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Abstrakt

Diplomova prace mapuje, diachronicky a kvalitativné, autoriv pokus o ptfeklad do
rodné angli¢tiny vybér textt Ivana Vyskocila, s ndhledem do problematiky tohoto
specifického pocdinu: z ¢eho projekt vzesel, jaky je a k ¢emu vedl. Prace je
prezentovadna jako soudast autorovy &ir&i cesty hledani témat a vyznamd, jak
diplomové prace samotné, tak v presahu jeho Zivota a existence vibec. V pocinu
prekladu textl z ¢&eStiny do angli¢tiny nachdzi autor odraz jedné ze svych
dllezitych Zivotnich Gloh: interpreta, prekladatele a tlumoé&nika, mezi jazyky, lidmi,
kulturami, dobami, zanry, a ukazuje jak tato vykvetla z jeho existence mezi
kulturami a ze studia jazykQ a literatury, a studia na katedfe autorské tvorby a
pedagogiky.

Abstract

This thesis diachronically and qualitatively maps the author's attempt at translating
a selection of texts of Ivan Vyskocil into his native English, with an insight into the
details of this specific endeavour, how the project came to be, what it is like, and
what it led to. The thesis is presented as part of the author's wider search for the
topic and the meaning of this diploma thesis, as well as the topic and meaning of
his life and existence in general. The author discovers one of the more important
of his life tasks reflected in the project of translating texts from Czech into English,
that of translator and interpreter: between languages, people, cultures, eras, and
genres, and shows how this came to florition from his existence between cultures,
and from his studies of languages and literature, and his studies at the department

of authorial creativity and pedagogy.
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Uvod:

,Studnice Jakubova" je jméno jednoho z povidkovych textl Ivana Vyskocila, které
jsem prelozil a dale prekldadam pro Katedru Autorské Tvorby a Pedagogiky (dale
KATaP). Katedra ma ceskojazyény a anglickojazyény program, jehoz studenti
postradaji anglickojazycné texty o nasem oboru, a hlavné jim chybi kontext:
neznaji umélecké texty Ivana Vyskocila. Tato prace se zabyva prekladem, ale neni
translatologicka. Je to spiS reflexe: prace mapujici moji praci, diachronicky a
kvalitativng, od zac¢atkd aZ po sou&asny a pokracujici stav tohoto pokraéujiciho a
nedokoné&eného projektu. Preklady, z nichZ nékteré si ¢tenai mlze predist v priloze,
jsou duleZitou &asti prace. Ale existuje i druhd, méné viditelna strénka dila. PFeklad
textl Ivana Vyskocila se mi stal jakymsi odrazovym mustkem k jinym pFekladim
a tlumocenim, k mezikulturnim dialogdm a zprostfedkovavani které se dély a dé&ji,
nékdy bez reflexe, bez zaznamu a beze stopy, tady a ted, napriklad v kontextu
synchronniho tlumoceni hodin na KATaP. Prekladani, tlumoceni a mezikulturni
dialog se tak stal v mém Zivoté dlleZitym prvkem, ktery je vidét i v mé vlastni
tvorbé, a ktery bych zde chtél trochu ilustrovat. Prace je tedy prezentovana jako
soucast $irsi cesty hledani tématl a vyznamd, jak diplomove prace samotné, tak
v pfesahu vyznam mého Zivota a existence vibec. Diplomovéa prace je soudasti
tohoto procesu nejen proto, Ze se jim zabyva, a jej reflektuje, ale taky uz proto,
Ze je psana Cesky. Psani delSiho souvislejSiho textu Cesky je pro mé vlastné velka
vyzva, ktera mi zabird mnohem vic ¢asu a energie, nez psani anglicky. Z tohoto
dlvodu je mezikulturnim dialogem nejen svym tématem, ale svoji podstatou. V
naprosté vétsiné pripadd preklddam do svého hlavniho, nejsikovnéjsiho jazyka,
anglictiny, protoze jediné k tomu se citim znalostmi a praxi kvalifikovan. Pri psani
této prace se mi Casto stava, ze si v hlavé véty a myslenky preklddam z anglictiny
do cestiny. Je to dalSi priklad méné viditelné stranky mého prekladani. Z titulu
povidky se mi slovni spojeni Studnice Jakubova proménilo v symbol toho, jakou
nekoneénou studnou inspirace se pro mé& mQj vnéjsi i vnitfni mezikulturni dialog

stal.

Prace zatind popisem zac&atkl pocinu pfekladu Vykocilovych povidek b&hem mych
studii na KATaP, a vybé&r textl. Pak se prace vraci k tro$e autobiografického
sebemapovani a kontextualizaci pocinu prekladu v mém zivotnim pribéhu. Text
diplomové prace osciluje mezi témito dvéma polohami, mezi zkoumanim, a pak

lehce zbeletrizovanym vzpominanim a reflexi dileZitych momentd. V&nuju se také
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technikaliim samotné prace na textech, ale hlavni cil prace je reflexe, mapovani a
kontextualizace. V poslednich kapitolach zvazuji, jak prekladani méni mé, mou

tvorbu i zZivotni plany.

10



I,,0 ¢em mam psat diplomku?*

Dlouho jsem nad tématem diplomové prace premyslel, nez jsem si uvédomil, ze
se mi celou dobu , pod nosem" nabizelo. Hned v prvnim semestru svého studia na
KATaP v 2017 jsem si s prekvapenim uvédomil, ze néktefi studenti mezinarodniho
programu vibec nevédéli, Ze Ivan Vyskodil svého ¢asu psal i kratké povidkové
texty. Vzhledem k tomu, Ze sami chodi na psychosomaticky predmét autorského
¢teni, kde se moznosti 'nehotového' textu ovérujou ve specifickém prostredi ¢teni
nahlas skupiné spoluzakl, je to znacna ztrata. ,Autorské ¢teni™ je mimo jiné
inspirovano Vyskocilovou zkuSenosti. Sam si ovéroval moznosti svych
rozpracovanych textd a napadd pred publikem pFi text appealech v Reduté. Proto
jsem se rozhodl, Ze bych pfekladem nékolika kratkych povidkovych textG mohl
ledacos o samotném predmeétu, a zaroven mezi radky o osobnosti a zajmech Ivana
Vlyskocila, spoluzakim zprostifedkovat. Angli¢tina je mdj prvni jazyk, a jsem na né&j
|épe naladén nez na Cestinu. AC je Cestina moje materstina, v Anglii jsem se narodil,
chodil do Skoly a na universitu, a vétSinu zivota zil. Proto v ¢estiné necitim tolik
vrstev a kulturnich souvislosti jako rodily mluvéi. PGvodné jsem mél na diplomovou
praci vybrané téma uplné jiné. Chtél jsem psat o snech a snéni, a moznostech
prace se sny v divadelnim kontextu i mimo néj, protoze jsem se praci se sny,
problematice jejich interpretace, a lucidnimu snéni ve svém volném case hodné
vénoval. Nicméné se ukazalo, Ze by se diplomova prace na KATaP méla vic nez jen
néjakym projektem zabyvat mnou jakozto Clovékem, a jako studentem nasi

katedry. Hledal jsem tedy jiné téma, které by se vic tykalo mé a mého studia.

Uvédomil jsem si po néjaké dobé, Ze se toto téma samo nabizi. K tomu vedly dvé
okolnosti. Jedna je moje aktivni, ba interaktivni prace prekladani na katedre a
druha je moje osobni, vnitfni situace mezi kulturami. Ty spolu samozrejmé Uzce
souviseji.

D&m priklad: Jako Angli¢an a Cech zérover, a jako student ktery vidi, jak oba
programy funguji zevnitf, jsem od zacatku navazoval vztahy se studenty obou
programd, chodil jsem ob&as na DJ i v angli¢tiné a dialogicky jednal ob&as v
anglictiné v ,Ceskych" skupinach. V ,ceskych" hodinach jsem obcdas citil nejistotu,
jak se vyjadrit ¢esky, a v hodinach, kde se mluvilo anglicky, jsem obcas ke svému
prekvapeni nevédél, jak se néco fekne anglicky, protoze jsem se s tim setkal jen
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v Ceském prostiedi, nebo jsem chtél odkazovat na cesky text nebo prednasku
pedagoga, coz ve skupiné nefungovalo. Kdyz jsem tfeba upozornil na néjakou
Vyskocilovu povidku ve spolecnosti téch, ktefi o ni nevédéli, a neméli k ni vlastné
svoji neznalosti ¢estiny pristup - (napriklad Ze se Vyskocil zabyva obrazem jakéhosi
dvojnika ve své povidce Maly houslista) citil jsem, Ze vyvolavam ve spoluzacich
pocit frustrace z toho, ze nemohou texty Cist v angli¢tiné. Tak jsem si uvédomil, ze
m0zu doopravdy studentdm a katedie pomoci tim, ze né&kolik textl prelozim. Z
prekladem jsem uz zkuSenosti mél, jak z bilingvniho az skoro trilingvniho détstvi,
tak z univerzitniho studia klasické filologie (tedy latiny a starorectiny). Zaroven

jsem si uz prekladem sem tam vydélaval®.

Pustil jsem se tedy do toho ve volnych chvilich, a v letnim semestru prvniho ro¢niku
jsem uz mél nékolik pfekladl hotovych. Dostal jsem moznost predstavit 16. dubna
2018 spoluzdkim dva kratké texty, preklady povidek Maly houslista a Monolog
muze nad cizi lebkou, na anglickojazy¢ném seminari Highlights of Czech Theatre
(preklada se jako To nejlepsi z Ceského divadla), ktery na KATaP v anglictiné vede
pro studenty celého AMU Martin PSenicka. Seznameni s dilem Ivana Vyskocila,
doplnéné mym ¢&tenim nahlas dvou textd a nasledné diskuzi, studenty bavilo a
zajimalo, coz bylo pro mé nejvétSim potvrzenim smysluplnosti projektu, a velkou

motivaci pokracovat. Tim zacala moje prace prekladani na katedre.

Co se mé osobni, vnitini zkudenosti &lovéka mezi kulturami tyée, muj zazitek studia
na KATaP byl jedine¢nou prilezitosti plné a intenzivnéji okusit, co ve mné vlastné
cely zivot vézi, Ceskoanglicka bilingvnost. Kdyz jsem zil v Anglii, byla mym jedinym
pracovnim jazykem angli¢tina. Cestinu jsem pouzival spi§ ,domaci®. V ¢eském
prostredi se zase prepina na cestinu. Na KATaP v hodinach psychosomatickych
predmétl, pfi tlumoceni, a v Zivoté mimo tfidu jsem ale Zjistil, Ze moje spravné
misto je v obojim, a to v obojim najednou. Kdyz jsem si to uvédomil, tak jsem

poznal, Zze mam téma na diplomovou praci.

Po studiu na stfedni Skole v Anglii jsem rok pracoval v Londyné jako stazista v galerii ikon The
Temple Gallery. Soucasti této prace byla neustdla prace s ruskojazycnou literaturou, diky této
situaci jsem se po Case naucil trochu rusky. Za studii a po nich jsem obcas prekladal ¢lanky, z
¢estiny do angli¢tiny, napiiklad sérii kunsthistorickych €lank{ pro PhDr.Veroniku Wolfovou, toho
asu teditelkou odboru vnéjsich vztahd v Narodni Galerii. V roce 2014 jsem pak preloZil svij
nejdelsi text, divadelni hru Viadimirova Dévka, ocenénou cenou Alfreda Radoka, pfimo pro
autora Jana Kratochvila, preklad ktery je registrovany s agenturou DILIA.
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IT ,,Co mam vlastné prelozit?“ - Vybér textii na preklad.

Z prvni nadSené myslenky, ze prosté prelozim vSechno, co kdy Vyskocil napsal,
rychle seslo, stala se z ni dlouhodoba perspektiva. Strizlivéjsi a konstruktivnéjsi
uvazovani si pak vytycilo cil pfeloZit vybér povidkovych a jinych textl z dila, ktery
by mél smysl pro ¢lovéka neznalého dila a Zivota Ivana Vyskodila: Uvodni, zdbavny
a neprilis naro¢ny vzorek pro soudobého anglofonniho ¢tenare. Napfriklad pro mého
primarniho: studenta mezinarodni programu KATaP. Povidka je idedlni pro svoji
kratkost, jiz se zvySuje pravdépodobnost, ze ji kdokoliv docte nebo dovypravi, ze
ji posluchac¢ doposloucha. Ale jak vybrat povidku?

Preklad jako autorsky pocin tedy zacCind uz samotnym pojetim pole zapasu,
vymezenim oblasti zajmu, tedy v mém piipadé vyb&rem textl. Vybé&r samotny uZ
néco znamena, sam se néjak definuje, vymezuje, omezuje, zaméruje. Néjaky text
ve mné rezonuje vic nez jiny. Text, ktery by vybral nékdo jiny, tfeba nebudu
povazovat za reprezentativni pro mé vidéni Vyskocila. Vybérem vlastné odpovidam
na zasadni otazku, to jest kym pro mé Ivan Vyskocil vlastné je. V kazdém z
vybranych textl je tedy pro mé& néco, co povaZzuju za kli¢ové k pochopeni tohoto
¢lovéka, v jeho rdiznych rolich ve kterych ho zndm, at osobné nebo z &etby: autora,
autorského herce v text-appealech, pedagoga, specialniho pedagoga, pedagoga
dospélych, vysokoskolského profesora, psychologa, a ¢lovéka nékde mezi témito
a nad témito funkcemi, clovéka (nebo “alkoholického andéla strdzného”?) 2

umyslné a programoveé vstupujiciho do stovek Morenovsko-Buberovskych setkani?

2\/ povidkovém textu Alkoholicky andél stréZzny se setkdva hlavni postava v baru s ¢lovékem, ktery
hraje dvojroli: je to ,v civilu® obycejny Cloveék, ale zaroven strazny andél, ktery ma hlavni
postavu na starost. My v&ichni mlZeme hrat v Zivoté druhych role nékolikateré, a stat se
~andélem straznym" nékomu jinému je vlastné role, kterou je mozné, a¢ ne vzdy zdhodné, hrat.

3Slovo setkani, némecky Begegnung, pouzivané jako terminus technicus pro nutné existencidlni
setkdni v terapeutické situaci psychiatrem, prikopnikem skupinové psychoterapie a
zakladatelem psychodramatu: Jacob Levy Moreno. (1889-1974) Poprvé pouzito s odkazem na
tento smysl v roce 1914 v jeho basni Einladung zu einer Begegnung (Flugbericht 1.):

“"Es gibt kein Mittel zwischen mir und andern.
Ich bin unmittelbar: In der Begegnung.
Ich bin nicht einzig: bloB in der Begegnung,
ob ich ein Gott, ein Narr oder ein Dummer.
Ich bin geweiht, geheilt, gelést in der Begegnung,”

Morenovo mysleni a tento text nejpravdépodobné;ji ovlivnilo o ¢trnact let starsiho Martina Bubera,

jak li¢i waldl (2004). Waldl cituje Morena v roce 1959 (loc. cit.) ktery ale zdGrazfiuje, Ze vidi rozdil

mezi svym a Buberovym pojetim setkani: , The author Buber does not talk with his “I” to a "Thou”
of the reader. Bubers "I” does not come out from the book to encounter this "Thou”. Buber and the
encounter are stuck in the book. The book is abstract and in the third person. It is an abstraction of
the living encounter and not the encounter itself’. Dalo by se fici, ze Vyskodil se zabyva obéma
témito polohami, jak setkanim interpersonalnim, mezilidskym (v kontextu pedagogiky, divadelnictvi

a terapie, nebo i v asistenci dialogického jednani s vnitfnim partnerem), tak abstraktnéjsim

setkanim napfiklad v samotném zkouseni dialogického jednani.
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se svymi zaky a posluchaci, svéfenci a prateli*, ¢lovéka ktery se vzdy nalepkam
chtél vymykat, témito nalepkami nechtél nechat zaskatulkovavat a tudiz
konceptualné nebo ramcové omezovat. Texty jsem si vybral jako reprezentativni
vzorek, ktery by byl jistym zplsobem jakymsi extraktem, kdyby projekt pfekladu
hypoteticky, at v rezii mé ¢i jiného prekladatele, v budoucnosti nepokracoval.

N&sleduje seznam mnou vybranych textl, s odivodnénim a pojednanim v kazdém
pripadé o tom, kde pro mé dileZitost textu vézi v rdmci tohoto projektu prekladu.
V jistém smyslu jsem mél postup , novinarsky": jako kdyz se v novinach ¢tenarovi
zprvu dava nejddleZité&jsi a nejstru¢nejsdi informace, s postupné vice informacemi

o] v vy s P v 7 . v V. . .7 v awvrs
v prubehu clanku, i ja jsem zacal s tim, co je pro me z Vyskocila nejzajimavejsi.

Il. i,,Studnice Jakubova"

Povidka ,Studnice Jakubova™ mé zaujala uz malym formatem, do kterého se

r_r 7

vtésndva ctivy, akéni a realisticky pUsobici pribéh koncici Gvahou o nabourdni
osobniho auta do vysoké stény, ve kterém hraje roli mnohovrstevnatost obrazl a
moznych, i metaforickych, interpretaci. Uz starobyly biblicky obraz v ndzvu povidky
odkazuje na né&jaké dlleZité, osudové a komplexni setkani. Setkani dvou lidi v
nicoté pousté, které jejich Zivoty pozméni, které nakonec neni tim, ¢im se zprvu
zdd, a ma jiny vyznam nez se ocekavalo.®

Dvoji moznéa relace obrazu v ndzvu k biblickym pFfib&hlm uz a priori znejidtuje
hledani snadného rozkli¢ovani analogu v povidce, kde je zvratd pro hlavni postavu
hned nékolik. Ale dileZité je hlavné to setkani, protoZe teprve v kontextu setkani
se miUze néco stat. Svym zplsobem jsou vdechny Vyskocilovy texty, ale i jiné
aktivity, pozvanim k setkani ve smyslu morenovském, tedy Einladung zu einer

Begegnung, co? zdlrazfiuje sdm Vyskocil hned na prvni stran& prvniho vydani

G.A. Leutz (1974) definuje Morenovo Begegnung v psychodramatu jako “BewuBte, fihlende und
handelnde Teilnahme am lebendigen Sein. Durch die Einheit von Denken, Fiihlen und Handeln in
der Begegnung wird Psychodrama als Methode konkret."

4Jan Han¢il o Vyskocilovi trefné tika, ze plsobi jako nékdo, kdo kdysi slibil, Ze se bude vénovat
svym studentlm, a kdo se tim slibem dodnes fidi.

SV starozakonni knize Genesis, 29, potkava Jakob u studnice Rachel, napoji ovce svych pFibuznych,
od kterych byl dlouho odloucen, a do Rachel se zamiluje, a¢ pak nastavaji roky sluzby pro jeji
ruku, po kterych je Labanem oSizen, po prvnim zdanlivém Stésti svatebni noci prijdou necekané
zvraty: dozvi se, ze Zena se kterou stravil noc nebyla slibena Rachel, ale jeji starsi sestra. Musi
pak slouzit dalSich sedm let pro Rachel. V novém zakoné se pak znovu objevuje obraz studnice
Jakubovy v Janoveé Evangeliu, 4:5. Unaveny JeZi$ se zastavuje u studnice Jakubovy, unaven,
sam, kolem poledne, kde poprosi Samaritanku (Zidé s lidmi ze Samarie nemluvili) o vodu.
Vyména se Samaritankou vrcholi prozrazenim, zZe JezisS je Mesids, a ze vi tajemstvi o zeniné
hfiSném Zivoté.
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svych povidek® v poznamce pro ¢tenare, kde navrhuje Cist texty nahlas a nékomu.

4

Podtrhava tu vyhodu, ne-li potfebu, védomé, primé ucasti:

a5
Poznamka pro Etendfe

Povidky shrnuté do téhle kniZky byly z valné

vE&tSiny psdny ne pro tiché cteni, ale pro cteni

nahlas. K piedcitdni. Nebo jako osnova pro

vyprdv&ni.

Proto prosim ctendie, aby si je, bude-li mit Zas

a chut, Cetl nahlas. Aby si je vyprdv&l a t¥Feba

v detailech obmé&ioval. Ne ,,umé&lecky. Oby-

cejné. V&cn&. Po smyslu.

Zvldsté pak se primlouvdm za ty povidky, které

se budou napoprvé prFi tichém &tenfi zddt ne-

srozumitelné. | to je moZné. Takové je pak

nejlépe Cist nebo vyprdvét n&komu. PotFebuji

pFlimou G&ast.
'Osnova pro vypravéni' je svoji podstatou vétsi vyzvou nez moznost tichého Cteni,
ve kterém, jak vime ze zkusenosti pasivniho konzumniho C¢teni tfeba brakové
literatury, je mozné uplné ,vypnout", zmizet v pribéhu, byt vcucnut. Vyskocilova
vyzva ukazuje jinam, je to presné vyzva k té védomé, citici, jednajici spoluti¢asti
o které pise Leutz.” Tato vyzva k Ucasti je ale vidét i v samotnych textech, ¢imz se
v jisté roviné stdvaji tim, o ¢em jsou. Pdvodni performativni kontext text-appealu,
kde ,Cely vecler byl ,hrou na setkani"” je s timto neoddélitelné spjaty.
Ve 'Studnici Jakubové' se protagonista Josef svéruje ve své vypovédi post factum,
Zze vzdycky vidél ve vlastnictvi automobilu atribut dospélosti, jak si poridil auto,
jak se nahodou setkal s Zenou, kterd k nému ndhodou nasedla do auta, a jak se
po cesté do jejiho bytu jejich rozhovor zvrhne do série nenaplnénych ocekavani,
nedorozuméni a zvratl. Josef ze situace utede ven do svého auta, ale konéi
vypoved a povidku tim, ze ,v Seru a rozcileni [...] nevzpomnél, ze ulice konci
vysokou zdi." Posluchace nebo Ctenare pobavi trapny napjaty rozhovor, absurdné
rozpadajici se komunikace a co se jevi jako pripad mylné identity trochu nestabilni
Zeny, ale obraz automobilu tomu dodava dilezitou dimenzi. Tou je jasny motiv
Vyskocilova konceptu autostopu, ktery je taky plné rozvinut v jeho eponymni hre
Divadla na Zabradli z roku 1961: Autostop. V obou pripadech je mozna
interpretace jako prirovnani lidské jizdy automobilem s nevédomym,
zautomatizovaném chovanim a jednanim, ze kterého je mozné a zadouci se
vytrhnout a vymanit. Autostop je tedy stop automatismu, krok do svobody,

svobody kterd je v samotném obrazu stopovani bezpochyby zakddovana.® Ve

6 vyskotil 1963 str. 4

" Touto kli¢ovou dimenzi t&chto povidkovych textl, které se vlastné timto stavaji 'nepovidkami', se

v rdmci této prace budu zabyvat pozdéji v pojednani o Vyskocilové Uvodu ke knize Jaroslavy

Pokorné Maminka neni doma.

8vyskocil et al. 1964, str. 12.

9,Podle mého je autostop dobrodruZstvi A to premistovani z A do B, neplaceni za vlak ¢ autobus, to
je vlastné jen takovy pridavek. Na autostopu, kdyz jsem ho prozival a poté se jim trochu
zabyval na divadle, mé nejvic pfitahovalo a davalo nejvétsi radost to setkani. Setkani jako vyraz
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studnici Jakubové se protagonista Josef svéfuje ve své vypovédi, ze vzdycky vidél
ve vlastnictvi automobilu atribut dospélosti:

,Poridil jsem is auto, abych byl velkym. Abych jako velky usetfil ¢as, abych byl ve
svém, a nemusel se vlacet s témi ostatnimi, kde do Clovéka zdouchaji. V mém autu
do mne nikdo Zdouchat nesmi."°

Z této vypovédi vyplyva, ze v touze po tomto symbolu statusu je zaroven touha
po leh¢im Zivoté. Automobil je soucasné dopravnim prostfedkem, ale i doslova
krunyfem, chranicim jednotlivce pred zivotem venku!l. Pfesun pozornosti na auto
je tedy prezentovan jako uUnik, ktery zaroven vede k zrychlovani a neklidu:
,Pravda, dokud jsem nemél auto, s leckym jsem popovidal, posedél, leccos jsem
si prohléd!. V autu jsem pospichal. Poridil jsem si prece auto, abych byl velky.
Kazdy velky, dospély ¢lovék ma malo Casu. Poridil jsem si auto, protoze jsem mél
malo Casu. Poridil jsem si je, abych byl pohodiné a rychle kdekoli. Kdyz jsem mél
auto, musel jsem volny cCas, ktery mi ziskalo, vénovat jemu, a jezdit pohodiné a
rychle kamkoli."1?

Protagonista si naplfuje obraz dospélosti, ale ve vypovédi je zfejmé, ze mu to
8kodi. RUst vlastnictvi osobnich automobilt na zadatku druhé poloviny dvacatého
stoleti vedl k fenoménu ktery Vyskodil také komentuje, stardme se jako spolec¢nost
o automobily do té miry, jako by byly souclasti nas samych. Psycholog, jungian
James Hillman auta pfirovnavd k posvatnym predmé&tim ,primitivnich® narodi:
~perhaps things even become sacred through care. That's another way of thinking
about it. And then if you think about what do we care for? What do we actually
care for in our worlds? We care for our cars.”3

Pfehnanou pozornosti se z automobild stavaji v druhé poloviné dvacatého stoleti
posvatné predméty nasi cilizace.

Ve hite Autostop (1961) je tento obraz automobild jako nds samotnych vyveden

svobody toho, ktery zastavil, i toho, ktery na ného maval...Vite, tim pro mé autostop byl, je a
myslim zUstane- touhle svobodou....To je pravé moje nova zkudenost, zkusenost Fidi¢e. Kdyz
¢lovék zastavi, tak diky tomu, komu zastavil (kdyz je to pravé to Stastné setkani) se dozvida,
kdo vlastné komu zastavil. Dozvida se o sobé. Pravé proto, ze ta chvile neni ni¢im preparovana.
Mozna se vidime poprvé a naposled v zivoté." Vyskocil, 2016, str. 12

10 vyskodil, 1963, str. 24

1 “No, auto je vyborna véc! Jenom si ¢lovék musi néjak pfipomenout, Ze on neni to auto... Ale je
tady skutecnost, a taky zkuSenost, ze kdyz ¢lovék jede v tom autdku se zavienymi dvefmi
rychlosti nékolika desitek kilometrd, tak se skuteéné ocitd v konzervé. Oddéleny od druhych.
Opravdu je tady nebezpeci, Ze pak ma auto jako Cast sebe, jako ulitu. A autostop je také
vysvobozovanim z ulity. Otevirdnim konzervy.” Ibid. Conf. : ,Rikali jsme si o lidech ulitovanych,
které pohltily véci a ktefi maji v sobé tu strasnou tisen lidi v outu, lidi mimo. Ze uz nemaji od
Zivota co oekavat, Ze uz je nemUzZe v Zivoté vibec nic pFekvapit." a také Vyskocil & Havel
1961, str.8: ,A ve smyslu oekavani, dobrodruZstvi je autostop také takovym oteviranim
konzerv."

12 yiyskotil, 1963

BHillman, 1997 1'34”
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do extrému v dé&ji, kde se dudevni nemoci zplsobenou transformaci, takzvanou
motomorfézou'* z lidi stavaji automobily. Toto ma i jisté vyhody na preziti ve
spoleCnosti, protoze ,Takovy autollovék ma daleko vétsi stabilitu nez normalni
Clovék."1> Toto se ale ziskava za cenu ztraty néceho fundamentalné lidského,
nefkuli lidskosti vibec: ,Pfi motomorféze je zéhy patrno odumirdni dusevniho
Zivota."16

Autostop je tedy vyzva, provokace, k odmechanicténi cClovéka ve svété a ve
spoleCenské atmosfére!’ kde jsou silné sily, které by si ¢lovéka podmanily a
uvéznily, v mensi Urovni aktivni, oteviené sebereflexe. Slovy Jana Patocky!®:

,To je princip “autostopu”: zastavit to mechanické, zvécriujici, odlistujici, stop na

n

automaty, auto-stop." PatoCka ale pokracuje ve vykladu Vyskocila a tragiky
autostopu, zdUraziuje, Ze se ,instituci...stdt nemdze", ze zUstava nakonec jen
nadéje, a nutnd bezbrannost zkoumajiciho.!®

Patocka komentuje i paradoxni nesoulad ve Studnici Jakubové:

,kdyZz situace dialogu, pri niz se predpoklada, Zze dojde k stale blizsimu setkavani
a hlubs$imu dorozuméni, pldsobi naopak rostouci distanci a nedorozuméni az k
smrtelnému konci."?° Kde se tedy ze setkani nestane Morenovsko-Buberovské
Setkani. Vice nez tragické je to prosté ilustrace i absurdnich moznosti lidské
interakce a hledani smyslu. Ne vzdycky se Setkame, i kdyz se to zdalo
pravdépodobné, nevyhnutelné. Neni to tragické, jak pripomene takzvana Gestalt
modlitba Friedricha/Fredericka ,Fritze” Perlse, se kteréhoz Gestalt terapii je
dialogické jednani s vnitfnim partnerem Casto porovnavané.: ,if by chance we find

each other, it's beautiful. If not, it can't be helped. !

14 Tedy motomorféza je v podstaté komplex chorobnych procesd psychoneurotického plivodu,
spocivajici v pozvolném a vSeobecném proménovani se Clovéka v automobil nebo jiné osobni
motorové vozidlo." Autostop

15 Ibid. str. 26

16 Ibid, str. 30

17 politickd uroven problému a Vyskodilovy provokace je implicitné komentovana v divadelni hfe
Autostop, kdyZ otec, Karel Pejca, nadava mladé Lidé:

My jsme odstranili vykofistovani &lovéka Elovékem, a co ty délas? Vykofistujes na silnici. My jsme

vrétili Elovéku jeho distojnost, a co ty délds? Ty tu nasi, jejich a vibec distojnost poniZujes! My

Jjsme vybudovali spravedlivy spoleCensky rad, aby nds neohrozovali Zebréci, a co ty délas?

Ohrozujes a Zebras. Tak! U nds autostopovat, to je provokace. Tak!” Loc.cit.

18 pGvodné v Easopisu Divadlo 10/1963, také ve Vyskodil, 2016, str.14

19 Ibid. Loc. cit.

20 Ibid. Loc. cit

21 perls, 1969. Mysleni Perlse a Vyskocila se prolind v této dobé&, kdy oba pracovali na podobnych
projektech. Svym, co se jevi trochu jako psychosomatickym ,otradvenim" (ne)otravenou kavou
se hrdina povidky stava svédkem své jakési symbolické smrti a znovuzrozeni, coz je téma které
Perls také slavné fesi ve své terapii: ,To suffer one's death and to be reborn is not easy” Ibid. V
neposledni radé, je to spis klicovy element Vyskocilovského pfistupu, Vyskocilova tendence
bojovat proti oznacovani dialogického jednani jako technika, nebo jeho uceni herectvi jako
metody, ma svoji obdobu v Perlsovi, ktery je také proti mysleni v ramci technik:

»a technique is a gimmick... this jazzing-up more often becomes a dangerous substitute activity,
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Unik pred smrti a ¢ekajici auto na ulici umozfiuje sice cestu kamkoliv, ale na konci
povidky vede rychla jizda autem pfimo do havarie. Hlavni divod neétésti je, Ze
protagonista nedaval pozor:

~Nevsiml jsem si, Ze ulice konci vysokou zdi."

Vypravéni tu kondi a narace v minulém ¢ase nam neprozrazuje, jak to s hrdinou
dal pokracovalo, vidime to jen z jisté dalky, jako dalsi pfibéh dalsiho (ne)Jakuba.
Autostop, obraz smrti a zmrtvychvstani, i obraz nasazeni a sundani masky
»Jakuba"“, je mozné interpretovat jako moznost vytrzeni z automatismu, ale s tim,
Ze Uspéch, trvajici zména, neni nikdy garantovana. Pres svoje dobrodruzstvi se
Josef vraci do svého auta, a tim do svych zajetych koleji. Je tedy potreba, aby byl
¢lovék na prilezitost pfipraven, jinak je riziko to, ze nedojde k setkani.?? Napadna
absence vzajemnosti v povidce Studnice Jakubova toto perfektné ilustruje, postavy
se mijeji v tom, ze si hraji Uplné jiné hry, a nejsou dost otevreni, dost pfipraveni,
na akceptovani druhého. Miji se, a jejich nejblizSi kontakt je ten iluzorni,
psychosomaticky moment zdanlivé otravy jedem v kave, kterda, jak se nakonec
ukaze, vlbec otrdvena nebyla. Obé postavy budi zdani, hrajou role. Zena, zda se,
budi zdani i pro sebe a pred sebou do miry na prvni pohled blaznivé. Ale Josef

utece a havaruje. Kdo je vétsi blazen?

Povidka je dobrou ilustraci autostopu jako dilezitého kulturniho prvku gedesatych
let. Do diskuze by se na porovnani a intertext mohla hodit i povidka FaleSny
Autostop Milana Kundery z roku 196523, kde se zanr lidské interakce v autostopu
jakoZto moznost si zahrat bud' na nékoho trochu jiného, nebo poznat sama sebe
vyvede do extrému, kdyz si na navzajem cizi lidi v auté, a pak v hotelu, hraje
milenecky par na dovolené, s ne¢ekanymi dusledky.

To jsou tedy hlavni ohledy, ze kterych povazuju povidku Studnice Jakubova za
skvély, neprimy a zabavny Uvod do tématiky, ktera Vyskocila zajima, ve velmi
kompaktni formé. Vérim, ze by to pak bylo zvlasté prinosné v pripadé, kde by se
povidka stala studijnim materidlem v kontextu seminare, kde by se navaznosti a

souvislosti s jinymi texty a kontexty mohly objasnit v diskusi studentl a pedagoga.

another phony therapy that prevents growth...and any sincere involvement, any really being here,
is discouraged”. Ibid.

227¢lovék mbze prosvihnout - a prosvihava - mnohou pfilezitost. Tfeba tim, Ze povazuje autostop
za cestovni prostfedek. Midze ji prodvihnout tim, e neni pro autostop zraly...mezi t&mi lidmi na
silnici najdete, a to vas prekvapi, lidi zralé pro to setkani, a zase lidi, ktefi pro tu pfilezitost
nedorostli. Maji to jen za urcity hec, za legraci, za mddu, za Usporu. Nemaji to za vzajemnost.”
Vyskocil, 2016, str. 11

23 Kundera, 1965
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Il.ii ,,Maly Houslista“

Povidka ,Maly Houslista® mé hned, a silné, zaujala prvkem zdvojeni,
Doppelgangera, dvojnika, se kterym si protagonista vyméni misto za zrcadlem,
fungujicim jako portal mezi dvéma paralelnimi svéty. ,Chiralita® a zakonistosti
téchto svétd, a pak dialogi¢nost a dialog téchto dvou postav, mi pfipadd zajimava
ve svétle dialogického jednani a Evropské kulturni tradice obrazu svidného
dvojnika. Vyskocillv ptib&h, kde se ndhodou hlavni postava octne pred zrcadlem
ve svém pokoji, ve kterém neni odraz, kde na dotek “nebylo chladné plochy" a
misto toho je na druhé strané ,ten druhy pokoj"“, plny véci které ze svého Zivota
ztratil, a které v nékolika pripadech vedly k negativhim zménam. Ztracenad
pétikoruna vedla k podezreni ,mladsiho bratra Tomase. Kdo jiny by mohl, ne-li on.
A stdle ho s nedlvérou sleduju a patram." Dal&i poruseny vztah je s jeho byvalou
sleCnou Evou, na jejiz naléhavy dopis, prosici o osobni rozhovor, ktery se dostal
sem, do druhého pokoje za zrcadlem, nase hlavni postava nereagovala. To vedlo
k rozchodu a ke zméné v zivoté hrdiny, ktery Evu uz nikdy nespatfril: ,A ja ji stale
hledal, v kazdé, s kterou jsem se setkal, jsem ji hledal, nalézal jsem ne ji, a znovu
a znovu, az jsem zUstal sdm." Dozvidame se, ze véechny véci v druhém pokoji tam
»schranuje" nékdo jiny, odraz v zrcadle, ktery je po vstupu do druhého pokoje
neviditelny:

,Jsem Vy, ktery touzi, pravé tak jako vy jste ja, ktery touzim. Zijeme oba tentyz
Zivot, jenomze z protichldnych stran." Cesty zpét neni. Pokus o prolezeni zpatky
do pokoje konci zapasem s odrazem, ktery je ted vidét ve skle, které ted v ramu
je. Zrcadlo se rozbiji a hlavni postava zlstava na druhé stran&. Rozmlouva s ,tim,
kterého nikdy neuvidi..." a se smirenim zase dostava do Zivota malého houslistu
,a s nim vdechny ty malé, divérn& znamé" které kdysi zapudil, aby ,se zdal
rozumnym."

Dvojnik, odraz v zrcadle, je silny obraz se silnou tradici a silnym asociacnim
potencidlem. Pro mé&, a myslim pro kazdého typického ceského ctenare, je to
moZnost si vzpomenout na slavnou scénu z filmG Cisafv Pekaf - Pekaflv Cisar
(1951)%4, kde se konkatenaci ndhod mladsi, socialisticky smyslejici Doppelganger
starnouciho, geriatricky excentrického cisafe Rudolfa v obleZeni spiklencl ocitne
na Prazském Hradé, na druhé strané rozbitého zrcadla od samotného Cisare, ktery
pak uvéri, ze omladl prostrednictvim alchymistického elixiru mladi. Zrcadleni je

klasické herecké cviceni pro dvojice, ale ve filmu, ktery umoznuje kouzlo zdvojeni

2 Martin Fri¢, Ceskoslovensko, 1951
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jednoho herce v jedné scénég, zde v obou rolich vidime Jana Wericha. Postavy “na
opacné strané zrcadla” jsou si v jistém smyslu opaky, opozita, extrémy, které spolu
vchazi do dialogu o smyslu zZivota. Feudal Rudolf se jazykem filmu ,historicky
znemoznuje", zatimco mlady Matéj chce budovat socialismus. Film je komunisticka
propaganda, ale interpretace z hlediska napriklad hlubinné psychologie by namitla,
7e nelze jeden extrém vyménit za druhy protipdl, cil uvédomeni si protipéld je
alchymické coincidentia oppositorum, ke kterému ve filmu nedochazi?>. Je tam ale
dialog - v trikovych scénach Werichovy postavy diskutuji, vymeénuji si nazory, a
dochazeji k dohoddm. Tento obraz ,dialogu s tim druhym" je pro mé klicovy - v
“Malém houslistovi* se na konci hlavni postava svéfruje s tim, ze po zkusenosti
prolezeni zrcadlem nadale rozmlouva s neviditelnym druhym. Je to tedy zkusenost,
ktera vedla k dialogické situaci a dialogické existenci s jakymsi vnitfnim partnerem,
se kterym je potfeba navazat vztah, a délit se o zZivot.2®

Kdezto hlavni postava “Malého houslisty" neni na konci povidky nadmiru $tastna,
Zije aspon v souladu se svymi ,ostatnimi®, coz neni nikdy zarucena véc. Nejen
Cisardv Pekar - Pekariv Cisaf, ale i jind dila s podobnou tématikou setkani s
Doppelgangerem jsou obrazy méné uUspésného vztahu. Fri¢ navazuje na starsi
kinematografickou tradici zrcadleni dvojnikl, kde dochazi k podobnému rozst&peni.
Nejzajimaveéjsi z téchto jsou asi tfi filmy s nazvem Der Student von Prag?’(Prvni z
roku 1913 natodil Stellan Rye, pak znovu natocen v roce 1926 rezisérem Henrikem
Galeenem, a pak naposledy v roce 1935 rezisérem Arturem Robisonem), kde se
ve faustovkém zaprodani odlouci hlavni postava od svého odrazu. Snimek Stellana
Rye, filmovan v Praze, je ¢asto povazovan za vibec prvni 'umélecky film', a je to
prvni se svétové slavnym trikem se zrcadlem a zdvojenim herce pozdéji pouzit i
Fricem. Déabelskou dohodou ztraci prazsky student, arogantni Sermif a dobrodruh
Bauduin svUj odraz v zrcadle, jez zradi, doslova prodd, nekalé postavé dabelského
Scapinelliho. Odraz pak ze zrcadla vystupuje a neni pak nikdy v zrcadle vidét,
svobodné jedna jinde, na ,této" strané zrcadla bez védomi Bauduina, dokonce
misto Bauduina bojuje v duelu, kterému se Bauduin rozhodl vyhnout. Odraz
protivnika zabiji, vina pada na Bauduina. Bauduin a odraz se odlucuji, ale tento
rozdéleny zivot neni Stastny ani Uspésny. Frustrovan stfili Bauduin do svého odrazu
kdyz se setkaji, ¢cimz odraz mizi. Bauduin je, poslednim kouzlem, smrtelné ranén.

Strelbou do odrazu zranil sam sebe. V dalSich verzich filmu (1926, 1935) se trik

25 &imz je pfibéh filmu vlastné nelplny jakozto obraz cesty Jungovy individuace.

% “Dglil jsem se s vami. Z nééeho Zit musim. Ano vzal jsem to. Ale vy tam u sebe mate véci, které
zase patfi mné."
27 podle stejnojmenného romanu Hannse Heinze Ewerse, ktery se podilel na tvorbé prvniho filmu.
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opakuje, ale na konci pribéhu stfili Bauduin do zrcadla, které se roztristi. Z trosek
zrcadla se pak na néj diva jeho obraz, se kterym je zase sjednocen. Neni to uz trik,

vratil se pfirozeny odraz.

Odraz vystupuje fimovym trikem ze
zrcadla a zacina jednat autonomné
ve filmu Der Student von Prag, 1913.

Nechceme tu zdGrazfovat jen moZnosti inspirace ran&jsimi dily. Podle mé je hlavné
zajimavé, jak se Vykocillv ptibéh li&i (tedy jak s nimi vchazi do dialogu) od pFib&hl
s podobnou tématikou, s timto podobnym jevem Doppelgangera. Kli¢ je podle mé
v komunikaci partnerl - prazsky student Bauduin se ve viech tfech filmech zdrzuje
jakéhokoliv dialogu se svym odrazem. V poslednim ze tfi je moment moznosti

dialogu prerusen scénou odkazujici na ddbelskou dohodu:

Svudce studentovi fiké, Ze kdysi déabel
koupil dusi chudého studenta, Ze dnes
takové véci nemame, Ze student sam

: L\l
se bude muset zbavit to hO, with whom you've just been talking -
se kterym se pravé bavil, toho vevnits: Thatotheroneinsideyou.

Nasledujici momenty jejich setkani jsou nékolikateré, odraz ma kvalitu stinu,
ducha, jehoZ se nelze zbavit, ktery hlavni postavu pronasleduje a strasi. I dialogl
s dabelskym Scapinellim je méné nez ve Faustovské inspiraci. Ve filmu Cisariv
Pekar - Pekaridv Cisaf dialog mezi dvojniky je, ale neni dost dlouho trvajici aby
doslo k trvalé spolupraci. Toto je v Malém houslistovi uskute¢néno, se svym
partnerem rozmlouva, a dostava se zase do vztahu s vécmi, které se k nému
nedostaly. Na rozdil od tragického miceni, které vede k nestésti ve vztahu ve

Studentovi prazském, se zde ve Vyskocilovi vracime ke starsi tradici interakce a
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dialogu s alter egem, ze které pfiznané vychazi Ewers.?8 Zdravy dialog s alter egem
také v psychologickém kontexu evokuje techniky Morenova psychodramatu, kde
se protagonista muZe pomocnym hercem zrcadlit v technice zrcadlo, kde
protagonista, sedé mezi divaky, nahlizi, jak ho jini ztvariuji, nebo se v technice
dvojnik mUZe setkat s alter egem, které se vcituje do protagonisty a nahlas
vyjadfuje to, co protagonista nevyjadfuje nebo neumi vyjadrit, jako jeho vnitrni
hlas.

Ve Vyskocilové povidce by se mohlo také zdat, ze v tom druhém ze zrcadla jde na
jisté roviné o nevédomé, neuvédomélé casti osobnosti. Predméty v druhém pokoji
za zrcadlem jsou tfeba potlacené, polozapomenuté obsahy, povinnosti, moznosti.
Dulezity dopis od Evy, ktery je adresovan Vyskocilovu hrdinovi, do$el nékam:
,Ale Evo, ja jsem nemohl Cekat, ja jsem nevédél, ja tenhle dopis nedostal. Dostal.
»jsi slaboch a ni¢ema."™ Tak to stalo na listku, ktery jsem dostal od Evy za tyden
potom."

Slovo dostal neni jednoznacné, ukazuje jen ze dopis doSel sem. Do druhého pokoje,
kde jsou, jak pamatujeme ze zacatku pribéhu, také maly houslista a ostatni
divérni zndmi, které zapudil, tedy védomé&, ¢&inem vile, ,aby se zdal
rozumnym." Hrdina se boji, aby nebyl povazovan za snilka, a tento motiv je analog
motivu z tfetiho filmu ze série studentt prazskych, kde se explicitné& dava najevo,
Zze se s odrazem v zrcadle Bauduin zbavuje té Casti sebe, kterou vidi jako svoji
prekazku, sentimentalniho snilka. Kdyz se na konci filmu Bauduin zahledi do
navrativsSiho se odrazu, poznava, ze se vratil, s poslednimi slovy filmu uzrivse Ze:
“"Da ist er wieder, der sentimentale Tréaumer."

Débelska lest se opirala o leZ, Ze je permanentni odlouceni, odseknuti od 'toho
druhého' mozné. Prizmatem psychoanalyzy: to co je potlacené, nas nadale
ovliviiuje, i kdyZz to neni na prvni pohled do zrcadla zfejmé. Ke coincidentia
oppositorum ¢asem dojde, a nasim ukolem je, aby to nebylo priliS pozdé. V ,Malém
houslistovi® je zajimavé, ze ackoliv dojde ke sjednoceni hlavniho hrdiny a toho

druhého, ackoliv dochazi k znovushledani mezi hrdinou a malym houslistou a ,témi

28 Wegener pfiznava inspiraci v romanu William Wilson 1839, kterou napsal Edgar Allan Poe.
Protagonista se po mnohych setkanich se svym dvojnikem da do boje. Po vitézném duelu kde
dvojnika smrtelné rani, se ale objevuje zrcadlo, kde se jeho odraz objevuje potfisnén krvi.
Dvojnik Wilsonovi sdéluje: "In me didst thou exist—and in my death, see ... how utterly thou
hast murdered thyself." Tento roman je sam reinterpretaci motivu z ,,An Unwritten Drama of
Lord Byron" autora Washingtona Irvinga z r.1836 kde pfi zabiti maskovaného muze pada muzi
maska, a protagonista vidi, Zze zabil svého dvojnika. DalSi inspiraci je Alfred de Musset, ale trop
dvojnika je zndm z celé fady autorl, nejzndméji ve verejném povédomi asi v romanu Mary
Shelley (1818) Frankenstein, nebo slavny Wilde a jeho The Picture of Dorian Gray (1890).
Wegenerlv film a dvojnika hlubinné& psychologicky rozebird uz Otto Rank ve své studii a pozdé&ji
knize Der Doppelganger.
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ostatnimi®, neni hrdina Uplné Stasten. Prichazi o zivot na druhé strané zrcadla, a
doufda, ze se bude moi jednou vratit.

Oproti jinym pFib&him s dvojniky ale Vykocil dovadi setkani do smiflivého konce.
Ve Wegenerovi se potlacené obsahy nevyrikaji, a pribéh konci krveprolitim (stejné
jako v romanu William Wilson, a An Unwritten Drama of Lord Byron), v Cisarové
Pekafri se na konci feudal Rudolf jde ,historicky znemoznit" kdezto ostatni oslavuji
nové nabyté presvédceni ze ,vSichni dohromady budeme mit moc", tedy dialog
také neni doveden ke konci setfenim extrémd. Vyskocillv pfib&h je svym koncem
v tomto ohledu psychologicky nejzdravéjsi. Pri setkani s néc¢im stejnym jako my
se mize stat, Ze se to nakonec bude zdat jinym. Setkani s n&&m jinym, cizim a
opaénym, mize nakonec byt setkani se sebou samym, a zdanlivé protipdly jsou
zase jindy spiS dopliujici se nez valcici vlastnosti.?® Relevance tohoto tématu k
Vyskocilovu Dialogickému Jednani, kde se navazuje dialog s protipélem vnitifniho
partnera, s tim druhym, je ohromné, a¢ je mimo rozsah této diplomové prace

zmapovat tyto souvislosti.

IL.iii ,,Ucitel a pritel zistal verejnosti neznam*

Povidka , U¢itel a pritel zUstal vefejnosti nezndm" je prib&h o skupince akademikd
a védcl, ktefi s pomoci malého kluka ,objevi®, tedy zaziji, fenomén radosti hry v
kulicky. Z malého kluka se komickou inverzi stava jejich ucitel ve hre, ucitel v
radosti, coz pak uznavaji ve své publikaci.

Obycejné détské kulicky, které jsou v textu popsané jako ,zvastni kulickovitd
téliska, kterd pusobi v ¢&lovéku radost", a které pak védecky popisi v tlusté
monografii s latinskym nazvem De globulis gaudiensis, jsou hrou nad kterou védci
badaji jako by to byl laboratorni experiment. Pfipravujou se na hrani s netrpélivosti,
jako by tusili, jaka radost je ve hife mozna, ale zjevné nepociti onu kyZzenou radost,
dokud nedojde k setkani s mladym Frantikem, ktery jim ukdze, ze hra je o néem

vice, nez jen snaha o vyhru. Nez se Frantik objevi, hraji védci ,horlivé, ale s plnou

2 Sympatii mezi Bohem a Mephistophelem komentuje Mircea Eliade. Mephistopheles se snazi
Fausta a zivot, BoZi dilo, brzdit, (je v textu hry popsan jako ,der Vater... alle Hindernisse” Faust v.
6209, “otec véech prekazek", preklad muj,) ale tim paradoxné poméaha. Jeho komplementarni role,
jak cituje Eliade (1965) p.78ff je v Goethovi zfejma. Blh ho posila, a rad:

~Des Menschen Tatigkeit kann allzuleicht erschlaffen, Er liebt sich bald der unbedingto Ruh; Drum
geb' ich gern ihm den Gesellen zu, Der reizt und winkt und muss als Teufel schaffen.”
Mephistopheles je stimulantem lidské aktivity tim, Ze ji brzdi. Nad rémec a moznosti této
diplomové prace by bylo pIné porovnani s dilezitosti davani si nacas, zpomalovani, ¢ili brzdéni, v
Dialogickém Jednani, a jeho Mefistofelovskou roli.

“Je to kontradikce ktera nas cini produktivnimi.” piSe Goethe Eckermannovi 28 brezna 1827.
Citovano Eliade, ibid.
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vaznosti." Podvadéji, nadavaji si, zlobi se. Maly Frantik jim doda potfebny rad,
upoznorfiuje na podvody, pijéuje jim laskavé kuli¢ky kdyZ jim ve hfe dojdou, a je
trpélivy az do bodu, kdy musi nutné vec¢er domd. PomUzZe jim si vzpomenout na
néco z détstvi, coZ je podtrzeno tim, Ze a& se jeden z akademik{ trochu stydi za
svlj pytlik kulidek, vysvétluje koleglim, ze mél v détstvi podobny. Je to ob&tavy
ucitel, ktery svoji trpélivosti docili toho, Ze panim zprostfedkuje hravy pFistup a
radost ze hry. Védci se na konci vecera tési na zitrejsi pokracovani, a ve své
publikaci o ,kulickach veseli* se o Frantikovi zmifuji se zna¢nou pokorou: ,Tuto

knihu pripisujeme v Ucté a v pratelstvi Frantiskovi J., nasemu uditeli a pfiteli."

Libi se mi, Zze na této povidce Ize pozorovat hned nékolik kliCovych Vyskocilovych
zajmu. Uz prostiedi pedagogické, gkolni, a jeho jazyk a typické floskule je néco, k
¢emu se v hravych inverzich Vyskocil ¢asto ve svych povidkovych textech vraci
(vzpomeneme si napfiklad na povidky Sila vile, kde se tematizuje mimo jiné
instituciondlni jazyk a zplsob komunikace, nebo text Zrddce, kde utitelé napadnou
v noci svého studenta u ného v pokoji a snazi se ho v komické inverzi kazdodenniho
svéta podplatit, aby se neudil, protoze je priliS dobrym studentem, karanim jako:
»Svymi védomostmi pokorujete své ucitele jako zvirata." a ,Vy se nechovate lidsky.
NevyrusSujete, nechodite pozdé, neulivate se z vyucovani, nesvindlujete, nic,
docela nic! To jste mladez!?"). Skola a kolstvi se v podobném svétle objevuji taky
v Divadelnich textech, napriklad v trapnych podlézavych rodic¢ich ve Vykocilové a
Havlové Autostopu, kteri oplyvaji prazdnymi frazemi jako: “Pravé jsme o vas
hovorili. Jaky jste vynikajici pedagog." V této moznosti vyprazdrovani a
institucionalizovani slov, terminQ, frazi a celych struktur dialogu, vé&zi také jeden
Vysko¢illv zdjem. Komunikace v téchto kéddech se mize zvrtnout a ocitnout se
mimo opravdovou, primou a védomou komunikaci. Institucionalni terminologie se
mUze stat nastrojem v jednom extrému méné védomého, a v druhém extrému
manipulativhiho komunikovani. Vysko¢ildiv humor na toto poukazuje. Doopravdova,
U¢inna komunikace, opravdové setkani, se v povidce U¢itel a pFitel zdstal vefejnosti
neznam uskutecni az po tom, co dojde ke konfrontaci a zménach komunikacnich
kéddl. NeZ se objevi Frantidek, komunikuji vé&dci jazykem 3Skolometskym,
pedantskym, dokonce v kontextu hry kuli¢ek: , RusSivé faktory, které se tu obycejné
vyskytuji, maji odpoledni vyuéovani. MiZeme tudiz laborovat." Maly Frantik ptinasi
potfebnou zménu ténu a rejstfiku uz ve své prvni replice, ktera borti formalni
atmosféru: ,To hrajete pitomé&". Prvotni zlost ze strany védcl pak postupné

odpadd, kdyZ si kluk ustoji svoje stanovisko duleZitosti férové hry. Princip vitézi,
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védci trochu opousti své nadnesené fraze: ,Tak zitra ve Ctyfi revans, pane, pane -
hochu.” a vyjadfuji se normalnéji. Komunikace se dari. Kédy se nemijeji.
Jednoducha inverze roli tu ale nenastava. Jakkoliv védci spadaji do Usmévnych
stereotypl, nejsou celkem détinsti, a FrantiSek se v ni¢em nechovéa vyloZzené jako
dospély. Je tady vidét “Princip vtipu - zklamané ocekavani, které je nicméné
splnéno, ale jinak, zklamani vyplnénim nebo vyplnéni zklamanim...” jak Vyskocila
popisuje Pato¢ka. Prvni nejzirejméjsi oéekavani, tfeba Ze se postavy védcd budou
chovat az stereotypicky jako védci, a kluk jako dité, neni UpIné splnéno. Chovaji
se jako védci, ale v tomto chovani se skryvaji elementy détinskosti. Do stereotypu
vkladad Vyskocil zarodek opacného stereotypu. FrantiSek se vyjadfuje kratSimi
vétami a méné slovy, pouziva zase détsky slang a hovorovy jazyk, ale jeho
sebé&védomd pritomnost, a i malomluvnost, ¢asto plisobi moudre. ,Neperte se,
jo." staci, aby védci opustili rvacku. Jsou to slova ditéte, a zaroven slova Clovéka,
ktery je v ten okamzik jejich provadécem novou zkusenosti, jejich ucitelem. Pro
hocha by to také mohl byt moment novy, kdovi kolikrat uz ucil hru v kulicky.
Dvojznacnost primé rfeci v textu urcité vynikne vic pfi ¢teni nahlas. Jako s ostatnimi
povidkami, i zde samozrejmé plati ,navod" z poznamek pro ctenare Cist text vécné
a po smyslu.

