Thursday, May 10, 1945

Next morning Irena’s window overlooking the river was open
and a bouquet of red flowers stood behind the green window
guard. I stopped on the bridge and looked up at the window. I
could see the glass chandelier hanging from the painted ceiling
in her room and imagined her sleeping under it in her
crumpled pyjamas. It was all over now but she was still there. I
went on. When I'd gone through the brewery gate, I stopped
short. Terrible screams were coming from somewhere, like Mrs
Vasakova's screams yesterday. A chill ran down my spine. I
stopped thinking about Irena. People on the path turned to
listen, too. Sounds came from the warehouse, then more
screams. All at once I knew what was going on, and had an odd
urge to look, to see it. [ hurried over. The SS men weren't sitting
in the yard any more. The place where they’d been sitting was
empty except for their rucksacks and other stuff which they'd ;
left behind. I was almost up to the door when I heard more
screams. I opened the door and went in. The lights were on
inside the warehouse and a bunch of men were standing
around something lying in the middle of the floor. You could
hear thuds and groans and sobs. I stepped forward and then
saw what was happening. Several naked bodies lay on the
ground. Mr Mozol, the time-study man at the Messerschmidt
plant, was swearing and beating one of the Germans with a
cane decorated with hiking badges. The German lay on his
stomach, his back covered with blood. He no longer moved.
“You German swine, Mr Mozol kept yelling. ‘There's another
for you,’ and so on, hitting him hard with his cane. I knew h&;
had good reason. I shuddered. Some of the others in the crowd
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‘Hi,’ I said in a low voice.
Hi,’ said Rosta. He was leaning

then I saw Rosta’s pale face a

against a crate. ‘Boy,’ he
‘Let’s go,’ I said. -
"I'l.1e moaning started again.

Lie down, you son of a bitch!’

voxc’:e. I went over next to Rosta.
off, the voice went on.

_ ‘Next customer!’ another voice
- one of the remaining SS men and

said somebody in a d
: ;i ee
Take him out and finish hinI:

yelled. Two guys ran over to

: dragged him over under the

ngxr;lg and he struggled automatically and
e g his clothes- off. They went at him lik

F g away from every side and in no time at all he
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3 wzfs completely naked. He had a s i
Come on, Rosta, let’s go,” I said Zlfg?v: v?r::rftrg::cgti: ibofhy-
Pec_)ple had stopped to stare atn tw::
being dragged off somewhere be-
ed them. I looked around. Major
b;va}s( :lt(];]iding solemnly around the
i oun.

too. There stood. another bunch mep‘::;;a:zﬁimtihe
y a pile of corpses. The walls of the i(:t:;-r

! and the bits of mica

ding the SS men stopped.
guys stood by the wall. Krpata

ittered in the stucco. The men lea

‘had his revolver out.
- ‘Stand "em up over there,’
e at i
.: :345’5 S s WI:]?_) a commanded. The men lined
£ r
::_Thgg. hyv:sl]ed Krpata. ‘You can thank your Fiihrer for this’
7 e pressed the muzzle of the pistol up against the fore-

head of the first SS man
and pulled the tri
the second one. The men let go and both tﬁfgjr. s

were yelling and swearing too; a few, though, just stood there. 38 the ground. es crumpled to
There was a funny smell in the air; the place was stuffy. Then ] 8 “Take them away and bring i
noticed a few more SS men still standing off in a corner. They & ‘Come on,’ I saig ring in the next,’ said Krpata.
were still wearing their uniforms and were tied up. I turned. [  We turne;l :
A 3 and left. Neither of us said :
% 3 anything. The sun was

358

359




e

e
T e

s "

LT

burning through the morning haze; it started getting warm.
People were streaming back and forth along the path to the
main building.

“Where were you vesterday? said Rosta.

‘At the customs house. You?’ I said.

‘Nowhere.

“You hid out?’

I didn’t have a weapon. They gave me a rifle and ammuni-
tion but the bullets didn’t fit.’

“You didn’t miss much,’ I said.

Rosta was silent for a little while. Then he said, “What do
you think about all that anyway?’ :

“You mean back there?’

“Yeah.

I don't know,’ I said. ‘What can you say? It's just — just
Goya.’

‘Goya? He’s shit compared to that.’

“You're right. I didn’t feel like talking about it. We went
over to the gate. I remembered those two brothers that guy had
showed me last night at the brewery. With their eyes gouged
out. The bastards, I said to myself. Except the ones that did it
had probably cleared out and these others were paying for it.

What the hell, maybe they have the same sort of thing on their

consciences, too, but how could you know for sure? And how
could you tell whether they had on their consciences what Mr
Mozol and the others here were loading up on their own right
now? I knew a few people who had plenty on theirs. Regie-
rungskommissar Kiihl. How he bellowed at the Jews when they

were standing in line in front of the station, waiting to be
taken off. He'd never been sent off to the front. Ein alter
Mitkdmpfer, he’d been a member of the Nazi Party since 1928.
Then there was that bastard Staukelmann who’d turned in
Lexa's father, who was later shot because that was the easiest

way to get hold of Lexa's father’s apartment. And then later,
when we already had our band and we donated the proceeds of
two concerts to Lexa’s mother, Staukelmann informed about

that, too, because informing had become a habit with him by
then, and the only reason nothing came of that was because Dr
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Sabata had l.:uribed some big wheel from the Gesta
j Ior;'et\a’;ro of slivovitz. Or Zieglosser, head of the perlsg
.rln athetal, vs:ho used to pad around the factorym;ﬂ'\’
g dl_sl,;m then he’d have them called in to his office l;:d 0
B cons:eBach]:)ss,'they’d be shipped off to the Reich. lee ¢
' evemr streset e ozka I'd worked with. God knows whether gne s
i get ack alive. The bastard. And all of them had d:he’dr

gotten all about them, they'd :
: turn up agai i 5
- time somebody else had to pay for Erhftaxtl}lxeaynd P

. _ d d
- these SS guys they were killing now hadn’t been ha?;:s ]\;:g -
as

- We stopped beside the pile of the SS men’s thin

| For us, there are only two possibilities: either what we

~ Kiihl and Staukelmann and Zieglosser had been.

gs. Somebody
rman rucksack
had fallen out

- Was screaming again inside the warehouse. A Ge
3 mafie out of calfskin lay at my feet; 3 pan‘lph]et
:o_f' tLt leber.lt over and picked it up. It showed tanks m ked
:tl] sslan crosses moving across a field; the Gothi .
[ title was.Woran Wir Glauben — What We Believe I s
through it, stopped at one passage, and read : v

in is 2 mistaken belief and history has not called us to this uﬁle{ugg:

we have only deluded ourselv.

‘ ; ; €s as to our mission, i i
we WIltl‘ not c.omplete it and, sooner or later, willnx’ra];lﬁs: hégh ‘the
stage of this life and none of us will shed a tear for tlnsgroat$ e

ment but say, instead, ‘We e i
Ak were weighed in the scales'an_‘d :

: I shut the pamphlet and Bk
| _ saw a hay wagon 1

oory es creaking by..It moved slowly and 1 5ou1do:e?d
da ngling out of the pile and it seemed to be groping l!!ﬂ
it was looking for something, e
] ‘Where you taking them 2’ somebod
~ ‘Into the woods,’ he said.

-:qu; went along the path to the main building, e
- ‘They’ve shown what sadists the reath

a. ‘The bastards.’ — undern@

“You seen Dagmar?” I said. ‘s she all right?’
V__Sure, said Rosta. ‘She stayed inside and kept out of

y asked the wagiﬂn

“aj
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‘She did?’
‘How about Irena?’
‘She volunteered as ahnu:'se.'
: u talked to her?’ ‘ :
‘IEII?):ZZE' The thought of seeing Irena sndder;lylhé:) :?de gv::?;
an almost physical force. To be with her! If 1:)1:3 ér g
her right now! I felt as if somebody had gra y
started pulling me. ;
T i ’ I told Rosta. ‘So long.
‘i}\l;;iﬁ?uslfiél (;{Ht;z,t: ‘Maybe the other guys are around some
pi?‘:;;;:ll maybe they are, but I've got to ;ake oilfésieq)];;)tlé }ia;:.e
£ i . See you,’” said Rosta, as if | 'e cou :
ou:Z:}llla;tovlt(rz gsoing on. I turned and hurnfed oiif. I fe]tcin:t;l; t(;
move. There was nothing I could do against it = ex pe(1 fim
decided I'd set out to find hex: and suddenl)g it s?fen;nly -
easiest and most natural thing in the.world. ure. | e
done it first thing in the morning, lnste.ad of g;)(lr:igthmugh
brewery. The wagon with the SS men had just cre-a;l : Jeki
the gate and women were standing around oultlm waﬁ i
horror. I went out through the gate and {:helre Sde] N
My heart skipped a beat she was so be:'autlfu i;:'n sl
much. She stood there in her dress: w1th the ]11 : egribbon. s
and her hair was drawn back and tied with ; \g i gl
red lips were slightly operl; and her eyes looked w .
if God had sent her to me.
. ?I‘-,[T:SH?; Ilfega,’ [ said to her before she’d even s.ee;l r::l.-
She turned her great big eyes on me and hurried over.

‘Danny !’ she said with relief in her voice, as if [ was going to

protect her from something. ‘Where's Zdenek?

“Zdenek ?’ I said. The question came like a slap in the face. T

don’t know.’

. € 1. Ow ]
‘Haven't you seen him?’ she persisted. ‘Don’t you kn

where he was? Or where he went?’ :

‘I don’t know, Irena. The last time I saw him was yesterday

at the brewery.’

‘Don’t you know where he was when the shooting started?’

‘No.'
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‘Oh God. He hasn’t come back yet, Danny.’ ;

‘He hasn’t? Well, all T know is, he wanted to g0 with the
mountain climbers.’ T felt 2 sharp pain. Not because Zdenek
hadn’t come back, but because Irena was in love with him.

‘T know,’ said Irena with an impatient frown. ‘But he didn’t
come back with them !’

“You talk with any of them?’

‘Yes. They were out at the customs house. But they haven’t
seen him since then.’ -

] ‘And.. . [ said hesitantly as my hopes began to rise. Except
- that was nonsensc. I'd never be that lucky. ‘And did you ask -
| did you look at the casualty list?’

~ Yes, but he’s not listed. Danny,

i ask at the Brewery?’ She looked at me imploringly. I certainly

| didn’t feel like going anywhere — | just wanted to be with her.

| ‘They won’t know anything. I can tell you that right now.’

- T know, but ask anyway, will you please? I've got to find

- out somehow,’ Irena said, and grasped my hand. My God, but [
. was crazy about that girl. How could she ever have seemed
- dumb to me? But she was and I loved her anyway. Obviously
- that didn’t have anything to do with it.
- ‘Al right, Irena, | said, as if it wasn't an easy thing for me to
- do. ‘They won't know anything, but if you want me to, I'll
Bro.’

~ ‘Please, Danny. Thanks ever so much.’

- I squeezed her hand and she squeezed mine a little and
- smiled at me. I walked over to the main building and went in.
The place was like a beehive except here it was swarming with
- people. I went into one room and elbowed my way up to the
desk. Behind the desk sat Captain Kuratko talking to someone
on the telephone and jotting things down from time to time.
* ‘Captain, have you got the casualty list?’ I called out over

‘some old man’s head. :

* The captain glanced up at me and,

answered, ‘It's not complete.’

. 'Could I take a look anyway?’

~ ‘Here,” he said, and handed me a sheet of paper. There were

around forty names typed on the paper. I read down, Hrob was
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listed but none of our guys were. There was Mrs Vasakova and
Lidka Jarosova, but no Zdenek. I read through it again with
fading hopes, but there was no Zdenek this time either. I just
didn’t have that kind of luck. He’d turn up. [ knew it and I felt
like laughing so now I'd go out and comfort Irena and in a
while Zdenek would surface somewhere and come back and
walk off with Irena. In the end it was always me that had to
clear out.

‘Thank you,’ I said, and put the list back down on the
table.

“You're welcome,” said Captain Kuratko with his ear to the
telephone. I walked out. Hell, no, they wouldn’t kill Zdenek.
Mrs Vasakova sure, but not him. I could just see those buck-
teeth of his and his fat lips and-big face, and it made me mad.
I saw Irena standing on the other side of the fence, holding on
to the bars with her little white fingers, watching me nerv-
ously. If only I could tell her he’d been killed. That he was dead
and killed and all shot up and done for, but I couldn’t. And [
never would no matter how much I might long to. I walked
towards Irena and on out through the gate and, as she turned
to me with fear in her eyes, I shook my head.

