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Anotace
Tato bakalarska prace je komentovanym piekladem hororové novely Cycle of the

Werewolf z roku 1983 od Stephena Kinga, ktera dosud do ceského jazyka oficialné
ptfelozena nebyla. Stephen King je vefejnosti pravem povazovan za kréale hororového zanru
20. a 21. stoleti. Ve své praci se kromé samotného prekladu a komentéate obtiznych pasazi
textu zamétim 1 na charakteristiku stylu autora a hororového zanru. Cilem prace je propojit
stylovou charakteristiku s urenim piekladatelsky obtiznych mist a vyuzit tyto poznatky
pro vytvoreni pfekladu. Pro splnéni cile si stanovuji nasledujici vyzkumné otazky: 1. Jaké
jsou hlavni stylistické rysy autorského stylu a stylu textu? 2. Které z téchto rysi jsou
prekladatelsky obtizné a pro¢? 3. Které ¢eské vyjadiovaci prostiedky budou predstavovat
funkéni feseni a pro¢?

Kli¢ova slova: komentovany preklad, hororova novela, Stephen King, autorsky styl

Annotation

This thesis is a translation commentary of Stephen King's horror novel Cycle of the
Werewolf from 1983, which has not been officially translated into Czech yet. Stephen King
is rightly viewed by the public as the king of the horror genre of the 20th and 21st centuries.
In my thesis | will also focus - apart from the translation and translation commentary of
difficult passages - on the characteristics of the authorial style and the horror genre itself.
The aim of the thesis is to combine the characteristics of the style with the identification of
the difficult passages and to use the knowledge to produce a translation. To accomplish this
goal, I set the following research questions: 1. What are the main stylistic features of the
authorial style and the style of the text? 2. Which of these features are difficult to translate
and why? 3. Which Czech means of expression will provide a functional solution and why?

Key words: translation commentary, horror novel, Stephen King, authorial style



Seznam pouzitych zkratek

CJ cilovy jazyk
CT  cilovy text

VI vychozi jazyk
VT  vychozi text
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UvVOoD

V této bakalaiské praci se budu zabyvat komentovanym pickladem hororové novely
Cycle of the Werewolf z roku 1983 od Stephena Kinga, ktera dosud do ¢eského jazyka
oficialné! pielozena nebyla. O Stephenu Kingovi je znamo, Ze je veiejnosti povazovan
za krale hororového zanru 20. a 21. stoleti, ktery za sviij zivot napsal pfes padesat romanti,
dvé sté povidek a novel, a i pies sviij pokrocily vék se nadale vénuje psani. Rada z jeho
knih byla dokonce zfilmovéna, takze kromé¢ literarnich nadSenct oslovila jeho prace
i nadSence filmové. O Kingové Zivoté pojednava napiiklad biograficka kniha od George
Beahma The Stephen King Companion: Four Decades of Fear from the Master of Horror
(Ctyricet let hriizy, Zivot a dilo krale hororu).

Ve své praci se kromé samotného prekladu a komentafe obtiznych pasazi textu
zamé&fim 1 na charakteristiku stylu autora a hororového zanru. Na konto Stephena Kinga
vyslo jiz nékolik vysokoskolskych praci, naptiklad Lucie Borc¢icka (2008) se své praci
Charakteristické rysy literatury hororu v dile Stephena Kinga zabyva charakteristickymi
rysy autorova stylu i samotnym hororovym zanrem, pokousi se tento zanr objasnit a uvadi
diavody, pro¢ si mysli, ze mize byt hororovy zanr pro soucasného Ctenadie piinosny
a zajimavy. Mym cilem nebude ¢tenafi této prace hororovy zanr nikterak doporucovat, ale
pouze jej predstavit a pokusit se jeho charakteristické prvky popsat na piilozeném
autorském prekladu.

Pieklad se pro neztacastnéného pozorovatele mize zdat jako lehka disciplina, kterou
vV dne$ni dobé za pouziti zakladni dostupné technologie, napiiklad internetového
prekladace, zvladne kazdy. Je ale rozdil mezi nekvalitnim a kvalitnim pfekladem, ktery je
¢tenafi na prvni pohled vétSinou znat. K vytvoreni kvalitniho ptekladu je kromé praktické
znalosti jazyka také potiebnd i teorie dostupnd v odborné literatufe a pojednavajici
naptiklad o prekladatelskych postupech.

Od 50. let 20. stoleti, kdy se ptekladatelska studia stala samostatnym oborem,
existuje vice nez nekolik desitek publikaci pojednavajicich o piekladatelském procesu,
estetickych problémech v prekladu apod. Jména jako Jakobson, Nida, Levy, Popovi¢ nebo
Venuti se neodmyslitelné zapsala do mysli ¢tenarti téchto publikaci. Jak uvadi sama
Dagmar Knittlova (2000, 3) v pfedmluvé ke své publikaci K teorii i praxi prekladu. ,Mtze
mimo jiné ukézat prekladateli cesty a strategie, kterymi se ubirat, kdyZ pfevod z vychoziho
jazyka do jazyka cilového narazi na prekazky. U nas existuji z oblasti teorie prekladu cenné
prace Jititho Levého a Antona Popovice...*

Kazdy typ textu ma sva dana pravidla, kterymi by se mél prekladatel pti prekladu
tidit. U krasné literatury je pfedevsim dilezitd otdzka estetiky. Jifi Levy se ve své publikaci
Umeéni prekladu zminuje naptiklad o tvirci reprodukcei nebo o reprodukéni veérnosti, kterd
s estetikou uzce souvisi. ,,Ve vyvoji reprodukéniho uméni se uplatiiuji dvé normy: norma

1 Na internetovych strankach Ceskoslovenské bibliografické databaze je zminka o tom, Ze tato kniha v roce
2003 vysla v Ceském jazyce pouze jako e-kniha, kterou pielozil Petr Dusek. Knihu jsem bohuzel nebyla
schopna nikde na internetu dohledat, takze véfim, Ze tato e-kniha nebyla vydana zadnym oficialnim kniznim
nakladatelstvim.



reproduk¢ni (tj. pozadavek vérnosti, vystiznosti) a norma ,,uméleckosti (pozadavek
krasy). Tento zékladni esteticky protiklad se v piekladatelstvi po strance technické jevi jako
protiklad tzv. ptekladatelské vérnosti® (Levy, 1998, 88-89). Jelikoz se v tomto piipadé
jedna o pteklad textu, ktery Ize zatradit do kategorie krasné literatury, pii piekladu bude
dalezita jak norma reprodukcni, tak norma estetickd a vysledny pieklad by mél byt
vyvazeny ve vérném i volném piistupu. Takto se Levy (1998, 59) vyjadiuje k interpretaci
predlohy, coz je druha ze tii fazi prekladatelovy prace: ,,Skutecnosti chapani je podminkou
uméleckého zvladnuti prekladu také proto, ze pifi nesouméfitelnosti obou jazykovych
materidlli neni mozna uplna vyznamova shoda vyjadieni mezi prekladem a piedlohou,
a pak nestaci jazykovée spravny pieklad, ale je nutna interpretace.*

Cilem prace je propojit stylovou charakteristiku s ur¢enim piekladatelsky obtiznych
mist a vyuzit tyto poznatky pro vytvoteni ptekladu. Pro splnéni cile si stanovuji nasledujici
vyzkumné otdzky: 1. Jaké jsou hlavni stylistické rysy autorského stylu a stylu textu? 2.
Které ztéchto rysi jsou piekladatelsky obtizné a proc¢? 3. Které Ceské vyjadfovaci
prostfedky budou predstavovat funkéni feSeni a proc?

Pii analyze piekladu a vytvareni komentafe jsem Cerpala primarné z knih K teorii
| praxi prekladu od Dagmar Knittlové (2000) a Uméni prekladu od Jitiho Levého (1998).
Analyzu piekladu a mij vlastni prekladatelsky postup popsany na ptikladech uvedenych
Vv této bakalafské praci podrobnéji nastinim v nadchazejicich kapitolach.
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1 STEPHEN KING
1.1 Zivot a dilo

Stephen King, celym jménem Stephen Edwin King, se narodil v roce 1947 ve mésté
Portland v americkém staté Maine a je spisovatelem nejen ptib&ht hororovych — piestoze
témi se nejvice proslavil. Mezi jeho nejznaméjsi literarni dila patii naptiklad romany
Carrie, Osviceni (The Shining) nebo To (It), podle kterych vznikly i stejnojmenné filmové
pociny. Stephen King zazil svtij autorsky debut v roce 1967, kdyz byla jeho povidka The
Glass Floor publikovana v casopise Startling Mystery Stories — jako prvni knihu pak
publikoval roman Carrie v roce 1974. Dnes ma na svém kont¢ pies padesat publikovanych
romand a az dve st€ povidek a novel, a i ve svych sedmdesati ¢tyfech letech stale pise dal.
Krom¢ psani se za sviij zivot vénoval i u€itelstvi, herectvi nebo filmové rezii. Dalsi znamé
knihy a zaroven i filmova zpracovani spojované se jménem Stephena Kinga jsou naptiklad
Mlha (The Mist), Rbitov zvifdtek (Pet Sematary) nebo Zelend mile (The Green Mile)
(Stephen King)?.