Ambivalence détskosti a moudrosti malého FrantiSka dosahuje Usmévného vrcholu
hned na zacatku povidky, kdyz Fika mamince o knize De globulis gaudiensis, ze
ma ,takovou pitomost”. Je to pitomost z hlediska neznalého klucika, nebo pitomost
z hlediska Clovéka, ktery si umi hrat, navodit radost, pratelit se, nemusi to védecky
studovat a psat o tom spisy s latinskymi nazvy, a dokaze tuto schopnost predat,
aniz by za to potfeboval ocenéni? MoZnost obou vykladd, které se vzajemné
nevylucuji, text obohacuje. Povidka konci FrantiSkovou anonymitou pro verejnost,
vétou kterd dava jméno celému textu: ,Ucitel a pfitel zdstal vefejnosti nezndm®,
ktera hezky kontrastuje s nadnesenym, honosné formalnim zacatkem: ,Cely
védecky svét vi, ze profesor mikrobiologie a bakteriologie na Iékarské fakulté v P.
doktor Josef S. objevil za spoluprace profesora morfologie doktora Miroslava H. a
profesora fyziologie doktora Oldficha N. zvlastni kuli¢kovitd téliska, kterd plsobi v
Clovéku radost (Cili gaudium).” Vyskodil tu hravé pracuje s formalnim jazykem
evokujicim staré védecké traktaty, coz ma v sobé péknou symetrii: text je v jedné
roviné hravy zabavny text o suchém Skolometském textu o hravé, zabavné aktivité
prozité suchymi &kolometskymi profesory. Tato oscilace, toto prolindni rejstiikd
obohacuje samozrejmé performativni, text-appealovda, moznost cteni textu, ke

které Vyskocil nabada.
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Jiz struény fakt tématu akademického textu o hre a radosti hry nabizi diskuzi
pravych akademickych textl na toto téma. Nejvic se nabizi porovnani s textem z
roku 1957 Odza sStésti*® fenomenologa Eugena Finka, zaka a asistenta Edmunda
Husserla, uditele Jana Patocky.. Jak Vyskocilova povidka, tak Vyskocilovo
Dialogické Jednani s vnitinim partnerem, tak Fink, se zabyvaji bezucelnosti hry, a
Vyskocilova povidka jako by vychazela z uvédoméni Finka v Uvodu jeho pojednani
o formé své prace:

~Duchapliny esej, jenz si do jisté miry pohrava s posluchacem nebo ¢tenarem, jenz
umi vylakat kouzelny skryty smysl slov a véci v pfekvapivych slovnich hrach, zda
se byt pfimérenym stylovym Zivlem pro traktat o hfe. Nebot mluvit o hfe vazné, a
dokonce jesté s ponurou vaznosti slovickard a pojmovych hnidopichd, se rovna
nakonec zjevnému protimluvu a zlomysinému kazeni hry." 3!

Této vyzvé VyskoCil jako by obstojné celil tim, Zze mezi radky pojednava ve své
povidce o hre se svoji vlastni hravosti, ze se textem stava, slovy Patocky: ,sam
zplUsob a metoda, jak za touto pravdou jde, jak se k ni probiji."32

Primé porovnavani hry a hravosti ditéte a dospélych je také téma jak ve Vykodcilovi,
tak u Finka. Profesori, dbajice na vnéjsi atributy své profesni a socidlni urovng, si
vlastné v tomto ohledu také hraji, ackoliv o tom mozna ani nevédi. Ke stejnému
tématu Fink:

,Kolik skryté, pretvarené a tajemné hry je také jesté v tak zvanych ,vaznych"
zalezitostech svéta dospélych, v jejich poctach, hodnostech, ve spoleCenskych
konvencich - kolik ,scény" v setkani pohlavi! Nakonec to vibec ani neni pravda,
Ze si prevazné hraje jenom dité. Pravdépodobné si pravé tolik hraje i dospély,

jenom jinak, jenom tajemnéji, maskovanéji."*3

A v tomto ohledu je kluk, dité Frantisek nejvic jiny, nez jeho zaci. On masky nenosi,
mluvi s profesory stejné jako s kamarady nebo maminkou, a jeho komentare ke
hfe kuli¢ek, zvlast jeho zprvu ostra kritika jejich hry, jde pfimo k véci, mimo
socialni konvence a mores, do jisté miry Uspésné. AC profesofi neopoustéji své
identity, ke konci povidky se jména a tudiz vnimané identity ukazujou jako méné

jista a rigidni zalezitost. Fyziolog pronasi na prvni pohled banalni litovani toho, Ze

% Fink (1992), prvni vydani Oase des Gliicks. Gedanken zu einer Ontologie des Spiels. Alber,
Freiburg / Miinchen 1957. Cesky pak E. Fink, Odza Stésti. Praha: Mlada fronta 1992, anglicky
2012, Fink, Eugen Oasis of Happiness: Thoughts toward an Ontology of Play (in Purlieu, A
Philosophical Journal, Vol. 1 Issue 4, (Spring 2012) pp.20-42 Purlieu, Denton, Texas. Prelozili I.
A. Moore & C. Turner

81 Fink (1992), str.6

% In Vyskodil (2016), str.14

% Fink (1992), loc. Cit.
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se chlapci nepredstavili. Ale v replice ,On je Franta, a co my?” je vic nez otazka
rétorickd. A¢ se klukovi nepredstavili jmény, predstavili se, nebo presnéji feceno
predvadéli se, maskami. Jejich role vaZenych v&dcd se bortily ve vystielcich
détinskosti. Treba je to i v tomto nahledu do moznosti relativizace téchto masek
(vedle hledani, znovuobjevovani, radosti z hry samotné), kde v chlapci akademici

vidi svého velkého uditele a pritele.

Il.iv ,,Habriny, aneb vitézstvi drZzadla*

Povidka ,Habriny, aneb vitézstvi drzadla“ je povidka, ktera zaujme uz svym
jménem. NesmysIné zné&jici vitézstvi nezivotného predmétu, drzadla, a jméno
vesnice. Habriny, jak se dozvime, je také jméno vesnického nadrazi¢ka, na kterém
se déj odehrava.3* Dozvidame se, Ze se 0 jménu vedly spory. Kdysi se (podle blizké
vesnice) jmenovalo Konecna, ackoliv to konecna zastavka trati nebyla. Nervézni
protagonista, totozny s postavou vypravéce, misici v narativu post factum v Ich
formé obcasné nahledy do véci, popisy a subjektivni svédectvi o tom, Ze je to
Clovék, ktery ,zivotné potreboval, aby véci mély smysl, se ocitd v existencidlni
krizi na zapadlém nadrazicku, kdyz je konfrontovan s drzadlem, kterému nerozumi.
Je to velkd konfrontace, protoze ackoliv mu drzadlo pfipomina obycejny typ
drzadla z tramvaje, jeho smysl tady na nadrazi nechape, jeho smysl nejde uchopit.
Toto by se dalo popsat jakozto centralni metafora textu. Drzeni se, opora, uchopeni,
chapani. Toho uchopeni/chapani tu vidim jako obraz prvotni lidské touhy po, a
cesté k, stabilité, ktera se Casto nedostavuje. Povidku si v textu Svét Ivana
Vyskocila 3> vybral ke komentari Jan Patocka: ,Nedostatek smyslu je vychodisko
lidského svéta." A je to vychodisko, jak ukazuje povidka, se kterym je nutné se

smirit, kdyz uz si toto vychodisko ¢lovék uvédomil.

Pred setkanim s drzadlem (a s jeho absenci smyslu) protagonista napriklad zadné
problémy se stabilitou nema, ty se dostavuji az po interakci s timto jinak pokojnym,
nehybnym, mrtvym predmétem: ,Cloumal jsem drZadlem, aZ jsem se znavil a
musel jsem se ho pridrzet, abych neupadl." V nejvzesenéjsim interpretovani tohoto
momentu bychom zde mohli vidét metaforu vztahu lidské touhy po smyslu reality
jako takové: boj s prvotni nesmysinou realitou clovék nevyhraje: ale realita

zaroven Clovéka podrzi, kdyz ji bereme tak, jak doopravdy je. Kdyz protagonista

34 Asociace slova Habfiny, prirodni dZungle rychle rostoucich stromu, také jako by podtrhavala
chaoti¢nost, kterou protagonista ve svété vidi, které se boji.
% vyskodil (2016)
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proti drzadlu bojuje, nevyhraje. Kdyz se ale v jednom momentu nesnazi o
interpretaci, ale jen se ho drzi (k ¢emuz bylo na prvni pohled zfejmé minéno) tak
drzadlo pom{ze, a tim nabyva smyslu. Pravda a rovnovaha se nabyva pfi navratu
k véci samotné, tak jaka je, ale to se nasemu protagonistovi v méritku celé povidky
nedafi.3® Jak titul a konec povidky vypovidaji, vitézi drzadlo. Co to znamena? Vitézi
nezivy predmét, a uz tento koncept je nelogicky a ukazuje, jak postava premysili.
Prohrava tedy protagonista? Po prvnim stfetnuti dochazi v povidce k vétSimu boji,
ve kterém se protagonista odmita pustit své touhy po smyslu. Jeho popis strzeného
drzadla je ukazkou promitani vlastnosti, ukazkou, jak nepristupovat k vécem 'tak,
jak jsou':

»bylo uz zcela nehybné a chladné. Prislo mi ho lito, jak tam zni¢ené lezelo [...]:

m”nmn

“Odpust, drzadlo, musel jsem, nemélo's smyslu.

Nase hlavni postava se ve svém urputném boji o smysl dostava do krvavé
konfrontace, ztraci védomi, a drzadlo utrhne. Jakysi smysl nachazi hlavni postava
zpétnou interpretaci: ,aby mél opodstatné&ni muj hrdinsky zdpas v ¢ekarng, zacal
jsem sbirat drzadla." Vitézi drzadlo - snad v tom smyslu, Ze se jeho ptvodni smysl
neodhaluje. Prohrava protgonista, protoze véri Zze je néjaky konflikt, ktery lze
vyhrat nebo prohrat. Drzadlo neni jen drzadlo, v mysli postavy se stava naopak
magnetickym centrem, Cernou dirou, kolem které se stavi velka struktura touhy
po smyslu: ,Zatim 2943 drzadla znepotrebnéla, aby jedno jediné dostalo smysil.

Drzadlo z Habrin zvitézilo nade vsemi."

Ale nevitézi jistym zplsobem i protagonista tim, e nasel n&jakou formou &tésti?

% Tento pristup k vécem a fenonénim tak, jak se nam jevi, je zaklad klasické fenomenologie
Husserla, kterého maxima "zu den Sachen selbst", Cili k vécem samotnym, je destilaci
fenomenologickych procesl co nejpiesnéjéiho popisovéni, zavorkovani, (epoché) redukce,
uréovani hlavnich témat bez predsudkd. Husserlova metodologie a jeho transcendentaini
fenomenologie silné ovlivnila jeho zaky, mezi které patfil i citovany Jan Patocka, ucitel a pritel
Vyskocila, verejnosti znam. Basnik Seamus Heaney (1990) str. 98 piSe o popisu jakozto o
~revelaci.“: ‘Description is revelation!”. Peter Willis (2001) toto komentuje jako vystizny popis
s tim, Ze pfi ,pouhém" popisu vlastn& mdze dojit k odhaleni, (Lat. Revelatio) roudek které méni,
zabarvuji, nase vnimani: , veils which obscure or disguise the realities of the world". Nas
protagonista selhava v této fenomenologické vyzvé snazit se nahlizet na svét blize k tomu, jak
doopravdy je. Podobna technika pozorovani toho, co se nasemu veédomi a pozornosti jevi, se
pouziva pri Buddhistickych meditacnich cvienich (Sdmatha a Vipassana). DelSi pojednani je
mimo rozsah a moznosti této diplomové prace, ale porovnani se tu nabizi z dGvodu, Ze
frustrovany existencialni boj o hlubsi smysl, touhu po smyslu a dusevni utrpeni (dukkha) s
touhou spojené, které zde Vyskocil popisuje, je presné to, co Buddhismus chce svymi
meditacnimi technikami z lidského Zivota odstranit. Dal&i zajimavou paralelou je dulezité
svédectvi Eugena Finka, (Hanna, 1995) (Cairns 1976), ktery byl ndzoru ,that the various phases
of Buddhistic self-discipline were essentially phases of phenomenological reduction." a svédectvi
samotného Husserla, ktery (Hanna, 1995) prisuzoval fenomenologickému vidéni vyhodu v tom,
jak ovliviiuje seberozvoj. Vhledy z transcendentalni fenomenologické metody podle Husserla
prinaseji ,kompletni osobni transformaci® (Husserl, 1936/1970, str. 137) (preklad m{j). Timto
smérem se nas protagonista nevydava.
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Ano, ale i ne. Nasel si sice n&jaky projekt, kterému se mdZe vénovat. Na druhou
stranu je v tom zcela sam. Jedina interakce protagonisty s jinym ¢lovékem je jedna
frustrovana konverzace s prednostou nadrazi, kde se oba lidé zjevné v dialogu
mijeji, kde se nas protagonista pta vic, nez je instituci pohodIné. Ani prednosta
zjevné nevi, ale misto aby spolu v klidu patrali po smyslu, hrozi zapas. Nedochazi
zde k setkani. Zde znovu vidime Vyskocilovsky princip ,zklamané[ho] ocekavani,
které je nicméné splnéno, ale jinak, zklamani vyplnénim nebo vyplnéni
zklamanim." Nas protagonista vyhrava svoji ,bitku" s drzadlem, které nakonec
utrhne, ale zaroven prohrava. Drzadlo vyhrava, ale zarovén je konflikt ilusorni. V
mozné vyhre naseho protagonisty je ukryta hluboka prohra: jedinad prociténa,
upfimna komunikace v povidce je pravé vyse zminéna replika adresovana
nezivému drzadlu. Proto protagonista prohrava. Jeho projekt je osamélym Unikem
pred existencialni krizi. Podle Patocky je hlavni predmét Vyskocilova zajmu a jeho
vyzkumi ,nutnd, nelchylna tragika bytosti putujicich za smyslem”7 a tohoto jsou

Habriny, aneb vitézstvi drzadla, dobrym prikladem.

Protagonistova tendence hledani smyslu za kazdou cenu, i ironicky za cenu
nelogickych, nepravd&podobnych zavérd, se charakterizuje ukvapenym jednanim.
NeuUspéch jeho interpretacniho procesu, metody, se projevuje, kdyz se hned ze

zacatku pousti do teorii negativnich:

,Tfeba to drZadlo neni vibec drZadlo - napadlo mé. Treba je tomu pravé naopak.

Je to pustadlo. Tak. Cukne se jim a spadne nadrazi¢ko."

Strach z padu nadrazicka jako by zastupoval strach z rozborceni civilizacnich
pokusi o strukturalizaci, interpretaci a osmysleni svéta. Ve zdrobnéliné je
nadrazicko sice civilizaCni prvek, ale maly, zranitelny, tfeba i jednim trhnutim
smysleného konceptu pustadia zniéitelny. V hravém slové pustadlo je obsazena
cela tragikomika lidského uvazovani, protoze situace neni Zert, hravému novotvaru
dava protagonista zrod v momentu tisné a nejistoty. Takovéto pojmenovavani je
svym zplsobem vzdy a priori nelplna interpretace, coz Vyskodil také ilustruje
popletenou historii pojmenovavani, tedy interpretace, samotného nadrazicka, kde
sice sprava drah ,trva na Habrinach, protoze je to jméno pro nadrazicko mravné",
ale kde efektem tohoto pojmenovani je stav, kde nékteri mistni lidé nadrazicko
bojkotuji a chodi na jind nadrazi, a¢ jsou vzdalenéjsi, protoze chtéli jiné jméno.

Povidka konci iluzornim vitéztvim drzadla, vitézstvim nezivého predmétu, ktery ani

¥ Ibid.
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nikdy vitézit nechtél. Vitézi tedy vlastné, v Casové roviné, ne drzadlo, ale jen
nenaplnitelna lidska touha po stabilité, chapani, uchopeni. Vitézi sbératelstvi, které
je konicek sam sebe pozirajici a zivici v tom smyslu, Ze v jadru sbératelského lovu
uz o ,ulovené" nejde. Je to konicek, aktivita dopredu hledici, nekonec¢na: , ve sbirce
ma nejvétsi cenu ne to, co v ni je, ale to, co v ni jesté neni. Kolik je vlastné na

svété drzadel. Kolik?"

Protagonista doved| svlj boj o chdpdni do extrému, jak ve fabuli, tak metaforicky,
do temné noci 3%, do boje sama se sebou. Kdezto takovy boj proti neviditelnému
nepfiteli Ize vyhrat jediné uvédomeénim, Ze silou vyhrat nelze, nas protagonista boj
nevzdava: pole jeho boje je neustdle oteviené. Nedochazi, receno s Piagetem, k
nabizené accomodation nové zkusenosti, pouze k nelspésnému pokusu o
assimilation.?® Nedo$lo k nabizenému rdstu, revizi paradigmatd, restrukturalizaci.

Protagonista neni v kondici v zivoté a s zivotem improvizovat.

Povidka je tragikomicka, ale nadéje je vzdy, do posledniho okamziku. Vzdyt jak se
dozvidéame v povidce samotné, zastavka ktera se zda byti konec¢nou, nemusi nutné

byt konecna.

Il. v ,,Vyznani jizdenkovitosti*

Jako jiz zmifnovany zanr setkani lidi v bezprostredni blizkosti v automobilech pfi
autostopu, i zde se setkdvame s uzavrenym prostorem dopravniho prostredku. Je
to tramvaj, kde se setkani otevira vicero osobam, které dohromady vytvareji
uskupeni. Vytvareji uskupeni, celek, a objevuje se spolecna skupinova identita uz
tim, ze (doslova i prenesené) ,jsou v tom spolu”. ° Na této povidce mi pfrijde
nejzajimaveéjsi Vyskocilovo pozorovani obycejného Zivota a lidské komunikace,

vytvareni skupinové identity kolem nahodné kazdodenni situace. Situace

3Temna noc, noche oscura, je termin Sv. Jana od Kfize (narozen 1542), karmelitanského mystika,
ktery na tento namét napsal mystickou basen o cesté jednotlivce k Bohu (1578-1579). Samotna
frdze Temna noc, ¢i Temna noc duse, se posléze stala nazvem pro psychologicky jev
transformacni krize, napriklad také jako nutné stéddium cesty Buddhismu. Viz napfiklad Ingram
2018, kapitola 5.: Dissolution, Entrance to the Dark Night, o transformacni krizi v Buddhismu.

%e.g. Piaget 1999, str. 351 “assimilation is essentially the utilization of the external environment by
the subject to nourish his hereditary or acquired schemata...assimilation is conservative and
tends to subordinate the environment to the organism as it is, whereas accommodation is the
source of changes and bends the organism to the successive constraints of the environment.”

40 Hana Junova v prednasce na DAMU z roku 2007 (tfistrankovy text nepublikovany, ze
soukromého archivu) mluvi mimo jiné o takzvaném context analysis: dlleZitosti kontextu lidské
komunikace pro jeji zkoumani, o praci v Palo Alto skupiny Bateson, Birdwhistell, Brosin, Fromm-
Reichmann et al. : "Kazdy, i nejjednodussi element lidské komunikace je plné srozumitelny az
tehdy, je-li spréavné zafazen do vsech souvislosti." str.2.
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uzavieného prostoru a lidi v ném vede nevyhnutelné ke komunikaci, i kdyby se nic
nereklo. Jak pripomind Hana Junova: "Kdykoli se sejdou dva nebo vice lidi,
neexistuje nekomunikace. Tedy i kdyz lidé mici, nebo se nehybaji, presto spolu
komunikuji. Navic i tato komunikace je zachytitelna a sledovatelna. Birdwhistell
tvrdi, Ze neni spravné fikat, Ze A komunikuje s B, ale Ze presnéjsi je Fici, ze A a B

spolu komunikuji.," 4!

V povidce Vyznani jizdenkovitosti mame hru s témito situacemi, respektive se
situaci, ktera se zda jinou, nez se na prvni pohled jevi. Situace se nam popisuje

hned v prvni vété povidky:

,Do vle¢naku dvacitky pristoupila pani s ditétem, pan se skladaci posteli, dvé pani
s namahou, sleCna s usmévem, maly chlapec s balikem pod pazi a pan se Zlutou
aktovkou. Hned druhd vysvétluje, o ¢em povidka bude, o jaké napéti se jedna:
Lprisel privod&i®.

Nastdva zajimava neverbalni komunikace pasazérl, ktefi zaplatili za cestu a jsou
si védomi toho, Ze chlapec s balikem naopak nezaplatil a schovava se za skladaci
posteli, ackoli privodé¢i si toho nevsiml. Kdyz pristoupi novi cestujici, komunikuje
s nimi uz jednotny celek, jednotna identita cestujicich, jako by jednim (ac

neverbalnim) hlasem:

,Pani s ditétem, dvé pani, sleCna s usmévem, pan se skladaci posteli, pan se Zlutou
aktovkou vyslali k nové pristupujicim pohledy, které rikaly ,Pozor, nasleduje
sdéleni!"Kdyz dostali spojeni, vedli pohledy nové pristoupivsich za skladaci postel,

kde byl ve skrytu k dispozici chlapec..."

Vyskocil tu slovem ,spojeni® pojmenovava neverbalni komunikaci zpétné vazby
pohledem. Popisuje komunikaci pasazérQ jako jednotnou, byt je nerediné, Ze by
se toto doopravdy takto odehravalo. Nicméné situaci poznavame. V komunikaci
entity A a entity B skutecné vyvstava néco vic. V povidce Vyznani jizdenkovitosti
se UmyslIné pouziva narazka na nabozenstvi a spole¢nou nabozenskou identitu. Jak
v samotném titulu, tak v silné posledni vété se ztotozrnuje zakoupeni jizdenky Cili

I\\

,hrani hry podle pravidel*, s vyznanim. Maly chlapec si hraje jinou hru, nehraje
podle obecné prijatych pravidel, je proto ,kacif", ktery neni soucasti kolektivni
identity a kolektivniho komunikacniho kanalu. To , Ze je takto outsider, z ného déla
perfektniho kandidata na obétniho beranka pro spole¢nou véc, a idedlni predmét

proti kterému se ostatni vymezuji. Jak znamo, spolecny nepritel tmeli kolektiv.

“1bid. str. 3
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Chlapec se ale obéti vyhne, ¢imz se stmeleni kolektivu pokazi. Spolecna
komunikace a spolecné vnimani situace kolektivu v tramvaji se ukazou ve své
nedokonalosti, kdyz se tramvaj dozvi, ze kluk jiz néjakou dobu schovany za posteli
neni, ze tedy z tramvaje nepozorované vystoupil. Kacif, slovy Vyskocila, ,nebyl
odhalen", coZz ubird na vyznamu této ,sekty”, a jejiho vyznani jizdenkovitosti.
Skupinova identita se tak nepotvrzuje, a rozpada se: ,Bylo po vsem. Tramvaj jela

dal. Cestujici se na sebe bali pohlédnout.™

Vtip celé situace je také v tom, ze seskupeni téchto lidi tohoto vyznani bylo od
zacCatku ,osudem" predurceno ke kratkému trvani, jako kazdé seskupeni. Hledat v
textu Sirsi metaforu je asi uz za ramcem autorova umyslu, ale obraz lidského Zivota
jako jizda tramvaji, ve které jsme vSichni spolu, kde cestujeme tu s jednou, tu s
druhou nadhodné prihranou skupinou lidi, , se extrapolaci tohoto mikrokosmu lidské
skupinové interakce nabizi sdm. Kazdy jednou nastoupi a pak zase vystoupi, nékdo
neocekavané, proti pravidllim, a smér jizdy je pro kazdého stejny,tramvaj jede na

konecnou.

Bfemena a zavazadla kterd zde Vyskodil dava svym postavam také stoji za
povsSimnuti: ... pani s ditétem, pan se skladaci posteli, dvé pani s namahou, slecna
s usmévem, maly chlapec s balikem pod pazi a pan se Zlutou aktovkou.“ VSichni
néco maji. Ze slovni hricky sleCny s Usmévem se ale stava vic - Vyskocil na slecnu
a na jeji usmév nékolikrat upozorfiuje. Usmév, jaksi permanentné nainstalovany
na obliceji sle¢ny, se zjevné stal rigidni maskou, soucasti jeji vnimané sebeidentity,
a tudiZ i toho, jak ji vidi ostatni cestujici. Dlvod Vyskocil naznaduje, kdyz se k

slecné vracime: ,Slecna s usmévem délala usmév. Nic jiného ji nezbyvalo."

Usmév je jeji atribut, vypradzdnény a v posunu od ptvodniho kontextu a intence
nic nerikajici. Absurditu takového automatismu dovadi Vyskocil do konce, kdyz
slecné, po zmizeni chlapce, uz do usmévu neni, ale je stale, diky atributu, ,sle¢na
s Uusmévem": ,Revizor chtél vystoupit. Zabranila mu v tom slecna s usmévem,

ktera plakala.™

Je zajimavé, v jak jiném svété se nachdzeji revizor a privodé¢i. Situace s chlapcem
si nejsou védomi ani do ni nejsou osobné zaangazovani, jsou v jiné roviné
komunikace, komunikuji s cestujicimi jen ze své pracovni pozice, nesdileji jejich
kolektivni identitu. Revizor bere jizdenky do rukou s védomim svého poslani:
#Prijimal vyznani klidné, s Ihostejnosti veleknéze.". Blahosklonné se chova i
k privodé&imu: , Mate veselé cestujici," pravil k privod&imu. Ten pfisvédé&il.", coz

vypovida o sdileném nepochopeni jejich situace. Jejich vyclenénost se také
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podtrhava tim, ze pasazéri citili bariéru mezi sebou a revizorem, kterému se
nemUze prestupek prozradit. Je tu politicky podtext v tramvaji jako obrazu, modelu
spoleCnosti, modelu totalitni Ceskoslovenské spolecnosti? “Quis custodiet ipsos
custodes?”42 ("Kdo bude hlidat samotné hlidace?") pta se Juvenalis (s Platonem
43), treba se to nékde mezi radky pta i Vyskocil.

Zachrana ddstojnosti pasazérl s historkou o zakutdleném melounu, kterd
nasleduje, roste také uvédoménim, Ze zajem cestujicich o chyceni cerného
pasazéra je trochu trapny. Revizor se usmiva, a tim se kouzlo rozbiji. Sekta
vyznavaél ,jizdenkovistosti* se rozpadd, protoZe byl jejich impulz doveden do
extrému v konfrontaci s neoCekdvanymi okolnostmi uUniku ,kacife" - chlapec jim
svoji dvoji transgresi pomohl k moznosti uvédomit si néco. Na konci tramvaj jede
dal, a “"cestujici se na sebe bali pohlédnout.” Neni jisté, jestli se stydi, protoze si
uveédomili své nizké pohnutky, nebo jsou jen zklamani neuspéchem pri lapeni
chlapce. Spis je to druha varianta kterou naznacuje posledni, komicky nadnesena

v W

véta povidky: ,Vyznani jizdenkovitosti se nezdarilo, nebot nebyl odhalen kacir.

Il. vi ,,Monolog muze nad cizi lebkou*

A\Y

Bathetickou44 ,Hamletovskou “ asociaci v titulu této povidky podtrhava také
svédectvi z knihy Zacalo to Redutou, kde v “pracovnim planu iii. Text-appealu z
Reduty" %> z jara 1958 je tato povidka vepsana po pisnicce Jifiho Suchého Hamlet,
a pred pisni¢kou Maly hloucek kadernikd. V prvni z téchto pisni¢ek se vzpomina na
Hamletovo slavné, emotivni, existencidlni rozjimani o zivoté a smrti ve spojeni s
lebkou svého kdysi oblibeného Yorricka: "...a proc lebku v ruce mate, byt &i nebyt!
Vratte tu lebku do hrobu, je plnd mikrobd...”. Povidka kterd v plvodnim text-
appealovém performacnim kontextu nasledovala, Cili Monolog muZze nad cizi lebkou,
se ironicky vymezuje proti dramatickym monologdim formou monologu, ktery ale
svoji dynamikou, a jisté s Vyskocilovym prednesem, ma potencidl dialogicky.

Vyskocil hned ze zacatku text uvadi v perséné vypravéce, v niz predstavuje

“Juvenalis, Satiry, VI:347-348

4 Viz. Glaukon v Platonové Republice, a jeho vyrok: "yeAoiov ydp, i 6’ 6¢, TOV ye QUAGKa QUAAGKOG
deioBal.” Plat. Rep. 3.403e ("bylo by absurdni, Fekl on, kdyby byla pro stréaZce potieba
strézce." Preklad maj)

#“Bathos, c.f. Alexander Pope “Peri Bathous, Or the Art of Sinking in Poetry”, literarni technika
neboli trop, ve které se vyuzije kombinace velmi ,vysokého" s velmi “nizkym", k docileni jistého
(Casto komického) antiklimaxu, mi pripada jako presny popis Vyskocilova odkazu k
Shakespearovi, nebo pfesnéji k inscenacni tradici a vefejného vnimani této tradice, z
poslednich dvou staleti. Vyskocil vyvolava predstavu pathetické interpretace Hamleta a jeho
monologu, aby ji pak znicil.

Byyskodil 1964 str. 17
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protagonistu, mluvciho, ktery neni literarni pfedstavou, ale holicem a kadefnikem,
ktery je pry mnohem pravdépodobnéjSim kandidatem na ,monology nad cizimi
lebkami®. Tim se obraz prenasi z nadnesenych, patetickych literarnich asociaci k
Vyskocilové milované, dokonale vypozorované kazdodennosti. (Patocka mluvi o
»,magnetofonovém zaznamu"“*® ve spojeni s vSednim realismem ve VyskocCilové
povidce Florenc 17.35) . Komentuje zde teatralitu vyre¢nych, obcas nudnych, a
obdas zakaznika bavicich holi¢Q, kterou vsichni zndme. Z kadernického kresla se
touto analogii s divadlem stava divadlo pro jednoho divaka, ktery ani nemusi nic
fict, protoze si holi¢ vystaci sam. Toto predstaveni je vlastné takovy NeHamlet: je
to nedramatické, epické predstaveni, které svym vymezovdnim se VvQ&i
dramatickym konvencim predznamenava pozdéjsi NeDivadlo.

Zminéna dialogi¢nost ve formé monologu skoro dava do Ust kadefnika nevyréené
odpovédi zadkaznika v kresle jako jakési echo, takze situaci a dialogu jakozto
¢tendfi nebo divaci Uplné rozumime: ,Kotletky? Ne, kotletky pry¢. [...] Brilantinku?
Olejicek? Ne. Namocit? Taky ne. [..] Hotovo, pane doktore. Pitralon? Ano,
pitralonecek..."

PFitom ale text samotny neni ve svém stylu nepravd&podobny. Echa nazord a replik
dobarvuji postavu Uctyplné posluhujici svému zakaznikovi , jehoz preference se
stavaji pravdou. Nemusime predstaveni vidét, abychom si dokazali predstavit jak
pri slové , pitralonecek™ kadernik pitralon, toto ,synonymum hygieny“4’ své doby,
Stedre aplikuje. Typicky si tu VyskocCil hraje s prospikovavanim textu slovnimi
hrickami a vtipky. NeboZztika FrantiSka, o kterém se vypravi vice a vice nepfijemna

|\\
.

a zneklidiiujici historka, pojmenovava Vyskocil prijmenim ,Bejval.* Nomen: omen
pozorujeme také s manzelkou, ktera utekla do omindzniho Protivina, a které, uz
jako manzelce neboztika, které drive délavali ¢erné prelivy. udélali na pohreb
manzela preliv ,nejcernéjsi".

Vtip z Ust postavy dost mozna byvalého zivnostnika kadernika lehce narazi na
zmény socialnich pomé&rd po vitézném Gnoru: ,...ta bfitva, ta holi sama. Solingen.
Takovou byste dneska tézko shanél." To je také v souladu s Vyskocilovym kritickym
postojem ke komunistickému rezimu, ktery se objevuje v naznacich a narazkach

v celém jeho dile.*8

46\yskodil 2016, str. 14

47ple také s méné pocestnou konotaci levné nahrazky alkoholickych napojl:, jak doklada Martin

Krsek ve své radioreportazi o pitralonu nahttps://sever.rozhlas.cz/pitralon-6916369 ,Pravé vysoky

obsah alkoholu ved! i k uZivani zcela jiného druhu, neZ byl pGvodni zamér - Udajné se pitralon

ochucoval ovocnym vitacitem (mimochodem - taky jedna vyhlédsena znacka své doby) a staval se

tak improvizovanym a dostupnym drinkem zejména pro vojaky zakladni sluzby.”

“8\/iz napriklad hru HAPRDANS, a dlraz v ni na slovo norméini v kontextu obdobi normalizace v
Ceskoslovensku.
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Védomi plvodniho performaéniho kontextu Ivana Vyskocila v Reduté mdze nasi
interpretaci obohatit - kdo by to mohl byt, ten zakaznik sedici v kfesle, nuceny
poslouchat feci nad svoji lebkou, doktor filosofie? V rozmluvach mi to Ivan Vyskocil
nepotvrdil, , tak jde jen o moji spekulaci, ale tfreba nam trosicku plesatici postava
cerstvého absolventa filosofické fakulty Vykocila v temném salu na jevisti Reduty
v roce 1958 dava odpovéd. Treba se tim minimalisticky evokuje i kazdému znama
situace v kadernictvi: tuhy krk a pred nami zrcadlo a v ném jeden oblic¢ej, nas.
Treba hraje Vysko il vlastné zaroven nas, a zaroven nékde vzadu, ,mimo zabér",

nekonecny monolog kadernika nad cizi, tedy nasi vlastni, lebkou.

I. vii HAPRDANS - preklad textu divadelni hry?

Do prekladu textu hry Vyskocilova Nedivadla, HAPRDANS, jsem se pustil na radu
Evu Slavikové. Je to nejen delsi, souvislejsi text na jedno téma, ale je to zaroven
jeden z textd ktery se z Vyskocilovy prace nejvice priblizuje tradi¢nimu jevu
divadelniho textu 4° Zatimco ve vét&iné pFipadd Vyskodil upfednostiiuje
improvizovanou hru kolem ,kostry” predstaveni® je HAPRDANS vice méné
normalni divadelni inscenace drzici se textu, jehoz ,definitivnost
napsaného" usnadnuje praci prekladatele v tom ohledu, ze nemusi hledat pfilis
mimo text samotny. Je znadmo, e VyskoCil vétsinu svych textd mnohokrat
prepisoval a ménil jak pro potfeby samotnych predstaveni, ve kterych byly zmény
mozné, tak pro publika&ni uéely. Také je dilezity kontext cenzury komunistického
rezimu v Ceskoslovensku, coz Vyskocil nékdy v rozhovorech uvadi jako prvni
instanci, kdy po ném byly koncem padesatych let vyzadovany vykrystalizované
texty v ustalené podobé. Predem, pred predstavenim. ,Nemoznost" po napsani,
po vydani, néjaky text predélat je pro Vyskocila zdrojem frustrace, protoze jeho
preferovana jednotka neni text, ani inscenace, ale jednotlivé bezprostredni setkani
s obecenstvem v kontextu komornéjsiho ,kabaretniho" predstaveni typické pro

malé formy>!l. V tomto ohledu se vlastné ustdleny text, nebo potfeba se tohoto

“Viz Handil, 2008: "Pfes avizovanou podobu semindrniho cvié¢eni mél prévé Haprdéns v repertodru
Nedivadla nejblize divadlu jako inscenaci, a to k divadlu brechtovskému, hravé didaktickému,
politickému."

0 protoZe radéji vypravim, nez pisu, protoZe mé vzrusuje pomijivost vypravéni a suzuje mé
definitivnost napsaného, protoZe vypravéni mé otevira a v pfimém kontaktu s posluchaci a z
ného mé napadaji nové a prekvapivé véci, protoZe tomu tak je, pfedstavuju si takova nase
predstaveni. Bud’'vypravéna predstaveni, nebo predstaveni, ktera se skladaji z vypravéni." pise
Vyskocil v vodu knihy Kosti, kde popisuje, jak se donucuje k psani knizni formy hranych, zivych
predstaveni.

51 Cf. Vyskodil 1978: , prévé malé jevistni formy jsou oblasti, kde se nejvyraznéji uplatriuje a
rozvijiosobni pfistup, kontakt, autorstvi (...)o co vlastné jde tém malym jevistnim formam. O co
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textu v prib&hu velera néjak drzet, po chvili stdva bariérou, pfekazkou k onomu
kyzenému autorstvi, protoze situace nikdy neni dvakrat stejnd, a protoze se i autor
jakozto autor neustdle vyviji. Vyskocil tedy preferuje ryzi, bezprostfedni autorské
setkani pred vérnou interpretaci sebe sama, coz by ,provozni* odehrani vlastni
inscenace bylo. Kdyz ale bereme na védomi caveat této performativni skutecnosti,
kdyz rozumime jaké proménné se mohly od predstaveni Nedivadla ocekavat, z
textu Haprdans®? je skvély zdroj pro proniknuti do Vyskocilova procesu, estetiky,
(ne)programu a témat.

Je to velké Stdsti, e ma dnedni zdjemce moZnost zhlédnout dva rdzné
videozdznamy z roku 1988, televizni, >3 a pak dalsi, videotechnicky o néco méné
kvalitni z predstaveni v Klubu Krenova v Brné.>* Zaznamenanim podobnosti a
rozdild mezi t&mito zaznamy také napomahd pochopeni podstaty zmin&né
variability.

Existence zdznamu také dava dal$i moznou dimenzi prekladu textu HAPRDANS, a
to moznost nasledné tvorby titulkl. V rdmci SGS grantu ,0d HAPRDANSe k
HAMPRODU" v tomto roce se pracuje jak na mém anglickém prekladu Vyskocilovy
hry HAPRDANS, tak na vytvoreni anglickojazyénych titulkl k videozdznamu
predstaveni. V&fim, ze (ze zaéatku zvlast pro potreby anglickojazy¢né vyuky na
KATaP) tyto titulky budou velkym prinosem pro zajemce neznalého cCestiny o
tvorbu a osobnost Ivana Vyskocila.

Samotné téma hry, ktera se od samého zacatku na prvni strance, uz v titulu
prezentuje jakozto ,seminarni cviceni se hrou pana Williama Shakespeara” se
zajimavé nabizi k anglickému prekladu. O podrobnostech pojedname nize, ale
zatimco se obcas prekladatel Vyskocila do anglictiny v textech setkava s misty, kde
je potfeba preneseni té&Zko prenosnych kulturnich prvkd, coz potencidlné zvysuje
pravdépodobnost, ze bude anglofonnim ¢tenarem néco nepochopeno, v pripadé
kde je tématem hra anglického dramatika se toto riziko zmensuje.

Znamé, uz skoro univerzalni téma také znamena, Ze vlastné jakykoliv Ctenar Ci

divak, neznaly ¢eské kultury nebo Ivana Vyskocila, se hned od zacatku bude mit

Jjim vlastné jde, kdyZ ne ani o to ,délat uméni" ani o to ,délat humor"?
Myslim si, Ze v podstaté jim jde o setkani. Ano, Ze jde v podstaté o to, aby se lidé spolu setkali /.../
Aby si porozuméli, aby citili, Ze si jsou blizci, Ze jsou pospolu. Nejen mistem a ¢asem, ale i
predstavovanim si, vnimanim, chapanim, rec¢i, smichem, gestem, dechem. A Ze v takovém
setkani jeden kazdy také objevi a pozna o kousek vic i sam sebe. ”
52 Napfiklad v Vyskodil, 2016
53 Ceskoslovenska Televize: I. Vyskocil, V. Spicnerova a M. Vyskodilova. Scénar a divadelni rezie
I. Vyskocil. Kamera J. Spelda. Televizni reZie J. Vércak
54 Natogeno 29. 1. 1988 v Brné& na Kience. Ivan Vyskodil, Barbora Hockova a Vlasta Spicnerova.
Kamera Ales Zaboj
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¢eho chytit, coz ze hry HAPRDANS déld dle mého néazoru skvélého kandidata na
prvni ,nedivadelni* text k prekladu.

Zminéna Vyskocilova preference pro vypraveéni: ,protoze radé€ji vypravim, nez pisu,
protoze mé vzrusuje pomijivost vypravéni a suzuje mé definitivnost napsaného”
(VyskoCil 1966) a neochota k pozehnani jedné textové podoby, jednoho
zkrystalizovaného zaznamu takového vypravéni, spojuje jeho improvizovana
vypravéni s nejstarsimi vypravénimi evropské tradice. Vypravéni z Homérskych
eposl, a¢ tématicky Uplné jind, maji spole¢nou formu ve svém performaénim
kontextu komornich setkani, hudebni slozky, bezprostfedniho setkavani se s
posluchaci a moznosti extemporizace, improvizace na dané téma a pfipravenou
kostru. Mnoho staleti Homérskych studii®>> ukazuji, ze starorecké epické zpévy
existovaly v preliterarnich spole¢nostech, kde vypravéci improvizovali na dané
téma bez textu (Uz sam fakt, ze je Homér znam od starovéku jakoZto slepy bard
toto naznacuje) a bez moznosti (a pravdépodobné i bez intence) zarudit identické
opakovani stejného doslovného pribéhu vecCer co vecer ve stylu toho, ¢emu my
dnes rozumime slovem inscenace.

Je mozné obhajit nazor, Ze krystalizace textu homérskych epos( vlastné
znamenala za¢atek konce ordlni tradice, kterd dala témto basnim svUj zrod.5¢ Epos
se transformoval z zivého performativniho setkani s bardem a jeho recitaci ¢asti
celku v text, ve velky text, ktery i pfes narlst gramotnosti byl nemotorné dlouhy,
coz vedlo k jistému pocitu nechuti k dlouhym psanym textim.5” Ddrazem na Zivost
svého vypravéni se tedy Vyskocil jistym zplsobem vraci k prapo&atku vypravéni
jako takového, coz ostatné sam naznacuje ve svém prirovnani jeho setkani k

predindustridlnim tackam a cernym hodinkam. Klicem je ale to jiz zminované

5 Napftiklad préce amerického klasického filologa Milmana Parryho, ktery se svym asistentem
zkoumal strukturalni paralely mezi starofeckymi eposy a prezivsimi epickymi zpévy
pologramotnych jihoslovanskych bardl guslard. Ve struktute epickych zpévl si vsimli formuli,
které pomahaji bardovi v recitaci a improvizaci zpaméti, kolem dané kostry. (The Making of
Homeric Verse, Milman Parry, Oxford, 1971, str. 325 ff.)

% Tradiéné se sestaveni, a tudiz i moznost sepsani zpé&vi homérskych basni dlouho atribuovalo
Peisistratovi, athénskému tyranu z Sestého stoleti, cf. Cicero, De Oratore 3,137: "Quis doctior
eisdem temporibus illis aut cuius eloquentia litteris instructior fuisse traditur quam Pisistrati? qui
primus Homeri libros confusos antea sic disposuisse dicitur, ut nunc habemus.”

Jak ale podotyka J.A. Davison (Transactions and Proceedings of the American Philological
Association , 1955, Vol. 86)

"The early papyri [...] from the sixth century onwards, all suggest that down to the middle of the
second century B.C. there was not any generally recognised standard text of Homer; but from
about 150 B.C. Onwards the great bulk of the surviving manuscripts [...] testify to the existence
of a single version of the poems which was generally accepted as authoritative.”

V kazdém pripadé je viditelny narlist gramotnosti, rostouci tendence verze zpé&vl zapisovat, a
nasledna ,potreba" autoritativni verze.

57 Athenaeus, na konci druhého stoleti naseho letopoctu (Uéeni Stolovnici I1.72) nam sdéluje ,, 6T
KaAAipaxog 6 ypappaTtikoc 1o péya BiBAiov ioov EAeyev gival T® PHeyaAw Kak®” (,ze grammatikos
Kalimachos fika, ze velka kniha je velké zlo“). Mluvi ale o tfetim stoleti pred Kristem.
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setkavani lidi, coz je néco, co se z pouhého textu samotnému ctenari, ktery si Cte
text potichu, vyéist nemiZe podafit. Lidé, argumentuje Vysko¢il uz jsou dokonce:
"zvykli se nesetkavat. Dokonce uz se ani setkat neuméji. Jenze lidé se setkat
potrebuji. Aby nezakrnéli a nezapskli ve své Clovéciné.

O tohle setkani, o které, jak jsme fekli, jde v podstaté malym divadlim, malym
jevistnim formam, o tohle setkani také v podstaté vzdycky slo tfeba pFi takovych
udalostech, jako byvaly tacky a dracky a prastky a cerné hodinky a jak se tomu
vsemu jesté fikalo. Kde slo o to ,prijit pobejt". A kdyz si pfipomeneme tohle, pak
nam nejspis dojde i to, co ma takové setkani, takové pobyti délat
s uménim." (Vyskocil 1978)

Zivost tohoto ,,pFijit pobejt", pfitomnost hercl i divdkl s co nejpInéjsim zapnutim
své pozornosti na to co se doopravdy déje ,tady a ted">® se v pripadé Vyskocdilova
HAPRDANSe nedivadelné dociluje zpravidla mensim poctem divakd a Brechtovskou,
epickou formou, kde herci vstupuji a vystupuiji z roli do roli, a do role vypravédd,
ve kterych ,jsou™ na scéné viceméné sami za sebe. Touto obCasnou sebeprezentaci,
touto ostenzi, déla Vyskodil ze svého Nedivadla pravé setkani.

VyskocilQv text, ktery nds zde zajima, bran sdm o sobé&, zlstane vzdy jen reliktem,
nedokonalym zaznamem néceho, co se stalo. Tento obraz reliktu, stopy, mi
pfipomind slova malife Vaclava Bostika *° , ktery také dava pozor, aby
uprednostioval Zivot, proces: ,Uméni, to nejsou jenom umélecka dila. Uménim
ma byt cely nas zZivot. Ty obrazy Ci sochy jsou jen jakési stopy podél cest kterymi
jsme prosli. Jsou to znameni o praci na nas samych. Jsou to otazky, nebo odpovédi
na otazky které jsme si kladli." Toto zaméreni hlavni pozornosti na zivot samotny
je podobné jako Vyskoc¢ilGv zadjem. Text ale mize byt odrazovy mistek pro néco
jiného. Pro dalsSi praci. V. mém pripadé pro titulky, jak jsme zminili, nebo pro
interpretacni (nebo i pro neinterpretacni, autorskou) inscenaci - jinymi slovy, pro

dalsi reinterpretaci.

%8 “Tady a ted" je formulace poprvé pouzitd v terapeutickém kontextu psychoanalytikem Otto
Rankem, jednim z prvnich zak( Sigmunda Freuda, ktery na rozdil od Freuda (a jeho zajmu o
nevédomé potlacovani a o détstvi) chtél vést pozornost pacienta vic k tomu, co se v nich déje v
dané chvili. Viz napfiklad Rank 1945 str. 70,71:

,The psychic is so much a phenomenon of the present that the individual actually can think and

perceive all the past only as present, as the dream teaches so clearly. Thinking and feeling,

consciousness and willing can always be only in the present. [...] only in the present experience, in
the therapeutic process itself can its goal be attained.[...] Freud [...] made the repression historical,
that is, misplaced it into the childhood of the individual and then wanted to release it from there,
while as a matter of fact the same tendency is working here and now." (dGraz je maj)

59Citat byl vyobrazen na sténé na retrospektivni vystavé malife v Mestské knihovné v Praze v roce
2010.
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Novy Hamlet, stary Hamlet.

Zivy ,twist” reinterpretace je Vyskocilem uveden hned na zacatku hry. Vychazi sice
ze Shakespeara, ale predstaveni, které uvidime, nebude Shakespeare. Bude to
Vyskodil, ktery Shakespearea bere do hry, bude to ,,Seminarni cvi¢eni se hrou pana
Williama Shakespeara®, ,méné zndma verze". V této formulaci je svym zpldsobem
zakdédovana podstata celého tohoto projektu. Nova verze, reinterpretace, ma svoji
vlastni, autorskou, hodnotu. Tohle je samozrfejmé pravda z teatrologického
hlediska v pripadé interpretacni inscenace jakéhokoliv divadelniho textu, kde se
autorem nového interpretacniho ,artefaktu" stava rezisér. Zde je to ale jinak,
protoze Vyskodil je jak autor textu, tak rezisér, tak hlavni herec. V jistém smyslu
je toto nejlepSim pokracovanim toho, co Shakespeare sam délal, protoze, jak
pripomina Max Reinhard ve své slavné reci o herci (Rede Uiber den Schauspieler)
v roce 1928, to bylo totéz. "Shakespeare ist der gréBte und ganz unvergleichliche
Gliicksfall des Theaters. Er war Dichter, Schauspieler und Direktor zugleich."%°
Shakespeare je totiz také autorsky herec, podobné jako ve Vyskocilové milované
trojjedinosti autorského herce: herec-rezisér-divak najednou®!. Reinhardtova
triada basnik-herec-rezisér je aplikovatelna pro Williama Shakespeara, a jeho
autorstvi neni nikterak poskozovano faktem, ze jeho naméty a fabule jsou c¢asto
prevzaté ze starsich textl, divadelnich, literarnich, i historickych.

S Hamletem je to také tak, a ackoliv je to jeden z Shakespearovych nejslavnéjsich
divadelnich textl, samotny piib&h Hamleta ma stardi plvod. Neni to jen
kontroverze ohledné starsiho, ztraceného, textu anglické renesancni inscenace
stejného jména, ucenci takzvany prahamlet, Ur-Hamlet, o které se spekuluje, zda
byla z pera Shakespeara (tedy starsi verze stejné hry) nebo tfeba Thomase Kyda
(1558-1594), a o niz se soudi, ze byla napsana v roce 1587 (vi se, Ze se hrala v
Londyné v Cervnu 1594), Cili pét, Sest let pred napsanim Shakespearova Hamleta

jak ho zname dnes®?, ktery byl napsan v letech 1599-1601.

®0Viz. Napfiklad: Rothe 1930

blyyskodil 2016, str. 277:

"...mame zretelné védomi hry a také to, co délame, jako hru prozivame. Nékdy i komentujeme.
Také jako ,divaci", nejen jako ,herci” nebo - v urcitych pfipadech - jako “dramatici”, jako
“autofi". Pfitom si ovSem nejednou pfipadame jako ,cvoci®."

®2ve svém deniku piSe Philip Henslowe (1555-1616) Ze zaplatil za ndvétévu divadla v Newington
Butts, kde zhlédl Hamleta, osm shillingd, a to jedenactého ¢ervna 1594. Tato zprava je jedna z
nejdlvéryhodnéjéich, protoze je jasné, ze jde o divadelni hru. (viz. A.E. Jack Thomas Kyd and
The Ur-Hamlet, PMLA, vol. 20, 1905)

O této hypotetické ztracené verzi Ci hie se ale mozna také zminuje, uz v roce 1589, Thomas Nashe,

ktery ve svém Uvodu k Menaphonu Roberta Greena pohrdavé mluvi o diletantstvi neucenych

dramatikd, ktefi, neznali klasickych jazykd, z jejich literatury pFesto vykradaji elementy do svych
vlastnich dél. Cituje A.E. Jack, ibid.: ,shifting companions, that runne through every arte and thriue
by none [...] that could scarcelie latinise their neck-verse if they should have neede,; yet English
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Vime, Ze se autor Ur-Hamleta, at uz to byl Shakespeare nebo Kyd nebo nékdo jiny,
inspiroval vypravénim o princi psaném Amleth z textu francouzského autora
Francoise de Belleforesta (viz. Le Cinquiesme Tome des Histoires Tragiques, Paris,
Gabriel Buon, 1576, 1582)%3, ktery svym dilem prevypravoval latinsky psanou
stfedoveékou danskou kroniku Gesta Danorum, kde se postava prince Amletha (coz
moznda plvodné znamena ,blaznivy hlupak®, viz. Gollancz 1967 str. 316) msti za
vrazdu otce velmi podobnym zplsobem. Gollancz® ale ukazuje, Ze zdroju pro
tento pribéh je vice. Mezi nimi je i Snorriho Edda, slozend kolem roku 1230, kde

se poprvé vyskytuje jméno Hamlet ve formé Amloai.

mu age fiom Codex Regivs 1367 (Copenhagen), containing
n's lines, with reference to * Amlofi * (.e. Hamlet),

Gollancz, 1967, str. 5, prezentuje reprodukci kusu stranky z islandského kodexu,
rukopisu Codex Regius (okolo 1270) s prvnim vyskytem jména Hamlet ve
formé AmIdédi ve Snorriho Eddé slozené kolem roku 1230.

Odbockou do historie a rodokmenu pribéhu Hamleta chci ukazat, ze Hamlet neni

Seneca read by candle light yeildes manie good sentences [...] he will afford you whole Hamlets, I
should say handfulls of tragical speaches."

Pak v roce 1596 piSe Thomas Lodge (ve Wits Miserie and the Worlds Madnesse: Discovering the
Devils Incarnat of this Age, str. 56) o duchu, ktery vola po tom, aby ho Hamlet pomstil. Popisuje
démony, jeden z nichz je pry bledy jako: ,th' ghost which cried so miserally at the Theator like an
oisterwife: Hamlet, revenge." Toto taky neni zminka o Hamletovi jak ho zname, jde tedy o Ur-
Hamleta. Viz. British Library C.30.d.19.

63, Belleforest byl pfelozen do anglic¢tiny az po Shakespearové Hamletovi, v roce 1608 jako The
Hystorie of Hamblet, (Viz. The Capell collection, Trinity College Cambridge, a Gollancz 1967.

% Loc.cit.
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jen véc Shakespeara, a Ze to neni jen véc anglickd. Ze tento piibéh existoval
dlouho pred Shakespearem, ze do Anglie putoval ze skandinavské Staré Severstiny
pFes Latinu a Francouzstinu. Ze za Shakespearova Zivota znala anglickojazyéna
spole¢nost zjevné nékolik paralelnich verzi, Zze Shakespeare si pribéh autorsky
pozménil a genialné osvojil, a Zze je tudiz prirozené, ze bude pribéh dale pokracovat
ve svém nekonecném vyvoji. V dobé vzniku Shakespearova Hamleta neexistoval
jesté anglicky preklad Belleforesta, coz znamena ze zdrojem pro Shakespeara byl
jen Ur-Hamlet, a moZna Belleforestdv francouzsky text. Pokud Shakespeare neni
autorem Ur-Hamleta, tak si dramaticky text reinterpretoval. Pokud ale autorem
Ur-Hamleta je, tak mdZeme Fict (s trochou toho kofeni licentia poetica), ze je
Shakespearlv Hamlet vlastné také svym zplUsobem reinterpretace, ale také
autorsky preklad.

