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1 Uvod

Tato prace se zabyva romanem amerického autora Johna Wraye The Lost Time Accidents a
naslednym komentovanym piekladem vybranych ukézek. Piekladatelsky komentaf je zaméfen na



specifické rysy autorského stylu Johna Wraye a jeho pouziti dobovych redlii. Soucasti prace je
také stru¢né predstaveni autora, jeho dila a stylu.

Prvni ¢ast této prace bude vénovana struénému shrnuti déje The Lost Time Accidents a jeho
zasazeni do celkového kontextu autorova dila. Roman sleduje piibéh rodiny Tould, jejiz ¢lenové
budou po nékolik generaci ovlivnéni objevem moznosti cestovani casem.

Teoreticka ¢ast se bude zabyvat problematikou autorského stylu Johna Wraye. Tato analyza jeho
jazykovych navyki poslouzi k zasazeni The Lost Time Accidents do celkového kontextu
autorova dila a bude v korelaci se zavérecnym komentarem k praktické ¢asti, ve kterém bude dale
rozvedena na piikladech z ptekladu samotného.

Zminéna prakticka ¢ast bude obsahovat komentovany pieklad vybranych uryvkt roménu The
Lost Time Accidents. Bude se jednat o kapitoly II, VII, XI a XII, které se odehravaji prevazné na
pocatku 20. stoleti a nasledn¢ behem 2. svétové valky, pouzité redlie a jazykové prostfedky tak
budou 1épe porovnatelné. Preklad se bude fidit fazemi pickladatelského procesu podle Levého,
dale budu pracovat s dily Pteklad jako kreativni proces: teorie a praxe funkcionalistického
ptekladani (FiSer, 2009) a Pieklad a ptekladani (Knittlovd a kol., 2010). Vychozi text bude
mozné dohledat ve volné piiloze bakalaiské prace.

Komentai bude zaméfen na autortiv styl v souladu s teoretickou casti. Cilem této prace je
predstavit ¢eskému c¢tenafi nového autora Johna Wraye, analyzovat jeho dilo a styl z hlediska
poznatkti Ceské translatologické teorie a ptelozit ¢ast jeho romanu The Lost Time Accidents,
jehoz pteklad se zatim na ¢eském trhu neobjevil. V navaznosti na tuto bakalarskou praci si kladu
za cil preloZit 1 zbytek zminéného romanu a nabidnout ho k publikaci.

1.1 John Wray a jeho dilo

John Wray je soucasny spisovatel rakousko-amerického ptivodu. Narodil se ve Washingtonu,
D.C., vystudoval Oberlin College a v souc¢asné dobé zije v Mexico City (Daneman, 2009). Za
svij dosavadni zivot vydal Sest romand, ve kterych se vénuje pomérné Siroké skale témat, pro
jeho styl je vSak velmi typické detailni zaméfeni na postavy a jejich vyvoj. Za sviij prvni roman
The Right Hand of Sleep (Wray, 2001) obdrzel Whitingovu cenu za literaturu (Whiting Award)
(Daneman, 2009), na tuzemském trhu v soucasnosti najdeme pouze jeden z jeho romand,
Lowboy (Wray, 2009), do Cestiny pielozen Petrem EliaSem jako Spodek (Wray, 2013).

1.2 Volba romanu

Na romén The Lost Time Accidents se zamé&iuji zejména kvili jeho Sirokému Casovému
narativu — je zde zobrazena problematika cestovani ¢asem a d¢j se odehrava v rozmezi celého
dvacatého stoleti — a pro jeho castetné zasazeni do oblasti rakousko-uherské Moravy. Toto
geografické a dobové zasazeni hraje zdsadni roli v pouzitém jazyce dila. Kromé dobovych
jazykovych redlii bere autor v potaz 1 vliv némeckého jazyka na ostatni jazyky vyskytujici se v
tehdej$im Rakousko-Uhersku (v ptipadé Moravy tedy samoziejmé na ¢estinu). Levy (1998, s. 45)
ve svém dile uvadi, Ze soucasti autorova subjektu jsou casto stopy jeho doby a zivotniho



prostiedi. Céste¢ny rakousky ptivod Johna Wraye a jeho znalost mistnich reélii a prostiedi tedy
evidentné mély vliv na autoritv vybér zasazeni a vyrazné se projevuji v celém romanu The Lost
Time Accidents.

2 Preklad

2.1 Kapitola Il

woreranina S€ Z Komatu jiZ neprobral, pani Havenova, a v celém tom zmatku se
na jeho poznamky docista zapomnélo. I tak by témto strankam dokézala
porozumét pouze jedind osoba, a té zase sluSnost brdnila, aby se o né
ptihlasila. Marta Svobodova nakonec ani nesvédcila u soudu, vzhledem k
primitivnim dopravnim predpisim tehdejsi doby to postradalo smysl. |
kdyby se pan Bachling skutec¢né néjakeého prestupku dopustil, zanedbatelna
rychlost jeho vozidla by ho hned zase sprostila veSkeré viny. Namisto
policie pani Svobodovou zacali vyslychat Ottokarovi synové, Kaspar a
Waldemar, skute¢ni dédicové otcova odkazu, tedy jeho podniku a lasky k
fenchelwurstu.

Pomér Marty s Ottokarem nebyl zaddnym tajemstvim a v nésledujicich
dnech a tydnech se vSechny o¢i (snad kromé téch prababic¢inych) zacaly
upirat na ni. Své dva sousedy vSak nepotéSila. Kdyz druhy den feznictvi
otevielo dvefe svym zdkaznikim, stala za pultem jako vzdycky, mozna
trochu upjatéji nez obvykle, ale jinak pomérné klidng. Zadny ze zakaznikt
se neodvazil utrousit poznamku na ucet jeji nahlé upjatosti a povzbudit ji,
o¢ividné na to neméla naladu.

Kdyz se vSak ve dvetich objevili Waldemar a Kaspar, zacala byt trochu
hovornéjsi.

* * %

V dobé té nehody byli milij dédecek a jeho bratr v puberté, do plnoletosti
jim zbyval asi rok a Casto je lidé vnimali jako dvojcata. Waldemar byl o
néco vyssi nez jeho starSi bratr a svétem prochazel vzptimené a elegantné.



Kaspar, mlij dédecek, byl snédy, tichy chlapec s pevnou Celisti, na svilj vék
ponékud vazny, zato s dobromyslnou podeziravosti emigranta, kterym se v
budoucnu i stal. Waldemar byl oblibencem své matky, KasSpar zase otce.
Ackoli byl méné urostly nez jeho mladsi bratr a rozhodné méné od rény, byl
to praveé KaSpar, na jehoz Sirokych ramenou spocivaly nad€je a budoucnost
celé rodiny. M¢l v sobé spravnou miru rozhodnosti a rozumu, coz se o
Waldemarovi €asto tici nedalo. Jeho zdanlivy nedostatek predstavivosti byl
piesné tim, co spolecnost Toula & Synové po nahlém odchodu jejiho
vystfedniho zakladatele pottebovala. To rano 26. Cervna vSak obchod s
nakladackami nemohl byt ani jednomu z chlapct vzdalené;si.

Celych Sest bloku §li bratfi bok po boku, mluvili vaznym a sebesttednym
Septem, a kdyz kone¢né dorazili k feznictvi pani Svobodové, horecné
zabusili na jeho zluté dvete.

Marta Svobodova nebyla typickou feznici, byla to ticha, vzdy slusné
oblecena Zena se zalibou v operach a odporem k pachu syrového masa.
(MozZna ji mj pradédecek okouzlil pravé diky tomu, Ze se sama citila jako
vyvrhel, které¢ho svét nechape a odmitd) Byla velmi sectéla a pilné si vSe
zapisovala do denikii: vétSinu toho, co jsem se o té dobé dozvédél, jsem
ziskal pravé z nich. Napiiklad jeji zapis z 26. Cervna, ptesné dva tydny po
Ottokarové smrti a sedm dni po jeho pohibu, mi poskytl prvni obrazek
mého dédecka jako mladého muze, a zdroveil mi poveédél vic o jeho
bratrovi, ktery se mél brzy stat nechvalné zndmym.

Tésné pred polednem, v Cas jejich obvyklého setkani, zaslechla Marta
Ottokarovo charakteristické klepani na dvefe a odplizila se doli do
obchodu. Velmi se trapila, spala bolestné malo a na okamzik se obavala o
svly zdravy rozum. Silueta za matnym sklem také vypadala jako
Ottokarova, snadno by mohla utéct zpatky nahoru, ale v tom si za onou
siluetou vSimla jesté siluety druhé, tentokrat o néco vyssi a méné shrbené.
Marta s chlapci Toulovymi pofadné nemluvila od jejich détstvi, a predstava,
ze s nimi ma mluvit pravé ted ji désila vic, nez néjaky ptizrak za dvefmi.
Ptesto jim nakonec oteviela.

,,Pozdrav panbiih, Frau Svoboda,* fekl ten mensi. Zdalo se, Ze nevi, zda
se ma uklonit, nebo ji podat ruku. Mladsi se na ni jen chladné dival.

,Dejzto panblh,” tekla ve snaze udrzet si hlas, ale navzdory vSemu ji
hlas zradil. Znélo to jaksi karavé. ,,Jmenuji se KaSpar Toula,* fekl chlapec,
jako by se s Martou vidéli poprvé, coz ji prislo velmi zdvofilé. Smutecni
oblek mu $patn¢ padl a vypadal v ném mizerné. Byl velmi podobny svému
otci, jen mensi, podsaditéjsi a pon¢kud vaznéjsi, pi1 pohledu na néj ji skoro
zabolely o¢i. Jeho bratr mél elegantnéjSi postavu, Marta si do deniku
poznamenala: ,,vypadal, jakby v Cerné piiSel na svét”. Pozvala je dovnitf,



piestoze Waldemar stale jesté nepromluvil, a fekla jim, aby se posadili k
pultu, zatimco jim pfipravila pohoSténi. Pfeci jen uz to nebyly déti.

KdyzZ se vratila s talifem studeného sulcu, stali presné tak, jak je opustila:
uprostied obchodu, s klobouky v rukou, pfi¢emz na kusy masa pted sebou
mrkali jako par zaskolakli v zoo. Snazi se pochopit svého otce, pomyslela
si. Snazi se pochopit, co ho sem tahlo. V tu chvili ji bylo jasné, Ze chlapci
uz védi vSechno, a k jejimu prekvapeni ji to vlastné uklidnilo. Pockala, az
se posadi k jidlu, a pak kazdému z nich nalila sklenici piva. Sob¢ pak nalila
kaliSek bezinkovice a zeptala se jich, ¢emu vdé¢i za jejich navstévu.

Opét promluvil Kaspar. ,Fraulein Svobodova,” zamumlal a vzapéti
podivné zfialovél. ,,Frau Svoboda,” opravil se a upfené se zadival na
knoflik jeji blizy.

,, Ano?*

,,Byla jste bonne amie naseho zesnulého otce?*

Vlastné to nebyla ani tak otazka, jako spi§ konstatovani skutecnosti.
Marta neméla Zadny diivod to popirat.

,Dobra,” tfekl KaSpar a viditelné¢ se mu ulevilo. ,,Vskutku skvélé.*
Ptikyvl a nacpal si tsta chlebem a sulcem. Marta se napila a pfijemné se na
n¢j usmala, ted’ uz strach neméla. V jednu chvili se usmala na Waldemara,
ktery se nedotkl ani piva, ani jidla, ale ten zaviel o€i, dokud se neodvratila.
Je po matce, pomyslela si. Zajimalo by me, jak to asi Resa nese.

,,JFrau Svoboda,* zopakoval Kaspar, tentokrat jiz sebejiste, ,,0 ¢em jste si
s mym otcem povidali, kdyZ s vami... no, kdyz vas navstévoval?*

Marta odpovédé€la, ze mluvili o vSem mozném, nebo jak si zapsala do
deniku: ,,0 vSem a o nicem®. ,,Ach tak,* fekl Kaspar a podival se na bratra.
,Frau Svoboda,* fekl potieti a pevné seviel sviij korbel.

,,Ano, Herr Toula? Co mate na srdci?*

,,Frau Svoboda...*

,,Zminil se otec o své praci?* Vyhrkl ze sebe Waldemar. To bylo poprvé,
co promluvil. ,,Zminil se vam o Pfihodach Casu ztraceného?*

Marta se divala sem a tam na jejich milé, netrpélivé tvare. ,,Vas otec byl
skvély vypraveée, to vskutku ano. Nicméné tohle nemohu fici s jistotou.
Obcas jsem se v jeho vypraveéni ztracela.*

. Rikal jsem to, zaSeptal Waldemar s hotkosti, ktera Martu zaskocila. ,,Ja
to fikal.“ Kaspar ho vSak ignoroval.

,Frau Svoboda - byl mij otec rozruseny? Myslim tedy, kdyz vas
naposledy navstivil.*



Marta se ztéZka posadila a zakuckala se, chlapec zrudl jesté vice nez
predtim. ,,Omluvte mne,* vykoktal. ,,Mym imyslem bylo...*

,MUj bratr se vds chce dotazat na nasledujici,” vlozil se do hovoru
Waldemar. ,,Byl Herr Toula rozruSeny kviili né¢emu konkrétnimu? Stalo se
ten den néco zvlastniho?*

Marta pripustila, Ze stalo.

,»Nu, a co tedy?* zeptal se Waldemar. ,,Pro¢ u vSech cCertli neodpovite
jasné?

Kaspar bratra umlcel pohledem a pak oslovil otcovu milenku klidnym,
zietelnym hlasem, ktery mu dodal distojnosti star§iho muze.

,,KdyZ naseho otce v nemocnici svlékali, Frau Svoboda, nasli v jeho
kapse utrzek papiru - jakysi vzkaz, ve kterém se objevilo vase jméno.
Chtéla byste si ho prohlédnout?*

Odpovédéla, Ze ano, a na umastény pult pred ni pfistal list modrého
osmilistého papiru, tthledné slozeného na Ctyti Casti.



MARTO, DRAHOUSKU! MOHU SNAD MESKAT? PRIMITIVNI
PITOMCI & PROSTOPASNICI PRODLUZUJI TYTO
POSTRANNI PRACE. CHVALABOHU, , ODPOVED*“ JE NA
DOSAH. CAS LZE MERIT POUZE V JEHO PLYNUTI. DIKY
*NAHODE* & *OSUDU* & *PROZRETELNOSTI* SE RIVALOVE
RAJE ROZPRCHNOU A ROZPADNOU. JAK DUSE ROSTE
SMEREM K VECNEMU ZIVOTU, PAMATUJE SI MENE A MENE.
CHRONUV KROK KRUSUJE KRESTANY. MILENKA—CHVALA
N*O*Pl—JE MELODICKA. ZABEDNENCI ZE SMRDUTYCH
SFER SVERAZNE SLEDUJI ME STOPY. ZPETNY CAS JE
NEMOZNY, DOPREDNY CAS JE ABSURDNI. PRAVDA PRAVENA
PRUDCE JE POTREBNA ODVAHY, KNEDLICKU. PRAVDA
PRAVENA PROZRETELNE JE POTREBNA FENCHELWURSTU A
CAJE.

KAZATELNA PRO KNEZI V. CHRAMU PAMETI. DRAHA MARTO!
CHAPES MNE? PAK MNE RAC ROZTOCIT PROTI SMERU
HODINOVYCH RUCICEK. VYNECHTE VESKERE VRTOCHY.
POMLCTE, POCHLEBNICI! & POZORNE MNE POSLOUCHEJTE.
JAN SKUS JE JMENO PRITELE, KTEREHO JSEM JEDNOU
POTKAL, A JAN SKUS JE PRITEL, KTEREHO POTKAM
DVAKRAT. PROSTOR A CAS OVLIVNUJI VSECHNY, A VSEMI
JSOU OVLIVNOVANY. KAZDY PROSTAK V SOBE NOSI SVE
VLASTNI PRESYPACI HODINY.