‘Nothing,’ I said.

‘Nothing 7’
‘He isn’t on it.’
‘What'd they say?’

‘Nothing. But his name isn't on the casualty list. It's no 4

complete yet, though.’
‘And they don’t know where he could be?’
‘No. But we can ask again when they get more names.’

‘When will that be?’

I shrugged. “We could come back sometime this afternoon!
Irena sighed and leaned against the fence. She looked crushed
and she was beautiful in her green striped dress with the nice

legs under it and her white sandals. Jesus, why was she so wild

about that guy anyway? He wasn’t worth it. And what did she
need to bother about anyone else for anyway when she was so
pretty and when everybody would do anything in the world

for her?
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Oh, goodness,’ she sighed. ‘Oh, goodness, T just pray he

wasn't shot.
‘Don’t worry,’ [ said,

She nodded.

‘And the land] 3 i
= andlady doesn’t know anything?’
‘And you've checked at the hospital 2’

Irena jumped. ‘Oh, Lord, I'm stupid,’ she said, but it was al]

|3
the same to me. [ was crazy about her anyway

‘Well, let’s go on over.’

‘Will you come with me, D rz
g » Danny ?” she asked,

‘That's awfully nice of yo
1 u, D 3’ .
- off. Idiot, I said to myy anny,’ she said, and we started

1 I s self. Still, the way she'd sai
;_oz;fwf:)l‘liy glscih It was of me had been like 3 caress V;:usita??ev;
ar e hospital. Irena walke ithe i
| i e alked fast. Neither of us said

=y

anxiety — as if, in case he'd kicked off, nobody else would be

intelested- It was CraZy'. Ihele I was W]Clo Would ]lave glve“
k . ] ] ] l -
4 J I g 0 able to s

'. lel ;:ll-mt blad. L(.':t him live, and even love Irena — fine. As
po ena left him for me. But, no, her little soul wouldn’t

365

—~*




let her. That silly, girlish soul of hers said no. I looked at her, at
her sweet creamy cheeks and the white ribbon in her hair and

up to the main building.

‘You want me to ask?’ I said.

‘T'll go myself, Danny.’

“Yes?’

‘I know Dr Capek, remember?’ said Irena. I should have
remembered. But then I was a fool.

“‘Well, I'll wait for you here,’ I said. Irena’s striped dress
disappeared through the door and I sat down on a bench in
front of the surgery pavilion. It faced northwest and the sun
was already high enough to reach the pavilion. I looked up at
the western hills, at the edge of the woods and Prague was

new strength. What the hell, I said to myself, I can manage
without Irena and I'll go off to Prague and play Dixieland and
somewhere there’ll be an entirely different sort of girl and I'll
go up to her room with her and she’ll take off her clothes for

able to do whatever I want with her. Yet I sensed it wouldn’t

ever really replace her, not even the most beautiful girl in the

world, and that I didn’t care about seeing just any naked girl,
only Irena, and the only person I wanted to touch and make
love to was Irena. I felt awfully depressed. I shut my eyes and
my temples ached. I sat there in dull despair for an awfully
long time. Then, at first as if from a long way off and then
close by, I heard Irena’s voice saying ‘thank you very much’to
somebody and somebody saying he'd telephone her father

=

k' immediately if anything came up and I opened my eyes and

saw her standing with Dr Capek on the steps by the entrance,

looked at me gravely.
“‘Well 2’ I asked. f
‘Nothing,” she said in a tragic voice and looked at her watch
‘Danny, will you come with me?’ The way she looked at me,
would have gone with her for ever and anywhere.
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she was beautiful. We turned into the hospital yard and went

there beyond it, somewhere in the distance, and that gave me

me and let me touch her and we'll have an affair and I'll be

be the same as if I could have Irena now, that nobody would

saying good-bye. I got up off the bench and joined her. She

‘Sure, Irena.’
T'd like to stop b i
i y at his pla i
- come back in the meantime .p i s ™Maybe he'
- “All right, I said and was . ;.

B was all ready to £0, but Irena JUStStmd
:Dar_my, you... you're no
‘Why should I be angry?’

b .g(})lr dragging you around with me like this
_‘Oh, you're not dragging me an 2]
‘Yes, I am, Danny. I.. ! sty
Oh, :go on, Irena, don’t be silly.’
- ‘You're sure you don’t mind?’
i 'lrena , .’
. "Are you?’
- ‘Irena ... maybe I sho
you know I love you.’
- ‘Tknow. That’s why.’
- ‘Well, so I don’t mind and
~ Really?’
, ~ “You know I can’t get angry at you.’
. ‘Well, then, all right. But th
let's go, shall we?’
- ‘Sure,’ [ said.
. ‘Come on,’ said Irena so
k. ngly and sh :
‘: ::gdl ?(l:ld I was hapl?y she was letting me comesals::tm ]SEd
3 K ew 1 was being an idiot but maybe it was beftwnh
X ot like this than to be smart. | w P
:!IIII as glad I was so
“Irena,’ I said softly.
“‘What?’
-You love him an awful lot, Irena 7* h
“Yes.’ ;

We walked along with i i
e [ said, ‘Maybeghe’s al?tl::d?)g:cgk ?nﬁhmg g
Oh, God, 1 hope so.’ ;
then nothing again, until
ur friends in the band?’
‘No,’ I said. ‘Irena .,

t aﬂgl’y at ne, are you?*

uldn’t say this right now, but
I'm not angry at all, Irena?

en don’t be angry with me angq .

ftly and soothi

Irena said, ‘Did anything happen to
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‘lvt\:(:uali? out with it. I couldn’t keep it back any longer. ‘Irena

... if Zdenek’s been killed ...

‘Danny, don't say any more!"

‘But you don't know what... : '

‘No, no. I know what you're going to say.
‘“You don't either.’

‘Yes, I do.’ : :

: 't, Irena.

l[a)l;;i;:l !dl?;llotw what you're going to say.

‘And I can’t say it?’

“No.’

‘Why not?’ - :

‘Because I don’t want you to.

‘g:za‘:?ey;denek isn't dead and, eve’n if he were, it wouldn't
be fair to him for me to listen to you.

‘But, Irena... :

?Ac)); (IE;?il,d Iy:;j‘dagleggl;aj: and I knew I'd say it anyway. So I

asked her straight out, ‘Irena, what would you do if Zdeneﬁ-

was dead?’
She shook her head.
‘Irena!’

‘No, don’t ask, Danny, there’s no sense in it. I can’t tell ym:;..f :

And anyway, he’s not dead. He's alive and healthy.
‘I know.’ 1
“Well then.’ .

We crossed the bridge in silence and walked past the

slaughterhouse towards the old power station. Lots of peopl;_-.

were out on the street, and here and there you could see guvzsd
with rifles. The flags on the houses looked gay and the crowd

was in a holiday mood. Sunk in our own problems — andt;rrzn_a
were nothing compared to mine — we made our w:ay_n .-
the crowd and past the power station, past the fiplm::s sg;md
up by the high school and then towards the un fhrp 4l
remembered that only three or four days befor;: e it
had brought me the same way and how scared Irena
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| looked at Irena and could tell she wasn
| more, but all wrapped up in her thoughts about Zdenek.

. to but that she didn’t want to say no to me n
this far with her. That'd be a swell revenge,
stick with her now and pretend I was crazy wi
to find Zdenek still alive and then hang aro

- ‘house and Irena rang the bell. We stood

for me then and it seemed a long time ago, We Wen
the underpass. At Sokol Hall, the custodian anq -
codger were hanging up a huge portrait of Beneg

of garlands. I looked down at the sidewalk and g
spite of yesterday’s rain, you could still make oyt
stain. Or maybe it was only my imagination. Why in
~couldn’t it have been Zdenek’s blood instead of Mys

kova’s? We kept on going and turned left on the street leadmg
up the hill to the army cemetery. The street was shady becay
it was narrow and there were little houses on both sides. Not
~an awful lot of celebrating going on in this part of town, [

't with me at aJl any

aw th
269

‘You want me to go in with you?’ I asked.

‘Of course,” she said and I could see she didn’t really want mer

ow after coming
I thought, if r'd
th relief and joy
und in his room
‘with them all afternoon. Only it wouldn't really be any
revenge; it'd be idiotic and I'd feel more embarrassed than they

would. We stopped in front of a small, yellow, one-storey

waiting and then
heard footsteps shuffling along the hall and the click of a bolt
and a wrinkled old woman opened the door.

- ‘Good morning,’ Irena said sweetly.

- ‘Good morning,’ the old woman said.

~ ‘Could you tell me, please, has Zdenek come back yet?’

~ No,’ said the old woman.

- ‘He hasn't?’

" ‘No.’

Irena hesitated for a second. Then she said, ‘Could we wait

him?’

If you want to, miss,’ said the old woman, and stepped out
f the doorway.
‘Come on, Danny,’ said Irena. I went in and said ‘how do you
0’ to the old woman, and then Irena opened a door on the left -

de of the hall and we went into Zdenek’s room. I shut the
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door behind me and there we were, alone. It was dark in the
room because the brown windowshade was drawn; a dim
yellow light poured over the old-fashioned furniture; in the
silence you could hear flies buzzing. Along the wall opposite
the window stood a bed — brown-painted pipes with brass balls
on top, a faded bedspread. A heavy, beatup, carved, and
painted cupboard stood next to the door. Along the wall across
from the door was a little wooden marbletop table with a
flowered porcelain wash basin on it. Beside the table was a
faded plush couch and a wall rack with lots of little vases and
figurines of shepherds and shepherdesses. There was a desk by
the window with a big photograph of Irena on it and, in the
corner, a rubber plant on a stand and, under the stand, grapples
and a coil of climbing ropes. In the middle of the room three
chairs stood around a table covered with a heavy green cloth.
Trena walked across the room and sat down on the couch. I
went over and sat down next to her. Neither of us said any-
thing. I looked around the room. -

‘Have you been here before?’ she asked.

‘No,’ I said. ‘It’s a nice place.’

“Well, it's not too comfortable, but I think it's pretty,” she
said.

After another long pause, I asked, “You come here often?’

Irena laughed and you could tell that that little head of hers:
was practically bursting with memories.

‘Often enough,’ she said, and blushed a little.

‘Doesn’t the landlady mind?’

‘No,” said Irena.

“You're lucky,’ I said.

Irena got up and started pacing around the room. I watched
her, thinking how beautiful she looked in her green striped
dress and in that dim light that made her face look ‘even

sweeter because all you could really make out were her li
and dark eyes. She stopped by the table, picked up a li
Buddha, and turned it in her hand.

I gave this to him,’ she said softly.

‘Hmm,’ I said, unable to think of anything else to say or di
Irena set the Buddha back down on the table. She opened t
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cupboard and stood there in fron i :
: tof it. |
]ac':ker_q and a coiled climbing rope on a hf)aw o,
shirts and underwear. Irena stared at
thought. I couldn’t stand it any more.
‘Irena,’ I said. :
‘Hmm e sht:: said without even turning around
TIll;ena, }lllow d you meet Zdenek anyway?’ .
E en she turned, looked at m id
i e and said,
| ‘Noreason in i ' I sai >
F particular,’ I said and =
| I just wondered. ookl o loeag
‘Really?’ .
‘Really.’
‘Well, I don’t know . .. Danny...”
‘What don’'t you know ?’
“You sure it won't j
| Just make you angry or sad again?’
- Truly?
~ No, I said. ‘I'd really li
! y like to know. E
,!nterests me. You know that’ o
- ‘T know. But this ..
‘Tell me, Irena. Please.’