1.2 Hororovy Zanr

Z prace Viktorie Prohaszkové The Genre of Horror vyplyva, ze definice
hororového zanru se Casto 1isi a zda se, Ze se autofi nedokazi shodnout na jedné konkrétni
definici, ktera by mohla tento zanr uplné zastitovat. V mnoha piipadech se totiz nékteré
aspekty hororového zanru prolinaji i do zanrd jinych, jako je naptiklad motiv krve nebo
strachu v detektivnich pfibézich ¢i thrillerech. Prohaszkova ve své praci tedy popisuje
rozdéleni hororového zanrd do tiech kategorii a nékolika subzanrt (2012, 132-133). Z jeji
prace nicméné vyplyva, ze hororovy literarni zanr by se dal definovat jako ,,zanr, jehoz
cilem je u &tenafe vyvolat pocity hriizy, strachu a napéti“® (2012, s. 134)*. Z toho lze
vyvodit, Ze u hororového zanru nejde ani tak moc o jeho strukturu, jako o estetické hledisko
a tento zavér ve své praci podporuje i Lucie Bor¢icka (2008, 13).

Ptestoze je Stephen King spojovan predevs§im s Zanrem hororovym, v jeho dilech
lze najit i mnoho jinych zanrd. Autorka Heidi Strengell (2005) ve své knize Dissecting
Stephen King, ktera se zabyva analyzou Zanrt a motivu v dilech Stephena Kinga, uvadi,
ze ,,Kingovo fiktivni uméni se skladad z zanrovych hybridi. Kombinuje gotickou fikci
s dalSimi Zanry jako je realismus, naturalismus, myty, pohadky, romantismus a dalsi
fantaskni elementy. Tim nejenze King obohacuje svou vlastni beletrii, ale zaroven
i zpochybiiuje tradi¢ni limity spojené s témito zanry* (2005, 23)°. Novela Cycle of the

2 Dostupné z: https://stephenking.com/the-author/

3 Plivodni znéni: “a genre of popular literature focused on evoking emotions of dread, fear and tension”

4 Neni-li uvedeno jinak, viechny pieklady citovanych zdroji byly pielozeny autorkou této prace.

Jedna se o citaci ptevzatou z Encyklopedie literarnich zZanrii od Dagmar Mocné a Josefa Peterky.

% Piivodni znént: ,,King's fictional art consists of generic hybrids. In combining elements of the Gothic tale
with other genres — such as realism, literary naturalism, myths, fairy tales, romanticism, and other elements
of the fantastic — King enriches his fiction at the same time as he challenges the traditional limits associated
with these genres*
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Werewolf by se podle tohoto kli¢e tedy dala zafadit do hybridniho zanru goticky horor
a pokud bychom ji chtéli zatadit i do néjakého ze subzanru, pak by to byl nadpfirozeny
horor, ktery Borcicka charakterizuje jako subzanr, kde ,,neplati pravidla normalniho svéta
a autor ma tudiz pomérné velikou svobodu pii tvorbé vlastni reality* (2008, 27). Podle
nazvu subzanru se do jeho charakteristiky tadi také pfitomnost nadptirozenych bytosti.

1.3 Autorsky styl

,Autorsky styl je individudlni styl autora, ktery je ovlivnén jeho intelektualni
a rozumovou vyspélosti, jeho schopnosti abstrakce a urovni logického mysleni. Autor tak
do svého dila promita napiiklad své etické, ekologické a estetické postoje ¢i kulturni
rozhled. Rozdily ve stylu vyjadfovani plynou i ze zvlastnich sklont, zalib a zvyklosti autora
a se v§im, co je pro jeho osobnost charakteristické a ¢im se 1isi od jinych® (Novy
encyklopedicky slovnik estiny, heslo STYLOTVORNY FAKTOR)®.

Autorsky styl Stephena Kinga, jak je mozné vidét i v novele Cycle of the Werewolf,
zahrnuje povétSinou vypravovani piibéhu ve treti osobé¢, kdy dochazi ke stéidani slovesnych
Casi. Jak potvrzuje Biber a Conrad (2009, 135), nékteré ,,styly beletrie vyuzivaji mnoho
gramatickych prvka, které jsou bézné v mluvené konverzaci, jako jsou naptiklad zajmena

“" a dalgi. Pokud tedy spisovatel pouZije

druhé osoby, slovesa v pfitomném case, otazky
minuly i pfitomny ¢as, ,,jeho styl se opira jak o konverzaéni, tak o narativni prvky* (2009,
137)8. King zahrnuje, jak je obvyklé, stiidani ¢asu minulého s &asem piitomnym
pro odliSeni pasma vypravéce od pasma postav, ale také méné obvyklé uziti ptitomného
¢asu, a navic jeho stfidani s casem minulym v ramci pdsma vypravéce. ,,Vypraveée popisuje
udalosti v realném Case, tak jak se odehravaji. V takovém stylu se pak ¢asto objevuji prvky
jako pfitomny Cas slovesny a ¢asova adverbia, které popisuji pravé probihajici udélosti
(2009, 138)°. Dtivodem pro tento jev miize byt d&jova dynamika a lze konstatovat, Ze je
ponékud ojedinély, a to jak pro anglického, tak i ceského ¢tenafe. Nicméné , tato stylisticka
volba pomaha vytvorit vétsi miru piimosti a angazovanosti nez v typickych vypravénich
v minulém &ase“ (2009, 138)%°.

O Stephenu Kingovi je také znamo, Ze ma velmi rad epistoralni styl psani. Do svych
dél ¢asto pridava vynatky z dopistli, novinové ustiizky nebo pasazZe z jinych knih, aby jeho
dilo pisobilo vic realisticky, coz také sam potvrdil ve své knize On Writing. ,,Pfidal jsem
nékolik epistoralnich pasazi — pasaze z fiktivnich knih, zapisky z deniku, dopisy, dalnopisy
— mezi narativni pasaze. Chtél jsem tim docilit vétsiho realismu** (King 2000, 198)!. Dalsi

® Dostupné z: https://www.czechency.org/slovnik/STYLOTVORN%C3%9D%20FAKTOR

" Plivodni znéni: ,,style of fiction thus employs many of the grammatical features that are common in face-
to-face conversation, such as second person pronouns, present tense verbs, questions*

8 Plivodni znéni: ,.this style relies on both conversational features and narrative features*

® Piivodni znéni: ,,The narrator is describing the events in real time, as they are occurring. This style of
discourse results in frequent features like present tense verbs and time adverbials, describing events that are
actually in progress.*

10 Piivodni znéni: , this stylistic choice helps to create a greater sense of immediacy and involvement than in
typical past tense narratives*

11 Piivodni znéni: ,,I did add a number of epistolary interludes (passages from fictional books, a diary entry,
letters, teletype bulletins) between narrative segments. This was partly to inject a greater sense of realism.*
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autorské prvky stejné jako nekteré z vyse uvedenych jsou detailnéji popsany v oddilu 2 této
bakalarské prace s nazvem Komentar k piekladu.

1.4 Hororova novela Cycle of the Werewolf

Hororova novela Cycle of the Werewolf byla poprvé publikovana v listopadu roku
1983 s ilustracemi od komiksového umélce Bernicho Wrightsona. D¢&j novely se odehrava
ve fiktivnim mésté Tarker's Mills v americkém stat€¢ Maine, které za¢ne v lednu roku 1984
terorizovat vlkodlak. To, Ze je mésto zasazené do prostiedi jiz existujiciho amerického
statu, mu ovSem dodava na realismu stejné jako fakt, ze King ve své novele zminuje i dalsi
existujici mista z okoli, ¢imz dokresluje lokaci tohoto fiktivniho mésta. Tarker's Mills
ovSem neni jediné fiktivni mésto, které King ve svém rodném staté¢ Maine pii psani vytvofil.
Dal$imi jsou napiiklad mésto Derry z hororového romanu To (It), Castle Rock z romanu
Nezbytné veci (Needful Things) nebo Jerusalem's Lot z romanu Prokleti Salemu (Salem's
Lot).

