and do something. But why? And then back came the girl ;rrxd
= whispered I love you, I love you, and saw hf.‘.r ina prf:-f_t:uy €ss
in Prague at the university and beside the river on ah evensy
| ing; so I went on and hardly knew any more quite W. at. it was
I was thinking about and what was real and what v:hasn tt :n .
I fell asleep with all these pleasant thoughts, without even
knowing how. i

Monday, May 7, 194.5

‘woke up drenched with sweat from head to foot. It was
Iready 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. ' ‘
“Should I call the doctor?” she asked.
‘No,’ I said. ‘It’s just an ordinary cold.’
“Would you like some tea?”
“Yes. And some lunch, too, if it’s ready.’ ;

3 - | Mother went out to the kitchen and I tossed off the covers
: ; - | and got out of my sweaty pyjamas and rubbed myself down
i | with a towel. I could feel the blood pulsing through my veins. T
: . ; 3 it on the clean pyjamas, turned the quilt over and plumped it
E - | up, straightened the pillows, and climbed back into bed again.
i ien I rubbed my face and hair with the towel. I felt like I'd
st had a bath. Mother brought lunch in on a tray and set it
own in front of me. I finished it all off in no time and drank
e tea. It warmed me up. Then I put the tray down next to
he bed, crawled under the covers again, and closed my eyes. I
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
ey 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
ldn’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
2 - e I always did when [ wanted to feel good, about all those
o nings she’d left me feeling good, bad, or indifferent, though
ien | 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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thought about Irena, how once, the winter before, I'd go e
with her from Stare Mesto by train and we’d sat there togeth
in the dim compartment and I'd put my arm around her wa
: and told her I loved her and she’d pushed me away and start
; : saying, as usual, that we were just good _iiriends. I was back in
i my element then and went right on thinking about her. [
] seemed to me that my whole life was made up of only Ir
! and Vera and Eva and Jarinka, of what I'd had with them, ang
| of nothing else really. And other people’s lives were exac
; the same. | thought about the other guys and was pretty s
it that all they ever thought about was girls and that gll'l? Wery
i all they talked about, too. Girls, and music. Yes. Music ang
i

|

and smiles on their lips when I looked their way and I could
see myself out on my evening stroll through Prague and all §
those big, fancy, blasé houses and apartments and they were

part of it, too, part of my jazz, and of life, and suddenly that o
kind of life scared me even though it looked as if that's just the 1
way mine would turn out ~ full of jazz and girls, pretty,
beautiful, sweet, gaudy girls I could look at as long as I lived,
which probably wouldn’t be very long, and then I thought
about the others, about Fonda who wanted to be an architect
and the only reason I could think of for him wanting to be an
architect was that he could make a pile of money that way and
live in a swanky house outside of Prague, because why else
would a guy like Fonda want to be an architect? But that was
life. Jazz and the girls and the memories. It couldn’t be any
other way, I thought. Because they were all that was worth
living for. That business of working at the factory, of getting
up at five in the morning and coming home at eight at night
sure hadn’t been living. No. This was life. Just this. And I
couldn’t help thinking how nice it would be if there was a God, Tﬁ
and I thought to myself, too bad there isn’t, at least not the it
kind you learn about in Sunday school and it's anybody’s guess
what He’s really like and how it all began and maybe He's like
hey say in Sunday school after all, but I couldn’t believe it and
[ couldn’t believe He’d damn me to hell even if that was the
ind of God He was, because I'd lived a pretty decent life and 1
had the feeling I'd never been very bad though I'd been pretty
resh a few times maybe and let a few girls down pretty hard i
when they thought I was serious and found out I wasn’t, and I f
hought about, when I was little, that kid called Vocenil who i
at right behind me in grade school, how he always smelled of §
bread and about those games we used to play in Bucina, the 0
lingshots we had and the castles we built out of sticks and
tones and it was all wrapped in a sort of autumnal haze and it ]
was all so long ago,-and after that came the winter ‘evenings
nd high school and then the band and electric lights in the ;
Manes’ drawing room and the wine cellar at the Lion and the )
fort Arthur and the light on the sax and the trumpet and the
way the moist reed tasted in my mouth and the swimming
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girls. That was life. Music was great and, whether I was | hink
ing about the past or about what the future would bring, it wa
always connected with either music or girls. Like, Onc.e We
were rehearsing at the Lion Inn and the girls were sitting
around a table, looking at us, and I sat there hunched over m;
i saxophone and I could see Vera had her eye on me and I'kn
& that with my sax to my lips and with that whole complica
array of valves working away under my fingertips I must lo ol
pretty terrific, and that made me feel good. And then there wa
that big graduation dance in 194o. It was in the big ba]lroom. :
the Lion. The chandeliers, high up, were all lit and the g1r
dressed up in their tulle evening gowns and then I got up ina
white dinner jacket and played my fine, tender solo in ‘I've Got
a Guy’ or that wild solo in ‘Liza Likes Nobody’ and I never
so great in my whole life. Nobody feels better than when
playing. I got up and Mr Flux turned the spotlight on me and
there I stood, all in white, with my sideburns and glisten g
saxophone and Irena was down there in the darkened ball
room watching. That's the way it was with music. Some i
wonderful, maybe even more wonderful than girls, exce]
wherever there’s music, there're girls, too. It was all part of
same piece of happiness, it was life, maybe the best thing abo
life there was, and when I thought of the future, I could
notes in front of me on a music stand and a band up on
stage and me with a golden saxophone and beautiful girls w:
ing low-cut gowns and a lost look in their eyes from the m

