner from where you could see the Luftwaffehilfefrauen-

of the gate in heavy boots with a bayonet and I stopped.’ :
| ““So,” I said, “dort ist die Luftwaffe ... die Schule.” Trudy

you've got to promise me something,” and I looked deep into

what happened then! All at once her pretty face hardened up

and everything she’d been indoctrinated to believe woke up in

her and she said it was unmdglich. “Why ?” I asked her, and I

' - tried to look into her eyes but couldn’t. She looked away and

didn’t answer. “Warum?” [ said again, and then she said, with-

out even looking at me, “Schauen Sie, I'm grateful_ to you fop-:
helping me with the suitcase but it's impossible, Sie verstehel;;-:
doch.” “Ich versteh nicht,” 1 said, but she just shrugged hetf
. shoulders. : ; 5
P ‘And then I said something to her I probably wouldn t ha.vef_-
dared say if I'd been in my right mind, and she reacted to it hker
i a real Nazi. “Is’ es die Rasse?” 1 said ironically, and smiled
; because I thought she’d look at the race business the same way
i I did, just so much bullshit, and I thought the whole situation
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laughed, then batted her eyes at me and said, "C01'11d you help
me up to the door with my suitcase?”” “Sure,” I said. “But first |

her eyes. “Me?” she asked, a little puzzled, and I told her she'd
! first have to promise to see me again. You ought to have seen

-

‘So anyway, we talked as we walked along side by side. |

guage assumed a secondary erotic function, but no matter how |
you put it the fact was, that's the way it was. And just when a

most of those wet-looking little stars dimmed out, we got to the |

funkerschule and a Kraut was stomping back and forth in front |

A

‘when I'd got far enough away to feel safe,

‘was sort of intriguing. I was naive enough to believe she'd
think all those race theories of theirs were just as dumb as I
did. Besides, Czechs were officially classed as Aryans, too. So |
‘asked her. “Is’ es die Rasse?” She turned to me and snapped,
“Ja wenn Sie’s wissen wollen,” and snatched up her suitcase

- and spun half-way around under the weight of it, but then

‘turned again and started off across the square towards that
Kraut with the bayonet, dragging the suitcase over the ground
' ore than really carrying it. “I'll help you,” I said and tried to
'elp her again. “Danke,” she said sharply and walked faster,

 but then so did I and I just had time to say, “Aber, Fréulein,”

“when something flashed a couple of yards ahead of us and I
saw that it was that Kraut's bayonet and there he stood, legs
‘widespread, watching us. Without saying a word and hardly
‘even breaking my stride, I veered off to the left and dis-
appeared into the darkness without even looking back. But

I started thinking
‘about it. |
- Dumb blonde, I thought to myself. So that kind of thing
really exists. It really bothered her — me being so inferior — and
I made up my mind I'd teach her a lesson. Maybe it sounds sort
of strange, but I didn’t have the slightest doubt that I'd get her
sooner or later. For me the main thing was she was a pretty girl
and I figured that for her, too, maybe the fact [ was a boy was
more important than anything else. That whole scene that
night, right up to when I made my big pitch, seemed to point
that way anyway. As soon as I got back to my room this whole
race question seemed to add some kind of spice to the affair
and [ was already looking forward to making a pass at her. [

Was a sophomore then and had plenty of time to play around.

Plenty of time and lots of interest in that kind of thing. Before
going to sleep that night I cooked up all sorts of plans like you
always do just before falling asleep. And when I finally fell
asleep I dreamed about her — crazy dreams, all mixed up.

- ‘The next afternoon I went and sat down in the park across
rom the airforcewomenassistantradioschool — a mouthful in
ny language. I was hoping she’d show up but I still didn’t have
ny clear plan of attack. I'd given up trying to plan things in
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her in case she came by, anyway — just sort of daydreami
about her and looking forward to seeing her again.

‘And then around five o’clock she came. There she was in the
dark doorway practically blinding me with that blonde hair i
hers, and she was walking arm in arm with some ugly, dum
freckle-faced redheaded girl who made her look even greater
by comparison. When she saw me, she put her nose in th
air and pretended I wasn't even there. 1 got up from
bench, stuck my hands in my pockets and sauntered off af
them. !

‘One thing, by the way — I really looked great. There was
another zootsuiter in Kolin back in those days who could e
touch me — except for Tom Hojer, naturally. Except the £
that Tom had the edge on me wasn’t so much his own doing as.
it was due to the fact that Mr Buml had a real feud on with
Tom’s father. Mr Buml was trying to get even with Ti
Hojer's dad for something Tom Hojer’s dad had done to him,
guess, and what he did was to get an article about Tom Hoje
published in the Aryan Struggle. He wrote in demanding to

detail a long time ago — back around my freshman year. I was
so wet behind the ears even then that I always carried around
a little black notebook in my back pocket, and whenever I fellin
love with some girl I'd go out in the woods and write down a
whole set of love dialogues and for each sentence I'd think up
all sorts of answers. Then I'd memorize them instead of my
Latin vocabulary or German history, which is probably why I
flunked out that year. The trouble was, though, whenever a girl
was really there, I could hardly get my mouth open. About all -
I could get out was to ask her very solemnly if maybe she’d
like to go to a movie, and if she said no, that was that, I was
finished and all I could say was, too bad, and then I'd just stand 3
there. Like I say, there was this period when I was awfully
" dumb and inexperienced, but I picked up experience as time
went on, so by the time I was a junior I was pretty much of a
Don Juan with plenty of small talk to see me through and my
conditioned reflexes in such good shape that nothing and no.-_;
body could shut me up. So there I sat that afternoon and [
‘wasn’t thinking about much in general - not of what I'd say to

know how, at a time when everyone was being called upon to
‘make a supreme effort for the victory of the Reich, the nation
could tolerate individuals who did nothing but loaf around in
the Kolin square wearing a so-called Tatra hat and swinging a
«cane and whistling American hit tunes and adding that some of
. ese young loafers had even been heard singing “Lili Marlene”
in English at the Beranek Café. Mr Buml considered singing “Lili
I arlene” in English a particularly grave offence because it was
such a pl%rely German song and, to clear things up once and for
all, h!a said he’'d decided it was high time to publiéh the name
of thl? shameful gang’s ringleader in Aryan Struggle. This ring-
e.aders name was Hojer, he was ostensibly a student, and to
his cronies he was known as “Tom” Hojer. Well, naturally
Tom cquldn’t have asked for any better publicity and tht:re's.
10 getting around it ~ he knew how to make the most of it
hat he did was he sued Mr Buml for libel and won. He got e;
statement signed by his doctor saying that he had a double
{fracture of his leg, so naturally he had to use a cane, and that
the doctor had ordered him to take walks to exercis:e his leg
en Fhe head waiter at Beranek’s and a couple other guys.
_mm]tted' perjury for him and swore that Tom had sung “Lili
: .arI’ene” in German, but in a Plattdeutsch dialect that Buml
'.dnt understand, and then Mr Buml really made a fool of
himself when he tried to spout some German and it turned out
that Plattdeutsch wasn’t all he didn't know — he didn’t even
know plain Deutsch. So Tom Hojer came out a hero and Mr
:‘. wound up as a first-class certified ass.
- “Anyhow, so there I was sauntering along behind Trudy and
the fat one and I was wearing a great pair of shoes with thick
_}nte rubber soles and my pants were so tight I could almost
f them stretching. On went the girls with me right behind
hem. They stopped in front of shop windows and I was biding
iy time, waiting for the fat one to finally go into some store so
tould taI.k to Trudy. But they just kept going along arm in
I and didn’t split up. Then all of a sudden, they turned and
w ded back towards me. Trudy frowned and looked stiff as a
pinster when I said, “Guten Tag,” and sailed right past me
-.a thout a word. That cooled me off a bit. I didn’t want to make
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" sort of sad or reproving. “Ich liebe Sie,” 1 said promptly, b

a big scene. So I decided I'd better just take it in my stride and i
so I walked on a little and then turned, too. I taﬂ.ed them for 3
about half an hour. Every once in a while Trudy would look

back, spot me, scowl, and then face front again. I had a bad

scare once when two officers suddenly came out of a store —

big guys, with Iron Crosses, spiffy uniforms, super-Teutons,

They stopped to chat with the girls and Trudy tu-med and gave
me such a dirty look I thought, oh, oh, she’s going to tell th :
officers, and I thought maybe I'd better take off fast. Nothing

happened, though, and I was glad I hadn’t run away- because

that must have impressed her. In fact, I think that was prob-

ably the main reason she finally talked to me afterall.- 3

‘It was in front of the movie theatr.ﬂf. The two ofﬁcer;;aldi
good-bye to them, heiled Hitler, and clicked th.elr heels. : f},re:
“was this big picture poster of Hans {\lbers in front o he,
theatre and I saw Trudy saying something to the fat one, W o
answered “Gut” and went into the lobby. As soon as sh:?i \lwlrl::s
gone, 1 headed straight over to Trudy, who spun aroun e