_] V;V:Il,lé iltrcilght,’ she ﬂslaid, and closed the cupboard and came
¢ own on the couch not too clo

back. She crossed her le i o
b gs and her skirt rode u h

knees which I noticed were a I sed Butishe
5 a littl

| g ittle bruised. But she pulled
‘It was at Wet Rock,’ she said. ‘Just a year ago. I'd gone over

th some friends 'd cli
o and we'd climbed Chapel Cliff. You know

ok and a. n <
the clothé?‘~ :

‘Why do you- ask.

ything about you

gﬁ; (I: :;f vfn:; itl';1 my eyes Irena didn’t fit at all with Zdenek
N wi €ir nature cult and all that sitti
n rocks to watch the sun Pl
; ; go down. She belonged indoors, i
(();J'.IO arfld little slippers with pompons made out of ;frc;-rz):
reseh eathers, lounging around in the bedroom. That's
she belonged and not all wound up in ropes, dangling

the side of a cliff. I list
. ened to her husky voice whi
a lot more than just what she was saying. i
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‘And Zdenek . . ’ she said, ‘was there with a group from Stare
Mesto and they were going up over the Pehr approach to
Chapel Cliff. You traverse to the overhang and, from there on
up, you have to use pitons.’

‘I know, I said, but what I was thinking of wasn’t what
Irena had in mind.

‘And I was right under the overhang and Mirek was already
up and secured me and, all of a sudden, there was Zdenek up
on the traverse and he saw me and he looked at me and then
just stared.’ :

Irena paused for a moment. Then she went on and her eyes
had a remote stare now. ‘It was evening but the cliff was still in
the sun and the tops of the trees down below were shining and
the sky was already completely pink and Zdenek was wearing
that leather jacket of his and I looked across at him and I liked
him. He had nice wavy hair and it shone in the sun and he was
looking at me, too, so I thought — though why, I don’t know -
maybe we'll get to know each other, and then he climbed up
and helped the person behind him up too and then lcoked
around and came over to me and said, “Mind if I join you?” Or
something like that, I don’t remember any more, it was some-
thing like that anyway, and I said, “Well, it was about time
you asked, isn’t it?”” and I really didn’t mean to put it like that

but it just came out like that, that’s all, and then he told me

he’d been assigned to work for Messerschmidt in Stare Mesto

and I told him I worked at the post office and then we roped

together and went for a walk in the woods together and it was
nearly two hours before we came back to the... 3

Listening to her, I could picture the whole scene — the woods

and the tops of the cliffs dripping with sunshine as if it was
honey and the deep evening forest and Zdenek leading Irena
deeper and deeper into the woods, and then kissing her. The

most incredible thing about the whole business was that I also |

independently of me. I was being bored stiff at a welding
course at Messerschmidt’s in the meantime.

‘We made a date for the following Sunday,’ Irena
saying, ‘because he was in the factory then where they wor

existed then and that all this was going on completely
-
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| To be near you, right?’

from something like six in th i

was off duty the next afternoofl :;‘Zlfl;ll‘ff oy
get some climbing irons and I was just :nt W
- ;}::j s‘i’ahuon when all of a sudden I saw himr(;istlgﬁ o :
: en he saw me he came right over. I agk > Q-ﬂ o

- Wwas doing there and he said he'd taken 'sicks - b

_‘ whole week off so I told him to come over t, o o
3 but he wanted to go for a walk in th o e
 we finally went.’ Wb

" Irena fell silent. “Well, so n
. she said after a while,
‘Yes,’ I said. ‘And then?’
Then? What do you mean ?’
~ ‘Well, afterwards. How did he
_ Kostelec?’
- Irena laughed. ‘He was in Stare
he arranged to be transferred.’

ow you know how it happened,”

manage to come to live in

Mesto for a while and then

- ‘Naturally,’ said Irena, and
| e suddenly she looked very serious

. eally don’t thi :
' to him, do you, Danny?’ y don’t think anything’s happesich

,‘" ‘Of course not,’ | said.
‘I couldn’t bear it,’ she said. A cl
in the room and the shade was a
;he window.

~ ‘Irena,’ I said. I uttered her na
balm for my own hurt soul.

i Yes,” she said.

‘Irena, have you ever . .’ .

- ‘What?’ she answered softl

3 y and automatically.,

’ 511: tht::re 2 has there been — anything between y(in &

;, : Iffslg? ;cn an:vn]rler. ;Ier face was motionless and I ;:ouldn't for
. e tell what she was thinking just th f
.?e too f'ar and quickly and guiltily said,g‘I:ena e’n- g
_-.Hmm? she said very faintly. 4k

- ‘Are you angry at me?’

-‘No, Danny.’

_—'I'm glad. Because . .

ock was ticking somewhere
rectangle of brown light over

me like a magic charm. Like

- well, you know how much [ love you.’
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‘I know,’ she said, and laid her hand on mine. But she still
hadn’t admitted that there’d been anything between them. I
knew there had been but I wanted to hear it from her. Since I'd
never got anywhere with her, I at least wanted to hear how far
he’d got with her. +

‘Irena,’ I repeated, ‘did you have an affair with him?’

She bent her head and said, ‘Well, after all, Danny, we've
been going together for a year now.’

‘I know,’ I said, and felt miserable. I'd have given anything if
she’d only let me have an affair with her, too. But I knew I
didn’t have much to offer. I quickly thought about what really
great thing I had that I could sacrifice for her. The saxophone!
I could play the saxophone better than anybody — nobedy in

the district could even begin to touch me when I was playing

my tenor sax. So I could give that up. Rather never pick up my
sax again than never once have an affair with Irena, I said to
myself. Then, even head over heels in love as I was with her
right then, the more I thought about it the less sure I was that
I'd really do it and I said to myself, Sure you would! Damn
right you would! By God, and you will, too! And I even swore
to God I'd never play my sax again if only He'd let me have
Irena and then I modified it a bit and swore I'd stop playing
when I was thirty — or forty — and at the same time, in some

dark corner of my soul, I was pretty sure that something
would come up which would get me off the hook somehow so
that, actually, I didn’t swear to anything and I hadn’t given
anything up but, in spite of that, I was still in love with Irena,

awfully and unbearably and deeply. I longed for her. Then I
noticed she was squeezing my hand and I heard her say,
‘Danny?’ ;

“What?’ : i

‘Don’t think about it.’

I switched on a melancholy smile. ‘I just can’t help it, Irena,

I said.
“You mustn’t.’
‘There’s nothing I can do about it. I have to.’ 3 i
‘But you're with me, too, and you mean an awful lot to me;
you know 7’
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‘Honestly, Irena?’

‘Honestly.’

‘Irena,’ I said yearningl

shoulder. S

- ‘No, Danny,’ she said, taking m
- my knee. ‘There,’ she said.

I looked dejected.

‘And don’t be sad,’ she said.

putting my arm al'omi &

y hand and setting ltb

|

| all excited, and meanwhile the only reason

| Zdenek did. I didn’t believe in fidelity and a

| ‘But I love you so much.’ i

‘I know, Danny, but there’s nothin

i g : hing we can do about j¢»

}; That m.ade me mad. Nothing we can do about it; She’

..“;:always said that. And there was something we could dol if ;}is

-;ma]!y wanted to. Plenty, if only she had a little room l.eft fi .
‘me in her heart. But she preferred to play virtuous getting 1::;

she was so virtuous
ite her as much as

1 ' 11 that other rot
It Was was just an excuse girls waved around so they C(.n?]g

akf: life miserable for not just one guy but for as many as
‘. sI:::lble. I was mad, but there wasn’t anything I could do abbut
it. It was up to h
watCh- p er to make the next move. Irena looked at her
- ‘It's already two,’ she said. I wasn’t hu i
3 : , : ngry; the tim
‘”- by. ‘Shouldn’t we ask again?’ said Irena. g
~ ‘Wait a minute,’ I said. ‘Tll run over to Sok
: : ol Hall
on(le(.i I wanted to keep Irena in that room with e
1 could.
‘That'd be awfully nice of you, Danny.’
3 Aren’t I always?’
- ‘You are. You're wonderful’
éom:lerful. Well, sure. A wonderful idiot who put up with
) ng,. I got up. ‘Good-bye,’ I said. ‘I'll be right back.’
f’l'?anks, said Irena, and she gavé me a smile for the road. I
ed out of the room and the house and ran down to Sokol
as fast as I could so I could get right back to Irena again. I

t inside and over to the telepho i
g phone and d.la:llled the brewery

1’ 1en a voice came. ‘Army Headquarters.’

“was because I didn’t appeal to her or exc

me as long as
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‘Hello,’ I said. ‘Do you have the full casualty list already,
please?’ i -

y id. : i
:3’\(62111:111;:: llfj‘;zzlly tell me if a Zdene.k Pivonka is Illslt(ed. pa
‘Just a minute,’ said the voice. I.walted tensely. 1x:e:whlbny

wish wouldn’t come true, but I wal-ted_ anyway. It took a long
time. I prayed he’d be on the list this time.
‘Hello?’ the voice came back.
Yes?’
‘No, he’s not Iiste_d.'
‘No?’
‘No.
‘And that's the final list?’
“Yes. All the dead have been identified.
‘But he hasn’t come back yt;t.’ =
T , but he’s not on the list.
‘} n\:ftf]?;g where he could be then?’
‘Possibly out on patrol somewhere.’
‘On patrol?’

“Yes. Some of the patrols went out to clear the woods of §§

»

men. t
‘I see. Well, thank you very much.

ou’re welcome.' E

%ood—bye,’ I said, and hung up. Sure. Zdenek was probably

out hunting Germans someplace. Nobody could kill' that guljfr.. i
Well, that's okay too — let him hunt, I tl:lought‘ to myseaé i
Meanwhile, I'd make as much use of my time with Irena as

possible. I hurried out. Or maybe they’d got h.im off af’te; aﬂd-
somewhere way off back in the woods — and just hadn’t foun

his body yet. As I headed back up .the hill, the 1de: t‘!:::m]:
really was dead and no longer stood in I‘ny way sv\.'er;l)r o : 1113
— I could see Irena grieving, Irena wearing a bl.ack ress ohﬂe__,
funeral and then observing a period of mourning for a w 3

and then getting tired of it and then going around with T

And as I walked along, I thought over my strategy in the time [

had ahead of me and drew up a general plan of action. 1I1 I.
the doorbell and suddenly there was Irena. The old ladybl a
even shown up to open the door for me. She was probably
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- of those landladies who don’t wo.

ITy too much about their
- tenants’ visitors. Then [ thou

ght about all that had probably

- gone on here before between [rena and Zdenek.

‘He’s not on the list,’ I said.

“And do they know where he is?’ said Irena.
‘No. But he’s not listed among the dead.’

‘So they don’t know anything?’

~ No. But Kuratko said the
~up in the woods. The
| fact.”

y could still find some more corpses
y're out searching the woods right now in

| floor.

%

| I looked at her with a real
| she'd turned pale. She went
lher. I sat down on the

ly demonic stare. It seemed to me
back into the room and I followed
couch and Irena started pacing the

. ‘Don’t be scared,’ I said.
- It’s this waiting that’s so awful, Danny.’
‘T know.’
. She stopped by the washtable and |
beautiful figure in that dress.
- ‘Danny, you're very sweet,’ she said.
~ ‘Oh, go on.’
~ “You really are — Waiting like this with me.’
~ ‘With you, Irena, I'd be glad to wait for ever.’
.~ She smiled.
§ ‘Irena,’ I said. ‘I'd like to sa
don’t know what to say.’
. ‘You don’t have to say anything, Danny.’
"‘ ‘But I'd like to.’
~ ‘You don’t have to, Danny. I know how thoughtful you are,’
said Irena, sitting down on the couch and stretching her legs
0t on to the chair in front of the table. Neither of us said
anything for a while. The clock ticked loudly into the silence.
‘Trena,’ [ said, ‘remember when we saw each other for the
ist time? That time in winter, I don’t remember exactly
¥hen. All I remember is that you were walking across the
quare in your ski outfit and carrying your skis over your

houlder, I think, and you looked at me and it was love at first
ght — for me, anyway.”

eaned against it. She had a

y something comforting, but I
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Irena laughed. ‘I remember,’ she said.

‘And you remember that time in spring,’ I said, ‘when you
were standing on the corner with some other girl but I only
saw you and didn’t even notice the other girl and the sun was
shining on your hair and you were saying something and
wearing a flowered dress and when I saw you. my heart
stopped and I didn’t know where I was hardly and just wanted
to go over to you only I didn’t have the nerve so I just said
hello?’

Irena nodded.

‘And that time in the summer, at the pool, when I came in
with Salat and you were stretched out on the side reading a
book and you were wearing shorts and the top had an anchor
on it — remember?’

‘Mmmm.’

‘Yeah, and we sat down with you and played cards.’

‘Yes, and you told my fortune and said I was going to have

five children.’
‘You remember that?’
‘Sure, Danny. How long ago was that anyway?’