i
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pool with girls in their bathing suits and it got all mixed up and
swirled and danced all around me and I was in it, too, watching
how I lived, and I couldn’t tell whether it was good or bad or
why I was living at all, but lying there in bed it didn’t seem to
,i matter, because 1 felt comfy and warm and that's all that
; mattered to me. Those memories were enough for me, and
" daydreaming about the future. It was all so peculiar, I could
hardly believe it myself, because I knew I was living in 1945
and that the biggest war of all time was just coming to an end,
a war in which millions of people had been killed and millions
more had been haqrribly wounded and had lived through hell in
the mud and the hospitals and millions more had been tortured.
and killed by the Germans in concentration camps — I thought
 of all those deaths and wondered what life was about, what the
point was, and it seemed to me it didn’t have any, unless
maybe just thinking about girls and music, and I wondered
that was enough to live for, but nothing else came to mind s
left it at that and quickly started thinking about Irena ag
about one walk we’d taken through the woods one night an
how awfully inferior I'd felt when she started talking abou
Victor Hugo and Byron and I got Byron ‘mixed up with Ba
" and Balzac with Barbusse and I hadn’t read anything by any o
them, and it seemed to me I was as dumb as ever and that wha
was really important was inventing new things and new medi
cines — obviously very important — but that even without th
| you could still get along but that without girls and music
1 wouldn’t be worth living, and so my thoughts cruised thro
‘ my head until I fell asleep and when I woke up I saw it wa
~ already evening. Outside my window the sky was red and the
i windows of the other houses shone with the setting sun. It
spring and the end of the German Protectorate.

Father came into the room and said he was going to turn
the radio. I lay there sprawled out in bed, listening to the ney
from Prague which was interesting and exciting, and I co
i see it all going on in my head, and Father said things were
quiet in town, that the Germans hadn’t made a fuss about the
raid last night and that this afternoon the whole garrison had
moved out. I asked him if they'd let the people at the brewery
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0 home and Father said yes, some, but that all the others were
ill there, and then I asked him if he knew anything about
rema but he didn’t. Then they announced over the radio that
gradcany was on fire and Father clenched his fists and called
he Germans beasts and vandals and I could see it, imagine it
purning, and somehow it made me glad that it was and that
w they’d have to build new buildings there and that now
ybe everything would be new and better than it had been
efore and I looked forward to getting up the next morning
id seeing Irena again and my friends and how we'd sit and
y and I looked forward to playing my sax and to that un- }
nown girl I'd meet in Prague. It was getting dark. Father }

T T ot

witched off the radio and left. T was alone in my room. I
et ed off the light, looked out the window at the stars twinkl- -
g in the sky because the rain clouds had passed over and I

I ugh;: about things and then my eyes wouldn't stay open and
ell asleep.