she’d just been waiting for me to try. When I came up to her,

before 1 could get a word out, she said, “Why are you follow-
ing me?” in a funny tone of voice — not so much unfriendly

idn’t say a word. “Ich liebe Sie,” I went on. “I'm ma.dly
i;g:edl\fn]'lﬂ'tt sy:u and think of you al.lr the time.” And st;ll shy \
didn’t say anything. It was getting kind of_ embarra’ssmg or m
because my German wasn't so great that it c'ouldn t g::lt ws;s
especially when there was only this one thing to tad a]kiu
Then, just when I'd run out of words and h;‘zd stoppe tt::xh ng
too, she looked at me and spoke in that pat‘n‘ent voice 0O ] S
using the same clichés as the night hefore. Schauen S:el, s
said, “es hat wirklich keinen Zweck. I believe you do real Ly
me, but, really, there’s just no point.” I gave hel: a passiond
look and stepped in closer and said, “Sa?en Sif: n,Jfr, ist
‘wirklich die Rasse? Only die Rasse? Nm: die Nation?” but
time she didn’t react like a fanatic Nazi the”way she I};dul
night before and she answered calmly, “Ja, and I said, :
that important?” Again she said, “ a,': very sh?rt and sw o
looking at me patiently and sympathetically, as if she was

162 -

of sorry for me. I took her hand and said - and it seemed to me
it sounded better in German than in Czech, or maybe this time
I really meant it — [ said, or rather sighed, as they say in novels,
“Ich muss Sie sehen! Ich muss Sie sprechen!” She jerked her
hand away fast and looked around and in a quick whisper said,
“Das ist unmdglich,” but I went right on. “Ich muss, ich muss,
itte, bitte, otherwise I'll go mad.” She made a face and all of a
udden her eyes didn’t look so sure any more; she kept on
lancing around nervously and again, but even quieter this
time, she said, “Nein, es geht nicht, wirklich nicht,” which fired
me up again and after I'd panted out a few more of those
urgent bitte, bitte’s all at once she said, “Gut, ich komme, but
only once, we've got to get this cleared up.” Then she glanced
-_ ound again. The fat one was coming back now so she said
quickly, “At the corner, tomorrow night at eight!” Then she
urned around and called to her friend, “Also, hast du’s?” and
y linked arms. I knew which corner she meant.

that kind of conquering feeling you always get when a girl says
he’ll go out with you, when a girl you've made up your mind
ou really want to make says yes. It’s always the same feeling
nd what comes of it all depends on how things turn out, And T
dmit [ didn’t have any idea how that date was going to turn
it, a bad jolt to a guy’s self-confidence. But that wasn’t the
nly jolt, since that wasn’t so serious. It was all my ideas about
people and about the world that got knocked around, too. I
nean, so once more I'd seen that basically everybody’s pretty
much the same. All right. But on the other hand, what do they
2 They fall for something so dumb they let themselves be
ished around, they let their lives get so screwed up that, well,
at a guy with feelings and ideas like mine simply couldn’t
lieve it if he hadn’t seen it for himself. -
‘I waited at the corner for her. It was one of those starry
ights again but pretty windy so the streets were nearly
eserted. She appeared in the gate with typical German punc-
ty and the Kraut with the bayonet saluted, an unofficial
It salute, I guess, because he grinned at her and she grinned
k at him and then walked straight towards me, putting on
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‘I just stood there and watched them and I felt won&erful, :




her gloves as she came. I stayed put. I didn't go out to meet her
because I was pretty well hidden in the shadows and figured,

with that Kraut around, maybe she wouldn't like me racing out

to pick her up, letting everybody know I had a date with her. -

So I stood there waiting in the shadows, and when she got

there I took off my hat and said, “Guten Abend,” and she

nodded and said, “Na kommen Sie,” and stuck her hands in her

coat pockets without even stopping and kept right on going,

This sort of threw me off balance, but I put my hat back on
and caught up with her. So there we were, walking along .sule 1
by side. “Where're we going?” I asked, and when she said it

was all the same to her I suggested the island. She said, “Na
gut,” and I was glad because there’s no place like the island for

the kind of thing I had in mind. And now - though I may have
had my doubts before — I was absolutely convinced she’d have
to not just surrender but completely capitulate. Then sudd_en]y:_
it struck me that I hadn’t introduced myself yet and neither
had she so I told her my name and naturally she absolutely

couldn’t get it straight so I had to repeat it three times. Then

she told me hers was Trudy Krause. It probably sounds pretty
awful to you, and there’s no getting around it, it is one hell of a _
name. But that’s only because German is such an awful lan- |
guage. If the Germans were all as dried up and full of belches as

their names and language are they’d really be in sad shape. But

this Trudy, she really made up for her horrible_ name and -
objectively speaking and putting all prejudice aside — she was _
-every bit as pretty as Deanna Durbin, for instanc;. As far as
feminine beauty went, she had the very same quality. She was

a woman, even though she was a Nazi. What’s more, she was a

German woman and I just couldn’t believe, then anyway, that

this could make her all that different from other girls, and from
me. Instead, it seemed to me that her being a bit different onl.y}_
added to the fun, that being a foreigner she had an exotic

charm, and even to this day I don’t believe a German’s really
all that different or that this difference had to get in our way. I
believe it didn't have to, but I also know it did. 1

“‘We crossed the iron bridge over to the island, a class.ic mooxi_—
looking in through the trusses, the water below rushing over
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the weir, and the willows on the island rustling and whisper-
ing. 3 .

- ““Trudy,” I said when we were on the path with the black
shadows changing to moonlight and then back to shadows
again, “Ich liebe Sie,” and I took hold of her arm. At first she
didn’t say anything so I went on, telling her in my broken
German that I didn’t know quite how to explain it but that as
soon as I'd seen her I felt suddenly ... and all that junk you
usually say in situations like that. Then we went over to a
bench under a big weeping willow and the bench was almost
hidden under the leaves and things were looking very promis-
ing. Trudy said we should sit down and so we sat down and I
held Trudy’s hand and then she started to talk.

‘“Es ist schén, was Sie mir sagen,” she said, “and I
believe you, but you must understand that it can’t go on like
this.”

. ““Why?" I said.

- ““Because — well, for the reasons you mentioned yourself.”
~ ‘“But those aren’t really reasons.”

‘“So you say,” she said mysteriously and fell silent.

*“Trudy,” I said, “do you really believe all that stuff?”

. *“Ja,” she said.

““But it’s all nonsense,” I said bravely. Only it wasn’t
bravery so much as the fact that I felt I could really trust this
irl, even though she was obviously one of those hundred-per-

t Nazis. Even if she actually did believe all that nonsense, I

sure she wouldn’t let it come between us. “It’s all crazy,

't you see that?” I said.

‘“So you say,” Trudy said. “And that's what the Czechs
think, and the Jews, too, because it's not very pleasant for
them.” E
- ““But we don’t even take it seriously!”

*"No,” she said, smiling slightly and shaking her head, “and I
can understand why. It can’t be very nice to know you belong
0 an inferior race.”

I must be dreaming, I thought. I couldn’t believe my ears.

And suddenly I had this weird feeling, she’s actually sitting
next to me and then, even weirder, I could feel how she must
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e feeling, sitting there next to somebody who belonged to an- : acially, such an inferior ble d‘ i

inferior race, and I thought, what does it feel like anyway — as | race thcorymi.mt be somethj.:g hktnfh:]:?)f;egg;md th:i ik

if you're sitting next to a chimpanzee? And I couldn’t believe | at Meinl's before the war, where the best and nf i s:ell

it. And before I knew it, I asked her straight out. | kind was blended out of about twenty different Iq?lf;se:? izsfge
4 = e

E L d then there were cheaper blends made out of fewer kinds

: ntil you got all the way down to the ordinary Brazilian kind

‘that dldn t even say what it was blended out of, so it probably

wasn’t blenqed at all. But I didn't tell her that and when she

opped talking for a minute, I asked her what she would do if

I was a Jew? -

~ ““I'wouldn’t be sitting here.”

-~ ‘“Why not?”

'- *“I couldn’t sit with a Jew.” ;

};"gu,t why? You mean it would upset you physically or

what ?

. ““Yes. Of course it would.”

{ ‘Then.I thought I'd give her a hard time and make her ditch

that racial junk once and for all.

-' ht].;(.).ok," I said in a fatherly tone. “You're about eighteen,

~ ““Going on eighteen.” :

‘ “That means that ten yéars g ig

1 ago you weren't e £

- “That’s right.” o M- ;

‘Then tell mt? — how many Jews have you seen anyway

ince you were eight years old?” I said as if that took care of

hat argument. She frowned again. I could tell I had her there.

* “That has nothing to do with it,” she said.