I thought back. It seemed an awfully long time ago. We'd -

been freshmen then. So sophomore year made one year; junior,
two; senior, three; and then two years compulsory labour. Five
years.

‘Five years, Irena,’ [ said.

‘Five years. Good God, how the years go by .

‘Yes. I've been in love with you for five years, Irena.’

‘You really love me, Danny?’ she said, and there was a
wavering, indecisive look in her eyes now. 3

‘Very much, Irena. For five years you're all I've lived for” =

‘Oh God," she said and took my hand. ‘Danny, if there were
‘only something I could ... a5

‘And there isn’t, Irena?’

‘No, Danny, no. I couldn’t.’ £

‘Irena, if you really wanted to ... justa ... . -

‘No, Danny,’ she said and then after a while went on, ‘Do
think I don’t care for you. But you know I can't.” -

‘Why not?’
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‘I can’t, Danny.’
‘Irena, if you only knew how painfu] . _»

‘I know.’ .
‘And I'm jealous, Irena.’

‘You shouldn’t be, Danny. I'm SOITY you , . *
‘I don’t want you to be sorry for me, Iren.a- '

‘Still, I'm not so sorry for i

' you that [ pi 4
Well, what’s that supposed to mean E'ty e
‘Oh, you know.’

‘No, I don’t.’

‘Well, T just mean that I can’t
do.’
‘And you wouldn't like to?’
Well..." She thought for a minute. ‘Well,
onuId, D:;mny1 - .. but it just isn’t that simple.’
- ‘Irena, would you really like to ... well
together with me?’ L e
- ‘Yes, Danny.’
- Then why don’t you?’
- ‘Because I can’t’
. ‘But why not?’
- ‘Danny, don’t ask such silly questions.’
‘It’s not a silly question.’
BYes, it is.’
; 1 (?ldll't say an)./thing for a while, and then [ said,
fidn’t love you like I do and if you didn’t care ab
Except you say you do ... or don’t you?’
- 1 do, Danny,’ she said. !
;So.then wh'y don’t you want to? There’s nothing wrong
fith it, Irena, if you .. . if you care about me.’
“That’s something different, Danny.’
‘Imoved closer and took her hand.
“Irena, I know how good and kind you are and ..
the word stuck in my throat — ‘and I know you
ith Zdenek, but there wouldn’t be an
. together. Really, there wouldn’t.
‘Yes, there would, Danny.’

‘No, Irena. Why I wouldn’t even want you to break up with

do what you want me to

yes, of course |

‘Irena, if I
out me. ..

. and pure’
; 're in love
ything wrong about our
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him since you're so mucH in love with him. It's just _1:h;'::tai1 g
like to have a little proof that you really care for me, s::iel:l. :
a little tenderness ... and when I think' about you ar; ; im,
feel dumb and inferior compared with hlm: you know?

She stroked my cheek. Things were looking up.

‘Oh, go on,’ she said. 3

I woidered how to keep things rolling along now t{‘lal: |
almost had her where I wanted her. I put my arm around her
shoulder and looked into her eyes.

“You understand, Irena?’ I said.

‘T understand,’ she said. bk

Then I let my voice grow softer as I went on. 'BEIIEVC rgle,
Irena, I don’t want you to do anything wrong but I'm s? IEa y
in love with you and I want you so badly and you don’t i(.)]w
how happy I'd be if we could just be together for a while,
anyway.’ i ;

vasvavi her eyes brimming with someth_mg that looked like
sadness and sympathy but I knew what it really was. It w;s
pleasure. She was flattered and at that moment she was already

being elegantly unfaithful to Zdenek. Which made me love her

even more.
‘Irena!’ I implored. .

i esitantly. ‘Yes?’ she whis 2 5

If/?; ;inolrlzgnl: had co)xrne. I drew her gently closer. Sheddldt:

resist. She just kept looking into my eyes. Then I leane noev ;

and kissed her. I saw her close her eyes. She was gof 4

embraced her and sipped away at her love-hungry lips for a

long time, but after a while she started to push me away. Sh_e‘;_

smiled guiltily. ‘So,’ she said. ‘Enough.’

I looked at her, my eyes full of loving devotion. Only this

time I really was in love and devoted. ‘Irena,’ I sighed.
‘Enough,’ she said. .
‘But, Irena ... :
: id. * - here next to me.
‘Enough,’ she said. ‘Come on - over : E:
I moved over as close as I could and stretched out beside her
on the sofa.

.

took it and held it.
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‘Give me your hand,” she said. I gave her my hand and she

‘Are you a bit happier now 2’
es.”
‘T want you to be,” she said.
I loved her. I was absolutely wild about her,
‘Irena,’ I said, ‘.. ’
‘Well, what?’
Td like to say something nice, but
say.’
‘Then just be quiet, Danny,
don’t have to say anything.’
I didn’t say a word. We lay there next
. room was flooded with the brownish
| hummed and buzzed around the ceili
| Irena breathing and see her bosom risin
| her and wanted to touch her breast but couldn’t, The flies
| buzzed and the clock ticked and gradually my thoughts started
to settle down. I lay there next to Irena, thinking about her,
-~ her lips and warm shoulder, and about how good it felt to be
there with her, and the flies went on buzzing and then
_suddenly I noticed that Irena was breathing very regularly and |
‘looked at her and saw that her eyes were closed and her lips
fparted and something glinted inside her mouth, and I realized
| she'd fallen asleep, that she was probably all worn out from
ast night, and I lay there without stirring so T wouldn't
‘wake her up and I looked at her face, sweetly sleeping, and at
‘her breasts under the green-striped material and at her stomach
.Ad lap and suntanned legs and as I looked at her, I started
thinking again, thinking about her, about Irena, and about how
_' gs would be in the future, And I thought that maybe
Zdenek had got himself killed after all. Then, I thought, I'd

she askeq. -

T
I can’t think what-to

and lie here next ™ me. You

to each other and the
-yellow light and fljes
ng light. I could hear
g and falling and I loyeq

»

‘_ t I didn't have a room all by myself and so I thought how it
would be when I was living in Prague and I hoped I'd find a
good-hearted landlady, too, and that Irena would come to see
e at my place which would be in some dark old apartment
building, a room like this one, and Irena, wearing a transparent
hooded raincoat over her corduroy suit, would jump off the
ireetcar in the rain and the streetlights would be reflected on
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the cobblestones and Irena would come along barelegged, past
the lit-up shop-windows and between the evening pedestrians
in their raincoats, looking like a bright cloud, beaming and
beautiful, and her coat would glisten with raindrops and then
she’d turn into one of those dark and shabby apartment houses
with two plaster Herculeses over the doorway and walk
through the dim hall with its plaster stucco trim and pictures
of castles and up the stairs to the third floor where there’d be a
view out through the big window with its etched-in landscape,
a view of the backs of other houses and then she’d stop in front
of a door and ring the bell and I'd come to the door in my
bathrobe and let her in and Irena would take off her raincoat
and then we’d sit down on the couch and Irena would tell me
what she’d done all day and then I'd kiss her and then she'd
stop talking and I'd kiss her again and Irena would put her
arms around me and we'd lie down next to each other and
Irena would press up close to me and I'd undo the buttons at
her neck and keep right on kissing her and then Irena would
take off her skirt and everything so would I and we’d kiss each
other over and over and then we'd be together and I'd say
‘darling’ to her, ‘darling, you're so sweet’ — and afterwards we'd
lie side by side and then Irena would get dressed and comb her
hair in front of the mirror and I'd watch her and then I'd get
dressed, too, or maybe just see her to the door and then there [
am, all by myself, thinking about her again. It was wonder-
ful, to think about, so I started — thinking it through all over
again: she comes up to my place, takes off her raincoat, she’s

sweet and affectionate, and then we're doing this thing to-
gether, and it's still with us, even in cafés and at the movies

and the theatre lobby and during the lectures we sit through

and out on the street, and we’d always be doing it and we'd

talk about it, too. I thought about it some more and then about

how I'd graduate and Irena and I would get married and what
the wedding would be like and how all my friends would stare
when they saw Irena and be secretly furious at me for having
walked off with such a sweet lovely girl because in the mean-
time they’d married real cows or hadn’t got married at all and
we'd be married in church and my uncle, the one who's a
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- priest in Budejovice, would perform
body \:vou]d be playing the organ and It l::mciilre
t!lere in front of the altar in a beige suit o
nng on her finger and then off we'd go
we'd have children and 1 imagined Irena

and e
to live toge

future and only thoy i

ght of all those k :
four or five, for instance, pro..
have as many as twelye
already and I could just

Seven sons and five daughters and the Smiricky i

her breasts, and my eyes closed and m
| next to me, Irena was breathing regul
her and then my thoughts got all mix
- started drowsing off and then 1 fel] asleep.

ne i

the last of the ligli:.wa]::g
children and so on and
]?surd so I went back to
Sit me, and her hair and
y head grew heavy and,
arly and I thought about
ed up and I was so tired I

; and spreading out from me, from me

| how these sons would have their ow;n
; thf:n I realized this was getting pretty a
| thinking about Irena coming over to vi

- When I woke up, the room was almost dark. The evening sun

. - was just going down outside the brown shades and the room

- Was quiet. Even the flies had stopped buzzi :
- me, her left hand under her heaPP zzing. Irena lay beside

d and her face turned tow:
: ;1:(,) he; teyesd c]zsed and her eyelids dark, her eyelashes malj;ndgs
ki softer darker arches. I could see two litel i
: . e white teeth
gleaming between her parted lips and I was overcome withcan

‘awful, yearning love. She’d unbottoned the collar of her dr

and I could see the tender white flesh of her body. I put ol
around her and kissed her on the forehead. S.hepnestrllz:ﬁ
:'—‘. oser tc_: me and put I_ler right arm around me. But her eyes
r ere ’sull closed. I kissed her cheek again and whispered
"rena. She opened her eyes a bit and then suddenly moved’
Very close to me. [ held her tight and wanted to kiss her on her

mouth. But sh 3 j
e. she turned her hgad so I couldn’t and just hugged

. ‘Trena,’ I said.

She hugged me again and started to say in a low, rapid voice,
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‘Danny, I'm so scared something’s happened to him. I just
know something’s happened to him.’

‘Don’t be scared, Irena,’ I murmured into her ear. ‘Don’t be
scared,’ and at the same time I had an awful yearning for her
and I was mad at her and it would have been fine with me if
he’d been drawn and quartered.

‘I'm so scared, Danny, I'm so scared,’ she kept saying, and
she trembled as if she was cold. {

‘Don’t;” I said, and I felt awful. She didn't say anything. I
could feel she was still trembling, though. So I started caressing
her hair and mumbling, ‘Irena, darling, easy, easy,’ and she
stopped trembling but then all of a sudden she was sobbing
softly. I kept on mumbling, ‘Don’t cry, Irena, darling, don't,
but she sobbed all the harder with her face dug into the arm of
the sofa and I drew her very close and suddenly she turned her
face to me and it was wet with tears and all red but incredibly
sweet, and I kissed her on her wet cheek and then on her nose
and one eye and then her cheek again and then on the other
eye and I kept on kissing her and knew that this was what life

was all about and I wanted it to last as long as it could. It was
getting dark and Irena sighed every once in a while as we lay
there side by side in the twilight and I thought frantically

about her body and I could feel how fantastically hot and alive

it was and I loved it, but suddenly it wasn’t only because of the

pleasure it gave, because she’d denied that to me, but for the

life in it, for the fact that it was Irena and because of that little
soul of hers which was dumb, maybe, but was still the living

and tortured soul of a woman. .
Then finally she sat up suddenly and put
hair. I watched her comb the tangles out of her hair and then

she got up and smoothed her dress. I stood up, too, and
smoothed back my hair. We both stood there. Then Irena said, -

‘Let’s go, Danny.’
‘All right,’ I said. I felt like an idiot:
‘Zdenek won't be coming any more now,’ she said.

‘Oh, he’ll come back all right, I said, just to make her feel 3

good. She turned to me and put her hand over my lips.