George Beahm (2015) ve své knize The Stephen King Companion: Four Decades
of Fear from the Master of Horror tvrdi, Ze o napsani novely Cycle of the Werewolf byl
Stephen King pozadan v 1979 pii konani kazdoro¢ni akce World Fantasy Convention.
Pivodné se mélo jednat o piibéhovy kalendaf, ke kterému by Stephen King napsal text
a Bernie Wrightson by jej ilustroval. Po n¢kolika problémech se ale Stephen King nakonec
rozhodl, ze misto kratkych popiskil ke kalendati napiSe rovnou knihu a vyda ji v limitované
edici s ilustracemi Bernieho Wrightsona (2015, 244)*?,

Z divodu puvodniho konceptu kalendaie je tedy novela Cycle of the Werewolf
rozdélena do dvanacti kapitol, pfi¢emz kazda z nich odkazuje na jeden mésic v roce, kdy
se za upliku vlkodlak rozhodne zabijet. Za hlavni postavy, které v novele vystupuji, by se
daly povazovat jedenactilety chlapec na voziku Marty Coslaw, ktery je vSak ¢tendiim
ptedstaven az zhruba v poloving novely, a reverend Lester Lowe, ktery se nakonec ukaze
byt zminénym vlkodlakem. Na motivy novely vznikl v roce 1985 také hororovy snimek
Stribrna kulka, ve které vystupuji obé vysSe zminéné postavy, ovSem vedlejsi postavy
z novely jsou pozménéné. Kromé dvanacti kapitol obsahuje novela také vénovani, doslov
a dva kratké uvodni texty — The Wolf od Henryho Ellendera a détskou fikanku. V ramci
této bakalarské prace bylo preloZeno pouze prvnich sedm kapitol novely.

Mezi motivy, které se v novele objevuji, by se daly zafadit naptfiklad motiv
nabozenstvi, motiv sériového vraha ¢i motiv rozdvojené osobnosti. Tyto motivy analyzuje
v knize Dissecting Stephen King i autorka Heidi Strengell a uvadi, Ze jedna z hlavnich
postav v Cycle of the Werewolf je tradi¢ni Kingovskou postavou ,,nabozenského Silence*
podobné¢ jako tieba postava Margaret White z knihy Carrie nebo otce Callahana z Prokleti
Salemu (Salem's Lot) (2005, 8). K motiviim sériového vraha a rozdvojené osobnosti také
dodava, ze ,,v dilech Stephena Kinga se objevuje mnoho motivi z knihy Roberta Louise
Stevensona Dr. Jekyll a pan Hyde “ (2005, 71)!3 a s nimi spojena jakasi dualita. Hlavni
postava z novely reverend Lester Lowe se d& charakterizovat pravé jako sériovy vrah
a stejn¢ tak nékdo, kdo ma do jist¢ miry rozdvojenou osobnost. Za zminku jisté stoji

2 Informace parafrazovany z anglického origindlu.
13 Plivodni znéni: ,,many of the themes of Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Hyde appear in King's work*
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i ,motiv vlkodlaka — také spojeny sknihou Dr. Jekyll a pan Hyde a zminénou
dualitou/rozdvojenou osobnosti. Tento motiv pouzil Stephen King i v knize Christine
(2005, 74)'4, ktera shodou okolnosti vysla ve stejném roce jako novela Cycle of the
Werewolf.

14 Informace parafrazovany z anglického origindlu.
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2 PREKLAD NOVELY

VLKODLAKUV KALENDAR

STEPHEN KING

LEDEN

Jo 4

Neékde vysoko na nebi zati mésic v upliku, ale tady — v mésteCku Tarker's Mills —
zahalila lednova vanice celou oblohu sné¢hem. Silny vitr se vali opusténou ulici Center
Avenue, kde to oranzové sné¢zné pluhy uz davno vzdaly.

Arnie Westrum, zavorar Zelezni¢ni spole¢nosti GS&WM Railroad, uvizl v malé
signalni boudé asi ¢trnact kilometrti za méstem. Jeho malé kolejové vozidlo na benzinovy
pohon zablokovaly zavéje. A tak Westrum ¢eka, az prejde boute, a dlouhou chvili si krati
s balickem mastnych karet Bicycle a hrou Solitaire. Nahle pronikavé zaskuc¢i vitr. Westrum
prudce vzhlédne, pak ale pokracuje ve hie. Je to piece jen vitr.

Ale vitr neskrabe na dvete a nekiuci, aby ho pustili dovnitf.

Vysoky muz ve vinéné bundé a reflexni kombinéze tedy vstane. Z koutku st mu
tr¢i Camelka a na jeho zjizvenou novoanglickou tvai dopada jemné oranzové svétlo
Z petrolejove lucerny, co visi na sténé.

Zaskrabani se ozve znovu. Asi pes, co se ztratil a jen se chce nékde schovat, pomysli
si Westrum. Nic vic to neni. Piesto se ale zastavi. Bylo by kruté, nechat ho venku v té zim¢,
fikd mu hlas v hlavé, 1 kdyz vevnitf neni o nic tepleji nez venku. Westrum mé zapnuty
ohiiva¢ na baterie, ale stejné vidi, jak mu jdou od ust oblacky pary. Presto zavaha. Tésné
pod srdcem uciti tep strachu. Posledni dobou zaZivaji v Tarker's Mills téZké Casy. Jejich
pudu pokryla zl4 znameni. Arniemu koluje v zilach vel§ska krev jeho otce, a tak se mu
nelibi, jak se véci maji.

Nez se vsak staci rozhodnout, jak nalozi se svym hostem, venku se z tichého
knuceni stane vréeni. Ozve se rana, kdyZ na dvefe dopadne néco neuvetitelne tézkého,
stahne se to a znovu udefi. Futra se zachvé&ji a na zem spadne hromadka snéhu.

Arnie se rozhlizi a hleda, ¢im by dvete podepiel. NezZ se vSak stihne natahnout aspon
pro tu mizernou zidli, na které predtim sed¢l, ta vréici véc znovu udeti neuvétitelnou silou
a roztfisti dvefe odshora aZ doli.

Futra jesté chvili drzi, ale svislou puklinou se snazi prodrat, kope a Gto¢i — cumak
zkrabatély vréenim, zluté planouci oci — ten nejvétsi vlk, jakého Arnie kdy v Zivoté vidél.

A jeho vrceni az désiveé pfipomina lidska slova.

Drevéna prkna se krouti, sténaji a borti. Uz brzy se ta véc dostane dovnitf.

V rohu mezi zméti naradi je o zed’ opfeny krumpac. Arnie pro n¢j vyrazi a zmocni
se ho presné ve chvili, kdy se vlk prodere dovniti a piikréi se. Zluté lesklé o&i pozoruji
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muze zahnaného do kouta. USi ma jako dva zplostélé, chlupaté trojuhelniky a jazyk
vyplazeny. Arnie vidi, jak se za hibetem vlka vali puklinou ve dvefich Cerstvy snih.

VIk zavr¢i a zatto¢i. Arnie Westrum se rozmachne krumpacem.

Jen jednou.

Na napadany snih dovniti dopada slabé svétlo z venkovni lampy.

Vitr skuci a kvili.

Ozvaly se prvni vykitiky.

Do Tarker's Mills piislo néco nelidského, dosud nevidéného stejné jako Uplnék
na no¢ni obloze. PtiSel vlkodlak a pro jeho ptichod neexistuje divod o nic vétsi nez pro
onemocnéni rakovinou, prichod vrazedného psychopata nebo ni¢ivé tornado. Prave ted’
nadesel jeho ¢as. Pravé tady — v méstecku v Maine, kde jsou komunitni vecete z peCenych
fazoli udalosti tydne, kde Zaci jesté nosi svym ucitelim jabka, a kde se v tydeniku poctivé
dokumentuji vSechny poznavaci vychdzky Klubu seniort. Pfisti tyden vSak pfinese
chmurnéjsi zpravy.

Venku uz vlkodladi stopy zapadaji snéhem. Je€eni vétru je divoké a plné radosti. Je
to bezcitny zvuk, neni v ném ani $petka dobra — jen kruta zima a tvrdy led.

Nastal rok vikodlaka.

UNOR

Laska, pomysli si Stella Randolphova, kdyz lezi ve své Uzké panenské posteli.
Do pokoje ji zafi studené modré svétlo valentynského upliku.

Ach laska, laska, laska — jisté je jako...

Stella Randolphova, majitelka mistniho obchodu s Sicimi potfebami Set 'n Sew,
dostala tento rok dvacet valentynek — od Paula Newmana, Roberta Redforda, Johna
Travolty... dokonce i1 Kissak Ace Frehley ji jednu poslal. Stoji oteviené na stole na druhé
stran¢ pokoje a jsou ozafené modrym mési¢nim svétlem. Jako kazdy rok si je vSechny
poslala sama.

Laska je jisté jako polibek pri rozbresku nebo posledni polibek — ten opravdovy
polibek — na konci harlekynek. Laska je jisté jako riiZe za soumraku...