KdyZ se bere v potaz tradice ze které Shakespear(v text vzesel, nemiZzeme jiz
jeho text povazovat za konecnou stanici. Nemél by byt konecnou stanici.
Reinterpretace je nevyhnutelna, a zadouci.

Vyskocdil se zaméruje, jak komentuje i Rut (Vyskocil 2016) na scény mezi scénami,
na které znaly divak pamatuje z Shakespearovy hry. Podobné pracuje i Tom
Stoppard ve své slavné reinterpretaci Hamleta, Rosencrantz and Guildenstern are
Dead (1966) kde se hlavnimi postavami stavaji eponymni Rosencrantz a
Guildenstern, duo s nepatrnou roli v Shakespearoveé textu. Vyskocil explicitné bere
do hry i psychologické, literarnékritické a teatrologické nahledy, coz mu umoznuje
strukturovani predstaveni na oscilujicich tfindct obrazd a dvanact komentafl, co?
je vidét hned na zacatku hry,kdyz cituje Fergussona, Kotta, Bessona, Zadeka.
Potfebu souclasné reinterpretace ale VyskoCil prezentuje jakzto vysoce
problematickou zaleZitost, jak pise Cunderle®®:

"Autor nahlizi na slavné drama pokud mozno ,normalné": optikou kultivovaného
civilizovaného Clovéka, v jehoz zivoté nemaji vypjaté krvavé tragédie misto,
protoZe vée mizZe snadno a bez zbyteéné krve vyresit tim, kdyZ realitu spravné
(dez)interpretuje a manipuluje.” Reinterpretovat se musi ostrazité, protoze ve hre
je vlastné vsechno. Nezapomenme, Ze Vyskocil neinterpretuje jen Shakespeara a
jmenované predchozi autory, jimiz se primo a nepfimo inspiruje, ale ze mezi
Shakespeara a VyskocCila se vtésnava jesté jeden, a totiz prekladatel Zdenék
Urbanek (1917-2008) a jeho preklad, ktery se hral v inscenaci (1959) jesté dalsSiho
autora, ktery sem taka patfi: rezisér Jaromir Pleskot. Vklad Pleskota, o hlavnim

obsazeni Radovana Lukavského ani nemluvé, do Vyskocilovy reinterpretace se

65V synopsi hry HAPRDANS pro anglicky pieklad J. Kellera: HAMPROD, nepublikovano, viz PFilohy.
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dnes z druhé ruky tézko posuzuje, ale recenze napovidaji: ,...je velice dnesni...",
»...t0, co brani v této inscenaci Hamlet Radovana Lukavského, je néco velmi
blizkého moralnimu povédomi socialistického Clovéka: tento Hamlet, ktery nema
vibec nic spoleéného s Hamletem méstické tradice, bezmocnym rezonérem a
rozervanym snilkem, neschopnym Cinu, tento Hamlet, ktery leti jako vystreleny
Sip za ¢inem..." Jifi Hajek (Divadelni noviny, 30.6.1960)

DUvé&ryhodné&;jsi kritik véak prisné soudi, Ze ,tento “zaktudlnény” preklad se pfimo
krizi se skuteCnou aktualnosti Pleskotova vykladu Hamleta. Posiluje totiz do velké
miry pocit chladu a zddraznéné civilnosti celého predstaveni. Vzit renesanénimu
jazyku smysly a nechat mu rozum, vzit pribéhu atmosféru Shakespearovy
imaginace a nechat mu fabuli, pfevypravénou nej- nej- soucasnéjsi civilni cestinou
téchto let, vzit Shakespearovi metaforu, to sidlo ohromného vybuchujiciho Zivota,
- a to vSechno pry ve jménu srozumitelnosti a priblizeni soucasnému divakovi, to
je podle mého nazoru nespravna, falesna cesta za aktualizaci a stejné nespravna
predstava o tom, kdo je dnesni divak. Nejsem vibec proti co nejjasnéjsimu a ve
vsem srozumitelnému prekladu Hamleta. Nikdy ovsem za cenu oklesténi, zplosténi
a zprizemnéni originalu. Shakespearova tragicka basen ztratila v tomto prekladu
poezii. Ztratila tim svou bytostnou, rozhodujici vlastnost." Sergej Machonin
(Lidové noviny, 5.12.1959)

Aktualizace, esteticka & moralni, mlZe a nemusi byt vylepéenim, mize a nemusi
se libit, mdZe a nemusi oslovit divaka. Vyskocil tuto tendenci zarover ztélesfiuje,
doopravdy totiz Hamleta prevypravuje, doopravdy pribéh interpretuje, a zaroven
tematizuje a podkopava. Opakovany vyskyt obmén slova ,normalni* se totiz v
normalizaénim totalitnim Ceskoslovensku nem@ze pouZit, aniz by prvni asociace
nebyla politickd. Je jedna véc, citaci Zadeka, volat po tom, abychom pristoupili k
Hamletovi ,jako k zivému problému a oteviené moznosti". % a druha, kdyz
za¢neme zaroven, a ve jménu toho samého, tento projekt podkopavat:

»Slibme si, Ze udélame vsechno pro to, aby to tragédie nebyla. Slibme si, Ze se
pokusime vyresit ten problém na dnesni urovni, docela normalné. Tak, aby se
vsechno dalo, jak se da, a pfitom aby se celkem nic nestalo."®” Aktualizace
interpretace jakoZto program se muzZe stat totalitnim nastrojem, kdyZ je to nasili,
které se tvari jako banalni usmérfovani a smirovani.

Divadlo ale svoji podstatou mluvi ke svému soucasniku, a pro svoji dobu je toto

Hamlet, ktery je potrfeba. Hamlet, ve kterém se chytfe a s tézko cenzurou

66 \/ysko¢il 2016, str. 257
671bid.
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napadnutelnym vtipem (ne)rekne to, co je potfeba nezapomenout, totiz ze Spatné
pouzivany jazyk a manipulace se samy poziraji a délaji z Hamleta znormalizovanou
'univerzalni hnédou omacku', ,,bujon a la Shakespeare", z komplexniho pfibéhu
Shakespearovy nejdelsi divadelni hry prfibéh méné komplexni, hranaty, kratsi,
pribéh ,v kostce”, ve kterém je z kulturou povzneseného Hamleta udélan blbec
ktery ,potrebuje leda na terapii*®® a kde je hlavni postavou Uspésny Macchiavellsky
mocensky hrac Polonius a hlavnim tématem jeho Uspéch v této hre. Je usmévné,
7e pokud vy$e zmifiované etymologické spekulace ohledné plvodu jména Hamlet-
Amleth-AmIédi (ze vzeslo z vyrazu pro ,bldznivého hlupaka®“®®) jsou opravnéné, ze
jsme se s Vyskocilovou reinterpretaci-dezinterpretaci mozna dokonce vratili
nékam k plvodu tohoto pfib&hu, na misto, ze kterého uZ ani netusime, Ze jsme

kdysi vysli.

Il.viii et cetera

Textl, zvlast kratkych, povidkovych, které vypovidaji o Vyskocilové osobé& a
(ne)projektu je samozfejmé vic. Ve svém projektu prekladu ,nékolika textd" chci
samoziejmé pokracovat. Vyskocil ma nékolik poloh, zajmQ. Je to napfiklad, v&tim,
primarné Vyskocil psycholog a vychovatel, ktery v roce 1963 vydava ve své prvni
sbirce povidek text Ed Martinec Vypovida. Text pobavi formou, Ze jsme zasvéceni
jen do jedné poloviny rozhovoru, ve které odpovida na otazky u vyslechu mladistvy
provinilec uhybavé a jazykem odkazujici na prosty jazyk ulice, ale konec odkryva
opravdové téma:

,No, to ja prosim, nevim, co bych tomu jako rikal, kdyby to nékdo udélal jako my
matce. To bych se...

Jestli mam matku?

No asi mam.

No asi jo.

Ne. Ta pani tam - jako doma - to je jako néjaka Voriskova.

No ta, co - co jako s fotr... - ta, co jako Zije s tatinkem..."

Je to povidka apelativni, s tématem ve své podstaté spojeném s tématem
diplomové prace kterou Vyskocil napsal pfi studiu psychologie na Filosofické fakulté
v roce 1957. Tam samozrejmé nebeletrizuje, neozvlastiuje, ale stroha fakta

vypovidaji své, kdyz VyskocCil demonstruje spojitost mezi rozbitym rodinnym

8Cunderle 2021, ibid.
69 viz. Gollancz 1967 str. 316
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zdzemim a ,mravnim narusenim" mladych lidi na nadhodné vybranych jedincich se

kterymi prisel do styku v pribé&hu své prace’®:

CH 4

Gustavy M. - 16 re 4 m3e.

Ditec zenmPel v koneentradnim tdbole, chlapec ho neznale
Matka chliapeova Je majitelkou obytndhe vozu, Ktery zdb-
diia o svém muZi, ktery byl brusilem. Po otcovd smritl

£iis matka s ooml nebo devitl druhy. Gustov je nejstarsSt

z potndeti ddtd, =z nichi zGstalo na Ziva fest. Chlapece
vychodil Jest t¥id, do Skoiy chodil nsbo nechodil na nej-
raens jilch nistech. o fdoného  pracovniho poméra nevstoupil;
byl "soukromym divnosinikes” -~ brusilen nodt, pPliezitcsind
pemocnym afliniken u cirvkush a lunaparkl, pedle toho, esato-
valiFll samil ncboe s n¥lkterym z arsht « Chlapee byl p%ivec}m
do zéchytiv z Nového vydiova, Clenem péle o anléded. Péde

o wléged si ho viimla, kdyi Jeho wvatkn byls piivezena do

purednice. ¥ . vém prichodu do comova mal na sobd viastnd
‘Jen tendsky = ¥oBlid, Ostaind si vaal privodee nuzpétek,

Podle ddsudsu Skoly pidl zachyta Jjde o chlapee nadprimrnd
bystréno a4 zrlného. Ulviinin socdem mu byla nabizena
goenrannd vychova. :

Dojem to musel byt ohromny, a motivace k otevienému hledani, jak pozdéji

vzpomina: ,Mezi témito lidmi vidél Clovék zretelnéji i do sebe: kolik je v ném

potenciality pro zloCin a nemravnost, na cem zalezi, aby se neuskutecnila. Byl jsem

vychovatel, ktery nevychovaval, a oni byli chovanci, ktefi se nechovali."”?

Ve spojeni s jiz probiranym textem Vyznani jizdenkovitosti a jeho pozorovanim

kazdodennosti bychom se mohli vénovat textu Florenc 17:35. K herectvi se nabizi

text Jak jsem neprokazal dramaticky talent, Cili potize s jednanim ,sam za sebe" v

danych okolnostech. Osobné na mé udélal velky dojem text Clovék, ktery nékoho

pripominal. Seznam tohoto typu by mohl byt dlouhy...

OVysko¢il 1957, str. 29
1 Rut 2000, s. 25
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I11. Uvod ¢islo dva: “...and who are you?*

A kdo jsem vlastné ja? To by se asi mohlo, asi mélo, trochu diachronicky a
kvalitativné zmapovat! Jak jsem se dostal tam, kde jsem ted? Jak to, ze umim

anglicky, a jak to, ze umim cesky? A proc piSu Cesky tak nemotorné?

Jsem (ne)Angli¢an?

Narodil jsem se ¢eské mamince a vycarskému tatinkovi, v Londyné. VyrUstal jsem
tedy s anglic¢tinou jako hlavni reci interakce se svétem mimo domov. Je to jazyk
ve kterém se nejlépe orientuji. Je to jazyk kterym prevazné myslim, a kteréhoz
tradici se citim byt plnohodnotnym, Ucastnym spoludédicem, je to jazyk o kterém
mam dojem, ze mi v jistém smyslu patri. Dokazu si s nim hrat, vytvaret neobvykla
spojeni slov nebo jejich soucasti, které pritom davaji smysl, maji pochopitelnou
koherenci pro jiné rodilé mluvdi. V anglic¢tiné pochopim jemné rozdily v intonacich,
sociolektech, dialektech, hodné jsem anglicky Cetl a tusim, co kdo cCetl a vidél v
televizi v détstvi, mam v sobé zkratka anglickou kulturu. Pochopim vtip nebo
spontanni metaforu, pochopim sdéleni mezi radky v mluvené feci v neformalnim
rozhovoru, a umim podobné struktury stavét spontanné, je to véc kondice, ne
pouze velikosti databaze slov a idiomd. Domluvim se nékolika jazyky. Mimo
anglictinu mam ve svém zivoté cestinu a Svycarskou némcinu, které neovladam

tolik jako angli¢tinu, ale které také hraji zasadni roli ve stavbé mé identity.

Jsem urcité nenémec

Rozdily v tom jak se orientuju v tom kterém jazyce, akutné pocituju. Casto se
stava, ze v néjakém momentu, tfeba v hodiné vyuky néjakého jazyka, citim vétsi
ldsku k jazykdm, které nejsou 'moje'. Jak to souvisi s moji identitou? Cesky, pro
maminku a blizké kamarady, jsem Jakub, pro tatu jsem Svycarskonémecky
Jakchop, a anglicky c¢asto ,Dzejkop" ac se tak nikdy nepredstavuji. V pase mam
némecké jméno Jakob, a némecké prijmeni Keller. Necitim se ale moc némecky.
Babicka ze Svycarska casto nadavala, jejim legraénim nare¢im ze zapadlych
Appenzellskych kopct, na zlé ,Schwoobe", na zlé Némce. Nestacilo to na to, abych
Némce nemél rad, ale bylo to dost k tomu, abych si uvédomil, Zze nejsme Némci,

7e jsme v n&lem dulezitém jini.”2 Nicmén& mam né&mecké jméno, ale némeckou

2 Na babi¢ku mam dalgi vzpominku, ze c¢asto fikala jak mluvi dvéma jazyky - némcdcinou, a
Svycarskou némcinou (Alemanské naredi, takzvany Schwyzertitsch). Je to znamka toho, do jaké
miry se néktefi Svycafi vidi jako lide Zijici v diglosii. Situace by se dala porovnat s byvalym
Ceskoslovenskem.
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vyslovnosti, tedy 'Jakop', mi vlastné vétSina znamych nerika. VSechna tato jména
a jejich odstiny jsou moje identity, nebo odstiny mé identity. Vidim a citim jak mé

vSechna tato jména trochu jinak chdpaji a definujou.

Jsem (ne)Cech?

,Kolik re¢i umis, tolikrat jsi zvifetem" slysel jsem jednou jako maly kluk z Ust
Maxipsa Fika. "Na tom asi doopravdy néco je!" problesklo mi hned hlavou. Ale
nevidim celou zaleZitost narodnosti a jazykd vlastné trochu ,zvenku“? Neni mi
nakonec mnohem milejsi a blizsi locativus PRAGA ktery se na mé divd z mych
housli, nez nemotorné ,v Praze”, nebo jeSté méné sonorifické “in Prague”?
Znamend to pro mé& vibec néco, ndrodnost, nebo tfeba jen chci aby to néco
znamenalo? Treba to jen chci chtit? Hleddam v tom vétsi vyznam, nez tam treba je?
Chci byt Cechem? Chci si objevit svoje ¢edstvi? Pro¢ vlastné bydlim v Cechach?
Pljde to vlbec nékdy, stat se Cechem, i kdybych moc chtél? Kdo vi? Treba i jo!
Bedrich Smetana si také psal na listky papiru ¢eska nepravidelna slovesa, Karel IV.
také piSe ve Vité Caroli ze zapomnél Cesky a po navratu do matciny vlasti se ¢estinu
musel znova naudit.”®> A co ja? Mohu byt Cechem, jak mé& obcansky prikaz a
cestovni presvédcuji, ze mohu, kdyz neumim ,,poradné" cesky? V cestiné se musim
neustale trochu vic snazit. Mluveni ¢esky je vétSi ndmaha. Psani souvislejsiho textu,
jako napriklad diplomové prace, je martyrium. Aktivnhé se snazim si psat a
zapamatovavat nova slova a vyrazy. Presto, i po nékolika letech pobytu v Cechéch,
mam pocit ze se vlastné vice ¢i méné vyjadruju trochu formalné, knizné, a ze
rozumim nejvic vétam které jsou také stavéné formalné.

Stavalo se mi tedy ze zacatku relativné ¢asto, Ze jsem nerozumél vtiplm, zkratkam,
slangovym vyrazim. Kdybychom kopali hloubé&ji, do subtiln&j$ich vrstev rozuméni
a nerozumeéni, mohli bychom fict, ze nerozumim té tenoucké, ale vSudypritomné
a vseovliviujici siti asociaci a konotaci vyrazd. Stane se napfiklad, Ze porozumim
véem sloviim ve vé&t&, ale nevim Uplné pfesné, jak to ten dotyény myslel. PiSe se
mi pomalu, ale posloucha jest& pomaleji. Ironie toho, Ze v ¢eétiné kvlli kazdodenni
praxi domacich rozhovor( s maminkou nemam cizi pfizvuk, se mi ukazuje vzdy,
kdyz se zeptdm na slovicko nékde, kde mé neznaji. Nékdy to jsou bézna slova, a

. o 7
reakce jsou ruzné. Konverzace typu:

3"potom jsme dospéli do Cech, kdeZ jsme nebyli po jedendcte let...kdyZ jsme byli pfisli do Cech,
nenalezli jsme ani otce, ani matky, ani bratra, ani sester, aniZ koho znamého. Také rec ceskou
Jsme Upln€ zapomnéli, ale pozd€ji jsme se ji opét naucili, takZe jsme mluvili a rozuméli jako
kazdy jiny Cech. Z boZi milosti pak jsme dovedli tak mluviti, psati a &isti nejen Cesky, ale
francouzsky, italsky, némecky a latinsky, Ze jsme byli mocni onéch jazyk( stejné jednoho jako
druhého."
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,To ses DEBIL, nebo co?"

"Ne, nevyristal jsem v Cechdch."

~Aha."

,V pohodé."

jsem zazil nékolikrat. Moc rad ale c¢estinu posloucham, v tramvaji, nebo kdyz lidi
mluvi, ¢asto si nahravam jak lidé mluvi, a pak si to poustim a posloucham. Hodné
toho pak zpétné pochopim, s druhym poslechem, coz s angli¢tinou vétSinou
nepotrebuju. Mam rad hru které fikam ,na anglana." Hra spociva v tom, ze se
Jakub privede do nové, Ceskojazycné spolecnosti, s tim, Ze to je anglan ktery umi
¢esky jen nékolik slov. ,Dzejkop" tak sedi a posloucha c¢estinu. Jak ten jazyk plyne,
jak si s jazykem hrajou. Nékdy se hra okoreni tim, ze i obsah vét je zajimavy na
poslech. Po chvili jdu s barvou ven, a je to zabava. Jinou poslouchaci hru hraju
také rad v Estonsku mezi prateli a jejich rodinami, do jejichz libozvucného jazyka
jsem se kdysi zamiloval, anichz bych rozumél jednomu slovu. ,Bohuzel” uz

zaCinam estonstiné rozumeét, hra se vyviji, nékdy néco sam reknu.

Détstvi a domov — ja jako “pontifex minimus*

Prekladal jsem uz jako maly kluk doma, hlavné z cestiny do anglictiny pro tatu.
Maminka ze zdsady odmitala s nami détmi mluvit jinak nez Cesky, i v pritomnosti
hostd. Tata vzdy radé&ji mluvil tak, aby vSichni rozuméli, coZ prakticky znamenalo,
e jsme s nim prevazné mluvili anglicky. Casto jsem tedy prekladal pro tatu, kdyz
se ptal ,what did mummy say?”. VétSinou to Slo bez premysleni, jako by se zapnul
autopilot, hlavné ty bézné, ,kuchyriské" reci. A nékdy to bylo tézsi, vSimal jsem si.
Tézké to bylo napriklad v pripadé kdy se tata ptal, cemu jsme se smali , a Slo o
vtip z Ceského filmu jako tfeba Limonadovy Joe. Pamatuju si na to. Jako by to bylo
dnes:

,Snim, Ze budu s nim, Zze ho samou laskou snim...!"

rehot

~What was that?"

~Aaaaah Pablo, that's impossible!! Like she is dreaming of being with him, of eating
him with love, but they are playing with words! Snim, Ze budu s nim, Zze ho samou
laskou snim, can you hear it? It all sounds the same!”

To mi pak bylo lito taty, Ze neumi &esky a Ze si ty vtipy nemuze uzit. O to vic jsem
se pak snazil mu to zprostredkovat.

Naucil jsem se &ist a Cetl jsem si anglicky i ¢esky. UpIné nejvic na svété jsem

nékolik let miloval svét Jaroslava Foglara. Do skauta mé rodice nepustili, tak jsem
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zalozil klub ve $kole, na vzor &tenafskych klubld Mladého Hlasatele, na vzor
Rychlych Sipd. Klub se jmenoval Fast Arrows. Jak jinak. Détem v klubu jsem se
pak snazil néjak vysvétlit, prevypraveét, predat ty hodnoty, dobrodruzstvi, a pocity,
které jsem se docetl ve Foglarovkach. Tento nemozny projekt byl o néco Uspésnéjsi
neZ by se mohlo zdat. Lovili jsme tfinact bobfikl. O prestavkach jsme si na modrou
Skolni uniformu prispendlovali mnou vystfihované a fixkami barvené ubohé kousky

latky: to byly nasivky a odznaky naseho klubu.

Ob¢as jsem do koly pfinesl i n&jakou z Foglarovych knih, nebo néktery z komiksl
o Rychlych Sipech. Prekladal jsem to klukim. Casem je to prestalo bavit, tak jsme
toho nechali a o prestavkach jsme uz jen hrdli ,pat ball*: hru predavanou v nasi
Skole z generace na generaci, hranou tenisdkem o zed, nebo fotbal, kdyz byly
vSechny dobré zdi obsazené. Pri miCovych hrach nebyly zadné touhy a vyznamy,
hodnoty a tajemstvi. Nebylo tam co prelozit, ani co zprostredkovat, byla tam hra,
a ta hra byla v ten moment vlastné dost, dostatecné ,néco", spolecny zdjem, kolem
kterého se kamaradit.

KdyZ jsem si na nemoznost pfedani t&ch ptib&hl a pocitl z Foglara st&Zoval tatovi,
tak mi fekl, at napiSu néco podobného, co vyvolava stejné pocity. Néco, co by se
odehravalo v Londyné, mezi klukama jako jsem znal ve Skole. Prece i v Londyné
jsou tajemné &tvrti, tajemné z jinych ddvodud. Nic takového jsem ale bohuZel
nenapsal. Je krasny, ze mé v tomhle chapes, tato, i kdyz neumis cesky.

A pak mi tata koupil k vdnociim neuvéfitelnej darek. Doopravdovej, $vycarskej,
zaviraci kapesni niz s pilkou a ndzkama, a na nGz dokonce nechal vyrejt v obchodé&

moje jméno:

Jacob Keller

Hriza. A nebylo to tim fontem Arial.

Vibec to nepochopil! Vibec nepochopil, Ze ja nejsem Jacob. Tedy, jsem. Ale jen v

té Anglie. Ten patfi do toho krasnyho svéta letnich prazdnin! Pfece! Stary tajemny

stodoly, lesy, ohni¢ky! Babicka co divné voni, chudi bosi pastevci, noci pod
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kosmickou horskou cernou oblohou, Svycarska némcina a kozi mléko. Jak tohle
mUze tata nepochopit? UZ sis ale nékdy vSiml, fikd jemné& maminka, jak tata nékdy
déla chyby pfi psani, Zze jo? A jak piSe takovym ...trochu velkym pismem. Tatu tolik
nezajimaiji ty slova, ne tak jako Tebe. Tata chape jak se citi§, v&dél, ze Ti ten niz

udéla radost, vybral ten nejlepsi, ze jo? Prosté neni tolik na ty slova. Aha.

Co je to, “Kuby Ku*?

,Popoviddme si ted’ o nasem jménu. Rekneme nasemu partnerovi, co nase jméno
pro nas znamena. Snazme se zachytit tu podstatu toho, co nam partner o svém
jménu rika." Eva Slavikova zacCind podobnymi slovy a timto seznamovacim
cvi¢enim nasi prvni hodinu psychologie v prvnim ro¢niku na KATaPu.

Ah, nah, this is gonna be bloody complicated! Co nase jméno pro nas znamena?
Ono to znamena something completely different for me than for my parents, and
they're the ones who came up with it in the first place. I could just say that my
great grandfather was called Jakob Rechsteiner. That's true. Nei nei! Lilge chasch
niud! OK. But hey, musim to prosté néjak zkratit, ja mam téch jmen néjak hodné.
UZ to, Ze se to jméno musi nékam napsat, Gfadim ohldsit v jedné formé&, to mi
bylo taky jako malému klukovi trochu divné.

Je hodina psychologie, ale ja se zase nofim v myslenkach do svych vzpominek, do
zapomenutych epizod. Vzycky jsem byl v ¢esky mluvicim prostredi Jakub. Nebo
Jakoubek. ,N&s Jakoubek ted’ ¢te Foglarovky. Cte je vic, neZ jsem je &etla ja! Ne,
Verneovky tolik ne. Ktera se Ti to libila, Dva Roky Prazdnin? Dva Roky Prazdnin.
Roalda Dahla si Cte anglicky.” Ale to nebyli lidé, ktefi by se mi koukali na pas.
Neméli jsme v détstvi socialni sité, a nekomunikoval jsem emailem, byl jsem Jakub,
Jakoubek, a nikdo si nikdy nevSiml, ze jsem ,na papire" Jakub vlastné nebyl. Kuba
jsem nebyl nikdy. O této varianté jsem vlastné dlouhou dobu nemél ani potuchy.
Kdyz mi jednou, asi v péti letech, sousedka babicky chtéla dat néco dobrého,
Kubiku, no pojd’sem, no pojd’sem, Kubiku, tak jsem na ni ¢umél jako na blazna.
Co je to sakra, to ,Kuby Ku"?!

Ve Svycarsku jsem byl Jakob (tedy, presnéji ,,Jakchop” podle vyslovnosti $vycarské
némciny) ,Jaakop” podle vyslovnosti spisovné némciny, jsem ale nebyl nikde. To
bylo jméno divné, jiné. Jméno podobné mému, které jsem jako kloucek znal jen z
jednoho mista, kde ho cetl buracejici hlas (snad Josef Somr?) v biblickych pribézich,
které mé poustéli doma na audiokazetach. Rikal jsem jim, Ze mé to nebavi, ale to
nebyla pravda. Ja jsem se jich bal.

A tak jsem byl doma pro maminku Jakub, pro babic¢ku Jakoubek, doma pro tatinka
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Jakchop, ve Skole Dzejkop. Skoro kazdy den jsem slychal vSechny verze, byla
jedna z nich spravnéjsi nez jina? Odpovéd na tuto otazku byla ¢asem velké ne. Ale
véechno délal kontext, a rlznosti a rozd&leni kontextl jsem si byl vice a vice s
vyristanim z détstvi védom. Nejdivné&jsi to bylo, kdyz si nékdo uvédomil, ze se
nékde jinde moje jméno fika néjak jinak. Treba néjaky ochotny ucitel nebo uditelka.
Treba se pak snazili fikat moje jméno néjak jinak. Spravné, spravnéji. Spravnéji
nez co, rikal jsem si. Ja tady ve Skole prosté doopravdy jsem tim Dzejkopem, to
uz nejde smazat. Jakoubek ani Jakchop pro pani Galvanovou prosté nikdy nebudu
at se snaZi jakkoliv. Ty jména, to vliastné nejsem vibec ja! To n&jaky jméno, to je
vlastné jméno pro jisty, specificky druh interakce, pro specificky druh svéta a
situace!

A rodinnad znama, takova teticka, sousedka, mi porad a porad rika Jakov. Jakov.
Nékdy dokonce Jakof. Jakofffff, to teda VUBEC nechapu, odkad to ma. Na pohledu
co mi nedavno dala s tou knizkou k ¢trnactym narozenindm to ale napsala spravné,
zkoumam to legracni pismo. Je to B, tam na konci. Je to urcité B. Takze to vi.
Spanélé si ale taky pletou B a V. Vamos, Bamos, Vale, Bale, pry neslydej a
nechapou rozdil, fikala nam uditelka Spanélstiny ve Skole. Treba je ta teticka Jenny
prosté Spanélka. Tak prej ne, neni, je to Irka z druhé generace. Irka z druhé
generace znamena, ze je Irka, ale ze se tam nenarodila, narodila se tady, v Anglii.
Jako ja, ja jsem taky... z druhé generace. Ale vona je prosté Jenny. Kdovi, jak by
to bylo irskou galstinou, ale tou ona nemluvi.

Na univerzité jsem byl Jakob, vyslovovano Izkob. Nikdo prekvapivé nezkousel
Jacob, asi to vidéli nékde napsané a poznali némecké jméno, a tak to vyslovovali.

Nic se nekomplikovalo. O tom Evé asi fikat nemusim.

Navrat DZejkopa

A pak jsem prijel do Prahy, a v Praze se to zase vSechno trochu méni. Uskutecnil
jsem si, v dospélosti, a ze zacatku nesméle, détsky sen o Clenstvi ve skautském
oddile. Kdyz jsem toho Jestraba, toho Rikitana sdm nikdy nepoznal, tak se jim tak
trochu mUZu aspori pro jiné stat! Jsem ted v Praze, mUZu objevit jiné, nové véci.
K mému prekvapeni se neocCekavané ve skautském oddile, asi v duchu ceské
Jtrempské" tradice zase objevila (ale mimo originalni kontext) anglicka verze
jména Dzejkop. Oh my God, but I cannot be Jacob for these people! That's too
complicated! I came here to be CZECH! Ale nevymluvil jsem jim to. “Dzejkop" se
ujalo, Dzejkop se ujal, a prelozen do nového kontextu se zase choval trochu jinak.

Byl to ted vychovatel a starsi kamarad, psychopompos, uz to nebyl Dzejkop zlobivy
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Skolacek co o prestavce na dvorku zapaloval ohnicek zvétSovacim sklem. Dzejkop
mUzZe znamenat ted n&co jiného! Pro né to ted je zjevn& néco Gplné jiného. Tady
jsem trochu nékym jinym. Proto asi mame ve skautu presdivky. Ja nemluvim jen
s témi détmi. J& mluvim s muzi, kterymi se jednou stanou, a ktefi budou na nase
konverzace tfeba jednou vzpominat. Néjakej chlap se tfeba jednou usméje a
vzpomene si na toho trochu ekcentrického dlouhovlasého indidna, co si fikal
Dzejkop, co nas ucil, jak se déla odlitek stopy ze sadry.

Rikaji mi tam DZejkop, v oddile, brécho, to je tak ironickej osud! Jako by mi ta
prezdivka pfipominala pri kazdém vyfceni, ze jsem ja byl jednou tim Skolackem v
umazané uniformi¢ce se zvétSovacim sklem, co dal holce do skrinky mrtvého
ptacka co jsme nasli s klukama na dvorku, a zakladal v britské babylédnské
metropoli kluby Vontl a Rychlych Sipl: Vonts, and Fast Arrows. Zase, zase na tyto
casy vzpominam. Dzejkop-vedouci vzpomina na malého DZejkopa, roztouzeného
pro dobrodruZstvich. Budu dobrym vedoucim, kamarddem mlad$im klukdm, Fikam
si, a tim splatim dluh, tim dam zpétné smysl té snaze malého Dzejkopa v Londyng,
ktery byl plny ndpadl vyétenych ze starych, cennych zeZloutlych strdnek Mladého
Hlasatele, které jsem nasel doma u babicky po dédeckovi, a které jsem propasoval
dom{ do Londyna, a pak do $koly. A az ti kluci POCHOPEJ] tu velkou MYSLENKU
Jaroslava Foglara, az to pocitéj, to volani téch dalek, tak jim pfinesu Vinnetoua.
A z toho se poserou, jako jsem se z toho posral ja.

Sakra, ja toho bobrika uslechtilosti nikdy neulovim. Nikdy nerfict hrubsi slovo, to
snad nejde! Hlavné kdyz jsem sam! Ve skole to prece rikat nebudu, nejsem DEBIL.
Takze Vinnetou. Ale tam se toho tolik déje, to nikdy neprevypravim. Ale je to skvély.
Kamaradstvi jako zadné jiné. Old Shatterhand, a Vinnetou, a Hadzi Halef Omar
ben HadZi Abd'l Abbés ibn HadZi Dawtd Al-Gosara.... no, ale musime pomalu. Voni
jedté necetli nikdy vibec zadnou dobrou knizku. Ty Vontové, ty Rychly Sipy a ten
celej Stinadelskej svét, to aspon pochopéj dost rychle, to jsou kluci jako my...

V klubu Fast Arrows, ¢tenarského klubu Mladého Hlasatele, zalozeného roku 1995
v Londynég, byli Abel Mebrahtu z Eritrey, Eddie Kobong z Ugandy, Jermaine Ellis z

Jamajky, David Fernandez z Madeiry, Wesley Ignacio z Filipin, a Dzejkop.
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Skolni fotografie z Saint Francis of Assisi Catholic Primary school se ¢leny klubu
Fast Arrows.

Tohoto Dzejkopa si Casto vybavuju. Treba pokazdé, kdyz mé na tdbore prijde
vzbudit néjaké dité do stanu s tim, Ze ma dalsi klisté, Ze rota B hlasi Ze nepratelsky
tabor je vyhlazen a znicen, jestli ze sméji “pouzit zbrané po nepfriteli, to nebylo v
pravidlech uplné jasny, Johnny nam to nefekl, Why didn't he tell them? Nebo kdyz
mi v noci rozvazuje stan, ze se mu styska a Ze chce volat domU:

"DZejkopéEé!”

»Kak tébja zavut?” Objevuje se Jakob.

A pak jsem priSel na Skolu na DAMU, a najednou to bylo mas FB? Priddme se na
FB! Mas email? Na Facebooku a vSude mam napsané obcCanské jméno z pasu,
(ne)némecké Jakob Keller, coz tedy ale vétSinou ¢tou némecky, tedy hdchdojc,
tedy Jadkop. Jawohl! Jsem trochu prekvapeny. Prvnich par dni trochu pokazdé
vysvétluju. ,Ne, spis Jakub, no. Ale ano, pise se to Jakob. Ale rika se to Jakub.
Tedy tady..." Nefunguje to. Ty jména prichazeji samy, a néco od nas chtéji. Nema
cenu se tomu vzpirat. To Jadkop, Jakob, to pUsobi tak strasné silné biblicky!
Napadd mé. Zidovsky. Z premysleni mé vytrhava entuziasmus kolegy:

»My to vemem, pane profesore, my tady s Jakobem, Zejo, Jakobe?”

52



“Jo, jakoze ja jo? Mno jasné!"

Jakoba uz neresim. Jakoba jsem pfrijal, podobné jako jsem pfijal oba Dzejkopy. Jak
to vlastné bylo v téch strasidelnych biblickych pfibézich ze starého zakona? Byla
tam ta véta: ,Bidh Abrahdma, Izéka a Jakoba." A Jakob bojoval s andélem BozZim,
a ten andél ho nepfemohl.

Coze, ty jsi hebraistka? OCi a mysl se mi zasoustredi jako svétlo letniho dne pod
silnou lupou. Moje zivotni energie zacne koncentrované vnimat postavu prede
mnou. Divdm se na ni s leskem v ocich. Sakra, aby si to krdsna tmavovlaska z
Moravy Spatné nevylozila! Ale ne, pozna Cisty zajem, takhle rychle se holky nebalej,
nebo snad jo? Usmala se na mé. Takze Ty umis Hebrejsky? UCiS hebrejstinu!? Takze
bys mé mohla ....tfreba ucit hebrejsky?! No tak jo, ano, plati, budu fakt moc rad,
pismenka uz trésicku umim, ha! Chci si hlavné Cist Bibli, starej zakon, ty klasické
biblické pribéhy, a tak... Kdysi jsem se ucil chvili arabstinu, to mi urcité trochu

pomUze.

“.—‘L‘)---"-‘II n_.'-'-]jr‘ oy "—33-’-.. JAQUB IBN BULOS AL-SIRDAB
Takhle se jmenuju arabsky: Jakub, syn Pabla, Sklep. Arabstina se ale piSe zprava
doleva, coz mimo jiné délali nékdy i starovéci Rekové, nez se ustalil usus psani z
leva do prava. TakZze moje jméno arabsky se na papire vlastné piSe tak néjak takhle:
BADRIS LA SOLUB NBI BUQAJ
Jakub, Syn Pabla, Sklep. Sklep? ,Moje jméno, Keller, znamena némecky
sklep!™ (fikdm tridé v prvni hodiné psychologie) ,...coZ mi hezky sedi s mym
zajmem o hlubinnou psychologii a psychoterapii!™
Syn Pabla? Tata je Spanél? Ne, jen tam chvili bydlel v $edesatych letech, po tom,
co mu zemrel bratr doma ve Svycarsku v horach. Kdyz se vratil domd, tak si uz
nerikal Paul, frikal si Pablo. Asi to byla i trochu mdda v té dobé, to
sebeprejmenovani. Jedna z jeho nejlepsich kamaradek byla tehdy Eva, ale v pase
meéla Doris. Nejlepsi kamarad byl Thierry, ale v pase mél Dieter.
Jaqub ibn Bulos Al-Sirdab. Tyjo to zni skvéle. Tak to je moje jméno arabsky! Co mi
to pripomina? No to je jedno, kazdopadné reknu Ghadé, nasi ucitelce arabstiny,
priliS nalicené, pfrilis usmévavé, ale moc moc hodné slecny ze Syrie, aby mi tak v
hodinach fikala, teda aspon Jaqub. To je legracni, ze tam je to U, v tom Jaqub,
jako v cestiné. To je mily. A maji to divny Q.
To se musi rict takhle, tddachkle, vzaudu kerku, rosumitche. Kdyz tochle naucite,
bude vse lehké insalla! Tento gentleman miluvi vskutku divné anglicky. Maminka

se na ného usmivd - myslim, Ze mu nerozumi. J4 mu ale rozumim. SpraAvgny
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aArab to FkaA tachkle, je to dllezZity, rosumitche J4Aqub, zvIdAst pro vas, dys vase
méno. JAAQUb, J4AQuUb, Q, Q, ne nepozvracite, inalla! Uplné vzadu v kcherku,
jako by, jako by, no to nevadi.

Prosté uplné vzadu v krku se musi hrtan trochu sevfit az to trochu pleskne, a je
to. A uz to umim a predstavuju se tak halalovému feznikovi v Portobello Road
Market ktery se vzdy spravné prezentuje s privétivym arabskym usmévem a trochu
prehnanym AsSalaam Aleikum, habibi, keyf haluk? NaAm, naAm, Ana bikchair!
Ana BiKCHAIR, al Hamdulillah, Allahuakbar! (Mir s Tebou, Priteli, jak se vede? Ano,
ano, Ja se mam dobre, J4 se mam DOOBRE, diky Bohu, Bdh je Veliky!) Pro¢ Ze se
u¢im arabsky??? Nikdy mé nenapadlo se nad touto otazkou zamyslet, habibi, nase
méstska Cast nabizela vecerni kurz, pro mé zdarma, protoze mi je teprve osmnact,
Al-hamdulillah, tak bych byl prece blbej, kdybych nesel, ne, habibi? Allahuakbar!
R&d bych to Fekl, ale to mu Fict nemizu, nemdZu si tady hrat na Araba. Ale vlastné
spravnou odpovéd znam! ,Chci se ucit arabsky protoze si chci Cist Koran v
origindle!™ A najednou jsem permanentné povysen na habibiho, pritele, najednou
mam v rukach velkou laminovanou atrojku na které je arabska abeceda a nadpis
TAKHTEE FOR BEGINNERS, arabska abeceda pro zacatecniky, a pak odchazi a
prindsi mi knizecku, je to malej Koranek, aha, aha, to neni Koranek, to je jen
preklad Koranu, JENOM PREKLAD, je to tam napsané habibi, vidite to? To neni
Koran, je to ,The meaning of the holy Quran." Je to pouze vyznam, pouze vyznam!
A Koran, to je vic nez vyznam, hochu, to je o hodné vic - pravy Koran, to musi byt
arabsky, a musi to vlastné byt RECITACE, ziva recitace, je to slovo Bozi, jasny? Ty
to chapes, hochu, to vidim! Habibi, you have a very good son, sir, very good son,
Al-Hamdullilah, Ma AsSalaama. To slovo Salaam, tedy mir, zni trochu jako ceské
slovo saldm. Maji v arabskych zemich taky saldmy? A jak jim Fikaji? Rekl nékdy
Arab As-Salaam Aleikum a pak prosté salam? Mam se zeptat toho marokana v
Feznictvi? Ty jo, nevim... V&di vlbec, Ze to je tak stradné vtipny? V&di pro¢ se

usmivam? Cemu...

>k Xk >k

...se sméjes, Jakobe?

Niiic, Monco, ja jen zZe to salom mi pripomind to arabské salaam, jako ostatné
vSechna slova tady!! Ano, Jakobe, Yom, Melech, Elohim, to vSechno poznas z
kognatl z arabstiny.

K néemu mi to bylo! Jsem rad. Zpétné to dostava vyznam. Spojuji se mi hlavé

rdzné malé souvislosti.
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Takze... pred témi systémy vokalizace, Jakobe, jako je napfiklad tento takzvany
Masoreticky systém vokalizace z desatého stoleti, tam prosté nebyly zadné znaky

kolem téch pismen. To znamena, Ze se tedy kdysi prosté nepoznalo, jestli to je B
nebo V, protoZe to v obou pripadech bylo: 2

Tak to teda fakt CUMYM! To mi ale Moniko pfipomina to, Ze si Spanélé trochu pletou
B a V, respektive ze na to prosté jako by maji jeden zvuk! A je zajimavy, ze
pismenko ,vav” mize byt viastn& U nebo V nebo O, podle té vokalizace. Tu$ime
vibec, jak se to Fikalo dfiv, jak to Fikal Mojzi§ Hospodinu? Je tam nékolik moznosti,
ale asi v podstaté ne!

Jazyk neustale plyne, neustale se méni. Pomalu, ale neuprosné. Jak rika
Hérakleitos, panta rhei. V tomto je jako pfiroda. Je tam taky takova evoluce,
prirodni vybér, ekvivalenty biologickych species a gens. Podminky ho ménéj, a on,
aby se prisplsobil zmé&ndm, se méni. Zije. Biblickd hebrejstina je uméle
zakonzervovana v jedné formé jako liturgicky jazyk.

Zidé nemluvili hebrejsky doma?

Sami Zidé zacali mluvit v kazdodennim Zivoté aramejsky a jinymi jazyky. Jako
kazdodenni jazyk v podstaté hebrejstina vymrela, a moderni hebrejstina je
védomy, umysliny projekt, uméle vytvorenej jazyk. Je to jesté radikalnéjsi projekt,
nez obrozena Cestina.

Na jednu stranu je hebrejstina v Zidovském tradi¢nim mysleni ,jazyk, kterym Buh
stvoril svét", a na druhou stranu se sama vyvinula z néjakého starsiho semitského
jazyka, ze kterého se vyvinula i arabstina, proto ta podobna slova.

Takze jak se jmenuju hebrejsky? Jakov/Jakob. A arabsky to je Jakub protoze kdysi,
tam bylo asi B v néjakém stadiu proto-hebrejstiny, v hebrejstiné nez byla
hebrejstinou. V jednom jazyce se néco zmeéni, v jiném ne. A uz rozumim pro¢ mi
ta teticka Jenny rikala Jakofff, ono to vlastné vskutku je moje jméno, jméno které
se neustale méni, jako ja, ktery se taky déju.

,Privét!" Chodim na rustinu na DAMU, potrebuju kredity z jazykového predmétu.
,Kak tébjg zavit?"

,Zdravstvujté! Mirig zavdt Jakov Paviovi¢ Podvélov!" Uéitélnica Maria Alexandrovna
se na mé v hezké mistnosti na trzisti na HAMU usmiva. Vidi, ze mé hodina

doopravdy bavi, a Ze to bude fajn semestr.

Jakub, Jakob, Jakchop, Jakoubek, Jacob, Dzejkop, Jaqub, Jaqov, Jakob, Giacomo,
Jasa, Jakov Pavlovi¢, je to porad to samy, ale porad jiny, je to porad to samy, a

porad jiny. Panta rhei. A ja jsem tu néjak taky, mam ten pocit. Mezi vSemi témito
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moznostmi vyjadrovani se. Spoluvytvareji mé, a nékteré ty Sifry, systémy, kody,
nékteré ty jazyky znam lépe a anglictinu pak nejlépe. A tu dokonce i néjak

spoluvytvarim. To je ale kouzlo.

Translationese — prvni kontakt se stylistikou prekladu

7 7

"Translationese!” Napsal mi pan ucitel jako poznamku na domaci ukol z latiny. Je

14 Alexander, urbe in dicionem suam redacta, Iovis
templum intrat. Vehiculum quo Gordium, Midae
patrem, vectum esse constabat, aspexit, cultu haud

QUINTUS CURTIUS RUFUS 15 sane a vilioribus vulgatisque usu abhorrens. Notabile
erat ijugum adstrictum compluribus nodis in semet-

HISTORY OF ALEXANDER THE 16 :};fsios imt}-)illi)catis dft celantibus n;axus;t IncoAlis; deimtiie
rmantibus editam esse oraculo sortem, Asiae poti-

GREAT OF MACEDON turum qui inexplicabile vinculum?® solvisset, cupido
BOOK III 17 incessit animo sortis eius explendae. Circa regem

Hones suspesas, hace scllicite ox temersria® regls

mi patnact, chci vSechno do Skoly délat perfektné. Snazim se v prekladech z latiny
a do latiny, jako v ostatnich predmétech, neudélat jedinou chybu, i kdyby mi Ukoly
meély trvat pozdé do noci. Dostdvam se ale do svizelné situace v prekladu z latiny,
kde se mi to jevi nemozné. Nevim, co mam délat. Sice jsme se ve Skole uz ucili,
Zze takzvané ppp, past participle passive, trpné participium minulého casu, se v
konstrukci ablativus absolutus do anglictiny musi prelozit spis kreativnéji nez
doslovné, aby to byl dobry anglicky sloh, ale dfive jsme se o ablativu absolutu
relativné dlouho udili, ze se mdZe prelozit s nemotornou pomocnou anglickou frazi
~having been". To nam ale rikali jen proto, abychom pochopili vyznam té latinské
konstrukce. Napftiklad:"Urbe in dicionem suam redacta” => “with the city having
been brought under his sway.”

Kdyz po Case uz zaci pochopili, jak se participia v ablativu absolutu pouzivaji, zacal
pak uditel radit, ze se preklad milzZe zadit vymykat formulim z uéebnic, Ze by se
mohl a mél trochu ozivit do normalnéjsi anglické véty jako ,when the city had been
brought under his sway" nebo “when he had gained control of the city” Cte se to

|épe. A nevypada to jako Skolackovsky preklad z latiny.

No ale co s tim? Napadlo mé do uUkolu napsat nékolik verzi téze véty. Byla tam
samozrejmeé uz ucitelem uvedena moznost si s anglickym prekladem trochu pohrat.
Ucitel védél, ze jsme uz vSechny konstrukce v Uloze znali. Ale pak prisla nejistota.
Co kdybych to prehnal? Co kdyby byl mdj preklad nakonec pfili§ volny? Co kdyby
si u¢itel (hrdza hrdz!) nevéiml, Zze jsem v latinské pasazi spravné identifikoval
ablativus absolutus? Strach z posledniho scénare mé primél k tomu, Ze jsem vyvolil

nepristfelnou verzi, preklad ktery daval najevo, Ze jsem plvodni latinské vété
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porozumeél, a porozumeél, o jakou konstrukci jde.
Ale ja uz jsem mél byt o krok dal. ,Ne vSechno se da prelozit", ekl mi pak pan
ucitel. ,Kdyz se preklad snazi zachytit a ponechat vsechno, co je v origindle, ztraci

se zase néco jiného. Nékdy se to pak prosté neda Cist. Avoid translationese!"

Hacraces Cepreesna Lllyouna

v

»~T0 je legracni, jak si tu tvoji diplomku Ctu az ted’" rikam své pritelkyni nedavno.

1

,Legracni je to, Ze jsme vlastné v podstaté psali o stejny véci." odpovidd mi s
Usmévem. A ma pravdu. Nasta je Ruska, studuje biologii, ale na bohemistice na
FFUK napsala bakalarskou praci o moznostech prekladu poezie Jana Skacela do
rustiny. Jako sou&ast diplomové prace predklddd nékolik svych prekladd, které
komentuje a porovnava s jinymi preklady.’* Pri Cetbé si uvédomuju, ze ji také
bytostné Slo a jde o to, vytvorit most mezi kulturami:

,PFi Gvodnim pojednani o prekladatelstvi jako o dialogu kultur si nekladu jenom
teoretické otazky, nybrz také hledam pro sebe cestu, jak realné zprostredkovat
fenomén CesSstvi ruskému cCtenari. Otazka ,jaci jsou?” je mi kladena vic nez Casto,
a co nejlépe na ni dokazu odpovédét pouze tehdy, pokusim-li se priblizit neznalému
Clovéku kulturni Zivot naroda. Ruska svétova literatura je cCeskému ctenari
pomérné dost dobre znama. Byla hojné prekladana a objevuji se i nové preklady,
coZ se o literature Ceské bohuzel neda Fict. PovaZuji za velky uspéch, pokud je v
dnesni dobé rusky Ctendr alespori minimainé obezndmen s Hrabalem, Skvoreckym
anebo Havlem. Jejich znalosti jsou vsak v lepsim pripadé vétsinou omezeny jen na
Kunderovy romany anebo na némecky pisici prazské spisovatele.”

Pt se, jaci Cesi jsou, a snaZi se na tuto otdzku pro sebe a pro druhé odpovédét.

Mné jde o to samé, jen je muj cilovy jazyk a mdj cilovy &tendr trochu jiny tvor.

4 Shubina N., 2015 Moznosti piekladani poezie. Kritika prekladu Skacelovych basni do rustiny.
Bakalarska diplomova prace. Ustav bohemistickych studii, FFUK. Praha. str. 7
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Kdo jsou ti Cesi? I j& se ptdm, kdo jsou. V mém ptipadé je to trochu jiné, protoze
touto otazkou se snazim i néjak primo pochopit sebe sama, pochopit to, z ¢eho
jsem vzesel. Nasta do Cech prijela do cizi kultury, ve které nehledala svoji minulost,
kulturu svych piedkd. A ob¢as ji tu, a v &edting, vlastné nachazi.”s

Oba tu jsme v podstaté cizinci, ktefi ale spolu mluvi cesky. Oba mame karticku kde
je napsano, e mame obcanstvi Ceské Republiky. Oba si ceskost aktivné
interpretujeme, a oba si tu nasi Ceskost vytvarime, a spoluvytvarime, také protoze
ji nebereme jako dannost. Oba muiZeme v mziku pfepnout pohled na &eskou
kulturu, a nahlédnout na ni zvenku, a pak zevnitf, a pak zaroven tak i tak. To je
vyhoda ciziho jazyka z mé zkuSenosti, protoze toto rozmélnéni narodni identity
mlzZe zaroverl napomoci k autorskému pFistupu ke své vlastni identit&, a k
vlastnimu Zivotu.

V tom mame spoleény projekt, ve kterém nejsme tak totaln&, a mizeme doufat
Zze ne nevédomé, ovliviovani tim, o ¢emu Jana Pilatovd na hodinach divadelni
antropologie rika: ,kdyz se okurky dlouho nakladaji do stejného laku, nevédi, ze

jsou kyselé.". 76 Oba stavime sv{j most mezi dvéma kulturami, a je to zaroven
most na kterém spolu bydlime, jako v jednom z téch malebnych domeckd na

vyobrazenich starého Londynského mostu.””

I na mosté se da postavit domek. Nebo zahrada.... jako v té ruské animované
pohadce z roku 1957 o Snéhové Kralovné’®, na kterou jsme spolu koukali,
pamatujes? Tam taky na zacatku ukazuji kifehky most z prken mezi dvéma domy,
na kterém mala holka a maly kluk, Gerda a Kaj, stavi svoji zahradku a zalévaji své

rize. To jsme vlastné my!

>Napriklad jev vokativu v &eétiné plsobi na rusky mluviciho ¢lovéka archaicky, ,staroslovénsky".
Solunsti bratfi, oslavovani v pravoslavnem svété jako vérozvésti, pr|]eI| sem, na Moravu, atd.

®Kdyz pomyslim na prlklad mych rodi¢d, tak to vlastné méli podobné. Ceska a Svycar ale bydli v
Anglii, a spolu mluvi prevazné anglicky. Treba je ta vzajemnost nejvyvazenéjsi presné v této
situaci, kde oba pfichazeji ve vécech jazyka s né¢im svym, ale komunikujou a sdileji prevazné
na pudé néceho tietiho, jako by hrali pravidly tfeti, nové, hry.

" Napriklad zde detail z Old London Bridge (Claude de Jongh, English Heritage, Kenwood House,
London)

8 Snéznaja koroleva, Sovétsky svaz, 1957, 63 min. L. K. Atamanov Predloha: Hans Christian
Andersen
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Na tom prazském mosté, rozmaryna roste, Zadnej ji tam nezalejva, ona neporoste,
nikdo ji tam nezalejvd, ona neporoste! Ja tam tudy pdjdu, zalejvat ji budu, ona se

mi zazelena, ja ji trhat budu, ona se mi zazelena, ja ji trhat budu.
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IV. Jakub a DZejkop na KATaP

Kdyz se rozjelo moje studium na KATaP, zacal jsem si po chvili uvédomovat, ze
moje bilingvnost, trilingvnost, moje existence v rlznych kulturdch a ,mezi
kulturami”, neni jenom zalezitost toho, jak se vyslovuje moje jméno, nebo toho,
Zze nékdy nevim, jak se néco rekne. V diskuzich se spoluzaky a pedagogy a z
vlastnich télovych a emocionalnich, tedy vlastné psychosomatickych zkusSenosti z
vyuky psychosomatickych predmétl jsem si rychle uvédomil, Ze je ve mné silné

otisknutd zkusSenost této mezikulturnosti.