‘ “Sagen Sie mir,” 1 said, “how do I ... what do you see me as
anyway?”

““How do you mean?” she asked innocently, and again [
simply couldn’t believe she’d been serious before. It seemed to
me she must have been just pulling my leg. A

““Well, I mean from a racial point of view.”

‘“Ach so! Well, you're Czech, aren’t you?”

Y ek i

««Well then, that's how I see you — as a Czech.”

‘ “Fine, but then don’t you have ... I mean, don't I disgust
you or something?” 5

‘“You aren't a Jew, are you?” £

‘“No.”
- ““Ng also. Then you're an Aryan, and the only difference is
that your racial mixture is an inferior kind.” She said this so
innocently and in such a scholarly tone that it really floor
me. =

«“Racial mixture?” I asked, stunned, and she started unr
ing a whole slew of lunatic theories — theories that rea
sounded crazy when you heard them the first time, about
German race being some kind of mixture of Nordic and I do
know what all races and how everybody in Europe origin
came from this race and how they all had blonde hair and b
eyes and she did too. Well, if that whole Nordic-German ra
looked as good as she did, it followed, I guess, that it really was
a pretty noble race. The only trouble was that once she t
started she couldn’t stop talking all the nonsense about
class Ayrans and second-class Ayrans and mixed races a
hopelessly mixed-up races like the Jews, for instance, an
listened and I was shocked and I still couldn’t believe she rea
meant it. Finally I stopped listening. I just couldn’t figure
how she could go on sitting there next to me explaining
these theories if I was as awful as she made out I must be, or
how she could find me anything but awful if she knew I w
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- “It certainly does. How can you judge abo i

iu 't know from your own expiﬁen]lc:ﬁ’ 5
3 "Sclfauen Sie,” she said again, using one of her favourite
eXpressions, “you don’t know from your own experience that
f?:irm rotates around the sun and yet you believe that, don’t
;.-"l"h_at little Jesuit trick caught me off guard. All T could come
p with right then was, “All right. But that has been scientific-
lly proven.” 1

““Well,” she said, “so has this.”

“I beg your pardon?”
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‘“Have you read Rosenberg? Or Gobineau? Or Chamber_

lain? Or at least somethlng by Streicher?”
‘ “Well, no, but..

‘ “There, you see? And you talk about scientific proof. Wel] 4
these things have been proved just as scientifically as grav1ty :

and all those other things.” i

‘This wasn’t the way I'd wanted things to go — getting a!l "

tangled up like this. Bug, believe me, arguing with her wasn't |

easy. You couldn’t allow yourself to forget, even for a second,

that you were arguing with a fanatical Nazi. And I still couldnt :
quite believe she was. “You're right,” I sald
‘ “Na, sehen Sie!”

‘ “Yes, you may be right. Still I don’t think it would hurt you 4

any to try some of your ideas out in practice and see how they
hold up then.” :
‘ “There’s no need for that.”
‘ “But you could at least give it a try.”
‘ “There’s no need for that and [ don’t even thmk it’s possible
today.” : 3
‘“Why not?” *

‘ “Why, all the Jews have already been isolated. .
‘That really made me mad. It was the casual way she said
that really made me mad. And all at once it struck me how aw-

ful and absurd it was — her sitting there talking about it so ca
ally and at the same time looking so pretty and sweet, and )
what was coming out of her mouth was something a_beast 1
Streicher would say.-And she didn’t even notice. It didn't ev
faze her. Just then the moon came out and drifted slowly o
the branches of the willow we were sitting under. Tru
looked beautiful and her face was still flushed with the exci :
ment of explaining her theories to me, but suddenly s
seemed revolting — or not so much that as she hom_ﬁed
somehow — seemed abnormal, a kind of monstt.er _w1th th
pretty little face and all those horrible ideas msflde. I 0
terribly angry, furious at her. Suddenly T got an idea ar}d |
didn’t even stop to think what might happen but barged ri
ahead, wanting to hurt her, to mess up an-d knock apart
tidy little stiff neat world of hers with all its orderly varieties
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pf racial mixtures like Meinl’s blended coffees. Maybe it was
stupid of me, maybe it wasn’t, but I couldn’t help it, T had to

“do it and I did. As that sentimental silvery moon drifted by and -
she said with godlike calm that all the Jews were isolated, as if

they were lepers or something, and when I started thinking
-about what “isolation” really meant, and when it dawned on
- me that while I was sitting there calmly kidding around with a

pretty Brunhilde, boys I knew - Quido Hirsch and Alik

Karpeles and Pavel Polak — maybe weren’t even alive any more
or were going through God knows what kind of hell right then
- then I couldn’t hold it in any more and I blurted it out, and it
was a real pleasure to feel that venom flow.

- ““It might still be possible, though - even today,” I said.

- ‘“How do you mean?”

- ““Well, I mean there're still some Mischlinge left.”

. ‘“Na ja. Aber .. ;
““I'm one,” I sald satanically and squeezed her hand and

‘tried to put my arm around her waist: deep down I still

couldn’t believe it would make any difference to her, but I had

a kind of devilish wish it would. And it did, too. T could feel
h whole body go stiff. She stared at me, her eyes nearly
‘popping out of her head.

- ““Was?” she gasped, and then for a second we both just sat -

there, motionless. I slid my right hand around her slim waist.
~ ““I am a half- -Jew — ein Halbjude,” I said in that same satanic
01ce and then she shuddered. She really shuddered, as if she'd
uchcd a toad, and then jerked away from me so violently
that I was really surprised. A crazy thought about conditioned
and basically unnatural reflexes flashed ‘through my head and
she jumped up and I just sat there and her lovely hair looked
bleached in the moonlight. She stood there in front of me, her
empty hands still pushing out in front of her, and she was
staring at me and saying, in a vmce full of dread as if she
uIdn’t believe her ears, “Sie sind . .

~““Ein Halbjude,” 1 repeated in a murderously calm tone of
voice. She just groaned in a funny unnatural way, turned and
an away. All I saw was that Nordic head of hers shining from
ime to time as she ran out of the shadows into the meonnlight.
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I sat there on the bench and didn’t feel like ever getting _up;
. again. A rea! beauty, the picture of happiness and :everyﬂ'un_g :
that makes life worth living — and that's what they’d done to 1

her.

His story over, Lexa lit another cigarette. I looked at my

watch. It was 11.30.
‘And you never saw her again?” asked Haryk.
I—I;I;I:yk was silent for a minute and then he .said,. ‘W.’cll, you
never can tell. Maybe she was just a bitch to begin with.
‘Maybe she wasn’t,’ said Lexa.
Nobody said anything. Then Lexa sneezed. 5135
‘Christ, the way I feel now, I'll never live to see morning.

again, exactly the same each time. Lexa sat th(?re ]eamng_
head back against the wall, blowing out smoke rings and. thi
ing. Haryk sat there, his knees drawn up under his chin, any
was silent, too. So there we sat and this was the revolutio
You could hear the snap of cards from the corner and Be
snoring loudly from the mattress. I wanted to fall asleep, t

ST

] That's all I wanted to do — just sleep. I was_t'tred and fed up
i  with everything. I could feel my head starting to droop and

- each time it slumped over onto my chest I felt it -and. kne
R - how stupid my own face probably looked but d-ldnt
j because everybody looks dumb when they're sleeping and
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I looked over at Benno stretched out on the mattress and saw
he was sound asleep with his mouth wide open. Then I looked
around the room. The air was thick with smoke. A few guys
were still playing cards; others were ﬂopped‘ out on mattresse_5,— 4
sleeping; others who'd fallen asleep at ﬂ!mr tables were 5t|]1
i pillowing their heads on their arms, sleep_mg. I_watched a kid
i across from me fighting to keep awake. His eyelids kept droop- 1
ing lower and lower over his eyes and his face began to look‘_;
stupid, and then all of a sudden his head would sag down On:f-
his chest and he'd jerk it up again and you could see what an
effort it was. Then for a minute he’d sort of pull hlms.e]f to,.u
gel:her and then his eyelids began to droop again and his f?cq?
] slowly grew stupid again, and he’d go through the whole thing

 seemed to me that there wasn’t anything either clever or
 decent in the whole wide world, that everything was a sham, a
' big bluff, and all I felt was this awful weariness and that chin

~of mine that kept dropping down and down and that kept
 getting harder and harder to lift up again.

- It was Dr Bohadlo who woke me up. He looked as sicken-
_ingly fresh and pink as ever and was wearing a plaid scarf
- around his neck. He tapped me on the shoulder and when I
- turned and looked up, he grinned.