DNES SE TO STALO. DVANACTY CERVEN, LETA PANE
DEVATENACT SET TRI. PRIJMI TENTO DOPIS—DRAHY
KNEDLICKU!—A NEMEJ SLITOVANI.

BRZY SE PRO NEJ VRATIM. DNES SE TO STALO. DNES SE TO
STALO. PRIHODY CASU ZTRACENEHO. PRIHODY CASU
ZTRACENEHO. PRIHODY CASU ZTRACENEHO. SMILUJ SE NAD
NAMI.



OTTOKAR GOTTIFRIEDENS TOULA, TOULA & SYNOVE
NARAMNE NAKLADACKY, O.Z.

ZNOJMO, MORAVA.

,Racte si povSimnout Cisla v levém dolnim rohu,* fekl Kaspar. ,,Strana
Cislo Ctyfi, vidite? Z toho vyplyva, ze musi existovat—nebo existovaly—
také dalsi stranky, ¢islované od jedné do tii.*

U Ottokara, jak ho Marta znd&—nebo spis, jak ho dfive znala—nelze na
bézna pravidla logiky spoléhat, ale v tomhle s chlapci souhlasila.

,Mame také diivod se domnivat, na zaklad¢ jistych otcovych vyroki ze
dnii pfed jeho smrti, ze jedna z téchto chyb¢jicich stranek obsahuje
algebraicky diikaz. Mne a mého bratra zajima pravé tento ditkaz, nikoliv
néjakeé osobni nebo sentimentalni informace.

Marta se usmala a uznala, Ze takovy diikkaz, pokud by existoval, byl by
skute¢né zajimavy.

Waldemar, ktery byl az do této chvile mrzuty a uzavieny, ted’ ud¢lal
néco, co ji vyrazilo dech: posadil se strnule dopfedu jako ndpadnik, ktery se
chysta pokleknout pfed svou vyvolenou, a vzal jeji vlhkou riZzovou ruku do
svych dlani.

,Milostivd Frau Svoboda, ra¢te mne nyni vyslechnout. Jak je vadm jiz
moznd zndmo, naS otec se poslednich sedm let vénoval tadé
experimentalnich vyzkumi fyzikalni podstaty ¢asu.” Dival se na ni, dokud
nepokynula hlavou. ,,Otec nam zde s bratrem svolil pomahat pifi jeho
vyzkumu, tedy aZ donedavna, pfed nékolika mésici nam totiz vstup do své
laboratote odeptel. Z jeho poznamek, tedy 1épe feceno z jejich utrzki, vime,
ze byl na pokraji velkého objevu: nového pochopeni nejen podstaty Casu,
ale 1 moznosti pohybu—tedy volného pohybu—v ném.*“ Waldemar se
nadechl. ,,Ve svétle udalosti neddvnych jist¢ wvidite, jak neStastné
rozhodnuti otec ucinil, kdyZ nas vyloucil ze své prace. V ten nestastny den
svého skonu, tedy alesponi to naznacuje tento vzkaz, nd$ otec konecné
dosahl onoho vysnéného prilomu.*

Pti téch slovech ji hled€l do o¢i, ani nemrknul, jako hypnotizér, upir nebo
prorok. ,,Uvédomujete si, co to znamend, Frau Svoboda? Vétsina lidi to ani
za nic na svété nepochopi. Nicméné nemam sebemensich pochyb, ze praveé
vy jste vyjimkou.

Marta se od n& odvratila, ale jen na okamzik. ,,Pro¢ vam odeptel vstup
do své¢ laboratore?*



,,Otec tvrdil, Ze pfednéjsi by ndm mélo byt studium,* fekl KaSpar a zrudl.
,»V poslednich nékolika letech nas prospéch, inu...*

,,Otec zacal byt viici vSem podeziivavy,” prerusil ho Waldemar. ,, Travil
vSechen Cas v té sveé zpropadené jeskyni. Nase uboh4 maticka...

,,PTiSli jsme sem s cilem se vas dotazat, Frau Svoboda, na nasledujici:
Nejsou ony tii chybéjici stranky ve vaSem vlastnictvi? Nenachézeji se
nahodou v tomto domé&?*

Marta piesouvala sviij pohled z jednoho chlapce na druhého,
vychutnavala si zati jejich spolecné pozornosti a netouzila po ni¢em jiném,
nez jim poskytnout to, po ¢em tolik touzili. Méla blizko k tomu, aby si
vymyslela né&jakou stopu, jakousi relikvii, 1 kdyby jen proto, aby u ni
chlapci posedéli o néco déle. Ale chlapci byli pfili§ chytfi na to, aby se
nechali nachytat na néjaky jeji trik. Zvlasté ten mladsi jako by ji pitval téma
svyma zakalenyma ocima, jako by nebyla nic vic, nez pytel tuku a
chrupavek. Na chvili zacala pfemyslet o Ottokarovi a o tom, co ji vypravél
o sveém konfliktu s Casem, o boji, ktery, jak €asto predpovidal, skon¢i jeho
smrti. Pokud své chlapce odsttihl, jak tvrdili, pak k tomu musel mit divod.
Z tohoto divodu—a z par dalSich, méné obhajitelnych diuvodi—nechala
hlavu sv&Senou a nefekla nic.

Ve skutec¢nosti chlapcim néco ale pfeci jen zamlcela, néco, co by je 1
jejich budouci Zeny a déti usetfilo letitého trapeni, ale to Marta v tu chvili
jesté nemohla piedvidat. Jejich nevinnost je to, co je cini krasnymi,
pomyslela si. A¢ si tuhle krdasnou nevinnost jeste chvili udrzi.

,,Je mi vskutku lito, chlapci, fekla nakonec. ,,Neni nic, ¢im bych vam

mohla pomoci.*

KaSpar uz byl na nohou a trousil ze sebe omluvy za vyruSeni, ale
Waldemar se nehnul ani o pid’. Jeho pohled, ktery v nejlepSim ptipadé
vzbuzoval neklid, ted’ klouzal z jednoho rysu jejiho Sirokého a veselého
obliceje na druhy, jako by hledal zptsob, jak v ném ¢ist. V feznictvi
Svobodovych jesté nikdy nenastala tak strnuld atmosféra.

,Lzete, Frau Svoboda,”“ fekl Waldemar pomalu. ,Lzete ndm, vy
umasténa sving.*

Dokonce i1 Kaspar se zdal byt zaskocCen jedovatosti v bratrové hlase:
priskocil ke stolku a zvedl ho ze zidle. Waldemar nekladl zadny odpor,
nechal se star§im bratrem tahnout dozadu, ale jeho o¢i na Mart¢ zistavaly
piichycené jako kulicky bodldku. Marta se ani nehla. PfiSla si jako
paralyzovana. Nic z toho, co Waldemar pozd¢ji udélal, jak piSe ve svém



deniku, ji po této navstévé nepiekvapilo. KdyZz po Ctyfech desetiletich
skoncila dlouha valka, tdbory se vyprazdnily a na Nameésti Svobody se
zadaly §ifit zpravy o Casod&jovych experimentech, Marta byla jedina ve
mésté, kdo nebyl Sokovan. Od té navstévy to védela, tvrdila kazdému, kdo
ji poslouchal. V prazdnot¢ téch oc¢ich vidéla budoucnost.

,,Rozumim vam, Frau Svoboda,* fekl Waldemar. ,,Chapu, jak premyslite.
Nicméné si mou chapavost neplet’te s odpusténim.*

,Racte odpustit, Frau Svoboda,“ vykoktal Kaspar a vystrCil bratra na
ulici. ,,Nemam ponéti, o ¢em to blaboli.*

Marta to védéla dobre, ale nic nefekla.

2.2 Kapitola VII

* * %

Borofského nasli na kanapi v kurackém salonku, po jeho pravici sedél Karl
Wittgenstein a z druhé Sonjin otec, oba s nezapalenym doutnikem v ruce.
,Ah, ptfesn¢ tohoto chlapce nam bylo tfeba!“ Vyhrkl ze sebe profesor
Silbermann tak srdnaté, az to KaSpara zaskocilo. ,,Ohenr, Herr Toula, kdyby
byli tak laskavi! Dotek prvotni jiskry!*

Kaspar jim tfesoucimi se prsty vyhovél a dékoval nahodé—a osudu, a
dokonce 1 prozietelnosti—ze si s sebou vzal sirky. Setkani s mistrem jim
ptili§ neottéslo, prestoze Karl Wittgenstein nahanél strach 1 svym vlastnim
détem a Hermann Borofsky byl Siroko daleko znamy jako wunderkind. V
osmnacti letech ziskal Pafizskou cenu za matematiku a nyni, ve svych tficeti
letech, pry testoval prostorové duasledky Michelsonova a Morleyho
experimentu ve specialni svételné a zvukové izolované komoie pod
Physikhalle halou v Géttingenu. KaSpar zapalil doutniky a stoupl si pil
kroku za Silbermannovo kieslo, ¢im mu chtél dat co nejzdvoftileji najevo, Ze
nema v umyslu odejit.

Diskutovali o mladikovi z provincii—obtizném a vystfednim zéazraku
moderni fyziky—ktery vyvinul novou absurdni teorii. Kasparovi se pfi
poslechu zacaly podlamovat nohy. Zmocnila se ho zvlastni jistota: podobny
pocit, jaky jimd jasnovidce. Nem¢él potfebu dozvédét se mladikovo jméno.

,,Hermanne, racte mi prosim vysvétlit,” zabrucel Wittgenstein, ,,jak mize
vesmir nabyvat podob, které nedokaZzeme vnimat.*

,,Chapejte, mluvim C¢ist€¢ matematicky,” odpovédél Borofsky svym
hlubokym ruskym ptizvukem. ,,Ale zd4 se, ze tento mlady muz—tento
chlapec—ke svym zavérim dospél, aniz by pouzil matematiku.*

,, Lim spis bychom méli byt skepticti,” prerusil ho Silbermann. ,,Nejenze



tato teorie, ptijde-li vam nutno ji tak nazyvat, odporuje Newtonovi, ona
docista odporuje zdravému rozumu.*

Borofsky potahl z doutniku. ,,Je mi lito, profesore, matematika této teorie
je zcela funkéni."

Silbermann odpovédél fecnickym obratem, ktery Kaspara pomérné
udivil. ,,Pokud Cas ani prostor nejsou absolutni, Herr Borofsky, pak srdzime
fyziku zpét k Ptolemaiovi, ne-li k samotnému Aristotelovi. To uz je nam
radno zacit vyznavat hinduismus a zit na zemi podpirané Sesti bilymi slony.
Co sloni! Pro¢ nezajit dal? NevznaSime se ndhodou v mydlove bubliné?!*

,,I to je docela mozné.*

,,Jsem vskutku zvédav na vase vysvétleni, Hermanne,* fekl Wittgenstein

stroze. ,,RaCte prominout, Herr Wittgenstein. Pokusim se tuto myslenku

formulovat tak, aby byla prosta matematiky, pokud mi dovolite.” ,,Jak je
cténa libost.*

,Uvazujme o Case geometricky. Pokud se x rovna délce, y se rovna Sifce a
Z se rovnd vySce dané udalosti v prostoru, pak Ize fici, Ze dalsi soufadnice,
fikejme ji naptiklad t, popisuje polohu této udalosti v Case. Netifeba dodavat,
ze kazdou z téchto soutradnic lze snadno pfemistit pouzitim jednoduchého
sCitani Ci odcitani.“ Na okamzik se zastavil, jako by se mu vybavila nahla
vzpominka, a pak se bez varovani otocil ke Kasparovi. ,,Ctvrty rozmér je
tedy stejné proméenlivy jako vSechny ostatni.*

,, Tak tedy Ctyfi rozmery, fikate?* Vlozil se do rozhovoru Silbermann.

Wittgenstein si odkaslal. ,,Drahy Hermanne, musite brat na védomi, ze
vaSe tvrzeni zni absurdné.*

,,Vzpomente si na dnes$ni vecirek,” pokracoval Borofsky. ,,Vas diim stoji
na ktizovatce ulic Alleegasse a Schwindgasse, prasecik téchto dvou ulic nam
poskytuje souradnice X a y. A jelikoZ se nyni nachdzime ve druhém patie,
ono druh¢ patro ndm poslouzi jako soufadnice z. Tuto udélost jsme tedy
zakotvili v tfirozmérném prostoru,*

,Bravurn¢ feceno!* Zamumlal Silbermann. ,,Tedy sedime zde bez potieby
ctvrtého rozméru.*

,V tom se mij vazeny kolega, racte odpustit, myli. Pozvanka na dnesni
slavnost znéla: 'Palais Wittgenstein, Alleegasse a Schwindgasse, apartmany
ve druhém patie, v sedm hodin vecer.“ Mrkl na Kaspara. ,,Sedm hodin,
panové, byla soufadnice této udalosti ve ¢tvrté dimenzi. A byla stejné tak
potiebna, jak jisté raci nas hostitel souhlasit, jako predchozi tii.*

Karl Wittgenstein nebyl clovek, ktery by se rad smal, ale ted’ se skutecné
zasmal. ,,To vskutku souhlasim, profesore Borofsky. Bylo velmi ptihodné,
ze nasi hosté racili pfijet jiz dnes vecer, a ne az zitra rano.“Silbermanniv
vyraz mezitim neustale temnél. ,,Panové, dovolim si poznamenat, Ze fakt, ze



se na Cas vskutku da takto pohliZet, jeS§t€¢ neznamend, Ze se na n¢j takto
pohlizet musi. Myslenka, Ze rychlost svétla by méla byt pro kazdého
pozorovatele stejna, bez ohledu na to, jak rychle se tento pozorovatel
pohybuje, je jednoduse...

,,Je jednoduse jedinym vysvétlenim vysledki Michelsonova a Morleyho
experimentu,  vpadl mu do  feci  netrpélivé  Borofsky.

,,Obavam se, Ze Cas a prostor se budou muset lehce ohnout.* Obratil se na
jejich hostitele. ,, Tento mlady muz je génius, Herr Wittgenstein, neberte ma
slova nadarmo. Svét ho bude oslavovat jako nejvetsi védeckou mysl tohoto
stoleti.*

Na chvili v8ichni ztichli,

LA co ten mladenec?” Rekl nakonec Wittgenstein. ,,Souhlasi s vasim
vzneSenym nazorem?*

,,Jo nemohu fici, Herr Wittgenstein. Dosud pracoval vskrytu. Zatim ani
neziskal titul.*

,,RaCte prominout,” zakoktal se KaSpar. ,,Omluvte mij nahly vpad do
vaseho rozhovoru, ale domnivam se, Ze muze, o kterém mluvite, znam.

Vykrocil vpted strnule, automaticky, jako n¢jakd mechanickd hracka, a s
hvizdavym nddechem zac¢al mluvit. Byl to ten nejvétsi a zaroven nejdésive)si
okamzik jeho dosavadniho Zzivota. Excentricky mlady zazrak z jedné z
provincii, dosud neznamy, ktery vyvinul novou absurdni teorii. Strop jako by
se k nému sklanél, jeho pozlacené prazce byly tak nizko, Ze se jich mohl
dotknout, Suméni v jeho uSich mohlo byt znélkou c¢asu samotného.
Wittgenstein a Borofsky sedéli jako zaliti ve vosku, usta méli mirné
pooteviena a o€i jako dvé mince. Nyni dostal prostor Kaspar a on se ho
sméle ujal. To, co chtél fict, bylo naprosto jasné.