IV. i Hlas & Télo

UZ moje prvni reflexe ze zimniho semestru 2017, z predmétu hlasova vychova
pred skupinou s Ivanou Vostarkovou, se zabyva (mimo tématy zvykani si na na
prvni pohled prapodivné mistni metody) timto tématem. Nejlepsi bude, kdyz to
povi pfimo Jakub z roku 20187°:

,Fascinujici pro mé bylo uvédoméni si, a zpétné si uvédomuju ze pedagogové si
tohoto vsimli jiz pri prijimacim Fizeni, Ze mluvim docela jinak, kdyZ mluvim anglicky.
Treba je to tim, Ze mym jedinym realnym ceskym vzorem v détstvi byla maminka
Zijici v emigraci, treba je to tim, Ze jsem si v Cestiné jazykové obecné méné jisty,
ale mdj anglicky hlas je sebejistéjsi, klidnéjsi, pInéjsi a nizsi. Toto bylo pro mé
hlavné ilustraci toho, jakou ohromnou silu ma podvédoma psychika na hlas. V
pfimém porovnavani svého modu anglického a CZeského jsem si to zkusil
zamériovat i psychosomaticky. Jaké mam pocity kdyz mluvim anglicky? Jaké mam
pocity kdyz mluvim Cesky? Co citim v téle, kdyz mluvim anglicky, co citim v téle,
kdyz mluvim Cesky? Jaké to je, kdyz se ty pocity pokusim vsunout do druhého
jazyka? Jako v ostatnich disciplinach vidim, Ze identifikujeme nevédomé procesy,
Ze z nevédomych procesi délame védomé procesy, vracime se k prirozenéjsim
moznostem byti, které jsou casem i pohodInéjsi a méné vycerpavajici, a tim
otevirame cestu ke zménam nejenom nasich hranych hlasG pfi pfedstaveni, ale k
zdokonaleni nasi komunikace mezi télem a mysli i v kazdodennim Zivoté."

To, co pro pedagogy bylo zjevné uz pfi prijimacim fizeni, kde po mé chtéli abych
néco deklamoval chvilku anglicky, chvilku ¢esky, a zase anglicky, mi zjevné nebylo.

A nejdivnéjsi bylo to, ze i po momentu, kdy jsem si sam zacal uvédomovat, jak

® Keller Reflexe individualni skupinové hlasové vychovy pred skupinou s Ivanou Vostarkovou -
Z252017/2018 str. 1
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jiny doopravdy jsem v angli¢tiné a cestiné, to pokracovalo. To byla moc zajimava
zkuSenost. Neni dost, o né¢em védét. To néco ti stale ovliviiuje Zivot, je to stdle
tam, zakodované, zabudované, zapamatované nescetnym opakovanim - ale
nevédomé. I v tomto momentu na zacatku roku 2018, kde jsem svoji situaci
racionalné chapal a rozumél ji na intelektudlni roviné, jsem se s prekvapenim
chytal v sevieném, témbrem vysSSim, nervézné znéjicim a nervézné zazivaném
projevu; to, Ze né¢emu ze svych nevédomych procesl rozumime, je$té neznamena,
Ze je véc vyresSena, ze se véci samy poskladaji. Samozrejmé se to komplikuje tim,
jak na clovéka reaguji ostatni. Ne vzdy se nachazime v prostredi ,safe space”, s
prejici pozornosti pedagoga KATaP a stmelené skupiny spoluzak(d souputniki na
této cesté sebepoznani. V Zivoté se tedy nékdy stava, Zze komunikuju svoji
neldplnou cestinou, a dochazi k zvlastnimu typu nedorozuméni. Ale je to jemné
nedorozuméni. Stane se, ze se v komunikaci s Cechem mijim na Grovni ktera je
jemnéjsi a slozitéji definovatelna nez jen aroven lexiky, idiomu, gramatiky, jak
jsem jiz uved! v podkapitole Jsem (ne)Cech? Mluvil jsem o tomto svém tématu se
spoluzakem Vaclavem Wortnerem, ktery to nazyva ,klamani télem"“°:

,Moje pfitelkyné Stefanie je RakuSanka. Zijeme v Praze a diky jeji skvélé
vyslovnosti ji Cesi na zacdtku rozhovoru automaticky povazuji za Cesku. NeZ se
na gramatice ukdzalo, Ze to asi Ceska neni, lidé s ni vZdycky jednali jako s Ceskou.
Spoluzék Jakob vyrdstal v Anglii, jeho otec je Svycar a matka Ceska. Prijel
studovat na DAMU, mluvi ¢esky, ale je to cizinec. KdyZ s nim Cesi mluvi, mysli si
diky jeho vyslovnosti, e je Cech, Ze pochézi ze stejného kontextu, kulturniho
povédomi. Ale Jakob se nesméje Ceskym vtipdm, protoZe jim nerozumi, a Cesi si
tudiz mysli, Ze nema smysl pro humor. Kdyz se v obchodé svou perfektni ¢estinou
pta, co to znamena loupak, mysli si prodavacky, Ze si z nich déla legraci - kazdy
Cech prece vi, co to znamend loupék. Diky jeho vyslovnosti Cesi citi, Ze je ,,nds",
Ze jsme s nim na jedné lodi, ani je nenapadne, ze by néemu mohl nerozumét,
jeho chovani bud’ prisuzuji tomu, Ze je to jeho osobnostni viastnost (nema smysl
pro humor) nebo zamér (déla si z nich legraci) - ne proto, Zze nécemu nerozumi. U
cizince se spatnou vyslovnosti nebo alespori s akcentem by je jako prvni napadala
moznost, Ze prosté nerozumi. Jakob a Stefanie tudiz doslova klamou télem — ucho
Cecha slysi Cecha, jednoho z nés, i presto, Ze to jsou ve skutecnosti cizinci.

Kdyz pisu, ze klame télem, myslim tim to, Ze pristupuji k télu stejné jako rodily

mluvéi. Stejna vyslovnost je pouze odrazem tohoto pFistupu. Zakousi hlasky

80 Wortner 2020, str. 40
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stejnym zpldsobem, jako ja, kdyZ to slysim, citim se s nimi ,doma". Kdyby
Rakusanka Stefanie mluvila s némeckym akcentem , Nefis, kte sou roliki?" misto
,INevis, kde jsou rohliky?", rozumél bych, na co se mé pta, ale pocit bych mél upiné
jiny. Nebyl bych ,doma." "

Je to moc zajimava ironie, ze absence anglického prizvuku v mé cestiné (na prvni
poslech) mlze byt jak vyhoda, (v situacich kde se Cech Cechovi otevie zplsobem
kterym by se cizinci otevfit nechtél nebo nemohl, nebo myslel e nemize), tak
také nevyhoda, v situaci kde si Cech neuvédomuje, Ze jsem ,$pion nejmenované
cizi mocnosti* a ze pres prizvuk nejsem obeznamen s néjakym kulturnim prvkem
nebo redlii ktera je pro dany moment k plné mnohovrstvenaté komunikaci potreba.
Pohybuju se v Cechéch tedy mezi a kolem situaci typu komunikace Cech-Cech, a
Cech-cizinec, ale nikdy to nespada cisté ani do jedné, ani do druhé kategorie. To
mé ,klamani télem" je vlastné ten fakt, Ze mam od maminky zdédéno to, co déla
materstinu materstinou. Mam v sobé, doslova v téle, téch nékolik ,,procent" jazyka,
podle kterych je Clovék poznatelny jakozto rodily mluvci. Ale zaroven mam velkou
lakunu cistych informaci. Nastésti se takovato mezera snadnéji prekonava, zvlast
in situ mezi ,okurkami.™ To ¢eské co mam v téle bylo ale dlouhou dobu v néjakém
ohledu nevédomé. Prace s hlasem na KATaP mi toto pomohla zvédomit. A kdyz uz

se to uvédomilo, nastal bod, pocit, Zze uz pro mé nebylo cesty zpét.8! Ten moment

81 K ,nemoznosti® navratu k predchozimu stadiu vyvoje nebo byti je relevantni i moje posledni
reflexe hlasovky:

~Pomalu se mi tyto zkusenosti integruji do mého kazdonenniho habitu, ale uvédomil jsem si poprvé
za studium jak ddleZits je ta zkusenost klauzur samotnd. Kolik toho, a jak moc, tam miZe pfi tom
specifickém napéti predstaveni v pfitomnosti jinych docvaknout. Po predstaveni na klauzurach uz
nejsem uplné stejnym cClovékem. Nevracim se nikdy Upiné tam, kde jsem predtim byl. Jsem
doopravdy bytost v procesu neustalé zmény. Klauzury mohou byt (a to je asi zvlasté pravda pokud
ma Elovék trochu napracovdno, pokud ma akumulaci riznych zkuSenosti), si uvédomuju, takovym
trochu mini-iniciacnim ritualkem."

(Reflexe individualni skupinové hlasové vychovy pred skupinou s I. Vostarkovou - LS20, str. 2)

Je to antropologicka, psychologicka konstanta pfechodového ritualu v pritomnosti ,kmene”, ktera
znemoziuje navrat bez rizika. Toto riziko je velké. Navrat je mozny, a casto v zivoté potkavame
lidi, ktefi se po néjaké zkusenosti o toto pokouseji. Ale neni to ve zdravi udrzitelny jev, jak uvadi
Carl Gustav Jung (1966) p.254ff. (plvodné Die Beziehungen zwischen dem Ich und dem
Unbewussten (1928), Rascher Verlag, Zurich ve svém pojednani o jevu ktery nazyva regresivni
obnovou osobnosti. (Die regressive Wiederherstellung der Persona)

Tento jev je presné situace, kde nas silna Zivotni zkuSenost zméni natolik, Ze neni mozné zit dal
jako jsme zili dfiv. Syflj dosavadni zivot jsme néjak prerostli. Zit stejné jako dfiv by znamenalo Zzit
nelplnym Zivotem. Zivotem nabizend moznost ristu se musi ale pfijmout a uchopit:

,Let us take as an example a businessman who takes too great a risk and consequently becomes
bankrupt. If he does not allow himself to be discouraged by this depressing experience, but,
undismayed, keeps his former daring, perhaps with a little salutary caution added, his wound will
be healed without permanent injury. But if, on the other hand, he goes to pieces, abjures all
further risks, and laboriously tries to patch up his social reputation within the confines of a much
more limited personality, doing inferior work with the mentality of a scared child, in a post far
below him, then, technically speaking, he will have restored his persona in a regressive way. He
will as a result of his fright have slipped back to an earlier phase of his personality; he will have
demeaned himself, pretending that he is as he was before the crucial experience, though utterly
unable even to think of repeating such a risk. Formerly perhaps he wanted more than he could
accomplish; now he does not even dare to attempt what he has it in him to do." (Jung ibid.) (ddraz
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uvédomovani se opakoval v hodinach dosti pravidelné?®, a casem se pak i
dostavoval sdm. Tohle byl prvni krok k integraci téch mych dvou tél, dvou télesnych
napéti, dvou roli, ackoli jsem nevédél, ze jsem je hral. Télesny pocit této integrace
se mi také pak v hodinach dostavoval jako pocit moznosti, nabidka lehkosti a
zaroven opravdovosti. Spjaté to bylo na pocitové Urovni s potiebou spis néco pustit,
jistou via negativa, nez se o néco snazit:

,Jje zajimavé, jak se hlasovym cvi¢enim &Elovék mizZe na chvili ocitnout v nééem,
tedy v télovém napéti a psychickém naladéni, které viceméné odpovida tomu, kde
by mél asi byt. Je to ochutnavka toho, co je mozné. A toto ve spolecnosti jinych je
ochutnavka toho nového vztahu k sobé a k druhym, ktery je mozny. Za to moc
Ivané Vostarkové dékuju."83

V tomto vidim jadro toho, proc a jak byla, dle mého ndzoru, moje Cestina klamna.
Je také zajimavé, jak jsem mohl zakouset jiné byti, jiné télesné napéti, v ramci
jinych jazyk(d. Zatim jsme se zabyvali jen ¢estinou a angli¢tinou, ale oba tyto
jazyky pro mé zjevné néco silného znamenaji. Nejsou, nemohou byt Uplné
neutralnimi sdélovacimi médii. Kdyz nas Ivana Vostarkova navedla k tomu,
abychom cviceni v hlasovce praktikovali na slovech z jinych reci, dostavovalo se
mi uvolnéni také rychle, jak dokladd moje posledni reflexe z letniho semestru
202084 ,Jiz v prvnich hodinach hlasovky s Ivanou Vostarkovou se do hry dostala
ruska slova, s predstavou néjaké ,sSiroké plné ruskosti" asi nejspiS spjaté s
predstavou velikosti ruské krajiny jsem se ,mohl dopustit" i hlubsiho, plnéjsiho
hlasu. Tohle jsem se rozhodl! vzit do hry. V autorské prezentaci mi to fungovalo, a
dokonce se to odrazilo v komentarich, ze jsem v rolich uvolnénejsi nez kdyz jsem
byl v rolich, které byly ve své podstaté jen mymi viastnimi vnitfnimi partnery, Ci
personifikacemi prehnanych verzi né€jakych vlastnosti nebo tendenci, které
doopravdy mam."

K autorskym prezentacim, a jak jsem tento princip vyuzil, se jesté vratime, ale zde

mtj) => Clovék takto Zijici Zije nelplny Zivot, ackoliv se mu to tieba tak nezda:

,...resignation and self-belittlement are an evasion, which in the long run can be kept up only at

the cost of neurotic sickliness. From the conscious point of view of the person concerned, his

condition does not look like an evasion at all, but seems to be due to the impossibility of coping

with the problem." (ibid. p.259)

8vViz. Keller, Reflexe individudIni skupinové hlasové vychovy pfed skupinou s Ivanou Vostarkovou -
Z2S52018/2019: ,Hned na zalatek reflexe bych chtél zddraznit, jak velky a jak instantni efekt na
mdj hlas maji nase setkéni s Ivanou Vostarkovou. Pfijdu do hodin zpravidla sevfeny, mluvici
zaskrcenym hlasem v krku, vychdzim z hodin otevieny, uvolnény, uzemnény, mluvi mi to z téla,
znéle." str 1.

8 Keller Reflexe individuaini skupinové hlasové vychovy pred skupinou s Ivanou Vostarkovou -

Z52017/2018 str. 1

8 Viz. Keller, reflexe Reflexe individudIni skupinové hlasové vychovy pfed skupinou s Ivanou
Vostarkovou - LS 2020 a léto.
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bych se chtél pozastavit nad tim, jak se prostrednictvim néjakého tretiho jazyka
(zkougeli jsme i jiné pro mé ,tfeti™ jazyky: Italtinu, gibberish) miZe ujasnit vztah
mezi dvéma ,prvnimy". Jak v mé ceské (ale trilingvni) komunikaci s pritelkyni, tak
v anglické (ale trilingvni) komunikaci mych rodi¢d mezi sebou, se dalsi jazyk
pouzivda k tomu, aby se néco objasnilo, tedy aby se stalo vice védomym a
pochopenym. I svoje téma, mdj zadkrceny esky hlasek, kdyZ to Feknu o3klivé,

jsem si pomohl pochopit a vyladit mimo jiné prekladem.

IV. ii  Autorské Herectvi

I v hodinach herectvi se staly jazyky a moje mezikulturni situovanost tématem k
praci a interpretaci. MQj prvni ,tvar” spocival ve volné interpretaci vzpominky z
détstvi, kdy mi tatinek zavolal pozdé v noci do Prahy telefonem ze Svycarska, aby
mi Fekl, Ze ndm zemfel dédedek. Jeho tata. Vibec jsem tam mnohojazy&nost
nezamyslel, ale skupina mi poradila, at tam ddm rdzné jazyky a polohy, tak jsem
tam dal primy citat tatovy Svycarské némdiny. A ani to, kdyz se divam zpétné,
jinak neslo. Mluvené sdéleni ma v sobé specificitu, kterou jsem zde chtél také
predat. To, jak to bylo predano, bylo to hlavni sdéleni, které jsem chtél sdilet s
divaky na klauzurach. Nékdy jde spiS o to, jak. Zpétné si uvédomuju, jak to byl
dilezity moment. Pak jsem pracoval na tvaru, kde jsem zpracoval vzpominku
babi¢ky na Protektorat Cechy a Morava, ve kterém musela zdravit hitlerovskym
pozdravem, a recitovat o vldci odstave¢ek nazpamét. Tam se mi zase tématizoval
rozdil mezi némeckou némdcinou a Svycarskou némcinou.?® Od zacatku bylo
ostatnim jasno néco, co jsem si ja sam jen pomalu uvédomoval: Ze tam mam jesté
néco nevyreseného.

V ceskojazyCnych hodinach jsem ale hlavné citil nejistotu ohledné toho, jak se
vyjadfit, zvlast v druhém rocniku, kde po skonceni hodin herecké propedeutiky
jsme v hodindch herectvi zalali pracovat intenzivn&ji na formovani tvari a
moznostech téchto tvarl. S Evou Cechovou v zimnim semestru 2018/2019, a pak
taky s Hankou Malanikovou v letnim semestru 2019 jsme pracovali s tématem
Odyssea. Bylo pro mé mnohem tézsi si s Cestinou hrat, tvorit v ni, modelovat si s
ni jako s modelinou radostné a bez obav, Ze se dopustim chyby, nez s anglictinou.
Kdyz mi bylo napriklad pfi improvizované scénce feceno Hankou Malanikovou:

Jfajn! A ted’to zkus rict jinak! To samé - ale jinak!" tak mé na par vtefrin zalil horor.

8Viz. Podkapitolu Jsem urcité nenémec.
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Mélo mé to asi uvolnit a mélo mé to zbavit néjaké rigidity ve vyrazu, kterou tam
pedagog spravné vidél, vycitil. Ale ta rigidita tam byla také proto, ze jsem si ten
text dlouho psal s tim, Zze jsem nechtél, aby tam byly chyby. Nékdy jsem si ho
napred napsal anglicky a pak prelozil do c¢estiny a vzal ho do Skoly takhle v
prekladu. Ale ja nikdy do cCestiny neprekladam, prekldddm vzdy do anglictiny.
Nedivim se, zZe to byly trochu divné texty. Pfedstava improvizace kolem takového
textu byla pak nékdy tézka. Je samoziejmé otazka, do jaké miry byla moje
nejistota ohledné volnosti ke hre v ¢estiné dana jen neznalosti jazyka a kultury. Je
mozné, ze se v angli¢tiné citim vic doma z jinych dlvodd, tfeba tim, Zze jsem mél
v détstvi pocit vétsi svobody ve vyjadrovani se anglicky ve Skole s vrstevniky,
kdezto c¢esky jsem komunikoval vyhradné doma s maminkou. Urcité to souvisi, jak
opakované uvadim, s rlznymi polohami mého hlasu, a tedy s polovédomymi
persdnami, které jsem mival a do jisté doby stale mivam v ceskojazycéném a
anglickojazyéném vyrazu, a se kterym jsme hodné pracovali v hodinach
individualni hlasové vychovy pred skupinou s Ivanou Vostarkovou. Kdezto s Ivanou
jsem mél moznost si v klidu polohy osahat a vyzkouset, procitit, hodiny herectvi
byly laboratori, ve které se tato osobni témata (vSech ucinkujicich) objevovala a
dostavala do hry, coz vedlo nékdy k vypjeti atmosféry. Mistrovstvi, se kterym obé,
Eva i Hanka, dokazaly vést a provadét skupinu rlznymi zaZitky, ve kterych se
nékdy kvuli n&jakym rezijnim boddm, kvili ndzordm na role a dramaturgie tvard
obcas skoro i plakalo, pro mé bylo velkou sSkolou nejen o herectvi, ale o

mezilidskych vztazich jako takovych. Bylo to ale az v pripravé na moji...

IV. iii Autorské Prezentace

...autorskou prezentaci Kaali, kde mi béhem konzultace Michal Cunderle pomohl
prekonat néjakou velkou nejistotu ohledné mé cestiny, tim, ze to jasné a razné
pojmenoval. Poradil mi napred, abych prosté mluvil, zaimprovizoval to, co jsem
mél polopripravené. Na moji namitku ze tohle ¢esky neumim, Ze mi tohle Cesky
nejde, mi silné ekl néco ve smyslu, Ze...to je Uplné jedno. Ty Cech nejsi, a vsichni
to véd..

Od té doby jsem se prestal tolik bat chyb ve své mluvené cestiné. Mensi Groven
strachu, presnéji mensi Uroven strachu pri kazdodennim 'tovarnim nastaveni' byla
osvobozujici. Nékdy si napéti vibec nevsimneme, dokud nepovoli. Najednou bylo
vic energie na jiné véci, protoze ten strach a nejistota se predtim musela dit,
myslet, proZivat. Najednou byla &istéjsi, jasnéjsi, stastné&jsi mysl.

Trochu ironické bylo to, Ze se pak nékdy zdalo, ze se mij &esky vyraz zhorsuje.
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Tohle mi komentovala napriklad maminka kdyz jsem se vratil do rodiny o
prazdnindch do Svycarska. Moje znalost a zkudenost cCestiny se ale naopak
vskutku prohloubila. Cetl jsem si ¢esky mnohem vic nez kdy predtim, a mluvil jsem
Cesky kazdy den, v rlznych Zanrech a situacich, v rlznych slovnicich, &mz se mi
bystfil smysl pro vhodnost slov a vyraz( a struktur v rdznych kontextech. Co se
ve mné ale doopravdy uvolnilo, bylo moje snazeni, moje hluboké Ipéni na tom, ze
chyba neni dobra véc. Moje cCestina pred timto bodem v podstaté sestavala ze
zapamatovanych, naucenych struktur, na které jsem se mohl spolehnout. Bylo jich
hodné&, dost na to, abych &asto plsobil jako rodily mluvei. Nevydaval jsem se ale
do nezndma, tfeba (pravd&podobné) z divodu, Ze jsem nechtél, aby se poznalo,
7e nejsem Cech. Uvédoméni, ze mdZu délat tyhle chyby a ze nemusim plsobit jako
rodily mluvdi, bylo osvobozujici na emocionalni, hlubsi roviné. Vedlo to k pocitu
klidu, ,na" kterém se pak Iépe pracovalo s CeStinou. Snaha se vyjadrit spravné

nadale trva, ale neni to uz zdrojem stresu.

Kaali (Autorska prezentace 2019)

Kaali je titul mé treti desetiminutové autorské prezentace z letniho semestru 2020.
Je to jméno jednoho tajemného mista na ostrové Saaremaa v Estonsku, kde kdysi,
pied mnoha tisici lety, spadla skupina meteor(. Tento pad zaznamenali lidé Zijici v
okoli, a vzpominka na tuto uddlost se oralni tradici dostala az do Finského
narodniho eposu, Kalevaly. I ja jsem se tam kdysi vydal, a ta cesta mi byla inspiraci
k vytvoreni této autorské prezentace. Prezentace je Cesky, ale objevuji se v ni
postavy které mluvi jinymi jazyky. Estonsky, italsky, rusky, anglicky. Nékteré z
téchto postav jsem ja, dokonce si tam spolu povidame. Nenapadlo mé ale si prfimo
popovidat sam se sebou ve dvou postavach, kde bych byl doopravdy sam za sebe,
jeden Jakub cesky, a druhy, DzZejkop, anglicky. Pfi praci na prezentaci jsem
vychéazel z kontaktu kultur, z kulturnich rozdili a nedmysinych nedorozuméni a
situaci ztracenych v prekladu, ale vic nez na svoje téma jsem se pro pobaveni
divaka zaméril na strukturu a formu, na hospodareni s napétim a na podrazeni
postavenych olekdavani. Snazil jsem se zachytit to, jak j& rozumim rlznym
specifickym Zivotnim pocitiim které jsou spjaté s tim, jak se stereotyp dané tedi
jevi. Estonstina, rustina, cestina, anglictina, italStina vyznély v prezentaci, ale
zpétné si uvédomuju, Ze jsem vlastné priSel o moznost se zamérit na primy kontakt
dvou nejdileZit&jsich poloh pro mé: mé cestiny a mé anglictiny. Michal Cunderle

mi toto pfi praci na pripravé naznacoval, ze by anglictina a Cestina stacila, ale az
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email od Ivany Vostarkové:

Dne 22.9.2020 v 16:41 Ivana Vostarkova napsal(a):
~Mily Jakube/Jacobe, (jéje.....docela by mé zajimalo, jak si povidaji
Jakub s Jacobem, néco bylo naznaceno v tvé autorské prezentaci, ale je

tam toho urcité vic...) [...]”

mi pomohl si plné uvédomit, ze tento dialogicky moment je ten, na ktery bych se
mél v hrani nejvic zaméfit. Ze zkuSenost tohoto dialogu, tohoto ,konfliktu" ve
specifickém napéti klauzur mi pomUlzZe. Vice, nez v kontextu podminek hodin

Dialogického Jednani. Pristé.

Bernard Huffner (Autorska prezentace 2019)

Ve své autorské prezentaci Bernard Huffner tematizuju zazitek neznalosti jazyka v
situaci nepochopeného vtipu. Malému Jakubovi z mé vzpominky rika francouzsky
spisovatel z zertu falesnou definici slova, inspirovanou podobnym zvukem: slovo
Lavatory prezentuje jako ,lava tree, the tree where the lava grows."™ Co jsem tu
chtél v ramci nejen textu prezentace, ale v samotném predstaveni zprostredkovat
divakovi, byl pocit nejistoty, pocit otevienych moznosti, ktery nékdy citime hlavné
s cizim jazykem, a zaroven nahled do hravosti Bernarda Huffnera, ktera na konci
jeho pribéhu se sebevrazdou podle scénare z vlastni knihy dosdhne perverzni,
nezdravé Urovné metareference.

Uz zde jsem si mél, nebo mohl, uvédomit to, k ¢emu mé doved!| Michal Cunderle,
7e muzu klidné kdykoliv mluvit anglicky, nebo né&co fict anglicky, kdyZ to jinak
nejde. Anglické pisni¢ce na konci autorské prezentace, kde jsem se obaval ze se
lidé nebudou smat protoZe neporozumi anglickym vtipdm, se smala celd mistnost.
Porozuméni slovim a pochopeni interni smyslové struktury fabule a tvaru, postav

a témat neni nutné k tomu, aby si divak predstaveni hodnotné uzil.

Kleinova lahev (Autorska prezentace 2018)

Kleinova lahev byla moje prvni autorska prezentace na KATaP. Ackoliv jsem tam
nemél v umyslu tématizovat svoji bilingvnost, zpival jsem tam romskou pisnicku,
kterou jsem pak prelozil do ¢estiny. V jednom momentu jsem i zopakoval definici
Kleinovy lahve, tedy jsem ji uvedl Cesky i anglicky. V obou pripadech jsem opakoval

stejné fyzické pohyby, které evokovaly tvar Kleinovy lahve a podtrhavaly jeji
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¢tyfrozmérnost. Tehdy jsem si to vibec neuvédomoval, ale ted zp&tné vidim, Ze v
tom je také obraz integrace mych dvou poloh, ¢eské a anglické, presnéji receno
integrace mého anglického témbru, ve kterém se citim vic doma, volnéjsi a vic

sam sebou, do mého ceského projevu.

IV. iv  Tlumoceni predméti na KATaP

Uz v prvnim semestru studia na KATaP jsem tlumodil par setkani v rdmci predmétu
Uvod do autorského herectvi. Preklad, jsem si v&iml, mi v médiu tlumoceni el
mnohem |épe, presnéji jsem dokazal prelozit, co Clovék chtél fici, kdyz jsem
tlumodil simultanné. Bohuzel toto neni ale vzdy mozné. Kdyz je mensi skupina, tak
nékdy pres tlumoceny preklad neni slySet pdvodni vyklad. Také v pripadé Ze se
setkani nahrava je pak na nahravce Spatné slySet vSechno, tézko se rozeznava
mezi dvéma linkami reci. Co mé ale na tlumoceni nejvic bavi je to, jak se pfi
simultannim prekladu dostavam do nastaveni a specifického soustredéni totalni
improvizace. Neni ¢as na delSi védomou strategickou myslenku. Je velka radost,
kdyZ se toto dafi. Prosté to ¢lovékem proplouva. Clovék procesuje to, co slysi, a
snazi se predpovédét strukturu véty, aby mohl co nejuspésnéji dokoncit vlastni
vétu v cilovém jazyce, pokud mozno aby to byla spisovna véta bez zacinani znovu
a oprav, coz je jak pro srozumitelnost, tak pro dalsi praci tlumocnika problematické,
protoze vyklad pokracuje dal. Simultanni tlumoceni urychluje celou hodinu, coz ma
za vysledek, ze setkani na které nebyl pripraven nadbyte¢ny material-aktivity-
diskuzni témata mizou konéit mnohem dfive neZ pedagog plédnoval. Na druhou
stranu, pokud je materidlu hodné a vsichni maji vili pokradovat, se stihne se
simultannim tlumocenim opravdu hodné.

Zajimava zkusSenost, ktera vlastné napomohla tlumoceni simultdanné, byla
pandemie Covidu 19 a nasledna online vyuka. Napred jsme tlumodili tak jako pri
mensich setkanich osobné také na platformach Skype-Zoom-Microsoft Teams. Pak
mé ale napadlo, ze mizeme pouzit situaci kde vSichni sedime sami pfed pocitadem
doma v nas prospéch. Zkusili jsme udélat nase setkani na dvou kanalech zaroven
(Teams & Skype). Hodina byla Ceska: pedagog (napr. Eva Slavikova, Viktor Dockal
et al.) mluvil Cesky. J& jsem zatim simultanné prekladal to, co jsem slysSel ve
sluchatkach cesky, do mikrofonu pocitace anglicky. Studenti mezinarodniho
programu si dali sluchatka a v nich méli Skajp se simultannim prekladem toho, co
vidéli na obrazovce. Kazdy mél doma pocitac a telefon, takto to Slo dobre. Napadlo
me, ze by to takhle vlastné Slo i mimo online setkani, ve tridé...

Nejprijemnéjsi zkusenost prekladu a tlumoceni se mi ale dostavovala pri tlumoceni

68



a participaci na setkanich k Divadelni Antropologii s Janou Pilatovou a krouzkem
vzdy rozmanitych studentl DAMU z rlznych kateder. Obé&as pfiSel i host z jiné
fakulty, uplné jiné skoly, ze svéta profesionalniho divadla. Jednou jsme byli kazdy
z jiné zemé, Jana byla jedind Ceska. Jindy prislo na toto anglickojazyéné setkani
Cech( straéné moc, vic nez mezindrodnich studentd. Tady ale nehrozila kyselost
stejného laku. Co hrozilo byly instance takzvaného culture clash. Vtip jednoho
nemusi byt pochopen druhym, urazi se. Jeden mluvi o lidovych tradicich smrti a
pohibivani své zemé které dobre zna, je to pro néj banalita: ostatni sedi s hubou
otevienou. Komunikace nevazne, ale je opatrna, trochu pomalejsi, ¢lovék se v
multindrodnim kolektivu snazi mluvit co nejstruéné&ji, co nejjasné&ji, bez idiomd,
bez automatisml, aby rozuméli vdichni: bez vSednich frézi do kterych jsou
zakomponované malé kulturni dannosti a sdilené samoziejmosti. Najednou je
véechno méné samoziejmé, trochu vic unavuijici, trochu vic znejistujici. Clovék
néco struc¢né, co nejstruc¢néji a nejvystiznéji fekne o tom, jak to ma, jak to vidi. A
najednou si uvédomuje, ze si to takhle strué¢né nikdy predtim nemél 3anci-vali
zformulovat.

Najednou, v prostfedku krasného soustredéni tlumocnického flow si s Sokem
uvédomuju, ze mi teprve ted, po druhém slySeni stejného seminare Introduction
to Authorial Acting, dochazi dosti podstatna véc. Vytahuju si zapisnik, a snazim se
tlumocit dal a pritom si udélat tuzkou poznamku na potom. ,Didn't you do this
class last year?" ptd se mé spoluzacka. Pokyvuju ze jo, ale odpové&dét nemdzu,
Ltumok™ mé tlaci dal a uz tak mi v hlavé jede prilis ,aplikaci®.

»No to je ale prece jasny, proboha!!!!" zlobi se verejné a frustrované na diskusnim
kole¢ku po klauzurach jeden spoluzak. Michal Cunderle se toho chyta. Pfipomina,
e je dllezité si to vyjasnit. Co je jasny, a co tfeba jasny neni. Rict si to, aby to
nebylo jenom ,jasny", jenom slovo, termin nebo fraze, polonauceny Zargon, ale
aby za tim néco bylo. Porozuméni, a néjaka vlastni zkusenost.

Organizovana moznost si v klidu pomalu vyjasnit, jak to je. To je vlastné i podstata
Dialogického jednani s vnitfnim partnerem. To je to: ,co jsme to slyseli, a jak?" To
je ten navrat ,Zuriick zu den Sachen selbst!". 8 V kontextu cizojazycné
komunikace se i pak slySime, jak své myslenky fikame jinak, nez jsme si je predtim
formulovali. Je to pak ,to samé, ale jinak", a to nam dava moznost jiného nahledu

na sebe samotné. A vilastné to nemusi byt ani existujici jazyk, pokud své impulsy

87oto souvisi s tim, co jsem si po chvili zacinal v hodinach ¢asto uvédomovat: ze zazitek studia na
KATaP vede k pocitu Ze nade predméty jsou s ¢asem synkretické. Sristaji a zacinaji se jeden
druhému podobat.
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bereme vazné a vazné a pozorné je pozorujeme. Ivan Vyskocil mi fikal, jak vedl
dilnu dialogického jednani s Royem Hartem, ale prece neumél anglicky. Domluvili
se détstinou, gibberish! Dialogicky jednali v gibberish. A ja v Dialogickém jednani
taky zkousim gibberish. A je to opravdu jedno, co presné se tam rekne. Protipdl
se dostavi. A mlZze se pak vyjadrit i Gplné beze slov, télové, zp&vnym hlasem,
¢imkoliv.

,Mam tady preklad toho stejného textu v nékolika jazycich, tak si asi vyberte kazdy
to, co mu nejvic vyhovuje, hlavné abychom kazdy vidéli na text a mohli se
pribézné podivat. Polsky, anglicky, &esky, francouzsky... nechce nékdo italsky
preklad?" rikd Jana. Nevim ted, co mi nejvic vyhovuje. VétSinou automaticky
saham po anglické verzi cehokoliv. Ted si nejsem jist. Porovnavame preklady.
Nachazime par nesrovnanosti; zkousSime to interpretovat. Zajimavé! Nékdy
preklad nestaci, a original nejde.®” Musime si to interpretovat néjak komplexnéji,

po svém.

IV.v  Asistence DJ anglicky na letnim festivalu KrKF

AcCkoliv mam s Dialogickym jednanim s vnitfnim partnerem uz nékolikaletou
zkusSenost, neproSel jsem si asistentskym vycvikem, D] jsem mimo katedru nikdy
neasistoval, a na KATaP jen nékolikrat jako pomocny, druhy asistent. Dostal jsem
pak ale pozvanku ukazat D] na anglickojazy¢né dilné na letnim minifestivalku
Kreativni Kfivoklatsko KrKr. Podpotil mé Michal Cunderle s tim, Ze si médm k sobé
vzit nékoho zkusenéjsiho. S Kierstan DeVoe jsme tedy na KrKr jeli. Dilna byla cela
anglicky, i pro nékolik Cechd, ktefi se icastnili a mohli samoziejmé jednat jakkoliv,
jakymkoliv jazykem. Anglicky premyslim, nemusel jsem si své myslenky pfi
asistenci a uvadéni Dialogického jednani prekladat, ale chytil jsem se, vSiml jsem
si, jak vlastné prekladam Ivana Vyskocila v tom smyslu, ze jsem pouzival podobné
formulace asistentskych poznamek, které jsem si pamatoval z dob, kdy jsem k
Vyskocilovi chodil ja. Skoro stejné véty. Svoji vlastni zkusenost Vyskocilova
milosrdného vedeni téchto situaci hledani jsem mohl prosté predat.

~Yes, yes, yes, that was very nice, very nice. Thank you for that. Thank you for
trying that. I really liked that. There was just one thing I was a bit sad about, and
I think you know what it was! That Barunka was so alone there! And that's the

87Cf. situaci prekladl do japonstiny &eskych knih, o které mluvi Eiichi Chino, prekladatel Ivana
Vyskocila do japonstiny.. Pfeklady Ceskych knih zacatkem Sedesatych let do japonstiny
existovaly, ale asto to nebyly preklady pfimo z Eeétiny, nybrz preklady prekladd. Preklad byl
tudiz v né&im a priori nedostacujici, a original predist pro naprostou vétsinu Japonct nesel.
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thing - we don't have to be alone there! We can take ourselves by the hand, and
help ourselves along, encourage the little child within us.”

S Kierstan jsme byli s atmosferou setkani, se soustfed&nim a pristupem zdjemci
o dilnu, moc spokojeni, ale nejvétsi radost byla, kdyz néktefi icastnici prijali vyzvu
si vytvofit reflexi. Rekli jsme, ze mdze reflexe mit jakoukoliv formu. Jedna sle¢na
dokonce poslala video jak o svych zazitcich mluvi, a jeden hoch napsal poeticky
text. Radost byla z toho, Ze do toho doopravdy néco zainvestovali, a Ze se jim to
vracelo. Toto byl pro mé osobné dilezity moment z toho divodu, Ze jsem si tehdy
uvédomil, ze mi KATaP pomohl i s moji komunikaci a projevem v angli¢tiné. ]a
blbec jsem si uz zacal myslet, ze ,pracuju” jen na své c¢estiné, na integraci pocitu
~sebe", ktery jsem citil ve své anglictiné do mého ¢eského projevu, ze se snazim
dostat toho Jacoba do toho Jakuba, ale hle: délo se toho mnohem vic. Ve vefejném
projevu anglicky jsem byl trochu jiny. Sebejistéjsi, klidnéjsi nez predtim. To, co
bylo kdysi slySet v mé cestiné, bylo totiz (a¢ do mensi miry) slyset i v mé angli¢ting,
projevovalo se to i tam. Mdj nékdeji anglicky projev nakonec nebyl perfektni ideal.
Na vSem se da pracovat. I v tomto smyslu je moje cesta studiem na nasi katedre,
jak jsem ji nazval v titulu, , [...] Z anglictiny do Cestiny, and back again."™ V jednom
smyslu se tento nazev miZe vztahovat k tomu, Ze jsem se prenesl| z kontextu
anglického do ceského, a ted prekladam do (tedy nahlizim zpatky do moznosti)
anglického. Také miZe jit o hlas: Ze se po zkudenosti prace na eském hlasu mizu

pIné&ji vratit k praci na anglickém.

IV. vi Maminka neni doma: Vyskocil o autorském cteni

Po rozhodnuti pro preklad HAPRDANSe a po jeho nasledném uskuteé¢néni jsem
prelozil pro katederni pouziti kraticky text Vyskocilova Uvodu ke knize Jaroslavy
Pokorné Maminka neni doma.® Vic nez jiné, jiz zmifiované a citované Vyskocilovy
texty vztahujici se k procesu autorského cteni, mé pri Cetbé této knihy neustale
tento Uvod oslovoval. Ackoliv jsem se rozhodl vyzvu v tomto Uvodu ignorovat,
nedalo mi to, a chytil jsem se v nékolika momentech, Ze si autorské texty Jaroslavy,
poslusen vyzvy, ¢tu nahlas, Ze si je vlastné posloucham, zZe se tedy posloucham.

Toto bylo pro mé zajimavé z toho dlvodu, Ze to bylo poprvé v Zivoté&, co se mi toto
stalo samotnému mimo hodiny rfeci, a mimo hodiny autorského cteni. Vytvorila se

mi sama zp&tnd vazba pfi Cetb&, kterd se sama stala. Vykocilv text vlastné

8pokorna 2006.

71



funguje jakoz dokonald definice, a jako navod na tuto disciplinu:

»,Takové situace Ize asi nejspiSe dosahnout tak, Ze Ctouci Cte vlastni text jakoby
text cizi, a tedy celkem neznamy, s nimz se skrze Cteni sam seznamuje. Takze
svému Ccteni rovnéz nasloucha, své Cteni sam sleduje a prijima a
reflektuje..." (Vyskodil in Pokorna 2006, str. 5)

Mimo moji vlastni zkusenost s ¢tenim se mi ke konci ¢teni tohoto textu dostalo
podpory mého vlastniho projektu prekladu. Byla to nasledujici pripominka toho, ze
ackoliv je text néjaké povidky nebo divadelni hry jenom text, néco z toho jak tento
text vznikl, néco z toho mluveného, fe¢ového, v ném casto zlstava zakddované,
podobné jako to byva zakédovano v poezii. Vyskocil zde pise o tom, jak Jaroslava
Pokorna své texty Cetla:

,Tyhle vytisténé texty jsou ovsem bohuZel bez jejiho &teni a projevu vibec. Je
Ceho litovat. Ale ten proces zrodu, to oralni gesto a déni reci jsou v nich pritomné.
Zivé, le¢ skryté." (ibid, str. 7)

IV.vii  Autorské Texty

Do prilohy davam tri texty z posledni doby, které vznikly viceméné na predmét
Autorské &teni na KATaP. Chci na nich ukazat, jak proces prekladani textl Ivana
Vyskocila, reflexe tohoto procesu, a také zazitek studia na katedre, ovlivnily moji
vlastni tvorbu textd. Nejde o to, Ze bych chtél fict, Ze mé takto ovlivnily pfimo
texty Ivana Vyskocila, které jsem prekladal. Moje cile v povidkach jsou trochu jiné,
je to jiny zanr; dluh jinym spisovatellim je v mych textech konkrétni a viditelny,8°
a také tu nechci pretendovat k néjaké Grovni a kvalité textl z pohledu literarniho,
spisovatelského. Spi§ nez o Cisté literarni kvalitu textd mi zde jde o proces
prekladani jako takového, presnéji receno o takzvané code switching, ke kterému
se vratime nize, napriklad ve spojeni s multilingvalné-pohybovou dilnou
Blurrylingualism Florenta Golfiera (a Laury Brechmann) z tYh/e®.

Moje tvorba autorskych text( pro$la b&hem studia proménou. Zprvu jsem se
predem rozhodl, kterym jazykem bude dana povidka vznikat, a pripadné preklady

(v pripadé zZe se zacalo anglicky a text mél byt pouzit na Ceské autorské cteni na

8Napfriklad spisovatelé Gustav Meyrink a Arthur Conan Doyle v pfipadé textu Tichy sluZebny, Jorge
Luis Borges v textech Tunel, Piscatoriv hacek.

Ohttp://tyhle.cz/en/about-us/

Mimo jiné mi prislo, ze cile skupiny v ledas¢em souznéji s mymi. Z téchto webovych stranek (stav

stranek v srpnu 2021): ,tYhle’s name is inspired by the Y generation. The letter Y can also be read

graphically as the meeting point of different lines, directions, inspirations and backgrounds. One of

tYhle's aims is to build bridges between its two cultures.”
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KATaP, nebo naopak, kdyz jsem Cesky text chtél sdilet tfeba s tatou nebo spoluzaky
z anglického programu) jsem zhotovil post factum jako dodatecnou interpretaci jiz
existujici entity. Pozdéji jsem se ale presunul do stadia, kde mé zaroven napadaly
elementy, napady, i napady pro formalni aspekty textu, v obou jazycich. Ve starsich
projektech jsem mél ¢asto pocit, Ze jsem je nutil jako do Prokrustova loze do forem,
do kterych se uplné nevesly, protoze nemohly fici to, co vlastné nékde na néjaké
roviné fici chtély a tudiz nebyly tim, ¢im samy ,chtéli byt". Otazka, ktera se pak u
nékolika povidek jevi, je; kterad povidka byla prvni, ¢eska nebo anglicka.

Nékdy je odpovéd jasna, néjaka povidka mé ve své podstaté napadad v jednom
jazyku, vétSinou protoZe se tyka redlii dané kultury, nebo Zivotnich pocitd s tim
jazykem spjatych. Pak se mize prelozit. Tteba muj text Ndrodni Tfida je text o
Praze. Je to koldzovy text o konverzacich které jsem zde vedl, ¢esky a o ¢eskych
vécech. Vznikal jediné Cesky, od zacatku do konce. Jiné texty ale nejsou takto
jednoznacné, a maji ten divny problém, Ze jsou misty origindlni, spontanni
mysSlenky v tom jazyce, a jinde zase preklady.

Abych si v prvnich nékolika sezenich s textem udrzel motivaci, nezbyva mi nez
tvofrit zaroven obéma jazyky, prepinat tedy pfi tvorbé z jednoho do druhého a zase
zpatky, a az nasledné dotvorit jeden text, nebo dvé samostatné verze textu pro
Ctenare anglické a cCeské. Dalo by se fici, ze ze zaCatku jsem si napsal text, a
posléze si ho sam prelozil a mél tak originalni text a jeho preklad. Ted se mi stava,
Ze oba texty tvorim zaroven. Originalem jsou tedy oba, mam nakonec dva originaly,
nebo z jiného Uhlu pohledu dva preklady bez originalu. Z tohoto Uhlu pohledu,
pokud by se v néjakém stadiu vyvoje néco oznacilo jako original, existoval by na
prvni pohled jako divny bilingvni mix obou textl. Je to ale spi$ jen néco ve smyslu
pracovni skici, kterd se s procesem rozristani pak roznese do finalni dvojverze
textu. Tento proces vlastné tematizuju v povidce, ktera se zabyva otazkou, zdali
nemlze né&jakym zpUsobem preklad byt pfed origindlem: Piscatordv hécek/
Piscator's Catch.*!

Zatimco se ocitdm se svymi vlastnimi texty v situaci, kde jsem plnohodnotnym

autorem v obou pripadech (jak v originalu tak v prekladu, nebo v obou originalech),

%11n Svatoni (ed) 2009: Literatura na hranici jazyk( a kultur pise Jana Kralova o fenoménu toho, Ze
,pokud autor preklada své vlastni dilo, neciti se vazan poZadavkem vérnosti, ktera je
poZadovéna po ,cizim" pfekladateli." Tento pocit jsem sam zaZil. Bilingvni tvorba mize
napomoci kreativité tim, Ze nastava dialog mezi dvéma, ktery vede k novym napaddm. Nazorny
ptiklad volného sebeprekladu uvadi Kralova z Sestnactého stoleti, kdy autor Bernardino Gomez
Miedes piSe o vlastnim prekladu vlastniho dila: ,0dvazil jsem se nejen prekladat, ale také
pridavat, ubirat, predélavat a vylepsovat pro vétsi jasnost a historickou pravdu to, co se mi
nabizelo poté, co spatfilo svétlo svéta latinské vydani. K tomu se totiZ vlastnimu autorovi nabizi
vétsi nez poeticka licence a je jinému interpretu je [sic] odpirana." Tento pocit volnosti a
radosti, Ze neni dokonano, Ze mam dalsi Sanci, je velky zdroj inspirace.
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v pripadé prekladu ciziho textu je toto nemozné. Treba to ale umozni trochu
magického realismu, ktery zachycuje fiktivniho prekladatele Maiera ocitnuvsiho se
v situaci kde musi prelozit text, ktery neni dopsan. Kdo ho dopiSe? Maier se tak
stava prekladatelem povidky, ale i plnohodnotnym autorem ve smyslu literarnim.
Kouzlo predani stafety (zde jakési spiritudlni podstaty persony literarni postavy)
se naplnuje, kdyz Maier vydava svoji vlastni povidku pod pseudonymem
pripominajicim pseudonym milovaného zesnulého mistra. Novy pseudonym je
preklad starého. Piscator => Fischer.

Kdyz premyslim nad tim, co se v této povidce ve spojeni s moji osobou déje,
dochazim k zavéru, e jde o dialog mezi riznymi polohami mé slovesnosti, ktery
se vlastné reflexi procesu napliiuje touto diplomovou praci. Emanuel Frynta
pojednava ve svém eseji Jaky by mél byt prekladatel umélecké slovesnosti®?> mimo
jiné o umélcich slovesnych, a o slovesné tvorbé, sfére se tremi autonomnimi
okruhy podle jeho modelu: plvodni tvorby spisovatelské, prekladu, a literarni
kritiky. Fryntlv argument je, Zze ,teprve tfi zminéné komplementarni okruhy jako
celek tvorfi v modernim svété slovesné uméni."? Zjevné mé lakaji k vlastnimu
vyjadreni i jiné komplementarni okruhy slovesného umeéni, mimo moznosti
nabizenych prekladatelskou, redakcéni a ,ghostwritingové" cinnosti, kterou se v
poslednich letech vice zabyvam.

Nicméné je tu hlavni téma zjevné preklad, autorsky preklad, ktery nutné original
néjak interpretuje. Situace prekladatelska si na prekladateli vynucuje nazor,
vynucuje si interpretaci. ObycCejny ¢tenar nemusi svoji reakci verbalizovat (obsahy
¢teného textu mohou v cCtenari bez verbalni reflexe Ci reakce zaznivat svym
vlastnim zivotem ve spolupraci s védomim a nevédomim). Kritik je také v prvé
Fadé ¢tendf. Jeho nastavba je, Ze verbalné tento proces reflektuje a miZe nadnést
a navrhnout rlzné moznosti nahledu a interpretace. Jeho interpretace mize byt
jednostranna, ale mdZe byt i oteviend k rlznym d&tenim a interpretacim.
Prekladatel se v této spole¢nosti interpretujicich &tenaild ocitd v situaci v jistém
smyslu nejspecifictéjsi, protoze je nucen v daném prekladu k jedné interpretaci. I
z tohoto dlvodu si sestavuju vlastni schéma slovesného uméni, kam se vtésnava
i Ctenar. Frynta ma triadu spisovatel-kritik-prekladatel, ja navrhuju inkluzi ¢tenare,
a tudiz quaternitu spisovatel-Ctenar-kritik-pfekladatel, ¢imz se mi kolecko

interpretacnich interakci vSech téchto aktivit uzavira; je dobré nezapominat na

92 Frynta 2013, str. 455 ff.
% Loc. cit.
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¢tenare, at je Clovék v kterékoliv pozici na tomto kolecku.®*

Potfeba interpretace, a vlastné nevyhnutelnost interpretace a obasna nemoznost
prekladu (jak mezi jazyky a kulturami, tak mezi kulturami hovoficich stejnym
jazykem, mezi lidmi s jinymi Zivotnimi zkuSenostmi) se také objevuje v mé povidce
The Tunnel, kterd od zacatku vznikala anglicky. Nékteré véci se vskutku nedaji
prelozit. A nékdy to jsou véci, které se na prvni pohled nezdaji byt komplexni, cizi,
slozité. V povidce The Tunnel se mlady muz setkd ve snu s hebrejskou vétou z

Talmudu:®°

,heinterpretovany sen je jako neprecteny dopis"

Véta mu nedéla problém, hebrejsky rozumi, a vétu precte. I presto hned vSechno
racionalné nechape. Ma pocit, ze se nékde v jeho nitru néjaké porozumeéni samo
dé&je, Ze k né&femu spéje, kam jesté Uplné nedospél. Rozumime na riznych
urovnich. I v situaci, kde mluvime stejnych jazykem, dochazi k nedorozumeéni.
Néjaké véci se nedaji prelozit, i pro ¢lovéka ktery mluvi stejnym jazykem jako my.
V povidce The Tunnel se hlavni postava Schmieda a postava némeckého vojaka
Wehrmachtu nedomluvi, nemohou se domluvit, a¢ je rodny jazyk obou némcina.
Schmied mu nemuze sdélit svoji zkudenost Bozi lasky, Bozi milosti, kterou zazil.
Déli je jina propast.’® Neni to jen véc jazyka.

Jakkoliv nemozna a beznadéjna se situace zda, napsal jsem Schmieda jakozto
Clovéka, ktery se v tomto momentu, daleko od domova, na tajemném misté na
brehu Baltského more v Estonsku, momenty pred svoji smrti, snazi o nemozné. V
tomto na jedné Urovni také sdéluji svoji vlastni potrfebu se o preklad pokouset, i
kdyz se to zda tézké a nemozné.

V pripadé vlastni tvorby jsem si pred tim, nez jsem zacal vice prekladat texty, vsiml

% Roland Barthes, respektive jeho slavny esej La mort de I'auteur (1967), navazuje na myslenky
Wimsatta a Beardsleyho v jejich eseji The Intentional Fallacy (1946) s argumentem, Ze s
dopsanim textu, tedy s prvnim momentem interpretace, jsou jiz osobni imysly pdvodniho
autora nedtleZité. Se ,smrti autora® se rodi ¢tenar. Na nasem pomysiném kole¢ku-quaternité se
koleCko otoci k hlubsi a hlubsi interpretaci, az se dostdvame na konec interpretace a zacina
moment Cisté kreativity, moment ktery popisuju v povidce o prekladateli Maierovi, ktery
dopisuje beletristicky text sdm. PGvodni autor zemrel, zrodil se &tenat, zrodil se interpret,
prekladatel, a zrodil se dalSi spisovatel.

% Brachot 55a, mluvi zde Rav Hisda.

96,,And looking at the man in the grey uniform, who was now shouting at Schmied in German, such

beautiful German, Schmied's native, beloved German, the language of Goethe and the Rabbi Zadik

who had been the greatest fountain of all practical wisdom for Schmied. Oh the love. And the pity.

Love and pity for this beautiful, unique, deluded soul. What language can I use to tell this creature

that he is beloved of the All? How would he understand? Oh, to show love to this child! To

communicate the untellable truth that he too is a son of God, as we all are." The Tunnel, str. 5
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Zze nékdy spadam do nahledu, ze je to jen véc mezi mnou a vsSim kolem, tedy ze
zapominam na specifiku ¢tenare-divaka, Ze to je komunikace s timto ddleZitym
¢lenem zminéné quaternity. S prekladem mam ale jiny zazitek, tam je ¢tendr vzdy
v popredi vSech mych snah. Podobné je to s autorskym herectvim, nelze si ho
predstavit jinak, nez jako komunikaci, jako setkani, v ramci kterého je nemozné
na dlouho ulétnout do vlastni subjektivity, aniz by se divak ztratil. S prekladem
povidky mivdm tedy na mysli rizné mozné &tenare, kterym vlastné ¥kam ,jak
jsem ten plvodni text vidél." N&kdy je to tata, né&kdy je to nékdo jiny, komu chci
néco fict. "Do you have any recent stories you could send me in English?", pta se
mé tfeba nova kamaradka na DAMU, studentka z programu Erasmus. Tu, co chci
ukazat, anglicky nemam, ale po tydnu uz ji mam prelozenou.

Pfeklad, at uz je to preklad ¢ehokoliv, na katedfe ¢ mimo ni, mi pomaha tfibit
gestinu. Pidu tuto diplomovou praci ¢esky, kdezto mdj rodily, prvni, nejsikovné&jsi
jazyk, se kterym si umim hrat, a mam silny pocit Zze mam pravo si s nim a jim hrat,
je anglictina. Vlastné tento cely pocin diplomové prace byl ze zacatku tak trochu
projekt prekladatelsky (a byl by tim byl, at uz by bylo téma jakékoliv!), protoze si
mnoho myslenek musim po jejich vzniknuti prekladat v hlavé z angli¢tiny do
cestiny. Toto se ale stava pomalu méné a méné. Preklddam v tomto smyslu méné
a meéné.

Cestu kupredu vidim v prohlubovani své znalosti a zru¢nosti ve slovesnosti v obou
(a jinych) jazycich, s odlehcenim jistého pocitu tézkosti a vaznosti s tim procesem
spjatym. Je to oblast, materidl, se kterym si rad hraju, a s pritomnosti pocitu
vaznosti a téZkosti se ta spravna tviréi energie t&zko dostavala. V tomto smyslu
mi studium na KATaP a projekt této diplomové prace hluboce pomaha. Tato
diplomova prace je nejen tvorba souvislejSiho c¢eského textu a hlubsi ponor do
Ceskojazycného prostredi, je to zaroven reflexe tohoto procesu. PiSu o tom, co
déldam a co se mi déje, a protoze piSu o jazyku a o svém uzivani jazyka, stava se
tato prace vilastné tim, o cem pisu.

