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Predmluva

Anglické listy vznikaly v roce 1924 pii dvoumési¢nim pobytu
Karla Capka na Britskych ostrovech. Piivodné vychazely jako
sloupky v Lidovych novinach. Capek v nich 1i¢i jazykem sobé
vlastnim Zivot v Londyné i jinych ¢astech Velké Britanie a i po
bezmala 90 letech je to pocteni, které pobavi i pouci a v mnohém
zastini tvorbu nejednoho ze soucasnych autort.

Mozné byste mohli namitnout, pro¢ &ist Capka v angliGting
a nevychutnat si ho radéji v matefském jazyce. Pravé v piipade
Anglickych listl se ale angli¢tina pfimo nabizi. Pokud se chceme
naucit anglicky jazyk, nestaci se jen biflovat gramatiku a slovicka.
Abychom ho dokézali 1épe pochopit, je tfeba poznat i anglické
realie a samoziejme je lepsije znat v anglictiné. Navic je pro ty, kteii
angli¢tinou tak upln€ nevladnou, vhodnégj$i, kdyz zacnou cist
v angli¢tiné ndco, co uZ znaji z Gedtiny. A tim dila Karla Capka
bezesporu jsou.

Tentokrat tedy nemate pfed sebou zjednoduSeny anglicky
origindl s Ceskym ptekladem, ale mirné¢ upraveny cesky text
prelozeny do angli¢tiny. Jako u jinych naSich dvojjazy¢nych knih
najdete v knize jazykové komentate, anglicko-¢esky slovnicek a na
pfilozeném CD anglicky text namluveny rodilym mluv¢im.
Vétime, Ze se dozvite néco nového z anglického jazyka, a ruku na
srdce, kolik z nas se od kolni povinné ¢etby dostalo k Capkovu
dilu. I ¢eskou verzi stoji zato si precist.

Tym Angli¢tina.com



FIRST IMPRESSIONS

“One must begin from the beginning,” my Master once told
me; but because [ have already been on this island for ten days [ have
lost the beginning. What should I start with now? With grilled
bacon, with London policemen or the Wembley exhibition? I see I
am beginning in great confusion; but I must say the policemen are
recruited for their beauty and size; they are like gods, one head taller
than mortal men and their power is unlimited; when one of those
two-metre Bobbies raises his arm at Piccadilly, all vehicles stop,
Saturn and Uranus halt in their heavenly orbits waiting for Bob to
lower that arm again. [ have never seen anything that superhuman.

The biggest surprise for a traveller is when he finds in a foreign
country something which he has read about a hundred times or seen
a hundred times in a picture. I was surprised to see the Milan
Cathedral in Milan or the Colosseum in Rome. It is a somewhat
creepy sensation because one has the feeling that he has already
been there or that he has already lived through this image in a dream
or something. It takes you quite by surprise that there really exist
windmills and canals in Holland or that London streets are really
overcrowded so much, that it almost makes you feel sick'. There are
two absolutely amazing feelings: to find something unexpected and
to find something very familiar. Well then, I was surprised to find
the Parliament on the Thames, gentlemen in top-hats in the streets,
two-metre-tall Bobbies at the crossroads and so on. It was a
surprising discovery that England really is English.



PRVNI DOJMY

“Musi se zacinat od zacatku,” radil mi kdysi mistr; ale jelikoz
jsem na tomto ostrové uz deset dni, ztratil se mi zadatek. Cim mam
nyni zacit? Opefenym Spekem, londynskymi strdzniky nebo
vystavou ve Wembley? Vidim, Ze zafindm velmi zmateng; ale
musim fici, ze straznici jsou rekrutovani podle krasy a velikosti;
jsou jako bohové, o hlavu vétsi nez lidé smrtelni, a jejich moc je
neomezend; kdyz takovy dvoumetrovy Bob na Piccadilly zvedne
ruku, zastavi se v§echny vehikly, utkvi Saturn a Uran stane na své
nebeské draze cekaje, az Bob tu ruku spusti. Nikdy jsem nevidél
néco tak nadlidského.