Jasng, Ze se ji v Tarker's Mills smé&ji. Mali kluci se ji posmivaji a hihiiaji se do dlani
anekdy, kdyz jsou v bezpec¢i pres ulici a neni pobliz konstabl Neary, zacnou svymi
sladkymi, posméSnymi sopranky zpivat pisnicku ,,Tlustd pani“. Ale ona vi své o lasce
a 0 mé&sici. Jeji obchod pomalu krachuje a ona vazi vic, nez by méla, ale ted’ — v tuhle
snovou noc, kdy mésic ipies zamrzla okna zaplavil pokoj modrou zafi — ma pocit,
ze ke své¢ lasce dostane ptilezitost. Ptijde laska a viné 1éta, az ptijde on...

Laska je jisté jako strniste na muzské tvari, co picha a skrabe...

Nahle se ozve zaskrabani na okno.

Stella se zvedne na loktech a prikryvka ji sklouzne z bujného poprsi. Mésicni svétlo
zastinil tmavy tvar — amorfni, ale jasné muzsky — a ona si pomysli: Ja snim... a v mych
snech ho nechdam mé pomilovat... v mych snech se s nim pomiluji. Mluvi se o tom, jako by
to byla Spinavost, ale je to véc cista. Je to véc spravna. Laska je jiste jako milovani.
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Vstane a je presvédcena, Ze sni. Venku se totiz kréi muz. Muz, kterého zna. Muz,
kterého skoro kazdy den miji na ulici. Je to...

Laska, laska prichazi, laska prisia.

Kdyz ale jeji zavalité prsty dopadnou na chladny okenni rdm, vidi, Ze tam venku
neni zadny muz. Je to zvife. Obrovsky, chundelaty vlk. Pfedni tlapy na domovnim prahu,
zadni az po boky zaboifené ve snéhové zaveéji, ktera se kr¢i u zapadni strany jejiho domu.
Tady. Na okraji mésta.

Je svatek svatého Valentyna. Dnes se ma laska dostavi, pomysli si Stella. O¢i ji
klamou 1 ve snu. Je to muz — ten muz — a je tak pekeln€ pohledny.

Peklo. Ano, laska je jisté jako peklo.

PtiSel v noci zalité mesicem a vezme si ji. Vezme si...

Rychle otevie okno. Zéavan studeného vzduchu, ktery rozvini jeji prlsvitnou
modrou no¢ni kosili, ji ale napovi, Ze tohle neni Zadny sen. Ten muz je pryC¢ a ona se
kone¢né — jakoby z mrakot — probere a uvédomi si, Ze tam nikdy nebyl. Ud¢la nejisty,
tapavy krok vzad. Vlk hladce skoci do jejiho pokoje a setiese ze sebe snih, ktery se lehce
jako vili prach rozprasi do okolni temnoty.

Ale laska! Laska je jako... je jako... jako vykrik.

Stella si vzpomene az piili§ pozdé na Arnicho Westruma, kterého teprve
pied mésicem nasli rozsapaného v zelezni¢ni boud¢ na zapad od mésta. Prilis pozdé.

VIk se k ni bliZi a ve Zlutych ocich se mu leskne chladny chti¢. Stella Randolphova
pomalu couvé ke své uzké panenské posteli, dokud zadni ¢asti tlustych Iytek nenarazi na
rdm a nezhrouti se na postel.

Mésicni svit vytvari na chlupaté srsti Selmy stiibtité pruhy.

Valentynky na stole se nepatrné chvéji vankem z otevieného okna. Jedna z nich
nakonec spadne a velkymi tichymi oblouky se lin¢ houpe dolt k podlaze.

VIk polozi tlapy na postel —jednu z kazdé strany — a Stella uciti jeho dech. Je horky,
ale prekvapivé ne nepfijemny. Zluté odi ji pronikavé pozoruji.

,Milacku, zasepta Stella a zavie oci.

V tu chvili ji to dojde.

Laska je jako umirani.

BREZEN

Tézky, mokry snih se za soumraku zménil v pliskanici. Posledni vénice zpisobila
po celém Tarker's Mills pad vétvi a praskot shnilého dieva, co znél, jako kdyZ pali kanon.
,»lak matka pfiroda feze suché dievo,” fekne méstsky knihovnik Milt Sturmfullerm své
manzelce nad Sadlkem ké&vy. Je to hubeny muz s uzkym obli¢ejem a bled¢ modryma o¢ima
a své hezké, tiché Zen¢€ pusobi muka uz dvanact let. V mésté je par obyvatel, ktefi to tusi.
Naptiklad Zena straznika Nearyho — Joan — je jednou z nich. JenZze mésto umi byt temnym
mistem, a tak to — kromé samotného Milta a jeho Zeny — nikdo nevi jisté. Mésto si zkratka
stfezi sva tajemstvi.
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Miltovi se jeho fraze o matce ptirod¢ libi tak moc, ze ji jesté jednou zopakuje: ,,Ano,
tak matka pfiroda feze suché dievo.” Svétla ndhle zhasnou. Donna Lee Sturmfullerova
tlumené vyjekne a rozlije svou kavu.

,,UKklid’ to,* pfikaze ji manzel chladné. ,,Hned to uklid’.”

,»Ano, drahy. Jisté.*

Donna Lee zacne tedy ve tm¢ hledat utérku, kterou by to mohla uklidit, a sedie
si pfi tom holenl o podnozku. Vykiikne bolesti. Nahle je ze tmy slySet srdeény smich jejiho
manzela. Bolest jeho Zzeny mu pfijde zdbavnéj$i nez cokoli jiného — snad az na vtipy
Z casopisu ,,Reader's Digest. Takové vtipy o armad¢ nebo zivoté ve Statech dokazou
potadné poskadlit jeho branici.

V tuhle divokou bfeznovou noc ale kromé suchého dieva roziezala matka ptiroda
taky par drati elektrického vedeni u Tarker Brook. TéZky snih napadal na sloupy a byl tézsi
a téz81, az se draty zpretrhaly a spadly na cestu, kde se kroutily jako hadi hnizdo — lin¢ se
otacejici a chrlici modry ohen.

A tak celé Tarker's Mills potemni.

Bouika — jakoby kone¢né spokojena — za¢ne ustupovat a nedlouho pied ptilnoci je
teplota zpét pod bodem mrazu. Rozbiedly snih za¢ind tuhnout v podivnych tvarech.
Ctyficeti akrové pole, co patii starému Hagueovi, ziskava vzhled popraskané glazury.
Domy zlistivaji potemnélé. Olejové pece tikaji a chladnou. Zadnému elektrikafi se zatim
nepodaftilo dostat se ptes zamrzlé cesty.

Mraky pomalu ustupuji a sem tam mezi nimi vykoukne i uplnék. Ledovy povlak
na ulici Main Street pfimo zafi.

Nahle se ze tmy ozve vyti.

Pozdé&ji uz nebude nikdo schopny fict, odkud ten zvuk pfisel. Bylo to v§ude a nikde,
kdyZ mésic v uplitku zafil na potemnélé domy. VSude a nikde, kdyz se bifeznovy vitr zacal
zvedat a sténat jako umirajici seversky bojovnik troubici na sviij roh. Bylo to nékde ve vétru
—osamélé a divokeé.

Donna Lee to slysi, kdyz jeji odporny manzel spi po jejim boku. Slysi to i straznik
Neary stojici v trenyrkach u okna ve svém byté na ulici Laurel Street. Ollie Parker, tlusty
a neuspesny feditel gymnazia, to slySi ve své loznici a ostatni obyvatelé to slysi taky.
Jednim z nich je i chlapec na voziku.

Nikdo to ale nespatii. A nikdo nezna jméno tuldka, kterého najde druhy den rano
elektrikar, kdyz se konecné zastavi u Tarker Brook, aby opravil spadlé draty. Tuldk je
pokryty ledem, hlavu ma zaklonénou v tichém vykfiku a otrhany stary kabat i kosili
pod nim ma rozzvykané. Sedi ve zmrzl¢é kaluzi vlastni krve a zira na strzené draty — ruce
zvednuté v obranném gestu s ledem mezi prsty.

Vsude kolem néj jsou stopy.

Stopy vlka.
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DUBEN

Posledni ptivaly snéhu se v poloviné mésice zménily v prehanky desté. V Tarker's
Mills se déje néco uzasného — vse se zacind zelenat. Z rybniku Mattyho Tellinghama,
do kterého se chodi koupat kravy, uz zmizel led a pokryvka snéhu v oblasti lesa se uz zacala
zmensovat. Zda se, Ze se staré ale izasné triky budou opakovat — Ze pfijde jaro.