Studium na katedrfe mi dalo misto, kde jsem se mohl v klidu a pfrijeti projevovat v
experimentalnich podminkach jak cesky, tak anglicky, kde byly moje chyby, tfeba
v neznalosti slov, pravopisu a syntaxe v psanych Ulohach prijimany jinak, nez by
byly v kontextu studia tradi¢néjsich akademickych disciplin. Sometimes I just say
a word or a sentence in English, because despite trying hard to formulate a thought
in Czech in the spur of the moment in the context of a conversation, it is difficult,
and the block would interrupt the flow of the exchange. I feel that I am becoming

sensitive to both languages more and more. Mohl jsem si dovolit dopustit se chyb,
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a s tim jako bych se byl nadechl, a vSechno bylo trochu snadnéjsi.

V mém textu Tichy sluzebny se preklad tematizuje ve spojeni se zkusenosti z
autorského cteni a z hodin hlasové vychovy v tom smyslu, Ze to jak se néco rika,
a ne jen to co se Fika, nese informaci. V hlasovém projevu se ledacos vycte, jako
ve fiktivnim viktoridnském budoaru, kde se indicky guru prezentuje dvoum
protagonistim jakozto osvicend bytost. Pfekladatel Knupp rozumi indickym
jazyk(m, sdnskrtu a hindtiné, kterymi guru mluvi, ale nev&ima si zvlastnich
intonaci a tenzi v hlasu, které naopak komentuje jeho pritel Rechstajner, ktery se
vénuje hlasu:

"...vidim, Ze jste si, drahy pFiteli, nevsiml dalsi véci, pres vase znalosti vsemoznych
jazyk( a textl. Prekladal jste néam ze sanskrtu a hindstiny opravdu znamenité. V
dusi smekam, pokazdé kdyz to predvedete. Ale ze by vam naramné legracni
podstata naseho vcerejsiho soirée byla zcela unikla? Vzpomerite si na nas zazitek.
Co jsme tam vlastné vidéli. Co jsme tam vlastné slyseli, a jak. [...] [guru] ma silné
odhodlani svoji roli zahrat dobre. Pod maskou medovych ténd byla slySet tzkost,
neklid, strach."?’

V hlasovém projevu se tenze mimo neutral slysi, psychosomaticky celek je v
hlasovém projevu do jisté miry slysitelny. Véfim ale, ze podobné psychosomatické
tenze podobné ovliviiuji vykon i jinych lidskych aktivit, véetné tichého prekladani
nad knihou a pocitatem. ZkuSenost KATaP mi nejen pomohla v tomto procesu tim,
Ze si origindl i nasledné prelozené véty Ctu nahlas, abych si porovnal spad vét, ale
citim, Ze jsem castéji ve svém neutralu. Pri verejnéjSim vystupovani, ale i sam

doma.

% Keller, Tichy Sluzebny, str. 2
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"Prekladejte si to, jak chcete! DileZité je, abyste tam mél tu Vasi podstatu!" Fika
mi Vyskodil tak nahlas, ze to asi slySi celd Havlovska ulice. Jak mu ta branice
pracuje! Rozumim uz, co tim mysli, ale chci védét co dal fekne, a jak. Chci slySet
ty jeho Vyskocilovské véty. Tak ¢ekam co prijde...

,Ja taky nesladim, ja mam cukrovku, vite?"

Vim. Vyskodil sdm po autorskych, interpretacnich krocich lidi kolem sebe vola. Vola
po tom, aby se jeho texty interpretovaly po divadelnim zpusobu k tvorb& novych
artefaktl - inscenaci. ProtoZe teprve divadelni moment, sdilené setkdni, s
Husserlem feceno intersubjektivita v redlném Case je to, o¢ mu doopravdy jde. At
uz je to jeho text, nebo cizi text, jeho predstaveni, nebo predstaveni nékoho jiného,
chce aby to bylo Zivé, pritomné, rostouci, zelené.”s

Mluvime s Vyskocilem o moznosti toho, ze bych inscenoval takovy anglickojazycny
Text-appeal v n&jakém prazském klubu. V Praze je cizincG dost - aspori bychom
meéli Sanci si v realném svété oveérit, do jaké miry Cteni, nebo dokonce vypraveéni
bez papiru (?) anglickych autorskych prekladd Vyskocila mda na soudasného
anglofonniho divaka néjaky efekt. Pojem Text-appeal se jako slovo prekladat
nemusi, ale jako pojem ano. Ackoliv je v Praze trochu zndm, v anglojazy¢ném
svété ne... Vysko¢il stoji na schidku a mava mi. Pidu pak doma kamaradim:
domlouvame kamaradku zpévacku, Anicku Tomaskovou, kamarada kytaristu,
Martina Galise. Domlouvame s Alexem Asikainenem klub v Dejvicich, kde maji
temny salek s pédiickem: Tchaiovna. Perfektni. Zamyslim se nad rezii toho vecera...
toho setkani. Hlavni je, aby bylo to setkani, ta zpétna vazba. V ramci toho si uz
poradime, pojedeme na té viné. Vzpominam si na ,radu do peciva":

,Ptejte se, co zajima ,divaky" na jevisti. Tedy vas a vase spoluhrace, partnery.
ProtoZe jenom to, co takhle bavi a zajima, vzruSuje a rozradostriuje vas, mdze a
bude zajimat, bavit, vzrusovat, poutat, rozradostriovat divaky v hledisti. A bude to
pro né — praveé tak jako pro vas - inspirace. A zazitek. Zazitek setkani.,

Najdu si v textech néjaké véci které mé doopravdy inspiruji a zamérim se na né.
A tim mym zdjmem zaujmeme i divaka.

Kvlli pandemii pldny odkldddme na jindy, ale autorsky pFistup k t&mto textdm

% viz. Hildegarda von Bingen a jeji pojem viriditas, tedy Zivost a zdravi, a jeji touha po moZnostech
vyjadreni se mimo konvenc¢ni kody, touha kterad dala vznik jejimu vymyslenému jazyku: Lingua
Ignota. Napriklad in Higley, S. 2007 Hildegard of Bingen's Unknown Language Palgrave
Macmillan, New York
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které prekldddm mdGzu prece plnohodnotné zrealizovat i bez predstaveni.

Stejné ale ty povidky chci nékde néjak precist, fikam si.

Lpovidky srhnuté do téhle knizky byly z valné vétsiny psany ne pro tiché Cteni, ale
pro ¢teni nahlas. K predcitani. Nebo jako osnova pro vypravéni."

Prilezitost se mi dostavuje na letnim minifestivalku Kreativni Kfivoklatsko (KrKFr),
kde v bohatém programu mame jedno okénko my. Vedeme s Kierstan zminovanou
dilnu anglickojazy¢ného Dialogického Jednani. Zamlouvam si dalsSi okénko, dalsi
program. Vecerni. Ctu tii preklady. Pomalu, vecer, u ohné. Lidé se smé&jou. Pak se
vytahujou nastroje. Druhy den se jich trochu ptam na dojmy z anglického Ivana
Vyskocila. Kazdy si pamatuje néco trochu jiného...

,Prekladejte si to, jak chcete!™ No, to mi moc nepomiZe, pane profesore, fikam si
v duchu. Ale mdZe to byt hors$i. Jana Pildtova také prekladala do rodného jazyka
texty svého ucitele. Jiné texty, jiného razu, texty manifestového zanru, s jinou
preciznosti a jinou estetikou. A dostavala jinou zpétnou vazbu od mistra:

»...S Grotowskym to bylo martyrium, trval na presné replice, ba i na interpunkci;
Zadal vérnost, ale jen zridka vysvétlil, pro¢ to musi byt tak a ne jinak.- zvIast u
nékterych textd. Chtél napovédét, ale ne naplno vyslovit - na to si stéZuji vsichni,
kdo ho prekladali, ale zaroven nas ten pokus o nemozné hodné naucil o prekladu,
o tématech - i o Grotowském."%°

Ten pokus o nemoZné. To je pro mé& né&jak dlleZité. Drzim v paméti fakt, Ze nikdy
neni prelozeno. Doprelozeno. Je to proces, a vysledky jsou nahled do
prekladatelova vidéni vé&ci v dané chvili. Pfekladatel mize pozdé&ji stejny text
prelozit znovu, jinak. Vybavuje se mi oblicej a zarici oci Jifiho Ldssla z hodin pohybu
na DAMU, a jeho poznamky: ,Znovu a lépe." ,Tak, anebo tisickrat jinak." Preklad
mé& nad origindlem vyhodu tu, Ze je jen jeden z mnoha moznosti. Ze bude jen
jednou z mnoha verzi. Ze mize prekladatel prelozit Hamleta prosté znovu, znovu
a lépe, nebo tisickrat jinak. To Shakespeare Uplné nemdiZe. Ale von ten Vilda

vlastné védél vo co gou, zkusil to (mozna®) dvakrat.

% Citat ze soukromé korespondence, email.
100viz, Podkapitolu II. vii HAPRDANS - pfeklad textu divadelni hry? A diskuzi o takzvaném Ur-
Hamlet, a ostatnich predobrazech pribéhu.
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VI. To pravé, orechové

MOzu pristoupit k samotnému procesu prekladu jako k tvorbé& interpretaéni
inscenace néjaké divadelni hry. V tom je jisté paralela mezi divadelnikem a
prekladatelem, protoZe stejné jako divadelni inscenace prochdazeji nekonecnym
fetézcem inscenaci, které divadelni hru interpretuji a aktualizuji:

~Mezi hercem a prekladatelem je totiz velice zajimava souvislost. Herec pFijima,
interpretuje, reprodukuje autordv text. Hovofi za postavu, za autora, kterého musi
nutné ctit uz tim, Ze fika jeho text. Ale hlas, intonace, ddrazy, spad, gesta, pohyby
Jjsou pouze jeho.

I prekladatel prijima, tedy Cte a musi pochopit text origindlu, interpretuje ho a
tvdréim zpdsobem ho pak reprodukuje, a to u vsech postav hry. [...] navic pak
musi text prevést do své matertiny, a zde hraji roli [...] charakter cilového jazyka,
individualni jazykova zkusenost prekladatele, jeho jazykovy cit, sire jeho slovniku
a invence. DdleZitym aspektem je prekladateléva strategie ¢&i tvdréi metoda... 101"
Nikdy tedy nebude existovat zadna finalni, autoritativni verze prekladu néjakého
textu. Prijdou dalsi, a to je dobre.

My Anglicani mame Shakespeara, a Hamleta, ,jen jednoho". V cCestiné to je ale
uplné jina situace. Ve svété se Shakespearovska studia s prekladem vlastné v
prekladu rozristaji. Pfekladani napfiklad Hamleta je vlastn& nekoneény tetézec
Peircovskych interpretantt, podobné jako Shakespeariv text a jeho inscenace,
byly takovymi clanky. Prekladatel Jifi Josek v knize Na cesté k Shakespearovi'??
toto perfektné znazorfiuje na ptikladu rdznych pteklad( véty z Hamleta.

Rdzni pFekladatelé voli rizné strategie, které ovliviiuji jejich vysledny text. Nékdo
voli spis aforisticky kratké véty, nékdo chce vystihnout co nejvice i z formalnich
prvkd, rytmu, plivodni véty. Néco je dané dobou ve které prekladatel pracuje, néco
prekladatelskou tradici, imanentnim prekladatelskym vyvojem, reakci na preklady
a prekladatele, ktefi byli ,pfede mnou®. Nutné s témito kolegy vstupujeme do

dialogu, kdyz se pokousime o stejny ukol.

101 3osek 2019 str. 9
102 3osek 2019 str. 56
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(11) V dalsim piipadé je slovo ,,tongue* ve spojen{
s vyrazem ,soul“. Spojeni slov ,slovo“a ,duge* je
synekdochické vyjadreni ¢lovéka v dvojlomnosti
jeho mysleni a chovani. Tuto repliku vloZzil autor do
ust Poloniovi a je uréena Ofelii (srv. ddle v promluveé

Hamletoveé).

When the blood burns how prodigal the soul
Lends the tongue vows: [...] (I/3/116)

Sladek (1899)

Stépanek (1926)

KdyZ ho¥i krev, jak rozmafrile duse
sv€é prisahy propousti jazyku.

kdyZ hori krev, jak lehce duse da
slib na jazyk.

Saudek (1958)

Nevrla (1962)

kdyZ hofti krev, jak marnotratné duse
hned chrli prisahy.

kdyZ hofi krev, jak marnotratné duse
vyslovi slib; :

Hodek (1982)

Urbanek (1959)

kdyz pali krev, tak duSe puajcuje
jazvlku sliby velmi marnotratné.

Jjak vi‘ele umi muzi prisahat,
kdyZ je to za¢ne svédit.

Hilsky (2001)

Josek (1999)

Vasniva krev vZdy rozvazuje jazyk.

KdyZ muz zaho¥{, pak plica,

co prinese mu slina na Jjazyk. ] ’

PFimé porovnavani rlznych prekladd s origindlem ukazuje jakd strategicka
rozhodnuti prekladatel déla, jak pfistupuje k dilu. Zde vidime s prib&hem ¢&asu
jemny posun od ekvivalence k vice autorskym prekladdm. U chronologicky
posledniho z pFikladd, Hilského, vidime posun nejvétsi, z repliky se stava fraze,
pouziti slova ,vzdy" dodava vété raz réeni, ktery v pldvodnim textu do této miry
neni. Treba je to rozhodnuti postaveno na samotné postavé, ktera jinde, napriklad
ve slavné scéné I,iii dava svému synu Laertovi rady do zivota, a do podobného
jazyka zobecnovani spada. Tady ale jde, dle mého soudu, spiS o pestry obraz
obohaceny slovem ,burns", ktery Hilsky bohuzel vypousti. V tomto maji ostatni,
kromé Sladka, v tomto pripadé blize k Shakespearovi a jeho umyslu. V pripadé
Joska obrazovost neznamend ve vysledku archaicky plsobici repliku v prekladu,
coz o Hilském UGplné Fict nemliZeme. Vyznamovy posun ktery vidime u jiZ
zminovaného takzvaného ,nepoetického" prekladu Urbanka je také zajimavy: zase
se vypousti obraz horeni, a zase replika jako by ztracela energii, kterou
neziskavame zpét ani pomysinou teplotou slova ,vrele", které je, striktné vzato,

také malym vyznamovym posunem.
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Vsuvka: Pireklady Hamleta do CeStiny

Je&té bychom samoziejmé& mohli pfivést do hry vicero prekladatel( a jejich verze
a prihravky k tomuto ,dialogu”, ale zde na toto neni prostor. Postaci nahled na

seznam jmen prekladatell, ktefi Shakespearova Hamleta prelozili do Cestiny:

« Vaclav Tham (1765-asi 1816), preklad 1795

» Josef Jifi Kolar (1812-1896), preklad 1853, tiskem 1854

« Josef Vaclav Sladek (1845-1912), preklad 1899, tiskem J. Otto 1899

+ Bohumil Stépanek (1902-1985), preklad 1925, tiskem F. Borovy 1926

« Erik Adolf Saudek (1904-1963) preklad 1941 a 1949, knizné 1941 pod
jménem Aloyse Skoumala, dale vicekrat (1958)

« Jaroslav Kraus (1894-1969), preklad 1958

e Zdenék Urbanek (1917-2008), knizné Orbis, 1966

« Vaclav Renc (1917-1973), preklad pro Horacké divadlo Jihlava 1967

« Alois Bejblik (1926-1990), preklad 1969

« Jaroslav Bily (1917-1989), preklad pro Divadlo na Vinohradech, 1971

« Milan Lukes (1933-2007), preklad 1973 a 1980, tiskem Odeon 1980

. Josef Kral (1931-1994), preklad 1971 pro divadlo F. X. Saldy v Liberci

« Bretislav Hodek (1924 - 2007) premiéra v Narodnim divadle 1982

 Jiri Josek (1950-2018), preklad 1999 pro divadlo Petra Bezruce v Ostraveé
(preklad Jifiho Joska byl ocenén jako nejlepsi preklad roku 1999 cenou
Josefa Jungmanna).

« Olga Wall6 (*1948), preklad 1991 pro dabing televizni inscenace BBC

« Martin Hilsky (*1943), preklad 1999, knizné 2002[3]

« FrantiSek Nevrla (1898-1982), preklad 1965, knizné Vétrné mlyny 2005

« Jan Marbela (*1941), tiskem Onyx, 2006

Do odbo¢ky mnohovrstevnatosti prekladl a preklddani Hamleta jsme se pfili§
hluboko nevydali. Nicménég, jako ilustrace toho, ze je Casto mozné k vytvoreni
dobrého prekladu vicero rliznych variant, toto postaéi. Ve vybéru a strategii vybé&ru

variant vézi autorstvi prekladatele. Slovy Jifiho Joskal®® ,z podstaty véci se k

103 Thid. Str. 5
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autorovi nékdy nelze priblizit jinak nez tak, ze se mu prekladatel musi vzdalit a
pak ho hleda sam v sobé, ve vlastnim jazyce, vilastni fantazii, vlastni invenci." le
samozrejmeé otazka, do jaké miry vzdalenost tohoto vlastniho od toho co je nebo

bylo vlastni plvodnimu autorovi ovliviiuje preklad.

VILi Do jiného svéta.

Pfi pfekladu se musi pochopit a brat v potaz rdzné moznosti jazykl se kterymi
pracujeme: ty miZou byt subtilni, coZ je v podstaté na$ ptipad, kde prenasime
text a jeho vyznamy mezi ceStinou a anglictinou, dvéma evropskymi,
indoevropskymi jazyky a kulturami, které obé piSou viceméné stejnou abecedou,
latinkou. Kdyz na chvili odsuneme stranou Vyskocilova validni trvani na tom, ze by
se k jeho textGm mélo pFistupovat primarné jako k predloze pro Zivé &teni a
zamérime pozornost na samotny text na papire a souvislosti s timto spjaté, tak
musime vzpomenout na jazyky s uplné rozliSnym pristupem k psani. Priklad
¢indtiny (a japonstiny v pripadé z &instiny prevzatych znakl kanji) poslouZi idedlng,
je to systém psani, kde piktogramy abstraktnéjsich slov jsou casto vytvorené
kombinaci ideogramd méné sloZit&jdich pojmd z materidiniho svéta. Ernest F.
Fenollosa a Ezra Pound o tom pojednavaji,'°* s nasledujicimi priklady. MozZnost

takovéto situace je tfeba symbol Ming (B ):
Ming (lesk) <= (slunce) + (mésic)
To, ze slovo ,lesk” v sobé na papire nese zakdédované jak slunce, tak mésic, dava

vyuziti tohoto ideogramu v literarnich textech velky obrazné-asociacni potencial.

Fenollosa uvadi vice pfikladi:

==
=7 71

(muz) <= (pole) + (sila, zapas)

104 ve své publikaci Cinsky pisemny znak jako bdsnické médium (2005, Fra, Praha) str.25

Za inspiraci k témto myslenkam a zamysleni se nad touto publikaci vdé¢im Premyslovi Rutovi, Markété
Potuzakové a hlavné MiSe Raisové. Podobna témata se probirala na jejich dvoudenni diln€ na KATaP Presah
slova k obrazu v zimnim semestru 2019.
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Fenollosa tim zdGrazfiuje, jak se timto zplisobem podtrhava fakt, ze "Opravdové
substantivum, izolovana véc, v prirodé neexistuje. VVéci jsou pouze koncové Ci spise
potkdvaci body jednani, priseciky ¢ind, momentky déni. Pravé tak neni v pfirodé
mozné ani Cisté sloveso, abstraktni pohyb. Oko vidi substantivum a verbum jako
jedno - véci v pohybu, pohyb ve vécech- , a pravé k takové prezentaci ¢inské pojeti
tihne."

Fascinujici také je fakt, ze kdyz se Cinsky Ctenar setkava na strance s leskem, vidi
pred sebou vlastné i slunce a mésic. Jak jsme zminili, jde o aspekt psaného textu,
ale dalo by se argumentovat pro to, ze gramotny cinsky poslucha¢ mluveného
textu pri poslechu ma také moznost zazitku takovéto asociace. Jde tu o instanci
nepodobnou Jakobsonovu ,mezisemiotickému prekladu®, ,vyklddani znakd
jednoho semiotického systému znaky jiného semiotického systému %>,

V pripadé prekladu, zvlasté prekladu poetického textu, z takového jazyka do
evropského jazyka psaného latinkou, je prekladatel postaven pred skoro
neskutec¢nou vyzvou, protoze do nasledné prelozené basné tézko vnese specifiku
obrazové evokace piktografického pisma. V pripadé opacného sméru, z evropského
jazyka do jazyka ktery pouZivad piktogramové pismo, muzZe prekladatel médiem
svého jazyka do textu vnést zajimavé asociace, na které v origindle nebylo misto.
Je to jako by méla psana cCinstina nebo japonstina v textu psaném komplexné&jsimi
tradi¢nimi piktogramy, vlastné o stopu navic. Jako kinofilm se zvukovou stopou
navic. Ilustrace navic. Text ktery je zaroven svoji vlastni ilustraci. Pro prekladatele

obohaceni, moznost k autorskému pristupu.

105 Viz. Levy 2012 str. 28, Jakobson rozlisuje mezi tfemi typy piekladu: a) vnitrojazykovy preklad, b)
mezijazykovy pieklad , c) mezisemioticky preklad.
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Japonské vydani Vyskodilovy sbirky povidek VZdyt pfece létat je snadné v
prekladu profesora Eiichi Chino. Je zajimavé jak se v japonském vydani ponechal
i Cesky nazev na obalce, latinkou. Pro mnohé ¢tenare neznalé cestiny tento nazev

zUstane jen grafickym prvkem, tedy vlastné ilustraci.
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Zdroj: https://www.kokusho.co.jp/np/isbn/9784336030641/

V9Lii Komentar?

Diskuzi o vybranych textech na preklad jsem na zacatku diplomové prace schvalné
bral z literarnékritického uhlu. Jifi Josek vyjmenovava tfi stadia, kterd volné
koresponduji s modelem interakce s textem daného autora o kterém piSu vyse:
,Ctenar, kritik, prekladatel." 1% Rozbory povidek ukazaly néco z toho, jak se
povidka desifruje, jak si uchopim, co ve mné povidka vlastné vzbuzuje. To, Ze jsou
Vyskocilovy texty autorské, v tom smyslu, ze v kontextu jejich predstaveni nékdy
vystupuje sam za sebe, ztézuje preklad, protoze ,urcéita neoddélitelnost dila od
tvdrce ztéZuje prechod z jednoho kulturniho kontextu do druhého". %7 Tuto

106,,Pr"ek/adate/ v procesu prekladani musi text 1/ desifrovat, 2/ interpretovat a 3/ prestylizovat

(pretvofit) do vlastniho jazyka" Josek 2019 str.9
107 1bid. str. 11

85


https://www.kokusho.co.jp/np/isbn/9784336030641/

neoddélitelnost muze preklad preklenout tvorbou nového kontextu (naptiklad
pfekladem jmen do jmen jiné kultury, zméné nazvu mist atp.), nebo se také
setkdvadme, zvlaét v akademickém kontextu a v kontextu prekladd dél z jinych,
nam dalekych epoch, s komentafem, ktery nezvyklé nebo podivné pusobici prvky
v textu vysvétluje. Myslim si, Ze v pripadé, Zze preklad méa pUsobit jako pedagogicky
text, je preklad s komentarem dobré médium, jak ¢tenari-studentu zprostredkovat
co nejblizsi kontakt s origindlem, jeho duchem i souvislostmi. Komentar ale ma
taktéz svij vyznam i v pfipad&, kde se prekladatel odchyluje od doslovného
prekladu z nutnosti k neprimému prekladu az ke kompenzaci - toto odchyleni
treba ospravedIni, vysvétli. Jak uvadim nize, vybral jsem v nékolika mistech

jakozto podle mé neucinnéjsi strategii prekladu pravé strategii kompenzace.

Vliii Kompenzovat, ¢i nekompenzovat?

Kompenzaci pouzije prekladatel v pripadé, kdy moznosti vychoziho jazyka nebo
jeho slozky nelze pouzit v cilovém jazyce. V pripadé Ivana Vyskocila a jeho hravého
pristupu ke sloviim, slovnim h¥ickdm, a zvlasté ke jméndm, je kompenzace &asto
jedinou moznosti, jak predat ducha originalu. Do podrobna se zde svym
prekladatelskym rozhodnutim vé&novat nemohu, ale par pfikladd je na misté.

V pribéhu prekladu naptiklad textu hry HAPRDANS se v oblasti osobnich jmen
postav nemuselo moc premyslet. HAPRDANS jakozto reinterpretace Shakespeara
nam prezentuje hotové postavy. Laertes, Claudius atp. Jinak je tomu se jmény z
povidek, kde Casto plati spisovatelské nomen: omen. Ze Studnice Jakubovy se
stala pfimym prekladem Jacob's Well, ale co slova, jména, a slovni spojeni jako
Pitralon, Frantisek Karlovsky, Frantisek Bejval, Brilantinka, Gusta, ktera maji svoji
funkci a konotace a asociace v textu, slova ktera i svym zvukem néco komunikuji?
V pripadé povidky Habriny, aneb vitézstvi drzadla, povidka timto typem hravosti
primo srsi: Habriny, Konecna (ktera ale neni konecna svoji funkci, nybrz pouze
jménem), Hradky, Bohdnky, Krdsen, Svirfiary, Potouchy, Habriny, vSechna tato
jména pripominaji ¢tenari-posluchaci nejen cesty vilakem kolem malych podivné
pojmenovanych Zelezni¢nich zastavek v Cechach, ale nabizi moZnosti vlastnosti
obyvatel nebo mist, ke kterym se vztahuji.

K Pitralonu jsem pristoupil tak, ze jsem vybral podobné slavnou znacku v anglicky
mluvicim svété, protoze sam Pitralon by tuto podminku nesplfioval. Old Spice,

americka firma zalozena roku 1936 v Kalifornii (Pitralon je z roku 1927), je jistym
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zplsobem analog, podobné synonymum pro muzskou hygienu za&atkem druhé
poloviny dvacatého stoleti. Ndpodobné Brilantinka nachazi svij analog v Brylcreem.
Timto ale zasazujeme déj povidky v prekladu do stejné éry jako predlohu: dnes by
se v holi¢stvi nadla asi trochu jina nabidka produktd.

Povidka Habriny, aneb vitézstvi drzadla si vyzadala zamysleni se nad moznymi
asociacemi jmen. V titulu a jméné eponymni vsi jsem se drzel strategie pfimého
prekladu, habr => hornbeam. Rychle rostouci, lidmi nepfiliS cenéné stromy,

asociacemi analogické, az na zvuk, kde plsobi plvodni znéni groteskné&ji. V tomto

IJména lokalit a vesnic si

Habiiny => Hornbeam Grove ponechavaji raz a pozitivni &i
Konecna => Line End negativni asociace originalu. V
Hradky => Castle Hill casté topografické germanské
Bohdnky => Goodleigh koncovce -ham jsem dokonce

w0 nasel vtip ktery v cestiné neni,
KrQ§en —>Bute_'/ey ale ktery je zcela v duchu
Svinary => Swineham originalu.

Potouchy => Bullywell

pripadu prenadsim kontext povidky znovu do pomysiného fiktivniho kontextu

Sedesatych let v Anglii, a v tomto duchu jsem se drzel prekladu jmen:

VI. iv Chvilka poezie

Nejvétsi vyzva pak nastdva, kdyZ si plvodni autor zaéne hrat se slovy komplexné&ji.
Kde se prinasi do hry poetické zachazeni s jazykem. Obratna-az-krkolomna,
archaizujici a zaroven zvukem ryze Ceska kombinace ¢arkami oddélenych, a tedy

jistym zplsobem zdlrazfiovanych slov: ,konéif, &im2, lotfe, koncis" v nasledujicim

odstavci si vyZzadovala podobné (ne)zvukomalebny retézec!®®:

Ovsem Hamlet, jak uz byl takovy slozity, misto aby hned vra-
zil do Claudia kondcir, ¢imz, lotre, kon¢is, to mas za tatinka,
tvdj Hamlet, Hamletovi se to vrazilo do hlavy a zacina blaznit.
Tedy jako blaznit, aby se pri tom blaznéni ujistil, jestli duch
nekecal, a aby si tu pomstu Fadné pripravil.

Slovo koncif je zde pouZito zjevné hlavné kvili své hodnoté zvukové, kde se
hlasky ¢ a F hodi do nastavajici kombinace se stejnymi pismeny v nasledujicich
slovech, a pak do skoro-rymu se slovem koncis. Jde, nebo spis Slo, o vyhradné
jezdeckou zbran, kterd by pravdépodobné nebyla byla pfi ruce, nebo na opasku
Hamleta ve stfedovékém paléci. V prekladu jsem tedy hledal analog ptvodniho
~konCif, ¢&imz, lotfe, koncis" napred tim, ze jsem hledal slova pro zbran. Nabizi se

sword, weapon, blade. Slovo koncis zakoncuje retézec, jehoz preklad pfrimy

108 yysko¢il 2016 str. 313
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nenabizi moc dobrodruznou zvukomalebnost: end. Alternativy by mohly byt ve
slovech die, finish, drop. Lotr je v angli¢ting, tak jako v c¢estiné, slovo s bohatym
mnoZstvim synonym, sludnych i neslu$nych. Neutraini sloh do kterého mdZeme
zaradit slovo /otr napovida k pouziti podobnych, slusnych variant: scoundrel, rogue,

villain, blaggard, rascal etc. Véta bez slovni hry je bezproblémova:

¢ ...instead of immediately stabbing Claudius with a

., konéir, ¢imz, lotrre, koncis

that's for my father. yours truly. Hamlet....”

“..instead of immediately stabbing Claudius with a

Sword scoundrel

weapon rogue

blade villain
blageard
rascal

that's for my father, yours truly, Hamlet....”

Pak jsem zacal hledat které hlasky by se mohly opakovat a dodat retézci slov
podobny hravy raz jako ma original.

Zprvu se mi zdalo, ze by blade a blaggard mohly fungovat dobie dohromady. Silné
sloveso v predchozi skupiné slov: stabbed, ma podobnou plosivni silu svého

dvojitého b:

“...instead of immediately stabbing Claudius with a

Sword scoundrel

weapon rogue

blade_ (die/bye, you?) villain
blaggard
rascal

that's for my father, yours truly. Hamlet....”

Pro spojeni lotre koncis mé pak napadlo osloveni bye, you blaggard coz by v estiné

v tomto misté mélo silu tfeba vyrazu nashle.
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Pak na mé ale vyskocila dalsi, a zddlo se mi nejlepsi varianta. K seznamu zbrani
mi v hlavé vyskocilo slovo dagger, svoji podobnosti slovu blaggard a také sloviim
stabbing a samohlaskami vlastné i k slovu Hamlet. Slovo koncis jsem vyjadril
vyznamem posunutym imperativem die! tedy ¢esky zemri! Coz je sice posun, ale

dovoluje kratkou, spadnou frazi:

¢ ...instead of immediately stabbing Claudius with a

Sword scoundrel
weapon rogue
blade villain
dagger, die you blaggard
rascal

that's for my father, yours truly, Hamlet....”

vvvvv

Mame tedy: ,koncCif, ¢imz, lotfe, koncis" => "with a dagger, die you blaggard”
(dykou, zdechni, Ty padouchu.)

Je tu posun vyznamu, primy i nepfimy preklad by tu Uplné nenapliioval to, co tato
situace pozaduje, totiz akusticky vtip evokujici druhofadou poezii lidového
loutkového divadélka.

Podle modelu translatologa Levého!®®, ktery sdéleni pfi prekladu déli na variabilni
a invariabilni elementy podle zanru, jsme v tomto slovnim spojeni docilili prekladu,
ktery spliiuje podminky na preklad umélecké prézy, dramatu a volného verse. Je
prelozen, a¢ s malym posunem denotativni vyznam, plné konotativni vyznam, a
pak celkem prijatelné stylistické zarazeni slov, vétna stavba, opakovani zvukovych
kvalit, (rytmus, rym). Délka a vyska samohldsek a zplsob artikulace jsou
pozménény, ale myslim, ze to zde nevadi. Kone¢na verze v kontextu souvislejsiho
textu:

"Of course Hamlet, complicated as he was, instead of immediately stabbing
Claudius with a dagger, die you blaggard, that's for my father, yours truly, Hamlet,
he lets it go to his head and he begins to go crazy. Well, he begins to feign going
crazy, to assure himself the spirit wasn't telling porkies, and to make proper

preparations for vengeance. 10

109 Levy 2012: str. 27
10 Keller 2020, str.5
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VI.v Preklad citatu.

Zajimava situace, ac relativné snadna na preklad, nastala v pfipadé, kde se v textu
Vyskocila vyskytly ozvény samotného Shakespeara. Kdybychom v nasem pripadé
neprekladali zrovna do angli¢tiny, znamenalo by toto potfebu komplexniho
rozhodnuti. Kdyz Vyskodil vychazi z Urbankova prekladu, z kterého prekladu
budeme vychazet my a proc? Muselo by se potencidlné brat v potaz, jakou ma
ktery preklad v dané kulture povést, kdy byl zhotoven. Vyskodil samozfejmé bere
do hry ,,nepoeti¢nost" Urbankova prekladu ze socialistického Ceskoslovenska, jeho
,Zkrdatka méné znama verze znamého pribéhu, kdy tragedie pFijde zkratka" je
svym zpUsobem dovedeni této ,depoetizace" do extrému. V pripadé angli¢tiny
mame ale (ne)stésti, Hamleta mame v podstaté jen jednoho, a nelze citatem
chytfe a rychle odkazat na ten &i onen preklad a tim na dobu a na sily které ji
vytvareji. Z Vyskocilovall! originalu nize dostavame touto strategii tento anglicky
text:11?
Vzdyt prave tohle feSeni pan Shakespeare celou dobu ptipravuje i pfimo na-
bizi. Cozpak se u Shakespeara princ Hamlet neptd pana Polonia: Vy jste, zdd se
mi, tikal, Ze jste kdysi na univerzité hrdl divadlo?!! A pan Polonius na to: Ano, Vysosti,
hral a jini soudili, Ze dobre. Hamlet: Koho jste predstavoval? Polonius: {télesrioval jsem
Fulia Caesara. Zabili mé na Kapitolu. Brutus mé zabil. No prosim, a kazdy snad vi,
ze Caesar byl Brutem proboden! A Ze pan Polonius umél tedy dobfe zahrat pro-

bodeného! Na to Hamlet zavtipkuje: 70 byla od ného kapitaini brutalita zabit tako-
vého chudinku. Pan Polonius mléi. Vi své! Nepotfebuje vtipkovat.

After all. it is this solution that Mr. Shakespeare has been preparing and suggesting all along.
Doesn't Shakespeare have prince Hamlet asking Mr. Polonius:

“My lord, vou plaved once i' the university, yvou say?”

To which Polonius answers:

“That did I, my lord; and was accounted a good actor:”

Hamlet:

“What did you enact?”

Lord Polonius:

“I did enact Julius Caesar: I was killed 1’ the

Capitol; Brutus killed me.”

Well well well, and surely everybody knows, that Caesar was stabbed by Brutus! Which
means that Mr. Polonius knew how to portray a stabbed man very well! Hamlet then makes a
joke:

“It was a brute pait of him to kill so capital a calf

there.”

But Mr. Polonius doesn't reply. He has no need for jokes. He knows something that Hamlet
doesn't.

11 Vyskocil 2016 str. 345
12 Keller, 2020 str.28
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Repliky jsou prfimo vzaté z textu Shakespeara. Nachazim se v Usmévné situaci v
téchto momentech: prekldadam zpatky, a text Shakespeara tim dostava dalsi
vyznam. Samoziejmé toto neni jedind moznost. Prekladatel by se teoreticky mohl,
subjektivnim citem, rozhodnout ,prepsat" tyto repliky do jiného, aktualizovaného,
moderniho anglického jazyka. Vyhoda tohoto postupu by byla, Zze by mél zruény
remeslinik slova volnost k tomu, aby vymyslel verzi replik, které by podtrhavaly
néco, treba charakterizaci postav, kterou chtél autor predat. Nevyhoda tohoto
postupu je ale vétsi: citdtem znamého textu se zvysSuje pravdépodobnost, ze si

nékdo z divak{ v performaénim kontextu v&imne nebo vzpomene, Ze jde o citat.

VI.vi The other Vyskodils.

MUQj pokus samoziejmé neni prvni instance prekladu textd Ivana Vyskodila do ciziho
jazyka. Vyse jsme zmifiovali vydani prekladu knihy VZdyt pfece létat je snadné do
japonstiny. Vyskocil v rozhovorech chvali Jitku Bodlakovou za jeji snahy o preklad
do némdciny, za to, jaké vidéla v textech moznosti. Kniha Kosti vysla v némeckém

prekladu v Suhrkamp Verlag v roce 1967 v prekladu Véry Cerné.
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Malé Hry vysly v Suhrkamp Verlag v roce 1969 pod titulem Beispiele, taktéz v
prekladu Véry Cerné. Povidky Obrozel 5 kilometr§ a Torzo vysly také naptiklad ve
francouzském prekladu Ivany Novakové v literarnim casopisu Textuerre v
poslednim Cisle, Cisle 70 v roce 1992. Povidka Studnice Jakubova byla jako prvni
preloZzena do anglictiny a vydana v souboru Ceskoslovenskych povidek v anglickém
prekladu nakladatelstvim Orbis v roce 1965 s ndazvem Seven short stories. \VyskoCil
se tu v knize jako autor do svéta v anglickém prekladu Rosemary Kavanové
vypravuje ve spole¢nosti Bohumila Hrabala, Josefa Skvoreckého a dalSich. Pro mé

je tento preklad nejzajimavéjsi z toho ddvodu, Ze je to preklad povidky, kterou
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jsem sam prekladal, a do stejného jazyka. Umozniuje tedy primé porovnani
prekladatelskych rozhodnuti. Neni zde prostor na rozbor obou celych verzi (vlastné
je to samoziejmé porovnavani t¥ verzi: origindlu a dvou preklad(), ale ndhled na
par situaci v textu ukaze, jak prekladatel mize pracovat.

Prekladatelka Kavanova nékdy déla uplné jina rozhodnuti, a ma uplné jiné napady,
nez jsem mél ja. Mizeme tedy na interpretacich Vyskotila demonstrovat
subjektivitu uméni prekladu.

Prvni misto, které na mé vyskakuje jako opravdovy prekladatelsky orisek v této

povidce, je nasledujici:

,KdyZ jsem si pofidil auto, zdstala mi najednou spousta volného &asu. Byl jsem

jaksi mimo, to jest v autu."!13

Vtip juxtapozice vyrazl , byt mimo" a ,byt v autu", ktery funguje protoze druhy
vyraz pfipomind nespisovnou verzi vyrazu (nebo presnéji receno zde zarovern
znamena) , byt v auté/automobilu”, ale prezentuje se jako upresnéni, formalné
nadnesenym slovesem jest, je vskutku obtizné prelozitelny. Kavanova tuto vétu

prekladdd nasledujicim zplsobem:

~Having acquired a car, I suddenly found I had oceans of time. I was on the

outside as it were, that is to say in the car.”*

Prekladatelka preklada primym prekladem oriSkovou frazi:
Byl jsem jaksi mimo => I was on the outside, as it were.
Na prvni pohled se toto reseni zda funkcni. Ale na druhy se mi nezda zcela
komunikujici pivodni my$lenku psychologického byti mimo, a stav oddé&lenosti od
ostatnich lidi. Byt ,on the outside" neni idiomaticky ekvivalent hovorovéjsiho

vyrazu Byl jsem jaksi mimo. Nabizi se vyraz I was out of it a preklad:

~When I got my car, I suddenly had a lot of free time. I was kind of out of it, in

my car that is.”

Ale také zde je problém v tom, Ze vtipnost prekladu se nepfriblizuje originalu. V

113 yyskodil, 1963 str. 24
114 yyskodil (et al.)1965 str. 71
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cestiné je mluv¢i mimo, je v autu, je v auté. V anglictiné nepostaci napsat ze ¢lovék
byl mimo néco, protoze byl uvnitf néceho jiného. V mém prekladu se snazim
kompenzaci vymyslet jiny vtip na podobném principu, bohuzel bez slovni hry se

slovy aut/auto.

~When I got my car, I suddenly had a lot of free time. I got a bit carried away, in

my car that is. 1>

Snazil jsem se tu o podobny dvojsmysl jako ma Vyskocil v originale. Vtip jsem
presunul z fraze v autu do prvni fraze, kde se z Byl jsem jaksi mimo stava I got
a bit carried away, fraze kterd ma doslovny vyznam a idiomaticky. Idiomaticky,
to je hlavni pouzivany vyznam, je ten Ze se né¢im nékdo nechd uchvatit, ze néco
prezene. Ve slové away, se nese myslenka toho, ze se mluvci ocitl mimo kyzeny
nebo predstavovany nebo normalni stav ¢i situaci. Zaroven Cclovéka auto
samozrejmeé veze, tak byt doslova odnesen Ci odvezen je druhy vyznam, se kterym
si tu hraju. Kdyz dopiSeme vétu upfesfiovacim in my car that is, dostadvame
dvojsmysl| ktery prfistupuje k jazyku podobnym zplsobem jako Ivan Vyskodil.

Alternativa ktera se mi ted' jevi jako jedina:

~When I got my car, I suddenly had a lot of free time. I was kind of out of it, in

my outomobile.”

Mé napadla jakozto pokus o zachovani dvojsmyslu v autu/v auté, pokusem o
sblizeni téchto dvou slov (oboje existuji v anglictiné v podobné, starsi, formé).
Slova out/automobile maji ale jinou vyslovnost prvni dvojhlasky, coz v této situaci
déla z nasledného pokusu o preklad slabsi slovni hricku, aspon na roviné Cistého
textu: v kontextu predstaveni by se, napfiklad prehnanou faleSnou vaznosti mohlo
tfeni vtipu amplifikovat, ale to uz je mimo praci prekladatelskou, let's not get
carried away.

DuleZitost porozuméni plvodnimu textu se podtrhdva v ptipadé prekladatelské
chyby, kterych se sam jisté také casto dopoustim. V publikovaném prekladu
Jacob's Well se ale dopousti Kavanova zajimavého rozhodnuti, které se mi jevi jako

chyba, posouvajici vyznam trochu jinam. PGvodni véty

115 Keller, nepublikovany preklad viz. Pfiloha.
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,V osmadvaceti mé tryznila nedospélost. VVydal jsem sbirku pfirodni lyriky — a nic.

Napsal jsem dva filmové scénare - a pofidil jsem si auto. 116

Prevadi na

LAt twenty-eight I was still tormented by immaturity. I published a collection of
nature lyrics — that didn't bring in enough. I wrote a couple of film scripts — and

I acquired a car. ™’

Pomifime potrebu kvalifikovat tryzer ¢asové slovem still, tedy se smyslem stéale
jesté, ktery vyznam v originale neni - dalo by se argumentovat Zze opak je skoro
pravdou, ze mluvéiho jeho vnimanad nedospélost zacala tryznit jen nedavno.
Pomifime také zplUsob kterym ptekladatelka vypousti rétorické opakovani slova a

v analogické situaci v jiné vété, které z dvou vét déla antithesi:

»V osmadvaceti mé tryznila nedospélost. Vydal jsem sbirku prirodni lyriky = a nic.

Napsal jsem dva filmové scénare — a poridil jsem si auto. 18

LAt twenty-eight I was still tormented by immaturity. I published a collection of

nature lyrics — that didn't bring in enough. I wrote a couple of film scripts — and

I acquired a car.”1°

Chci se spiS zamérit na preklad spojeni sbirku prirodni lyriky, které zjevné
odkazuje na basnickou sbirku, sbirku lyrickych basni. Lyrika se v tomto kontextu
mUze preloZit jednim slovem lyric, ale ¢ast&ji vice slovy lyric verse. Ptelozit vyraz
ale mnoznym cCislem lyrics nelze, protoze dochazi ke zméné vyznamu - z lyrické
poezie se tak stavaji vylozené slova k pisnim. DuleZité zde je, aby bylo jasné, Ze
jde o poezii, a aby se prilis neprekracoval, pokud mozno, ramec poctu slov originalu,

aby se mohl ponechat jisty vnitini rytmus. Moje reseni je nize:

~I published some poetry — a collection of rustic verse — and nothing. I wrote two

film scripts = and I got myself a car.”?°

116 yyyskodil, 1963 str. 24

17 yyskodil (et al.)1965 str. 71
H8vyskodil, 1963 str. 24

H9vyskotil (et al.)1965 str. 71

120 K eller, nepublikovany pieklad viz. Pfiloha.
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Ve spojeni rustic verse mame nejen ustaleny vyraz pro tento zanr poezie v
anglicting, ale zachovavame tak formu pridavného jména + podstatného jména,
tedy nendsilné se vyhybame narusSovani rytmu origindlu: pristup ktery také
informoval moji inkluzi opakovaného a.

Porovnavani prekladd je obohacujici pro vlastni prekladani a zruénost v Femesle.
Mam pfitom na védomi , Ze svoji snahou trochu prispivam k témto moznostem .
AZ bude jednou prekladl povidky Studnice Jakubovy vicero, najdou se zase jiné,
zase aktualizované, lepsi moznosti, najdou se moje chyby, rehabilituji se nazory a
FeSeni zmifované prekladatelky, tfeba se podle né&jakych anglickych prekladd
prelozi povidka i do jinych svétovych jazykd, zkratka bude pokracovat nekoneény

retézec lidské interpretace, jehoz jsem malinkou soucasti.
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VII. Echa KATaPu ve hre a tvorbé.

“Jakob, what is this Dialogical Acting?”
Je léto 2018. Sedim pod lipou na chalupé s notebookem, piSu si reflexe do Skoly.
Prichazi tata.

~Wa machsch' Kébi?"
Sméju se. Tuto Svycarskou zkratku jména Jakob, analog ceského ,Kuby", jsem
jesté nezminil proto, Ze mi tak vlastné nikdy nefikaji. Zde to tata pouzil pro
komicky efekt, pridal i silnou imitaci mistniho prizvuku zapadlych Appenzellskych
kopcl, kterou zde té&Zko psanou formou vyjadiim. Svycarskd némcina sama o sobé
je Némci i v nejlepsim povazovana za legrac¢ni bastardizaci némciny. Ale oproti
burzoazni, méstské Svycarské némciné je horska Appenzellska Ccasto
neproniknutelnda. Kobi je tedy ze strany taty hra: hra na to, kym bych byl a jak
bych mluvil, kdybychom bydleli ve vesniéce nasich predk(, mezi t&mito bosymi
horaly.
Hned jsem si vzpomnél na hezkou pasaz z nedavného lehkého prazdninového cteni
romanu The Secret History,??! kde jedna erudovand postava opévuje hornaté
krajiny a jejich krasné jazyky. Tata je rad, ze se sméju. Vidi, Ze mi nevadi, ze mé
vyrusuje od toho, co délam. Copak Ze délam? Pisu si reflexe! Herecka, hlas,
dialogické jednani... Tata se chce bavit. "Jakob, what is this dialogical acting?”
Prepind do angli¢tiny, do jazyka do kterého oba prepindame, kdyz chceme sdélit
néco komplexnéjsiho. Otdzce samotné se ale trochu divim. Tata si uz prece na
festivalu Autorska tvorba nablizko dialogické jednani s Evou zkousel. Nicméné,
néjakou formulaci ddvam dohromady. Néco mu fikam, prekladam citat z reflexe,
chvilku mluvim dal. Tata kyva hlavou. Pak zapina fotoaparat.
Koukni se, co jsem udélal ja!
Hm, asi se o dialogické jednani preci jen tolik nezajima, usmivam se v duchu.
Ukazuje mi fotku. Zapominam na DJ.

That's bloody brilliant, Pablo! Na obrazovce vidim fotografii konstrukce, takové

121 rhe descriptions of Troy in the Iliad are horrible to me - all flat land and burning sun. No. I've
always been drawn to broken, wild terrain. The oddest tongues come from such places, and the
strangest mythologies, and the oldest cities, and the most barbarous religions. Pan himself was
born in the mountains, you know. And Zeus. In Parrhasia it was that Rheia bore thee", he said
dreamily, lapsing into Greek, "where was a hill sheltered with the thickest brush." It was dark now.
Around us, the countryside lay veiled and mysterious, silent in the night and fog. This was remote,
untraveled land, rocky and thickly wooded.' (podtrhuji ja) Tartt 1992, Tartt, D. 1992 The Secret
History, Albert A. Knopf, New York.
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véze protkanych kusd diev. Jako né&jaky hlavolam, jako né&jaky blaznivy sovétsky
monument, jako néjaky stroj, nebo jako kulisa z filmu Metropolis. Véz je postavena

ze starych dievénych svérakd které médme po pradédeckovi truhlafi.

Fotografie tatovy starsi instalace ze svérakd s vejci.
Tuto rozebral, kdyZ stavél svoji ,véZz". Dole.

Fotografie tatovy instalace
ze smontovanych dfevénych
svérakh pro pradédeckovi,
nahofre.

It is great, all interwoven and interconnected, as if it was moving.

It's like a human life, neverending possibilities. Rika tata. Cekam na vic, ale nic vic
nerika. Nevysvétluje, proc je to jako lidsky Zivot. Jaké paralely tam vidi nebo citi.
Co si mysli o té kfehké rovnovaze, nedokonalém pokusu o vertikalu, o Clenitosti,
tenzich, souhrach. Ale vSechno to tam je v tatové nové sosSe. Tata je fotograf, ale
obcCas vytvori i umélecky predmét, sochu, instalaci. Vim, Ze tohle byl pro ného
dilezity napad, protoZe dfevené svéraky byly a? do dnedka souéasti jiné jeho
instalace na na&i pQdé&, instalace vajec, kterad se mi moc libila, a kterou jsem kdysi
vyfotil na vystavu. Divdm se na fotografii, pak spolu lezeme nahoru na ptdu a
divame se na podivhou véz. Tata komunikuje uménim vic, nez by dokazal
vyartikulovat slovy. Tata prece neni tolik na ta slova. A najednou dostavam napad.
Najednou jako bych pochopil, co musim udélat.

Po chvili se vracim a mam pro tatu darek. Je to draténa soska, asi tficet
centimentri vysokd, kterou jsem pro né&j vyrobil. Vyrobil jsem ji rychle, “bez
premysleni®. Dal jsem si jediné zadani v jeji tvorbé, a jsem spokojeny. Sedime
spolu u stolu ve svétnici. Tohle je dialogické jednani, fikdm mu. Tohle pfi tom mize

Clovék zazit. Tata se divd na sosku z rlznych stran. Nic nefika, nevim o &em
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premysli. Pak ale fekne vyznamné: aha. That's fantastic. Druhy den si vSimam, ze
ma sosSku vedle nocniho stolku. You are very lucky that DAMU exists, Fika mi. Mysli
tim asi konkrétné studium na KATaP. Ma pravdu. ]a jsem rad, Ze jsem mu néco

predal. Ze jsem mu néco preloZil. Do jeho jazyka.

Soska:
Dialogické Jednani
z dvou ahld.

| { o

Je to tvar pripominajici lidskou postavu, dva dratky pfipojené k soklu by mohly
evokovat nohy, a zbytek vyhnilého suku z nalezeného kusu dieva by mohl evokovat
hlavu. Hlavu s jednou centralni mezerou pripominajici oko. Nebo Usta? Drat se
kolem hlavy propléta, a dvé smycky hned pod ,hlavou" se ohybaji, trochu jako
ruce. Ja v sosce vidim postavu dialogicky jednajiciho Jakuba. Pred ,hlavou™ jsou
ruce, dole nize dalsi vycnélek. Zadek? Penis? Impulz? Nevim. Drat prochazi
~hlavou" a velkou smyckou se vraci. Relativné vétsi ,hlava" jakoby bylo jedno velké
vnimajici oko. Ale to oko neni vSevidouci. Mnoho se déje jinde, ale v soucasti celku.
Celé télo kromé tohoto , 0ka” je jeden kus dratu, jako by vSechno, co oko pozoruje,
bylo jen bodem na jedné linii stejného procesu. V centru ,hlavy" je prazdno. Napad
prazdného stfedu pak pouzivdm znovu o rok pozdéji kdyz posildm své kolaze na
kazdorocni vystavu poradanou Hansem Schweizerem a Birgit Widmerovou v Gaisu
ve Svycarsku. Tentokrdt beru do hry i slovo, slovesnost, pismo, jazyk.
“Kolarovsky" strfiham ze staré vyhozené stranky z encyklopedie prouzky. Stavim z

toho jakousi monstranci. Uprostred neni nic.

O prazdninach si na chalupé maluju. Olejem. Zacalo to tim, Ze jsem vidél v galerii
Tate Modern obraz, ktery se nam s tatou obéma moc libil. Radi bychom si ho
povésili doma na zed, ale nemé&me desitky milion{ liber. V estetice na université

jsme probirali filosofii a mordlku padé&lkl, a hned mé& napadlo, Ze si prosté
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namaluju obraz sv{j. V galerii jsem si udélal dobré fotografie, nasel jsem si ve
vetesnictvi levny stary obraz s ramem, pretrel podkladovym natérem, promitl
projektorem obraz, obreslil hlavni obrysy, a namaloval béhem par dni kopii. Rad
kreslim, na DAMU jsem chodil na KALD na kresbu figury, na sochu. Trochu malovat
umim. Tata dostal k vanocdm Pladici Zenu od Picassa. Teda, kopii. Napodobeninu,
s barvami jsem si trochu pohral. Tata byl nadSeny, tak pak dostal dalSiho Picassa,
a dalsiho. Pak jsem si jednoho nechal a jednoho jsem dal mamince. S kazdym
obrazem byla prace snadnéjsi, vysledky presvédcivéjsi. Moje hlavni vytvarna
aktivita po nékolik let byly tyto kopie. Tata pak uz tolik nadseny nebyl. Jednou,
kdyz jsem v lété 2019 dodélaval svoji kopii obrazu Viktora Olivy Pjjak Absintu ,

ktery je prazdkovi zndm z kavarny Slavia, priSel a fekl mi:

~Mél bys délat néco svyho."

Zase toho nic moc nerekl, nic moc mi nevysvétlil, jak presné to mysli. Co by treba
navrhl, nebo jak bych se do toho mohl pustit. Byla tam jen ta jedna véta. Ale
stacilo to, rozumél jsem, co chce fict, a citil jsem hned, ze mél pravdu, a Ze to byl
dlvod, pro¢ mé to malovani bavilo jen na jisté miry. Hral jsem si pak s patronami
které jsem kdysi jako kluk nasbiral na stfelnici, a vyrobil sosku. Malou, sedici
figurku. Libila se mi, tak jsem jich udélal nékolik, pro pratele. Soska byla pékna,
libila se mi. A byl to original. Mij népad. Ale t&ch nékolik kopii potom, to uz byla

sériova vyroba, to uz bylo zase tvoreni kopii.
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UZ to bylo zase to méné inspirované ,délani". Sosky jsem rozdal, a jednu dal tatovi.
~Mél bys v té tvorbé pouzit to, co ses naucil ve skole na DAMU. Ta figurka je pékna,
ale neni tam pohyb. Porad mluvis o pohybu, dej tam z toho néco."