Nejvétsi prekvapeni cestovatele je, najde-li v cizi zemi to,
o ¢em stokrat Cetl nebo co stokrat vidél na obrazku. Uzasl jsem,
kdyZ jsem v Milané nasel milansky dém nebo Koloseum v Rimé. Je
to ponckud pfiSerny dojem, protoze ¢lovék ma pocit, Ze uz tu nékdy
byl nebo Ze to uZ jednou néjak zazil, snad ve snu nebo kdy. Zarazi té,
7ze v Holandsku jsou opravdu vétrné mlyny a kanédly nebo ze
v ulicich Londyna je opravdu tolik lidi, Ze ti je z toho Spatné. Jsou
dva zcela fantastické dojmy: nalézt néco neocekavaného a nalézt
néco hodné znamého. Nuze, podivil jsem se, kdyZ jsem nad TemZi
naSel Parliament, na ulicich gentlemany v cylindrech, na
ktizovatkach dvoumetrové Boby a tak dale. Byl to ptekvapujici
objev, ze Anglie je opravdu anglicka.



But to start from the beginning after all, I have drawn a picture
of England for you to see what it looks like when you approach it
from the Channel. The white things are simply cliffs and on the top
grows grass, it is all built quite solidly but the feeling of a continent
under your feet is surely a more solid feeling. I have also drawn
Folkestone, where I landed, for you. In the setting sun it looked very
much like a castle and battlements; later on it became evident they
were simply chimneys.

Once I got off the boat, I realised with surprise that I could not
understand a single word of English. I hid myself in the nearest
train; luckily it turned out to be going to London. During the journey
I found out that England actually happens to be one large park:
meadows and pastures all along, beautiful trees, hundred year old
alleys and sheep here and there. Red cottages, cyclists riding down
alleys, otherwise scarce on people; our people are used to seeing’
somebody digging in the ground on every inch there is.

Finally the train channels between some strange little houses;
there are a hundred of them, all of them the same; then another street
of the same houses again; and again and again. The train’s flying
round the town which is under some kind of a terrible curse; because
out of some desperate necessity there are two pillars at the door of
each one of these houses. The next block was damned to hold
balconies of iron. Another one was condemned to grey bricks and
then there is a whole other quarter that for some unknown blame is
obliged to have five steps at each entrance. I would feel very
relieved if one of them had only three steps; but for some reason it is
notpossible.
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Ale abych ptece jen zacal od zacatku, tedy nakreslil jsem vam
obrazek, jak vypada Anglie, kdyZ se k ni blizite z Kanalu. To bilé
jsou prosté€ skaly a nahofe roste trava; je to stavéno dosti ditkladné,
ale citit pod nohama kontinent, to je pfece jen solidné&jsi pocit.
Nakreslil jsem vam také Folkestone, kde jsem pfistal. V zapadu
slunce to vypadalo jako hrad a cimbufi; pozdé¢ji se ukdzalo, Ze to
jsou kominy.

Vystoupiv na zem shledal jsem s Uzasem, Ze neumim
a nerozumim ani slovo anglicky. Ukryl jsem se tedy do nejbliz§iho
vlaku; nastésti se ukéazalo, ze jede do Londyna. Cestou shleddvam,
ze Anglie je vlastné velky park: samé louky a palouky, pfekrasné
stromy, staleté aleje a sem tam ovce. Cervené domky; aleji jede
cyklista, jinak je tu poskrovnu lidi; ¢lov€k od nas je zvykly, ze se na
kazdé pidi zemée nékdo mrvi v hling.

Konec¢né se vlak zavrtava mezi jakési divné domkys; je jich sto
docela stejnych; pak zase celd ulice stejnych; a zase; a zase. Vlak leti
kolem celého mésta, na némz lezi n¢jakd hrozné kletba; nebot
kazdy domek ma u dvefi z jakési zoufalé nutnosti dva sloupy. Dalsi
blok je zaklet k tomu, aby nesl samé Zelezné balkony. Nasledujici
blok je navzdy odsouzen k Sedivym cihlam. a pak je celd ¢tvrt, jiz je
pro né¢jakou neznamou vinu uloZzeno mit u kazdych dveti pét stupiii.
Nesmirn¢ by mi ulevilo, kdyby néktery domek mél jenom tii; ale
neni to z jakési pfi¢iny mozno.

(-, k TOLKE STONE




Then I got off the train, fell into the arms of a good Czech
guardian angel, I was led right and left, up and down, I tell you, it
was awful. They put me on a train, took me out, comforted me, fed
me and lay a duvet over me. And it was dark as at home and quiet as
home and the dreams I dreamt were of all kinds; something about
the ship, something about Prague and something weird which I have
already forgotten.