Obyvatelé Tarker's Mills vitaji jaro malymi oslavami, a to i pies pfitomnost stinu,
ktery na celé méstecko padl. Babi Hagueova pece kolace a poklada je —jeden vedle druhého
—na parapet v kuchyni, aby vychladly. V ned¢li ¢te reverend Lester Lowe v protestantském
kostele Grace Baptist z Pisné Salamounovy a méa kazani nazvané ,Jaro lasky Pan&“.
V kontrastu s tim se nejveétsi mistni opilec Chris Wrighton — po své kazdoro¢ni jarni
opilecké jizd€ — vypotaci do noci za stiibtitého svitu dortstajiciho mesice. Billy Robertson,
barman a majitel jediné hospody v Tarker's Mills, ho vidi odchézet. ,,Jestli si ten vlk dneska
v noci nékoho vezme, tak hadam, ze to bude Chris,” zamumla Billy barmance.

,Nemluv o tom,” odpovi mu barmanka. Cela se tfese. Jmenuje se Elise Fournierova,
je ji étytiadvacet a chodi zpivat ve sboru do kostela Grace Baptist, protoze se ji libi reverend
Lowe. | tak chce ale Tarker's Mills do 1éta zmizet. Reverend nereverend, tenhle vI¢i byznys
Ji vazné dési. Premysli, ze lepsi dyska by mohla byt v Portsmouth... a tamni vici tam nosi
uniformy namotniku.

Jak mésic potieti v roce tloustne, noci v Tarker's Mills jsou tézké... dny jsou lepsi.
Kazdeé odpoledne vyleti z namésti do oblak nespocet létajicich drakd.

Jedenactilety Brady Kincaid dostal k narozeninam draka, co vypada jak sup. Uplng
ztratil pojem o ¢ase. Ma radost, jak ho drak taha, jako by byl zivy, a kdyz ho muize
pozorovat, jak plachti modrou oblohou nad tribunou. Zapomnél, ze mél jit domti na vecefi.
Neni si védom toho, ze vSichni ostatni i se svymi draky — nejriiznéjsich tvarid a velikosti —
bezpeéné zastréenymi pod pazi uz postupné odesli domti. Neni si védom toho, Ze ziistal
sam.

Je to slabnouci denni svétlo a postupujici modré stiny — a taky mésic, co zrovna
vychazi nad lesem na kraji parku — co Bradymu napovi, Ze se venku zdrzel piili§ dlouho.
M¢sic je poprvé venku za teplého pocasi — nafoukly a oranzovy misto studené bilé — ale
toho si Brady nevSimne. Vi jen to, Ze se zdrzel piili§ dlouho a ze ho jeho otec nejspis
zmlati... ale hlavné Ze pfichazi tma.

On sam se ve $kole smal pfibéhtim o vlkodlakovi, co si vymysleli jeho spoluzaci —
jak zabil minuly mésic tulaka, mésic predtim Stellu Randolphovou a jesté o mésic diiv
Arnieho Westruma. Ted’ mu ale do smichu neni. Ted’, kdyz dubnovy mésic méni soumrak
v krvavou zafi, se vSechny ty ptibéhy zdaji byt az moc skutecné.

Brady zacne navijet $iitiru od draka, co nejrychleji to umi, a tahne supa i s jeho
dvéma krvi podlityma o€ima dold z temné oblohy. Je ale pfili§ urputny, a kdyZ vanek nahle
ustane, Bradyho drak zmizi za tribunou.

Vyda se za nim. Cestou dal naviji $niiru a nervézné se ohlizi pfes rameno, kdyz
vtom se $nura v jeho ruce zaéne hybat a cukat sebou sem a tam. Pfipomina mu to $kubani
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jeho rybatského prutu, kdyz néco chyti v ficce nad Tarker's Mills. Zamracené se podiva
na sitiru, kdyz v tom pohyb ustane.

Noc vyplni otfesny zvuk a Brady Kincaid vyktikne. Uz véfi. Ano, uz vSemu véii.
Opravdu. Ale je uz pftili§ pozdé€ a jeho vykiik se ztraci pod vréicim fevem, €0 se klouzave
zvedne do désivého vyti.

VIK béZzi smérem k nému — béZi po dvou nohach a hunatou srst ma natfenou
oranzovym meési¢nim ohném. O¢i mu zafi jako zelené lampy a v jedné tlapé — tlapé
s lidskymi prsty a drapy tam, kde by mély byt nehty — drzi Bradyho draka, co vypada jak
sup. Silend se tfepota.

Brady se oto¢i k utéku, kdyz v tom ho obejmou vrascité paze. Citi néco jako krev
a skofici a druhy den ho najdou opteného o vale¢ny pamatnik. Je bez hlavy a vykuchany.
Ve ztuhlé ruce sviréd draka, co vypada jak sup.

Drak se tfepotd, jako by se snazil dostat na oblohu, kdyz patraci skupina odvraci
svij zrak. Jsou zdéSeni a je jim nevolno. Ttepotd se, protoZe uz zase citi vanek. Trepota se,
jako by véd¢l, jak krasny bude dne$ni den pro 1étajici draky.

KVETEN

Reverend Lester Lowe mé noc pied vyro¢nim ned€lnim setkani k oslavé vzniku
kostela priSerny sen, ze kterého se probudi cely zpoceny a roztfeseny a zira do uzkych oken
fary. Okny vidi pies cestu sviij kostel. Mé&si¢ni svétlo ozafuje jeho loZnice ve stiibrnych
svazcich a on na okamzik plné€ ocekava, ze uvidi vlkodlaka, o kterém si vSichni stafici tak
Septali. Pak zavie oCi, prosi o odpusténi za povércivé provinéni a svou modlitbu zakonc¢i
Septavym: ,,Ve jménu JeziSe. Amen.* Tak ho matka ucila zakoncovat v§echny modlitby.

Ale ten sen...

V jeho snu byl uz zitfek a on mél kdzani o navratu domu. Kostel je pii vyrocnich
nedé€lnich setkanich vzdy uplné plny — jen nejstarsi ze statikt tomu dnu ftikaji vyro¢ni
nedélni seslost. Misto toho, aby se musel divat na lavice zpola nebo uplné€ prazdné, jak to
o ned¢lich vétsinou delava, kazda lavice je pIn¢€ obsazena.

Ve snu kaze se zapalem a silou, kterych ve skutecnosti jen zfidka dosahne — ma
sklony k drmoleni, coz mize byt jeden z divodu, pro¢ ucast v kostele v poslednich zhruba
deseti letech tak drasticky klesla. To rano se zda, Ze se jeho jazyka dotkl Bozi ohe, a on si
uvédomuje, Ze ma nejlepsi kazani v zivoté, jehoz pfedmétem je toto: BESTIE JE MEZI
NAMI. Znovu a znovu to opakuje, jen matné si védom toho, ze mu hlas hrubg zesilil,
ze jeho slova nabyla témét poetického rytmu.

Vsem fika, Ze tato bestie je vSudypiitomna. Ze i d’abel miZze byt kdekoliv.
Na stiedoskolské tancovacce. V Trading Post, kde si koupi krabicku Marlborek a zapalovaé
znacky Bic. Mize stat pfed obchodem Brighton's Drug, jist masovou ty¢inku Slim Jim
a ¢ekat na ranni spoj z Greyhound do Bangor. Muze vedle vas sedét na koncerté néjaké
kapely nebo si dat kousek kolace v Chat 'n Chew na Main Street. Bestie, opakuje nestale,
jeho hlas klesa do Sepotu a vSechny oci se na néj upiraji. Jsou jeho otroky. Bud'te obezietni,
protoze bestic se muze usmivat a tvrdit, Ze je vas soused, ale mi bratii a sestry, jeji zuby
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jsou ostré. Jen se vSimnéte, jak znepokojivy ma pohled. To on je bestie, je tady a ted’ —
v Tarker's Mills. To on...

Nahle se odmlci, jeho vymluvnost je pry¢, protoze tam venku v jeho slunném
kostele se d¢je néco hrozného. Shromazdéni se zacina ménit a on si s hrizou uvédomuje,
ze se vsichni pfitomni méni ve vlkodlaky — vSech tii sta z nich. Victor Bowle, hlavni
vybérci, ktery je obvykle tak bily, tuény a vypaseny — jeho kize hnédne, tvrdne a tmavne
s piibyvajicimi chlupy! Violet MacKenzieova, stara panna, ktera vyucuje hru na klavir —
uzké télo se ji zvétsuje, tenky nos se zplostuje a roztahuje! Tlusty ucitel pfirodnich véd
Elbert Freeman vypada, Ze jesté vic tloustne, leskly modry oblek se mu trhé a chlupy na téle
se objevuji jako pruziny ze staré pohovky! Rozevte tlusté rty jako méch a odhali zuby velké
jako klavesy od klaviru!