,Muze, o némz hovoftite, dobfe znam,* zopakoval. ,,Mam tu Cest vam
oznamit, vazeni panové, Ze je to muj bratr.*

Jeho slova dopadla na muze jako dobfe mifena rdna. Vyraz v jejich
tvarich bylo téZké interpretovat, ale dost mozna to byl udiv. Doutniky jim
volng visely ze zejicich Ust.

Nakonec promluvil Silbermann. ,,Obavam se, ze jde o malé

nedorozuméni.“ ,,Co to ma k cCertu znamenat?* Vychrlil ze sebe

Wittgenstein. ,,Kdo je tato osoba,

Ludwigu? Zblaznil se snad?“

,,<Jmenuji se Kaspar Toula, pane. Waldemar Toula, jak jsem jiz zminil...*

,,Chlapce, tekl Borofsky klidné, ,muz, o kterém mluvime, je mym
byvalym studentem z Technické univerzity v Curychu. Vasim bratrem
skute¢né neni, tedy pokud se ptiSerné nemylim.*



,Ale teorie, kterou popisujete,” ekl KaSpar témét bez dechu. ,,Zajisté
pochézi ze Ztra—tedy z Piihod ¢asu ztra...*

, 1o zajist¢é nepochazi,”“ tekl Silbermann. ,Je to pouha teorie, zatim
nepublikovand, kterou profesor Borofsky oznacuje jako 'specialni
relativitu'.*

,»Ach tak,” odpovédél Kaspar neznélym hlasem. ,Jisté, jiz to chapu. Ano,
vskutku. Mockrat vam dékuji.* Uklonil se vS§em tfem muzim, ktefi na n¢j
stale udivené zirali, pak se rychle omluvil sestrdm Wittgensteinovym, Sonje a
vSem ostatnim, které cestou ke schodisti potkal, a pak odeSel, jak nejrychleji
mu to tfesouci se nohy dovolily. Jest¢ pfed odchodem z domu se vSak
rozbehl.

* * *

2.3 Kapitola XI

maana s aenaiina Praveé slavily narozeniny, na bavorské smetané a marcipanu se
ten den skuteCné neSetfilo. KdyZz k branam mésta dorazil Hitleriv
Wehrmacht, zdvofile si vyzadal kli¢, ktery také s velkou pompou obdrzel.
Viden v roce 38 uz v ocich svéta nebyla tim lesklym pudinkem posetym
exotickym kandovanym ovocem jako v dobach své nejvétsi slavy, ale
Fithrer ke svému velkému uspokojeni zjistil, ze se mu 1 tak prakticky
rozplyva na jazyku.

Toula-Silbermannovi sledovali vitézny privod z prostiedniho balkonu
svého apartmanu, z takové blizkosti, jak se vyjadiil Kaspariv tchan, ,,Ze by
si témi bajonety mohl zastfihnout vousy*. Velikost falang uniformovanych
trupt tdhnoucich se po Ringstrasse piedcCilo snad jen samotné nadSeni davu
sledujicich. Teenageti hazeli konfety, pary se libaly na ulici, muzi si
vasniveé zpivali pisnicky, jejichz slova jesté neznali, a vSude se ozyval ten
ztuhly, podpazi odhalujici, vrcholné nechutny pozdrav. Z hlediska cisté
podivané ten ohromny privod nem¢l v tfitisicileté historii mésta obdoby:
vifici skioptikon cerné a Sarlatové barvy, poddanstvi a vlastenectvi,
zpocenych muzl a plavych Zen, lasky a represe, bratrstvi a nendvisti. A v
hrdinském stfedu toho vSeho sedél Waldemar von Toula, dvé sté kilo zivé
vahy umné naaranZzovanych na zadnim sedadle kabrioletu Daimler.

Byl ted” mohutny, dokonce mohutnéjSi nez Reichsmarschall Goring, a
své bryle vyménil za kobaltové zbarveny monokl na stiibrné Sitrce.
Mzoural do davu a hledal zndmé tvare, ale jeho pohled nikdy nedosahl
urovné bratrova balkonu. Rodina mlicky pfihlizela na projizdéjici
Daimler,dokonce i1 dvojcata na okamzik ztichla. Sonja stala u zabradli s
popelavym obli¢ejem a zatnutymi péstmi, Kaspar se choulil za ni, hledél
ven skrz prsty a kone¢né se vyrovnaval s realitou. Ale byl to jisty Felix



Ungarsky, trockisticky agitator, piileZitostny pasdk a souCasny ndjemnik
zlutého divanu, kdo dal onomu kolektivnimu pocitu slovni podobu.

,»Asi brzo—* trousil s1 Ungarsky zalykavé do voust, ,,vyzvratim dnesni
pohosténi.*



Kdyz se Kaspar vratil domi a dozvédél se, co se stalo, okamzité zvedl ze
zabradli sviy kabat, shodou okolnosti ze stejného mista, pfes které byl
pfedtim piehozeny 1 Waldemartv kabat, jak si Sonja stacila v§imnout, a
neprodlené vyrazil svému bratrovi jeho navstévu oplatit. Waldemar mu
nezanechal zadnou vizitku, zadné telefonni ¢islo, Zzddnou stopu, kde by se
mohl nachézet, ale to mého dédecka v tu chvili nezastavilo. Jakkoli byla
Waldemarova navstéva matouci, zlomyslnost, ktera se za ni skryvala, byla
jasna jako Ceské sklo.

V prvnich dnech anSlusu SS jesSt¢ nezabrala italsky hotel na
Morzinplatzu, ktery ji po dalSich sedm let slouzil jako doupé: kdyz KaSpar
kone¢né nasel jejich docasné velitelstvi, ukazalo se, Ze je rozhodné¢ méné
velkolepé. Litinové schody na zadni stran¢ Bundesverkehrsamtu, videnské
obdoby ufadu pro motorova vozidla, vedly do prostorné, ale Spatné
osvétlené mistnosti, ktera byla az po sttechu nacpana stohy plesnivych spisii
a dfevénych beden. Chaos tohoto mista m¢l dédecka spi§ uklidnit, ale n¢jak
to mélo opacny ucinek. V tak entropickém systému se muze stat cokoli,
fikal si. Osoba, nebo alesponi jeji spis, zde miize snadno zmizet beze stopy.

Béhem nékolika tydnli po KaSparové navstévé se velitelstvi Gestapa
proméni v okultni pevnost, ktera se skryje za byrokratickou fasadu jako
tarantule v kartotéce. Onoho odpoledne, 19. biezna 1938, sedmého dne
porakouské éry, vSak jesté¢ Kaspar do budovy proklouzl s lehkosti vanku.
Mladi muzZi ve vrzajicich botach a peclivé naskrobenych uniformach se
kolem néj na chodbé protahli bez pozdravu a sebemensiho pohledu. Nikdo
se ho na nic neptal, dokud nedorazil do Sirokého, prosvétleného predsali v
srdci labyrintu, které bylo az na fadu zidli a stolu, ktery vypadal jako
ukradeny z teditelny, prazdné. Za nim se hrbil holohlavy skiet s krysim
oblicejem a srovnaval stohy srolovanych mimeografii. KaSpar si skieta
dokézal zaradit az kdyz po nekonecné dob¢ odtrhl sviij pohled od papirt.
Nebyl to nikdo jiny nez Gustav Bleichling, hrdy majitel teriéra Zikmunda.

,,Dobré odpoledne, fekl Kaspar odmeéteng.

,, 10 jste si spletl patro,” odpovéd¢€l Bleichling, pficemz se stale hrabal v
papirech. ,,Ufad pro motorova vozidla...“

,,Pokud se nemylim, uz jsme se setkali, pane. Poprvé to bylo v kaffeehaus
Trattner.” Zminka o tomto podniku méla na Bleichlinga zvlaStni Gcinek.
Posadil se, jako by ho n¢kdo pichl do Zeber, a zvedl pravou ruku v
kfecovitém obranném pohybu, zaroven si vSak hned vzpomnél, kde je, a
zménil gesto v pozdrav. ,,Musite m¢ omluvit, Kamerad. Byly to uchvatné
dny—mimotadné!—ale obcfas mi néjaka tvar unikne. Ted si vas uz
samoziejmé vybavuji. Sieg Heil .



,,Jmenuji se Kaspar Toula. PtiSel jsem navstivit svého bratra.*

Bleichlingova prava ruka pomalu klesla, zdanlivé sama od sebe, a
spoCinula na pieplnéném pracovnim stole. ,,Ted’ to nepujde,” tekl bez
okolkt. ,,Ale kdybyste byl tak laskav a napsal mi svou adresu...*

,,Pro¢ to ted’ nejde? Neni tu?* Bleichling

zavahal. ,,Spi.*

,,Jsou Ctyfi hodiny odpoledne, Herr Bleichling.*

Bleichlingovi se na povislych tvétich objevil usmév. ,,Nevid¢l jste svého
bratra pomérné dlouho, Herr Toula. Mozna by vas jeho zvyky pirekvapily.*
Sibalsky se ohlédl pies rameno k malym kovovym dvefim, naptl skrytym
za tadou kartoték. ,,Ma ve zvyku si po vyslechu odpocinout, zvlasté po
dlouhém a plodném vyslechu. Do své prace vklada skutecné hodné usili,
ja?

Kaspar opétoval Bleichlingiiv mdly pohled a nevédél, jak odpovédét.
Nedokazal pochopit, pro€ se ten maly muz tak oteviené déli o informace—a
ze vSech lidi pravé s nim—Iedaze by byl prosté blazen. Ani nacasovani
Waldemarovych krokli neodpovidalo tomu, co mu Bleichling fikal. Ledaze
by Sel ptimo...

,,’Jak se jmenuje ten podeziely?*

,,Entschuldigung?*

. Muz, kterého mij bratr vyslychal. Reknéte mi jeho jméno.*

Bleichlingtiv ismév se zostfil. ,,Ach, promiiite, Herr Toula! Pfedpokladal
jsem, ze pravé kvili nému jste piiSel. Vzhledem k okolnostem by se to
ocekavalo.*

,,Jakym okolnostem?“

,Natiirlich proto, Ze sem pfiijel z vaseho apartmanu. Kladl velky diraz na
to, Ze neni Zadny vas komornik.*



Sonja ¢ekala u dvefi na ulici, kdyz Kaspar ptivedl Ungarského domi, takze
byl na okamzik pfesvédcen, Ze jeho Zena ma dar jasnoziivosti, ale brzy si
uvédomil, Ze celou dobu, co byl pry¢, stala pofdd na stejném miste, v pozoru
a oc¢ekdvani. Dvojcata z balkonu v mezipatie nechdpavé sledovala, jak jejich
rodic¢e vytahuji ze zadniho sedadla pronajatého auta ptizrak. Ten pfizrak m¢l
na sobé¢ jen ponozky a spodni pradlo a jeho tvar, kdysi fesacky vousata, byla
hola a bleda. Pohyboval se ztéZzka a strnule, natahoval svou Sedivou hlavu
dopredu jako holoubek vyhozeny z hnizda.

Jakmile ho vynesli nahoru, nechal se Ungarsky polozit na pohovku a pak
natdhl krk, aby si prohlédl okoli. Kdyz naSel, co hledal, spokojené si
oddychl a zavtel oci. ,,Chvala Bohu,* zaSeptal. ,, Ty zatraceny lakyrky mé
staly majlant.*

Nepromluvil aZz do dalSiho rana, kdy mu Sonja pfinesla tac s piSkoty a
Salek slabého Cerného Caje. Pritomna byla celd rodina v€etné sluZebnictva.
Ungarsky se vdécné napil ¢aje, dival se jen na Sonju a mnul si v rukach
tilko. Spal obleCeny, prosil, aby na néj nikdo nesahal. Sonja ho tedy nechala
byt, 1 kdyZ byl otrhany a pachl. Nyni se vSak naskytl pohled, pfi kterém déti
zalapaly po dechu: od hrudni kosti az k bfichu se mu tdhla modiina
nacernald jako uhlovy papir.

Dvoj€ata okamzit¢ odvedli z mistnosti a maminku Silbermannovou
museli ze mdlob probudit ¢pavkem. Z kuchyné pfinesli nlizky. KaSpar
rozsttihl tilko, pfi¢emz mrucel a potil se jako chirurg, Ungarsky zase
sledoval déni s mirnym, ale jistym odstupem, jako by se ho zranéni
netykalo. Sonja zaCala mit podezieni, Ze jejich host uz neni pti smyslech,
kdyz ho chytla za volnou ruku. Kdyz vS8ak promluvil, jeho hlas znél jisté a
klidng.

,Odvedli mé do mistnosti s kieslem. Kieslo s rovnym opéradlem a
ocelovou podnozi s drazkami. Velmi moderni. Nic jiného tam nebylo,
dokonce ani stil. Uzké zelené dvefe, jako dvefe od skiind. Ob&as jsem za
dvefmi slySel promluvit toho druhého, Kalka. Nerozumél jsem ale ni¢emu,
co fikal. Na tom ale nesejde.* Ungarsky zavahal. ,,Nesejde na tom, Ze ne?*

,,Nesejde na tom, Felixi,* zaSeptala Sonja.

,Co se stalo potom?“ zeptal se KaSpar co mozna nejrozvaznéjSim
hlasem. Ungarského tilko ted’ lezelo pod nim, jeho rana tak nyni odhalila
celou svou straslivou podobu. Vypadalo to jako zéklad ndkresu, hrubé
nac¢marany ter¢ nebo feznické X na kusu masa.

,,Postavil mé ke zdi. Pozorné mé sledoval, mzoural a drbal se na bradg,
jako bych byl néjaky exemplai brouka, kterého polapil. Ve své hlouposti
jsem mu to fekl.*



,»Ach! Felixi,* vyhekla Sonja.

,Kalk pfisSel s muZzem, kterého jsem pfedtim nevidél, nesl bfitvu a
umyvadlo s horkou vodou. Rekl mi, abych si klekl a zaklonil hlavu co
nejvic dozadu. Malem jsem se pomocil strachy, ale Kalk mi vysvétlil, Ze
Standartenfithrer si m¢ jen chce 1épe prohlédnout. Ten muz byl holic,
zkuSeny holi¢.* Ungarsky zvedl bradu. ,,Nikdy jsem nebyl Iépe oholeny.*

Chvili pockal, jako by chtél slySet nazor rodiny. Nikdo v salonu vSak
netekl ani slovo.

,Standartenfiihrer podékoval holi¢i, zaviel o¢i, dokud ho Kalk
nevyprovodil, a pak se obratil ke mné. ,NesnasSim, kdyZ mé nékdo nuti
cekat, pane Ungarsky,‘ fekl. ,Mimo jiné trpim takzvanou expectandofobii.
Vite, co je to za fobii?* Zavrtél jsem hlavou. ,Expectandofobie, Herr
Ungarsky, je chorobny strach z ¢ekani.® Zasmal se tomu a ja se snazil smat
s nim, coz mu zpusobilo naprosto hystericky zachvat. Pak mi tekl, abych si
lehl.*

V tu chvili profesor vyvedl pani Silbermannovou z mistnosti. Ungarsky
si lehl na pohovku a sledoval, jak odchézeji.

,Jak uz jsem fekl, v mistnosti nebylo nic jiného nez to kieslo. Jakmile
jsem leZel na podlaze, pfisunul si ho. Pak mi poloZil otazku, to byla ostatné
jediné vazna otazka za celou tu dobu.*

,,Co to bylo za otazku?** zeptal se KaSpar.