Pro¢ se mi v mysli vybavil najednou Velky Dialog Karla Neprase? Ano! Protoze
prece mUZu vytvofit néco, v &em bude dialog! Rozhodl vytvofit dvojici SermiFd. Na
DAMU jsem dva roky chodil na scénicky Serm s Karlem Basakem a na Taiji s
Michaelem Knazkem, sportovnimu Sermu jsem se vénoval nékolik let na gymnasiu.
Vim, co Serm je, zevnitf. A je tam ten pohyb ktery hledam! Je tam dialog. Pracoval
jsem zase v malé velikosti, zase s patronami ze stielnice. Zase jsem nlzkami na
plech vystrihal a kleStémi dotvoril mala télicka. Vysledek se mi moc libil.

Nebyla to kopie ciziho dila, nebyla to kopie néceho, co jsem kdysi udélal sam. Tvoril
jsem spontanné, z jednoho napadu. Poprvé jsem ve vytvarné tvorbé silné pocitil
to, co li¢i Platon, kdyz pomlouva umeélce, Zze netvofi racionalitou a femeslem, ale
tim, co bychom dnes nazvali nevédomym: évBeor 6vTec kai katexouevol, tedy
inspirovani a posed|i bozstvem.??

Jakkoliv silny byl mdj pocit, ze se to délalo samo, a Ze to bylo dobré, Platén by
stejné rekl, ze i ten nejspontannéjsi kreativni vytvarny akt je kopii. Dokonce kopii
kopie, protoze nas svét je pouhou kopii dokonalého svéta forem, ideji.'?3

Tata se podival na Sermire, libili se mu. Mné se taky libéj. A strasné se mi libilo to,
Zze se mi to podafrilo v téhle interakci s tatou, ktery mi pomohl uvidét néco, na co

jsem byl pripraven, ale stale jsem to sam jesté nevidél.

122 ,NAVTEG yap oi TE TGOV £NQ®V NoiNTai oi dyaboi oUk €K TEXVNG AN’ £EvBOe0I BVTEG Kai KATEXOHEVOI

navta TadTa Ta KaAd AEyouai Noinuara, Kai oi heAonoloi oi dyaboi woauTwg, WOoneP oi

KopUBavTIWVTEG OUK EPpPOVEG OvTEG OpxoUvTal..." Plato Ion. 533E

“ProtoZe vsichni ti dobfi basnici eposl: oni nepronaéeji véechny ty krasné basné z dovednosti, ale

tim Ze jsou posedli a inspirovani; a stejné tak dobfi basnici melicti. Jako korybanti netanci, dokud

jsou pfi rozumu..." (preklad mdj)

123 \/ Platénové Republice, v desaté knize, diskutuje Sékratés o uméni. Umélec, malif, je popsan
jako piunTAG , imitator, protoze kdyz maluje néjaky predmét, uvadi se pohovka, je to imitace
toho predmeétu, ktery je sam jen imitaci, interpretaci formy Zzidle, ktera existuje v pfirodé,
vytvoiena bohem.
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Kdyz uvazuji o interakci s tatou, je zajimavé zamyslet se nad tim, jak a kdy
mluvime anglicky, a jak a kdy Svycarskou némcinou. S mamou mluvime prosté
jen Cesky. S tatou je to komplikovanéjsi. Mluvime sice Svycarskou némcinou, a
vlastné vic a vic ¢asto. Zvlast kdyz jsme ve Svycarsku. Ale kdyz mame ddlezity
ukol, kdyz se musime vic soustredit, kdyz jde o konverzaci o né¢em vaznéjsSim,
prepindme do anglictiny. Jsme (uz) oba vic Angli¢ani nez Svycafi. Premyslime uz
oba anglicky.
Tohle mi pfipomina silny moment z filmu The Godfather. Dohledal jsem si, ze
neexistuje v plvodnim romanu Maria Puzo. Michael Corleone, mlady protagonista,
se na dllezitém jedndni s ¢lenem neptatelské mafie nedokaze Uplné domluvit
sicilskym narec¢im, a prepne do anglictiny. Rozumi, co mu nepritel Solozzo
»Sicilsky" fika. Ale sdm Michael se uz narodil v New Yorku. Je to American, a
pfemysli anglicky. V dlleZitém bodé vyjednavani mu jeho znalost sicilské italstiny
nevystacdi:

MICHAEL: Ma voglio cha...

odmlci se

SOLOZZO: Che?

MICHAEL: Come si dice... what I want, what's most important to me, is

that I have a guarantee. No more attempts on my father's life. 124

Rezie oproti romanu ukazuje dalSi element Michaelovy identity. V romanu je
zminéno, ze Michael nemluvi sicilskym dialektem perfektné, ale to je vse. Diskuze
v restauraci probiha v romanu cela sicilskym dialektem. Ve filmu se v tomto bodé
Michael ale rozhoduje jinak.
Plsobi to trochu, jako by se zde odpoutaval od tradice, od toho, co je od ného
postavou Sollozza ocekdvané. V dalSich momentech zastfeli oba své
spolubesedniky, a tim ¢&ini svj prvni krok v Zivoté mafidna. Divak je tedy svédkem
momentu, kdy Michael naplfiuje svoji (hrdznou) roli, stadvd se zlogincem a
dokazuje, ze je hoden odkazu svého otce, takzvaného kmotra velké ilegalni
organizace. Zaroven se tak stdvame svédky historického momentu. Je to sice
fiktivni svét filmu, ale je inspirovan realitou: mafie se v Americe proménuje, uz
neni sicilska, v tento moment uz je americka, premysli anglicky. Kdyz ve scéné
prepind do anglictiny, tak se Michael Corleone (Al Pacino) zméni — je vice sam
sebou. V anglictiné je |épe jak Michaelovi Corleone, tak Pacinovi, vic mu jako divaci

vérime. Je to jako by jen v tomto nastaveni dokazal byt sam sebou a zvladl to,

124 https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=VBI_gvTBO9g
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pro¢ do setkani se Sollozzem Sel — spachat na néj atentat.

V anglic¢tiné je Michael Corleone nejvic sebou, je sebejistéjSi a presvédcivejsi.
Podobné jsem to vzdycky mél s angli¢tinou ja v porovnani s ¢estinou a némcinou.
S mamou mluvime vzdycky Cesky, a bereme to vazné, neni to tak ¢asto hra v tom
smyslu, ze moc neprepiname do anglic¢tiny. S tdtou mluvime nékdy némecky, a je

to v podstaté vzdycky 'takova hra', a oba to vime.
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Nezavér

Ustav pro vyzkum a studium autorského herectvi

KdyZ se Martina Musilovad stala novou vedouci Ustavu pro vyzkum a studium
autorského herectvi, dostal jsem jako dlsledek své prekladatelské a tlumoé&nické
prace pro katedru moznost prelozit pro Ustav nékolik Vyskocilovych textd, které
bychom mohli zaradit do kategorie pedagogické, technické. Preklad (a hlavné
dikladnd &etba a studium s touto &etbou spjaté) té&chto textd mi pomohl v
pochopeni Vyskocilova projektu. Mezi tyto texty se zaradil i text o autorském cteni
z knihy Jaroslavy Pokorné, a pak nasledovaly texty: Ke studiu herectvi: re¢ ku
pfiznani profesury v oboru herectvi?>, Malé jevistni formy aneb JAK NA TO?,1%6
Dialogické Jednani: Heslo k Autorizaci. Prace na téchto textech, na jejich vybéru,
redakci, prekladu d o anglitiny, a nasledné Upravé pro publikaci na strankach
ustavu pokracuje ve spolupraci s Martinou Musilovou, MiSou Raisovou et alii a je
mi zdrojem inspirace a pouceni pro moji praci s vice beletristickymi texty
povidkovymi a nedivadelnimi. UZ to, Ze a jak z té&chto textl cituju v této diplomové
préaci, je dikazem toho, jak krdsnou pfileZitost pro zpomaleni a soustfedé&ni preklad

slozitéjsiho textu nabizi.
Ivan Vyskodil: Texts and Contexts

,Mate toho uz dosti hodné, nechcete si z toho udélat disertacku?" Podtext chapu.
Dopis uz konecné tu diplomovou préaci, hochu, a nech si néco na potom. Jsem ale
vibec dostate¢né studijni typ? Nefldkdm se pfili§ na takovou Uroven prace? Ale
néco na tom je, nastfadal jsem si hory napadd a moznosti na zpracovani. Mohl
bych prosté pokracovat s tim, co délam. Pojmenoval bych to asi Ivan VyskoCil:
Texts and Contexts, to je podstata véci. Z vyzkumu bych mohl vydestilovat
materialy na predmét pro mezinarodni program....

Je nesporné, ze obdobi ,normalizace" branilo tomu, aby se napriklad dialogické
jednani s vnitfnim partnerem dostalo do povédomi Vyskocilovych kolegl z oblasti
divadla, pedagogiky, psychologie v sousednich zemich, a Ze jeho kariéra mohla
vést znaéné dramati¢tdjsi cestou. Jako indicie prerudeni slibného srdstani

s evropskym kontextem mUiZeme brat jeho podileni se na mezindrodnich

125 Text této pirednasky byl poprvé publikovan v: Svét a divadlo 1992, ¢. 12, s. 34-40.

126 p3vodne vyslo v: Amatérska scéna, rocnik 15, Cislo 6, str. 7-8; Amatérska scéna, rocnik 15, Cislo
6, str. 14-15; Amatérska scéna, rocnik 15, Cislo 6, str. 14-15.
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konferencich, setkani Vyskocila s hercem R. Hartem, psychiatrem J.L. Morenem,
dramatikem F. Dilrrenmattem, uUcast Vyskocila a E. Frynty na vysilanich v
zdpadoné&meckém rozhlasu, publikace nékolika malo Vyskocdilovych textld v
némciné a dokonce v anglictiné jiz v Sedesatych letech. S timto ohledem se bude
mQj vyzkum zabyvat nejen rozborem literdrné-kritickym a divadelné&-v&deckym,
ale vynasnazi se kontextualizaci ukazat, ze je Vyskocil clovékem nejen
Cesk(oslovensk)ého, ale evropského kalibru a souvislosti. I proto vidim tento
projekt jako potencidlné dileZity: vedle samotného vyzkumu, ¢teni a pak $iroce
pojatého mapovani, které osobné citim, Ze potfebuju, abych prohloubil své
porozuméni, chci pokracovat s hotovenim prekladl jeho textl do anglictiny, coz
vidim jako krok k tomu, aby se na mezinarodni scéné napravilo to, co normalizacni
obdobi zkazilo. Tuto ,rehabilitaci” a “rekontextualizaci” chci aby doprovazel i svézi
pohled na relevanci Vyskocila o¢&ima moderniho Evropana: co nam muizou jeho
texty nabidnout dnes? Na adekvatni zodpovézeni této stru¢né znéjici otazky vérim,
Ze bude potreba hodit sité jak hluboko, tak Siroko.

Do projektu jsem osobné zaangazovany nejen z pohledu své vlastni evropské
»,mezinarodnosti" a evropské situovanosti: projekt poznavani osobnosti a kontextu
Vyskocila povazuju za projekt, ktery jde ruku v ruce s projektem prekladu dél
Ivana Vyskocila do angli¢tiny. Pfekladatelska, pomala dikladna prace, mi pomaha
s porozumeénim a vyzkumem, a vyzkum mi pomaha s prekladem. Zaroven je to
také pokracovanim mé cesty poznavani in situ v Cechach vlastniho, po matce
zdédéného, cesSstvi. V osobé a souvislostech Ivana VyskocCila se da preci jen
ilustrovat i 'krajina osudu' Ceskoslovenska a Ceské Republiky.

V jistém smyslu jsem na zacatku svého studia v Praze byl v podobné situace jako
studenti prichazejici na nasi katedru z jinych zemi na vyménu nebo studium.
Ackoliv mluvim Cesky, neprosel jsem Ceskym sSkolstvim, coZz znamena, ze mam
velké lakuny ve znalostech kulturnich, c¢asto jinak obecné povazovanych za
kazdodenni. Planovany predmét tudiz predstavuje seminar, kterym bych ja sam
byl rad prosel v prvnim nebo druhém rocniku studia na DAMU. Vérim, ze fakt, ze
jsem podobné neznalym poutnikem v tomto ,labyrintu”, a fakt, ze jsem si, jako
je ¢asto pFipad nadich studentd z mezindrodniho programu, neprosel KATaP svym
prvnim nejobratn&jsim jazykem, nybrz druhym, mi deo volente napomize vytvofit

plan pro cestu, kudy by labyrintem mohla vést , Ariadnina nit" pro druhé.
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P¥ilohy

Zde prikladdm své preklady a pak nékteré své autorské texty, o kterych se

v diplomové praci zminuju, na které odkazuju.

i “Jacob’s Well”

I'd wanted a car since childhood. Grownups have cars, | thought. I won't be a grownup until |
get a car, | said to myself. At twenty eight, | was tormented by my immaturity. | published
some poetry — a collection of rustic verse — and nothing. | wrote two film scripts — and | got
myself a car. So what?

I got myself a car, to be a grownup. To be a grownup who saves time, to have my own ride
and not have to trudge along by tram with everyone else, with all the pushing and shoving.
Nobody is allowed to shove me in my own car.

When | got my car, | suddenly had a lot of free time. I got a bit carried away, in my car that is.
Things that had used to take me days to sort out, were now a matter of hours. True, until I got
my car, | would sometimes sit and chat with people, | would take a look at something. In my
car, | was always in a hurry. After all, I'd got myself the car to be a grownup and every grown
up adult person has little time. 1 got myself a car because | had little time. I got it to get any-
where comfortably and fast. Once | had it, | had to spend the free time it afforded me with the
car, driving anywhere comfortably and fast.

And it was this “anywhere” which was the stumbling block. I spent whole days driving
through the streets. It was comfortable and fast, but | knew that | wasn't really getting any-
where. My friends advised me against going just anywhere, suggesting | just get my business
over and done with and leave the car be. But if | just got my business over and done with,
then I'd save so much time that I'd be better off walking. I could have a chat with somebody,
take a look at something. I started to get angry. What's the point of a car that's standing? A car
has to drive around. And because it couldn't do this by itself, I had to drive around with it.

Sometimes | stopped, furtively. But if | stood for a while, | immediately got hung up about the
fact that in that while, | could comfortably and fast get somewhere else. Somewhere that was
more right.

In the evenings | would come home exhausted. I envied those who walk the streets and take
trams, | envied taxi drivers. They stand and wait, somebody comes, says where to go, and
then they drive, sure of where they are going. Their life is easy.

| stopped and wished furiously for someone to open the door of my car, give me a nudge and
say: Go go 56 Hampstead Heath, or 6 Wimbledon Common.

The doors snapped, a woman got into my car and sat down on the back seat. Here it is! |
started the motor. “Where are we going?” I asked eagerly.

“Away!” answered the woman.
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“Away? That's like anywhere, just in the opposite direction to here. That doesn't really help
me.”

She said she wasn't here to help me. If | don't want to drive away, she can get out again.
“No, no! Stay put. Would 56 Hampstead Heath be away for you?”

She agreed. I drove to 56 Hampstead Heath.

“We're here.”

“No,” she shook her head. “This is not away. This is Hampstead Heath. Drive away!”
“And could 6 Wimbledon Common be away?”’

“Yes, why not, drive to Wimbledon Common.”

When we got to 6 Wimbledon Common | just hit the brakes a little, and then accelerated
again. | was starting to enjoy this drive away.

“Where are you driving?” she asked.
“Well, away, of course!”
“No, don't drive away. Drive to 4 Notting Hill.”

| drove to 4 Notting Hill. It was the very same street where she'd got into my car and where
we set out on our journey away. A blind alley, culminating in a high stone wall, and a row of
blossoming locust trees.

The woman got out of the car, and took a long look at me. | was being scrutinised. In the end
she gave a nod and invited me up for some tea. We climbed the stairs to her garret, where she
had what looked like some kind of studio, full of paintings, statuettes, vases and gloom. | was
invited to také a seat on a low divan. | looked at some of the books that lay around. Small
books about stars, flowers, and the Lake District. She went to the next room. She returned
wearing a chinese style dressing gown with a design of silver birds.

She brought some coffee and biscuits. We drank in silence. She up at me.

“I knew you would come back, Jacob.”

I looked around to see who she was talking to, but we were alone, and | am not, nor have ever
been Jacob. Moreover, | didn't know this woman who had let her hair down and was now ad-
dressing me in such a familiar manner. | sipped my coffee, not knowing what to say.

“I have been waiting for you the whole time, Jacob. I have forgiven you for everything, for
seducing me like a bridesmaid that spring when we were planting the lime tree for peace with
the girls from my school.”

She fell silent and softened: “Have you seen, how the lime tree has grown, [ wonder? Have

you been there to take look?”
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I shook my head, because I hadn't been to take a look at the lime tree. | had lime trees grow-
ing outside the windows of my apartment. But | never went to look at them, because | could
see them all the time. And I didn't remember any schoolgirls having planted them either. |
didn't have a clue who'd planted them. The caretakers, probably. And even if they had been
planted by some schoolgirls, I didn't remember having seduced one.

“That's just like you, Jacob. You don't even go to take a look. I know. You'll say that you mar-
ried me five years later. But you didn't have to do that, silly! Anything was always more im-
portant to you than | was, even a mosquito not biting you. Do you remember how you carried
me across the stream at Hagley that time? | was wearing my new taffeta dress, and you
dropped me right in the middle of the stream. Afterwards you said that you had to slap a mos-
quito to stop it from biting you. The mosquito flew away. It bit you in later that evening. In
the ear. And | was wet through and through. 1 know, you apologised a lot that time. But se-
cretly you were laughing at how wet and limp | was. You've always been a scoundrel, Jacob.
But your blood was sweet. Just like our daughter Lucie...”

I got up.

“Sit, Jacob, and listen. I often sit like this and tell you everything, despite your not being here.
Our daughter Lucie...”

“I'm sorry, Madam, but I am not Jacob!”

She gave me a look of understanding.

“You're not Jacob. That's a pity, that you're not Jacob.”
“Why a pity, Madam? I am Joseph...”

“It's a pity. Because I prepared that coffee for Jacob.”

“Oh, in that case forgive me, Madam, for not saying so sooner, and for drinking Jacob's cof-
fee.”

“No, no. You forgive me. The coffee was poisoned.”

Suddenly I felt an icy chill penetrate my whole body. | felt my arms and legs weaken, | felt
my eyes close, and a sticky black fog spreading through my head. With an enormous effort |
said:

“If - poisoned — then — allow me — to — take — the — blame — for - that — Jacob - myself.”

“Are you alright?” She started and got up. I was stunned by the cruelty of such a question at
such a time.

“Yes - I'm not well — the poison is — starting to take effect.”
“What poison?” She exclaimed. “You've eaten something bad!”
“But you said, that the — coffee — was - poisoned.”

She froze, and then burst out laughing.
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“Yes, poisoned. Poisoned with my woes, my old grumbling, my ego...”

She laughed until she was out of breath, stirring up the gloom around us. I shot out of the
door, pursued by her laughter. Away. Away from her! | darted into my car and started the mo-
tor full throttle with a sharp tug. In the gloom and excitement | completely forgot about the
high wall at the end of the road.

il. “The Little Violinist”

| drove away the little violinist, and along with him all my little, intimate acquaintances. |
drove them away to look sensible. No, not to look silly. And making a sensible face, | began
proclaiming as uniquely correct and extant those things which | had, in fact, never really un-
derstood. Condensers, steam engines, air pressure, amperes and kilowatt hours. Everything
else | disowned.

The little violinist! He started first, he spoke to me. It was evening. | was in a rage and sad af-
ter a spanking. I told him to leave me be, to stop. What was it to him that | was angry. He did-
n't leave me be. And | wiped my nose and listened. From that time on we conversed. He with
his violin playing, | with my voice. We understood each other very well.

I drove him away along with the others, a long time ago. Not all at once. | drove away the
whole world to which he belonged, gradually and hard from the day when I confided in my
schoolmate Caleb about my friendship with the little violinist. He told our teacher. The
teacher came down on me hard. Where did | meet this violinist, what kind of person is he,
does he give me any sweets, and what is it that we do together. The worrisome old teacher! |
told him that | didn't even know what he looks like, because he's locked inside our radio. The
teacher made a disappointed face, then started laughing and said that I'm still just a silly,
thoughtless boy. The radio didn't contain any violinist, he reminded me, but an electrical de-
vice and some waves. The sensible teacher laughed, and with him the whole classroom. All
those who just a moment earlier had envied me my friendship with the little violinist. | burst
into tears. Tears of shame and rage.

When | came home from school, I turned the knob on the radio and shouted inside: “You hear
me, you midget? Now | know the truth, you're not there at all! There's only devices and
waves! You hear me?”

Despite the light being on, there was silence. Then he began to play a strained melody. No,
the waves began to play. And I turned the knob again. | turned off the radio. There's no talk-
ing to waves. Waves are indifferent to me. Waves are for everyone and for no-one. They
creep around everywhere. Even through people. If a person had electrical devices inside, he
would play if he wanted to or not. I closed the radio. From that moment on | stopped listen-
ing. | stopped listening at home, at school, | didn't listen to anybody, anywhere. When | began
listening again, at the age when a person has to start being sensible, when | no longer worried
about the world of the little violinist, I listened to waves, if they had to be waves, which were
very strong. Let the house shake. And the house shook, even on Saturday night as | was get-
ting ready to go out to have some fun somewhere, to enjoy myself with somebody. | stood in
front of the mirror. | looked at myself in another room, and it suddenly came over me again. |
smiled. The other room and I in that other room — it's just my own room, reflected in the mir-
ror on the wall, behind which is the facade of the house and the street. But | had come to
terms with that a long time ago. It's just a reflection on the surface of the mirror. There you
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go, when | stand like this, the surface reflects me... but the surface didn't reflect me. The sur-
face of the mirror didn't show my image. There was just an empty room without me. | was
home, safe. | was standing in front of the mirror, to look at my reflection, the reflection of my
tie and hair. | patted my body and yes, I existed. | shut the radio, quickly went into the hall,
entered my room again rapidly, and loudly shut the door behind me. As if nothing, | stepped
in front of the mirror once again. The other room was there, only without me. | stretched out
my hand towards the mirror. But no identical hand came out to mine from the other side, no
reflection emerged to meet mine in a cold touch on the smooth surface of the mirror. There
was no cold surface. My hand was freely entering the other room.

Without thinking I leaped over the frame of the mirror and found myself in the other room.
Behind me hung the same mirror, the same frame, and | was looking into the first room | had
come from. Up against the wall, right underneath the mirror, where | could never peer, be-
cause the head of the other had been in the way, lay a pile of things. A lot of things. A yellow
straw cap with a brim, a harmonica, a silver half-crown, a knife, a little windmill, a fountain
pen, a watch, books, a little violin with a tiny bow, plimsolls, some letters, papers, crates and
boxes. All familiar things.

Wasn't that the hat that Charlie Keeble lost in Year Two? Everyone whispered rumours that it
had been me who had stolen it from him. I even had to go to see the headmaster because of it.

And a half-crown just like that one, new and shiny, was what | got from my uncle for my
tenth birthday. It disappeared from my shelf after my birthday, then I'd searched for it. |
watched my younger brother Thomas. Who else could have... if not him? | watch him contin-
uously with suspicion, investigating.

The letters in the box are addressed to me. The addresses of all the apartments I have lived in.
And | haven't received any of them. Here - “Dear Ivan” - signed “Your loving E.” That's Eva's
writing. Eva's writing fifteen years ago. “I'm looking forward to seeing you very much. I'm
coming this Thursday at eight o'clock. Wait for me - I must talk to you.” But Eva, I couldn't
wait for you, | didn't know about it, I never received this letter. But, I did. “You're a coward
and a scoundrel.” is what it said on the note I got from her a week later. I never saw Eva
again. | just heard about her from others, and searched for her constantly, in every woman |
met, | searched for her, found not her, again and again, until I ended up alone.

I rummaged through more and more, bringing disorder to the collection of things and papers
where any one thing, receiving it, or having it sooner, could have changed my life totally.
Everything there had been intended for me — and it had gotten here, into the other room under
the mirror. Someone's been keeping it here.

“Welcome!” I heard behind me.

| turned around. I didn't see anybody.

“You won't see me now”. He said. “There's no mirror between us.”

“So it's YOU who's taken this all from me!” I shouted. I wanted to look into his eyes, give
him a piece of my fist.

“I did take it, and then again I didn't” he said, calmly. “I shared with you, I have to live off
something. Yes, | took it. But you have things over there that belong to ME.”
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“Who are you?”

“You”, he replied. “You, but in this room, in this world. I am you, with a longing, just as you
are |, with a longing.

We are living the selfsame life, just from opposite directions. He went silent. | nodded. |
knew.

“And now go” he said. “It's not good to stay here long, maybe our little violinist will come.
He would be sad to see you again. And then — you have a date in a short while. Don't be late.”

“I'm going. Look after this for me!” I pointed at the things scattered around. | wanted to climb
through the frame. But from the other side, from my room, | advanced towards me. My reflec-
tion, with the same force, with the same movements.

“Quickly! You have to get to the other side, you must!”

| gathered all my strength. | must. We wrestled. Then the mirror fell down off the wall and
shattered with a crash into a thousand pieces.

I live on the other side now. In the place where the facade of the house, and the street is, or
should be. In the other room. In my room, in the first room, that is, they found only a shat-
tered mirror. They waited. Then they searched for me, and eventually declared me missing.
Someone else lives behind the wall now. I hear voices there sometimes. They tell each other
things, they argue, whisper. But | don't understand what about. I'm here. We made up with the
little violinist as well as with all the others. I look through and relive the things here and con-
verse with the one | will never see.

Perhaps, perhaps, the ones on the other side will hang a mirror on our wall someday. Perhaps
someday a moment will come about like it did that time, when I'll manage to climb back
through. Perhaps.

ii. “Teacher and Friend Remains Unknown to the Public”

The whole scientific world knows that Dr. Joseph S., professor of microbiology and bacteriol-
ogy at the medical faculty in P., together with Dr. Frederick H., professor of morphology, and
Aldrich N., professor of physiology, discovered strange spherical particles,

which cause gaudium (a feeling of intense joy) in the human body.

The work of the aforementioned researchers has gathered deserved acclaim. Many however
have paused at the first sentence of their remarkable work: “This book is dedicated, in respect
and friendship, to our teacher and friend, Francis J.” Yes. Francis J. Without titles, without
membership of any learned associations and academies. Just Francis J. without anything, in
respect and friendship.

Who is Francis J.? Neither assistants nor family members of the mentioned researchers have
managed to discover his identity. But however it may be, one thing is clear. The gentlemen
didn't curry any favours with this dedication. The teacher and friend remains unknown to the
public.
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Their voluminous tome came as a surprise, among others, to one Mary J., when her fourth son
Francis brought it home. Francis brought it home under his shirt and wanted to hide it behind
the cupboard. His mother, Mrs. Mary J. caught him at it, took the book from him, and gave
him a slap on the head there and then, just to be sure. Francis, you see, was a scoundrel, a fail-
ing older pupil in Year Five of seven, in school number 97. He gave his mother nothing but
worry.

After the slap on the head his mother asked “What have we here?” and “Where did we get
that then?”. Francis answered the first question saying it was just some dumb thing. He got
another slap on the head.

Then Mrs. Mary J. read the title of the book: De Globulis Gaudiensis and discovered that her
son was telling the truth for a change. He only answered the second question “Where did we
get that then?” after his mother's promise to refrain from giving him further slaps over the
head. He told her that he had been given the book by Joe, Fred and Al.

Mrs. Mary J. nodded suspiciously, said “You see, that's what you get from those camaraderies
of yours” and locked the book in the commode where she had her photographs, handkerchiefs
and a silver medal. She did this because the price of £51 was marked on the back cover, and
Mrs. Mary J. took all bills of £5 and above very seriously. She was the mother of six children.
She justified her safekeeping of the book saying that she would lend it to him when he was
able to make sense of it. Francis therefore, took the book to be lost.

Let us return however to the distant origins of the remarkable work of the researchers we have
mentioned.

It was a sunny Thursday in late April. At three o'clock in the afternoon professor Joseph S.
called professor Aldrich N. from his office.: “Everything has been arranged, dear colleague.
Our work can go on undisturbed. I shall be waiting for you with the instruments in half an
hour at the corner of the park. Yes. | have likewise informed our dear colleague from the
physiology department. I'm looking forward very much to seeing you again.”

The professor hung up, rubbed his hands together, even gave a little sort of jump. But he
calmed down. To be sure he checked the expression on his face in a mirror and entered the la-
boratories.

Adjunct professors, post doctoral researchers, doctorands, lab technicians and assistants froze
to attention. The professor slowly paced down the two lines of staff members standing in es-
palier, accompanied at a respectful distance by his first assistant, he made stops at the individ-
ual tables. The expression on his face remained impenetrable.

“I am leaving on a pressing matter”, he eventually said to his first assistant. “There is to be
absolute order here, impeccable work, and no dilly dally, you understand?”

His first assistant stood to attention, almost saluting.

At precisely four o'clock the gentlemen met on the corner of the park. Each carried a small
package. They got in a taxi and drove in the direction of Hampstead. They got off at the
Heath. They climbed up the hillside, led by the microbiologist, silent and excited.

“We're here, gentlemen!”
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The microbiologist was glowing. They were standing on a patch of dry, beat down earth.

In the middle was a little hole. “The interfering factors usually encountered here are currently
engaged with their afternoon lessons. We can therefore resume our labours.” The microbiolo-
gist added.

The men looked around and with a pleased smile, they opened their packets. The physiologist
and the morphologist each took out a green box, the microbiologist swung a brightly coloured
cloth bag on a string from his finger.

“I erm, used to have a similar one, you understand”, whispered the microbiologist. He was
apologising, but at the same time he was also boasting a little.

The physiologist made a line in the dust with a coin. The experiments began.

Each of the gentlemen pitched ten marbles in the direction of the hole. The first to have their
go was the morphologist. The men flicked the marbles eagerly, but with all seriousness. At
first it seemed that the game would be dominated by the physiologist, but he grazed his fore-
finger and then lost turn after turn. The men laboured without any satisfactory outcome for lit-
tle under an hour.

“That's a dumb way to play”, they heard somewhere behind their backs.

The men got a fright. Standing behind them was a disshevelled boy with his hands in his
pockets. The men looked at the boy, the boy looked at the men.

“What?” said the morphologist.

“How dare you!” said the physiologist sternly.

The boy didn't reply, looking the men in the eye.

“Eh,” said the microbiologist with a wave of his hand, “ Don't take any notice of him, gentle-
men. He is not here for us. He means less to us than a volvox globator, that algal rolling

sphere!”

The microbiologist smiled at his apt analogy, and turned to the experiments they had under-
way.

",

“But he said that this is a dumb way to play!” fumed the morphologist.

“Really dumb,” confirmed the lad.

The physiologist clenched his fists.

“Out!” He exclaimed, turning a shade of maroon. “Out! You, you, you....”

He was shaking with rage, gasping for breath and pointing at a little bush with an extended

right hand, as if the bush contained some kind of door, behind which there were some kind of
out.
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The boy pulled up his trousers a little and said: “Look here, stop shouting at me sir, yeah, or
I'll tell on you that you've been stomping marbles into the ground when they weren't looking
sir, yeah.”

Upon this the microbiologist and the physiologist turned their attention to the physiologist.
The physiologist went pale, then red again.

“He's lying, gentlemen, yes, surely you wouldn't believe such a, of course, my dear col-
leagues, I didn't notice, but it wasn't on purpose, please understand, | grazed my finger, yes, I
have a wife and, dear friends, please understand....” The physiologist was getting hopelessly
tangled.

“That, sir, is a despicable thing to have done!” said the morphologist.

“Impertinent!” said the microbiologist.

“Repulsive!” said the morphologist and took a step towards the physiologist.

“You — physiologist!” said the microbiologist.

The men went for each other.

“Stop fighting, yeah?” chided the boy.

“You stomped marbles into the ground as well,” said the boy, pointing at the microbiologist,
“and you did, too” giving the morphologist his due.

The men stopped. They adjusted their clothes.
“I have to go”, said the physiologist stooping to pick up ten marbles.

“I also have some business...” began the morphologist and likewise gathered up his ten mar-
bles.

Four marbles were left on the little patch.
“So you're going to.....? Well, fine. And I'd looked forward so much. Please understand...”

The microbiologist stood by the hole and couldn't bring himself to pick up his marbles. Even-
tually he raised his eyes, in which there were tears. He met the gaze of the lad.

The lad understood.

“Let's play for four, sir! Go on, throw, shotgun last!”
A new game began.

The boy attacked.

The microbiologist removed his jacket.
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The men did not leave. They gave their back seat advice, and when the boy allowed them to,
they joined the game. The first to run out was the physiologist. He begged the others to help
him out with a loan, but the microbiologist and the morphologist couldn't lend him any. They
were also almost out.

The boy had pockets full of marbles. First he maintained that he didn't do loans, but then he
let himself be persuaded and lent them five marbles under oath and forfeit of a slap on the
head.

At seven, it was getting dark, the lad announced that he had to go, that he'd get his hide tanned
by his mum otherwise. The researchers delayed him, but eventually had to agree that a tan-
ning is a tanning.

The microbiologist, under oath, owed twenty one slaps on the head, the morphologist twenty
six, and the physiologist thirty nine.

“So, see you at four tomorrow for the pay back game, mister, mister... lad”, said the morphol-
ogist.

“Yeaah, I dunno about that.” said the boy. “We've got school tomorrow afternoon!”

“School?” said the physiologist. “That's nothing. I have school too, we all have school and
we'll come. We'll excuse you!”

“We can arrange it with the minister”, said the morphologist.
“The prime minister!” trumped the microbiologist.

“That's pointless,” said the boy, “Don't bother. I had school this afternoon as well, and you
see I'm here aren't I? So see you tomorrow at four!”

The boy ran off down the slope to the gardens and houses.
The gentlemen stood on the patch and waved.
At the foot of the hill the boy stopped and shouted: “I'm Frank by the way!”” and ran on.

“You see, we didn't even introduce ourselves,” said the physiologist, “He is Frank, and what
about us?”

“Hm, Frankie, that's a nice name,” said the morphologist. “Francis, that's a very nice name,
very,” said the microbiologist. The streetlights along the path at the foot of the hill came on.
The three gentlemen walked back to the city in silence.

Their teacher and friend remains unknown to the public.
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iv. “Hornbeam Grove”
The station is called Hornbeam Grove. It is of the species Little Railway Station — Loner.

It's a long way from anywhere, and the longest way from Hornbeam Grove. The name Horn-
beam Grove is not a matter of any concern to the travelling public passing through Hornbeam
Grove station.

The station used to be called Line End, because Line End is the closest village — an hour
away. But this was a matter of concern to the travelling public. When the conductor called:
“Line End!”, the uninitiated passengers would get off the train, despite the fact that they were
travelling to Castle Hill or Goodleigh. They put their faith in the conductor. Mistaken, they
then complained. About Line End, which wasn't the end of the line.

So the conductor had to call: “Line End! But careful, it's not the end of the line!” But that con-
fused the travelling public again. The passengers would get off the train to ask about what had
happened to the conductor, that he was shouting: “Line End! But careful, it's not the end of
the line!”, or to see for themselves. And their train continued without them, again.

There is still a guest house next to the station building from the days when the station was
called Line End. It's closed now, there's no need for it, the station is called Hornbeam Grove.
The travelling public won.

Since then, the inhabitants of the village of Line End don't use the station anymore. As a sign
of protest they walk to the Buteley railway stop, which is 5km further away than the little
Hornbeam Grove station. The inhabitants of the village of Hornbeam Grove go to Berryford,
because it's 6km closer than the Hornbeam Grove station. The residents of Swineham and
Bullywell occasionally come to the Hornbeam Grove station, because these villages are closer
than Hornbeam Grove, but further away than Line End. Those from Swineham requested that
the little railway station be renamed “Swineham”, those from Bullywell that it be renamed
“Bullywell”. But they got a memorandum saying that the Ministry of Transport was going to
stick with Hornbeam Grove, because it's a morally uplifting name for a railway station.

I didn't know any of this when | missed my train that day at Hornbeam Grove. Had | known, |
definitely wouldn't have mixed myself up in anything that day, and my life would have devel-
oped in a totally different way. At least | hope so.

I missed my train, and it started to rain. | entered the waiting room. And there it was, waiting
for me. There was a metal pole jutting out of the wall in the waiting room, at the end of which
hung a longish hand-hold of the type you find in trams.

A hand-hold in a waiting room! That got me excited. That was just my character, that | nee-
ded to know why, that it was vital for me for things to make sense. But, a hand-hold in a
waiting room?

Maybe the hold isn't a hold at all, I thought. Maybe it's the exact opposite. Some kind of hand
release. Yes. You tug it and the whole station building comes toppling down. The want to tear
down the little railway station — and why ever not! - and nobody wants to take responsibility
for it, so they installed this hand release. But then, almost immediately, | realised the foolish-
ness of such an explanation. Hand holds — or hand releases — with such a function, would not
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be placed in a waiting room just like that. A hand hold which causes the toppling of the sta-
tion when tugged, is usually in the office of the station master, or at least in the baggage col-
lection room.

| approached the hand hold and pulled downward carefully. The station didn't budge. I tugged
at it. Nothing. I wrenched the hand hold with all my strength, until | was so tired that | had to
hold on to it, to avoid falling over.

It's not for tugging and toppling.

I closed my eyes, and commanded myself to go to sleep. “There isn't any hand hold in the
waiting room, there's no hand hold in the waiting room,” I repeated to myself, but I knew too
well that there was. | was gawping at it. My eyes had opened by themselves.

Why is there a hand hold here?

Perhaps, | thought, perhaps it's a memorial to some illustrious local. A hand hold instead of a
plaque. The illustrious local held on, he had a hand hold in his holdings...basically he got hold
of a hand hold somehow, and then bequeathed the illustrious hand hold to the station, which...
But there was no sign on the hand hold. There was no “This hand hold was held by our com-
patriot of undying fame, while creating his magnum opus.” Obviously! Why would the fa-
mous local hold on to the hand hold? A local holds on to his local area, not hand holds! Of
course, if it was necessary for him to hold on to a hand hold, then he clearly isn't as illustrious
a local as they are making him out to be here!

I was holding the handle of the hand hold again. It didn't allow me to continue my dispute
with the illustrious local. It wanted my attention for itself. Why this?

I began to feel anxious. But — Maybe the local population just likes holding on. Every house-
hold has a hand hold. The father of the family comes home from work, and holds on for a
while. His wife can hold on for a while too, so can the kids. Each member of the family have
their own hand hold, of course. Richer familes have a special one for guests. They stand, they
hold on, and they feel good.

I felt worse. The hand hold was shaking in my grip. I had to calm down. “Hand holds” I re-
minded myself slowly, “are apparatus fitted for security in spaces where a person's balance is
at risk due to the sharp movement of these quarters. Hand holds are so we don't fall over! A
hand hold in a waiting room is...”

I ran outside into the rain. | wasn't going to manage alone. The rain had a benefactory effect.
The station master surely knows and will tell me.

The station master was sitting in his office, sleeping.

I knocked on the window.

The station master gave a start and started pressing his Morse's telegraph key.
“Tapping again” he murmured “tapping again, and nothing.”

“I'm sorry, that was me tapping,” I apologised.
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“You?” The station master stopped his telegraph transmission and raised his eyebrows.
“Me. You have a hand hold in the waiting room.”

He admitted the fact.

“And what is the reason for the existence of such a hand hold?”

“For people to hold on to.” he replied informedly.

“And do a lot of people hold on to the hand hold in your waiting room?”’

“In the waiting room? Why should people hold on in the waiting room?”

The station master was becoming irritable.

“Yes, but you have a hand hold in the waiting room. Why did you put it there?”

“We didn't put anything there!” The station master leaped from his chair.

“You didn't? But there is a hand hold there! Why is it there?”

| retreated, because he was approaching me with a hammer.

“It's there, because it was there!”

He pushed me out of the door, and quickly slammed it shut.

I heard him locking it and closing the latch. | felt like kicking the door, I felt like running
away, but for the time being I just went back into the waiting room. | knew that now it was up
to me to face the terrible hand hold alone. | was bound by my duty to the railway station, to
humanity, to the world.

The hand hold has to make sense. If it doesn't, it has to be removed. Mercilessly. | ran into the
waiting room. The blood was pounding in my ears, | could barely see through the sweat and
the rainwater in my eyes. With the furious courage only displayed by a coward with no way
out, I lunged for the hand hold. I don't remember the rest.

When | came to, | was surrounded by a total darkness, penetrated only by the weak light of a
streetlamp beyond the window outside. | was lying under a table, and when | moved | felt a
dull pain at the back of my neck, and in my whole body. I felt blood drying on my forehead

when | touched it.

I got up. In the pale square of light on the floor lay — the hand hold! I had wrestled with the
hand hold and I'd torn it out of the wall, metal pole and all.

| touched the hand hold with the tip of my shoe. It was motionless and cold now. | felt sorry
for it as it lay there, cast down.

I am a brute, I thought to myself, a brutal brute.
Outside, the bell heralded the arrival of a train.
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My task is completed, | can leave.
“Forgive me, hand hold, I had to, you didn't make sense.”
But does it make any sense now for it to lie here on the ground?

| grabbed the hand hold and managed to jump into the moving train at the last minute. The
hand hold lay on the bench across from me.

I'll leave it in the train!

No — I'll throw it out of the window! But does a hand hold lying in the grass somewhere make
any sense?

I took the hand hold home. For a while it lay in a closet in the kitchen, then on a bookshelf in
the living room. Its uselessness and senselessness deepened. | was responsible for its mean-

ing.

Now | was responsible for it to make sense. | didn't have the means to buy a tram in which to
install it. And...

And that was the beginning of my unique collection of hand holds, which made me world fa-
mous. For my heroic struggle in the waiting room to be meaningful and thus justified, | began
to collect hand holds. From trams, trolleybuses, aeroplanes, rickshaws, boats, and elevators.

So far, 2943 hand holds have become useless, for a single one to become meaningful. The
hand hold from Hornbeam Grove won out over all of them. But the most valuable item in any
collection is not one that is in it, but one that is not yet in it. How many hand holds are there
in the world, anyway. How many?

V. “Profession of Ticketholdability”

A woman with a child, a gentleman with a folding camp bed, two ladies with difficulty, a
young woman with a smile, a little boy with a parcel under his arm and a man with a yellow
attaché case got into the second car of the number 20 tram.

The conductor came in. The gentleman with the yellow attaché case presented his travel card
and opened a newspaper, the two ladies bought a ticket each, the woman with a child wanted
one full and one half fare — transfer. The gentleman with the folding camp bed bought two
tickets (the bed was empty) the young woman with the smile had her ticket punched.

Nobody else?

Nobody.

And what about the boy with the parcel under his arm? Is he a nobody? Is he not going to buy
a ticket, present his travel card, or have his ticket punched? No. The boy was standing behind
the folding bed and was looking out of the window. The conductor hadn't noticed him behind

the folding bed, but the lad had been noticed by those who had bought their tickets, who'd had
their tickets punched, and who had presented their travel cards.

118



They'd noticed him, because they'd done all those things. And the boy hadn't. They were in
the know. Their knowing eyes met. They met to confirm what they all knew, that they all had
their integrity, but that there is someone present who....

And the tram went on. One of the ladies was telling the other she isn't at all a bad woman she
isn't but putting garlic into meatloaf, that was a bit much. The child stretched his (chewing)
gum far out of his mouth - stop it, don't do that — the lady with the child rapped the child over
the knuckles of the hand which was stretching the gum. And that's how the gum came to be
stuck onto the yelow attaché case of the reading man. The man with the yellow attaché case
didn't notice anything, he was reading his newspaper and from time to time looked over at the
boy behind the folding bed, keeping an eye on him. For himself, for the others, for a good
cause. The man with the folding camp bed leaned on his bed and gazed into nowhere. Perhaps
he felt a little guilty that the boy was hiding behind his bed, perhaps he felt proud of it. For if
it were not for his bed, the conductor would surely have noticed the boy — and then what?

The young woman with the smile did her smile. There wasn't anything else left for her to do.
New passengers got on. The woman with the child, the two ladies, the young woman with the
smile, the man with the folding bed, the man with the yellow attaché case transmitted the
freshly embarked passengers with looks that said “Attention please, announcement coming.”
When their eyes connected, they led the sight of the new arrivals behind the folding bed
where, in his hideaway, the boy with the parcel under his arm was to be seen. They led them
carefully, perhaps so as not to be noticed by the conductor, and not to startle the boy. The new
ones understood: They've got him, there behind that bed, they've got him. And they bought
their tickets in twos and threes, they showed their travel cards. Because they were of the same
confession.

The tram went on.

Then a man in a three quarter length coat got on. The conductor sold tickets and shouted more
eagerly.

The man let loose his badge. Ticket control!
Yes, that's him.
We've been waiting for you - the looks said — welcome!

The man with the yellow attaché case showed his travel card, and looked at the ticket inspec-
tor. He was the first! Won't the ticket inspector praise the man with the yellow attaché case?
No. The ticket inspector carries on, inspecting as he goes.

There followed a general profession of ticketholdability.

Yes yes, yes, yes. We've got everything in order, we do. But wait, it'll all be plain to see, what
we're like, it'll all be plain to see. The looks rose, quivered, but did not tell. The conductor has
to discover that himself. No telling. The ticket inspector didn't get at all excited by the fact
that the passengers had their tickets. He accepted their professions calmly, with the indiffer-
ence of a high priest. The passengers however, knew what they knew. There, there behind the
folding bed, we have him, when everything is over, when everything is nearly over, that'll re-
ally be something! And in their hearts, they rubbed their hands together. Nobody glanced be-
hind the folding bed however. Not now, he has to do that himself. The moment of truth was
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coming to it's fulfillment. The man with the yellow attaché case, who had till now been cover-
ing the edge of the bed with his back, moved aside. A gap appeared, which a grown man
could comfortably have passed through. The ticket inspector was a grown man. The gate to
the sacrifice lay open.

The ticket inspector who had accepted everything due to him and wasn't asking for anything
more, noticed the space, and instinctively set out towards it. The passengers held their breath.
Now!

No. In the last moment a corpulent lady launched herself into the breach, obstructing him. She
was handing the ticket inspector three tickets. Her eyes shone. She had managed!

“Hurry up!” hissed the man with the yellow attaché case.

The ticket inspector gave a nod, the woman stood aside. The ticket inspector passed behind
the bed. The passengers became motionless, some closed their eyes. The ticket inspector
passed behind the bed, turned and made his way to the conductor. The ones in the know were
flabbergasted.

The first to come to was the man with the yellow attaché case.

“What?” He burst out and grabbed the ticket inspector by the lapels. The looks of the others
focused behind the folding bed. There was nobody behind the bed.

“Where is the boy?”” Exclaimed the man with the attaché case, he let go of the ticket inspector,
let go of his attaché case, and grasped the man with the folding bed by the neck.

“Where did you put the boy?!”

He shook the miserable man, who wasn't capable of uttering a single word.

All the knowing people were taken over by a panic. Some looked under the seats, others pat-
ted each other down, the man without his yellow attaché case climbed through the folding
bed. The ticket inspector enjoyed that.

“You have jolly passengers,” He said to the conductor. He agreed.

“Well, goodbye.” The ticket inspector wanted to alight. He was prevented from doing so by
the young woman with a smile who was in tears.

“Wait just a moment,” She urged him, “He's got to be here, they'll find him.”

“Whom?” asked the inspector, attempting to free himself from her embrace. “Who will they
find?”

The passengers quietened down and became embarrassed — they weren't allowed to tell. The
young lady let go of the inspector.

“They'll find....”

“A melon!” interjected the man with the folding bed. “This gentleman here dropped his
melon, so we're searching for it.”
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The man with the yellow attaché case nodded his assent, crestfallen: “Yes, my melon.”
“Oh, right,” smiled the inspector and alighted. He didn't feel like having any melon.
It was all over.

The tram went on. The passengers were afraid to look at each other. A child started crying.
Some alighted, and the ones who stayed punched their tickets or moved their travel cards to
their deepest pockets. Everything had been made ready, almost... but no.

The profession of ticketholdability had not succeeded, for the heretic had not been revealed.

vi. “Monologue of a Man over Somebody’s Skull”

Literature has a bad influence on people. Quite certainly. If | say 'a monologue of a man over
somebody's skull', most people will recall Hamlet, Prince of Denmark. A literary image! I'm
not saying no to Hamlet, I'm not saying that at all, but a man leading monologues over peo-
ple's skulls is far more likely to be Mr. Francis Charleston, barber and hairdresser. Or any
other barber and hairdresser. Having mentioned Francis Charleston, let Francis Charleston,
barber and hairdresser, speak.

And the mutton chops? No, off with with the mutton chops!

Don't take this the wrong way, but you have beautiful hair. By God I can tell. I've been doing
this for forty years, after all. Time flies, time flies. I've held many a head in my hands. A dab
of Bryl? A little 0il? No.

Shall we wet them? No, | didn't think so. Don't take this the wrong way, but having such
beautiful hair as you do, it's better dry. A hair net at night, once in a while.

Like Francis Eustace-Tumble. He also used to have beautiful hair like you, dry at all times,
and a hair net at night.

Good old Francis.

He lived across the road here, he was a tailor and his wife left him. You probably didn't know
him, did you. His wife ran away to Bedford with one of his regulars, or was it Shrewsbury.
She was such a full bodied beauty — my wife used to give her the black dye every so often.
She had the look of an Italian. And she slipped up. Don't take this the wrong way, but that
wasn't nice of her. Eustace-Tumble, Francis that is, never really managed to pick himself up.
Even his hair became all sad and creaky. Well, he's dead now. And you wouldn't guess, she
came. His runaway wife from Bedford. To his funeral, dressed in black, brought the poor soul
a wreath of red roses. Forgive me, rest in peace. Your Gussie. She'd put that in gold letters on
the ribbon. Then she stood there when everyone had left, weeping. We saw that, we did, my
wife and I. Such emotion. Everyone was surprised that she'd come. Then she came over to
ours' and sat here weeping, saying that she had realised what a character Francis had had, that
she could only now appreciate his heart of gold, now when it had stopped beating. That she'd
gone through a lot, and nobody gives a black dye quite like you, Mrs. Charleston, that's what
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she said, nobody. Anyhoo, don't take this the wrong way, but it was very nice of her, to say
that here like she did. And my wife gave her hair the very blackest of dyes. And then she left.

At your service, always a pleasure councillor! Do you know councillor O'Neill? He was also
at the funeral, Francis tailored for him.

My my, you do have a very fine skin, silky smooth to touch.

Francis used to sit here, just like this. But he was a little pockmarked — oh sorry, it's nothing,
just a little pimple, it's — there we go — but otherwise he had good skin. The last time he sat
here — He didn't tarry at all, ten days and he was finished — | slide over with the razor, and
then | touch the cheek and feel it between my fingers. The skin is spongy. And | knew then
that he wouldn't last very long. He just felt a little out of sorts, like he had a flu, and the doc-
tors weren't sure....

Sorry, don't take this the wrong way, you're also a doctor, Sir, aren't you? Oh, you're a philos-
opher, Sir.

Well, those doctors didn't have a clue. | knew that it was bad, the skin going spongy that's the
end, that is. Would you believe that | can tell from that? I'm surprised meself. And it's not a
one off. Every time. The skin going spongy means it's over, Amen. | could give you countless
examples. And | wasn't wrong, not once.

I'm telling you because, don't take this the wrong way, you are an intelligent person. With
your permission, I'll tell you: Doctor, your face is becoming spongy. No, it's not becoming
spongy, not yet anyway, but it if ever were to, then you can rest assured I'll tell you straight.

There, bend your head to the right for me. To expose your neck. There, one moment, one mo-
ment.

You see, the razor, it does it all itself. Solingen. Hard to find one like it these days.
Expose your neck for me, that's right.
So, it's all over for old Francis. Dear dead Frankie.

Don't take this the wrong way, Doctor, but I'm fond of the dead. | don't know about you, but
I.... You understand, it builds a closeness when you're the last one to serve them. | did my ap-
prenticeship in Lily street with Mr. Ebb. And even then, as an apprentice, | used to accom-
pany the master to the hospital, it's the general hospital today. And there was enough work
there.

I'll confess, the dead are our consolation. You see, there's a dose of passion in it, don't take
this the wrong way, not everyone can become a barber, a hairdresser, without talent. You're
working on something, every little head is an original. You put your soul into it... And a while
later all your work is for nothing. It all grows back on them all. And again. Ah, the pointless-
ness of it all.

Don't take this the wrong way, but the dead, they are a great consolation. You understand, it's
permanent. A creation. Done, once and for all. You understand? If there's any justice in this
world, the Last Judgement should come for our effort alone. | don't mean that in any religious
sense mind you, not at all, just that it would then become clear as to who worked how. Well.
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So sometimes | wish, when | see my customers getting out of the chair, if only he could go
straight in the coffin now!

Finished, doctor! Old Spice? Yes, a little Old Spice. And now if you could go here for me....
into the light, so I can dust you off. There.

Thank you, at your service doctor, always a pleasure!

vii. HAMPROD

HAMPROD
or
HAMlet Prince Of Denmark
In shortened form.

A play by Ivan Vyskocil
translated from the Czech by Jakob Keller

second draft

this translation is dedicated to Jitka

Jakob Keller, February 2020
This is a translation of the Czech text of

HAPRDANS neboli HAmlet PRinc DANSkY ve zkratce
as published in Nedivadlo Ivana Vyskocila, Brkola, Prague 2016.
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Synopsis:

Vyskocil's comedic narrative retelling of Shakespeare's Hamlet in the form of thirteen tab-
leaux and twelve commentaries. The author views the famous drama as 'normally’ as possible:
through the optics of a cultivated, civilised person with no place in their life for the tension of
bloody tragedies, because everything can be easily solved (and without the unnecessary
bloodshed) if reality is correctly (mis)interpreted and manipulated. If it is accommodated, or if
one accommodates oneself to it:

“Let's make a promise to do everything in our power for it not to be a tragedy. Let's make a
promise to try to solve the problem on the level of today, normally. So that everything goes as
it goes, and all in all nothing really happens.”

Normally here also means that the great drama collapses, falling apart, and to the level of
small common non/dramas of the kitchen, the bedroom, or the WC, leaving the stripped-down
backstage with its low register and banal thought patterns. For Vyskocil Hamlet isn't the cen-
tral character, he's just an ambivalent, torn intellectual in need of therapy. It is Polonius who
is the protagonist here, head of the state apparatus, and strong player in the struggle for power.
And this is the main focus of Vysko¢il's Hamlet: the primitive fight for power. Naturally then,
this normalising retelling doesn't lead us to a tragic end, but to a happy ending which is as
suspicious as it is consiliatory: conflicting interests harmonise, and abnormalities are elimi-
nated. This narrative and political “revolution” is aided by parodically schematic psychologis-
ing, derived mainly from psychoanalysis, which has the power to explain, to blunt conflicts,
and mercilessly cure any anomalies. HAMPROD is also made up of the Bouillon a la Shake-
speare, a small puppet theatre performance with culinary utensils and culinary metaphors,
which Vyskocil uses to retell the original Hamlet in brief and thick form, taking stock ofit, so
to speak, before presenting his own variation on the theme.