- ‘Time to get up!’ he said. “‘We're on duty again.’ I was con-
~vinced I'd never make it, never be able to get up. It was the

- same feeling I'd had lots of times when we were on forced
labour and when I felt so lousy at five in the morning I thought

I'd never be able to get up, that I'd stay in bed and talk my way
out of it somehow, that I'd play sick and stay home, while all
‘the time I knew that I couldn’t, that I already had two
absences that month and that I'd have to go to the factory and
rivet all day in the freezing cold. I just did not want to believe
T'd really get up. I did though. Haryk was up and ready to go
‘and Lexa had already gone. They'd probably come for him
while I was asleep. Dr Bohadlo took Benno by the shoulder and
shook him. But Benno just grumbled something. Dr Bohadlo
shook him again. Benno opened his eyes, and when he saw Dr
‘Bohadlo he sat up. ;

- ‘Time to get up! We're on duty again!’ Dr Bohadlo sang out
like a Scoutmaster. He behaved like one of those hikers or
mushroom collectors that get such a kick out of getting up
early though they could sleep till noon if they wanted to. I
never got any Kkick out of that kind of thing. Neither did
Benno, from the way he looked.

- ‘Come on now, boys. Hurry up!” said Dr Bohadlo and moved
towards the door. ;

- Benno got up, rubbed his eyes, then shuffled after the doctor.
Fat and sleepy, he stumbled between the sleeping figures to the
door and said, ‘Shit.’ :

- We went out into the hall and buttoned our coats. A cold
draught came in from outside. It was dark in the hall. I heard
Dr Bohadlo saying that our route had been changed for the
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night, that we'd be patrolling around the railroad station. Then
I could hear him opening a door but still couldn’t see any light,
It was pitch dark outside. A cold wind swept into the hallway.
Benno was swearing under his breath. We staggered out and
the wind hit us hard. ; 3
Dr Bohadlo switched on his flashlight. ‘Careful now, boys.
Wouldn’t want anyone to get lost,’ he said. We lined up. My
whole body was trembling from the cold. I could practically feel
myself catching the flu. We lurched across the yard. A lantem_;;
was shining at the corner of the administration building and in
its light you could see little raindrops being blown around the
corner of the building. The fine rain chilled my face. We E
headed towards the gate over which another lit lantern hung,
Under it stood two soldiers with fixed bayonets and turned-up
coat collars. i
‘All in step now,’ said Dr Bohadlo when we got out to the
paved part. Benno grunted something. We fell in step with the
other boys and clattered across the cobblestones towards the
gate. The drizzle shone as it slanted across the lantern in the
gateway. We passed the two soldiers who paid no attention to
us — just stamped their feet and clumped back and forth — and
then marched off into the deep and windy darkness between us
and the town. All T could see were a few little blue blacked-ou -4
street lights — points of light that dimly showed the way to th
station. We went more by memory than sight and it wasn®
much fun in that dark. I felt the bridge under my feet and,
under the bridge, the river, but couldn’t see a thing. The wimj-
and rain didn’t let up for a minute. We got to the tracks and
went past a red signal. The station was dark. Suddenly there
was a bright wedge of light, .a door opened, a guy carrying a
gun slipped out, and then the door closed. There stood th
German munitions train. We crossed the tracks. Dr Bohadl
halted. !
‘Hold it up, boys," he said.
We halted.
‘Now then,’ said the doctor, ‘from this point on we're go
to spread out, forming a column from one side of the street t
the other. A human chain. That way, nobody can get by us.’
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1 ‘I thought we were only going to patrol ion,’
ey g to p around the station, :
3 fWe]l,’and so we will, too, Down Jirasek Boulevard to
Novotny’s, then past the station and over to Schroll’s and back
‘again,’ 5

- ‘Aha,’ said Benno.

- Dr Bohadlo switched his flashlight on again. The cone of

 light lit up a patch of the Messerschmidt factory wall.

‘Let’s go,” said Dr Bohadlo. We spread out across the width of
the street and started off. We gradually all got into step again
pread out like that we made a lot more noise than when wt;
marched in a column. It was dark except for a thin band of
a _eeble light where the rain clouds had torn, low on the horizon
From the distance you could hear the faint chatter of machine.
guns.
‘T;I}t:?r that?’ c}slaid or:le of the other boys. We listened. The
machine gun chattered in short i
| raiteserigrs bursts, and another machine
- That’s from the front,’ the boy said. ‘It’s pretty close already
mewhere around Ledecsky Rocks.' ‘
~ As we went on, I thought of Ledecsky Rocks and of the
le’s Nest where we'd been sitting a week ago, all worn out
m the climb up through the coneshaped Chimney, me and
denek and Irena and Vasek, and listening to all that wonderful
news blowing in from Germany. You could hear everything
rom up there. Machine guns and Tiger and Panther cannons
‘v, t_hose Soviet T-34’s, and the sky above us was blue and
bea utiful and. under that sky, just beyond the horizon, there
as a war going on. It was great, sitting up there with the war
Imost over and I'd almost regretted that it was all going to
d d, those a-fternoons when they drove us out of the factory
:“g the spring fields and then, far off on the horizon, white
_bons of _smoke appeared and then those shiny American
planes — things like that, everything. And naturally I was sad,

f00, on account of Irena and Zdenek who were sitting there

7.r!- by sid(?, and Zdenek fastened his safety rope to Irena so
hey were tied together and, like a fool, I saw that as a symbol
ne thought maybe I could just accidentally help him tumble
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over the side of some cliff but naturally thinking about it was
as far as I got. I didn’t do a damn thing. As usual. .
We marched east along the endless Messerschmidt wall. _
- “What's that?’ said one of the boys. There was a light on in
the nightwatchman’s gatehouse. A weak watery splotch of light
crept over puddles on the pavement. Dr Bohadlo said nothing
As we went by, we saw a helmeted German, his coat colla
turned up, standing guard under the gateway. When we’d gon
a little farther the kid said, ‘I don't get it. What’s a Kraut doing
there anyway?’ - o
‘They're only quartering there for the night — a column re-
treating from the front,’ said Dr Bohadlo.
‘Shouldn’t we disarm them?’ the kid said.
‘They want to surrender to the Americans with their
weapons.’ ‘
‘But maybe they’ll go on to Prague,’ the kid said. Dr Bohadl,
didn’t answer. “We ought to disarm them,’ the kid said again.
‘They’re far too well armed and trained for that. It woul
only lead to useless bloodshed,” said Dr Bohadlo. The kid didn’
say anything. We marched on in silence to Shroll's factory,
turned and headed back. It was raining harder now. Benno was
grumbling under his breath and I was shivering all over again,
Like a pack of robots back we went — from the Messerschmid
plant to the station again and all around it was pitch da
except for that light in the watchman’s office and the little red
and-green lights at the station. We crossed the bridge an
underneath the water roared as if the river was crowded wi
water now, and then we stepped into the canyon of tall build
ings along Jirasek Boulevard. Our footsteps echoed here.
marched quickly down the deserted street. Benno and I were
on the left wing, on the sidewalk. It was quiet. The only soun
was the clump of our boots. The windows in the houses wi
dark. Only two blackout lights were on in the entire street.
we neared the one swinging above the anti-tank barrier, by
dim light, we suddenly saw a man.
‘Careful!” said Dr Bohadlo and crossed quickly over to th
righthand side of the street. We walked slower now. I could
hear the man’s fast footsteps. Dr Bohadlo switched on his flas}

)
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stopped. He was wearing a raincoat and shieldi
e shielding

. ‘Under
- ‘Martial law.’

 ‘So?’

‘Why not?’
- ‘Because this city is under martial law !’

- The man dropped his hand from his face and blinked. Then
e started to walk on. Dr Bohadlo grabbed his arm and the man
ried to jerk away. The cone of light leaped up along the front

; ght and I saw the iron shutter that covered Novotny’s store
F

dow. T!w cone of light swiftly hunted on down the side-
alk, groping for the stranger. Then it caught him and he

his eyes with

‘Halt!” shouted Dr Bohadlo and rushed over, his ﬂashﬁgﬁt

aimed right into the man’s eyes.
~ ‘What is all this?’ said the man.

‘Where are you going?’

- ‘Home.'
‘And where have you been?’

‘What business is that of yours?’
I saw the silhouette of Dr Bohadlo in his knickers and beret

and the man caught in the bright light :
Bohadlo’s fist. ght light streaming out of Dr

Don’t you know this city is under martial law now ?’
what?*

J the house, then into the sky, and back on the man again. 1

the three other guys on our s i
Te quad grab him. Dr Boh
ed the light on his face again. s

‘Damn it!” said the man. ‘Get your hands off me!’

~‘Hold on to him, boys,” said Dr Bohadlo. ‘Y. identi :
| - “Your identity Fard.

- ‘What the hell do you want now?’

~ “Your identity card. -

- ‘What authority do you have to ask for that?’ :
‘I'm not going to waste time discussin i

: g the issue. Just

e your papers, please.’ el
-rf:What proof do you have that you have any right to ask?’.
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Dr Bohadlo turned the flashlight on his armband. ‘
‘Anybody could put one of those things on,’ the man said.

‘All right now, either produce your identity card and take

the shortest way home or I'll be forced to arrest you.’ .