‘Shh! Don’t say that,’ she said. I didn’t understand. ‘If we say 5
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her hand to her

—

- General Jablonkovski would

T

; wl.lether she’d go with me if
| things were going to be if he
| was keep quiet. We walked a
| and crossed the tracks and w

- front of Irena’s house. Th
-~ forest rustled behind me. |
- into her face. Her face was
- were dark. That was practi
‘._she was all there.
‘Darling,’ I said.

d lady

appeared. I took Irena’s arm and We started off
Off tg

We went down the hill and along the maj
sq.uare. The front of the church shone in tI}:e .
:gado;lse :;f City Hall were all lit up. The b]as(t:arl{;:
stanéjn e was a n.:eet}ng going on at City Hal ‘;t :
“oia g Ta].found talk.m.g in the square. Irena and [ w liol:le
: - LN€re was a big poster next to the ch b
and read that tomorrow e

official welcome for the
; : be there in
‘Are you going to go, Irena?’ g

Hm,’ she said. We walked on. I wondered how to ask h
er

?denek didn’t come back, how
did, but I couldn’t. All T could do
long together towards the station
alked past houses under the stars
Then we turned off and stobped in
e dark river and the leaves in the
too}( Irena by the hand and looked
white as milk and her eyes and lips
cally all I could see of her and yet

_and on towards the bridge.

: :Good night, Danny,’ she said softly.
Irena. .’

1 She stood there for a little while,
‘my mouth, whispered good night,
_ous'e. She disappeared like a prh
. II ]tll:lm.etfi z;lround and felt a sharp pain in my heart. Yes. It
hurt. Iried home. I was almost bawlin i . e
pu g. I climbed

third floor, unlocked the door, and tiptoed into the kitcl}lnltjsnm b

1 ‘IS that ou, D - I
- y anny?” Mother's voice came from the bed-

._ Yes. Good night,’ said Mother.
| I tore off my clothes and curled up under the blanket and

then kissed me quickly on
turned, and hurried into the
antom right in front of my

385




“Well, it’s just an opinion,’ I said, ‘but I think you'd be better
off. 2

Mr Dluhon smiled nervously again. ‘But your father was
always a National Democrat. Just ask him.

‘I know, but the Bolsheviks are here now.’

Mr Dluhon leaned over to me and said confidentially, ‘Oh,
just you wait until all this blows over,’ he muttered. *After
things quiet down, Dr Kramar'll be respected again.’

‘I'm not so sure,’ I said.

‘Wait and see, Mr Smiricky. You're still young. You don’t
remember. But just ask your father.’

I didn’t know quite what I was supposed to ask and why he
was sticking Kramar in his window right now when the storm
hadn’t even begun to blow yet that was supposed to blow over,
but I acted as though I knew. So I said, ‘Yes, well, but maybe
you might put in Benes until things do quiet down.’

‘No, Mr Smiricky, I think not,’ said Mr Dluhon. ‘T've always
been a Kramar man and I'll remain one till my dying day.’

Well, then maybe you won’t be around very long, I thought
to myself, but all I said was, ‘Well, it's up to you. But I'd stick
Benes in there, if [ were you.'

His eyes twitched a bit as if he was thinking I was showing
too little respect for a statesman, even if it was Benes. Then,
with that same servile smile, he said, ‘Thank you, Mr Smiricky,

for...well...for...butI'll just leave Dr Kramar in there.’

There was no helping the poor guy. I decided to forget about
it and take a look around the square instead. Maybe the guys §

would be there by now. And the girls. And I'd wait around for
Irena.

‘Well, maybe you can get away with it,’ I said, with a smile.

‘I've got to be going. Good-bye.’

‘Good-bye, Mr Smiricky, and thank you,’ he said, and bowed _<
again. I walked on, People dressed up in their Sunday best were
already heading towards the square. A smaller bunch was

crowding around Moutelik’s display window. All those pictures
he was taking, I thought to myself, and headed over. And there
they were. I shoved my way up close to the window and saw
that Berty, that fool, had put me at the top of his display and
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een defending any-
noses pressed up to

; or. And
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they only knew what I'd d
. : one on the eve of these
te;lnd what I'd been thinking about and how worried ‘?1‘:\2‘.58‘;::13
A_::ct[ }c:ther grea't defender of his Fatherland - Zdenek Pivankl;t
ow well it suited me that he’d disappeared while de(t)‘end-'

- ing his country. And how his war widow fitted into my plans

31;3 (i(;iclil! I 1rememl;ered Irena and glanced at my watch. There
/ plenty of time so [ started lookin ;

pictures. There were captions und s e

under all of them, just like I

knew there would be. One group was composed of Mr Prirfta

' ?irt]huniwirﬂ}, and Mr Wolf, all sporting armbands and standin

: “lfas t(; / zz\;rgry ygrd, g;’inm'ng into Berty’s Leica. Underneat]f

i on, ‘Everybody Volunteered’, and und i

- of Dr Bohadlo, stridin idge ki

pof Dr | i g across the bridge in his knickers

- . ; and
with his hunting rifles, Berty had written, ‘Into the Fray! Most

of the other captions were like that. A fuzzy picture of Ger-

' :E:ntanks vf:reeping away from the customs house bore the
-Hrgl]:li;on" Enemtv on the Horizon’, and for a shot of poor
{ i i::?;];gf be}flde.]t)}lxe ;hattered dugout holding a bazooka
- Ber prehensible fantasy had come ith, ‘Neither
' Gain nor Glory - the NATI ] b
pha ON is All" Berty was obvious]

chip off the old block. But still, Hrob’s picture was poigna)lr:lta.l

Thinking about what had happened the day before yesterday;

.?{l:latr;ecianil; ;zdmg e{es. I could still see the highway glistening
i rob’s red head and now h |

shot, which had turned o i B
ot . ut exceptionally well, he knelt

: ver, full of enthusiasm, hunched beside the grey stone dug(f::
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wall with the strip of glistening highway and the black tank
below, its long snout aimed at him. And in the background, the
pretty rolling countryside and scraps of clouds in the sky. It was
a masterpiece. But that wasn't Berty’s doing. If anybody
deserved the credit it was his dad for being able to buy him the
Leica. Again I thought about Hrob and how he'd stood in line
to enlist in the army, obedient and eager, and then lying so still
there in the grass. If anybody had done anything real worth-
while, it was Hrob. But it went against my grain to call him a
patriot, even in the privacy of my own thoughts. He didn’t
deserve it. Mr Jungwirth and Machacek and Kaldoun and those
guys — those were the patriots, and if they liked the word they
could have it. But not Hrob. Hrob was something better. I
remembered him at school, munching bread behind me and the
smell when he opened his mouth; I remembered him always
having patches on his pants and how he’d stare hungrily while
Berty finished off a couple of sausages at the ten o’clock recess,

I was sorry he’d had to die the way he did and so young and I _

thought about his mother, probably shrieking and tear-streaked
and hoarse right now, and suddenly Mr Kaldoun and Moutelik
and the others — and me, too, stuck up in a window like an idiot
— struck me as dumb and ridiculous. It was awful. Still, the best
thing to do was not worry too much about it. I made up my
mind I wouldn’t say anything to Berty about it. Let him leave
the picture where it was and to hell with it. I turned away
from the window and walked slowly towards the square. Flags
and banners fluttered in the brisk wind and the sun was shining
brightly. I stopped at the corner by the loan association office.
Long banners hung from the church and from the theatre and
City Hall was decked out with a whole array of flags. A regular
Sunday promenade streamed along the streets and around the

square. The speaker’s platform in front of City Hall was draped
with red cloth and flanked by propped-up birches. The sloping
square, which yesterday had still been cluttered with refugees®
bundles, gleamed clean and empty now. The refugees had
vanished. It was a spring day and it was peacetime, and it
struck me that I'd soon be setting out for Prague. It had beena
whole year since I'd last been there. We'd gone there to play at
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e the clatter of hundreds of
g closer. There was a sharp whip cra:k
-tank barrier two Steppe

l;:;iszn w]a;s cr;cking his whip over his head and singing as the
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cobblestones. When I was watching the first o‘ne% a se;cotr]:g

-tank barrier and

the crack of the
ed past in rapid

B iciion ;
procession — the red-cheeked Russians towering over the rumps

of their flea-bitten ponies, bellowi

1 i owing out their Russian
ret: I;:;:op}l(e on tse sidewalks gawked. The wagons hurtledsg;%ast;
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looki
-_ oking at those weatherbeaten men’s faces, it seemed incred-
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ible that such people really existed, people who knew nothing
about jazz or girls either, probably, and who just'shot by -
unshaven, revolvers strapped around their greasy pants, bottles
of vodka stuck in their hip pockets, excited, drunk, and trium-
phant, not thinking about the things I thought about, com-
pletely different from me, and awfully strange, yet with some-
thing awfully attractive about them, too. I admired them: So
this was the Red Army, dashing by at full speed, dusty, sweaty,
barbaric as the Scythians, and I thought about Blok again
whose poems somebody had lent me during the war and wasn't
sure whether something new wasn't about to start, something
as big as a revolution and I wondered what effect it would have
on me and my world. I didn’t know. Everything was tearing by
so fast I felt lost in it all. I knew they’d be given a big welcome
and that there’d be speechmaking and that everybody would
be enthusiastic about communism and that I'd be loyal. I didn’t
have anything against communism. I didn’t know anything
about it for one thing, and I wasn't one of those people who
are against something just because ‘their parents and relatives
and friends are. I didn’t have anything against anything, just as
long as I could play jazz on my saxophone, because that was
something I loved to do and I couldn’t be for anything that was
against that. And as long as I could watch the gitis, because
that meant being alive. For me, then, two things meant life. I
knew there was a hunger in those people riding past on those
wagons and in those who'd be setting up the party and discus-
sion groups and Marxist study groups and all that now —a

hunger for knowledge. I'd already got to know them at the

factory, from discussions we'd had in the john, and when I'd
talked about the solar system and about galaxies and ‘Apolli-

naire and American history they’d listened, wide eyed. There
was hunger in them for things I was glutted with. It was
different with me. With my past and my ancestors and education

taken for granted for generations and just comfort and luxury in

general. It was interesting to read about people like them.
About the Negroes in America, the mujiks in Russia, the way

people had shot the workers and so on. To read about this

thirst for knowledge, this struggle for a better life. It was
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r d and saw Haryk and B b
; €nn i

El;:u:v an Helena. coming from the church against the ?,id‘:lgll’
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wear on their pants, and it
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y weren't yelling at any-
w what Benno would say
Greetings, defender of our

] :é)id you volunteer?’ added Haryk.
- ‘Shut up,’ I said. ‘You better just keep an eye on Lucie so she

- Zdrastvujte! she i e Wasn/g istening)
B screamed like she'd gone out of her

__‘Haryk watched her in disgust. ‘She’s gone nuts,’ he said
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‘Listen, before I forget it,’ said Benno, ‘there’s a rehearsal this
afternoon at two o’clock at the Port. We're playing at six to-
night in the square.’

‘Really 2’ I said. -

“Yeah. We're going to celebrate peace.’

‘And there’s going to be dancing?’

‘Sure,’ said Benno.

The last of the wagons had rattled by. People were starting to
crowd up in front of City Hall. Mr Petrbok’s brass band was
lining up right in front of the platform. The clock in the tower
showed quarter to ten.

‘Let’s go up and get a place,’ said Haryk.

‘Come on,’ said Benno.

‘T've got to wait here,’ I said.

“Who for?’ said Benno.

‘Irena;’ I said coolly.

Benno looked at me like I'd gone mad too and shook his
head. “‘You were, are, and always will be a fool,” he said.

‘That’s right,’ I said.

“Well, so long,’ said Benno.