,,Nejdiiv jsem nechdpal, tak to zopakoval. ,Védél jste, Herr Ungarsky, Ze
fyzikélni zdkony z hlediska matematiky neuznéavaji Zadny rozdil mezi
budoucnosti a minulosti?* Kdyz jsem mu fekl, ze ne, s usmévem mi
pokynul. ,To byla fe¢nicka otazka,‘ fekl. Pak mi postavil to kieslo na hrud’
a posadil se na n¢j.*

Sonja tlumené zasténala a podivala se na KaSpara. Ungarsky pokracoval
formalnim a jasnym hlasem, jako by cetl z rannich novin.

»,Nechdm vas v této mistnosti presné¢ Ctyficet tfi minut,” fekl mi
Standartenfiihrer. Zeptal jsem se ho, co se stane potom, a on fekl...*
Ungarsky se obratil ke Kasparovi. ,,Nebudete mi to véfit, Herr Toula, ale
prisaham, ze je to pravda.*

,,O mé se neboj, Felixi. Povéz nam, co ti fekl.*

.,Za tfiactyficet minut,” fekl mi Standartenfiihrer, ,pfijde mij bratr a
Scharfiihrer Bleichling, kterého jste, tus§im, potkal cestou dovnitt, vas preda
do jeho péce.*“

Vsechny oci se uptely na Kaspara, ale ten se ani nehnul. Nehybal se,
protoZe jeho mozek se v lebce otacel jako na obrtliku. Sonja naléhala, aby
Ungarsky pokracoval.

.»,AZ se to stane,‘ fekl Standartenfiihrer, ,chci, abyste mu ode mé predal



vzkaz. Prokazal byste mi tuhle laskavost?‘ Nezmohl jsem se k odpovédi, ale
zdalo se, Ze mu to nevadi. ,Zakony, které zastupuji ja&—jejichZ jsem
hlasatelem—na rozdil od zakoni matematickych velmi zfetelné rozlisuji
minulost od budoucnosti. Poslednich dvacet let patfilo mému bratrovi,
budoucnost zase patifi nam. Dnes odpoledne jsem sve Svagrové prozradil
néco ze své teorie ,,Casu ztracen¢ho®, ale teorie bez dikazu jsou jen feci.
Doufam, Ze to brzy budu moci ptfedvést.® Standartenfiihrer pii téch slovech
,Myslite si, Ze si to vSechno zapamatujete, Herr Ungarsky? Nepochybuji o
tom, Ze ano.‘ Vytdhl hodinky. ,Jest¢ CcCtyficet minut si to miliZeme
opakovat.**

2.4 Kapitola XII

v o wsror DY nyni bylo na misté, pani Havenovd, vypravét Vam
podrobnosti o dédeckovée roli ve videiiském odboji: o prvnim Ungarskym
zprostfedkovaném kontaktu, o schiizkach za zavienymi dvefmi a v
mestskych parcich a stdle zoufalejSich sabotazich. Nésledné¢ pak o
nevyhnutelném uvéznéni a muceni, deportaci v neoznaceném Zelezni¢nim
vagonu a smrti v proslunéném polském lese.

Nic z toho vSak v této konkrétni historii nenajdete, jelikoz se to nikdy
nestalo.

Kaspar musel myslet na svou rodinu, a tak se videnisky odboj,

1 pfes svou nepochybnou stateCnost, omezoval pfedev§im na danoveé
uniky. Navzdory svému vlastnimu nazoru nebyl miy dédecek Zzadny
zbabélec, jak dokazuje jeho navstéva velitelstvi gestapa, ale uz nebyl
mlady, vlastenectvi se mu pfi¢ilo a Waldemartv triumfalni navrat ho
natrvalo zménil. Silenstvi jeho bratra bylo nyni statnim naboZenstvim, za
nimz stala celd Velkonémecka fiSe. Grotesknost této predstavy—této
skute¢nosti, pfipominal si—se mu po navstévé Bundesverkehrsamtu piisala
na mysl jako pijavice a on nenasel zddny rozumny zpiisob, jak ji pfekonat.

Emigraci jako prvni navrhla Sonja, coZ kromé jejiho manzela prekvapilo
vSechny. Na rozdil od KaSpara nepodlehla smiSenym emocim a zmatku:
neztracela ¢as snahou pochopit, co se déje. Kasparovi pfiSlo zbytecné ji
piesvédCovat, Ze jeho bratr nepiedstavuje skutecné nebezpeci, alespon ne
pro n¢. Sdm tomu uz neveril.

Jakmile se spolecné rozhodli, Sonja neotalela. Kaspar bezmocné
sledoval, jak se snazi potlait paniku, kdyz rozebirala jejich panopticky



apartman cihlu po cihle. Nebylo to pro ni klasické uprchlické dilema, co si
vzit a co nechat za zady: dim a vSechno v ném bylo pozistatkem dob
minulych a Sonja nostalgii nepodl¢hala. Nejcennéjsi néabytek, vcetné
zlutého divanu, dali do drazby ve videnském Dorotheu, zbytek rozdali
pratelim, zndmym a sousedim, aZ rodiné neziistalo nic nez novinovy papir
misto nddobi deky rozlozené na podlaze. KaSpar nebyl zdaleka sam, kdo
povazoval jeji jednéani za extrémni, dokonce 1 Ungarsky ji prosil, aby si to
rozmyslela, ale rad€ji nedoufal, Ze Sonja svilj ndzor zméni.

V dobg¢, kdy -isté zacali mizet, tiSe a bez jakéhokoli povyku, jako by byli
odvolani kvili naléhavym zalezitostem v zahrani¢i, m¢li uz Toulovi
vSechna pottebna vyjezdni viza z Némecké tiSe. Buffalo Bill je ujistil o své
pomoci (mimo jiné jim poskytl zatfizeny byt s jednou loznici v ulici
Chippewa, coz Sonje piipadalo uchvatné) a objednal jim plavbu na
Comtesse Celeste, stfedn¢ velkém parniku z Janova. , Kazdd minuta
strdvena tady je minuta ztracena,” vykiikla, kdyz vidéla KaSpara, jak
pomalu se tdhne. ,,Na prérii nas ¢eka zcela novy zivot!*

V poslednich tydnech Sonja na prérii myslela skuteéné casto.
Predpokladala, 7e mésto, do néhoz mifili—legendarni brana
Stiedozdpadu—bylo pojmenovano na pocest mistnich stad bizont.
Pfedstavovala si Buffalo jako jakési univerzalni mésto v rozkvétu, zapadlé
San Francisco na safirovém jezete, kde se po hlavni ulici prohani dobytek,
pramyslovi magnati se potykaji s emancipovanymi otroky a poctivy ¢lovék
se mize dopracovat k milioniim. Ackoli mél mlj dédecek o fad¢ téchto
bodil pochybnosti, rozhodl se, Ze si je jako sprdvny gentleman necha pro
sebe. Emigrace pro n& zistdvala fantastickou vyhlidkou, neredlnou a
nepravdépodobnou, ale vlastn€ ne o nic vic nez vyhlidky jin€. Viak se brzy
zklame, pomyslel si Kaspar. Neni kam spéchat.

* * %



Tt1 dny pted jejich planovanym odjezdem sedél KaSpar na polStaii ve
vyklizeném salonku a pfemyslel o svétlém miste na zdi, kde kdysi viselo
zrcadlo. Najednou se ve dvetich objevila Encidna. Kratce si ho prohlédla
svyma lesklyma ocima, skoro jako by pfemyslela nad jeho pocity, a pak mu
sd¢lila novinu, kterou mu pfisla fict.

,Matka je na zachod¢,” oznamila. ,,Coze, Schitzchen? Na zachodé,
fikas?“
Enciéna ptikyvla. ,,Néco ji te€e z ust.*

V hlase ani ve vyrazu jeho dcery nebylo nic, co by se asponi trochu
podobalo hriize, kterd se Kaspara zmocnila. Okamzité vyskocil na nohy, a
jakmile spatfil svou Zenu na podlaze, jak se opira tvafi o zdchodovou misu,
jako by byla opila, pochopil, Ze jeho hrliza je opravnéna. Kdyz kdysi jako
chlapec pozoroval babicku lezici na smrtelné posteli, pfipadalo mu, ze jeji
svaty vyraz je ve svétle jejiho utrpeni jaksi obscénni, ted’ Sonjina tvar zarila
stejnym mirnym, smrtelnym leskem. Pfedni dil jeji platéné kosilky, jedné ze
sedmi, které si koupila na cestu do Nového svéta, byl rozdéleny Siiirou krve
a hlenu. Kdyz vyslovil jeji jméno, chytila ho za zapé&sti.

,Zda se, ze né¢im sthnu, Kaspare. Jakousi zimnici.*

Kaspar znovu vyslovil jeji jméno a poklekl vedle ni. Jeji stisk na jeho
zapesti mirne povolil.

,Rada bych tu chvili zistala, jestli ti to nevadi. Porcelan mé& chladi na
tvari.*

KdyzZ byl pfivolan lékat—1Jicchak Bauer, profesoriiv ptitel z détstvi—
stanovil diagnozu diiv, nez si svlékl kabat. ,,Tuberkuldza,” oznamil
znudénym toénem, ktery si Iekati vyhrazuji pro Spatné zpravy. ,,Obavam se,
ze Comtesse Celeste v nejblizsi dob¢ nepiipada v uvahu. Geronimo a Jesse
James budou muset pockat.*

Dédecek se az do konce svého zivota vzdy viditelné otfasl, kdyz
piiznaval ulevu, kterou v tu chvili stanoveni Bauerovy diagnozy pocitil.
Samoziejmé tu byly 1 obavy, tuberkul6zu nebylo radno brat na lehkou véahu,
ale alesponi se nemoc projevila ve Vidni, centru evropské mediciny, a ne v
n¢jakém americkém zapadakoveé, kde pocet Sarlatant a mastickari
prevysuje pocet lékari. Cim vice o tom KaSpar uvaZzoval, tim vice byl
presvédcen, ze tento zdanlivy zadrhel je v skrytu pozehndnim. Byla pravda,
ze se vzdal mista na univerzité¢ a Ze jim brzy vypr$i ndjemni smlouva, ale
jejich ucet ve Volksbank byl vice nez v pofadku a ve mésté méli spoustu
pratel. Pro¢ ménit kontinenty, fikal si, kdyZ je mnohem snaz$i zménit
nazor?



S touto myslenkou se Kaspar jednoho srpnového rana vydal na obéd se
svym bratrem do Trattnerovy restaurace, byl mozna trochu nervézni, ale
zato sebejisty. S Waldemarem tentokrat mluvil napfimo a vyména nazort
byla velmi srde¢na. To on sdm navrhl misto setkani, minil to jako olivovou
ratolest 1 jako neSkodny Zert, jeho bratr vychvalil jejich guld$§ a navrhl cas
setkani v jednu hodinu odpoledne.

Kdyz Kaspar dorazil, katedrala svatého Stépana zrovna odbijela celou.
Byl mirn¢ zadychany, ale jinak vyrovnany. V souladu s N*O*P sed¢l
Waldemar u stejn¢ho stolu s mramorovou deskou jako pted Sestnacti lety,
usrkaval ze stejného pohdru doprovazen byl stejnou sviidnou Srbkou.
Kaspar byl pfi pohledu na ni ohromen a malem se rozkoktal, Ze se od roku
1922 ani trochu nezm¢énila, kdyz najednou uvidél, Ze je to uplné jina Srbka.
Waldemar se usmal a podal Kasparovi ruku. ,,Asi bychom si méli dat pusu
na ob¢ tvare,* ekl usmeésne, ackoli jeho smich byl ponckud nezvucny.

,No teda!“ Rekl Kaspar, kdyZ mu pfinesli kavu. Pfi§la neuvéfitelnd
rychle a bez varovani, coz jeS§té¢ umocnilo pocit predurcenosti, ktery se ho
drzel od chvile, kdy se posadil.

,,No teda!“ zopakoval Waldemar, ziejmé stejné zaskocen jako on. Ale to
taky nesedélo, Waldemar se jen tak zaskocit nenechal. Prosté jen klidné a
vSemocn¢ ¢ekal na KaSpartv prvni gambit.

., Vypadas jinak,* fekl Kaspar a okamzité toho
litoval. ,,Chces fict, Ze jsem tlustsi.*

,, Ale viibec ne!** Samoziejmé ale tlustsi byl. ,,Asi ano. Ale to jsem
nemyslel, myslel jsem ve v§em ostatnim.*

,,Ostatnim?*

,,Napftiklad tvlij monokl.*

Waldemar dumavé kyvl hlavou. ,,Nemam monokl.*

,,No jo, tak se o ném asi zminila moje Zena,*“ fekl KaSpar a zufive se
rozkaslal. Necht¢l ji zminovat tak brzy.

,Ach tak,*” ekl Waldemar jinym ténem. ,,Tva zena.*

,Presné tak,“ odpoveédél KaSpar. ,,Sonja Toulova. Tvoje Svagrova.‘
Najednou se—zdanlivé prili§ brzy—=zacal hajit, nechaval stranou
opatrnost a slu$nost, apeloval na Waldemarovo svédomi a lasku a na rizné
dal$i smysly, o nichz velmi pochyboval, Ze je jeho bratr ve skutecnosti
ma.

Hlas mu pteskakoval jako pubertakovi a slzy mu volné stékaly po tvarich v
nadéji, ze by jeho nepftitele mohly uspokojit. Byl to nejdelsi projev, ktery
kdy mimo pfednaskovy sal pronesl, zaroven byl taky nejvymluvnég;si.



KdyzZ skoncil, jeho bratr ptatelsky kyvl hlavou, jako by chtél ocenit dobte
provedeny kotrmelec, a udélal zahadné gesto smérem k Srbce.
,,V tuto chvili nemohu Friulein Silbermannové poskytnout ochranu.*

,Je to moje Zena, Waldemare,* zasycCel Kaspar. ,,A nezadam t¢, abys ji
poskytl svou ochranu. Zadam t&, abys ji neodvezl do své komnaty hrizy,
jako jsi to udélal chuddkovi Felixi Ungarskému.*

,10 je mozna pravda,” fekl Waldemar. ,,Ale aZ to vSechno skonci,
Bruderchen—a ze to skonéi velmi brzy—uz na tom moc zalezet nebude,
ne?

Nastalo ticho, pomalé a osudové, béhem né¢hoz dédecek na bratra ziral s
pfehnanym udivem a odporem a bratr usrkaval zbytky své melanze.

,,Co se mi tim snaZzi§ fict?* Dostal ze sebe konecné¢ Kaspar. ,,ChceS mi
fict, Ze bychom méli zmizet?*

,10 je na vas. Ud¢lal jsem, co bylo v mych
silach.*
,,Co to sakra znamena?“

Waldemar si dobracky povzdechl. ,, Ty vyjezdni viza jsem ti sehnal, no

ne?*

3 Prekladatelsky komentar

3.1 Specifika autorského stylu

The Lost Time Accidents se jakozto roman fadi do stylu uméleckého, ktery si primarné
klade za cil vytvofit esteticky zazitek pro cilového ¢tenare. V idealnim piekladu tak bude kladen
diiraz nejen na spravny pievod informaci, ale i na adekvatni pfevod estetickych prvka vychoziho
textu (VT), které zaroven podtrhuji autortiv styl. Takovy pfistup k ptekladu nazyva Levy (1998,
41) piistupem funk¢énim, a charakterizuje ho jako takové vyuziti prostiedki cilového jazyka,
které ve vychozim jazyce plni stejnou funkci ,,pokud mozno po vSech strankach, tedy nejen
vyznamové, vécné (denotacni, referencni), ale 1 konotacni (expresivni, asociacni) a pragmatické.*

Specifika autorského stylu Ize sledovat hned na n¢kolika textovych rovinach. Naptiklad v pasmu
vypraveéce zde John Wray vyuziva neustdly Casovy posun, jelikoz vypraveée je zde skuteCnou
postavou z romanu, kterd v nékterych pasazich promlouva k dalsi z postav v ¢ase pfitomném, ale
soucasné 1 retrospektivné vypravi prib¢h v ¢ase minulém. Ze syntaktického hlediska se autoriv
styl vyznacuje Castym vyuzitim dlouhych souvéti a specifickym vyuZzitim interpunkce, zejména
pak v piimé feci.