Michal Cunderle. Translated by Jakob Keller
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A Seminar exercise on the play of Mr. William Shakespeare named

HAMPROD

or

HAMlet PRince Of Denmark
In shortened form.

In short, a lesser-known version of the well-known tale,
where the tragic hero comes short.

THE TOPIC

“Shakespeare's Hamlet is the greatest and the best -known tragedy ever written. Its genius
doesn't only lie in what is written in it and how, but above all in what is not directly written in
it, that which remains hinted at, suggested. And it is this very 'imperfection' which enables the
play to be ever reinterpreted and re-viewed.”

These are the words of Mr. Fergusson, a renowned scholar and expert. You've said it
beautifully, Mr. Fergusson!

“For Hamlet to speak to the contemporary viewer in contemporary language, one must
approach it without the usual “apriorisms” and deep-rooted artistic prejudice, in short one
must approach it as if one were approaching a living problem, with open possibilities.”

There you go! And these are the words of Mr. Zadek, the director. First class too. Bravo, sir,
thank you!

“For the old, familiar tale to address the audience of today in a new and surprising way,
our performance must not be one of the old familiar tale.”

Excellent! Mr. Besson, the director, goes even further! Notice kindly that he does not speak
about Shakespeare's Hamlet, but about the old familiar story. And he is interested, as he
mentions, in our tale, in our Hamlet. Yes, Mr. Besson, Excellent!

“Let's approach Hamlet as our contemporary!”

Yes, Mr. Kott!

And let us then approach the other characters in the play as our contemporaries too! Let us
view the the matter through the prism of the present, so to speak.

Prism? Oh I hope not!

Perhaps we could say the lens of the present. The lens of experiences, feelings, opinions and
the efforts of the audience of today.

And let's also mention, here and now, that in that case it probably shouldn't be a tragedy.
That in that case it cannot be a tragedy! Let's make a promise to do everything in our power
for it not to be a tragedy. Let's make a promise to try to solve the problem on the level of
today, normally. So that everything goes as it goes, and all in all nothing really happens.

Someone could point out, of course, that what Mr. Shakespeare wrote was a tragedy and that
therefore, it is a tragedy.

Well, yes, someone can point that out of course. Mr. Shakespeare did indeed write a tragedy.
An outright massacricious, butcherific, bloodcurdling carcassorium. Nobody is denying him
that. What else could he have written, in his time? But we should do something about it!
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However, because looking at you esteemed viewers it is obvious that we cannot trust you
with being acquainted with that good old tale enough to feel a pressing need to do something
about it, you see, we have to take time right at the beginning to review and revise the story
with you in brief, for you to know it and feel that pressing need, do you see?

There you see what you are doing! How you're holding us up! And because it's for you, it'll be
a practical kitchen-sink revision!

It won't be that bad. We've prepared you an easily digested and nutritious broth or Bouillon
Hamlet a la Shakespeare. Cook for ten minutes, stirring constantly.

(A marionette theatre with kitchen utensils)

In ancient times king Hamlet ruled the kingdom of Denmark. Heavy weight, iron fisted, hard
headed. One day he hit the dust.

(The introduction of king Hamlet — a meat tenderiser.)

This blow brought back his son, prince Hamlet, a complex and somewhat divided being, back
from Wittenberg university. He rolled up to his father's funeral.

(Prince Hamlet - mechanical double whisk.)

His mother however, the newly-widowed queen Gertrude, married Claudius, the younger
brother of her late husband, right after the funeral.

(Queen Gertrude - wooden hand mixer.)
Thus Claudius leaped onto the Danish throne, and really stirred things up.
(Claudius - wooden spoon.)
Consternation is mainly felt on the part of prince Hamlet, who is very upset by the cheer. So
much so that he is totally beside himself. He takes a stand against his uncle Claudius and his
mother Gertrude and keeps banging on about his dead father. They are all dumbstruck.
But lo and behold! Ophelia, the daughter of Polonius, a simple and transparent being, whips
up Hamlet's desire and love.
(Ophelia — Egg Whisk.)
Hamlet begins to run in circles around Ophelia and tries to get involved with her.
But then Polonius comes in, Ophelia's father and the chief royal adviser, with eyes
everywhere, who wants to strain all he can from these inclinations for himself. He cleverly
holds the lid down over Ophelia.

(Polonius — strainer.)

Hamlet is quite down from the strain of all this, and would rather go off again to university
somewhere were it not for...

for, for...

Were it not for his daddy's spirit appearing to him, who says: “Hamlet, my son, I was
murdered by Claudius!” He continues, telling the prince that Claudius killed him with a
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poison he poured into his ear. “ Avenge me! Whooh!”
(The ghost — a metal, unfolding vegetable steamer.)

Of course Hamlet, complicated as he was, instead of immediately stabbing Claudius with a
dagger, die you blaggard, that's for my father, yours truly, Hamlet, he lets it go to his head and
he begins to go crazy. Well, he begins to feign going crazy, to assure himself the spirit wasn't
telling porkies, and to make proper preparations for vengeance.

Ophelia is in a bit of a flurry from Hamlet's madness. Gertrude and Claudius are, too.

Polonius is not. He is all fired up. He pronounces that Hamlet has gone crazy out of love for
Ophelia.

Rosencrantz and Guildenstern arrive. They are Hamlet's friends and classmates, who are a bit
flashy, but all in all basically shallow.

(Rosencrantz and Guildenstern — spoons.)

King Claudius has had them summoned, to probe Hamlet a bit, and to find out what he's up
to.

But far are they from trumping Hamlet!

Hamlet meanwhile has prepared a marvellous trap for king Claudius. With some travelling
players, he has rehearsed a play about the murder of king Gonzaga by his nephew Lucianus,
through which Lucianus takes the throne and queen Baptista. It is an old Italian tragedy. In
Hamlet's rendition, Lucianus murders the sleeping Gonzaga by pouring poison into his ear.
Aha! The similarity is of course purely intentional!

This really shakes up King Claudius! He, accompanied by queen Gertrude, staggers out of the
performance.

After this scandal, Queen Gertrude has Hamlet summoned to her bedchamber, to give him a
talking to.

Polonius meanwhile, as they had agreed, conceals himself in the bedchamber behind a
tapestry, to listen in on the conversation and inform king Claudius about it.

Hamlet enters, all afluster.

Mummy, mummy, break up with uncle!

My son, my son, that's none of your business!
Mummy! Mummy! Mummy!!!

Heeelp!!

At that moment the tapestry moves, Hamlet lunges his blade, he's all ablaze, into the curtain,
thinking that Claudius is concealed behind it. Stab! And a dead Polonius falls out instead. Oh
dear! Look at this mess!

And after the death of Polonius it's blow after blow.

Claudius sends Hamlet to England, with orders to have him decapitated. (Blow) But nor
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Hamlet nor Gertrude know anything about this villainy of course.
Ophelia loses her mind following the death of her father, and drowns. (Blow)

Laertes, Polonius' son, who cuts a fine figure and is a sharp lad, returns on edge from France,
to avenge the deaths of his father and sister on Claudius. (Blow.)

(Laertes — meat cleaver.)
Claudius’ situation is shaky. His throne wobbles. (Blow)
And into this mess prince Hamlet returns! (Blow) The boat taking him to England has
happened to be hijacked by pirates who by some chance have happened to drop him off all

alone on the Danish coast. And he happens to appear just as...

These coincidences enable Claudius to elicit Laertes’ desire for revenge to aid his illicit plans
for Hamlet.

He says: look Laertes, Hamlet is at fault for all of this. We’ll organise a fencing match
between the two of you, in which you will kill him. For you will have a sharp weapon,
whereas his will be a foil. Hahaha!

Moreover, Laertes will taint the tip of his sword with a lethal poison.

Both are poised and on we go!

Queen Gertrude, excited by the fencing, drinks to Hamlet’s success.

But she drinks from the wine which the disgusting Claudius had specially poisoned, just for
Hamlet, just in case...

The duel continues. Now Laertes scratches Hamlet with the poisoned tip of his weapon. Ow!

And careful! The wounded Hamlet is beginning to smell a rat, and in the heat of the fighting
swaps swords with Laertes. And now he stabs Laertes! Oh woe!

Upon this, Queen Gertrude dies loudly of her alcohol poisoning! (Blow)
Now Laertes, with his last breaths, confesses all to Hamlet and dies! (Blow)

Hamlet, discovering the foul treachery and its vile begetter, skewers the scoundrel Claudius.
Finally! Claudius dies! (Blow)

Hamlet, poisoned by the scratch, speaking to the very end, likewise dies.
The massacricious butcherific tragedy ends in an outright carcassorium.

Fortinbras, the Norwegian prince, enters hereupon, as to a set table, and scoops up whatever
he can. The kingdom of Denmark.

(Fortinbras — ladle.)
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So you see where it all leads! And how it ends! Or how it could end, if we didn’t do anything
about it.

And now let’s take a look at it through the lens of today.

Let’s get on with HAMPROD! From the top!

SCENE ONE
Once upon a time in Denmark, The royal castle Elsinore, Queen Gertrude's chamber.

GERTRUDE: I am Queen Gertrude, the much-younger wife of king Hamlet,a ~ woman of
ripe nordic beauty. And I am filled with consternation in anticipation of coming events. Lo, |
hear footsteps, he approaches! But which one?

CLAUDIUS: I am Claudius, the younger brother of the lately late king Hamlet.
GERTRUDE: Oh God! No! So....

CLAUDIUS: Yes.

GERTRUDE: So that means I'm...

CLAUDIUS: Yes.

GERTRUDE: ...after all.

CLAUDIUS: Yes.

GERTRUDE: That is terrible! And what am I to do?!

CLAUDIUS: The main thing is not to give way to boundless sorrow...

GERTRUDE: But a widow! I don't want to be a widow!

CLAUDIUS: Well you've just got to not be a widow again.

GERTRUDE: Yes, but how?

CLAUDIUS: Easy. You'll just get married again.

GERTRUDE: I don't even want to ask to whom.

CLAUDIUS: Don't ask! The way I see it, the grand funeral will be followed by a grand
wedding.

GERTRUDE: And won't it be rash?

CLAUDIUS: Oh balderdash! Don't be abashed! It'll be a masterstroke! With the element of
surprise! We'll take the initiative and take on all the scoundrels who'd want to cash in on a
helpless widow's plight. Well take that, lovebirds, take that! No widow for you! And no empty
kingless throne! You'll see how it'll take their breath away! Not to mention those brats the
Norwegians, it'll be a smack on the muzzle to them.

GERTRUDE: I'm glad to hear this.

CLAUDIUS: Wait, I haven't even told you how it all happened. So, I come to the garden...
GERTRUDE: Oh no, not this! No! Not now! Some other time, OK? I'm really sorry, believe
me, but now, please leave me. I'd like to devote myself to my sorrow.

CLAUDIUS: So I won't tell her how it happened, and off I go. Time's precious.
GERTRUDE: And I am staying alone. I'd like to spend the morning on my mourning. Oh,
good grief!!! It's one thing to say mourning, but how? Looking at myself in the mirror I see:
This is what I look like happy and this is what I look like sad. Probably a high-neck, tight-
fitting dress. And a long, thick veil, to hide the tears. If there are any.

(Gong.)
That's all quite plain and clear-cut isn't it? But the fact is that Mr. Shakespeare is missing this
important scene! That is because Mr. Shakespeare has wholly dedicated himself to his hero

prince Hamlet.

And whatever anyone may think of Claudius, they can hardly deny that he is in possession of
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a not inconsiderable talent for successfully coping with the role of monarch.
Take for example the element of surprise!

“Claudius is the new ascendant authority instituting thought in place of the sword. He is the
opposite of the old king, approaching reality with a watchful contemplation. He is an
intelligent person, as a king he is apparently more likeable than the 'old' one with his brutal
forcefulness.”

This again, is the opinion of the director Besson.
Between ourselves, Mr. Besson also speaks of king Hamlet as a “boorish brute and an old
idiot, whose death must have been a relief for everyone!”

But we won't go that far! Now it is important that there has been a grand funeral and a grand
wedding immediately after. And that many were aghast.

SCENE TWO
Polonius' study.

POLONIUS: I am Polonius, the principal courtier at this court of ours, so something like a
prime minister, if something like that were to exist in this dismal feudalism of ours. And I
cannot catch my breath!

So we have a new boss! And he has no great love for you, Polonius, take note of that! I am
taking note: No juice comes from a melon, which means the boss has no great love for me.

You've overslept, old boy, you've overslept! But that was to be expected, and don't say it
wasn't! If you had trusted your gut, and curried favour here and there, you could have it nicely
sorted by now. But instead of that you're neither here nor there... but he did gallop through
with it, the shameless so and so! Well, that's the new way of doing things. Dammit! And now
he's after you! Well well Polonius, and you'll be very glad if it's only the scrapyard for you!
Ah, idle talk! I'm in the soup. Let’s hope it’s not too hot.... I go to the window and look out.
And I see my son, Laertes. Lo and behold, it is the young gentleman, our son. High time for
him to set off for France! As long as the boss is willing to grant him his munificent consent.
Let’s hope they don’t poke around in his bags. By thunder, would that he were there already!
Holding our little back door open for us, just in case...

(Gong.)

The change of management must have taken the wind out of Polonius’ sails in particular. And
who else? Polonius is still the principal courtier. He attained this ultra-important post under
the late king Hamlet. As his man. His right- hand man. And if king Claudius really wishes to
reign in his own way- and we know that that is what he wishes - he urgently has to sort out -
whom?

Lord Polonius.
Polonius knows this all too well. King Claudius is not open to compromises. He swung up
onto the throne and he is a radical.

But king Claudius is also a realist. He knows he has to get rid of Polonius as soon as
possible. He also knows, however, that he can’t do it before he is firmly sat in his own saddle.

There you go! And this vital fact, this fundamental conflict of power and drama, is not
something that a viewer notices straight away in Mr. Shakespeare’s version. This usually
evades our notice, doesn’t it, dear viewers. Mr. Shakespeare has both gentlemen, Claudius and
Polonius on stage behaving as if there were nothing of the sort in the air between them, as if
there were nothing the matter. But that won’t do, will it? It’s all a trick. Of course it won’t do
at all. Why else would Polonius react to this situation by packing his son Laertes off out of
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Denmark in such haste, with such impatience, on such short notice? And, to France? And
were it not for the family complication with his nephew-turned-son Hamlet, with which king
Claudius hadn’t counted, which caught him off-guard, the rest of the play would most
probably present king Claudius dealing with Polonius. It would likely be a one-acter, and end
up as a farce.

However...

However, however...

SCENE THREE
Prince Hamlet in the garden.

HAMLET: I am Hamlet, prince of Denmark, and if there is anyone who has been bowled over
by what has happened, it’s me. Now I need to calm down though. Look Hamlet, you have a
book, so read! I am reciting my vocab from an English Phrasebook, words words words! It’s
really gotten me. I’'m festering... my mum has got married! Scarcely had my departed father
been laid to rest when mummy went and married again. And whom? That.... Uncle! Such a
wimp, such a nothing... that daddy towered over with all his being, a fool worthy only of
ridicule. That is what she is marrying! And that is what she is shacked up with now,
canoodling. Yuck! Instead of waiting for me to come back, when daddy finally died.... What?
Did I say “finally”? I hope not! But yes! I wanted to say that everybody is.... Final. Finite...
Unfortunately! Didn’t I hurry back fast enough, when I got that most heartbreaking news, to
be with her as soon as possible?! We could have fallen into each other’s arms so beautifully
and she would have sobbed so bitterly on my breast. And we’d always be together. She,
beautiful with a sad smile on her lips, would reign as queen, and I, I would advise her, help
her, and do my best to cheer her up. I’d quote the philosophers, I’d tell her wise anecdotes,
and regale her with tales of student life. That would be the life! And it’s all gone to shit! -
Hamlet, language language — But I’'m so wretched and torn apart! - But you’re an intellectual!
- Yeah yeah... bollocks! - Really!- To be here or not to be here? That’s the question! No, I’'m
not going to stay here with them! I’ll show them! I’ll leave! That’ll make them goggle! ...but
if I leave I won’t be here anymore. And then they won’t have anything to goggle at, there’ll be
nothing to see, nothing to silently remind them of their guilt. And he — he won’t see me
pretending not to see him. No, you’ll stay here for them to see you, they’ll see. I’'ll show
them! - But what? - Oh, we’ll see about that. Yeah, but what am I to do in the meantime?
Hang around malingering and torturing myself? ...Dammit who's loitering here now? Or
should I say frolicking? Hm. I wonder how this kind of carrying on came to Denmark? And
isn't it the little Polonius girl? And all growed up? Well, I guess so. Hm, hm... No this is
nothing for you, Hamlet! For one thing you are wretched and torn apart, and thus are in no
state of mind for this kind of thing, and for another this isn't a girl from a royal house, and
therefore nothing for you! - And who could mind, that she isn't of a royal house, what? And
who would definitely mind, if I were to.... - Well, I do believe I've fallen in love! And that I
will write to her with my ardent declarations! And that [ will meet with her! And I will court
her! And I will not give up! You just wait and see!

(Gong)

We've brought it on thick and fast in prince Hamlet's very first appearance, in order to make
obvious everything that you can find in Mr. Shakespeare's text. Mr. Shakespeare however,
serves everything wrapped up in all kinds of chit-chat and art...

What is obvious, is that Prince Hamlet, despite clearly being sensitive, intelligent, handsome,
educated, young, basically quite nice, is a little bit unusual. Nowadays we'd say that our poor
lad is suffering from an enormous Oedipus complex.
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Yes, the Oedipus complex...

The Oedipus complex... (as if starting a formal technical introduction)

No! Let's not get into the Oedipus complex now! It's enough to say that he is suffering from it,
we all get it!

But the audience...

The audience either know, or don't know but they trust us. And if they don't know, then they
will remember this term, and they will fill in the gaps in their knowledge in their own time.
Or, they will just use the word, as if they knew what it meant. Anyway, I hope we've made all
the particulars very obvious in our demonstration, haven't we? Let's not get caught up on that!
The important thing is that what we have coming into play here, is a considerably subjective,
even solipsistic, agent of distortion and complication.

Objectively speaking, the behaviour of the young man certainly isn't what Denmark, given the
situation it is in, would need and expect of her son at this time!

SCENE FOUR
The royal bedchamber.

GERTRUDE: I am Gertrude again, and I am not exactly over the moon about the fact that
Claudius is getting used to dragging that throne of his, and that kingdom of his, all the way
here, into our bedroom. He is totally, head over heels in it. It's terrible, how guys so easily get
interested in something new! How quickly they become irritating boring blockheads. No way!
So, Claudie, how's it going?

CLAUDIUS: Ah, it's you!

GERTRUDE: Is everything good good good?

CLAUDIUS: Yeah, fine fine fine, Trudi! You know, being king really is a damned tough
grind, but it's going very smoothly so far! Touch wood! And I'm telling you, it was high time
that someone properly took the job in hand around here! Those... parasites would steal
whatever they could if I let them, and everything would go rotten in our beautiful Denmark.
Including us, my darling!

GERTRUDE: Oh you, reformer you! I wouldn't have thought you had it in you!

CLAUDIUS: You didn't, did you? I probably have it in my blood. And after all that time spent
tagging along and clowning around at court, one tends to notice a thing or two, and figure out
a thing or three, you know? One learns to perceive and ponder, penetrate and prepare... you
just pick up a lot. And then all it needs is the qualitative leap, strong nerves, a steady hand...

GERTRUDE: And what about passion? I often wonder whether your his oh-so royal highness
feels any passion for me at all anymore?

CLAUDIUS: Oh! But Trudi! More than ever, and ever more! Look! Smoochie, smooochie
smooch! So, there you go. You know that I am doing all this damned work just because I love
you, for you, my pussycat! And now I'd like to get back to work.

GERTRUDE: So, smoochie smoochie smooch, my kittycat?

CLAUDIUS: But of course! Smoochie smoochie smoochie smoochie smooch!

GERTRUDE: Listen, aren't you also feeling a little hot in here all of a sudden, smoochie? I
am loosening my dress and pouring wine into a glass. And aren't you a little thirsty as [ am,
smoochie?

CLAUDIUS: Damn, smoochie, I am! I take the glass, I lift this chalice...

GERTRUDE: And at that moment there is a rustling sound behind the door.

CLAUDIUS: Did you hear that? Wasn't it behind the door again?

GERTRUDE: But Claudie, that was just the wood in the fire!

CLAUDIUS: Yeah, wood! Yeah, in the fire! That or the dear young man our son is snooping
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on us behind the door again!

GERTRUDE: But Claudie!

CLAUDIUS: No buts! He's disturbing us all the time! Whenever we're alone together for an
instant he starts rustling or coughing somewhere around the corner! And then you go asking
whether I love you or not! How can I feel any passion here? It's impossible! I'm getting a tic,
I'm becoming neurotic! No! That boy ain't normal!

GERTRUDE: You can't talk about him like that, Claudie!

CLAUDIUS: I can't? So I can't. And what about him? He can? Do you know how he talks
about us? And I don't mean in private like this, but in public!

GERTRUDE: He's still a child, he's too sensitive.

CLAUDIUS: And I'm not? I'm so sensitive...

GERTRUDE: Oh please, grow up and take a hold of yourself! And keep in mind that Hamlet
is our beloved son.

CLAUDIUS: Darling, if I didn't have a good hold of myself, and if I wasn't keeping this in
mind all the time, I wouldn't have any of these stupid worries, do you understand? Day after
day my desk is covered in reports — and most of them are from those friends of his! - about
our dear son spouting complaints about us, about how he undermines our authority, our
sovereignty! He is inciting unrest, the show off! He is making himself popular! And all this
now, when we should be demonstrating our power and firm hand! We shouldn't be allowing
anything like this, to anybody! And here we are, like an old ass...

GERTRUDE: Well, I'll tell you something that your snitches haven't snitched about yet. Our
Hami has fallen in love.

CLAUDIUS: What?

GERTRUDE: You see! That's what he needs. And us too! Love! That'll calm him down, and
take his mind off things...

CLAUDIUS: If it doesn't end up driving him totally nuts!

GERTRUDE: Claudie!

CLAUDIUS: Sorry, that just slipped out. I wanted to say, that I am also hopeful.
GERTRUDE: That's better. And aren't you going to ask whom he's fallen in love with?
CLAUDIUS: Of course he's fallen in love! I mean, of course I'll ask! And who has our Hami
fallen in love with? Who's the lucky girl?

GERTRUDE: Ophelia.

CLAUDIUS: Really? Well, that's lovely! And, who is that?

GERTRUDE: The little Polonius girl!

CLAUDIUS: Well that's getting me started! That's the last straw! The Polonius girl! Don't you
understand, that old Polonius is the one person we have to get rid of as soon as possible? For
all this to make sense, we have to get his finger out of the pie! Wasn't he, isn't he still, the
spirit of our departed predecessor and his whole stupid government? Isn't this old swindler
the only brains and spirit that my brother had? And then our son goes and does this to us!
Polonius joining the family!

GERTRUDE: Darling, I understand, but I don't get you. I don't think anyone said anything
about our Hami marrying the girl. Think about who he is, and who she is! That's totally out of
the question. What we need is for our Hami to calm down, to sow his wild oats, to get it out of
his system if you will. We want to be able to talk to him in a reasonable way, don't we? And
the sweet thing is perfect for that. And then he'll come to his senses. And Miss Polonia's
behaviour and designs could then provide very good reason for their family's presence at court
to be no longer welcome.

CLAUDIUS: I'm amazed. Well, Trudi, pussycat, I really don't recognise you like this!
GERTRUDE: Oh you! You men! You always complicate things with that reason of yours.
And you always want to show off and fight like totally unreasonable boys, isn't that so?
CLAUDIUS: Boys will be boys, smoochie smooch...

GERTRUDE: Oh, weren't you saying something about raising your chalice and feeling kind
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of hot?
(Gong)

Unprejudiced as we are, we cannot but acknowledge and admit that the tolerance and
benevolence of king Claudius towards Hamlet is genuine. And perhaps even excessive.

So you maintain that it is queen Gertrude who is behind this tolerance, because the king loves
her, and because she seems more on Hamlet's side than on the king's? Yes, of course! But
surely we'd expect a king to be capable of finding some way to “pacify” a prince,
independently of the queen and without her knowledge, no? Especially if the king really were
the type of villain that Mr. Shakespeare and his hero make him out to be. If that were the case,
an effective and convincing “unfortunate accident” shouldn't be a problem to arrange, should
it? But king Claudius doesn't do this.

Why doesn't he do that?

Queen Gertrude, the real cause of the problem, sees Hamlet's love as a solution. And that is
quite clever! But she uses Ophelia as the instrument of Hamlet's pacification. Mr. Polonius is
of course also aware of the possible consequences of this solution. And he begins to use this
instrument himself.

SCENE FIVE
Polonius the dad.

POLONIUS: I am Polonius again, now considerably restless. I walk to and fro, and I don't
know how to begin. Ophelia, my darling daughter, I have heard tales about some sort of
goings-on between you and a certain... prince Hamlet. Please, tell your old daddy that these
stories aren't true, that it's all just gossip.

OPHELIA: I'm Ophelia again, and I'm pretending I can't hear.

POLONIUS: Did you hear what I said to you, and what I asked you to do? ...Silence? That's
also an answer! What's going on between you? Tell me!

OPHELIA: Nothing.

POLONIUS: Aha! I knew it! And what kind of nothing?

OPHELIA: Just nothing. Well, he loves me, that's all!

POLONIUS: Well well well! He loves her! And what about you?

OPHELIA: Well, I love him too!

POLONIUS: You love him too?

OPHELIA: Well, yeah!

POLONIUS: Heavens above, well yeah, she loves him too! You total bimbo, this now, what
about me, in this situation? Ophi, don't you see that, that they, this against me with this and
then all the more, and then it'll all go to that and whatnot? As if it weren't enough with all that,
now you go and do this? With him! You want to make me a grandfather? An extramarital
grandfather? He'll just get you, and then what? And don't say he won't, I know all about all
that. And where will you be then? You don't think he wants to marry you, do you? Him! You?
Well then! Who are you? And who is he? And then we'll have to slink off, in disgrace! And
them, them there, it would suit them perfectly! How much has happened between you! Tell
me!

OPHELIA: Well, nothing's happened.

POLONIUS: What exactly do you mean by nothing? And tell me the truth, out with it!
OPHELIA: Well, he writes me letters and stuff... and we meet and stuff.

POLONIUS: And?
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OPHELIA: And he talks...

POLONIUS: And?

OPHELIA: He talks.

POLONIUS: And?

OPHELIA: He just talks...

POLONIUS: And what does he say?

OPHELIA: That I'm beautiful and that he loves me and that he'll never...

POLONIUS: Ah yes, same old story! He's chatting you up. And what else?

OPHELIA: Nothing else.

POLONIUS: What do you mean, nothing else? How come? I know what men are like, I know
what they...

OPHELIA: Yeah but that's the thing, there's nothing else, dad! He just talks and talks, talks so
beautifully that I get all flustered, and then all he does is sigh in that unhappy way, which gets
me all flustered again, and that's all. Nothing else! Always nothing! And dad, I know that he
wants to...

POLONIUS: You shameless hussy!

OPHELIA: No, seriously, dad! He's different, trust me! He's so beautiful, in his suffering and
unhappiness. And I really feel, that I could... that I, that both of us together...

POLONIUS: Just you dare! You crazy bimbo! And if it really is as you say it is, though it
really is almost impossible to believe, then we can thank our lucky stars! Then there
genuinely is something wrong with the guy. (To Ophelia:) And you listen carefully now and
remember: You'll give back those letters of his, and politely make it very clear to him that it's
all over between you! Do you understand?

OPHELIA: But dad!

POLONIUS: No buts!

OPHELIA: He'll go mad!

POLONIUS: He won't go mad! Not from that! And even if he did, they can pay for it, and we
can't! You'll do as I say. And if not, you'll go to a nunnery! I won't allow any hanky panky!
And now get on with it!

OPHELIA: (leaves in tears)

POLONIUS: Stupid clodpole! Poor girl.... But still, Polonius... I think, I shake my head, I am
clearly going through something in my mind. But what? If that's all there is to it, and it
probably is, then there's probably something else to it! Hm... Look, when you calm down as
the father, you should probably think it all through as good old Polonius. Yes! And maybe,
inconspicuously, I could...

(Gong)

Mr. Polonius is cleverly using this countermove to enter the machinations that others are
playing, for it all to start playing into his hands. Mr. Shakespeare adapted that Polonius nicely
didn't he! When you get an inkling of who Mr. Polonius is, when you get an inkling of the fact
he's now in it for all or nothing, his activity has to appear like the activity of an old senile
swindler, scoundrel, smart-ass and scallywag, scamp and scammer.

Whatever you want! Mr. Polonius has to appear to be a comic counterpoint and sparring
partner for the hero Hamlet. He has to be a fool, the butt of Hamlet's irony and humour.

Well, and the hero? He has been walking around Elsinore and the surroundings in the
meantime, and has continued making unseemly comments. Nothing suits him, and he's
wondering what to do next.

And king Claudius?

King Claudius: still nothing!
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SCENE SIX
A dark corridor in Elsinore.

HAMLET: I am prince Hamlet again. Unable to sleep, I amble through the corridors of
Elsinore and stop at the window in the pale moonshine. Oh, how beautiful she is, how I love
her, and nothing! However I try to do it, it's impossible! I always end up thinking of my
mother and that.... that... this is for you, you wimp! I drive my imaginary rapier into the
imaginary Claudius, who falls dead. So! - Hamlet, what have you done? Why, you've killed
him, you nasty murderer! - No, I'm not a murderer. He's a murderer! - Hamlet, get a hold of
yourself! You've got a screw loose! - I know, it's disgusting, but oh to be able to punish him
for everything! And to have a great, sacred reason for doing it! Daddy... - Methinks I saw my
daddy. And that I heard footsteps... - But no, it was just his portrait here. My daddy, in oils!
How great and noble he was! A real king! Daddy, tell me, what am I to do? Tell me, and I'll
obey! You could tell me what to do to him... You're getting all mixed up again. You should go
to sleep, Hamlet! - Yes, to sleep, just to sleep, and forget about everything. To sleep,
perchance to dream... - Yeah but the rub is, I can't walk past that bedroom of theirs without
stopping behind that door... - Daddy, surely that deserves punishment! - Is there someone
there? I listen. It seemed to me that there was someone here! - I think, Hamlet, you've just
been imagining things again...

(Gong)

That nothing positive would come of the plan with Ophelia was something that could have
been expected. No no, Oediposis does tend to provoke such plans, but it wouldn't allow him
to go through with it. If it did, he'd be through with it. Everything would be as Gertrude had
hoped, and we'd be through with the problem and the Oediposis. But that is beyond Hamlet's
current possibilities. Of course, this failure, crowned by the fact that Ophelia broke up with
him following the orders of Mr. Polonius, makes his state of mind and behaviour even worse.
Now he really is being rattled by it all! He is going mad with love and helplessness! But it
still needs the final instigation, the higher purpose leading him to action. The Spirit!

SCENE SEVEN
At the Polonius' home.

POLONIUS:

I'm Polonius going, where even Claudius goes alonius. I'm looking into, and sometimes I even
make notes in my little notebook. Cucumber is ripening. Wouldn't it be suitable to give him a
little fertiliser? Correct, Polonius! It seems that as long as Cucumber ripens in this way, Melon
can't touch you! The question is, how long can our dear young Cucumber keep on ripening,
before he gets bloated and bitter. What then? Then we'll have to do some stewing and
pickling! We'll get him in a right pickle! What it needs is for Cucumber to go straight for
Melon's stalk, then Melon will have to defend himself, will have to want to tick off Cucumber.
And then he'll be stopped by Pumpkin! She stands behind Cucumber. And then the only thing
left to do will be to make sure that he, Melon, is helped out by none other than the
experienced gardener. Then Melon will have to be grateful. Well, Polonius, let's try and do
something about it.

(Gong)

Sorry, Mr. Shakespeare, it seems that, after all, it might not be you adapting Mr. Polonius into
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the role of the harmless comic old man, but that he is adapting himself for the role himself. To
reach a normal solution, it is sometimes necessary to use abnormal means! Polonius has
enough presence of mind for that!

And in the situation, where Hamlet almost has to leave it all, at the eleventh hour to be exact,
prince Hamlet is visited and directed by his departed father's spirit.

Look, nowadays we can all think whatever we want about visitations by spirits, but one
cannot deny that this kind of spiritism is in line with the spirit of feudalism, it's lifestyle, and
the feudal dramatic spirit. A spirit here, a spirit there, but the objective was attained.

SCENE EIGHT
Queen Gertrude's bedchamber.

CLAUDIUS: I am king Claudius. And as you've heard yourself, my dear, our plan with the
girl doesn't seem to be coming off.

GERTRUDE: But Claudie, I know Hami is in love with her, that's safe to say!

CLAUDIUS: Unsafe, my dear. His love is very unsafe!

GERTRUDE: It's all because of his love. He takes after his mother, you know, Claudie.
CLAUDIUS: I hope I survive that, Trudi! But it's all playing into the hands of that swindler.
He's cleverly blocked that girl of his, and now he's hoping our move will be to ask him to
deign to give his munificent permission for his daughter to start meeting with our beloved
son, who's allegedly mad with love for her! As if! And he probably wants us to ask him for
his blessing. And that's out of the question! Let nobody think, that I can't think! We am not
such a madman! I know what I'm doing, and I know what I want! If only we knew what's
bouncing around in his coconut.

GERTRUDE: But Claudie!

CLAUDIUS: It's just tiring! It's the same old thing around and around. It's constricting me, it's
draining me of my peace and strength, it's ruining my plans, and all in all it's really pissing me
off.

GERTRUDE: Claudie, darling, you mustn't talk like that! Be patient, and everything will be
all right, you'll see. I can feel it. You know, us women, we feel...

CLAUDIUS: Yes, I know, but...

GERTRUDE: And what about Hami's classmates, whom you've had summoned? That
Rosenkrantz, and the other one! Maybe they could...

CLAUDIUS: Yes. So far they've discovered what everyone knows already. That he's off his
rocker, that he's crazy, do you understand?

GERTRUDE: Claudius?!

CLAUDIUS: Apart from that, I have reports that aside from the usual: inciting rebellion,
insulting our sovereignty, and similar crimes, he's been seen of late, playing with a knife! Too
often! And that's dangerous! They say that he stabs the air, or bushes, when he is alone...
GERTRUDE: I hope he doesn't do himself any harm!

CLAUDIUS: That's what I mean, he needs treatment!

GERTRUDE: Has he harmed himself?

CLAUDIUS: No, I mean to make sure he doesn't harm himself. Or anyone else for that
matter...

GERTRUDE: Oh don't start with that again! I've told you before, how it is, and how it's going
to be! He may be a little bit crazed, but he's not crazy! Or do you want to...

CLAUDIUS: I think all I can do is shrug my shoulders in resignation, and throw up my arms
in despair. There's no point talking to her about this.

GERTRUDE: You saw how he changed, when those actors arrived, didn't you? How he
brightened up suddenly, how he welcomed them, and how full of interest he is now. And how
he invited us to the performance he's preparing with them, wasn't that nice? And how it really
matters to him, that we come? Well, don't you think that's normal, and lovely? Oh, art is so
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powerful! Almost as much as love! You'll see that theatre will help him. He's always had
thespian talent hasn't he. Do you remember how beautifully he recited as a little boy, with
such feeling! (She recites Humpty Dumpty sat on a wall, lisping as if she were the little
Hamlet. She really gets into it, she is moved and enthusiastic.) Haven't I always said that he
should study at drama school instead of all that philosophy? Philosophy just confuses and
mixes up the mind! But you didn't agree.

CLAUDIUS: That's easy to say! But did we know anybody at the drama school?
GERTRUDE: So why not just get him a theatre? He just needs something to put his mind to,
he has to find something fulfilling! And we'll make a point of going to that performance, and
clap as much as we can. Look how excited I am! You should be excited too, Claudie! No?
CLAUDIUS: Well, fine, I'm clapping too then.

GERTRUDE: You see, how much fun it is!

(Gong)

But as we know, they didn't think the performance was much fun at all, and they didn't clap.
True, Claudius' palms were itching for some action, but more for that of the slapping than the
clapping variety.

The play was a renowned Italian tragedy about the murder of king Gonzaga by his nephew
Lucianus, who stood to gain the king's throne and queen by the murder. Hamlet's improved
version had Lucianus murder Gonzaga by pouring poison in his ear. See, how the information
from his spirited father was incorporated. It was a scandal! But the young man is well and
truly mistaken, if he thinks that his diagnostic sociodrama is enough of a trap to incriminate
Claudius. He creates such a stuffy, embarrassing atmosphere during the performance, not only
by totally compromising Ophelia, but mainly by giving Claudius and Gertrude a running
commentary, that the only possible solution in the given circumstances was to leave.
Whatever the actors were or weren't depicting on stage.

It's worth a mention here, that Mr. Polonius was at the prince's side all the while he was
making arrangements with the actors and preparing the play. Polonius probably knew what
and how they were going to perform all along. And he definitely had enough sense to realise
what meaning, and what effect, it could all have.

So Prince Hamlet made his attack in front of many witnesses. Now it was a scandal that
couldn't be brushed under the carpet, and hushed up.

It's high time to do something about it! It has to be sorted out!

SCENE NINE
Claudius' chamber.

CLAUDIUS: I am Claudius, beside myself with shame, humiliation and anger! It's all on his
head now, the freak. It's pretty clear to everyone now, that he is a madman! A dangerous
madman! We have to get him out of here, immediately! It's a matter of life and death now!
And that means the fun and games are over! We have to think about our security, our
sovereign security, our national security. That is our duty to the crown and to Denmark. He's
asking for it, so let him have it! And no mercy!

GERTRUDE: I am Gertrude and I am also deeply shaken by what has happened. But [ am
even more shaken, Sir, by your behaviour. I must be dreaming! What the hell are you playing
at? And you claim to love me? Is this the behaviour of a king?!

CLAUDIUS: Madam, I cannot allow, you understand, we just cannot allow...

GERTRUDE: We won't allow, Sir, you understand, and will not tolerate anyone calling him a
lunatic!

CLAUDIUS: But he is a lunatic!
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GERTRUDE: Maybe for you Sir. But not for me! And he mustn't seem so to others.
CLAUDIUS: Then I'll go mad!

GERTRUDE: By all means, Sir! You can! It won't do you any harm, you've made it to king!
Even if you were a raving lunatic, you'd still be a king and not a fool!

CLAUDIUS: But we have to...

GERTRUDE: Sir, if you were to really lose your mind, and wanted to push through these
disgusting plans of yours, then you'd have to get rid of me first, do you understand, Sir? Were
you to find the courage, and were you to succeed.

CLAUDIUS: What the hell am I supposed to do?

GERTUDE: Well you can watch your language, for one thing, and not be such a wimp for the
other! Behave like a king, Sir, if you can't find it in you to be a loving father! We are going to
our bedchamber now, and we shall have our son Hamlet summoned, to have a little motherly
chat with him. In the presence of Mr. Polonius, if that were what you desire and require, your
majesty.

CLAUDIUS: Nooo!

GERTRUDE: Or in your own presence, then you'll have it all first hand. We'll I'm off!
CLAUDIUS: I'm off too. Completely. Paralysed. I'm in the soup. I'm.... dammit. I'm going to
go ... and pray. That might soup me up.

(Gong)

I'm sorry, but we've had a question popping up its head here for some time, and we have to
give it expression now! This “heroism” of prince Hamlet, who is it actually helping? Who
could have any interest in blocking king Claudius and some planned new course for the
government of the country? The nearest neighbours, the Norwegians? Most likely. But Mr.
Shakespeare is an Englishman isn't he? And prince Hamlet is his hero, isn't he? And
Englishmen didn't particularly love those Danes, did they? Doesn't king Claudius say:
“And, England, if my love thou hold'st at aught--

As my great power thereof may give thee sense,

Since yet thy cicatrice looks raw and red

After the Danish sword, and thy free awe

Pays homage to us...”

So what is the real story with the “hero” Hamlet and the “villain” Claudius? Here we have
prince Hamlet coming in to meet king Claudius. He sneaks in, unobserved. And the king is
literally on his knees, deep in the soup, if not in prayer. This would be an excellent
opportunity to kill the king! Of course it would! If the person in question really wanted to do
that! But prince Hamlet is throwing away this excellent opportunity. You say, that it is because
he is planning some more refined and perfect revenge? Well, perhaps! But the true reason,
again, is his complex! The complex would never allow something so direct! Like every
complex, Oediposis only thrives on fantasies and talk. It hinders true action!

And a nasty case of full-blown Oediposis becomes very apparent during Hamlet's
conversation with Gertrude in the bedchamber, where he seems more like a betrayed lover
speaking with his unfaithful mistress than a son talking to his mother.

And Mr. Polonius is present during this unpleasant conversation of course, for a while, behind
the tapestry.

And if anybody is truly a poor wretch, suffering at their wits' end, in need of help, it's king
Claudius. Are we on the same page?
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SCENE ELEVEN
King Claudius' chamber.

GERTRUDE: I am Gertrude and I run in horrified, shouting. Claudie, oh Claudie! Help!
CLAUDIUS: What's going on?

GERTRUDE: Hami...

CLAUDIUS: What is it this time?

GERTRUDE: ...killed him!

CLAUDIUS: Who?

GERTRUDE: Polonius!

CLAUDIUS: What?!

GERTRUDE: Yeah! But he didn't mean to! You know, somehow he moved a bit as he was
standing behind the tapestry. And Hami, all angry and everything, just shouted Rat!/ And
before I could... he stabbed him!

CLAUDIUS: Oh damn!

GERTRUDE: Yeah! And Polonius gave a scream from behind the rag, fell out and says: he's
killed me! I'm dead! I'm dying!

CLAUDIUS: He really said that?

GERTRUDE: Yeah. And then he was dead on the floor, blood everywhere! Claudie...
CLAUDIUS: Well, he's probably done for.

GERTRUDE: That's what I've been telling you!

CLAUDIUS: Why else would he say that?

GERTRUDE: He killed him, but he didn't mean to! It was an accident!

CLAUDIUS: What a horrific thought! If I'd had my way and it had been me behind that
curtain, then I'd be a gonner.

GERTRUDE: Yes, good for you. Such luck! But now, Claudie, you have to save him!
CLAUDIUS: How can I save him, if he's dead?

GERTRUDE: No, not him! Hami, of course! Save Hami, you understand? He has to leave
immediately! He has to get away!

CLAUDIUS: Where?

GERTRUDE: Maybe England.

CLAUDIUS: Now? But a moment ago I said that....

GERTRUDE: A moment ago isn't now!

CLAUDIUS: Yeah, now he's a murderer!

GERTRUDE: No, now he's a lunatic! He went mad all of a sudden!

CLAUDIUS: But what can I do about it now? If it wasn't Polonius of all people! You know
who it is, what kind of contacts he has, what influence he has, how many people he knows.
Everybody knows, what our relationship was like. And everybody is going to think that this
was my doing! No! We can't just brush this under the carpet! I can't cover for a murderer, even
if he is our son!

GERTRUDE: But you're the king!

CLAUDIUS: You're only realising that now? Then you should also realise how fragile our
situation is, all thanks to our son...

GERTRUDE: Claudie...

CLAUDIUS: And also that our neck is on the line here. Isn't it the sacred duty of a king to
defend law and justice? And harbouring a murderer...

GERTRUDE: He's a lunatic and not a murderer! Everyone knows that, and everyone will
understand that, when you tell them... Please understand.... Claudie, if you don't want to, if
you love me...

CLAUDIUS: Trudi! We'll try.

GERTRUDE: Claudie!

CLAUDIUS: Where is he?
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GERTRUDE: He is hiding the body.

CLAUDIUS: On top of it all! Tell him to stop immediately. He has to go! Now!
GERTRUDE: Thanks!

CLAUDIUS: Rosencrantz and Guildenstern will accompany him.

(Gong)

Well well well! Help arrived for king Claudius. And from whom? From Mr. Polonius! That's
what we call help! That's what we call service! But, at what price!?

It's interesting how drastically the death of Mr. Polonius changes the whole situation, isn't it?
How queen Gertrude suddenly implores that Hamlet be sent away, and how the mad Hamlet
suddenly and sensibly submits.

Excellent, Mr. Polonius, excellent! It's always better when someone is a madman than a
murderer. Better to be a madman than a murderer. Better, better, better! That went well! As a
solution, this system could be described as the “out of the frying pan, into the fire” variety, but
for king Claudius this fire is the only way out. And the death of Mr. Polonius is the key, the
focal point, the juncture to the story and the whole shamozzle. Mr. Polonius is a rail switch,
and with his death, Mr. Shakespeare has set the rail switch to head for tragedy.

Polonius is dead. Hamlet sails away to England with Guildenstern and Rosencrantz and his
letter of introduction.

Everything so far seems to be the same as Mr. Shakespeare has it, does it not? But where is
the perspective of today? Where is the solution of today?

What is needed here is a solution that would be in accordance with our sense of normality,
and which would strengthen this sense within us. But are any of the involved characters at all
capable of putting in action a solution of today?

And if so, who?

Let us allow the scene we left out earlier — for reasons you will surely understand — to answer
this question. Aha! The discussion between king Claudius and Mr. Polonius after queen
Gertrude proudly walked off to her bedchamber to have her talk with Hamlet, and before
queen Gertrude came running from the same bedchamber with the news that Hamlet had
killed Mr. Polonius. So...

SCENE TEN
The bedchamber of king Claudius. (Claudius is played by Gertrude.)

CLAUDIUS: I am king Claudius. It is to be sure an emergency solution, but king Claudius is
in a state of emergency. Aside from this, he's not at all himself, or in control of himself. And
he is so dependent on Gertrude, that he is more of an image of her than of himself. So this
solution is scenically functional and significant!

POLONIUS: I am Polonius, and I have come to king Claudius. I know that he's in the soup. I
saw it with my own eyes, heard it with my own ears, and I also did all I could, to help.
Forgive me, sire, that [ am late...

CLAUDIUS: What do you want?!

POLONIUS: I was under the impression that your majesty had summoned me. That your
majesty needs me.

CLAUDIUS: No! You can go!

POLONIUS: Forgive me, but since I'm already here, allow me to offer your majesty my
unworthy assistance.

CLAUDIUS: We don't require any help from you, Polonius. We will conceal ourselves in our
wife's bedroom, and we will listen in on the conversation between her and our son the prince
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Hamlet ourselves.

POLONIUS: I wouldn't advise that, your Majesty.

CLAUDIUS: And we won't be advised by you either! And kindly stop poking your nose into
our affairs! There's nothing going on anyhow! And now get lost!

POLONIUS: I smile courteously and don't show any signs of being on my way.

CLAUDIUS: Did you hear me? I don't have time for you! And be glad that's the case!
POLONIUS: Your majesty is surely the best judge of how to persuade her majesty the queen
that prince Hamlet is mad and must leave here immediately. In this case my help is
superfluous. With your permission I will leave — I show signs of being on my way and bow.
CLAUDIUS: Polonius!

POLONIUS: I stop and stand still.

CLAUDIUS: You are a villain and a scoundrel!

POLONIUS: At your service, Sire.

CLAUDIUS: You spy on people!

POLONIUS: I bow and smile, as if it were a compliment.

CLAUDIUS: And you prattle! What do you think you could sort out in this situation of ours?
Well?

POLONIUS: Look here, my Lord! If I'm going to do anything, we may as well say it as it is.
It's high time! Trouble has been brewing for a long time now. And that is something that those
who are in power and want to stay in power, cannot afford. Especially you, my Lord! You
sprang up into the saddle, and started to prance around as you wished right away, but you're
not sitting steady in that saddle of yours. And it's also because of your young one! The people
like him, and they don't like you! And having this in your own home, going against you, that's
a tragedy right there! And you can't do anything about it anymore. And why am I telling you
all of this anyway? I think our relationship could finally do with some serenity, your serene
Highness. I want everything to be clear. I don't know about you, but I want to keep my
position of power. Of course, I am and can only ever be a servant, my Lord. My power is all
dependent on my boss, that means you, my Lord. I have nothing at all to gain from some
insurrection, from some changes around here, or your fall. But I have much to be losing, my
Lord. And this is why I have a personal interest, you understand, in you managing your
mishap, keeping the throne and ruling the country reasonably. I will gladly be of assistance to
you. Of course. In this tug of war, we have to pull together. We have to pull the same rope, so
to speak. I have to pull the same rope as you, Sire. If you have that rope in hand. But if Sire
doesn't have that rope in hand, then it may be beneficial for Sire to pull together with whoever
does have the rope in hand!

CLAUDIUS: I'd like to call him: Villain! Scoundrel! But I won't. So what's going to happen
then?

POLONIUS: Yes. Now I will conceal myself in the bedroom of your wife, as we have agreed,
and when the right moment comes, depending on the situation... I whisper into Claudius' ear,
that I will move the curtain, upon which Hamlet will stab the curtain, I will give a shout,
clutch at my heart, where I have some “blood” ready under my shirt, and I will fall to the floor
“dead”.

CLAUDIUS: He's going to kill you?

POLONIUS: Yes, Sire, it'll seem so! Shock will take care of the rest.

CLAUDIUS: And what if...

POLONIUS: Yes, but preferably not! If something unpleasant were indeed to befall me, you'll
have to account for it all. That has already been arranged, Sire!

CLAUDIUS: But what I wanted to say, dear Polonius, was that maybe...

POLONIUS: Time is short, your Highness. Allow me to take my leave and put your plan into
action without any further ado. It is truly an excellent plan, Sire, trust my experience!

(Gong)
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Is that clear? This is the answer to the question. This is Mr. Polonius' solution. And it is also
our solution. Mr. Polonius isn't dead! When prince Hamlet stabbed the tapestry — and we will
say again that he stabbed the tapestry, nobody has ever seen him stab Polonius! - so, when he
stabbed the tapestry in his moment of madness, it was very easy for Mr. Polonius behind the
tapestry to pretend to have been pierced and killed. And pretend he did! And shock took care
of the rest.

After all, it is this solution that Mr. Shakespeare has been preparing and suggesting all along.
Doesn't Shakespeare have prince Hamlet asking Mr. Polonius:

“My lord, you played once i' the university, you say?”

To which Polonius answers:

“That did I, my lord; and was accounted a good actor.”

Hamlet:

“What did you enact?”

Lord Polonius:

“I did enact Julius Caesar: I was killed i’ the

Capitol; Brutus killed me.”

Well well well, and surely everybody knows, that Caesar was stabbed by Brutus!
Which means that Mr. Polonius knew how to portray a stabbed man very well! Hamlet
then makes a joke:

“It was a brute part of him to kill so capital a calf

there.”

But Mr. Polonius doesn't reply. He has no need for jokes. He knows something that
Hamlet doesn't.

Doesn't Hamlet not killing Polonius fit far more with the character and psychology of
Mr. Polonius, and the character and logic of the whole situation, than him killing
Polonius?

And is it at all probable, that a seasoned professional of Polonius' calibre...

And don't let yourself be fooled by the fact that Hamlet makes him out to be a foolish
calf!

And is it at all likely, that a seasoned professional of his calibre, who set up the whole
situation, would in the end allow, indeed arrange for himself to be skewered behind a
tapestry like some suckling pig? How would that make any kind of sense?

Very well. Let us admit the possibility, in the case of some unfortunate accident, of
something like that happening. Fine. But do you think that someone, skewered in this
way, would, for the sake of completeness, go on to announce, with his last breath:

“0O, I am slain!”

Perhaps so that nobody would be in any doubt as to what had actually happened, and
that it happened? What logic would that be? And if Polonius wasn't dead, then it's
obvious that Hamlet didn't hide his dead body, because in fact, he couldn't find it!
Because Mr. Polonius didn't leave any dead body to be found! Because: in the blink of
an eye, when nobody was watching, Mr. Polonius used an opportune moment to hide his
living body away somewhere. Somewhere out of the way, in his house, until prince
Hamlet sailed away. And then he could appear again, alive and well, and explain it all
away, perhaps with the story that Hamlet had only dealt him a slight scratch, but that he,
aghast by the sight of blood, had fainted, thinking himself killed, dead, slain, as he said.
And when he came to, it was all so awkward for him, that he just disappeared, that
means hid away at home, to pull himself together. And now he's, like, very sorry about
that. Isn't this understandable, logical, normal?

But meanwhile, isn't Hamlet on his way to England, to be gotten rid of, liquidated, at

143



Claudius' behest? No! Not anymore! And why not? Because, after all, Polonius is alive
and well, enjoying the favour and gratitude of king Claudius! Everything is, and will be,
normal again. The voyage to England isn't to get rid of, to liquidate prince Hamlet, but
to get rid of, to liquidate, prince Hamlet's Oedipus complex. His unadaptability. Getting
rid of a person! - Why get rid of a person, when you can change his psychology? After
that, the person himself isn't a bother! Quite the opposite!

So, in England, prince Hamlet is being treated, treated, treated... By professor
Rosencrantz! The uncle of Rosencrantz the classmate, that is. And now we see why king
Claudius had Rosencrantz the classmate summoned, of all people.

Professor Arthur Rosencratz, isn't that a dignified and beautiful name for a renowned
british psychotherapist, which in and of itself is a guarantee of success?

So Hamlet, cured, returns to Elsinore.... (wedding march)

And marries Polonius' Ophie.

How beautiful they look! Be happy, kids!

And they let him marry her?

Well yes! Hamlet's therapy has been entirely successful, but he has been through
therapy, which means he is no longer perfect. And so Ophelia is the perfect match for
him! Mr. Polonius knew that too of course, and had it arranged!

And the happy newlyweds settle in Elsinore, surrounded by family, at court. Hamlet's
adaptability is consummated and confirmed.

So there you go! What tragedy? Could a family like that afford a tragedy a like that?
Can you imagine, where it could all lead? And how it could end? And it didn't look
good, did it? All it takes is to recognise the positive guideposts, to catch hold of them,
and not let go. All it takes is to look at the material and problems through the prism of
experience...

Wait a moment! Let's not bring everything to a close prematurely! It's still unclear how
it all happened with the death of king Hamlet. Was it an ordinary death, or was it a
murder...7

Oh, come on, that's not important at all anymore. That's all passé. Of course it was an
ordinary death. But if you like, let's see prince Hamlet have a little conversation about it
with king Claudius. Of course that's a separate issue, aside from the main program.

SCENE TWELVE
King Claudius' kingly closet.

CLAUDIUS: I am a well-tempered king Claudius, who is engaging in a heartfelt
conversation with his son, prince Hamlet, concerning matters of interest to both parties.
But of course, Hami, I will be delighted to tell you how it all happened, since we're
already talking about it, and if you're interested. You know, it is somewhat awkward for
me, but on the other hand, I'm thinking, this is a man to man talk, isn't it? So look here, I
thought that he was overeating and overdrinking, and had some heart problems, so I
thought it high time to honestly give him a piece of my mind, face to face, what's what,
you know what I mean? But I still felt it was a bit awkward, telling him face to face
when he was awake, so I thought I would tell him, face to face, when he was having a
snooze, face to sleeping face.