‘So long,’ I said. They left. I stood there alone on the corner
again. The local dignitaries were assembling in front of the
platform. There was the former mayor, Mr Prudivy, who'd
apparently taken over again now that Kiihl was gone — the
Regierungskommissar under whom he’d been compelled to

serve throughout the war as Czech deputy. Then there was Mr
Kaldoun and Mr Krocan and Mr Machacek — the whole bunch,
including General Director Heiser, Dr Sabata, Dr Hubalek, the
head of the hospital. They were all standing in front of the red
platform in their black suits, consulting among themselves. The
crowd was growing and the police were keeping everything
under control. I saw Police Chief Rimbalnik, in his white coat
and corset, majestically giving orders. I looked away. No sign

of Irena. It didn’t surprise me and as the minutes passed I got

more and more irritated and then really mad at her. Only

whenever I got mad at her because she didn’t show up, I

realized how much I loved her and yearned for her more than

before. I thought over what had happened the afternoon before i

394

- folk costume stood in front

and the memory of it went ¢
earth again, the square was 2
past ten. I stood on tiptoe and look -
ed rena, oo
her. I couldn’t have seen her anyway ]fgz : S
aroun.d the square were packeq. She'dause the-"-
promises were always like that, She’d s e me

t s
only knew where she was, Maybe Z'dene(l)coﬁaale ups:‘hié
Come

the meantime. That was probably i :
pulled myself together and elbgwé;jlri‘::t iepressed; A0
crowd up-towards the platform. When peg leay ‘rOnSHS
told them I was on the welcoming committie Ig -
didn’t give a damn if I was, ] elbowed my wag-z riw]ils il and
fr.ont so I had a perfect view of the platform Irf e
bitch she was. A little girl holding a bouque.t angav;eawn!]nagt =
) . of the platform; she was shaki .
with s_tage-fnght. It was Manicka Kaldounova: | knew h
_. felt kind of sorry for her, but not very. Thf,: gentiemee)i- ;rm“
‘ th?. \jvelcoming committee kept glancing at their watches Oﬂ(‘;
shlt_‘tmg their feet nervously. The brass band had bee a:l
3 polished up; they stood there with their tubas and honi a]ll
-ready to go, waiting. People around me were grumbling, It w
} hot and already half past ten. Every now and then son“je kn?:
1 Pf rustle would start on the street and people would stop talk-
ing but then nothing happened. I was swcating'like mad and
| then finally shouting and applause drifted in from somewhere
| and I knew General Jablonkovski had entered town. Everybod
;turned to look off towards the corner by the loan assoéiatiox):
,_-office. The applause swelled and you could hear the shoutin
and applause sweeping in towards us and then all at once oni
- open car came around the corner, then another, and they drove
‘:_siowly through the two lines of people towards the platform
_The welt_:oming committee lined up. Somebody shoved the little.
_ﬂower girl forward. The door of the first car opened and out

O my heaq. \ e
Iready full ang g,




graphers bustling around. I caught sight of the ever-present
Berty taking the general’s picture from an impossible angle just
as the brass band let out a big blare. The general quickly set the
little girl down on the ground and saluted, the gentlemen from
the welcoming committee stood at attention, people started
taking their hats off. The band was playing the Russian
national anthem. I saw everybody standing there, stiff as posts,
and noticed the deacon among the welcoming dignitaries. He
was cowering at the back with a purple bib under his Roman
collar and he looked worried. The band thundered to the end of
the Russian anthem and launched into ‘Where Is My Home?’
Then it clanked into ‘The Lightning Flashes over Tatra’ and
people started putting their hats on again. But Mr Petrbok was
just getting warmed up. The square resounded with the deep
tones of the bass trombone and I realized they were starting off
on ‘God Save the King’. At first, the crowd glanced around
hesitantly, then took their hats off again. The concert con-
tinued with ‘The Star-Spangled Banner’, and wound up with the
“Marseillaise’. The band didn’t play the Chinese anthem. They
probably didn’t have the music. The whole thing lasted for a
quarter of an hour. General Jablonkovski’s hand had fallen
asleep from saluting so long and the gentlemen in the black
suits were sweating. So was Mr Petrbok. Finally he concluded
with a majestic flourish and beamed triumphantly at the
general. The general removed his hand from his cap and turned
a crushing gaze on Dr Sabata who was approaching him with a
piece of paper. Dr Sabata put on his pince-nez and started
stammering something. Once more the general stood at courte-
ous attention, the sun shining right into his ruddy face, and a
big shiny drop of sweat trickled along his nose. Behind him
stood his bemedalled staff, looking bored. :
‘... And on your brave shoulders you bring us freedom,’ I

heard, as a breeze wafted Sabata’s voice my way. Nobody could
understand what he was saying. But then, even if the doctor
had been stammering into a microphone nobody would have
understood him. I remembered I really ought to be grateful to
him since he'd saved my life just a few days ago. Or maybe
not, since Prema and his gang would have turned up sooner orc
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later. Sabata droned his wa :

the courteous general shifteg ft:orx(:-;ugl:l h;s :
finally Sabata said a few words w-il;he I
and held out his hand. The general p:;te:io? =
and Sabata’s knees almost gave way. p5 .
and then the gentlemen, all gesturing .wil‘:-](])ph==
for :each other, propelled the general up r,h: s:: s
podium. The applause and cheering grew lougs . Th,
lumbered heavily up the steps and clutched eﬂr;;me?

looked really magnificent. His unif

; . s orm was a bj
medals g!mted in the sunshine. His sweltering f:l:::t;.i ::tyke
large white smile and his thick-fingered hands wmg in

ing. The crowd’s excitement built to a climax and then slowly

; ebbed. Everybody quieted down to listen. The
: : gene; :
. over the assembly and paused dramatically. Then rﬁsg:::;]d

rasping, heroic voice thundered out over th

‘Tovarishchi’ And a submachine gun sm:dhgill:gnsquam:
from a window somewhere. Everything happened withgini:v:e?
ible speed. Somebody pushed me from behind and [ fell flat Y
my face. I saw the general bounding off the platform in a singol::l

| leap, then a whole lot of little white holes i
-across the front wall of City Hall just beﬁgge?l'lxz lgcl)ftg::ll'rgnul;
] la?r there. I watched the gentlemen from the welcoming co;n
'. mittee pushing and shoving each other to make their way bacl;
‘to the entrance. The brass band ducked around the corner leav
. ing behind only a couple of white caps and the bass drum Thert;
- was bedlam behind me; the square was emptying out fa;t The
gun barked again I saw people dropping to the ground; ého.-;e
. who were a little farther off were crawling towards the I;Ouses
It was quiet. The sun shone down. I looked around to see-
- where the shots were coming from. The Russian officers peeked
‘out from behind their cars; the general was standing bare-
E‘headed behind a pillar in the doorway now. He had red hair
__ was holding a revolver. The submachine gun started blast:
ing away again and you could hear the cracking impact of the
bull_ets as they tore into sheet metal. Whoever it was was
~va10usly trying to hit the Russian officers. I looked around
and saw a flash in the attic window of the house next to the
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City Hall. Then there was a fainter shot. I turned a.round agai‘n
and saw the general, cool as a cucumber, firing his automa.tlc
up at the attic window. Another submachine gun started firing
from the Russian car; glass tinkled, slate shingles around the
window split. Then a couple of Russians ran around from be-
hind the car and dashed towards the house, their pistols drawn.
The Russian submachine gun covered them with a short‘ burst.
They ran to the door and disappeared inside. It was silent. I
glanced around the square. People in their Sunday best W(?rc
lying on the cobblestones. The whole square was strewn with
sprawling bodies; heads peered out from behind the church,
behind the well, and behind the statue of St Jan Nepomuk. Two
fainter shots suddenly rang out into the silence. The general
stepped from behind the pillar, strode slowly over to tI:le p]az_a
in front of City Hall, putting his automatic back into his
holster. His red hair gleamed in the sunshine. One of the
Russians poked his head out of the attic window and shouted
something down to the general. I quickly got up and dust.ed my
knees off. The general looked around. People started ge.ttmg up
and drifting back towards the podium. The geperal smiled and
waved them to come closer. Then he picked his cap up off the
ground and mounted the platform again. :

‘Eto germanski barbar,” he shouted at the people with a laugh
and a wave of his hand. The crowd burst out Ialfghm.g and
began clapping. Another head appeared in the attic w1nd9w
and then the upper part of his body with one hand danghr{g
limply. I recognized the man's face. It was Kurt Schnobel. 'Hls
father had a shop in that building. He’d been ﬁfteel:l at the time
of the invasion and he'd become a first-class Nazi. So he was
the one who'd done it. His body dangled half out of the win-

dow and then the Russians gave Kurt another shovs: and he
tumbled out and down on to the sidewalk. He fell like a rag
doll with outstretched legs and arms and hit the grc.)und }mth a
‘splat. I watched the people run over and start to ku:k.hlm but
he was dead anyway. Then the general started off on his speech

again. ‘Tovarishchif ‘

I didn’t understand a single word. After a while I got pretty
bored; I looked around at the people. Judging from their faces, ._
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most of the others didn’t understand him either. And then 1
noticed that the welcoming committee Was slowly creeping
back to its place up by the platform, They looked around
cautiously as if expecting more bullets any minute, but when
they saw everything was under control they started applauding
like mad. The general kept raising his voice portentously and
every time his voice went up a note the crowd applauded:

‘He sure can talk;’ somebody said behing me. It was
Haryk.

Tl say,’ I said, and went on listening. About a quarter of an
hour later, the general finally concluded his speech. After the
applause, Mayor Prudivy stepped up on the platform, took out
a sheet of paper, and thanked General Jablonkovski for his
address.

‘After six years of unutterable hardship,’ he said, ‘the
fraternal Red Army has finally brought us freedom again. Once
again we can breathe freely, and now our mothers no longer
need to tremble in fear for their children. The hated German
intruder has been routed by the heroic armed forces of our
Slavic brothers and their Allies.’ He went on like that for half
an hour. I gradually stopped hearing what he was saying and,
instead, suddenly saw him wearing that same morning coat or
cutaway or whatever it was and standing there, in exactly the
same spot he was standing now, on that very same platform
which they probably stored away somewhere in City Hall,
except that then there had been a big V fiir Victoria painted on
it and Mr Prudivy was translating Regierungskommissar Kiihl's

speech and calling on all citizens to contribute to Winterhilfs-

|  werk and saying something — not very enthusiastically, granted
. - about somebody else’s ‘brave shoulders’ which ‘bore the
~ brunt of the fighting’ or something like that, I couldn’t remem-

ber too clearly. Then one time he'd been at our place on a visit
| and had made a big fuss about how Kiihl had forced him to
- translate that speech and both my father and Dr Sabata had
~ hastened to assure him how important it was to have trust-
- worthy patriots in important positions, et cetera. Well, I
. realized he hadn’t meant it seriously about those brave German
shoulders. He wasn’t a collaborator. It was just that he was
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always a trustworthy man in an important position. A?:ii that’s:
exactly what he was. And always would be. They cou onshne
on him. People like Dr Sabata and Mr Krocan who owne e
factory and, well, almost anybody. He was demonstrat:ingn s
right now, with real flair. He stuck out his chest, stocl: () o
tiptoes, and bellowed, ‘Long live the free Czechoslovak Repu
i
hc’i‘here was wild applause. Prudivy waited anfi 'Ehen he
shouted, ‘Long live President Benes and Marshal Stalin! s
This time the applause lasted even longer. Whendlt'L e
away, Prudivy gave it evcrythi;g hle had and screamed, ‘Long
i reat Slavic ally, the USSR’ :
h"‘i;:::;}gl out you don’'t bust a gut, you Slav slob! Har.yll:
muttered behind me. Haryk in partim_llar had a bone to pu::d
with him because Prudivy had made him have his hc.ad shlaj\a'elc
once. It was when Moravec* issued that .proclamatlor_: a ouf
zootsuiters. Potzl, a collaborator, was opening an exposmot;o
paintings by an anti-Semitic artist nam‘ed Rell_nk or some mﬁ
and Haryk made a special point of turnmg.up ina watt}:lr-v;;l;:’t
pompadour with a sharp porkpie hat on hl:s head and he pss
take it off the whole time Potzl was si?eaklng. He ev]a:n :d Zx;e
his own opinion of the artist in question and Pot?l ea e 1:;
and started screaming that it was a prlovocation (ain .
Prudivy, who was standing nearby as a National Conf;af era t;)ln
delegate, got scared and he and Potzl ]eld Haryk o ?o h:
barber shop. Later he apologized to H.aryk s parents, say1(r11gh -
had no choice, that otherwise Potzl wom.xld have denounce ;hm
and so on. And the only reason he himself had gox}e toh he
exposition in the first place was becaus? he had to, being c a;lr-
man of the National Confederation. I kind of .fe]:c sorry for ; e
guy. He always had to do things he rea!ly didn’t wgnt to 1-;)‘
And so now there he was again, welcomrlng the Red Army.th e
had to do that, too, so nobody would 'brmg up’) all those t;) er
things he’d had to do before. All right. He:i always h;:,-ln
dependable, as my father used t.o say. And he’d go on ! hli 15
that way. You could count on him. When I looked up a

standing there on the podium I figured this revolution probably

wouldn’t change things too much after all.
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The crowd roared with enthusiasm and Mr Prudivy con-
cluded his speech. The general turned and started shaking
hands. The brass band struck up a march. The celebration was
over. The dignitaries surrounded the general and towed him
into City Hall. I turned to Haryk.