Dale se specifika autorského stylu ve vybraném textu projevuji na roviné lexikalni a jazykové.
Na jednu stranu je pro vybrany text charakteristické hojné vyuziti skutecnych dobovych realii
z prostiedi Rakouska-Uherska a némeckych jazykovych realii, vyuziti skute¢nych geografickych
lokalit, zejména pak z oblasti Vidné a Zlina, na druhou stranu se text zamétuje i na fiktivni prvky,



a to v oblasti védy, konkrétné fyziky a jejiho vyuziti pro cestovani ¢asem, a ¢asteéné v oblasti
svétové historie.

Mij postup pii pievodu vySe zminénych specifik na konkrétnich textovych rovinach bude
vysvétlen v néasledujicim prekladatelském komentaii.

3.2 Rovina jazykova

Z Zpusob vyjadifovani nam o ¢loveéku leccos prozradi. Naptiklad pouzivani urcitého slangu,
dialektu, ¢i argotu nam muze komunikovat urcity ptivod, socialni postaveni, profesi, ¢i samotnou
osobnost dané osoby. To samoziejmé mizeme aplikovat i na postavy v romanu, a tedy 1 zamer,
na ktery autor pro dané postavy na rovin¢ pragmatické cilil. V The Lost Time Accidents se
objevuje cela fada postav, a je teda tfeba zvazit celou fadu vyuziti riznych jazykovych rovin.

O samotné postavé vypravéte se muzeme dozvédet spoustu véci z jeho zplsobu vyjadfovani
v kapitolach, které jsou stylizovany jako dopisy psané v soucasnosti (21. stoleti) a nasledné
adresovany jedné z postav:

Piiklad 1a, Kapitola II.:
VT:

wv crear-cranoraher DiE0 Without recovering consciousness, Mrs. Haven, and the notes he’d let
fall in the street were forgotten in the drama of his passing. In any event, only one
person might have been able to appreciate the full significance of those pages, and she
was prevented by propriety from coming forward.

CT:

mur prapipa S€ Z komatu jiz neprobral, pani Havenova, a v celém tom zmatku se na jeho
poznamky docista zapomnélo. I tak by témto strankdm dokézala porozumét pouze jedina
osoba, a té zase sluSnost branila, aby se o né pfihlasila.

V tomto ptikladu se diky jazykové roviné v samém zacatku romanu dozvidame, Ze vypraveée je
slusny, formalni a pravdépodobné 1 vzdélany Clovek, prestoze skuteénych faktli ndm o jeho osobé
bylo poskytnuto minimum. Dopis je adresovan pani Havenové, o které se pozd¢ji dozvime, ze ma
S postavou vypraveéce alesponn Castecné romanticky vztah — 1 piesto ji oslovuje jako ,,pani
Havenovou®, nikoliv kifestnim jménem — tato specifika jazykové roviny je tedy ve funkénim
pfistupu k ptekladu tfeba brat v potaz.

Velka ¢ast romanu se odehrava v 1. poloviné 20. stoleti, kdy se i v blizkych kruzich hovotilo
spiSe formalné. Univerzalnim typem oslovovani v této dobé bylo vykani, v nékterych rodinach,
zejména téch kiestanskych, rodi¢e svym détem tykali a déti rodi¢liim zase vykaly, obecné vSak
plati, Ze nejéastéjsim zptisobem bylo vykani, a to az do konce 1. republiky.?

V piekladu je tedy tieba klast diiraz na dodrZzovani formalnosti promluv, a to 1 v pfipadé, kdy jsou
jazykové prostifedky v promluvach zna¢né expresivni.

Priklad 2, kapitola IL.:

! https://www.ptejteseknihovny.cz/dotazy/zacatek-tykani-v-nasi-zemi



VT:

“You’re lying, Frau Svoboda,” Waldemar said slowly. “You’re lying to Us, you sausage-
chewing sow.”

CT:
,Lzete, Frau Svoboda,* fekl Waldemar pomalu. ,,L.zete ndm, vy umasténa sving.*

Tento konkrétni piiklad se v kontextu dila odehrava na samém pocatku 20. stoleti, v rakousko-
uherském Zling. Anglictina na rozdil od CeStiny vykani a tykani nerozliSuje, nicmén¢ ve VT je
formalnost promluvy vyznacena pouzitim némeckého osloveni Frau, tedy Cesky pani — vyuziti
osloveni pani a tykani by v Ceském jazyce nebylo uzudlni (*Lze$ ndm, pani Svobodova, ty
umasténa svin¢) a ani by se neshodovalo s vySe zminénou formalnosti promluv z pocatku 20.
stoleti.

DalSim specifickym prvkem jazykové roviny z obdobi Rakouska-Uherska je tzv. onikani. Po
padu R-U se z ¢eského jazyka onikani v podstaté vytratilo, nicméné jesté na pocatku 20. stoleti se
pouzivalo a znacilo zejména vyrazny rozdil ve spoleCenském postaveni komunikujicich:

Priklad 3, kapitola VII.:
VT:

They found Borofsky on a chaise longue in the smoking room, with Karl Wittgenstein
on one side and Sonja’s father on the other, each of them clutching an unlit cigar. “The
very boy we want!” Professor Silbermann bellowed, with a heartiness that took Kaspar
aback. “Fire, Herr Toula, if you’d be so kind! A touch of the primordial spark!”

CT:

Borofského nasli na kanapi v kutackém saldnku, po jeho pravici sedél Karl Wittgenstein
a z druhé Sonjin otec, oba s nezapalenym doutnikem v ruce. ,,Ah, pfesné€ tohoto chlapce
nam bylo tfebal!“ Vyhrkl ze sebe profesor Silbermann tak srdnaté, az to KaSpara
zaskocilo. ,,Ohen, Herr Toula, kdyby byli tak laskavi! Dotek prvotni jiskry!*

Historicky se v angli¢tiné pro rozliSeni socidlniho statusu pouzivalo zajmeno thou, tento ucel
v$ak z angli¢tiny kompletn& vymizel jiz zatatkem 18. stoleti a dnes se povaZuje za archaismus.?
Za ucelem zdlraznéni spolecenského rozdilu mezi KaSparem a pritomnymi védci jsem se tedy
rozhodl odchylit od autora a vyuzit expresivnéjSich prvki

3.3 Rovina lexikalni

3.3.1 Nazev dila

Nazev je vétSinou prvnim prvkem dila, se kterym cilovy ¢tenaf pfijde do kontaktu. Je proto tieba
zvolit takovy preklad, ktery ¢tenafe na prvni pohled zaujme, nebo bude alespon funkéné ptsobit
na Ctenafe obdobnym zptsobem, jako original. Levy rozliSuje 2 rtizné typy nazvu dila: ,,1. Nazev
popisny, Cisté sd€lovaci, udava ptimo téma knihy, zpravidla tim, Ze jmenuje hlavni osobu a ¢asto

2 https://quod.lib.umich.edu/m/middle-english-
dictionary/dictionary/MED45409/track?counter=1&search_id=72612720



i literarni druh 2. Nazev symbolizujici, zkratkovy, udavéd téma, problematiku nebo atmosféru
zkratkou, typizujicim symbolem, ktery neni popisem, ale obraznou transpozici tématu.* (1998,
153-154) U romanu The Lost Time Accidents se jedna o typ druhy.

Zpocatku jsem jako pracovni nazev dila pouzival Prihody v case ztracené, nicméné z kvili
kontextu i1 nékterym stylistickym prvkiim dila jsem se nakonec rozhodl pfelozit nazev jako
Prihody casu ztraceného. Ptibeéh romanu pracuje s konceptem cestovani v Case, v kontextu dila se
pak ztraci pravé cas, a ne prihody, jak by naznacoval pavodni zamysleny preklad. Zaroven zde
pracuji se stylistickou inverzi podstatného a piidavného jména, ktera ma za tcel oslovit Ctenare a
zaroven zdiraznit historickou stranku dila.

Samotné slovo prihody jsem zvolil zejména kvuli jeho konotaci, nabizelo se napf. pielozit slovo
accidents jako nehody, John Wray vSak v kontextu dila pracuje se slovem accidents spise podle
definice ,,something that happens by chance and without an obvious cause*“ (Oxford Learner‘s
Dictionary, heslo ACCIDENT)3. Takova definice ma konotaci neutralni, stejné jako slovo
prihody, kdezto nehody by mélo konotaci negativni.

3.3.2 Piechylovani piijmeni

O ptechylovani se v Ceské translatologii dodnes vedou debaty, ¢asto vSak rozhodnuti zdvisi
bud’to na osobni preferenci piekladatele, nebo na pozadavku zadavatele textu. V pfipadé textu
jako The Lost Time Accidents vsak rozhoduje jesté dalsi faktor, a to tfeti jazyk textu, tedy v tomto
piipadé némcina. Oslovovani za pomoci Frau, Herr, popiipadé némeckych tituli je v The Lost
Time Accidents v podstaté vSudypfitomné, a némcina jako jazyk ptechylovani jako takové
nepouzivd, jména tedy zlstdvaji ve své zdkladni formé& (napf. Frau Svoboda). Autor vSak
zminéné némecké tvary osloveni pouziva vyhradné v piimé feci kapitol odehravajicich se za dob
Rakouska-Uherska a za obdobi druhé svétové valky, v kapitolach z pozdéjsi doby pouziva
osloveni anglickd. Abych podtrhl tento rozdil v ¢asovém narativu dila, rozhodl jsem se u
némeckych osloveni pfijmeni nepfechylovat, u vSech ostatnich ,,béznych* osloveni vSak ptijmeni
ptechyluji.

3.3.3 Lexikalni vyuZiti kurzivy

Dalsim specifickym prvkem autorského stylu Johna Wraye je pomérné Casté pouziti kurzivy. Tu
autor pouzivd ,k oddéleni rtznych druhii informaci, k jejich zdiraznéni nebo vyjadreni
hlasitosti“ (Feren¢ik 2004, 4.2), krom¢ toho ale také naptiklad k vyjadieni myslenek postav, tedy
namisto pfimé feci. Jedna se tedy o védomy stylisticky prvek textu, nicméné v urcitych piipadech
jsem tento prvek pii prevodu neponechaval. V nasledujici ¢asti jsou piiklady z textu, jejich zamér
a prevod.

Ptiklad 1c ukazuje pouziti kurzivy pro zdlraznéni vyjadfeni hlasitosti, zde jsem kurzivu
neponechal, jelikoz pfevod ,,Good day* na ,,Dejzto panbith* je sdm o sobé pomérné expresivni a
neni na n¢j tfeba klast silngjsi diraz.

3 https://www.oxfordlearnersdictionaries.com/definition/english/accident



Priklad 1c, vyjadieni hlasitosti, kapitola II.:
VT:

“Good day,” she said, struggling to keep her voice level, but in spite of everything it
came out badly.

CT:

,Dejzto panbuh,* fekla ve snaze udrzet si hlas, ale navzdory vS§emu ji hlas zradil. Znélo
to jaksi karavé.

Ptiklad 2¢ ukazuje pouziti kurzivy pro oddéleni realii, konkrétné z némciny. Ve VT bylo
kurzivo odliSeno pouze ,,Sieg Heil“, v CT jsem krom¢ toho jesté pridal kurzivu do
némeckého Kamerad — zde jsem se rozhodl pro takové feSeni zejména proto, ze bézny
preklad slova ,,comrade* jako ,,soudruh® je spojovano spise se Sovétskym svazem, nez
S nacistickym Némeckem.

Priklad 2¢, oddé€leni realii, kapitola XI.:
VT:

“You’ll have to pardon me, comrade. Those were thrilling days—superlative days!—but
occasionally a face or two escapes me. | recall you now, of course. Sieg Heil.”

CT:

»Musite m& omluvit, Kamerad. Byly to tchvatné dny—mimotadné!—ale obc¢as mi
néjaka tvar unikne. Ted’ si vas uz samoziejmé vybavuji. Sieg Heil .

Priklad 3c ukazuje pouziti kurzivy pro vyjadieni mysSlenek nékteré z postav, a tedy nahrazeni
pifimé fe€i — teoreticky by se zde kurziva pouzZit nemusela, jelikoZ jsou tato spojeni obecné
explicitné oznacena jako mySlenky postav (napf. slovesné jako u pfimé feci: ,,..., pomyslel si
Kaspar*), nicméné v ramci dodrzeni stylistického zaméru autora jsem se rozhodl kurzivu v téchto
ptipadech ponechat.

VT:

The prospect of emigration remained fantastical to him, unreal and unlikely; but no
more so than any other prospect did. She’ll be disappointed soon enough, Kaspar
thought. There isn 't any hurry.

CT:

Emigrace pro néj zlstavala fantastickou vyhlidkou, nerealnou a nepravdépodobnou, ale
vlastné ne o nic vic nez vyhlidky jiné. Vsak se brzy zklame, pomyslel si KaSpar. Neni
kam spéchat.

4 Rovina ¢asova



Jednim z prvkd, na ktery si piekladatel musi dat pozor, je Castd zména Casovani, jak jiz bylo
kratce zminéno, v ramci autorského stylu Johna Wraye je velmi specifické pasmo vypravéce,
nicméné zména Casovani nenastdva pouze v ném. V nasledujici Casti bude uvedeno nékolik
ptikladti Casovani a jejich feSeni v ramci textu.

V piikladu 1b se stfidaji v podstaté 3 Casova pasma. 1. je pasmo vypravéce, kdy je Waldy ve treti
osob¢ funguje jako pfimy vypraveéC, ovSem momentalné¢ ve 3. osobé. 2. je retrospektivni
vypravéni Ungarského, kdy v pifimé fe€i popisuje udalosti jako jejich pfimy tcastnik. 3. pasmo
jsou promluvy, které jsou zasazeny do Ungarského retrospektivniho vypravéni, avsak jsou
podavany v ¢ase pritomném.

Piiklad 1b, kapitola XI.
VT:

“The Standartenfiihrer thanked the barber, closed his eyes until Kalk had escorted him
out, then turned to me. ‘I hate being made to wait, Herr Ungarsky,” he said. ‘I suffer,
among other things, from a condition known as expectandophobia. Can you guess what
that condition is?” I shook my head. ‘Expectandophobia, Herr Ungarsky, is a morbid fear
of being made to wait.” He laughed at that, and I did my best to laugh with him, which
sent him into full-blown hysterics. Then he told me to lie down.”

At this point Frau Silbermann was ushered out of the room by the professor. Ungarsky
lay back on the couch and watched them go.

CT:

»Standartenfithrer pod€koval holi¢i, zaviel oci, dokud ho Kalk nevyprovodil, a pak se
obratil ke mné. ,Nesnasim, kdyZ mé& nékdo nuti cekat, pane Ungarsky,* fekl. ,Mimo jiné
trpim takzvanou expectandofobii. Vite, co je to za fobii?* Zavrtél jsem hlavou.
,Expectandofobie, Herr Ungarsky, je chorobny strach z ¢ekani.® Zasmal se tomu a ja se
snazil smat s nim, coZ mu zpiisobilo naprosto hystericky zachvat. Pak mi fekl, abych si
lehl.*

V tu chvili profesor vyvedl pani Silbermannovou z mistnosti. Ungarsky si lehl na
pohovku a sledoval, jak odchazeji.