God bless I didn’t dream fifty of the same dreams one after
another. Blessed are we that at least dreams are not made the way’
London streets are.



Potom tedy jsem vystoupil z vlaku, padl do naruci dobrého
¢eského andéla strazce, byl veden vpravo a vlevo, nahoru a dolg;
fikdm vam, je to désné. Nalozili mne do vlaku, vyndali mne, t&sili,
krmili a ulozili mne do pefin; i byla tma jako u nés, ticho jako u nas,
a sny, které jsem mél, byly vselijaké, néco o lodi, néco o Praze
anéco divného, cojsem uz zapomnél.

Chvala bohu, ze jsem nemél padesat stejnych snti jeden za
druhym. Bud’te nebesa pochvélena, Ze se aspon sny nevyrabéji tak,
jako londynské ulice.




THE ENGLISH PARK

The trees might be the most beautiful thing about England. The
meadows as well of course and Bobbies but most especially the
trees, broad” in shoulders, old, spreading, free, honourable and
humongous trees. I think they preserve aristocratic instincts,
historicism, conservatism, protectionism, golf, the House of Lords,
and other peculiar and old things. I would probably be a labourite if 1
lived in the Street of I[ron Balconies or in the Street of Grey Bricks;
but sitting under an oak tree in a park I felt a serious tendency to
value old things, tradition and everything strong enough to survive
ages.

Almost in everything that meets the eye you can feel old,
respectable trees. In fact, one cannot see anything flashily new here;
just the underground and that is why it is probably that ugly. But old
trees and things contain little sprites, eccentric and prankish; as the
English do. They are very solid and honourable; suddenly it rattles
inside, they say something grotesque and then again they look as
serious as an old leather chair; they are probably of old wood.
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ANGLICKY PARK

Stromy jsou snad to nejkrasnéjsi v Anglii. Také ovSem louky
a straznici, ale hlavné stromy, plecité, staré, rozlozité, volné,
ctthodné a preveliké stromy. Myslim, Ze udrzuji aristokratické
pudy, historismus, konzervativnost, celni ochranu, golf, diim lorda
ajiné zvlastni a staré véci. Byl bych asi labouristou, kdybych bydlil
v ulici Zeleznych Balkont nebo v ulici Sedivych Cihel; ale seds
v parku pod dubem, pocitil jsem v sob¢é povazlivou néklonnost
uznavat hodnotu starych véci, tradice a v§eho, co je dosti silné, aby
se udrzelo po veky.

Skoro ve vSem, co tu ¢lovek potkdva, je néjak citit staré
a ctihodné stromy. Tady vlastné clovek nevidi nic okézale nového;
jenom podzemni dréha je nova, a proto asi je tak oskliva. Ale staré
stromy a staré¢ veéci maji v sobé sktitky, vystiedni a Sprymovné;
stejné jako Angli¢ané. Jsou velmi vazni a ctihodni; najednou to
v nich zaharasi, feknou néco pitvorného, a uz zas vypadaji vazné
jako stard koZzend Zidle; jsou asi ze staré¢ho dieva.
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I don’t know exactly why but this sober-minded England
seems to me to be the most romantic of all the countries I have ever
seen. Maybe for the old trees. Maybe not: perhaps it is for the lawns.
It is because you walk on meadows instead of on the paths. We only
dare to walk on the paths; it surely has an enormous influence on our
mental life. When I saw the first gentleman walking across a lawn in
a park, I was expecting him to start dancing or that the gardener
would befall him and he would give it to him hot and strong.
Nothing happened and finally even I got the courage to set off
straight across the meadow to that oak tree. I had never felt as free as
at that moment. It is very peculiar. I think it has a considerable
influence on one’s character and worldview. It opens up great
possibilities to walk other wards than on the path and not to feel as a
scamp or anarchist.
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Nevim ani pro¢, ale tato stfizlivA Anglie mi pfipada
nejromanti¢téjsi ze vSech zemi, které jsem vidél. Snad je to pro ty
staré stromy. Nebo ne: to asi délaji trdvniky. To déla to, Ze se tady
chodi po lukach misto po cestickdch. My si troufame chodit jen po
cestickach; to ma jisté ohromny vliv na nas§ duSevni zivot. Kdyz
jsem vid¢l prvniho gentlemana chodit v parku po trdvniku, cekal
jsem, Ze za¢ne tancit, nebo Ze na n¢j prijde zahradnik a strasné mu
rovnou pies louku k onomu dubu. Nikdy jsem se jesté necitil tak
svobodny jako v tomto okamziku. Je to velmi zvlastni. Myslim, ze
to mé znacny vliv na povahu a svétovy nazor. Otvira to zdzracnou
moznost jit jinudy nez cestou a pfitom se necitit jako rostdk nebo
anarchista.
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LONDON STREETS