And that's what I did!

We had a spot of wonderfully low pressure, it was dead stufty, and he, as per usual, was
dozing, sprawled under a tree in the garden. So, I come to him like this, and tell him
everything face to face, or face to ear to be precise. His eyes pop out, I flinch, he looks
at me, goes red, goes pale, grabs his heart, groans, “haaa”, and gives up the ghost. All
quite ordinary! What poison? What bottle, dear Hami? That's all nonsense, it's silly to
believe in ghosts!
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HAMLET: I am a well-adjusted prince Hamlet, and I am of the same opinion as you,
dear papa. What bottle of poison indeed, when there are words words words! That's the
real venom people are always pouring in each other's ears. Great, papa. And what was it
exactly, that you ... poured in his ear?

CLAUDIUS: I haven't told you? Oh yeah, actually I didn't want to tell you. Because,
that's the bit that's a bit awkward, you know? For me, as your father...

HAMLET: But papa! Oh come on, your Highness!

CLAUDIUS: Well, so I told him that he governed like an idiot.... And that you are my
son, and not his, because Gertrude and I, us two have been in love for ages. Well, and
that's about it, dear son.

HAMLET: Was this the venom that killed him? Didn't he know about that?
CLAUDIUS: Well, he knew. He probably knew. I mean, he definitely knew!
HAMLET: Well then that couldn't have hurt him papa, if he knew about it!
CLAUDIUS: No, there you're wrong! It could! Of course it could. More, than if he
didn't know about it! Look here, all of you too. A person can know about something,
and pretend that he doesn't know, because he doesn't know what to do about the thing he
knows about, right? Or maybe he doesn't really want to do anything about it, because it
suits him the way it is. But if someone spells it out for him, then he does have to know
about it, and he does have to do something about it, you see? Well, and what did he do
about it? He departed. And that was probably the only thing he could do about it, and
the best. What finished him off wasn't what I'd told him, but that I'd told him. Yeah,
honesty and sincerity, that was me in those days!

Ans what kind of father figure am I for you now, eh?

HAMLET: Papa, what a nice surprise this is! Truly! Now I understand why you treated
me with such incredible tolerance and magnanimity, when my behaviour was so
impossible and dangerous!

CLAUDIUS: Well I am you dad, after all, aren't [? And mum...

HAMLET: However, when I think about it now, dear papa, I'm sorry to say that it was
downright careless and irresponsible of you. Now, for such behaviour, I'd neutralise
myself, right away....

CLAUDIUS: Oh don't worry about it, Hami, everything's alright now...

HAMLET: No, papa. I simply cannot allow your life and your sovereignty to be
threatened, by anyone! I know what it means! Apropos, papa... (I hand Claudius some
documents.)

CLAUDIUS: What's this?

HAMLET: Success, again, papa! Another conspiracy has been discovered, and
neutralised!

CLAUDIUS: What, again?! But, Hami, we don't seem to be doing any else except
neutralising conspiracies! What kind of government is that?

HAMLET: It is testament to the greatness of your power and your sovereignty, your
Highness!

CLAUDIUS: Aren't you exaggerating a tad, my lad?

HAMLET: Quite the opposite! It's not enough! I won't allow anybody to depose your
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Highness! Whatever their intentions are, or aren't, I'll stop them! I want you to know
that [ am your son, and that I am totally different than I was!

CLAUDIUS: You know, Hami, to me you're the same as you always were, just inside-
out! Isn't that so, Mr. Shakespeare?

“For Hamlet to speak to the contemporary viewer in contemporary language, one must
approach the story without the usual “apriorisms” and deep-rooted artistic prejudice,
in short one must approach it as if one were approaching a living problem, with open
possibilities.”

(Gong)

“For the old, familiar tale to address the audience of today in a new and surprising
way, our performance must not be one of the old familiar tale.”

(Gong)

And all it needs, is to view it all through the prism...

Yes, so here it was, through the prism.

And life goes on, as normal, and problems are dealt with, as normal...

But now what?! This needs a proper exclamation mark! Or at least some kind of full
stop!

What it needs is for everybody to KEEP CALM.

FINAL SCENE

FAR SHOT, EXTERIOR: garden in bloom. CLOSE ON: an apple tree blossom. FULL
SHOT: Mr. Polonius! He's just heard the happy news that he's going to be a marital
grandfather!

POLONIUS: Yipee! And if it's a little boy, then we'll name him Fortinbras! (He stops
suddenly.) Wait, whatever could have made me come up with that? Yipee!

And that concludes:

A seminar exercise on the play of Mr. William Shakespeare named
HAMPROD

or

HAMlet Prince Of Denmark

In shortened form.

In short, our version of the well-known tale,

where the tragic hero comes short.

END
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viii. ,, Tichy SluZzebny*
Jakob Keller

,-Tak Vy chcete, drahy Rechstajnere tvrdit, Ze studium hlasu je okultni véda? Ze podle hlasu
1épe nez z tarotovych karet ¢i astrologickych tabulek 1ze vyc¢ist mnoho skrytych véci? Charak-
ter a moznosti, ba i situaci a budouci situace né¢jakého daného individua? Neveérim Vam! A
spise fandim Vasim loiiskym exkurzim do zidovské mystiky, které jste ted’ po Novém Roce
snad upln¢ zanechal, a na misto Kabbaly nastolil studium ...zpévanek? Je to pro badatele Va-
Seho kalibru skoro smésné, omluvte me! Jesté ze mame trvajici spolecny dlouhodoby zajem v
indickém soustiedéni Samata. Mohl bych si jinak myslet, Ze toho mame pomalu praméalo spo-
le¢ného.*

Dr. Knupp se opfel o calounénou lavici v rohu temného salonku restaurace, popotahl z dymky
a pokynul smérem ke stolu v protéjSim rohu zelené vytapetovaného salku. Floralni vzor na
sténach jakoby zavid¢l Zivot misicim se chuchvaleckiim svétlemodrého koute, osvétlenych
zlutou zafi z lamp zavéSenych nizko nad stoly. Rechstajner se usmal, aniz by nejmensim po-
hledem zavadil smérem k mensimu stolku, u kterého se v zivém hovoru o ¢emsi dohadoval
mlady par.

,No tak se piedved'te, priteli! Pokra¢oval Knupp. Mate prilezitost! Co mi feknete o téchto
dvou...7*

,»Posloucham je uz dobrou chvili, vlastn¢ od momentu co vstoupili do nasi mistnosti. Vzhled
Casto klame, tak jsem si fekl, Ze se na né chvili nepodivam. Hlas 1ze mén¢ Casto, nebo ptesnéji
feceno: je téz8i si nasadit presvéd¢ivou masku v této oblasti. Ale nicméné, kdyz se ted’ na né
divam, tak vse perfektné spada.*

,»Ta sle¢na je tomu mladému muzi nejpravdépodobnéji nevérna, a je-li tomu tak, on to tusi,
ale nevi. On ma siln¢ porouchané sebevédomi, jakkoliv se to snazi zastirat, a troufam si tvrdit,
zZe je to rozmazleny dédic ponekud slabé viile. To by ostatné mohlo byt i diivodem pro celou
situaci, o které se ted’ bezpochyby, a¢ tfeba neptimo, diskutuje. Vlastné tak malo staci k
nestésti.*

» 10 slysite?

“Ano. To, Ze je sleCna Spatné vyspala, a muz rozzloben, to ostatn¢ slySite 1 Vy, jestli se ne-
pletu. Namitnete, Ze tohle je jasné, Ze to ani nestoji za fec, ale podobné se slysi i to ostatni, je
jen potfeba védét, cemu naslouchat. Neni zajimavé jen to, jak hlasivky a tenzi svali kolem
nich ovliviiyje teplota vzduchu, nemoc, kiik nebo momentalni emoce, ale je véru fascinujici
to, a do jaké miry, ovliviiuje pisobeni hlasového aparatu to, jak ptemyslime, o ¢em premys-
lime, a jak se dlouhodobé¢ citime. Piece néco podobného jste mi kdysi, Knuppe, fikal kdyz jste
mi prezentoval svoji zalibu fysiognomie. Nejen do obliceje se mohou vryt tendence nasi po-
vahy! Nékteré vrasky se 1 slysi. Naptiklad tento nest’astnik: v§imnéte si, jak se musime nama-
hat, abychom zachytili jeho slova, a¢ se snazi mluvit nahlas, jeho hlas neni pomoci branice
promitan do prostoru. Je zcela v krku, a souvisi to s ruminujicim myslenim. VSimnéte si po-
divné polohy tond jeho hlasu, cholerického rytmu feci, drsného témbru. Mohli bychom si zde
pujcit znamy alchymisticky maxim: quod est inferius est sicut quod est superius.: Tady by
nam mohl ilustrovat propojeni téla a mysli na které chci upozornit. Mohl bych pokracovat, a
sahodlouze! Ale toto je zaklad mé metody.
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»Podivné®, fekl Knupp, hled¢ smutné z vitraze dekorativniho okna na viiz, ktery prave jel ko-
lem. ,,Chudék Krys$pin.*

,KrySpin?“

,»Je to muj synovec. Jsme tu spolu Gpln¢ ndhodou, to Vam zarucuji, a ani si m¢, chudak, ve
svém stavu nevsiml. Ostatné je mi to lito, ale mate pravdu, vSe se ma skoro presn¢ tak, jak to
licite. Je to nestastna situace. Jeho matka byla také trochu tragicky ptipad, ale tim Vas nebudu
zatézovat.*

Rechstajner se podival svému pfiteli do oci.
»Omlouvam se, kdybych byl védél, ze jde o vaseho synovce, byl bych to fekl... jemnégji.*

,»Ne! Pro dikaz vasi schopnosti bylo tfeba, abyste opravdu viibec nic nevédél. Jen tak jsem
mohl mit jistotu, Ze se dostavate k Vasim zdvértim opravdu jen poslechem resonanci. V po-
radku. Jak tika jedna moje znama: Co je, to je. Jsem vlastné svym zpiisobem nadSen tim, co
jste mi ukazal. Najednou m¢ napada se Vas zeptat, co byste fekl o t€ osvicené bytosti, kterd
nas vc€era vecer piivitala na kratkou audienci ve svém hotelovém apartma. Takové §tésti! Po
jiz Gtytletém dobrodruzném cviceni soustiedéni Sdmata, se nam koneéné postéstilo toto. Pfi-
jede k nam do mésta opravdovy mistr. Je to jediny indicky guru, nejen v Praze, ale v celém
Rakousku! A ten rubin co mél na turbanu!*

,»Rubin?* Probral se najednou Rechstajner, jakoby ho byla ozivila magické formule néjakého
kouzelnika. Na tvaf se mu zacal vracet ismev.

,NO ano, mistr Mahatirthankara ho mél piece nahote nad ¢elem, ¢emu se tak sméjete?*
,,Mistr na ¢ele ptece zadny rubin nemé&l.*

,,Ne, ne, vSechno si to velmi dobife pamatuji! Sedél se skiizenymi nohami na trinu na malém
podiu, byl zahalen do jakéhosi plaste, a na hlavé mél prece turban s rubinem, nebo to snad byl
jen sen? Byl jste tam se mnou nebo nebyl?*

,»Byl. A vidim, Ze jste si, drahy pfiteli, nevSiml dalsi véci, pfes vase znalosti vS§emoznych ja-
zykl a textl. Pfekladal jste ndm ze Sanskrtu a HindStiny opravdu znamenité. V dusi smekam,
pokazdé kdyz to predvedete. Ale Ze by Vam naramné legra¢ni podstata naseho véerejsiho soi-
ree byla zcela unikla? Vzpomerite si na nas zazitek. Co jsme tam vlastné vidéli. Co jsme tam
vlastné€ slySeli, a jak. Mate pravdu Ze jsme vesli jsme do mistnosti ve které na pddiu ve stiedu
prostoru sed¢él muz v plasti a s turbanem, ktery s ndmi mluvil. Obsluhoval ho druhy, starsi
muz v dlouhé zelené koSili. Kdyz jsme vesli, uvedl nas star$i sluzebny na polstare, a fekl nam
anglicky at’ se usadime, uvolnime, at’ pozorujeme, a kdybychom néco chtéli, abychom dali
veédét. Muz na podiu pak zacal mluvit, Hindsky. Veédé€l, zjevné z VaSich dopisi, Ze mu rozu-
mite.*

, Vskutku jsem vSemu rozumél, a Vite, ani jsem nemusel ptilis na misté tlumocit! Mnohé z
toho, co nam fikal, byly pfimé citaty z Véd, takze s predchozi znalosti této literatury uplné po-
stacilo si vzpomenout, na které pasaze odkazuje. Pfipominka védické vyzvy ke snazeni se o
svétlo védomi: ,,Tamaso ma, jyotir gamaya“, ktera je z Upanisady Brihadaranaka mi ptisla
zvlast poeticka: ,,ze tmy ved’ nds do svétla“. Toto bylo asi jeho hlavni poselstvi. Ale to se mu
tika, kdyz je, pravdépodobné, uz daleko na spiritudlni cesté! A jak krasné plynulou recitaci
nam piedvedl z Bhagavaty Purany!
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tamasad api bhitader
vikurvanad abhun nabhah
tasya matra gunah sabdo
lingam yad drastr-drsyayoh: *

Rechstajner nic nefikal.

»Ach, musi to byt bajecné, byt osvobozen ze tmy svéta hmoty, svéta stvofeného, ktery je
vlastné jen vytvorem falesné identifikace s ideou oddéleného, permanentniho Ja. Jsou to sa-
moziejme jen slova, ale moznosti které naznacuji me vskutku vzrusuji!*

,»Ano Knuppe, je to krasna pasaz. Jak jste fekl: slova. Slova, slova, slova! Ale ano, vse bylo
znamenité. Ale copak jste neslySel néco divného v jeho hlasu? Kdezto v ptipadé vaseho sy-
novce bychom mohli mluvit o neurasthenické tenzi svalt nejpravdépodobnéji naznacujici ne-
vyfeSené vyzvy détstvi, v tomto piipadée to bylo Gplné jiné. Ten hlas byl krasny, ale nezdal se
Vam az skoro pfili$ krasny? Kadenci cizich fe¢i samoziejme té¢zko posoudim, ale i v instan-
cich kde neslo o recitaci, se mi jeho projev zdal herecky, v tom smyslu, Ze byl v né¢em neau-
tenticky. Mohl bych pro pfirovnani pfipomenout falesny cit zpévnych pozdravii nevéstek v
temnych zdkoutich Kaprovy ulice. A toto stranou, zdalo se mi, Ze jsem slySel 1 hlasovou poru-
chu! Je to bohuzel ¢asty dusledek Spatnych technik cvic¢eni hlasu a zpévu, v tomto piipad¢ jde
o fona¢ni hypertonii. Dochazi k svirani hrtanu nebo hrtanového svalstva nésledkem exspirac-
niho tlaku. Mam podezieni, Ze jde o herce. Neni z nejlepsich, ale ma silné odhodlani svoji roli
zahrat dobte. Pod maskou medovych tont byla slySet tizkost, neklid, strach. A copak by by-
tost proziivse do Nirvany, nahlédnuvsi do podstaty véci, trpéla né¢im takovym? To by pak
jisté znamenalo, Ze neni osviceny. Sed¢l sice pozoruhodné nehnuté, ale tieba i v tomto byla
vidét ptilisna velkolepost, a rigidita.*

,»TakZe chcete fict ze jsme tam nepotkali Mahatirthankaru?*

,»Vefim, ze potkali. Ale nebyl to ten muz na podiu. J& vetim, Ze to byl ten sluzebny, ktery nas
usadil, fekl ndm at’ se uvolnime, at’ pozorujeme, a kdybychom néco chtéli, abychom mu dali
védét. Vlastné nam on organizoval cely zazitek, celou podivanou. Tim nam asi daval moznost
néco pochopit. Ale vS§iml jste si jeho hlasu v téch né€kolika vétach, které nam dal? V§iml jste
si té hloubky, té Cisté, pfirozené fonace? T¢é absence nadbyteénych tenzi ve svalech? Nebyla
tam predstirand dokonalost, zadny leskly herecky natér. Ja jsem v tom hlase slySel piijeti —
piijeti nedokonalého osudu, ktery je udélem kazdého savce, kazdé lidské bytosti. SlySel jsem
lasku, a neslysel jsem hlubinné napéti. Napéti o kterém mluvim zpisobuje neklid v dusi, ktery
nem¢l. Toto byl hlas svétce. Hlas Gplného ¢lovéka, a myslim ze bychom se méli fidit jeho
struénymi radami, pokud nas zajima to, kam se dostal on. Na velikosti rubinu myslim neza-
lezi, pokud byl viibec pravy, o c¢emz pochybuji.*

Rechstajner vytahl dymku z tfesné€, a pobroukévaje si melodii, ji opatrn€ plnil. Na moment
vzhlédl, kdyz na druhé strané mistnosti mlady par vstal a opustil sviij stlll, aniz by se byli vii-
bec podivali na dva muze v jejich zakoufeném rohu.

1To, co je dole, je jako to, co je nahore

2,,Ze tmy, se jisté vytvari prvni z prvkii hmoty, nebe. Jeho subtilni forma je viastnost zvuku, presné tak, jaky je
vztah mezi pozorovatelem a pozorovanym. “
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iX. “The Quiet Attendant”
By Jakob Keller

“So you really want to insist, my dear Rechsteiner, that the study of the voice should be
counted among the occult sciences? That it is through the voice that we can best read many
hidden things, better even than with the cards of the Tarot, or from astrological tables? One's
character and possibilities, even the circumstances and future circumstances of a given indi-
vidual? | must say that | don't believe you! And that | am a greater fan of your excursions into
Jewish mysticism of yesteryear, which you now seem to have completely abandoned, left
them by the wayside, allowing the place of the noble Kabbalah to be taken by the study of
...mere singsong? Forgive me, but for a researcher and seeker of your calibre, this is an almost
laughable turn of events! It is just as well that we share a long-term common interest in the
Indian shamatha concentration practices. | might otherwise justifiably come to the conclusion
that we no longer have much in common at all.”

Dr. Knupp leaned back on the upholstered bench in the corner of the dim salon in the large
restaurant. He drew some smoke from his pipe, and indicated a table in the opposite corner of
the room, which was covered in a green wallpaper. The floral patterns on the walls seemed to
envy the intermingling tufts of sky-blue smoke their life, their curling twist illuminated by the
lamps above the tables. Rechsteiner smiled, without so much as a glance in the direction of
the small table, at which a young couple were seated, engaged in heated dialogue.

“Well, my friend”, continued Knupp, “now's a chance as good as any for you to show off your
skill! What can you deduce about those two...?”

“I've been listening to them for some time now, in fact from the very moment they entered our
room. Appearances can often be misleading, so I decided not to look at them for some time.
The voice doesn't lie as often. Or, to put it more accurately: it is more difficult to put on a con-
vincing mask in the domain of sound. But nevertheless, looking at them now, everything
seems to fit perfectly.

The girl is most probably being unfaithful to the young man, and if this is the case, he doesn't
know it for certain, despite some inklings. He seems to have a severely damaged sense of self-
confidence, however hard he is trying to disguise the fact, and | would venture to claim that
he is a spoiled heir of a somewhat weak-willed disposition. Incidentally, this may in fact be
the cause of the whole situation, a discussion about which, however indirect it may be, is
surely what we are now witnessing. How little a man needs for perfect unhappiness.”

“You hear all of that?”

“Yes. After all, the girl's sleepless night, and the anger of the young man, are things that even
you can make out from audible clues, if I'm not mistaken. You will counter with the argument
that this is obvious and not worth mentioning, but in fact the rest of the situation I outlined
can be heard in a very similar way, one simply has to know what to listen for. It is interesting
how the vocal chords and the tension of the muscles around them are affected by the tempera-
ture of the air, by illness, by shouting or by momentary flights of emotion, but it is truly a
source of fascination for me how, and to what extent, the function of our system of vocalisa-
tion is affected by the patterns in how we think, and what we think about, as well as how we
feel in the longer term. If I'm not mistaken, Knupp, you explained something similar once in a
wonderful exposition of your hobby-horse interest in physiognomy. It is not only the face
which can be etched with the tendencies of character! Some wrinkles can be heard. So let's
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take this poor fellow: notice the way we have to strain to hear the words, the voice is not be-
ing projected by the work of the diaphragm, it is fully in the throat. This is associated with ru-
minative thinking. Notice the peculiarities of pitch, the choleric rhythm of the speech, the
coarse timbre. To borrow the familiar alchemical maxim: “quod est inferius est sicut quod est
superius.” It can be aptly applied to the interconnectedness of body and mind. I could con-
tinue. At length! But this is the basis of my method.

“Strange.” said Knupp, looking through the stained glass window with a sad expression at a
passing cart. “Poor Crispin.”

“Crispin?”

“He is my nephew. The presence of us both here and now is a complete coincidence, I assure
you, and the state he is in is probably the reason why he hasn't noticed me, poor boy. Anyway,
| am sorry to say that you are right, and that everything is almost exactly as you have de-
scribed it. An unfortunate situation indeed. His mother was a somewhat tragic case too, but |
won't burden you with that.”

Rechsteiner looked his friend in the eye.

“I apologise. Had I known he was your nephew | would have expressed myself more... gen-
tly.”

“No! As proof of your abilities I required your total ignorance of these circumstances. It was
only thus that I could be certain that you truly arrive at your conclusions with a mere hearing
of the resonances, as you claimed. All is as it should be, what happened, happened. In a man-
ner of speaking | am thrilled by what you have demonstrated. And | cannot help but enquire
about your opinion on another matter: what would you say about that enlightened being
whose company we had the honour of enjoying yesterday evening, invited as we were to the
short audience in his hotel suite. Such good fortune! After four adventurous years of
shamatha concentration exercises, we have finally experienced this. A genuine master, in our
city. He is, after all, the only Indian guru here. Not only in Prague, but in the whole of Aus-
tria! And that ruby in his turban!”

“Ruby?” asked Rechteiner, coming suddenly to life, as if animated by the utterance of a sor-
cerer's formula, his smile returning.

“Well yes, master Mahatirthankara had it affixed above his forehead, what are you laughing
about?”

“He didn't have any ruby on his forehead...”

“No no, I remember it all very well! He sat cross-legged on a kind of throne on the podium,
wrapped in a kind of shawl, and on his head he did really have a turban with a gigantic ruby.
Or was it all a dream? You did accompany me there last night, did you not?”

“I did. And I see now, my dear friend, another thing you have not noticed, despite your expert
knowledge of languages and texts of all kinds. Your translation for us from Sanskrit and
Hindi was truly excellent. | doff my hat to you in my mind's eye, every time you demonstrate
your skills. But you don't really mean to say that the veritably amusing essence of yesterday's
soirée has totally passed you by? Remind yourself of our experience, of what we saw there.
What did we actually hear, and how? You're right in that we entered a room in which, on a
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podium in the centre of the space, a seated figure of a man, wearing a cape and a turban,
spoke to us. A second, older, man, dressed in a long green robe, attended to him. When we
entered, this servant led us to some cushions, and addressing us in English, invited us to sit
down, relax, watch, and to let him know if we needed anything. Then, the man on the podium
spoke. In Hindi. He knew, clearly from your letters, that you understood.”

“I did indeed understand, and | didn't even have to do too much real translation, you know!
Much of what he told us were quotations directly from the Vedas, so with a prior knowledge
of this literature it sufficed to call to mind the passages he was referring to. The reminder of
the vedic injunction to try to strive for the light of consciousness: “Tamaso ma, jyotir
gamaya ”, which is from the Brihadaranyaka Upanishad was particularly poetic: “from the
the darkness, lead us into the light”. And it was the main message to us, | think. But it is a ra-
ther easy thing to say, coming from someone who is probably very advanced on the spiritual
path! And what wonderfully flowing recitation he demonstrated from the Bhagavata Purana!

“tamasad api bhitader
vikurvanad abhun nabhah
tasya matrd gunah sabdo
lingam yad drastr-drsyayoh™”

Rechsteiner said nothing.

“Oh, it must indeed be great, to be delivered from the 'darkness' of the material, created world,
which is a product of false identification with a separate, permanent self. They are just words,
of course, but the possibilities they imply fill me with excitement!”

“Yes, Knupp, it is a beautiful passage. Words, as you said. Words, words, words! But yes,
everything was splendid. However, did you not hear something strange in his voice? Whereas
in the case of your nephew we could speak of a neurasthenic muscle tension probably indica-
tive of unresolved childhood challenges, in this case it was very different. The voice was
beautiful, but didn't it seem almost too beautiful to you? It is, of course, more difficult for me
to judge the cadence of foreign languages, but even when it was not recitation, it seemed ac-
torly, in the sense of being in some way inauthentic. | could liken it to the false feeling in the
poor harlots' descant greetings in the darker corners of the Karpfengasse. Other than that,
there seemed to be some damage in the voice. It is sometimes the sad consequence of bad
voice training or practice which leads to the hypertonic phonation I heard. The trachea is rig-
idly clamped by the tracheal musculature as a result of forceful exspiration. | suspect we are
dealing with an actor, not of the best, one with a strong desire to play his part well. There was
anxiety, restlessness and fear underneath the 'mask’ of honeyed tones. Would a being, having
glimpsed the frution of Nirvana, having seen the true nature of things, suffer from something
like that? That would make him unenlightened, surely, Knupp. The way he sat motionless was
interesting, yes, but perhaps even this was excessively... spectacular, and rigid.”

“So you want to say that we didn't meet the master Mahatirthankara?”’

“You know, I do believe we did. But he wasn't the man on the podium. I believe it was the at-
tendant who seated us, who told us to relax, observe, and to let him know if we needed some-
thing. It was he who was organising our experience, organising the 'show'. Perhaps he was
giving us the possibility of coming to understand some point he wanted to make. But did you
notice his voice, in the few sentences he gave us? Did you notice the depth, the purity of his
natural phonation? The absence of unnecessary tensions in the muscles? No show of perfec-
tion, no glistening veneer of the actor. | heard acceptance there. Acceptance of the imperfect
lot that is the destiny of every mammal, every human being. I heard love, and no deep tension.
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The tensions | speak of are caused by unrest in the soul. Unrest which he didn't have. This
was the voice of a saint. The voice of a complete being, and it is his simple advice that we are
to follow, if interested in getting where he has gotten. | believe the size of the ruby matters
very little, if it was even genuine, which I sincerely doubt.”

Rechsteiner pulled out his cherrywood pipe, and humming a tune, stuffed it carefully, looking
up for a moment as, at the other end of the room, the young couple rose and left their table
without so much as having glanced at the two men in their smoky corner.

1“that which is below is like to that which is above”

2“From darkness, certainly, the first of the material elements, the sky, is generated. Its subtle form is the quality
of sound, exactly as the seer is in relationship with the seen.”

X. ,,Piscatoriv Hacek*
Jakob Keller
Kratce pred jeho smrti mél piekladatel Wilhelm Maier moznost se seznamit se svétoznamym
Argentinskym spisovatelem, jehoz povidky uz mnoho let ¢etl a obdivoval. José Piscator. Jeho
opravdové jméno to nebylo, to bylo delsi a honosnéjsi, takovy podivny fetézec spojek a jmen
Slechtickych rodin a oblasti, skoro parodie starosvétské nafoukanosti. Proti tomu, tikal si
Maier, bylo jméno Piscator jen jemnym naznakem tradice. Byla to latinska a ne $panélska
forma slova “rybai”, vlastné takovy titul nebo funkce vic nez jméno.
“Ano, je to lovec ryb”, tekl si jednou v duchu Maier.

“Lovi je v hlubinach kam my ostatni nevidime. ”

Maier miloval, a piekladal, Spanélskou literaturu, a tieba to bylo jeho pili, ze Se mu jednou
spInil jeho velky sen. Toho bieznového odpoledne mu zazvonil telefon, a ozval se jemny hlas.

“Buenas tardes, doctor Maier”.

Maier ten hlas poznal, i kdyz ho neznal. Byl to Piscator.

“Libil se mi Vds preklad textu nové hry Juana Mayorgy”.

Piscator pokracoval némecky, s lehkym $panelskym ptizvukem. Maier nevédél, zda byt vice
prekvapeny tim, ze mu telefonuje jeho idol, nebo tim, ze umi jeho mateistinu, a ze si v ni ¢te
jeho préci.

“Ale neumim némecky tak dobre jak se zda!” pokracoval se smichem stary hlas, jakoby cetl
jeho myslenku.

“Byl bych rad, kdybyste prijal nabidku prelozit do nemciny jeden text. Ma o néj zajem jeden
casopis z Bernu, chtéji ho za mésic vytisknout v dalsim cisle. Zajimalo by Vés to?”

“Ano, samozrejme.” VVykoktal Maier. Hlas v telefonu najednou znejistél.

“Ale je tu jeden.... hacek.”
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“Hacek?”

’

“Povidka jesté neni dopsana. Mam asi ... dvé tretiny. A nevim...... kdy ..... ji dopisu.’
“Ale 7ekl jste, Ze ji chtéji za mésic vytisknout, tedy v némeckém prekladu?”
“Ano. Vim, je to ...neobvykla situace. Jste ochotny to se mnou risknout?”

“No samoziejme”, fekl Maier bez vahani. Rozloudili se. Maier si sedl do kiesla a pfemital si
konverzaci v hlavé. Co to bylo? Ma zacit pieklad povidky ktera neni dopsana. Na¢ ten spéch?

Za tii dny dostal Maier postou obalku s né€kolika tenkymi listy. Povidka byla psana na stroji.
Nebyla pies kopirovaci papir, byl to original. V obalce byl list s kontakty na Piscatorova
agenta v Argenting, a na redakci ¢asopisu Saiten v Bernu, pak na druhé stran¢ neoznacené ar-
gentinske telefonni ¢islo. Maier zavolal redakci ¢asopisu, kde s povidkou uz pocitali, nechali
vybér ptekladatele na samotném autorovi, protoze se vV nem¢iné vyznal. Maier s redaktorem si
vyménili osobni kontakty a domluvili v§echny podrobnosti. Kdyz zavésil telefon, uvédomil si
Uvazoval o tom, ze redaktorovi zavola znovu, ale neudélal to. Maier sedél v kiesle, ve kterém
¢etl snad vSechny Piscatorovi knihy. Povidka za¢inala stylem, ktery Maier dobte znal. Ten
stejny typ neopakovatelné véty, opatrné ale plynouci. S ndznakem zastaralého mysleni, aniz
by se n&jak lehce a konkrétné dalo vytycit, co piesne z textu neni moderni. Jakoby modernim
jazykem psal n¢kdo, kdo je doma ve starsi fazi vyvoje toho jazyka, nebo dokonce v jiném,
prastarém jazyce, ze kterého se tento teprve pozdéji vyvinul.

Maier se zamyslel. Jak by asi psal Goethe, kdyby se objevil tady, ted’, a deset let zil mezi
nami? Co by slozil Mozart, kdyby se podobn¢ ocitl ve svéte jazzu, techna, trapu... Maier se
vzpamatoval, nemuze se takhle poustét do zasnénych a nesmyslnych stylistickych Gvah. Jde
prece hlavné o ten d¢j! D&j nezklamal. Ale ani neuspokojil. Ale to ani nemohl. Maier si v§iml,
ze jeden z lista v obalce byl UpIné bily. Za dva dny byl pteklad skoro hotovy, a Maier mél se-
psany seznam otézek pro Piscatora. Nebyly to otazky pal¢ivé, nebyly ani nutné. Na vSechny
znal Maier velmi dobte odpoveéd’. Ale nemohl se odtrhnout od ptedstavy, ze vytoci to neozna-
¢ené argentinské telefonni ¢islo, a ze se mu ozve ten jemny hlas. Telefonat si naplanoval ¢a-
sové podle ¢asového pasma Buenos Aires, piipravil diktafon, otazky, uvelebil se v kiesle. A
vytocil ¢islo. A vytocil ho znovu, a vytacel ho stokréat, nékolik zoufalych dni, nez ptisla mys-
lenka, Ze Piscatorav hlas uz nikdy neuslysi. Néco mu brénilo zavolat do redakce v Bernu,
nebo agentovi do Argentiny. Maier nespal, a ¢etl dokola povidku. Original, pak pieklad, pak
zase original, ¢etl povidku ve dne v noci, onemocnél horeckou, a ve svém pomatenem stavu v
ni hledal tajné skryté vyznamy. Chtél mu tou povidkou Piscator neco vzkazat? Jaky byl tajny
vyznam divné fabule o ¢lovéku, ktera poslouchal pisen ptaka? Porovnaval povidku se star§imi
autorovymi povidkami, s jeho romany. Hledal paralely, hledal kdy spisovatel pouzil podobné
slovo v podobné pozici ve vété, tieba se ve vsech jeho knihach skryvala néjaka velka sifral
Tteba to bylo vsechno takto naplanovano. Kone¢ne Maier usnul, a kdyz se po dvacetihodino-
vem spanku probudil, pochopil Ze ty myslenky byly jen blouznénim jeho vysinuté mysli. Dal
se do poradku, a sedl si k telefonu. Vytocil ¢islo agenta v Buenos Aires. Ale pak si znovu
v§iml prazdného bileho listu na stole. A zavésil. Po dvou tydnech zazvonil v pracovné telefon.

’

“Bravo, doctor Maier.’
Nastalo ticho. Ticho po telefonu. Maier premyslel co fict, az si v§iml ze poslouchd jak Pisca-

torovi pted oknem zpiva néjaka ptak. Jak asi vypadéa jeho pracovna? Po nékolika vtetinach
polozil Maier otdzku kterou vyhodnotil jako hlavni.
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,,Nezlobite se?”

“Ale vithec, dopsal jste to znamenité. Nemohu si vysveétlit, jak jste uhodl nekolik detailii, o kte-
rych jsem sam uvazoval, ale ten konec... ten je opravdu znamenity, sém bych to nenapsal 1épe,
v tom jsem si naprosto jisty. Ja uz.... nedokdzu myslet tak jako kdysi - jsem stary. Ale tieba,
tieba to opravdu nevadi... A vy, sefior, nezlobite se VY na ME?”

“Viibec me to nenapadlo. Citim se ale ted’ trochu jako vetielec, jako podvodnik, mistie. Ta po-
vidka, tedy, ten konec..... no proste neni to PISCATOR.”

Maier zase zaslechl, jak v Buenos Aireskem parku zpiva mistrovi pfed oknem ptak. Byl to
ptak bentevi, si ted’ Maier vzpominal. Odkud ale sdm nevédél.

“Muz, se kterym ted’ mluvite po telefonu, se ale nejmenuje Piscator, to prece vite. Ja myslim,
Ze jste nahlédl do jisté hlubiny, a verim ze miizeme rici, ze povidku doopravdy napsalo to,
¢emu #ikame José Piscator.”

Na vic nez tiché “Diky” se Maier nezmohl.

’

“My dekujeme.’

V ¢asopisu Saiten vysla osmého dubna 2001, kratce ptred jeho smrti, posledni povidka argen-
tinského romanopisce ktery psal pod pseudonymem José Piscator. Néktefi ¢tenafi si vSimli
podivné shody, Ze v kvétnu toho roku vysla ve stejném ¢asopisu povidka dosud nezndmého
némeckého autora, pisiciho nezvyklym zastaralym stylem ptipominajici jihoamericky proto
magicky realismus. Pod povidkou vytiskli jméno Josef Fischer.

Mnozi se pak snazili pfijit na to, €O [...]

Xi. “Piscator’s Catch”
by Jakob Keller

Shortly before the writer's death, translator Wilhelm Maier had the opportunity to get to know
the world renowned Argentine author, whose short stories he had read and admired for many
years. José Piscator. It wasn't his real name: that was longer and more venerable, a peculiar
string of conjunctions and names of Spanish families and regions, almost a parody of old-
world arrogance. Compared with that, Maier thought, the name Piscator was just the gentlest
suggestion of tradition. The latin form, not the Spanish, of the word “fisherman”. More of a
title, or position, than a name.

“Yes, he catches fish”, he said to himself once. “He catches them in the depths the rest of us
don't see into.”

Maier loved, and translated, Spanish literature, and perhaps it was through his industriousness
that he once had his great dream come true. That March afternoon his telephone rang, and a
soft voice spoke from it:

“Buenas tardes, doctor Maier “.
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Maier recognised the voice, despite not knowing it. It was Piscator.
“[ liked your translation of the new play by Juan Mayorga.”

Piscator continued in German, with a gentle Spanish accent. Maier didn't know whether to be
more surprised by the fact that he was being telephoned by his great idol, or by the fact that he
spoke his native German, and had been reading his work in it.

“My German isn't as good as it may seem, however!” continued the old voice, laughing, as if
he had read his mind.

“I'd be very glad if you accepted an offer to translate a short text into German. A magazine in
Bern is interested in it, they'd like to print it in their next issue. Would you be interested in
this?”

“Yes, of course.” stammered Maier. The voice in the telephone suddenly became uncertain.

“But there is one.... catch.”

“Catch?”

“The story isn't finished. I have about .... two thirds of it. And I don't know.... when.... I'll fin-
ish writing it.”

“But you said they want to print it in a month's time, in the German translation, that is?”
“Yes, I know it's.... an unusual situation. Are you willing to risk it with me?”

“Well, of course.” said Maier without hesitation. They said goodbye. Maier sat down in his
armchair, replaying the conversation in his head. What was that? He was to start the transla-
tion of a story that wasn't finished. Why the hurry?

Three days later Maier found an envelope containing a few thin sheets of paper in his letter-
box. The short story was written on a typewriter. It wasn't a carbon copy, it was the original.
One of the sheets of paper had the contact information for Piscator's agent in Argentina, and
for the editorial office of the Saiten magazine in Bern. The other side of the paper had an uni-
dentified Argentine telephone number. Maier called the magazine's editor. They were count-
ing with the translation: they'd left the choice of translator to the author himself, because he
was well-acquainted with German. Maier and the editor exchanged their personal contact de-
tails, and arranged all the necessary details. When he hung up, Maier realised that he had to-
tally failed to mention the most burning issue. That the story wasn't finished. He considered
calling the editor again, but he didn't.

Maier sat in his armchair, where he had probably read all of Piscator's books. The story began
in a style Maier knew very well. The same type of irreproducible sentence, careful but fluid.
With a hint of archaic thinking, without it being easily and specifically pinpointed, what ex-
actly made the text something other than modern. It was as if contemporary language was be-
ing used by someone who was at home in an earlier phase of the development of the lan-
guage, or perhaps even in another, older, ancient language, which this one developed into
only later.
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Maier paused in thought. How would Goethe write, if he appeared here, now, and lived here
for ten years? What would Mozart compose, if he was similarly confronted with the world of
jazz, techno, trap.... Maier came to, he can't waste time on these dreamy, meaningless reveries
on style. The main thing is the plot! The plot didn't disappoint. But didn't satisfy, either. But it
couldn't. Maier noticed that one of the sheets of paper in the envelope was completely blank.
Two days later the translation was almost finished, and Maier had a list of questions he had
ready for Piscator. They weren't burning questions, they weren't even necessary. Maier knew
the answer to each of them very well. But he couldn't tear himself away from the image of di-
alling the unidentified Argentinian telephone number, and hearing the soft voice again. He
planned the call from the Buenos Aires time zone, prepared his dictaphone, his questions, and
settled in his armchair. He dialled the number. And he dialled it again, and dialled it a hun-
dred times, in the course of the following, desperate days, before the thought came that he was
never going to hear Piscator's voice again. Something was stopping him from calling the edi-
torial office in Bern, or the agent in Argentina. Maier didn't sleep, and read the story over and
over again. The original, then the translation, then the original again.

He read the story day and night, he fell ill with a temperature, and in his feverish state he
searched for hidden meanings in the text. Did Piscator want to pass him some message in the
story? What was the secret meaning of the strange plot about a man who listened to the songs
of birds? He compared the story with the author's earlier stories, with his novels. He looked
for parallels, searching for instances where the writer had used a similar word in a similar po-
sition in a sentence, maybe all his books contained some great code! Maybe it had all been
planned like this.

At last, Maier fell asleep, and when he woke up, twenty hours later, he realised that his ideas
had merely been the wanderings of his unhinged mind. He pulled himself together, and sat
down with his telephone. He dialled the number of the agent in Buenos Aires. But then his at-
tention was caught by the blank page of typing paper on the table. He hung up. Two weeks
later the telephone in his study rang.

’

“Bravo, doctor Maier.’

Silence. Telephonic silence. Maier thought about what to say, until he noticed that he was lis-
tening to some bird singing outside Piscator's window. What did his office look like? Some
seconds later Maier asked the question he guessed was the main one:

“You're not angry with me?”

“Oh, not at all, you wrote it excellently. I cannot explain how you guessed a couple of details
I was considering including myself, but the end.... the end really is excellent, I wouldn't have
written it better myself, | am absolutely convinced of that. | can't..... think as used to- I'm old.
But perhaps, perhaps it really doesn't matter... And you, sefior, are YOU not angry with
ME?”

“That really didn't cross my mind. But | do feel like a bit of an intruder now, some kind of im-
postor, maestro. The story, or the end of it.... well it's just not PISCATOR.”

Maier noticed, again, that a bird was singing in front of the maestro's window in a Buenos

Aires park. It was the bentevi bird, Maier remembered. But where he could have remembered
that from, he didn't know.
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“The man you are now talking to on the telephone, is not called Piscator, you know that. |
think that you've had a glimpse of some kind of depth, and I believe that we can say, that the
story really was written by whatever we call by the name José Piscator.

A quiet “Thanks.” was all Maier managed.
“We'd like to thank YOU”.

The magazine Saiten published the last short story by the Argentinian novelist writing under
the name of José Piscator on the eighth of April, 2001, a few weeks before the author's death.
Some readers noticed a strange coincidence, that the next, May issue of the same magazine
had in it a short story by an unknown German author, writing in an unusual archaic style rem-
iniscent of south American proto-magical realism. Below the story they printed the name
Josef Fischer.

Many people later tried to find out, what [...]

Xii.  “The Tunnel”
By Jakob Keller
17.11

Winter is still going strong. It's a little better indoors, and the ices are probably already
melting somewhere closeby. In a few months, the winter's power will be gone again. I don't
want to complain. My comfort lies in young Heinrich. Seventeen. At his age I was less
studious, though he reminds me of myself in many ways. He is very curious, and it is through
his curiosity that I hope to kindle interest in the deepest concentration. I cannot launch into it
quite yet though. He is hungry for facts, and it is mainly in and around these that our
discussions meander. He wants to know which philosopher said what, how the ancient
philosophers, and proponents of the different religions, find solutions to the paradoxes of
existence, the meaning of suffering. I do what I can, directing things to useful models of
reality and human experience where possible. Plato's parable of the cave from the Republic
provided material for an interesting discussion today.

22.11

Schmied is a strange man. I am fond of him, and value his company, but I am often frustrated
by the fact that he wishes to protect me or comfort me. I sometimes feel he wants to push me
to realisations which he has ready for me, that he wishes me to pass through, like the shamans
of a tribe preparing youths for a rite of passage, which is what we spoke about in our last
discussion. I ask him my questions, and I hope for specific answers. Sometimes I get them,
and how thankful I am for these when they come! The old man is a veritable well of
information. Who said what, in which book. When. How I would like to pick his brain! When
we speak, however, I always get the same feeling: that all of my questions are being somehow
taken up into a great whirlpool, which is heading somewhere deep below and beyond my
understanding. Between the lines he tells me that I am not asking the right questions, or
answers questions which I haven't quite posed in the way he seems to have assumed from his
answers. But I don't want to complain, not about this, anyway. Not about poor Schmied. The
thought of comparing Schmied with a man like Seidl is bewildering to me. How totally
differently they have understood life. The obvious aside, in what different worlds they live! To
what extent are the individual worlds we all have in our minds a product of our upbringing, I
wonder.
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3.1

I sometimes don't know what to tell Heinrich. And I find that I sometimes make the stupid
mistake of trying to gloss over my lack of knowledge of the facts he wants from me. What
ego! Do I want to seem like the all-knowing teacher to him? Why? How silly. I remind myself
often of the role I have. What I have to pass on is not information. When I die, it won't be
information that will be lost with me. He will be able to read information in books, surely! I
have to pass on the wisdom I have gained, if any, the 'how' of everyday life. Our exchanges,
they have to truly be for him, not for me. Our philosophical discussions with Heinrich are the
only thing keeping me alive now, but I have to remember to answer his questions. Not the
ones I am posing, and I mustn't just slip into the self-involved nostalgic mood of wanting to
pass on those fragments of memories and anecdotes which, with my death, will be lost
forever. For they will be lost forever, one day, whether I tell something of them or not. And so
will all the fragments of the most beautiful memories we all hold as the greatest treasures
deep within us, slowly transforming as they do, with time, changing a little with every
recollection in reverie or dreams, some colours fading, others becoming more intense. There
are billions of childhood memories of lost worlds on the planet. How many of these have
perished this very day? Countless, to be sure. And countless possible futures with them. And it
will always be like this. It is the way of the world.

13.111

I entered a huge hall, a wooden baroque library, with leather-covered tomes lining all four
walls. There was a mezzanine with ladders, and I had a limited time to collect all the books I
could carry. At first [ didn't know what books to take. I was anxious, pulling the volumes out
of the shelves at random, flipping through them in a frenzy. I looked at the medieval
illuminations on soft vellum, inhaled the sweetish smell of old paper and leathers and glues
and resins, I looked at the large Latin letters, curving Greek, black Hebrew texts. I was thirsty
for everything. I didn't know what to take in sooner. Then I looked around at the hall a bit
more. YYXHY [TATPEION it said above the portal. Healing place of the soul. There were huge
globes standing around, and the books were not only on the shelves, assorted according to
topics, but also on the floor in piles, sometimes a metre high. The silence in the hall calmed
me down. There was now less of a rush, and my desire for taking and owning waned. I
walked around, enjoying the atmosphere, the beauty, the wisdom, the transformative calming
potential of the place. Would I find the medicine I was searching for here, among these
volumes? I picked a book at random, a dark brown codex that looked like a very old
manuscript, and opened it at a random page, placing my finger in the middle of the page. It
was a manuscript, a Hebrew text. My finger was pointing to a saying:

I was pleasantly pleased, proud even, that I had picked a Hebrew text, but why was I suddenly
stunned, feeling a wave of nausea? What strange meaning did this sentence have for me? I
translated the sentence: “A dream not interpreted is like a letter not read”, but didn't
understand its significance at first, though I felt that unconscious understanding was rising up
within me, that something in me had already understood something I didn't yet consciously
know. And then, once the colours in the room started to change, as if the cycle of the rising
and falling of the sun had been accelerated suddenly, I understood that I was in fact dreaming,
and woke up.

I immediately realised that the library had been an image of Schmied's mind, and that the
books were all his knowledge of all the philosophers that I desired to have. They were all in
front of me, all within reach, all visible, tantalising, and yet I had only a limited time to get it
all. An impossible task. A limited time. A limited time. Poor old Schmied.
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14.111

Despite my love for reason, for systematic and logical enquiry into the workings of the Lord
God, my sense of awe and wonder at encountering the unexplainable in life always lasts
longer than it might. I secretly rejoice at all little clues to there being 'more' to all of this than
can be rationally conceived. Perhaps science might have provided me with a framework for
these things once, had I been scientifically inclined, which from my early youth I clearly
wasn't. But these are vain speculations, it is too late now. Too late. Too late for so much good!
Heinrich's dream was true in this regard, how little time I have. But how the hell could he
have dreamed about the sayings of Rav Hisda? He claims never to have read the Talmud.
There must be some simple explanation. He simply must have read it at some point, or
perhaps heard about it from someone, or overheard this sentence. I cannot think of any other
reasonable explanation. The brain remembers so much more than we think it does after all. It
must have been some vague half-forgotten memory. Or perhaps he really did enter my mind in
his dream, and find this sentence which I have always loved, since I was told it as a boy. And
what about this boy? Will this phrase be as useful to him as it has to me? Perhaps there is little
point in my considering another man's dream. I am not the prophet Daniel. Who am I to
interpret his dream? That is also a very interesting question, and I wonder what Dr. Freud
would have had to say about it: Is it always clear who the letter is for, is it always for the
dreamer? Dreams. He might have chosen something more useful for himself in the library!
Perhaps I really don't have much for him at all. Poor boy. Dearest boy. My faith is in him. The
future is in him. I will pass on to him whatever I can. I vow it again to You, my Lord God.
Save the poor boy.

17.111

How great it is to have Schmied. Learning keeps me focused, my mind occupied, and my
fears at bay. Today I noticed that the grumbler Mirsky was learning French verbs from an
older man I hadn't noticed before. It doesn't matter what it is, I guess. As long as it gets your
mind off things for a few seconds. In those moments, one can even be happy.

2.1V

Heinrich is ill. I'm worried. And for me it has been a realisation, how much I truly need those
little study sessions of ours. Deep down, I used to think it was all just for him. I have hope in
him and this gives me joy. Sometimes in weak moments I thought that he was tiring me out
with his endless curiosity. But actually he is giving me something in every meeting. His
youth, his strength, his motivation, these things rub off on me and help me find meaning in
this God-forsaken place. No, I cannot say that. The Lord is here with me, it's all just a test,
after all. I can pray, I can concentrate, and seek God.

3.1V

When I get better I have to ask Schmied to help me with Aramaic. Language learning is the
very thing for this situation, I think, and what better language to learn now. I could also try to
look within, like he does. Or I could try to improve my English, but I cannot do that with
Schmied. Language learning is good. Information, memorisation. Slow, steady, regular work.
We have the time here. Keep thinking, keep thinking.

10.IV
Heinrich died last night. We said Kaddish.

13.1V
What can I do now? What can anything mean now?

18.1V
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I don't know if I can be this strong. [ have never felt so alone. I loved that boy too much, it
seems. What can the point of existence be now?

“In your lifetime and in your days and in the lifetime of the entire House of Israel, sword,
famine and death shall cease from us and from the entire Jewish nation, speedily and soon.”
I find myself repeating the phrase. And yes, this is a state I mustn't fall into. Absent-minded
wandering. Weak, automatic thoughts. They turn, quickly, into negative thoughts. Negation of
being. Heinrich, with his constant thinking and desire to think, he'd chide me now if he saw
me! But I never got to teach him about deep meditations. The other kind of thinking. Don't
drift away. The Lord is here with us. You are here with us. You are here. You are everywhere.

2.VI

I am someone else now. Everything is the same, but different at the same time. I was walking
in the street in the morning. For a moment something disappeared, and then the back of my
head seemed to pull back, extend like rubber. Then it exploded. My whole being, my whole
world, is vibrating. I can smile at people again with an earnest love. I don't, but it is as if
knew something, understood something, which I always suspected. I don't know it, but I am
experiencing it. It is very difficult to put it into words. Perhaps a picture might do it better
justice. Perhaps drawing it will help me understand it more, who knows. If I drew a thick, say,
red circle, and within it another smaller concentric circle, the smaller one coloured in with
black for example, this could be me, yesterday. But today, in this scheme, I am a red circle
without a solid core, instead there are lots of tiny specks of black inside. The solid black
centre has disintegrated in a very slow explosion, leaving nothing but a cloud of love and
energy.

22.VIl

I was sitting in a large wood-lined room. The wood was dark, old, oak, in panels, making a
renaissance interior. There was nothing in the room. No books, no furniture, no carpet. There
was a fireplace, but that was all. | was sitting on the floor. I was sitting there, and I noticed I
looked older than I am. I'm getting really old, I thought. At that moment I realised that I was
looking at myself from the outside, and that it was a dream. The moment of realisation was
accompanied with a storm outside, the room shook. The seated figure in front of me started
rising up in the air. Levitating, but still sitting, with his eyes closed. It really was me, I was
looking at my sleeping self. The figure drifted higher, several metres off the floor, and his legs
and arms slowly relaxed and dropped down. It reminded me of the figures of the crucified
Jesus, except the arms were not outstretched: the whole body was relaxed, in mid air. The
storm got stronger, and I started falling. [ woke up on my bed before hitting the ground.

1.IX

We are being moved today. I have overheard the word OSTTRANSPORT, so I assume we are
going east. Someone else says north. A different camp, better suited to do work for the Reich,
apparently. Not knowing what's going on is more frightening than I would expect.

5.IX

It's been a few days since we left Theresienstadt, but we are still on the move. Ironically, we
were made to buy the train tickets ourselves. If Theresienstadt is a camp for 'better people’', I
cannot imagine what other camps are like. The train was an ordinary train, but the feeling I
have is that of an animal in a cage. Why do we have to go north like this? North, north, north.
So far north that you can smell the sea. Riga was the original destination, but that plan
changed. On we went to Tallinn, then finally a tiny little station, Raasiku. The middle of
nowhere. The worst is not knowing. Not knowing what will happen next. Having a strange
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feeling and not knowing what to do about it, having no power to do anything about it. I look
up at the sun all the time. The same sun that is shining on my home. The same sun they see in
Prague. So maybe, maybe, it won't be all that bad.

We really are going to the middle of nowhere. A few younger people, mainly women, were
taken to one side on the railway station in Raasiku. The rest of us were taken to some blue
buses nearby and we are now driving along a tiny road through a sandy larch forest.

“In your lifetime and in your days and in the lifetime of the entire House of Israel, sword,
famine and death shall cease from us and from the entire Jewish nation, speedily and soon.”
I can smell the sea. [ have never smelled the sea before. It must be quite close by, somewhere.
But which direction, where is north? But no, Lord, I will not go to the sea.

“Have mercy on me, Lord, for I am faint; heal me, Lord, for my bones are in agony. My soul
is in deep anguish. How long, Lord, how long?”

The white dunes are like a desert.
And you are here, Lord, in every grain of sand.

“Even though I walk through the valley of the shadow of death, I will fear no evil, for you are
with me; your rod and your staff, they comfort me.”

You are here, Lord, in every inhalation and exhalation, in every step. You are here.

No, Lord, I will not run to Tarshish. I will go where you want me to go.

And then Schmied was taken from Kether to Chokmah, and to the nothing of the Ain. And on
his return, a split second later, he understood what he had wanted to understand, as he had sat
reading a big leather bound tome in the Klementinum library as a young man all those years
ago. Only, then he didn't really understand what exactly it was he wanted to understand. How
young I was then, I remind myself of Heinrich. Or had the book been reading him?

The fetters were gone. Had there ever been any?

This was reality. This is it. We knew that, but yes, now we see it. This is it. Welcome back,
welcome home, Schmied.

And looking at the man in the grey uniform, who was now shouting at Schmied in German,
such beautiful German, Schmied's native, beloved German, the language of Goethe and the
Rabbi Zadik who had been the greatest fountain of all practical wisdom for Schmied.

Oh the love. And the pity. Love and pity for this beautiful, unique, deluded soul. What
language can I use to tell this creature that he is beloved of the All? How would he
understand? Oh, to show love to this child! To communicate the untellable truth that he too is
a son of God, as we all are.

“Alles flief3t, mein Junge!”
Oh to embrace this creature, let us walk to him, with arms outstretched and heart open, this

lost child, this ghost in grey who was now only a couple of metres away, reaching into a
holster, offering Schmied an object for contemplation, what is it? A curious tiny black tunnel.
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