“You have no right to do that either,’ the man mutter(?d as he
slowly reached into his pocket. Dr Bohadlo stuc_l_( out hl‘s hand,
took the crumpled identity card, and shone his flashlight on
it.

“Well, now, Mr Mracek,’ he said, ‘where are you coming ..

from and where are you going?’ ) g
‘I told you, I'm going home,’ the man said angrily.
‘And where've you been?’
“Why the hell do you have to know?’
‘Just answer the question.’

I told you, I'm going home, all right? What the hell, 'm not

at confession, am I?’ : :
‘If you don’t tell me where you’ve been, I'm going to have 'fo
arrest you. And I warn you, you'd better tell the truth. We'll

check up.’

‘Jesus Christ, what you'd ever want to know for is beyond

me.’ i
‘That’s our business.’
The man again tried to get away.
‘Let me go.’
‘Answer the question.’ :

‘Christ, don’t make such a fuss about it, will you?' the man

i @
said.

‘Are you going to answer my question?’ ; i

‘Shit.’ =

“You're under arrest,” said Dr Bohadlo. .
‘Oh, take it easy. Don’t get so goddamn worked up.
‘Hold on to him, boys!’ ; :
‘What the hell are you going to do w1t.h me?
“You'll be brought before a court-martial.

‘By what right?’ - ' :
‘As I said before, this city is under martial law now. 1
‘Take your goddamn hands off me.’

‘Hold on to him, boys.’
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- In the light of the flashlight you could see him struggling to
‘work loose but the three boys had a good professional grip on
111m.
~ ‘Let’s go!” said Dr Bohadlo.
‘All right, I'll tell you,’ the man said quickly.

- “You’re under arrest.’ ;

- ‘Oh, forget all this junk about arrest. I'll tell you if you're so
damn eager to know.’

~ ‘You should have told me sooner.’

- ‘Well, sure, maybe I should have, but how was I supposed to
know ...? And it's not all that simple either. But, all right, I'll
tell you.’ :

- Dr Bohadlo said nothing. The boys were pulling the man on
down the street and the man was giving them a hard time and
then suddenly he said, ‘All right. I was with a woman. There.
Now you know. Now let go of me.

~ The boys still held on to him.

- ‘I was with a woman and now I'm going home to get some
sleep.’ :

- “Wait a minute,’ said Dr Bohadlo. The boys stopped.

- ‘And that's all there is to it the man said. ‘I was with a
woman and now I'm going home.’ :

- ‘Tell us the woman’s name.’

~ ‘But why?'

‘How else can we check up on you?’

- ‘Hell. I can’t do that.’

~ “‘Why not?’

‘I can’t, that’s all.’

‘In that case, I won’t be able to release you.’

‘Oh, Jesus,’ the fellow said. ‘Can’t you understand
hat there're some things you don’t just go around telling
eople?’

‘If you're afraid of an indiscretion, it’s unnecessary. In an
nterrogation like this all information is held in the strictest
onfidence.’

‘Like hell it is! With this bunch of squirts around the whole
own’ll know by morning.’

‘I advise you to keep your personal opinions of these men to
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yourself,’ said Dr Bohadlo. ‘Do you refuse to give this woman‘s
name in order not to compromise her?’ B
‘Naturally. She’s married.’ ' 1
‘Nevertheless if you don’t give me her name, I'll have to turn 3

you in.’

‘Oh, for Chrissake!’ said the man and then whispered some.

thing to Dr Bohadlo but so Joud we could all hear it. ‘List 3
her husband’s over at the brewery, too. Do you see now‘
why...?”

’'m sorry.” Dr Bohadlo shrugged his shoulders. ‘Furthermore |

i i iviti illegal, too.’

I might point out that such actl\ntl_es are lle 00,

“Well, sure. But it isn't that serious a crime, is it?’ the man
said. s

‘Let’s go,” said Dr Bohadlo.

‘All n'iht, I'll tell you who,’ the man yelled. We all stopped

‘But only you, the man said to Dr Bohadlo. Dr Bohadlo
~ stepped up close to him and the man whispered something into
his ear and then Dr Bohadlo drew back sharply and stared at

him.
‘Really?’ he said.
“That's right,’ the man said.
‘And the Mayor doesn’t ... Dr Bohadlo started to say. E
Shh!’ the man said and Dr Bohadlo bent over and whi

ered something into his ear to which the man nodded. Then he

~ grabbed the doctor’s hand imploringly and D’r Bohadl
straightened up and said in a loud voice, ‘And you're on yo
way home now ?’ :

“That’s right.’ : I

Dr Bohadlo thought it over for a while and then he said, ‘T
make a note of your name and then you may go;
‘But you'll keep it strictly confidential, right? :
‘Of course,” Dr Bohadlo replied and jotted somet!nng flown D
" his little notebook. Then he handed the man’s identity card
back to him and cleared his throat. ~

g E i
to detain you. =

“Yes. Thanks,’ said the man.
; 178

1
‘Ahem, well, come to my office next week. And now. g0
straight home, please, and remember — next time I'll be obliged

“Let him go, boys.’ I saw the boys suspiciously release the

man and the man straightening his coat collar.

‘Well, thanks,” he said and then turned and strode off down

the street towards the station. We just stood there in silence. It
was raining and in the steady patter of the rain Mracek’s foot-
steps grew fainter and fainter. We all just stood there until Dr
Bohadlo said, ‘All right, on we go, boys,” and took his place in
the lead and we stretched out in a line across the street again

nd as I passed Haryk, he said, ‘Hot stuff, huh?’
~ “You said it,’ I said and took my place on the left wing of the
olumn. On we went, down Jirasek Boulevard, across the

bridge, and then there we were back again between the station
ind Messerschmidt. You could hear a kind of humming roar
coming from the direction of the frontier now. We went as far

s Schroll’s factory and the noise was getting louder now. Then

a short string of lights appeared on the highway.

‘We'll wait here,’ said Dr Bohadlo. We lined up against the
jall and waited. The lights came closer through the rain and

he noise kept growing louder. It wasn’t the usual kind of noise
hat cars or trucks make. As it came closer, I could feel the

‘trembling but | still couldn’t make out what it was. Until

at last I heard a metallic clatter and then I knew it was a tank.

hrough the dark and the rain it was rapidly crawling towards
s. We stood there, pressed up against the wall, waiting. The

ights drew nearer and, above us, the blackout lamp danced in

he wind. The rumbling got louder until it was almost deafen-

ng and then a huge dark tank lumbered out of the night into
he dim circle of light, its armoured turret shiny from the rain
nd giving off a stink of gas and exhaust fumes as it clanked

. The racket completely deafened me. Behind the tank came
ucks — one, two, three, four, five of them. As they moved
nder the canopy of light I could see the soldiers sitting inside
1 two rows, facing each other silently in their wet helmets.
hen the column had passed us by and the howling and racket
vas muffled among the tall apartment houses on Jirasek Boule-

ard until it gradually died away completely.

‘They’re on their way to Prague,’ one of the boys said glumly.
Dr Bohadlo moved away from the wall. ‘To Prague? No, he

179




g g

it
[

iy i

i

i

said, ‘they're on their way to surrender to the Americans.

Then he pulled up his armband which had slipped all the way

down to his wrist and said, ‘All right now. Forward march,

boys!’ 3

We moved off, one after the other, and formed our line

again. The rain was cold against our faces and you could h]?ari
Binno swearing away steadily under his breath. We marched

back to town. From time to time we heard the receding rumble

ck. We went along Jirasek Boulevard as f.ar as
CI:fO\?ot:;’l s store, turned and headed back. It was gc:ttxlr‘lghl::u;ds oli
silly by now. The rain slanted across each street lig - d;
ured down on the town and the little puddles glittere and |
Eglattered as the heavy drops fell into them. My shoes were.

sopping wet and I was shaking with a chill. We got to th

Messerschmidt plant again, passed along it, then marched by

the little park in front of the station. You could just barely

make out the whitewashed fence of the railroad warehouse in

front of us. It glimmered dimly through the dark. Suddenl;_r a
dark figure emerged from the darkness and s.tar_ted clambefnng
up the white fence. All you could see was a kind of vague, fo
legged shadow.

his flashlight. Tt
4 1’ velled Dr Bohadlo and turned on ‘ t
ma[r-]I:l: ni()::a. clear circle on the flat face of the white fence and

in the middle of it hung a drenched black silhouette trying

11 itself up and over. ; _
pu‘Halt!' Dr Bohadlo yelled again and started runmngi‘l Wi
started running too. We raced up to the fence _and Dr }30 l
yelled ‘Halt!” again but the guy paid no attention to h;;ln. o:]),
could see him pulling hard, then get one leg over and then
circle of light slid up over the fence and all I could see wdas he.
guy’s back, a little bit lighter against the black sky, arfd
even that was gone as he jumped down on the other si e and
vanished. Dr Bohadlo stood there. We crowded around him.

it?” boys. ;

“Who was it?” asked one of the . :

‘No idea. Probably another of those people wh(? re trying
break into the munitions train,’ said Dr Bohadlo dejectedly.