As for London itself, it smells generally of petrol and burnt
grass. It’s much more complicated with the voices of London. It’s
rattling, roaring, purring and bubbling with thousands of engines,
buses and cars and you are shaking like a stuffed puppet, sitting on
the roof of the bus which cannot move on. Then there are side
streets, gardens, squares, roads, all those Two Columns streets,
Identical Balconies streets, Seven Steps in Front of Each House
streets and so on. At night the cats make love as wildly as on the
roofs” of Palermo despite all the rumour about English puritanism.
Just the people are quieter than anywhere else; they talk to each
other in mutters and they mind themselves to be at home already.

And this is the most peculiar thing about English streets; you
don’t see honourable madams talking about what happened at the
Smiths or Greens, nor honourable citizens sitting with their hands
on their knees on the porch (by the way, I haven’t seen a carpenter
yet, nor a smith, no workshops, there are just shops here, just shops,
just Westminster Bank and Midland Bank Ltd.), nor men drinking in
the street, no benches on the market square, no layabouts, no
pensioners, simply nothing, nothing, nothing. The London street is
just such a gutter which life flows through in order to be at home.
People don’t live in the streets; streets are only run-throughs. The
street isn’t the most interesting bar where thousands of adventures
speak to you; a bar where people whistle, fight, flirt, rest,
philosophize, pee and enjoy life and make jokes or politics, gather in
pairs, threesomes, families, crowds or revolutions. With us, in Italy,
France, the street is somewhat a large pub or public garden, meeting
place, playground and a theatre, expanded home and porch; here it is
something that doesn’t belong to anybody and no-one gets closer to
another; you don’t meet people and things, you only pass them.
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LONDYNSKE ULICE

Pokud se pak ty¢e Londyna samotného, pachne povSechné
benzinem a spalenou travou. Slozitéjsi je to s hlasy Londyna: drnéi
to, rachoti, pfede a bubla tisici motory, busy a auty; a vy se tiesete
jako vycpana loutka, sedic na stfeSe busu, ktery nemize dal. Pak
jsou postranni ulice, gardens, squares, roads a vseliké ulice Dvou
Sloupti, ulice Stejnych Mfizi, ulice Sedmi Schiidkt Pred Kazdym
Domkem a tak déle. V noci se tu miluji kocky stejné divoce jako na
sttechach Palerma, ptes vSechny povésti o anglickém puritanstvi.
Jen 1idé jsou tady tis$i nez jinde; mluvi spolu jen na pal huby
akoukaji, aby uz byli doma.

A to je to nejpodivnéjsi na anglickych ulicich: tady neuvidite
ctihodné damy povidat si na rohu o tom, co se stalo u Smithii nebo
Greend, ani sedét na zaprazi pocestné obCany s rukama na kolenou
(mimochodem: tady jsem jesté nevid¢l truhlare, ani zdmecnika, ani
dilny; tady jsou jen kramy, samé kramy, sama Westminster Bank
a Midland Bank Ltd.), ani muze pijici na ulici, ani lavicky na rynku,
ani povalece, ani penzisty, zkratka nic, nic, nic; londynska ulice je
jen takové koryto, kterym zivot tecCe, aby uz byl doma. Na ulicich se
nezije, ulicemi se jenom probiha. Tady ulice neni ten nejzajimaveé;si
lokal, kde vas potka tisiceré dobrodruzstvi; lokal, kde lid¢ piskaji,
perou se, koketuji, odpocivaji, filozofuji, chodi na stranu a uzivaji
zivota a délaji vtipy nebo politiku, shlukuji se ve dvojice, v trojice,
v rodiny, v davy nebo v revoluce. U nas, v Italii, ve Francii je ulice
jakasi velkd hospoda nebo vefejny sad, shromazdisté, hiisté
a divadlo, rozsifeny domov a zaprazi; tady je né¢im, co nepatii
nikomu a nikoho nesblizuje s ostatnimi; tady nepotkéavate lidi
avéci, zde je jenom mijite.
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For us, a man sticks his head out of the window and he is in the
street. But an English home is not separated from the street only
with a curtain in the window, but also with a garden and a grid, ivy,
lawn and a hedge, with a knocker on the door and old tradition. The
poetry of an English home is paid by the price of unpoetic English
streets. And you won'’t find revolutionary crowds marching through
them because the streets are too long for it. And too dull.