Dal$im problematickym ptikladem casovani v piekladu mize byt Ptiklad 2b. Ptiklad 2b je typem
pasma vypravéce, kdy autor vyuziva postavy Waldyho jako homodiegetického vypravéce
nastinujiciho narativ dila v jednom ze svych dopist adresovanych dalsi z postav, pani Havenove,
nicméné vyuziva zde kondicionaly, jelikoZ se v kontextu dila jedna o hypotetickou situaci. Césti
textu zvyraznéné tuénym pismem jsou ¢asové tvary dilezité pro piekladatele.



Ptiklad 2b, Kapitola XII.:
VT:

NOW WOULD BE the point in this history, Mrs. Haven, to recount the details of my
grandfather’s role in the Viennese resistance: the first Ungarsky-brokered contact, the
meetings in shuttered rooms and city parks, and the progressively more desperate acts of
sabotage; then the inevitable imprisonment and torture, deportation in an unmarked
railway car, and death in some sun-dappled Polish forest.

You won’t find any of that in this history, however, because none of it ever took place.

CT:

V TETO HISTORII by byvalo na misté, pani Havenova, vypravét Vam podrobnosti 0
dédeckové roli ve videniském odboji: o prvnim Ungarskym zprostfedkovaném kontaktu,
o schiizkach za zavienymi dvefmi a v méstskych parcich a stale zoufalejSich sabotézich.
Nésledné pak o nevyhnutelném uvéznéni a muceni, deportaci v neoznaceném
Zelezni¢nim vagonu a smrti v proslunéném polském lese.

Nic z toho vsak v této konkrétni historii nenajdete, jelikoz se to nikdy nestalo.

Ptiklad 3b zdlraziuje dalsi problematickou ¢ast prekladatelského procesu v ramci ¢asové roviny,
a to ¢asovou dynamiku v pasmu vypravece.

VT:

On the morning of June 26, however, the pickle trade couldn’t have been farther from
either boy’s thoughts. They walked the six blocks to Frau Svoboda’s shop shoulder to
shoulder, talking in grave and self-important whispers, and rapped in tandem on its
yellow door.

Circumference aside, Marta Svoboda made for an unlikely butcher’s wife: she was a
soft-spoken woman, always impeccably dressed, with a fondness for light opera and
an aversion to the smell of uncooked meat. (It may well have been her sense of herself
as somehow out of place—miscast by a world that knew her poorly—that had made
her susceptible to my great-grandfather’s charms.) She was well read, and a diligent
diarist: most of what I’ve learned about that time came from her journals. Her entry for
June 26, for example, exactly two weeks after Ottokar’s death and seven days after his
funeral, gives me the first picture I have of my grandfather as a young man, and of his
soon-to-be-infamous brother

CT:

Marta Svobodova nebyla typickou feznici, byla to ticha, vzdy slusné oblecena zena se
zéalibou v operach a odporem k pachu syrového masa. (Mozna ji mtj pradédecek
okouzlil praveé diky tomu, ze se sama citila jako vyvrhel, kterého svét nechape a
odmita) Byla velmi sectéla a pilné si vSe zapisovala do denikii: vétSinu toho, co jsem



se o té dob¢ dozvédél, jsem ziskal prave z nich. Naptiklad jeji zapis z 26. Cervna, piesné
dva tydny po Ottokarov¢é smrti a sedm dni po jeho pohibu, mi poskytl prvni obrazek
mého dédecka jako mladého muze, a zarovenn mi povédél vic o jeho bratrovi, ktery se
mél brzy stat nechvalné znamym.

5 Zavér

Cilem této bakalarské prace bylo piedstavit dilo rakousko-amerického autora Johna Wraye,
konkrétn¢ roman The Lost Time Accidents. Prakticka ¢ast obsahovala pieklad vybranych kapitol
I, VII, XI a XIl v za pomoci funk¢niho ptistupu k piekladu podle Jitiho Levého.

Piekladatelsky komentai byl zaméfen na specifika autorského stylu Johna Wraye a z nich
odvozené obtizné casti pro piekladatele na riznych rovindch textu, konkrétné na roviné jazykove,
lexikalni a Casové.

Mym cilem bylo také piedstavit ceskému ctendii nového zahrani¢niho autora a vytvofit si touto
praci podklad pro dalsi praci s dilem Johna Wraye, konkrétné kompletni pieklad romanu The
Lost Time Accidents. Toto dilo povazuji za jedno z komplexné&jSich a piekladatelsky naro¢nych,
nicméné o to vice by mél vysledny pieklad potésit jak Ctendte, tak prekladatele.
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8 Priloha-VT

[

wv crear.cranorarer oo WINOUL recovering consciousness, Mrs. Haven, and the
notes he’d let fall in the street were forgotten in the drama of his passing. In
any event, only one person might have been able to appreciate the full
significance of those pages, and she was prevented by propriety from
coming forward. Marta Svoboda’s “testimony’” was given in no court of
law: even if Bachling had been in violation of the primitive traffic
regulations of the age, his negligible speed would have been enough to put
him in the clear. Frau Svoboda’s questioning, such as it was, was carried out
by Ottokar’s sons, Kaspar and Waldemar, heirs to both their father’s
business and his love of Fenchelwurst.

The liaison between Ottokar and Marta had by no means been a secret,
and all eyes (except, perhaps, my great-grandmother’s) were on her in the
days and weeks that followed; but she proved a disappointment to her
neighbors. When the butcher shop opened the next day, she was behind the
counter as always—slightly tighter-lipped than wusual, perhaps, but
otherwise composed. None of her customers made so bold as to invite her
to unburden herself, and she did absolutely nothing to encourage them.

She showed less reticence, however, when Waldemar and Kaspar came to
call.

* X% %

My grandfather and his brother were in their teens at the time of the
accident, a year or so shy of manhood, and were often mistaken for twins.
Waldemar was slightly taller than his older brother, with an elegant,
straight-backed way of propelling himself through the world; Kaspar—my

grandfather—was a dark, quiet boy, businesslike for his age, with the set
jaw and good-natured suspiciousness of the emigrant he would one day
become. Waldemar was his mother’s favorite, Kaspar his father’s. Though
less fetching than his younger brother, and decidedly less brash, it was on
Kaspar’s broad back that the hopes of the family rested. There was a
reasonableness about him that was missing in Waldemar: his lack of
Imagination, it was felt, was precisely the corrective to his father’s excesses
that Toula & Sons was in need of.

On the morning of June 26, however, the pickle trade couldn’t have been



farther from either boy’s thoughts. They walked the six blocks to Frau
Svoboda’s shop shoulder to shoulder, talking in grave and self-important
whispers, and rapped in tandem on its yellow door.

Circumference aside, Marta Svoboda made for an unlikely butcher’s
wife: she was a soft-spoken woman, always impeccably dressed, with a
fondness for light opera and an aversion to the smell of uncooked meat. (It
may well have been her sense of herself as somehow out of place—miscast
by a world that knew her poorly—that had made her susceptible to my
great-grandfather’s charms.) She was well read, and a diligent diarist: most
of what ’ve learned about that time came from her journals. Her entry for
June 26, for example, exactly two weeks after Ottokar’s death and seven
days after his funeral, gives me the first picture | have of my grandfather as
a young man, and of his soon-to-be-infamous brother.

At just before noon—the hour of their accustomed rendezvous—Marta
distinctly heard Ottokar’s knock at her door, and crept downstairs into the
shop; she was in the depths of her grief, sleeping painfully little, and for a
moment she feared for her sanity. The silhouette she saw through the
frosted glass was Ottokar’s as well, and she might easily have fled back
upstairs if she hadn’t noticed another behind it, slightly taller and with less
of a slump. Marta had exchanged barely a word with the Toula boys since
they’d been toddlers, and the thought of talking to them now frightened her
worse than any phantom could have done; but she unbolted the shop door
regardless.

“Good afternoon, Frau Svoboda,” the shorter one said. He seemed at a
loss as to whether to bow or to extend his hand. The younger one stared at
her coldly.

“Good day,” she said, struggling to keep her voice level, but in spite of
everything it came out badly. It sounded as if she were correcting him. “My
name is Kaspar Toula,” said the boy, as if Marta had no way of knowing,
which struck her as very polite. His mourning suit fit him badly and he
looked miserable in it. He was the image of his father—only shorter, and
stouter, and somewhat more matter-of-fact—and it almost hurt her eyesto
look at him. His brother cut a more elegant figure, Marta noted in her
journal: he looked, she wrote, “as if he’d been born wearing black.” She
invited them in, though Waldemar still hadn’t spoken, and told them to sit at
the counter while she fetched them a treat. They were little more than
children, after all.



When she returned with a plate of cold sulze they were still standing
exactly as she’d left them, in the middle of the shop with their hats in their
hands, blinking at the cuts of meat around them like a pair of truant
schoolboys at the zoo. They’re trying to understand their father, she
thought. Trying to understand what brought him here. It was clear to her
then that they knew everything, and to her surprise the fact of it relaxed her.
She waited until they’d sat down to eat before pouring a glass of beer for
each of them, then a snifter of elderberry schnapps for herself, and asking
them to what she owed the pleasure.

Again it was Kaspar who spoke. “Friulein Svoboda,” he mumbled, then
immediately turned a ghastly shade of purple. “Frau Svoboda,” he
corrected himself, staring fixedly at a button of her blouse.

“Yes?”

“You were a bonne amie of our departed father?”

It was less a question, really, than a statement of the case. Marta saw no
reason to deny it.

“All right,” said Kaspar, visibly relieved. “Very good.” He nodded and
stuffed his mouth with bread and sulze. Marta sipped from her snifter and
smiled at him comfortably, unafraid now. At one point she turned her smile
on Waldemar, who’d touched neither his beer nor his food, but he shut his
eyes until she looked away. He takes after his mother, she said to herself. |
wonder how Resa is coping.

“Frau Svoboda,” Kaspar repeated, apparently on solid ground again,
“what did you and my father talk about, when he paid you—well, when he
paid you his calls?”

Marta replied that they’d talked about all and sundry, or—as she put it in
her journal—“everything and nothing much at all.” “I see,” said Kaspar,
looking sideways at his brother. “Frau Svoboda,” he said a third time,
gripping his beer stein like a bannister.

“Yes, Herr Toula? What is it?”

“Frau Svoboda—"

“Did he talk about his work?” Waldemar blurted out. It was the first time
he’d spoken. “Did he mention the Lost Time Accidents to you?”

Marta looked back and forth between their sweet, impatient faces. “He
was a great one for chitchat, your poor father was. I can’t say for certain. I
lost track of him now and again.”



“I told you,” Waldemar murmured, with a bitterness that took Marta
aback. “I told you so.” But Kaspar ignored him.

“Frau Svoboda—was my father in a state of excitement? The last time
that he called on you, [ mean.”

Marta sat back heavily and clucked, and the boy blushed even more
violently than before. “I beg your pardon,” he stammered. “What I"d
intended—"

“What my brother means to ask is this,” Waldemar cut in. “Was Herr
Toula agitated about something in particular? Had anything of special
interest happened on that day?”

Marta allowed that it had.

“Well, what was it?” said Waldemar. “Why the devil won’t you answer
plainly?”

Kaspar silenced his brother with a look, then addressed his father’s
mistress in a clear, unhurried voice that made him seem much older than he
was.

“When our father was undressed at the hospital, Frau Svoboda, a scrap of
paper was found in his pocket—a message of sorts, on which your name
appears. Would you care to inspect it?”

She replied that she would, and a sheet of blue octavo paper, folded
neatly in four, was spread before her on the grease-stained counter.

MARTA DARLING! DARE | DALLY? BEARS BOORS &
BOHEMIANS BEDEVIL THESE LATERAL LABORS. LUCKILY, AN
“ANSWER” SHALL ARISE. TIME CAN BE MEASURED ONLY IN
ITS PASSING. BY *CHANCE* & *FATE* & *PROVIDENCE*
EDEN’S ENEMIES EXCHEQUER & EXPIRE.AS THE SOUL
GROWS TOWARD ETERNAL LIFE, IT REMEMBERS LESS &
LESS. CHRONOLOGY CRUSHES CHRISTIANS. A MISTRESS—
PRAISE C*F*P!—IS MELLIFLUOUS. FOOLS FROM FUTURE'’S
FETID FIEFDOMS FOLLOW FREELY IN MY FOOTSTEPS.
BACKWARDS TIME IS IMPOSSIBLE, FORWARDS TIME IS
ABSURD. TRUTH TOLD TACTLESSLY TAKES COURAGE,LITTLE
DUMPLING. TRUTH TOLD CUNNINGLY TAKES
FENCHELWURST & TEA.



THE PULPIT FOR PREACHERS IN PAMET’ CATHEDRAL.
DARLING MARTA! DO YOU FOLLOW ME? THEN SPIN ME
COUNTERCLOCKWISE. PLACE YOURSELF PAST EVERY
PRIMITIVE PROSCRIPTION. SILENCE, SYCOPHANTS! & LISTEN
TO ME CLOSELY. JAN SKUS IS THE NAME OF A FRIEND | ONCE
MET, & SKUS JAN IS A FRIEND I'LL MEET TWICE. SPACE &
TIME AFFECT ALL, ARE AFFECTED BY ALL. EACH FOOL
CARRIES HIS OWN HOURGLASS INSIDE HIM.

TODAY IT HAS HAPPENED. TWELVE JUNE NINETEEN
HUNDRED & THREE ANNO DOMINI. TAKE THIS LETTER—
PRECIOUS DUMPLING!—& EXHIBIT NO MERCY. I'LL BE BACK
FOR IT SOON. TODAY IT HAS HAPPENED. TODAY IT HAS
HAPPENED. THE LOST TIME ACCIDENTS. THE LOST TIME
ACCIDENTS. THE LOST TIME ACCIDENTS. HAVE MERCY ON US
ALL.

OTTOKAR GOTTFRIEDENS TOULA, TOULA & SONS SALUTARY
GHERKINS, S.M.

ZNOJMO, MORAVIA.

“Note the number in the bottom left-hand corner,” said Kaspar. “Page
number four, do you see? It follows that there must also exist—or have
existed—additional pages, numbered one through three.”

Knowing Ottokar—having known him, Marta reminded herself—she
didn’t necessarily think the rules of logic could be relied on; but she didn’t
see much point in disagreeing.

“We also have reason to believe—from certain statements of our father’s,
in the days before his passing—that one of those missing pages contains an
algebraic proof. It is this proof—not any personal or sentimental
information—that is of interest to my brother and myself.”

Marta smiled and acknowledged that such a proof, if it existed, would
indeed be of interest.



Waldemar, who’d been so sullen and withdrawn, did something now that
flabbergasted her: he sat stiffly forward, like a suitor on the verge of a
proposal, and took her damp pink hand in both of his.

“Esteemed Frau Svoboda, kindly listen to me now. For the past seven
years, as you may or may not know, our father has been engaged in a series
of experimental inquiries into the physical nature of time.” He stared at her
until she bobbed her head. “Until recently, my brother and myself had been
allowed to assist him in his research; a few months ago, however, he
forbade us to set foot in his laboratory. From the comments he made—the
merest of hints, really—we know he was on the cusp of a major discovery:
a new understanding, not just of the nature of time, but of the possibility of
motion—free motion—within it.” Waldemar sucked in a breath. “Given
what has happened, you can see what an unfortunate decision it was to
exclude us from his work. On the morning of his death—or so this note
would seem to imply—our father finally achieved the breakthrough he’d
been seeking.” He glared into her eyes as he said this, neither wavering nor
blinking, like a mesmerist or a vampire or a prophet. “Can you appreciate
what this means, Frau Svoboda? Most people couldn’t—not for the life of
them. But I have no doubt whatsoever that you can.”