“‘Who do you mean?’

‘Communists,’ said Benno.
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quy,’ I said.

: ‘No," said Dr Bohadlo quickly. ‘I don’t know who. Probably
just a bunch of hoodlums, that’s all.’
- ‘Communists,” Benno said again.

- ‘No, Mr Manes. We have no cause to think so. But last night

some gang or other tried to break into it, too.’
‘I know. Communists,’ said Benno.

For a minute nobody said anything. Then one kid said, ‘We

‘ought to go to the station.’

- ‘No. Our orders are to patrol outside,” said Dr Bohadlo.
- ‘Is anybody there now?’

- ‘Well, there’re some Germans, of course.’

‘Ukrainians,” said Benno. ! ]
‘Vlasov's men,’ said Dr Bohadlo. ‘No, we most definitely will
not go inside.’

- ‘But what if somebody’s trying to get at the train?’

- ‘That’s none of our business. They do it at their own risk.’
‘Who knows what's going on? Anyway, it was only one

‘No, we are not going inside,’ said Dr Bohadlo, ‘but we-will
eep watch on the station.’

‘From here?’ the kid asked.

‘We'll conceal ourselves in the park.’

‘That sounded more like it to me. We aboutfaced, went into
he park, and took our stand behind the hedge. Standing right
p against it I could feel its wet branches scratching my coat.

Water dribbled down my face. For a second I felt I was in

ondon. Or in Madrid during the Civil War. It was like in the
ovies and when I looked off to the side I could see the other
lys crouched behind the hedge, in the dark, watching. [ felt
feat, in spite of the wet and cold. Keeping our heads down, we

ared across at the wood enclosure that walled off the station.

hen all at once a bright light clicked on and then off again

smewhere off to our right. Everything dark again. It must

Ve come from somewhere close to the station.
It came from a window — a skylight up on the roof,’ said one

0y. I looked up at the roof of the stationhouse. The light went
0, then off again. Then it went on again after a longer inter-

l. Off, then on again.
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code?’ s

‘I do,” one of the boys said. ‘M-R-L-B. Mrlb," he said. ‘I do
getit’ 3 :

We stared again, nobody saying a word.

“Who do you think it is?’

‘Communists,’ said Benno.

‘Shh! Look! Over there!’ said Dr Bohadlo.

“Where?’ said Haryk.

I turned around. From the slope back of the .Messerschmidt
plant, from one of the workers’ apartment buildings, you could

see a light blinking on and off.

“The fools,’ said Dr Bohadlo. ‘They ought to know better than

to play games like that, with all those Germans quartered

Messerschmidt.” None of us said anything. The li_ght up DP tlm
hill stopped blinking. We turned again. Somebody was signal-

ling all right. Then the other light started blinkil}g again.
“We ought to go and have a look,’ the boy said.
*Where?’ said Benno.
‘At the station.

‘No, boys. As I said before, our orders are to stand watch m

front of the station. . g ]
‘And we're just going to stand here like this?

‘No. We'll send a report back to the brewery ... that is, L

headquarters,’ said Dr Bohadlo. ‘Any volunteers?’
‘I'll go.” It was one of the kids we didn’t know.

‘Fine. I'll just write up my report and then... Dr Bf:-ha_
took out his notebook. ‘Hold this flashlight for me, will yo I

please?” The kid took the flashlight and turned it on.

Bohadlo wrote something in his notebook. I tried to look ov

his shoulder but couldn’t see anything. :
“There,’ he said, ripped out the sheet of paper, and fo
it.

there for an answer.’ :
“Yes, sir,’ said the kid.
“You may go.’

“Yes, sir.’

‘Morse code,’ said Dr Bohadlo. ‘Any of you boys know Morsg ;

'Deﬁver this to headquarters as quickly as possible and w.

- The kid turned and disappeared into the park. I turned to
watch him but all I could see were the long branches of a
weeping willow waving in the dark. It was raining. Then
another figure appeared by the fence. He stood there for a
moment, still as a statue.

- ‘Careful now, boys!” whispered Dr Bohadlo. ‘Follow me but
keep quiet” Then with a tremendous crash, he pushed his
way through the hedge. Our column moved after him. Dr
Bohadlo broke into a trot. You could hear him splashing
through the mud puddles in front of the park.

‘Quick!” said the figure by the fence in a low voice. He'd
mistaken us, I suddenly realized, for somebody else. We ran up
0 him, surrounded him, and Dr Bohadlo flashed the light on
his face. The guy was wearing a cap, no overcoat, and a scarf
around his neck. He squinted, blinded by the flashlight.

‘What are you doing here?’ said Dr Bohadlo sharply.

~ ‘Turn that thing off!” said the fellow.

 ‘What are you doing here?’

‘What's it to you?’

‘I asked you what you're doing here.’

‘And I say kiss my ass.’

‘It would be in your own interest if you'd show a little
respect. Don’t you know there's a curfew ?’

‘Why don’t you just mind your own business. And turn that
am thi.l]g off.”

“Tell me what you're doing here!’

*And like I told you — kiss my ass.’ ;

{3
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ther two boys jumped him, but Benno and Haryk and I just
tood there. He wasn’'t about to give himself up. First he
unched one of the kids in the nose, then he jumped sideways,
ut of the light. The kid landed hard in.the mud. There'd been a
oft cracking noise when the guy hit him, then a little sigh. Dr
Bohadlo flashed the light around, trying to keep up with the
guy now and tne light slid sharply along the white fence, then
icked him up slogging his way through the mud towards the
ation. ‘

“After him!” yelled Dr Bohadlo and started running. We all

ded

~;i8z

“You're under arrest. Take him, boys,’ said Dr Bohadlo. The .




took off after him. Along the fence the mud was awful. Th
cone of light bounced around through the dark as Dr Bohadl BCome 61; comi e ;
ran and our feet sank and stuck in the mud, and then suddenl FEomean said the kid.
we heard a big splat in front of us and I saw the guy fall. Th
other kid jumped him and came down on his back. We ran u
Dr Bohadlo trained his flashlight on him.

‘Get up!’ he said.

The guy lay there on his stomach, the boy straddling
back, and it didn’t look as if he was in any hurry to get up.
kept his face down and with his right hand started groping f
something inside his jacket. Then all at once he stuck som
thing in his mouth and before Dr Bohadlo could stop him
piercing whistle split the air. The kid on top of him grabbed I
head and the whistling stopped but with a twist he threw
kid off and was up again. Dr  Bohadlo grabbed him clumsil
around the waist. Then I got into it, too, moving in and ge ;
an armlock around his neck. He was struggling hard and
was very strong. Haryk had a hold on him now, too.

“You bastards!’ the guy said savagely, breathing hard. ‘A
great bunch of patriots you are —you sons of bitches.’

‘Quiet !’ said Dr Bohadlo.

‘Why don’t you go ask the Krauts for some help, huh?’

‘Hold him, boys. I'll see if he’s armed,’ said Dr Bohadlo. |
could feel the guy starting to squirm again, trying to b
loose. Haryk let out a yell and sat down on the ground
Bohadlo grabbed the guy around the waist again. -

‘Jee-sus!’ moaned Haryk.
“You hurt?’ said Benno.

| ‘He . .. he kicked me,’ said Haryk and moaned again. In

| meantime the kid who'd landed in the mud before had

over for Haryk and Benno was carefully holding on to one
| his arms. The kid was clutching a bloody handkerchief.

| ‘Are you bleeding?’ said Dr Bohadlo.

¥ ‘Nothing serious,’ the boy said.

: ‘Now hold him tight, boys,” said Dr Bohadlo. The guy tri
kick the first kid but he dodged to one side and then the
told Haryk to help out so he could get the guy’s legs.

Haryk got up, clutching his stomach.

‘It hurts like hell,” he said.