Then there are buses, the ships of the desert’, camels carrying
you on their backs across the brick endlessness of London. It is one
of the mysteries to me they don’t confuse the way. [ don’t yet know
by which secret marks the driver tells apart Ladbroke Grove from
Great Western Road. I don’t know why he prefers driving to East
Acton instead of going to Pimlico. Everything is so similar that
I don’t get why he specializes in East Acton. He might have a house
there, the one with two columns and seven steps by the door. These
houses look a bit like a family tomb; I tried to draw them, but even
though I tried hard, I didn’t achieve an expression desperate enough.

Not to forget: of course I went to see Baker Street and I came
back terribly disappointed. There isn’t even a single trace of
Sherlock Holmes there. It is a respectable business street which has
no higher task than to lead into Regent’s Park, which, after long
effort it almost manages. If we have a look at its underground
station, we have exhausted everything, including our patience.

16



Clovék u nas vystréi hlavu z okna, a uz je na ulici. Ale anglicky
domov neni od ulice oddélen jen zaclonou v okné€, nybrz jesté
zahradkou a mfizi, bfeCtanem, travnickem a Zzivym plotem,
klepatkem na dvefich a starou tradici. Poezie anglického domova je
zaplacena tim, ze anglickd ulice je bez poezie. A tady nikdy
neuvidite ulicemi masirovat revolucni davy, protoze ty ulice jsou na
to prilis dlouhé. A ptilis fadni.

Jestéze tu jsou busy, koraby pouste, velbloudi nesouci vés na
hibeté skrze cihelnou nekonecnost Londyna. Je mi jednou ze zdhad,
7e sinespletou cestu. Nevim, podle jakych tajnych zndmek rozezna
fidi¢ Ladbroke Grove od Great Western Road. Nevim, pro¢ dava
piednost tomu, ujizdét do East Actonu, misto aby jel do Pimlica. Je
to vSechno tak stejné, Ze nechapu, pro¢ se vlastné specializoval na
East Acton. Snad tam ma domek, jeden z téch se dvéma sloupky
a sedmi stupni u dvefi. Ty domky vypadaji trochu jako rodinné
hrobky; pokusil jsem se je nakreslit, ale at’ jsem d¢lal co chtél,
nedosahl jsem vyrazu dosti beznadéjného.

Abych nezapomnél: OvSemze jsem se byl podivat na Baker
Street, a vratil jsem se straslivé zklaman. Neni tam ani stopy po
Sherlocku Holmesovi; je to pocestna obchodni ulice, jeZ nema
vyssiho cile nez tstit do Regent’s Parku, coz se ji po dlouhém tsili
téméi povede. Podivame-li se jeSté na jeji podzemni stanici,
vycerpali jsme vSe, i svou trpélivost.

76)

)
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TRAFFIC

But as long as I live, I will not make peace with what is called
“traffic” here. With great fear I remember the first day I was
brought to London. First, they took me by train, then they ran
through some huge glass halls and I was pushed into a cage which
looked like scales for weighing cattle. This was a lift and it went
down through an ugly iron well, then [ was taken out again and they
ran through some crooked long underground corridors; it was like a
horrible dream. Then there was this canal with rails and a rumbling
train flew in. They threw me into it and the train flew on, and it was
very sultry in there probably because of the proximity of hell. Then
they took me out again and ran through some other catacombs to an
escalator which rattles like a mill and rushes up with people on it. |
tell you it is like a fever. Then there were several more corridors and
stairways and despite my resistance they led me out in the streets
where my heart sank. Four lines of vehicles without an end or
interruption shuffling along; buses, mastodons rushing along in
herds with people on their backs; cars, vans, cyclists, running
people, ambulances, people climbing buses like squirrels, and now
everything stands still, a grumbling and rattling stream, and it can’t
go any further, but neither can I go any further; the idea of crossing
the street to the other side is horrifying.