Bestie, reverend Lowe se to snazi ve snu vyslovit, ale slova ho opousti a on za¢ne
v hriize klopytat z kazatelny, zrovna kdyZz se Cal Blodwin, hlavni jahen kostela Grace
Baptist, viiti do stfedové ulicky, vrci, hlavu mé naklonénou na stranu a ze stiibrné oSatky
se mu sypou penize. Violet MacKenzieova na néj skoci a spolecné se vali v ulicce, kousou
se a kiic¢i hlasy, které jsou témét lidskeé.

Nahle zacnou fvat i1 ostatni, pfipomina to zoo v dobé krmeni. Reverend Lowe
tentokrat zakiici v jakési extazi: ,, Bestie! Bestie je vSudypritomnad! Je vsude! Vsude..."
Ale jeho hlas uz neni jeho — stal se z néj neartikulujici vr¢ivy zvuk, a kdyz se podiva dold,
vidi, ze ruce tr¢ici z rukavu jeho ¢erného kabatu se proménily v tlapy.

A pak se probudi.

Byl to jen sen, pomysli si a opét si lehne. Chvala Bohu, jen sen.

Kdyz ale toho rana otevie dvete kostela — rano po uplitku v nedéli vyro¢niho setkani
—neni to zadny sen. Vidi vykuchané télo Clyda Corlisse, co roky provadeél uklidové prace,
jak visi obli¢ejem doli z kazatelny. Kousek od néj se naklani koste.

Nic z toho neni sen, ale reverend Lowe si pfeje, aby byl. Otevie tsta, zhluboka se
nadechne a zac¢ne kiicet.

Do Tarker's Mills pfislo jaro — a letos s nim pfisla i bestie.

CERVEN

V nejkrat$i noc v roce si Alfie Knopfler, provozovatel jediné mistni kavarny Chat
'n Chew, lesti svlij dlouhy umakartovy pult do zafivého jasu. Rukéavy bilé koSile ma
vyhrnuté az k svalnatym potetovanym loktim. Kavarna je uplné prazdna, a kdyz skonci
s pultem, na chvili se zastavi, diva se na ulici a vzpomina, jak pfiSel o panenstvi za vonavé
letni noci, piesné jako je ta dnesni. Ta divka se jmenovala Arlene McCuneova — dnes uz
Boze, jak se tu noc pohybovala na zadnim sedadle jeho auta a jak sladce byla cela ta noc
citit!

Dvete kavarny se oteviou do letniho vecera a dovniti vpusti jasny pfiliv mési¢niho
svitu. Alfie ma za to, ze kavarna je opusténa, protoze bestie chodi za tpliiku, ale on se
neboji, ani si ned¢la starosti. Neboji se, protoze vazi asi metrak a vétsina z toho jsou jesté
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staré dobré svaly z dob, kdy slouzil u namoinictva. Neboji se, protoze vi, ze Stamgasti si
zitra Casn€ z rana ptijdou pro vajicka, doméci hranolky a kdvu. Mozné, pomysli si, dnes
vecer zaviu o néco diiv — vypnu kavovar, pozamykdm, koupim si baleni piv v Market
Basket, a jesté stihnu druhy promitani v autoking. Cerven. Upln&k. Dobra noc na autokino
a par piv. Dobra noc pfipomenout si vydobytky minulosti.

Uz se otaci ke kdvovaru, kdyz v tom se dvetfe znovu oteviou. Alfie se rezignované
otoci zpét k pultu.

,Povidej! Jak se daii?* zepta se, protoze do kavarny pravé piisel jeden z jeho stalych
zakaznik, 1 kdyz ho Alfie po desaté¢ dopoledne uz vétSinou nevida.

Zakaznik na né&j kyvne a prohodi spolu par pratelskych slov.

,,Kéavu?“ Zepta se ho Alfie, kdyz si zakaznik seda na ¢ervenou barovou stoli¢ku.

,,Prosim.*

No, jesté je Cas stihnout to druhy promitani, pomysli si Alfie a otoci se ke kavovaru.
Zakaznik nevypada dobie a ani na to, Zze byl mél v planu se tu zdrzet. Asi inava. Nebo
moznd nemoc. Jeste je Cas...

Tok Alfieho myslenek utne $ok, a tak jen hloupé zira. Kavovar je stejné Cisty jako
vSechno ostatni v Chat 'n Chew, valec z nerezové oceli se leskne jako kovové zrcadlo.
V odraze na hladce vypouklém povrchu Alfie vidi néco neuvéfitelného a ohavného.
Zakaznik — nékdo koho Alfie vida denné, n€kdo, koho vSichni v Tarker's Mills vidaji denné
— se méni. Oblicej se MU n&jak posouva, taje, houstne a rozsifuje se. Bavinéna kosile se
natahuje, natahuje... a najednou se $vy koSile zacnou trhat. Jak absurdni, ze si Alfie
Knopfler v tu chvili vybavi, jak se jeho maly synovec Ray rad diva na film ,,Neuvéfitelny
Hulk*.

Zakaznikova pfijemnd, ni¢im nevyraznd tvar se stava ¢imsi bestidlnim. Jeho svétle
hnédé o¢i se rozjasnily — maji ted” hroznou zlatozelenou barvu. Zakaznik kfici... ale ten kiik
se brzy rozpadne, pada jako vytah skrz rejstiiky zvukl a stava se z néj vztekly fev.

Ta véc — bestie, vlkodlak, at’ je to cokoli — se drape na hladky umakartovy pult
a srazi pti tom cukienku. Popadne ten tlusty sklenény valec, ktery ze sebe vymésuje cukr,
kdyz se kutali, a mrsti ho na sténu, kde jsou pfilepené speciality. Stale u toho fve.

Alfie se oto¢i a bokem srazi z police konvici i s uvafenou kavou. Ta s bouchnutim
dopadne na podlahu. Horka kava se rozstiikne vSude kolem a opafi Alfieho kotniky. Alfie
zakti¢i bolesti a strachem. Ano, ted” uz se boji, na metrdk namoinich svali uz se
nepamatuje, ani na synovce Raye nebo ¢islo s Arlene McCuneovou na zadnim sedadle.
V mySlenkach zlstavd jen bestie. Vypada jako néjaké hororové monstrum z filmu
z autokina. Hororové monstrum, které¢ vystoupilo ptimo z obrazovky.

Vyskoc¢i na pult se straslivou lehkosti a silou, kalhoty 1 ko$ili mé na céry. Alfie slysi,
jak v roztrhanych kapsach cinkaji klice.

Ta véc sko€i na Alfieho. Ten se snazi uhnout, ale zakopne o kdvovou konvici a svali
se na cervené linoleum. Ozve se dalsi otfesny fev, zéplava teplého Zlutého dechu a pak
velka ruda bolest, jak se Celisti tvora zaboii do deltovych svalti na Alfieho zadech a trhnou
désivou silou. Na podlahu, pult i odtokovy zlab stiika krev.
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Alfie se i s obrovskou, rozedranou a stiikajici dirou v zadech vravoravé zvedne
na nohy. Pokousi se kficet. Osliiuje ho bilé letni svétlo mésice, co proudi dovniti okny.

Bestie na n¢j skoci znovu.

To posledni, co Alfie vidi, je mésicni svit.

CERVENEC

Zrusili oslavy Dne nezavislosti.

Kdyz to Marty Coslaw fika svym nejbliz§im, ocekavéa vic soucitu, nez se mu
nakonec dostane. Asi proto, Ze nechapou hloubku jeho bolesti.

,Nebud’ hloupy,“ fekne mu matka stroze. Casto je na n&j takové, a kdyz si musi své
chovani sama obhdjit, fekne si, ze chlapce nehodl4 rozmazlit jen proto, Ze je postizeny —
zZe stravi zbytek zivota na invalidnim voziku.

,,Pockej ptisti rok!* fekne Martymu téta, zatimco ho placa po rameni. ,,Ur¢ité vyda
za dva! Bude dvakrat tak skvély! Uvidis, malej partaku! Jucha!*

Herman Coslaw uci télocvik na gymnaziu v Tarker's Mills a skoro vzdycky mluvi
se synem hlasem, kterému Marty tika hlas ,,velkyho partaka®“. A taky tika ,,juchu®. A to
dost ¢asto. Pravdou je, e Herman Coslaw je z Martyho trochu nervozni. Zije ve svété, co
je plny az nésilng aktivnich déti. Déti, co béhaji zavody, hraji baseball a plavou jako delfini.
Obcas pti praci zahlédne Martyho, jak sedi ve svém invalidnim voziku n¢kde pobliz
a pozoruje ostatni. A to Hermana znervéziiuje, a kdyz je nervozni, zacne mluvit tim

'G‘

hlubokym hlasem ,,velkyho part’dka* a fikat ,,juchu!* nebo ,,kyrykyky* a nazyvat Martyho
»malym part’dkem®.