Marta glanced away from him then, but only for an instant. “Why did he
forbid you from entering his laboratory?”

“He wanted us to concentrate on our schoolwork,” Kaspar said,
reddening. “Over the last few years, our marks—"

“He’d become suspicious of everyone,” Waldemar interrupted. “He spent
all his time in that damned cave of his. Our poor mother—”

“What we came here to ask you, Frau Svoboda, is this: Might you have
those three pages? Might they be in this house?”

Looking from one boy to the other, basking in the glow of their combined
attention, Marta wanted nothing so much as to provide them with the
purpose they so craved. She came close to inventing some clue, fabricating
some relic, if only to keep them sitting at her counter. But the boys were too
clever to be taken in by any trick of hers. The younger one, especially,
seemed to dissect her with those chalky eyes of his, as if she were no more
than a sack of fat and gristle. She permitted herself to think about Ottokar
for a moment, and about what he’d told her of his conflict with time, a
struggle he’d often predicted would end in his death. If he’d shut his boys
out, as they claimed, then he must have had cause. For this reason—and for
other, less defensible ones—she let her head hang and said nothing.



There was, in fact, something she wasn’t telling the boys, something that
would have spared them and their future wives and children years of grief;
but Marta had no gift of precognition. Their innocence is what makes them
beautiful, she said to herself. Let them hold on to their innocence awhile.

“I’m sorry, boys,” she said at last. “There’s nothing | can give you.”

Kaspar was already on his feet, murmuring apologies for having
imposed; but Waldemar stayed as he was. Those eyes of his, disconcerting
at the best of times, now slid from feature to feature of her wide and
cheerful face as though searching for a way to pry it open. The shop had
never felt so hideously still.

“You’re lying, Frau Svoboda,” Waldemar said slowly. “You’re lying to
us, you sausage-chewing sow.”

Even Kaspar seemed startled by the venom in his brother’s voice: he
stepped hurriedly to the counter and pulled him up out of his chair.
Waldemar put up no resistance, letting his older brother trundle him
backward, his eyes resting on her like chips of gray slate. Marta stayed as
she was. She felt incapable of movement. Nothing Waldemar did later, she
writes in her journal, came as a surprise to her after that visit. Four decades
on, when the long war had ended and the camps had been emptied and word
of the Timekeeper’s experiments began to trickle back to Namesti Svobody,
Marta would be the only one in town who wasn’t shocked. She’d known
ever since that visit, she declared to whoever would listen. She’d seen the
future in the blankness of those eyes.

“I understand you, Frau Svoboda,” Waldemar said. “I understand how
you think. But that isn’t the same as forgiveness.”

“Don’t listen to him, please,” Kaspar stammered, hauling his brother out
into the street. “I have no idea what he’s jabbering about.”

Marta knew quite well, but she said nothing.



* X %

They found Borofsky on a chaise longue in the smoking room, with Karl
Wittgenstein on one side and Sonja’s father on the other, each of them
clutching an unlit cigar. “The very boy we want!” Professor Silbermann
bellowed, with a heartiness that took Kaspar aback. “Fire, Herr Toula, if
you’d be so kind! A touch of the primordial spark!”

Kaspar obliged them with trembling fingers, thanking chance—and fate,
and even Providence, for the sake of comprehensiveness—that he’d brought
his matches along. His encounter with the maestro hadn’t shaken him
unduly, but Karl Wittgenstein intimidated even his own children, and
Hermann Borofsky was known far and wide as a wunderkind. He’d won the
Paris Prize for mathematics at the age of eighteen, and now, in his thirties,
was rumored to be testing the spatial implications of the Michelson-Morley
experiment in a specially light- and soundproofed chamber beneath the
Physikhalle in Gottingen. After lighting the cigars, Kaspar hovered a half
step behind Silbermann’s armchair, making clear, as politely as possible, that
he had no intention of leaving.

They were discussing a young man from the provinces—a difficult and
eccentric physics prodigy—who’d developed a preposterous new theory.
Kaspar’s legs began to buckle as he listened. A curious certainty took hold
of him: a sensation akin to clairvoyance. He had no need to hear the young
man’s name.

“Explain to me, Hermann, if you would,” Wittgenstein growled, “how
the universe can take on shapes we can’t perceive.”

“I’m speaking purely mathematically, you understand,” Borofsky replied
in his pebbly Russian accent. “But this young man—this boy, really—
seems to have arrived at his ideas without using mathematics at all.”

“All the more reason to be skeptical,” Silbermann interrupted. “Not only
does the theory—if you must call it that—countermand Newton, it flies in
the face of basic common sense.”

Borofsky puffed at his cigar. “Unfortunately, Professor, the mathematics
of his theory work out beautifully.”

Silbermann replied with a figure of speech that Kaspar was amazed to
hear him use. “If neither time nor space is absolute, Herr Borofsky, you’re




knocking physics back to Ptolemy, if not to Aristotle himself. We might as
well be Hindus, living on an earth supported by six white elephants. We
might as well be floating, all of us, inside a soap bubble!”

“That’s entirely possible.”

“I’m waiting, Hermann, for your explanation,” Wittgenstein said tersely.

“My apologies, Herr Wittgenstein. I’ll try to frame the idea as free of
mathematics as possible, if you’ll indulge me.”

“By all means.”

“Let’s consider time in geometric terms. If x equals the longitude, y equals
the latitude, and z equals the altitude of a given event’s location in space,
then an additional coordinate—Ilet’s call it t—could be said to describe its
position in time. Each of these coordinates, needless to say, could easily be
moved about, simply by addition or subtraction.” He stopped for an instant,
as if at a sudden memory, then turned without warning to Kaspar. “The
fourth dimension, in other words, is as mutable as any of the others.”

“Four dimensions now, is it?”” Silbermann cut in.

Wittgenstein cleared his throat. “You must realize, my dear Hermann,
that what you’re saying sounds absurd.”

“Think of this evening’s party,” Borofsky went on, unfazed. “Your house
stands at the intersection of Alleegasse and Schwindgasse; the intersection of
those two streets provides us with our x and y coordinates. Furthermore,
since we are gathered on the second floor above the ground, ‘second floor’
shall serve us as coordinate z. We have now fixed this event in space, in
three dimensions.”

“Well said!” Silbermann muttered. “Here we sit, dead on target, with no
earthly need for a fourth.”

“That’s where my distinguished colleague is mistaken, I’'m afraid. The
invitation for tonight’s festivities read ‘Palais Wittgenstein, Alleegasse and
Schwindgasse, second-floor apartments, at seven o’clock in the evening.””
He shot Kaspar a wink. “Seven o’clock, gentlemen, was this party’s
coordinate in the fourth dimension. And it was every bit as necessary—as
I’m sure our host will agree—as the preceding three.”

Karl Wittgenstein was not a man given to laughter, but he was laughing
now. “I agree wholeheartedly, Professor Borofsky. It was highly agreeable
to have our guests arrive tonight, and not tomorrow morning.”



Silbermann’s mien, meanwhile, had grown steadily darker. “The simple
fact, gentlemen, that time can be viewed in such terms doesn’t mean that it
must. The idea that the speed of light should be the same for every observer,
no matter how fast that observer himself may be traveling, is simply—"~

“It’s simply the only explanation for the results of the Michelson-Morley
experiment,” Borofsky broke in impatiently. “Time and space will have to
bend a little, I’'m afraid.” He turned to their host. “This young man is a
genius, Herr Wittgenstein—mark my words. He’ll be hailed by the world as
the greatest scientific mind of the century.”

No one spoke for a moment.

“And what about the young man himself?” Wittgenstein said finally.
“Does he agree with your lofty opinion?”

“I couldn’t say, Herr Wittgenstein. Thus far he’s worked in obscurity. He
hasn’t even taken his degree.”

“Excuse me, please,” Kaspar heard himself stammer. “Pardon the
interruption, but I believe I know the man you’re speaking of.”

He stepped forward stiffly, automatically, like a mechanical toy, and drew
in a whistling breath. It was the greatest moment of his duration to date, and
the most terrifying. An eccentric young prodigy from the provinces,
heretofore unknown, who’d developed a preposterous new theory. The
ceiling seemed to bow toward him, its gilded fretwork low enough to touch;
the rushing in his ears might have been the music of chronology itself.
Wittgenstein and Borofsky sat as if trapped in amber, their mouths slightly
open, their eyes round as coins. The floor was now Kaspar’s and he took it
boldly. What he had to say was perfectly straightforward.

“I know the man of whom you’re speaking,” he repeated. “I’'m privileged
to inform you, gentlemen, that he is my brother.”

His words fell on the men like a blow. The look on their faces was hard
to interpret, but it might very well have been awe. Their cigars hung slackly
from their gaping mouths.

At last Silbermann spoke. “A small misunderstanding, I’'m afraid.”

“What in blazes?” Wittgenstein got out at last. “Who is this person,
Ludwig? Is he out of his wits?”

“My name is Kaspar Toula, sir. Waldemar Toula, as I’ve already
mentioned—"



“Boy,” Borofsky said calmly, “the man we are discussing is a former
student of mine at the Technical University in Ziirich. Not your brother,
unless I’'m very much mistaken.”

“But the theory you describe,” Kaspar said, fighting for breath. “It must
surely derive from the Accidents—I mean to say, the Lost—"

“It does nothing of the sort,” said Silbermann. “It’s a theory, not yet
published, which Professor Borofsky refers to as ‘special relativity.””

“I see,” answered Kaspar, though his voice made no sound. “I see that
now. Yes, of course. Thank you kindly.” He bowed to all three men, who
continued to goggle in astonishment, then promptly made his excuses to the
sisters Wittgenstein, and to Sonja, and to everyone else he met on his way to
the landing, then left as quickly as his shaking legs would take him. Before
his feet had touched the pavement he was running.

* * *



Xl

enzian ano cenman @A jUSt celebrated their birthday—an orgy of Bavarian cream
and marzipan at which no expense was spared—when Hitler’s Wehrmacht
arrived at the gates to the city, politely requested the key, and received it
with an ingratiating flourish. Vienna in ’38 was no longer the glistening
pudding, studded with exotic candied fruits, that it had been in the years of
its prime—but the Fiihrer discovered, to his profound satisfaction, that it
practically melted on his tongue.

The Toula-Silbermanns watched the victory procession from the
mezzanine balcony of their apartment—close enough, as Kaspar’s father-in-
law put it, “to trim your whiskers on the bayonets.” The phalanxes of
uniformed torsos, extending up the Ringstrasse as far as the eye could see,
were impressive enough; but the fervor of the crowd was grander still.
Teenagers flung confetti; couples kissed in the street; men sang ardently
along with songs they didn’t know the words to yet; and everywhere that
stiff-armed, armpit-exposing, supremely unsavory salute. In terms of pure
spectacle, that tremendous parade was unsurpassed in the city’s three-
thousand-year history: a whirling laterna magica of jet black and scarlet,
submission and patriotism, sweating men and fawning women, eros and
repression, brotherly feeling and hate. And at the navel of it all, at its heroic
center, Waldemar von Toula—all two hundred kilos’ worth—sat artfully
arranged in the back of a Daimler convertible.

He was mountainous now, more massive even than Reichsmarschall
Goering, and his spectacles had been replaced by a cobalt-tinted monocle
on a length of silver cord. He was squinting blandly out into the crowd,
searching for familiar faces, but his gaze never rose to the level of his
brother’s balcony. The family looked on in silence as the Daimler rolled
past; even the twins seemed momentarily abashed. Sonja stood at the
railing, ashen-faced and white-knuckled; Kaspar huddled behind her,
staring out through his fingers, contending with actuality at last. But it was
one Felix Ungarsky—Trotskyist agitator, occasional pimp and current
tenant of the yellow divan—who put the collective feeling into words.

“I couldn’t possibly eat as much dinner,” Ungarsky growled into his
beard, “as I’d like to be able to puke.”

* * *



Kaspar’s immediate reaction upon coming home and learning what had
happened was to take up his coat from the banister—the very same spot,
Sonja noted, where Waldemar’s jacket had hung—and return the
compliment without delay. His brother had left no card, no telephone
number, no clue as to his whereabouts, but for once my grandfather was
resolute. Perplexing as Waldemar’s visit had been, the malice behind it was
as clear as Bohemian glass.

The SS, in those first heady days of the Anschluss, hadn’t yet
commandeered the Italianate hotel on Morzinplatz that would serve as its
den for the next seven years: its interim quarters, when at last Kaspar found
them, turned out to be decidedly less grand. A cast-iron stair led up the rear
wall of the Bundesverkehrsamt—the Viennese equivalent of the
Department of Motor Vehicles—to a spacious but badly lit warren of
rooms, already stuffed to the rafters with stacks of mildewed files and
plywood crates. The disorder of the place ought to have reassured my
grandfather, but somehow it had the opposite effect. Anything might
happen in a system this entropic, he found himself thinking. A person—or
at least that person’s dossier—might easily disappear without a trace.

Within weeks of Kaspar’s visit, the nerve center of the Gestapo would be
transormed into an occult fortress, sequestered behind its bureaucratic
facade like a tarantula hidden in a filing cabinet; but on that particular
afternoon—March 19, 1938, day seven of the post-Austrian era—Kaspar
entered magically unchallenged. Young men in squeaking boots and
fastidiously creased uniforms brushed past him in the hallway, neither
returning his greeting nor meeting his eye. No one asked him his business
until he arrived at a broad, skylit foyer at the labyrinth’s center, empty save
for a row of undersized chairs and a desk that looked pilfered from a
headmaster’s office. A bald and rat-faced goblin slouched behind it,
collating stacks of curling mimeographs. It wasn’t until the goblin glanced
up from his paperwork, however—after what seemed a full hour—that
Kaspar was able to place him. He was none other than Gustav Bleichling,
proud owner of Sigismund the terrier.

“Good afternoon,” said Kaspar curtly.

“You have the wrong floor,” Bleichling answered, still shuffling his
papers. “The Motor Vehicle Department—"

“We’ve met before, sir, if I’'m not mistaken. The first time was at
Trattner’s kaffeehaus.”



The mention of Trattner’s had a curious effect on Bleichling. He sat bolt
upright, as if he’d been poked in the ribs, and raised his right arm in a
cramped, defensive motion; just as quickly, however, he recalled where he
was, and transformed the gesture into a salute. “You’ll have to pardon me,
comrade. Those were thrilling days—superlative days!-—but occasionally a
face or two escapes me. | recall you now, of course. Sieg Heil.”

“My name is Kaspar Toula. I’ve come to see my brother.”

Bleichling’s right arm sank slowly, seemingly of its own accord, and
came to rest against the cluttered desktop. “You couldn’t see him now,” he
said inflectionlessly. “If you’d be so kind as to write down your address—"

“Why can’t | see him now? Is he not here?”

Bleichling hesitated. “He’s asleep.”

“It’s four in the afternoon, Herr Bleichling.”

A smile stole over Bleichling’s soggy features. “You haven’t seen your
brother in quite some time, Herr Toula. He may have habits you are not
familiar with.” He glanced slyly over his shoulder, toward a small metal
door, half-hidden behind a row of cabinets. “It’s his custom to rest after an
interrogation session, especially a long and fruitful one. He puts so much
into his work, you see.”