18



TRAFFIC

Ale jakziv se nesmifim s tim, ¢emu se tady fika traffic.
Vzpominam s hriizou na den, kdy mne poprvé dovezli do Londyna.
Nejdiiv mne vezli vlakem, pak bézeli néjakymi obrovskymi
zasklenymi halami a str¢ili mne do klece, jeZ vypadala jako dobytci
vaha; to byl lift, a jelo to dold osklivou kovovou studni, nacez mne
vytahli a utikali kiivolakymi podzemnimi chodbami; bylo to jako
hrozny sen. Pak tam byl takovy kanal s kolejemi, a tam pfiletél
brucici vlak; hodili mne do n¢ho, a vlak letél dal, a bylo tam hrozné
dusno, patrné z blizkosti pekla; nacez mne znovu vyndali a bézeli
dalsimi katakombami k pohyblivym schodim, jez rachoti jako
mlyn a Zenou se do vySe i s lidmi; fikam vam, je to jako horecka. Pak
jesté neékolik chodeb a schodist’, a pres milj odpor mne vyvedli na
ulici, kde mi kleslo srdce. Bez konce a pferuseni se sune
Ctyfnasobny pas vehikli: busy, mastodonti fitici se ve stddech
s lidickami na zadech; auta, ndkladaky, cyklisti, bézici lid¢,
ambulance, lidé $plhajici na busy jako veverky, a ted’ to vSechno
stoji, mrucici a drnéici ptival, a nemiiZe to dal; ale ani jd nemohu dal,
pfedstava, ze musim pfebéhnout na druhou stranu ulice je désna.
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I came back from London broken-hearted, desperate, struck
down in body and heart; for the first time in my life I felt a blind and
furious hostility to modern civilization. It seemed to me there was
something catastrophic in this awful heaping of people; it is said
there are seven and a half million of them. I remember that the first
impression of this huge heap was almost tragic; I felt suffocated and
I felt homesick as if a little child lost in the woods. I admit I was
scared that I would get lost, I would get run down by a bus,
something would happen to me, that human life has no value, that a
human being is only a huge heap of bacteria on a rotten potato, that
this is only some kind of bad dream, that the human race would
become extinct from some kind of terrible catastrophe, that a human
being is powerless; that [ would start crying and everybody would
laugh at me: all of the seven and a half million people there.

Well, today I gotused to it a bit, I walk, run, dodge, drive, climb
onto the roofs of the vehicles or rush into the lifis or tubes® like
anybody else, but only on one condition- I mustn’t think about it.
The moment I want to realise what is happening I again have the
torturing feeling of something wrong, monstrous and catastrophic
going on which I don’t know the way about.
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Vracel jsem se z Londyna zdrcen, zoufaly, zhroucen na duchu
1natéle; poprvé v zivoté jsem pocitil slepy a zuiivy odpor k moderni
civilizaci. Zdalo se mi, ze je néco katastrofalniho v tom stra§ném
nakupent lidi; pry jich je tady sedmaptl miliénu. Vzpominam, ze
prvni dojem z této veliké hromady byl tragicky; bylo mi uzko,
a styskalo se mi po domové, jako kdyZz se malé dité ztrati v lese.
Pfiznavam, ze jsem se bal, ze se ztratim, Ze mne piejede autobus, ze
se mi néco stane, ze lidsky zivot nema ceny, Ze lidé jsou jen
obrovska hromada bakterii na né¢jakém plesnivém bramboru, Ze to
je snad jen osklivy sen, Ze lidstvo vyhyne néjakou hroznou
katastrofou, Ze €lovék je bezmocny, Ze se ddm do place a ze se mi
vsichni budou smat: v§ech sedmaptil milionu lidi.

Dobra, dnes jsem si uz trochu zvykl, jdu, bézim, uhybam,
jezdim, Splham na stfechy vehikla nebo se fitim lifty a tubami jako
kazdy jiny, ale jen za jednu cenu: Ze na to nesmim myslit. Jakmile si
chciuvédomit, co se d&je, madm zase mucivy pocit né¢eho Spatného,
obludného a katastrofalniho, s ¢im sinevim rady.




And sometimes all this stops for, let’s say, half an hour, just
because there’s simply too much of it. Somewhere at Charing Cross
there happens a knot and before it gets untied you can sit in your
vehicle and think about what it is going to be like in twenty years
from now. It is not decided yet whether people will walk on the roofs
or under the ground, it’s only for sure that it won’t be possible on the
ground any more which is a remarkable achievement of civilization.
I have drawn a picture for you but it looks much worse in reality
because it rumbles like a factory; only the drivers don’t hoot and
people don’t swear, they are a quiet folk after all.