- Haryk went over to the guy and got a hold on him.
‘You sons of bitches! You're going to pay for this!’ said the
uy. T;Ix: “I:'rst boy kne::i down and got a good gnp on the guy’s
we were, all holdi g i
ontes pOCke?s -dmg on some‘_ivhcre. Dr Bohadlo i
: AI:;’htherEvc art?,’ he said and pulled something out. He held
é 61:; ano; i?tlosl.l-land, then turned the light on it. It was a
_.‘You sons of bitches! Traitors!”
- Dr Bohadlo was just putting the pistol into his own pocket
hen two short whistles came from somewhere off in the dark
nd the guy jerked his head back and yelled, ‘Over here! Here!
elp!” I A
A'I’he- kid mth the bleeding nose quickly rammed his bloody
andkerchief into the guy’s mouth. The guy bit his hand. The
id howled. A light shone out of the darkness. It found .us I
"‘-!' _ed around. A couple of men were running towards us ‘
thro t}gh the mud. I let go of the guy and got ready for a fight. [
el ;;}ke CEounding the hell out of somebody. - -
‘Watch it, boys!’ shout is li
| et ed Dr Bohadlo and flashed his light on
.‘Son of a bitch!” I heard behind me. I spun around and saw
that thf: guy had wrenched himself free. Which was fine with
me. I didn’t want to get into any fight with him. He jumped Dr
a hadlo and knocked the flashlight out of his hand. It fell to
he ground, rolled, and then lay there lighting up a long patch
mud. I saw the guy ram his knee into Dr Bohadlo’s belly.
ien roll over on the ground with him, and Dr Bohadlo’;
nickered little legs churning around in the air, but that was all
sawW because the guy’s friends charged into us then. I went for
one :Jf them, but he got a leg behind me and over I went, but I
dr t let go of him so we both went down. I could fe’el the
of we:t mud under me as I lay there on my back. I poked my
nge into the_ guy’s eyes like we used to do when we were
playing z%round with ju-jutsu. The guy let out a crazy howl and
t go. I jumped up and kicked him in the belly. He doubled up
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down, then a few more shots cracked. Revolver shots this

time.

said Dr Bohadlo in a shocked tone of voice.

Behind the fence something flashed. Smoke rolled up. Some- 3

body had thrown a hand grenade. -
‘Let’s clear out of here,” Benno muttered.
‘Wait,’ stammered Dr Bohadlo.
“Why? What's the point in waiting around here anyway?’

Benno persisted. The submachine gun on the other side of the
fence chattered again. Suddenly a floodlight blazed on over to

the left. I turned. Germans armed with submachine guns and

rifles came racing out around the corner of the warehouse. I 1
* heard a plop behind me. I turned and saw Benno stretched out

flat in the mud. Dr Bohadlo didn’t budge. The Germans rushed
up to us and halted. An officer trained a flashlight on us.
" “What are you doing here?’ he demanded.
“We belong to the Czech Army,’ said Dr Bohadlo quickly.
‘Aha! Herr Doktor Sabata, was?
‘ExactlyV’
“What's going on here?’

“We were attacked, said Dr Bohadlo. ‘A group of men ...

armed men... ;
“Where are they now?’ the officer asked impatiently.
“There. At the station,’ said Dr Bohadlo. ;
~ ‘Gut, said the officer and turned to the soldiers. ‘Los! Gehn
wirf he barked and they all started running towards the
station.
‘Come on, let’s get out of here!’ said Benno.

“What the hell are we waiting for? Let's go, you guys,’ said

Haryk. Behind the fence there was another explosion, then

three more, one right after the other. In the light of one blast I

saw three figures scrambling down over the fence and taking
off in the direction of the workers’ district up on the hill. The
submachine gun started chattering again.

‘Let’s go, boys. There’s nothing we can do here anyway,’ said

Dr Bohadlo.
‘Exactly,’ said Benno.

‘My God, that gang is going to get the whole city in trouble,’ 4

We trotted past the park, heading for town. It was raining
Vh.a.rd. Another explosion went off and the flash lit up one whole
§ side of the buildings on Jirasek Boulevard.
5 ‘We'll go through the underpass,’ panted Dr Bohadlo. We
ran across the bridge, our footsteps booming, and switche;l left
towards the underpass. Another long spatter of shots rang out
from the station. We tramped through the underpass and came
out on to a muddy path and then we all slowed down and I
b oolfed around and the railroad station was dark and silent
-again. Only the rain kept coming down.
~ ‘Boy, does that ever hurt!” said Haryk.
‘What's wrong?’ I asked.
: ‘That guy really kicked me in the gut all right.’ .
- ‘Is anybody injured?’ asked Dr Bohadlo.
‘Me,” said Haryk.
‘Where?’ .
- ‘In the stomach. It really hurts.’
- ‘Can you walk?’
E ‘Yes’ {
mﬁi Ifoon as we get back to the brewery, report to the first-aid
T will!
i I‘;}\I}l})gzine else have any injuries?’
-~ Nobody spoke up. We cu i
Eeer ofﬁsfe =y cll)ing_ t through the park in front of the
Aﬂ_f(];l::ixhat I'd like to do?' Benno whispered to me. ‘Take
~ ‘Don’t. Don’t do it, Benno.’
‘Do what?’ said Haryk a
Hesbebonlili :ylitﬂ:i slowed down for us. We let the
- Tjust said I'd like to take off,’ said Benno.
‘Me, too,’ said Haryk.
‘gi)rzt. Stick around,’ I said, “for a while anyway.'
‘Stick around? Hell, on p insid ;
Bescnndyiiny ce we're back inside we'll never get
‘Sure we will.’
| ‘Well, how?’
‘Don’t worry. We'll manage.’

Bt Y
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‘Sure they will.’
“Yeah? When?’
‘Oh, by morning at the latest’

‘T'll believe it when I see it,’ said Benno. .
It was quiet in the hallway. The light in the hall shone

murkily. We sat there on the bench, bloody, bleeding, filthy,
drenched, and exhausted. So this was a revolution. It wasn’t just
a big lark after all. And that was all right, too. I liked that. I'd
forgotten all about my flu. I remembered everything that had

“happened. It was pleasant to remember kicking that guy in the

stomach. And how he’d groaned. It worried me a bit, though ~
maybe ‘I'd really hurt him. I'd never have thought I was
capable of kicking anybody like that, that hard. Apparently I
was, though. Obviously I was capable of even worse things
t00. Too bad I hadn’t had a gun with me. I could have picke
off those Germans as they came running up to us with their
guns and bayonets. I could just see myself behind that hedge
firing away with my submachine gun, the short flame shootin
out of the muzzle, the rain pouring down, the brief bursts o!
light, and the Germans turning to flee in their wet helmets an
flapping trenchcoats. These brewery battalion leaders made m
mad. Why didn’t they let us do anything? If they'd only passet
out all those guns they had lying around in the arsenal, the
could have taken the station. Well, sure. But what's the good
taking the station away from the Germans if it costs lives
True. I could see that. And this way the Germans could escape
easier and then they’d be out of our way. The communi
were making things rough enough for us as it was. Take on thi
Germans, too? I shuddered.

“What the hell are they doing in there?’ said Benno.

‘What time is it?’ asked Haryk.

‘Nearly three. Those guys'll be gabbing away in there un

‘morning.’ 5 ;

I was trembling all over from the cold. I tried to think abo
shooting again but it didn’t work. I was so cold my teeth w
chattering. :

“What's wrong with you?’ said Benno.

‘T'm cold.
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" “You see, you iérk. You could al i
g already be home in bed by
- “Yeah, sure.’

- The longer we sat there the w i

} = lor orse I felt. I tried to warm
:yu’:t‘h.mkmg al_)(?ut Irena, but that didn’t help much. The Iigﬁll:)-
f_' in the cel_llng looked as cold as ice and Dr Bohadlo didn’t
return. The minutes dragged by. At last Dr Bohadlo appeared.

He came out looking very grave, his full-m i
b : : -moon face still -
tered with mud, and he told us to go to the lounge. o

4 ';fvhcn are you going to let us go home ?’ said Benno
: ;,u"l: a-]ready told you — only when things have quieted down.
Y in the army now. Go and get some rest,’” said Dr

Bohadlo testily. We 2
| Zongieisy Y got up. Dr Bohadlo disappeared through

:A great army,’ said Benno.
., A great screw-up, that’s for sure,’ said Haryk.
:;’ou coming?’ said one of the other guys.
] Illlre_.T\h:ou g0 on ahead. We'll be down in a while, said
e 0. They headed off for the lounge. Benno turned to
v ell, you want to stay here?” -
- ‘No,’ said Haryk.
..._I-'low about you?’ Benno turned to me.
- I'm for clearing out.’
‘Okay. But how?’

.(Clgr?e on, -you.guys. I know a place we can get over that
ENCe In no time,’ said Haryk. I opened the door. A bunch of

guys were still standing under the lantern, arguing

“Careful. Follow me,” said H
2 ? aryk. We crept out, slipped
dickly along the wall on the other side of the door and tu?ﬁed

1€ corner. We found ourselves in c
d omple
here are you?’ o s

“Here,’ I said.

“Hold on.’

I dgroped around until I felt Haryk’s hand. Benno laid his
nd on my shoul_der.,Slowly we picked our way through the
I::ss. It was still pouring and dark as the inside of your hat
ryk stopped and let go of my hand. :
A ell, here’s the fence,” he said.
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“Where does it bring us out?’ said Benno.

‘On the Bucina road.’

‘T'll never make it over.’

‘We'll boost you. Danny, come here.”

I stood next to Haryk.

‘Come on, Benno.' :

Benno stepped up to the fence. It was an ordmary boa
fence.