Kaspar returned Bleichling’s insipid stare, unsure how to respond. He
couldn’t imagine why the little man should share information so freely—
and with him, of all people—unless he was simply a fool. The timing of
Waldemar’s movements didn’t correspond to what Bleichling was telling
him, either. Not unless he’d gone directly—

“What’s the name of the suspect?”

“I’'m sorry?”

“The man my brother was questioning. Tell me his name.”

Bleichling’s smile sharpened. “My apologies, Herr Toula! I assumed he
was the reason that you’d come. A natural assumption, given the
circumstances.”

“What circumstances?”

“Why, that he arrived here from your own residence, of course. He took
pains to make clear that he wasn’t your butler.

* * *



Sonja was waiting at the street door when Kaspar brought Ungarsky home,
so that he was momentarily convinced that his wife possessed the gift of
second sight; but he soon realized that she’d been standing in that exact spot,
straight-backed and expectant, the entire time he’d been away. The twins
watched impassively from the mezzanine balcony as their father and mother
conjured a phantom out of the hired car’s backseat. The phantom wore
nothing but his socks and underclothes, and his face—once rakishly
whiskered—was naked and pale. He moved haltingly and stiffly, straining
his shorn gray head forward, like a newborn pigeon knocked out of its nest.

Once they’d brought him upstairs, Ungarsky allowed himself to be laid
lengthwise across the divan, then craned his neck to scan the floor around
him. When he’d found what he was looking for, he sighed contentedly and
let his eyes fall closed. “Praise Jesus,” he whispered. “Those damn wingtips
cost me a fortune.”

He said nothing more until morning, when Sonja brought him a tray of
ladyfingers and a cup of weak black tea. The entire family was in
attendance, maidservants included. Ungarsky sipped his tea gratefully,
looking only at Sonja, then fumbled feebly at his undershirt. He’d slept in
his clothes—he’d begged not to be touched—and Sonja had let him be,
ragged and foul-smelling though he was. But now a sight was disclosed that
brought gasps from the children: a cruciform bruise, sharp and black as a
stencil, extending from his breastbone to his belly.

The twins were whisked out of the room at once; Mama Silbermann—
who’d fallen into a swoon—was revived with ammonium carbonate.
Scissors were fetched from the kitchen. Kaspar cut the undershirt free,
muttering and perspiring like a surgeon; Ungarsky, for his part, observed
the proceedings at a slight but definite remove, as though the injury were no
concern of his. Sonja began to suspect, as she gripped his slack hand, that
their guest no longer had his wits about him. But when he spoke his voice
was sure and calm.

“They took me to a room with a chair in it. A straight-backed armchair
with a slotted steel base. Very modern. Nothing else in there, not even a
table. A narrow green door, like the door to a closet. Sometimes | could
hear the other one—Kalk—talking outside the door. I couldn’t make out
what he said. It doesn’t matter.” Ungarsky hesitated. “It doesn’t matter, does
it?”

“It doesn’t matter, Felix,” Sonja whispered.

“What happened then?” said Kaspar, keeping his voice as deliberate as he
could manage. Ungarsky’s shirt lay pinned beneath him now, revealing the



wound in all its grisly glory. It looked like the beginning of a blueprint, or a
crudely scrawled target, or a butcher’s X traced on a hunk of meat.

“He stood me up against the wall. He was watching me closely, squinting
and scratching his chin, as if [ were some sort of bug that he’d caught. Idiot
that I am, I told him so.”

“Ach! Felix,” said Sonja.

“Kalk came in with a man I hadn’t seen before, carrying a razor and a
basin of hot water. He told me to get on my knees and tip my head back as
far as I could. I nearly wet myself with fright, but Kalk explained that the
Standartenfiihrer wanted a better look at my face. The man was a barber—
and a skilled one, as you see.” Ungarsky held up his chin. “I’ve never had a
more accomplished shave.”

He waited a moment, as if to hear the family’s opinion. No one in the
parlor said a word.

“The Standartenfiihrer thanked the barber, closed his eyes until Kalk had
escorted him out, then turned to me. ‘I hate being made to wait, Herr
Ungarsky,” he said. ‘I suffer, among other things, from a condition known
as expectandophobia. Can you guess what that condition is?’ I shook my
head. ‘Expectandophobia, Herr Ungarsky, is a morbid fear of being made to
wait.” He laughed at that, and I did my best to laugh with him, which sent
him into full-blown hysterics. Then he told me to lie down.”

At this point Frau Silbermann was ushered out of the room by the
professor. Ungarsky lay back on the couch and watched them go.

“There was nothing in the room but that chair, as I’ve said. Once I was
laid flat on the floor he dragged it over. Then he asked me a question—the
only serious one he asked in all that time.”

“What did he ask?”’ said Kaspar.

“I didn’t understand at first, so he repeated it. ‘Did you know, Herr
Ungarsky, that the laws of physics, from the standpoint of mathematics,
acknowledge no difference between future and past?” When I told him I
didn’t, he nodded at me in a friendly way. ‘The question was a rhetorical
one,” he said. Then he set the chair on my chest and sat down on it.”

Sonja let out a muted groan and looked at Kaspar. Ungarsky went on, his
voice formal and bright, like someone reading from the morning paper.

“‘I’m going to keep you in this room for exactly forty-three minutes,’ the
Standartenfiihrer told me. | asked him what would happen after that, and he



said—" Ungarsky turned to Kaspar. “You’re not going to credit this, Herr
Toula, but I swear that 1t’s true.”

“Don’t worry about me, Felix. Tell us what he said.”

““‘In forty-three minutes,’ the Standartenfiihrer told me, ‘my brother will
arrive, and Scharfiihrer Bleichling—whom you met on your way in, |
believe—will deliver you into his care.””

All eyes went to Kaspar, but Kaspar kept still. He kept still because his
brain was turning cartwheels in his skull. Sonja urged Ungarsky to go on.

“‘“When that comes to pass,” the Standartenfiihrer said, ‘I want you to
relay a message for me. Would you do me that kindness?’ | had no breath to
answer but he didn’t seem to mind. ‘Unlike the laws of mathematics, the
laws | represent—the laws whose envoy | am—distinguish past from future
very plainly. The last twenty years have belonged to my brother; the future,
by contrast, is ours. | shared something of my “lost time” theory with my
sister-in-law this afternoon; but a theory without proof is merely talk.
Someday soon I hope to give a demonstration.” The Standartenfiihrer
shifted his weight in the chair as he said this, and watched me as | fought to
catch my breath. ‘Do you think you can remember all that, Herr Ungarsky?
I have no doubt you can.” He took out his watch. ‘We have forty more
minutes to practice.’”



X1
rowwouroee the point in this history, Mrs. Haven, to recount the details of
my grandfather’s role in the Viennese resistance: the first Ungarsky-
brokered contact, the meetings in shuttered rooms and city parks, and
theprogressively more desperate acts of sabotage; then the inevitable
imprisonment and torture, deportation in an unmarked railway
car, anddeath in some sun-dappled Polish forest.

You won’t find any of that in this history, however, because none
of it ever took place.

To be fair, Kaspar had his family to think of, and the Viennese
resistance

—valiant though it undoubtedly was——chiefly confined itself to
tax evasion. Contrary to his own opinion, my grandfather was no
simple coward, as his visit to the Gestapo HQ proves; but he was no
longer young, and patriotism turned his stomach, and Waldemar’s
triumphant return had changed him permanently. His brother’s
madness was now the state religion, after all, with the weight of
Greater Germany behind it. The grotesqueness of this notion—of
this fact, he reminded himself—fastened itself to his mind like a
leech after his visit to the Bundesverkehrsamt, and he could find no
rationalway to overcome it.

It was Sonja—to everyone’s surprise but her husband’s—who
first suggested that they emigrate. She felt none of the mixed
emotions Kaspar suffered under, labored under none of his
confusion: she wasted no time trying to make sense of what was
happening. And it was pointless for Kaspar to try to persuade her
that his brother posed no genuine danger, at least not to them. He no
longer believed it himself.

Once the decision was made, Sonja brooked no delay. Kaspar
watched helplessly, struggling to stifle his panic, as she
dismantled their asylum brick by brick. Not for her the classic
refugee’s dilemma of what to take and what to leave behind: the
house and everything in it was a relic of a bygone age, and Sonja
wasn’t given to nostalgia. The most valuable furniture—the yellow
divan included—was put up for auction in Vienna’s Dorotheum; the
rest was given to friends and acquaintances and neighbors, until the
family was eating off newsprint and sleeping on blankets laid out on
the floor.



Kaspar was far from alone in believing her actions extreme—even
Ungarsky entreated her to reconsider—but he knew better than to
hope to change her mind.

By the time the ism-ists began to disappear—quietly and without
any fuss, as though they’d been called away on pressing foreign
business—the Toulas were in possession of a complete set of exit
visas from the German Reich. Buffalo Bill had cabled to assure
them of his patronage (including, among other things, a furnished
one-bedroom apartment on a street called Chippewa, which Sonja
thought sounded delightful), and passage had been booked on the
Comtesse Celeste, a midsized steamer out of Genoa. “Every minute
spent here is a minute we’ve lost,” she’d exclaim when she caught
Kaspar dragging his feet. “A brand-new life awaits us on the
prairie!”

The prairie was never far from Sonja’s thoughts in those last
weeks. She assumed—reasonably enough—that the city of their
destination, fabled gateway to the Middle West, had been named in
honor of its herds of bison. She imagined Buffalo as a kind of all-
purpose boomtown, a sequestered San Francisco on a sapphire-
colored lake, where cattle were driven down Main Street, captains of
industry rubbed shoulders with emancipated slaves, and an honest
man could die a millionaire. Though my grandfather had his doubts
on a number of these points, he decided, as a kavalier, to keep them
to himself. The prospect of emigration remained fantastical to him,
unreal and unlikely; but no more so than any other prospect did.
She’ll be disappointed soon enough, Kaspar thought. There isn 't any
hurry.

* * %

Three days before their planned departure, Kaspar was sitting on
a pillow inthe gutted parlor, contemplating an oval of brighter paper
where a mirror had once hung, when Enzian appeared in the
doorway. She regarded him briefly with her lusterless eyes—almost
as if she were considering hisfeelings—»before delivering the news
she’d come to tell.
“Mother’s In the toilet,” she announced.

“What’s that, Schdtzchen? In the toilet, is she?”
Enzian nodded. “Something’s coming out of her mouth.”
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There was nothing in his daughter’s voice or expression to
account forthe dread that gripped Kaspar as he leaped to his feet—
but as soon as he caught sight of his wife on the floor, resting her
cheek against the bowl of the toilet as if she were drunk, he
understood that it was justified.

Once, as aboy, watching his grandmother lying on her deathbed,
he’d come to feelthat her saintly expression was obscene in light of
her suffering; nowSonja’s face was lit by that same mild, sepulchral
glow. The front of her linen chemise—one of seven she’d bought to
bring to the New World—was bisected by a cord of blood and
sputum. When he spoke her name she caught him by the wrist.

“I seem to have come down with something, Kaspar. Some kind
of a chill.”

Kaspar spoke her name again and knelt beside her. Her grip on
his wrist relaxed slightly.

“I’d like to stay here for a while, if you don’t mind. The porcelain
IS so cool against my cheek.”

When a doctor was summoned—Yitzak Bauer, a childhood friend
of the professor’s—he reached a diagnosis before his coat was off.
“Tuberculosis,” he announced, in the bored tone of voice physicians
reserve for bad news. “There’ll be no Comtesse Celeste anytime
soon, I’m afraid. Geronimo and Jesse James will have to wait.”

To the end of his duration, my grandfather would still visibly
flinch whenhe confessed to the relief he’d felt at Bauer’s diagnosis.
There was anxiety as well, of course—TB was not to be taken
lightly—but at least the condition had developed in Vienna, the
medical capital of Europe, and notin some trigger-happy American
backwater where the snake-oil peddlers outnumbered the
physicians. The more Kaspar considered it, the moreconvinced he
became that this apparent setback was a blessing in disguise. It was
true that he’d resigned his post at the university, and that their lease
was about to expire; but their account at the Volksbank was
surpassingly healthy, and they had plenty of friends in the city. Why
change continents, he told himself, when it was so much easier to
change one’s mind?

With this thought percolating in his brain, Kaspar set out one
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August morning—slightly nervous, perhaps, but confident, all
things considered— to have lunch with his brother at Trattner’s.
He’d spoken with Waldemar directly this time, and the exchange
had been cordial in the extreme. He himself had been the one to
suggest the location, intending it both as an olive branch and as a
harmless joke; his brother had praised their goulash and suggested
one o’clock.

Saint Stephen’s Cathedral was tolling the hour when Kaspar
arrived, slightly short of breath but otherwise composed.

In accordance with C*F*P’s stage directions, Waldemar was
sitting at the same marble-topped table as sixteen years previous,
sipping from the same fluted cup, attended by the same enticing
Serb. Kaspar was amazed to see her and was on the verge of
stammering that she hadn’t changed a bit since 1922 when he saw
that she was a different Serb entirely. Waldemar smiled as he shook
Kaspar’s hand. “We ought to kiss each other on both cheeks, I
suppose,” he said with a laugh, though the laugh he gave made very
little noise.

“Well!” Kaspar said as his coffee arrived. It arrived without
warning, impossibly quickly, which heightened the sense of
predestination he’d been gripped by from the instant he’d sat down.
“Well!” echoed Waldemar, apparently as tongue-tied as he was.
But that wasn’t right, either—there was nothing tongue-tied about
Waldemar. He was simply waiting, serene and all-powerful, for
Kaspar to try his first gambit.
“You look different,” said Kaspar, regretting
it instantly.“Fatter, you mean.”
“Not at all!” But of course he was fatter. “I suppose so, yes.
But I meant
—I meant the
rest of it.”

“The rest of
1t?”
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“Your monocle, for example.”
Waldemar nodded. “I’m not wearing my monocle.”
“My wife must have mentioned it,” Kaspar said, then began
coughing fiercely. He hadn’t meant to bring her up so soon.
“Ah,” said Waldemar, in a different tone of voice. “Your wife.”
“That’s right,” Kaspar answered. “Sonja Toula. Your sister-in-
law.” Then

—suddenly, too soon—he was pleading his case, setting prudence
and decorum aside, appealing to Waldemar’s sense of conscience
and of charityand to various other senses he very much doubted his
brother possessed, letting his voice crack like an adolescent’s and
the tears run freely down his cheeks in the hope that they might
gratify his enemy. It was the longest speech he’d ever made
outside a lecture hall, and the most eloquent he’d made in any
setting. When he was done his brother nodded amiably, as if in
acknowledgment of a well-turned somersault, and made a cryptic
gesture tothe Serb.

“I can’t extend my protection to Fraulein Silbermann at this time.”

“She’s my wife, Waldemar,” Kaspar hissed. “And I’'m not asking
you to extend her your protection. I’'m asking you to refrain from
hauling her off toyour chamber of horrors, like you did to poor Felix
Ungarsky.”

“That’s true, I suppose,” said Waldemar. “But when all is said
and done, Bruderchen—and it will be very soon—it amounts to
much the same thing, does it not?”

A silence fell, leisurely and fatal, during which my grandfather
gaped at his brother in an excess of astonishment and loathing and
his brother sippedthe dregs of his mélange.

“What are you saying to me?”” Kaspar got out finally. “Are you
telling methat we should disappear?”

“That’s for you to decide. I’ve done all

that | can.” “What the hell does that

mean?”’

Waldemar heaved a good-natured sigh. “I got you those exit
visas, didn’t 1?
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