So far I have met only one person who was whistling. He was
black.
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Angkdy se to vSechno zastavi tfeba na ptil hodiny: prosté proto,
ze toho je ptilis mnoho. Nékdy na Charing Cross se udéla uzel, anez
se to rozmotd, muizete zatim ve svém vehiklu pfemyslet, jak to bude
vypadat za dvacet let. Neni dosud rozhodnuto, budou-li lidé chodit
po stiechach nebo pod zemi; jenom to je jisto, Ze na zemi to uz
neptjde, coz je pozoruhodnd vymoZenost moderni civilizace.
Nakreslil jsem vam obrazek, ale ve skutecnosti to vypada jesté hiife,
nebot’ to hluci jako tovarna; Soféfi vSak netroubi a lidé nenadavayji;
jetoptece jen klidny lid.

Potkal jediného ¢lovéka, ktery si hvizdal. Byl to ¢ernoch.

eSS SO ETESESEeSESESEShaEseSeS
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HYDE PARK

And when I felt the most down in this English land, I set off”
down Oxford Street and found myself in Hyde Park; and there [ saw
it, and ran there to see it because there were crowds of people there.
And when I realised what was going on there, I felt happier right
away.

It is that huge open space and whoever wants to may bring a
chair or a platform or nothing at all and he may start to speak. In a
minute there are five or twenty or three hundred people listening to
him, answering, nodding or opposing. Larger churches have these
little mobile pulpits but most speakers just stand on the ground
sucking a wet cigarette, preaching about vegetarianism, God
almighty, education, reparation or spiritualism. [ haven’t seen such a
thing before.

Being myself a sinner I haven’t been to a sermon for ages so
I went to listen. I joined a large crowd where on a little pulpit an old
man in a top hat was bumping around, swinging one’s arms around
that much I was afraid he would fly over that little banister of his.
Another crowd was preached to by an old lady; I am not against
emancipation at all, but the female voice, you see, one just cannot
listen to it; a woman is handicapped from nature with her vocal
organ after all. When a lady speaks, I always have the feeling that
I am a little boy being scolded by my mother. What the English lady
was grumbling about I did not understand very well, I only knew she
wanted us to examine our souls. In another crowd there was a
Catholic preaching under a large crucifix; for the first time in my life
I witnessed a sermon of faith to heretics, it was pretty nice and it
ended up with singing which I tried to accompany by singing the
second part; unfortunately I didn’t know the tune.
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HYDE PARK

A kdyz mné bylo nejsmutnéji v zemi anglickeé, pustil jsem se po
Oxford Street a ocitl se v Hyde Parku; a tam jsem to uvid¢l, a bézel
jsem se tam kouknout, protoze tam byly zastupy lidu. A kdyz jsem
pochopil, co se d&je, bylo mi hnedle radostnéji.

To je takové velké prostranstvi, a kdo chce, miize si piinést
zidli nebo fecnisté nebo vitbec nic a miize zacit povidat. Za chvili ho
poslouché pét nebo dvacet nebo tfi sta lidi, odpovidaji mu, pokyvuji
nebo odporuji. VEtsi cirkve maji takové pojizdné kazatelnicky, ale
nejvic fe¢niki stoji prosté na zemi, cucaji mokrou cigaretu a kdzou
0 vegetarianstvi, o panubohu, o vychov¢, o reparacich nebo
o spiritismu. JakZiv jsem nevidél néco podobného.