,Haha, kone¢n¢ jsi nedostal néco, co jsi chtél!* fekla Martymu jeho starSi sestra,
kdyz ji vypravél, jak moc se na 4. Cervence teSil. Jak se kazdy rok tési na ty paprskovité
kvétiny na no¢ni obloze nad komunitnim centrem — na ty zafivé vybuchy, kdyz se ozve
L,PRASK!“ a jejich ozvéna se nese sem a tam mezi nizkymi kopci kolem mésta. Kate je
tfinact a Martymu je deset. Mysli si, ze Martyho miluji vSichni jen proto, Ze nemuze chodit.
Vlastné je moc rada, ze ohiostroje letos zrusili.

Ani s Martyho dédeCkem, ktery s Martym diiv vzdycky soucitil, to nijak nehnulo.
,»Nikdo pfece nerusi 4. Cervence, kluku,” fekne se slovanskym pfizvukem dédecek
Martymu. Poseddval zrovna na verandé, kdyz se francouzskymi dvermi Marty
na elektrickém voziku vyfitil ven, aby si s nim mohl promluvit. Déde¢ek Coslaw tam jen
sedél, dival se pies travnik Kk lesu a v ruce mél sklenici palenky. To bylo 2. ¢ervence, o dva
dny dfiv. ,,Zrusili jenom ohnostroje. A ty moc dobie vi§ proc.*

Marty to védél. Zrusili je kvali tomu vrahovi. V novinach mu dali jméno Uplitkovy
vrah, ale Marty o ném — je$té nez zaCaly prazdniny — slySel ve Skole uz davno ptedtim
spousty historek. Déti tikaly, ze Uplitkovy vrah neni ve skuteénosti &lovék, ale
nadpfirozena bytost. Mozna vlkodlak. Marty tomu nevéiil — vlkodlaci jsou jen
Vv hororovych filmech. Byl ale schopny uvéfit tomu, Ze tam venku fadil néjaky blazen, co
mél potiebu zabijet jen pii uplnku. Zrusili ohnostroje kvili tomu jejich blbymu zakazu
vychézeni.
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V lednu toho roku sed¢l Marty v koleCkovém kiesle u francouzskych dvefti a dival
se na verandu — dival se, jak pfes zmrzlou pudu vitr rozfoukava snéhové zavéje — nebo stal
U ptednich dvefi, ztuhly jako socha — zaméeny v celonoznich ortézach — a dival se, jak
ostatni déti tdhnou saiky k Wrightové kopci. Jen pomysleni na ¢ervencové ohiostroje pro
n¢j znamenalo zménu. Myslel na teplé letni noci, vychlazenou Coca-Colu, ohnivé riize
kvetouci ve tmé¢, vétrniky a americkou vlajku z fimskych svici.

Ale ted’, kdyZ zrusili ohiostroje, nezalezelo na tom, co fikali ostatni. Marty citil
jakoby samotny 4. ¢ervenec — jeho 4. Cervenec — prosté zabili.

Jenom stryc Al Martyho chapal. Pfijel to dopoledne do mésta, aby mohl s rodinou
tradicn¢ poobédvat lososa s hraskem. Pozorné Martyho poslouchal, kdyz stal po obédé
na verandg, obleCeny ve plavkach. Ostatni ¢lenové rodiny se smali a plavali v Coslawovic
novém bazénu na druhé stran¢ pozemku.

Marty domluvil a tizkostlivé se na stryce Ala podival.

,Chapes, jak to myslim? Chapes? Nema to nic spole¢nyho s tim, ze jsem mrzak, jak
fika Kate, ani s tim, Ze mam podle dédy spojeny ohiostroje s Amerikou. Prosté to neni
spravny, kdyz se na néco tak dlouho t&sis a pak ptijde Victor Boyle a hloupa méstska rada
a jen tak ti to sebere. Ne, kdyZ je to néco, co opravdu potiebujes. Chapes?

Nasledovala dlouha, muéiva pauza, jak stryc Al uvazoval nad Martyho otazkou.
Byla dost dlouhéd na to, aby Marty zaslechl rachot skokanského mistku na hlub§im konci
bazénu a srdecny fev svého taty: ,,Moc dobré, Kate! Jucht! Vazné moooc dobré!*

Pak stryc Al potichu fekl: ,,Jasn&, chdpu to. A myslim, Ze pro tebe néco mam. Mozna
st miize§ udé€lat vlastni oslavu Dne nezavislosti.

,» Vlastni oslavu? Jak to mysli§?*

,P0jd’ se mnou k autu, Marty. Mam tam néco... pojd’, ukazu ti to.“ Stryc Al odkréacel
pry€ po betonové cesté, ktera obklopovala jejich diim, jesté nez se ho Marty stacil zeptat,
co tim myslel.

Invalidni vozik hucel, kdyz Marty miftil k ptijezdové cesté, pry¢ od zvukl bazénu —
Splouchani, smichu, vykiikl a pleskani skdkaciho prkna. Pry¢ od hlubokého hlasu otce.
Z voziku vychazel tichy, staly hukot, ktery Marty stéZi slySel — cely Zivot byl tenhle zvuk
a finceni ortéz hudbou jeho pohybu.

Stryc Al mél nizko posazeny Mercedes kabriolet. Marty védél, co si o tom auté
mysleli jeho rodice. ,,Rozsudek smrti za dvacet osm tisic dolard,* fekla jednou se strohym
odfrknutim Martyho matka, ale Marty to auto miloval. Stryc Al ho jednou vzal na projizd’ku
po par bocnich cestach, co kiizovaly Tarker's Mills, a jeli opravdu rychle — stodesitkou,
moznd i stotficitkou. Nechtél ale Martymu prozradit kolik, Ze to vlastné jeli. ,,Kdyz to nevis,
nemusis se bat,” fekl mu tehdy. Ale Marty se nebal. Druhy den ho od smichu potfadné bolelo
bficho.

Stryc Al néco vyndal z piihradky v auté, a kdyz ho Marty kone¢né€ dohnal a zastavil
s vozikem u auta, Al polozil na chlapcova scvrkla stehna celofanovy balik. ,,Tady mas,
kluku, fekl mu Al. ,,St’astny Den nezavislosti.*
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Marty si jako prvni si vSiml exoticky vypadajicich ¢inskych znakii na etiketé
bali¢ku. Pak spatfil i jeho obsah a srdce mu prudce poskoc¢ilo v hrudi. Ten balik byl plny
ohnostroju.

,» 1y, co vypadaji jako pyramidy, jsou rotacky,* povédel mu Al.

Marty byl radosti uplné€ bez sebe. Chtél na to néco fict, a tak oteviel pusu, ale
nevyslo z n¢j ani slivko.

»Zapalis konec zapalnice, das je na zem a vytrysknou z nich vSechny barvy duhy.
Ty valce s tenkymi Spejlemi na koncich jsou rakety. Strcis tu Spejli do prazdné flasky
od Coly a ony vyleti az do nebe. Ty malé — to jsou fontany. A taky tam mas jesté dvé fimské
svice a samoziejmé i baleni petard. Ale ty si radsi odpal az zitra.*

Stryc Al se pak podival smérem k bazénu, odkud slySel vychéazet hluk.

'G‘ 'C‘

,»Dekuju!*“ Marty se kone¢né¢ nadechl. ,,Dékuju ti, strejdo Ale

,Hlavn¢ netfikej mamé, od koho je mas,” fekl mu na to stryc Al ,,Chytrému
napoveéz, hloupého trkni, dobte?*

,Dobfte, dobfe,” zamumlal Marty, ackoli nemél ponéti, co mélo néjaké napovidani
a trkani spolecného s ohnostroji. ,,A jsi si jistej, Ze si je nechces nechat, strejdo Ale?*

,»Muzu si sehnat dalsi,” odpovédél stryc Al. ,,Znam jednoho chlapka v Bridgtonu.
Bude s nima obchodovat az do noci.” Stryc Al pak polozil ruku na Martyho hlavu. ,,Tak si
hezky oslav Den nezdvislosti, az budou ostatni spat. A ne Ze odpali§ n&jakou z téch
hlasitych a vSechny je probudis. A hlavné si u toho, proboha, neutrhni ruku nebo se mnou
uz tvoje mama nikdy nepromluvi.*

Stryc Al se zasmal a pak nastoupil do auta a nastartoval. Polovicaté Martymu
zamaval a pak uZ byl pry¢, zatimco se Marty jeSté snazil koktat své diky. Po strycové
odjezdu tam jest€ chvili jen tak sed¢l a ztéZzka polykal, aby se nerozplakal. Pak si zastr¢il
balik pod kosili a rychle zamitil zpét k domu, ptimo do svého pokoje. Uz se nemohl dockat,
az ptijde noc a vSichni v domé budou spat.