‘Grab hold at the top and stick out your ass. We'll help you

i k.
Sm‘i]ll-]i'ght,' said Benno. Haryk and I caught hold of his r

and boosted him up. He was awfully heavy. He started grunt-

ing and groaning.

“You got a hold up there?’ asked Haryk.

“Yeah.

‘Can we let go yet?’ :
feel him frantically pulling himself up. Finally he started grow-
ing a bit lighter. It felt like most of him anyway was alrea‘
over the fence. 3 ; 3

‘Okay,’ he said and we let go and I heard hls shoes bang
against the fence and then his body landing with a thud on
other side. ; .

‘You make it all right?’ asked Haryk. : Sie

‘Yeah. All banged up,’ said Benno from behind the fence.

‘Can you get up?’ ;

“Yeah. To hell with everything.’ 3

‘Okay, Danny. Your turn,’ said Haryk. I swung myself up on
the fence and Haryk helped push. I got one leg over, then_ he
other and sat on top. You couldn’t see a thing beyond the
fence. 3

‘Where are you, Benno?’

‘Here.’ His voice came from right underneath me.

‘Get out of the way so I don’t land on top of you.’ ;

I could hear branches cracking as Benno moved off to o
side. Then I jumped. I landed on my ha_nds and feet on
sopping wet ground. : :

‘Okay?’ Haryk called out from the other side.
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‘Wait, not yet.” You could hear him wheezing and I could

-

“Yeah. You can jump,’ I said and got up. Haryk jumped down
behind me. We came out on the highway.

‘Well, let's go,” said Benno. We hurried past the brewery.

When we got near the gate we made a detour to keep out of
he lantern light. The soldier was stll patrolling behind the
ate. We crossed the bridge and went past the County Office
uilding. All the windows were dark. Benno stopped at the
DINET. ;
‘Well, so long’
‘See you,’ said Haryk
‘Good night,’ [ said. {
“You coming over to our place this afternoon, aren’t you?’
e’ll be there,’ I said.
ell, good night.’
‘Good night.’
Haryk and I walked through the park and under the railroad
nderpass. It was wet and dark all around. We came out of the

nderpass and around the Hotel Granada on Jirasek Boulevard.
We stopped in front of our building.

‘See you at Benno’s tomorrow ?’ [ asked.

‘Yeah.'

‘Well . .. good night.!

‘Good night,’ said Haryk, and vanished. I could hear his foot-
eps getting farther and farther away and then I unlocked the
por. Then there [ was in the hall and suddenly it was warm
d dry. I shut the door and started shivering. I hurried up the

airs. It was dark at our place. I opened the door and closed it

etly behind me so as not to wake Mother. But I woke her up
yway or else she hadn’t been asleep at all. A light went on in
 bedroom and she rushed into the hall in her nightgown.
Danny! Thank heavens! Are you all right?’
Don't worry. I'm fine,’ I said,
What was all that shooting then? I've been so worried and

ightened that something had happened to you!’

It was some kind of incident at the station. It's all over

And thefve let you go now?’
No. But I caught cold so I came home.’
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‘A good idea. Now you get right into bed. You'd like some

tea?’ :

‘Please.’ 0 : ]

Mother went into the kitchen and I slipped into the batt
room to wash up a bit and also so I wouldn’t have to expla
anything. She hadn’t seen anything there in the dark hall, by
when she saw my clothes she’d be in for quite a shock. But sh
wouldn’t see them until morning. I stripped to the w
washed, and rubbed myself dry with a Turkish towel. Then
went to my room, undressed, and crawled i.ntorbed. I was col
Mother came in with a big mug of steaming hot tea and set.
on the chair next to my bed. 7 ;
“Well, the main thing is you're home again ~ thank God,’ .
said. : ;

Right. And tomorrow I'll take a sweat cure and get rid
this cold. Z

‘Of course. And we'll ask Dr Labsky to write you a certifica

so that you can’t go back there any more.’ :
“Well, we'll see;’ I said and picked up the mug of tea.
“Yes ... Would you like anything else? A sandwich or ..
‘No, thanks. Go back to bed, Mother.’ :
“All right. Good night,’ she said, and leaned over me.
‘Good night,’ I said and screwed up my mouth. She kissed n
‘And get a good long rest,’ she said, and went back to h
bedroom. She closed the door behind her.

I was alone in my room with the tea. I drank it and then

crawled down under the eiderdown quilt and curled up.
same old, familiar, eternally recurring and always wog:tde
feeling swept over me. I closed my eyes and started saying

prayers. Dear Lord, help me to win Irena. Our Father Which

art in heaven, hallowed be Thy Name, Thy kingdom come, a
I thought about Irena and could see her the way she’d lool
up in the mountains, edging her way across a narrow tra

near the Chimney and moving slowly around the overhangi
rock towards the big crevasse, her arms bare and tan up to
shoulders and the safety rope between her breasts and H
Mary, Mother of God, pray for us now and at the momen

our death, Amen, and Irena still sitting there in ¢e sunsh
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nd I said, Dear God, help me to win Irena, and I crossed

myself and started thinking about her up there on the moun-
tain again and then about the brewery and how they were all
ocked up inside it like in a zoo behind bars, and about the bars,

and about the explosions down at the station, and that hot,

plack, wet tank and us getting over that fence and then
suddenly I was thinking of Prague where they were probably
really fighting now and the barricades were blazing in the
treets and the Germans were probably murdering people and
raping pretty girls, girls like Trena, or maybe somewhere a girl,
he girl I'd finally meet some day and marry, was going
through hell right then, and then it astonished me, the thought
that I probably hadn’t even met the girl I would marry some
day but that she must be living somewhere or that maybe she
hadn’t even been born yet, and that maybe I wouldn’t get
married until I was old and my bride would be young, except
hat I didn’t believe I'd live to be very old, and suddenly I had a
errific desire to know her and I wondered what she was like
and whether or not she really existed at all and I said to
myself, that's all a lot of nonsense, I'll never meet one, and
hen I remembered I was supposed to be in love with Irena, but
en there I was back again thinking about her again, that girl I
as going to meet, and [ tried to imagine how she looked but I

uldn’t, and all I knew was that she’d be pretty and I decided
could never love a girl who wasn’t pretty and wondered how
nybody ever could but then for a second that made me feel
ort of ignoble, that all I thought about was physical beauty
nd not spiritual beauty, but I said to myself, skip the spirit, I

don't believe in the spirit, I just believe in the body and only

pretty ones at that and in all the pleasure you get out of look-
g and touching and I imagined myself embracing this girl I
as going to meet and we were in bed together, both of us
aked, and I was touching her breasts and kissing her and I
vent on dreaming it out in detail and then I felt worse than
ver because it all wasn't real, and for a while I thought about
r Bohadlo and about Irena and about that guy I'd kicked in
e stomach and about the communists and that, maybe,
istead of just waiting around, the thing to do was to get out
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and do something. But why ? And then back came the girl and [

whispered I love you, I love you, and saw her in a pretty dress

iversi i i a fall eve
in Prague at the university and beside the river on :
!1]111g- sog‘; went on and hardly knew any more quite what' itw
I was thinking about and what was real and what wasn’t un

I fell asleep with all these pleasant thoughts, without eve

knowing how.

Monday, May 7, 1945

woke up drenched with sweat from head to foot. It ‘was
ready one o'clock. I lay there with the covers drawn up to
my chin, my chest and neck cool from a draught seeping in
nder the blankets. Still, it was good I was sweating like that. [
alled Mother and asked her to bring me a towel. She brought
wo plus a fresh pair of pyjamas. : o
“Should I call the doctor?” she asked.

‘No,’ I said. ‘It’s just an ordinary cold.’

ould you like some tea?’

“Yes. And some lunch, too, if it's ready.’

Mother went out to the kitchen and I tossed off the covers
nd got out of my sweaty pyjamas and rubbed myself down

vith a towel. I could feel the blood pulsing through my veins. I

it on the clean pyjamas, turned the quilt over and plumped it
p, straightened the pillows, and climbed back into bed again.
hen I rubbed my face and hair with the towel. I felt like I'd
st had a bath. Mother brought Tunch in on a tray and set it
wn in front of me. I finished it all off in no time and drank
. It warmed me up. Then I put the tray down next to
2 bed, crawled under the covers again, and closed my eyes. [
t fine. But then I started remembering again and the feeling
rted to fade. I remembered what had happened the night
fore, the explosion at the station, the whole thing, and
ondered why they'd done it, what they got out of it, why
y couldn’t wait like everybody else until it all blew over,
hether it was for glory or what, and for the life of me I
uldn’t see why and all it did was spoil that comfy feeling I
d there in bed, so I switched over to thinking about Irena
e I always did when I wanted to feel good, about all those
enings she'd left me feeling good, bad, or indifferent, though
hen [ thought of her now it was only the good feelings that
me to mind. I closed my eyes, listened to the clock tick, and
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