ProtozZe jsem ja hiiSny uZ mnoho let nebyl na Zadném kazani,
Sel jsem poslouchat. Pfidal jsem se k velkému zastupu, kde na
kazatelni¢ce poskakoval stary pan v cylindru; hézel rukama tak, ze
jsem se bal, Ze preleti ptes zabradlicko. Dal§imu zastupu kézala
star§i dama; nejsem nijak proti Zenské emancipaci, ale zensky hlas,
vite, Clovek to zkratka nemiize poslouchat; Zenska je prece jen od
pfirody handicapovéana svym hlasovym orgdnem. Kdyz fe¢ni dama,
mam vzdycky pocit, ze jsem maly hoch a ze mne maminka hubuje.
Proc¢ hubovala ta anglické lady, jsem dobfe nepochopil; vim jen, Ze
ktic¢ela, abychom S§li do sebe. V dal§im zastupu kazal katolik pod
vysokym krucifixem; poprvé v zivoté jsem vidél hlasani viry
kacitiim; bylo to moc hezké, a konc¢ilo to zpévem, v némz jsem se
pokousel zpivat druhy hlas; bohuzel jsem neznal melodii.
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Several crowds were exclusively engaged in singing; that
meant a little man placed himself in the middle with a baton and
gave an “A” and the whole crowd sang, nicely even and
polyphonically; not being from this parish I only intended to listen,
but a gentleman next to me encouraged me to sing too and so I sang
loudly, praising the Lord without words or tune. A couple in love
passes by, the boy takes out his cigarette and sings, the girl sings too,
an old lord sings, and a shabby little man in the middle is waving the
baton with great grace as if at the opera; [ hadn’t found anything as
likeable as this here so far.

I also stopped for a while at little debating knots; one very
ragged gentleman spoke in such frightful cockney that I didn’t
understand him at all. One knot only had five members. There was
an Indian, a one-eyed man" in a cap, a fat Armenian Jew and two
men with pipes. One-eye kept claiming in some awful pessimism
that “something happens to be nothing sometimes”, while the
Indian held for a more cheerful view that “something is always
something” which he repeated twenty times in a row in quite poor
English. Then I wanted to mind my own business and go home since
it was night already; but I was stopped by a nervous man and I don’t
know what he was telling me; I told him back I was not local, that
London was a frightful thing, but that I liked Englishmen; that [ had
already seen my share of the world but little I liked that much as
those speakers in Hyde Park. Before I finished there were ten people
standing around listening quietly; I could have started a new church
but I can’t speak English that well so I sneaked away.
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Nékolik zastupii se vénovalo vyhradné zpévu; to se postavi
doprostied muzicek s taktovkou, uda acko, a cely zastup zpiva,
dokonce velmi slusné a polyfonicky; chtél jsem jen mlcky
poslouchat, nebot’ nejsem z téhle farnosti, ale gentleman vedle mne
me vybidl, abych také zpival, i pél jsem nahlas a velebil Hospodina
beze slov i bez melodie. Jde tudy zamilovany parek, mladenec
vytdhne z ust cigaretu a zpiva, divka taky zpiva, zpiva stary lord
a oSoupany muzik uprostied mava taktovkou graciézné jako v
opefe; nic se mi tady dosud tak nelibilo.

Postal jsem také chvili u malickych debatnich hloucki; jeden
neobycejné otrhany gentleman mluvil tak strasné cockney, Ze jsem
mu vitbec nerozumél. Dalsi hloucek byl jenom péti¢lenny; byl tam
jeden Ind, jeden jednooky v ¢epici, jeden tlusty arménsky zid a dva
muzi s lulkami; jednooky tvrdil v jakémsi straslivém pesimismu, ze
“néco je nékdy nic”, kdezto Ind zastaval radostnéjsi nazor, Ze “néco
je vzdycky néco”, coz opakoval dvacetkrat v docela chatrné
anglic¢tin€é. Potom jsem cht€l jit po svém, nebot’ byla uz noc; ale
zastavil mne né&jaky nervozni Clovék a nevim, co mi fikal;
odpoveédél jsem mu, ze jsem tu cizi, Ze Londyn je straSna véc, ale
Angli¢any Ze mam rad; Ze jsem uz vid¢l kus svéta, ale Ze méloco se
mi tak libilo jako fe¢nici v Hyde Parku. NeZ jsem to vSe povedél,
stdlo kolem nas deset lidi a tiSe poslouchali; mohl jsem zalozit
novou cirkev, ale neumim dost dobfe anglicky, a proto jsem se
vytratil.
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Behind a railing in Hyde Park there were some sheep grazing;
and while [ was watching, one of them, probably the eldest, stood up
and started baaing'’; and so I listened to her preaching and only
when she had finished with it I went home, content and purged as if
after a church service. I could follow up with thoughts on
democracy, English character, need for faith and other things; but I
prefer to leave things their inherent natural beauty.
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Toto je pouze ndhled elektronické knihy. Zakoupenf jeji plné
verze je moZzné v elektronickém obchodé spole¢nosti eReading.
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