‘So I'll see you at two at the Port?’

‘Right,’ said Haryk.

“You going home?’ I said.

T'm going to see that Lucie gets back.’

‘Well, so long.’ I turned and pushed through the crowd. I
started home. | walked along thinking about Irena, wondering
why she hadn’t come, A funny buzzing started up in my head
and people’s backs seesawed pointlessly in the sunshine ahead
of me. Everything started to seem unreal. The celebration, the
general, the German terrorist, and Irena who'd bee
me just the day before that she’d been the whol
my life. I knew she was dumb but | needed her and her silly
chatter. Right now I needed her somehow. It was as if some.
thing was wrong with me and with the people around me and I
needed Irena so I could think about her and wouldn’t have to
think about those other things which suddenly, out of no-
where, were getting all mixed up in my brain — the general and
Mayor Prudivy, the sweet stink of those Russian wagons, that
winter, Prema and the machine gun which
had been put away again in the warehouse — and it all made a
chill run down my spine and I was depressed or dissatisfied or

n so close to
e purpose of

. something, God only knew:. | just wished Irena were there. She

didn’t know beans about life or, when you come right down to

- it, that everything is just a lot of nonsense and suffering, and so
- she had her own sil

. happy, cosy life, and all T felt was that funny chill. And, still, I

ly, vague idea of some sort of gorgeous,

needed her. I loved her. Or else it was just because I was alone

- and suffering from depressive melancholy, as they called it, and
. from that strange confusion of the world which, up until
- recently, had seemed somehow simpler, in spite of the fact that

there’d been the war. Or maybe because of it. In any case, life

. made some sort of sense. Now I was nothing but a living
corpse. We all were. Me, Mr Kaldoun, Mr Moutelik. Everybody.
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They'd made a living corpse out of me and I didn’t know fc_:r
the life of me whether  there was somewhere some magic
potion that would bring me back to life. I went past our house
in the direction of the brewery. I went up the stairs to Irena’s
apartment and rang the doorbell. Her mother came to answer
it. ;

‘Good morning, ma’am. Is Irena home?’ I asked.

‘No, she isn’t, Mr Smiricky. She went out this morning and
hasn’t come back yet.’

‘Aha. Well, I'll drop by this afternoon,’ I said.

‘May I give her a message?’

‘No. I'll drop by again. Thank you, and good-bye.’

‘Good-bye, Mr Smiricky.’

She shut the door and I went down the stairs. Everything
disgusted me. And I knew where Irena had gone. I remembered
the sofa and the brown shades and I was sick with jealousy. I
shook my head and hissed between my teeth. That helped a bit.
I went home.

Mother opened the door. ‘It's a good thing you're here,
Danny,’ she said. ‘The Englishmen are leaving.’

‘Oh?’ I said. ‘How come?’

‘They've made up a special train for them.

‘I see,’ I said, and I went into the room. Father was sitting at
the table with the younger Englishman, Siddell. In front of
them stood an open bottle of wine left over from New Year's
Eve and Siddell’s eyes were sparkling. He looked rested and he
was freshly shaved.

‘Hello,’ I said.

‘Hello, Danny,’ said Siddell.

‘Where's the sergeant?’ I asked.

‘He’s already gone to the station,’ said Siddell.

I sat down. ‘Well, so you're going home, right?’ I said.

Yes," said Siddell.

“You're glad, aren’t you?’

‘It’s been five years,” he said. ;

I started to eat. Father was making conversation with the
Englishman in his broken German. There was a white table-
cloth on the table and our best plates. I thought about Irena.
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After lunch Father poured everybody a glass of wine. We stood
up.

‘So," said Father. ‘Auf gliickliche Reise nach Hause!”

“Your health,’ said Siddell.

We drank. It was half past one.

T've got to be going,’ said Siddell.

We all got up from the table and started saying good-bye.
The Englishman said thank you, Father shook his hand and
grinned at him. I took my saxophone out from under my bed
and went to the door.

Tl go with you,’ I said. .

The street was shady. Most of the people were indoors eating
lunch. You could hear people singing from over by the station
and the singing came closer and just then a column of Russians
marched past the Hotel Granada in their rumpled uniforms
with an officer in front and they were singing. Their chests
were full of medals and they had submachine guns on their
backs and the song they were singing was strange. It gave me
the same feeling as that procession this morning. Their voices
sounded full and wild and alive and just then I felt a deep and
awful longing for something and I didn’t know for what ~ for
life, maybe, God only knew, or for Irena, for a different kind of
life than this one — and I stopped, under the spell of those
bellowing soldiers, and looked at those men marching by and at
their mouths that opened and shut rhythmically and out of
which all those sounds were coming, and Siddell stopped, too,
and then all of a sudden, out of the clear blue sky, he yelled
‘Long live the Red Army!’

A couple of dirty faces turned towards us and grinned and
hands, calloused from their machine guns, waved at us. The

- officer saluted. But they didn’t stop singing. The street
- resounded with that weird, wild song of theirs and it was

beautiful and then it faded, faded until it was completely
gone.
‘They look wild,’ said Siddell and he looked at me. There was

- a question in the way he looked.

‘They do,’ I said. ‘Tell me.. .’ I hesitated for a moment. ‘Are

- you a communist, Siddell 2’

403




Siddell glanced at me. ‘No,’ he said. ‘Not really, I guess. But I
am a working-man. A worker — you know what I mean?’

‘I see,’ I said.

‘And those chaps,” he said, looking off to where the dusty
column had already disappeared beyond the anti-tank barrier,
‘they look like working-men too.’

‘They probably are,” I said. The idea had never occurred to
me. For me, for us, for us here at home, they were Russians
and Bolsheviks. For this guy next to me, they were workers.
My head started to ache.

‘Tell me, Danny,’ said Siddell and there was a touch of — I'm
not sure what — mockery, maybe, in his eyes. ‘Are you glad the
Russians are here? Or would you rather have the British?’

I looked at him. There was no doubt about it. He was making
fun of me all right. He'd seen our place and all the other homes
I'd arranged for them to stay in — like an idiot. I got mad.

“You're all workers, too, aren’t you? You and the sergeant
and all the rest of you?’

“Yes,’ said Siddell. ‘But . . . there’s a difference.’

‘T know,’ I said. I thought a while and then asked, “‘Why do
you ask these questions? You've seen my family. You know
we'd rather have. the English.’

‘No need to get sore, Danny,” said Siddell, and he smiled at
me. “You're a good chap. And your mother is a very kind lady.’

‘Thanks,’ I said. ‘Maybe I'd rather have the English. But the
Russians are here now. There’s no changing that.’

“You're right. That can’t be changed,” said Siddell, and again
it seemed to me he said it pretty complacently.

We went into the station and out onto the platform. There
were lots of Englishmen and Frenchmen standing around wait-
ing for the train. We went over to the bunch of Englishmen.

The sergeant was prowling around, keeping an eye on things. .

As soon as he saw me, he grinned and saluted.

‘Well,’ I said. ‘So you’re going home. After five years.’

“Yes, sir,’ said the sergeant.

‘That’s nice,’ I said. ‘I hope you liked it here.’

“Yes. And thank you very much for everything you've done
for my boys.’
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sergeant yelled a Command. His
ff on the double, The Frenchmen
€ many more of them than there

: efore the train had come t
the Englishmen overtook them like a rugby team 01;3 ﬂ?eaosftfgﬂz

si\\.re. In a few seconds, they were grinnin
wir\lzc\i{;)lws. I stood next to their coach fmd loogkezg un}:ZtO;ing v
€n you come to : i ‘don’ -

ik L}ifvemml.. Eng]z-md, called Siddell, ‘don’t forget to

“;\nd to the West End,’ yelled the sergeant.

won't; I said. It was all a big act. The i

swallowed up the tide of uniforms angd the dispatglael'ni: I:V:g
capF blew his whistle. The train started to move.

‘Farewell!’ I yelled up to i .
hands that reacl};ed dowlzl to tl};z.mndow e

‘Good-bye, Danny,’ I heard voices call, but I couldn’t see very
well because my eyes were full of tears. I was bawling like an
f)l_d whore. And [ wasn’t any better than one. I was a fool an
idiot, a Robinson Crusoe ruined, beaten, lost. I was overct;me
by gnef". Not just because they were leaving. But because of
everything. Everything in the world. The train was leaving and
I could hear the Englishmen’s voices singing ‘Tipperary’ in my
honour. They’re going, I thought to myself, they’re going home
and they’ll kiss their wives and tell about their adventures and
tI.ley’Il drink beer with their neighbours who stayed at home
Life is beginning again for them. It had begun for me, too A
new chapter in a life that was always the same. What t,:he h'ell
I picked up my saxophone case and went out of the station'
The saxophone weighed me down. I walked past the sun:
warmed western side of Irena’s house, across the bridge with

men lined up, then started o
swarmed around. There wer
were Englishmen. But even b
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e broken railing and under the weeping willows, up towards
the Port Arthur. I could hear them playing. I was late. I opened
the door and there they were. They were sitting in a line, with-
out their coats and with their tiés loosened and the sun fell on
them through the window, Benno with his droolly trumpet up
to his lips, Lexa’s pale fingers on the keys of the clarinet,
Venca's swollen cheeks and sliding valve, Haryk with his legs
crossed and his Gibson guitar in his lap, Jindra with his hat on
his head, embracing his bass, and Brynych’s freckled, mousey
face behind the drums. They were just giving out with ‘King
Porter Stomp’, Venca’s tailgate trombone snapping rhythmic-
ally while Benno played his teasing melody over it, sweet and
sad and simple. At the table by the window the sun fell on
Lucie’s golden hair and on the lipsticked lips of Benno’s Helena.
I took off my jacket and opened the case: The music poured
over me like a healing shower. Quickly I took out my sax,
fitted it together, hung the cord around my neck, and hooked
my sax on. Then, just as I was, I came right in on tenor, slowly
walking over to my chair, playing as I walked. My fingers
moved all by themselves. I played without thinking. It all came
out right and free. This was life. This, right here, was life. I sat
down and in one breath finished that wonderful, sweeping fox-
trot along with the rest of them.

When it was over, Benno said, ‘Where’ve you been?’

‘Seeing off the Englishmen,’ I said. I looked around. “Where’s
Fonda?’ :

‘In mourning,’ said Haryk. ‘So no piano.’

‘You guys ready?’ said Benno. ‘Let’s play.’

‘What’ll it be?’ said Haryk.

‘ “Rent Party” 2’ Venca suggested.

‘Okay,’ said Benno, and we started in.

“‘What time do we start tonight?” I asked afterwards.

‘Six,’ said Benno. ‘Where were you all day yesterday any-
way?’

‘Why?’ I said.

‘Well, you didn't show up for patrol.’

‘You mean you went out again yesterday?’

. ‘Naturally, stupid,’ said Benno.
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‘Why didn’t you?’ | said. :
‘Because they are stupj :
Teane pid, that's why * ea: Ben
‘SInt, said Venca. ‘That was a rea] s)];.itsaud o
What happened?” I asked. o
‘Well,” said Venca, ‘there ;

3 b We were cruisi thidifoh He
woods with our machine guns, see, all stryp - - thg
gards apart, and all of a sudden we see someﬂfj b abou.t 7

ushes, so Haryk yells out “Halt! Wer daz” andn_g e
and he screamed like somebody was m{l iy

shoot! Don’t shoot! P'm a Czech!” So Har;ltieﬁn’g M

‘So I yelled “Aaaa - ein Tscheche! ”? sai
?etrbf’k was scared shitless and :tf;;iteﬁasli:sr!eanfia;d t{ aryk, .al'ld
1(:_11 bin Freund, ich bin Deutschfreundlichi” e
him out of the bushes and sent him home.’

:What was he doing there anyway?’ [ said. 7

He was on his way back from Black Mountain. He'd lit out

for his fatherin-law’s place the ni
shooting started.’ 2 e night before last, when all the

Come on lets get Wllh 1t Sald Benn() 1m al[enl[ W
3 > P 9. {

‘St Louis Blues’. I played like a madman i
;‘.30 drowxf out’my thoughts. Then it was half past ﬁ;f::n:::g
enno said we'd have to go. We put our instruments into our
cases and went out. In the meantime the sun had dropped in
thf_: west a-nd was lighting up the first windows. The lovel
pointless city lay spread out beneath us in all its sm‘ingtim}:;
colour - lilacs on Castle Hill, cherry blossoms in the gard
the fresh flags in the windows. 2
b ‘;Vat:l :ils .e,at there,’ said Benno. ‘Prudivy said there’d be grub for
We pulled our cartful of instruments, Everything was over
novtr and we were setting out to play the farewell serenade
We'd set out with our cart like this thousands of times. I re:
meml?ered that winter afternoon in 1943 when we gaw; con-
certs in the neighbouring towns and held jam sessions for our
fans on Black Mountain and in Provodova and Hermanovice

-y
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So we just dragged




and all over in those little out-of-the-way mountain villages,
mushing through the ice and snow with the bass fiddle and
drums and a procession of faithful zootsuiters tagging along be-
hind us, and I thought about the snow-drifted little taverns
with their rickety chairs and the bartenders who looked at us
as if we were crazy and the old-timers who listened in disgust
to our carryings-on and then filed out one by one. I could still
see the low ceiling and kerosene lamps in Provodova and the
local zootsuiters dancing in their thick rubber-soled shoes with
their girls who'd come in high felt boots with their dancing
shoes in their pockets. I could see their shadows writhing and
twisting: against the whitewashed walls, dancing their own
bastard breed of swing, and Benno in his green sweater swilling
rose hip tea, and Lexa in ski pants, and I could taste the reed in
my mouth and smell the ersatz tea and I thought about the
moonlight rides on the sled at night with the black saxophone
case on my lap and the dark rotund figure of Benno ahead of
me, whizzing down into the valley where the sleeping town lay
without a light in sight and there was only the hum of the
factories and for me the whole scene still echoed with those
blues we'd played all over the district and I remembered the
midnight blues on New Year’s Eve-in 1944 on the ski jump at
Black Mountain, four months ago, in the bitter cold dark with
a dark half circle of faithful fans standing down below and
how the icy air poured into your lungs at each breath and how
Lexa goofed on his clarinet because his fingers froze and I re-
membered my hands in the knitted gloves with the tips of the
fingers cut off playing ‘Basin Street Blues’ which floated out over
the valley and trickled down the snow-covered mountainside
with the wind and the snowflakes and it sounded strange and
new and wonderfully absurd on Black Mountain during the
German occupation on the thirty-first day of December, nine-
teen hundred and forty-four. And [ remembered the battles
we'd had with the polka partisans and the apple cores they’d
thrown at us and the faithful zootsuiters who tangled with the
gang from Malina while we skipped out the back way with our
instruments, and the illegal jazz magazine O.K., which guitarist
Ludvik ‘Louis’ Svab* brought us from Prague, from P. L.
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Doruzka,* and the dead Fritz Weiss*

actually started a jazz band at Tere:
to the gas ovens.

who, accm'dmgasaheﬁﬂb
Zin before being taken off

and that made me feel good:
felt best here in this crowd
good. There weren't any Pe
along with one hand in

:l"hings Weren't so bad after all. I
with our instruments. 1 almost felt
trboks or Prudivys around. I walked

. my pocket, shoving the
chalantly with the other. Flags were ﬂying%n f:ol‘l::r(t)fngt;

houses like a salutation, red flags with hammers and sickles
therln, and Benno's rump was bouncing along in fros;t ?Oﬂ
again and his fat back in a plaid jacket. Except for H (l)c mg
Lucie, who were having a fight, none of us said anyﬂ:ia:lry a:: I
marched along behind our cart, silently, all wrapped u gin
Fh.oughts. Helena Reimannova came out of the Moute]i:s’s ;2§
joined us and I thought about Irena and about how happy rd
been yesterday but that happiness had vanished and w)c:uld
never return, and then I put my hand on my saxXophone case
an‘d thought to myself, I love it - that live, silver, comfortin
thing lying there in that case. But as we approached the squarg
and as the vivid colours of the girls' dresses flashed by and I
saw all those made-up red lips and all those beautiful hairdos
and legs, I yearned for Irena again. In vain. We came to the
square and headed over towards City Hall, Near the speaker’s
platform they'd set up a bandstand wreathed with green gar-
lands. A few chairs stood on the stand. A bunch of guys our
age and their girls had already gathered around us. There
weren't any older people. I knew they’d all be over at the Sokol
garden where Mr Petrbok and his brass band were going to play
polkas. We had this all to ourselves. Benno went inside and
came back with Mr Pazler. They brought out some more chairs
and we unloaded our instruments from the cart and took them
over to the stand. Then we each got a bowl of soup and
potatoes. We sat down next to our instruments and, while we
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ate, looked around. People were strolling back and forth
around the church and a crowd was gathering near the band-
stand. There were still plenty of refugees and. soldiers in
uniform mingled in among the local people and, right up front,
some Russians stopped to gawk at us. The windows of the loan
association office shone with a golden light; happy crowds
streamed across the square. Everybody was laughing and talk-
ing. The customs house, the tanks, the shooting — it was all
over now and had happened a long time ago. I thought about
Hrob and the dead driver in the cab of the truck and the SS
men over at the brewery and the two corpses in the ware-
house. All over now. I took my saxophone out and adjusted the
mouthpiece. The young guys and their girls stared as I slid my
fingers up and down over the keys a couple of times, blew a
few glissandos and smears, and then I took my saxophone out
of my mouth and smiled at a pretty young girl down under the
bandstand. 1 didn’t recognize her but she looked sort of
familiar. She had on a slippery-looking tight-fitting red dress
and had a beautiful girlish figure. She smiled back and kept
looking straight at me. We stared at each other. Who was she,
anyway? Then she dropped her eyes and started saying some-
thing very quickly to another girl whose arm she was holding.
Then I remembered. It was one of old Dvorak’s twins, the guy
who owned the auto-repair shop. I'd known her for ages but
this was the first time I'd noticed she was so pretty. I couldn’t
remember her name but I made up my mind to give her a try
before leaving for Prague. Before meeting that other girl there.
[ felt old in comparison to the twin, like somebody from
another generation, and she warmed my heart. She was going
to carry on from where we were leaving off. With this zootsuit
stuff and jazz, this way of life of ours. Squares like Petrbok and
Machacek and the others, they didn’t understand it. According
to them, we were no-good loafers and jazz was just some-
thing crazy and eccentric. Not for us it wasn’t. For us, it was
life, and for me the only life. The only one possible and the best
one.
We finished eating and started tuning up. The crowd around
the bandstand became alert. Benno was in charge today, in-
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stole from the Cata Loma Band. W
- We pl . RS
arrogantly, we blared the m played it staccato and

elody so that th
near the church turned towards us. T saw :htr];rgl:rlfiwa-lhng
heads, thinking ‘How ca e

“an anyone listen to this?’ F S€
around the bandstand listened. No, not listeneds-— tlB;:; ﬂsﬁf

lowed it, they absorbed. it. Qur band c
: » they: — aught fire, we w =
ing and swinging until we finished the number. Whe:r:v:o:;t

down, we immediately burst into ‘Organ Grinder Swing’. The

crowd around the bandstand started to move and in the next

moment the plaza was full of jiving couples. I sat there on m

chair looking out at the girls’ skirts twirling up and the silhoti
fattes of the zootsuiters with their built-up shoulders swinging
in the sunshine. Benno’s horn was aimed out over the dancers’
heads, the sun glinting on it, and Venca’s trombone slid in and
f)ut over people’s heads like the wand of the god of jazz and I
just poked along modestly under the fast sharp ripples of
Benno’s horn and I felt great. The sun was touching the roofs
of the houses in the west and we sat there glittering in its rays,
flashing our glorious music right back in its face. The sun was
with us. Up on the hills the castle loomed, slanting across the
blue sky. And the lovely Queen of Wiirttemberg had driven off
somewhere in her earriage, sleepy and bundled up in blankets,
off and away to somewhere in Germany. [ saw Mitzi down in
the crowd, dancing with Prdlas, king of the zootsuiters, and
Eva Manesova with Vorel, who wrote poetry, and over on the
sidewalk I saw Rosta’s blond head and the rosy cheeks of
Dagmar Dreslerova and Rosta had his arms around her. And 1
was-all alone, sitting up there on the bandstand with my saxo-
phone in my mouth. And then suddenly I saw Irena down
below in a light blue dress and she smiled at me. Her smile
pierced right through me and made my heart stop beating. She
was dancing beautifully on her lovely legs and keeping Zdenek,
who was grinning like an idiot and clumping around like an
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elephant, a good arm’s length away. But he was still holding
on. And I'd hoped they’d shot him. No such luck. He could go
off and leave her a thousand times but he’d always turn up
again. He’d always pop back up again like a demon or the
devil, with his buckteeth and chapped lips and Irena would
always drop everything and run right back to him. No. I was
the one who, finally, had only dreamed and imagined how it
would be, and he didn’t dream or even need to dream since he
had it all right there. Finally, he was the only one who got
anywhere with Irena, and she undressed for him and slept with
him and loved him, and she was fond of me. Fond of me. That
was all and there was nothing to be done about it. All I could
do was to be grateful she was at least fond of me. I got up,
gravely raised my sax to my lips and sobbed out a melody, an
improvisation in honour of victory and the end of the war, in
" honour of this town and all its pretty girls, and in honour of a
great, abysmal, eternal, foolish, lovely love. And I sobbed about
everything, about my own life, about the SS men they’d
executed and about poor Hrob, about Irena who didn’t under-
stand and who was slowly but surely approaching her own
destruction in some sort of marriage, about youth which had
ended and about the break-up that had already begun, about
our band which wouldn't even get together like this again,
about evenings when we'd played under kerosene lamps and
about the world that lay ahead of us, about all the beautiful
girls I'd been in love with — and I'd loved a lot of them, prob-
ably all of them — and about the sun. And out of the orange
and saffron sunset clouds in the west a new and equally point-
less life bent towards me, but it was good and I raised my
glittering saxophone to face it and sang and spoke to that life
out of its gilded throat, telling it that I'd accept it, that I'd
accept everything that came my way because that was all I
could do, and out of that flood of gold and sunlight, the girl
bent towards me again, the girl I had yet to meet, and she
caressed my cheek. The zootsuiters were dancing in front of
the bandstand, kids I liked and whom I'd be leaving within the
next few days since I'd be going away, going somewhere or
other again, so I played for them and I thought about the same
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things I'd always thought about, about girls and about jazz and |
about that girl I was going to meet in Prague.

Prague, October 1948 — Karlovy Vary,
September 1949
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Notes

CZECH LEGION: Units of volunteers who fought against the
Axis Powers on the Eastern and Western Fronts during the .
First World War.

P. L. DORUZKA: One of the most important writers and his-
torians of jazz in Czechoslovakia; a Pprincipal organizer of the
annual International Prague Jazz Festival,

ALOIS JIRASEK (1851-1930): Author of romantic novels with
strong Czech nationalistic tendencies.

DR KRAMAR: One of the leading figures, together with
Masaryk, in the Czech and Slovak independence movement
during World War 1. He subsequently became Czechoslo-
vakia’s first prime minister. Kramar represented the interests
of the industrial capitalists and later joined the coalition
formed by the Agrarian and Social Democratic parties.

EMIL LUDVIK: Founder and leader, in 1939, of the first really
swinging band in Czechoslovakia; founder and secretary of
the Czechoslovak Society for Human Rights (1968-g), dis-
solved by the Czech Government during the post-Dubcek
‘reforms’.

MORAVEC: Minister of Education and Culture in the puppet
government formed under the German Protectorate.

BOZENA NEMCOVA (1820-62): Novelist and short story writer
closely associated with the nineteenth century Czech national
renaissance movement. Her most widely read work is
Granny.

OCTOBER 28TH: Czechoslovak independence day, commemor-

ating the establishment of the republic and celebrated as a
national holiday prior to February 1948.

SOKOL: A nationalistic physical culture organization.

LUDVIK SVAB: Guitarist of the Prague Dixieland Band founded
in 1948 and still performing.
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FRITZ WEISS: Jewish trumpet player and arranger for Emil
Ludvik’s band incarcerated in Terezin where he formed a jazz
band called ‘The Concentration Camp Swingers’. He died
there.
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