Tu noc jde spat jako prvni. Jeho matka pfijde k nému do pokoje a d4 mu pusu
na dobrou noc — velmi stroze, aniZ by se podivala na obrys jeho tenkych nohou pod pefinou.
,Js1 v potradku, Marty?*

,,Ano, mami.*

Zastavi se, jako by se chystala jesté néco fict, ale nakonec jen zatfese hlavou. Pak
odejde.

Po ni vejde do Martyho pokoje Kate. Neda mu pusu, ale skloni se mu k hlaveé tak
blizko, ze Marty citi chlor z jejich vlasi, a pak zaSepta: ,,Vidis? Ne vzdycky dostanes, co
chces jenom proto, Ze jsi mrzak.*

,»Mozna t¢ prekvapi, co dostanu," odpovi ji tiSe Marty a ona se na ngj, nez odejde,
jesté chvili podeziravée diva.

Za Martym nakonec pfijde i otec a posadi se k nému na postel. Uz zase mluvi
hlubokym hlasem ,,velkyho partdka“. ,,VSechno v pohodé&, chlapaku? Jdes spat n¢jak brzo.
Az moc brzo.*

,»Jsem jen néjak unavenej, tati.*
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,Dobfe.“ Poplaca svou velkou rukou syna po chorych nohou, pak sebou nevédomky
cukne a rychle se postavi. ,,T'y ohfiostroje mé¢ mrzi, ale jen pockej pristi rok! Juchi! Tak
pac a pusu!*

Marty se potuteln¢ pousméje.

A pak uz jen ¢ekd, nez vSichni obyvatelé domu piijdou spat. Trva to celou vécnost.
Televize v obyvacim pokoji je jesté pofad zapnuta — piedpfipraveny smich v sitkomech
umociiuje Katino chichotani. Z toalety v dédové loznici se ozve bouchnuti a nasledné
splachnuti. Martyho matka s nékym telefonuje, popfeje mu Stastny Den nezavislosti
a fekne, ze je to opravdu Skoda, Ze ohnostroje letos zrusili. Ale pak doda, ze vSichni chapou,
pro¢ to tak — vzhledem k okolnostem — muselo byt. Ano, Marty byl zklamany. Ke konci
telefonatu se jest¢ zasméje, a kdyz se sméje, nezni jeji hlas ani trochu stroze. Kdyz je s
Martym, skoro vitbec se nesméje.

Cas od ¢asu, mezi pul osmou, osmou a devatou, se Martyho ruka zasune po polStar,
aby se ujistil, ze je celofanovy balik na svém misté. Okolo pul desaté, kdyz je mésic uz tak
vysoko, ze na n¢j Marty mize oknem vidét a zalije jeho pokoj stiibfitym svétlem, zacne
hukot v domé konecné utichat.

V obyvacim pokoji se vypne televize. Katie jde spat, ale jeSté si stihne
zaprotestovat, ze vSechny jeji kamaradky maji dovoleno o prazdninach ponocovat. Martyho
rodice sedi po jejich odchodu jesté néjakou chvili v pokoji a tiSe si povidaji. A...

...a Marty asi na chvili usnul, protoze kdyZ se znovu dotkne toho tizasného baliku
s ohnlostroji, uvédomi si, ze v domé uz je hrobové ticho a mésic zaii jesté jasnéji nez
predtim — dost silné€ na to, aby hazel stiny po pokoji. Marty popadne balik i s krabickou
zapalek, kterou nasel uz o néco diiv. Zastr¢i si kosSili do kalhot od pyzama a schova pod ni
balik i zapalky. Je pfipraveny vyrazit.

Marty na celou tuhle akci nahliZi jako na operaci, ale ne v negativnim slova smyslu,
jak by si néktefi mohli odvodit. Nema v nohou zadny cit, a tak ani neciti zadnou bolest.
Chytne se Cela postele, zvedne se do sedu a pak nohy, jednu po druhé, pfesouva pies okraj
postele. Pouziva k tomu jen jednu ruku, druhou se drzi zabradli, které zacind u postele
a vede pres celou mistnost. V minulosti uz zkousel pouzit obé ruce naraz, ale skoncilo to
bezmocnym padem po hlavé na podlahu. VSichni tenkrat pfibéhli k nému do pokoje. ,,Zase
se jen hloupé predvadis! Zaseptala mu zufivé do ucha Kate potom, co mu pomohli zpatky
do voziku. Marty z toho byl lehce otfeseny, ale Silen¢ se smal i navzdory otoku na jednom
spanku a rozseknutému rtu. ,,Chce$ se snad zabit? Co?“ A pak Kate v slzach vyb¢hla
z pokoje.

Marty kone¢né¢ sedi na kraji postele. Utte si ruce do kosile, aby si byl jisty, Ze budou
suché a on neuklouzne. Chyti se zdbradli a za¢ne ru¢kovat smérem k voziku. Své zbytecné
tenké nohy, které ho jen délaji t€z$im, tahne za sebou. Mési¢ni svétlo je jasné natolik,
zZe ostfe vrha Martyho stin na podlahu ptfed nim.

Invalidni vozik je zabrzdény, a tak se do né&j Marty se sebevédomou lehkosti
zhoupne. Na chvili se zastavi, snazi se popadnout dech a posloucha ticho v domé. A ne,
Ze odpalis néjakou z téch hlasitych, fekl mu predtim stryc Al. Marty posloucha okolni ticho
a vi, ze by mél svého stryce poslechnout. Kdyz nikoho neprobudi, bude mit celou tuhle
oslavu jen pro sebe a nikdo nic nemusi védét. Tedy az do dalSiho dne, neZ se na verandé
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najdou ohofelé zbytky rotackt a fontan, ale to uz bude stejné jedno. Vytrysknou z nich
vSechny barvy duhy, povidal stryc Al. Urcité nebude problém, aby barvy tryskaly i potichu,
pomysli si Marty.

Odjisti brzdu na elektrickém voziku a zapne ho. Ve tmé na Martyho vykoukne malé
jantarové oko — indikace, ze je vozik dostatecné nabity. Marty zmackne tlacitko VPRAVO.
Vozik se oto¢i doprava. Jucht. Kdy? je pred dvefmi na verandu, zmackne tla¢itko VPRED.
Vozik se rozjede doptedu a tiSe u toho huci.

Marty otevie zapadku na dvojitych dvefich, znovu stla¢i VPRED a vyjede ven.
Roztrhne ten uzasny balik plny ohiostroji a pak se na chvili zastavi. Okouzlila ho letni noc
— je plna ospalého cvrkotu cvrckii, vonavého vanku, ktery sotva hybe listim stromu
na okraji lesa, a téméf nadpozemské mésicni zare.

Nemitze uz ¢ekat ani o minutu déle. Vytdhne Faraonova hada, Skrtne zapalkou
a podpali zapalnici. Cely uchvaceny tiSe pozoruje, jak had za¢ne chrlit modrozeleny ohen,
magicky rust, svijet se a chrlit plameny i z ocasu.

Den nezavislosti, pomysli si Marty a jeho o¢i se rozzati. Preju sam sobé stastny
Den nezavislosti!

Hadiv jasny plamen zacne sldbnout, pak zablikd a upln€ vyhasne. Marty zapali
trojuhelnikovy rotacek a sleduje, jak z né&j tryskaji paprsky, tak zluté jako je barva stastného
tricka jeho taty. Nez stihne rotacek vyhasnout, zapali Marty jesté jeden, ze kterého vySlehne
temng ¢ervené svétlo jako rize, o rostou u plotu kolem jejich nového bazénu. Noc nyni
napliuje nadherna viné vyhaslé pyrotechniky, kterou vitr uz brzy odfoukne pryc.

Martyho Smatravé ruce nasledné najdou ploché baleni petard. Stihne ho otevfit jesté
diiv, nez si uvédomi, ze zapalit tyhle véci by zpisobilo péknou paseku. Jejich skékani,
praskani, a rany, co zni jako fev kulomett, by probudily celé mésto. Pozar, povoden,
poplach a evakuace. To vSe by jist¢ padlo na hlavu desetilettho Martyho Coslawa,
a nakonec by ho s nejvétsi pravdépodobnosti jesté nechali nékde zamceného jako psa v
boud¢ az do Vénoc.

Marty si tak odlozi petardy Black Cat do klina a znovu zaSmatra v baliku. Vytahne
z n¢j ten nejvetsi rotacek, jaky kdy v zZivoté vidél — ziskal by cenu Zlaty rotacek, kdyby
néco takového existovalo. Je velky skoro jako Martyho pést. Jak ho Marty zapali a odhodi,
misi se v ném strach s radosti.

Noc napliiuje rudé svétlo — jasné jako pekelny oheil... a pravé diky té proménlivé
horecnaté zari Marty vidi, jak se kefe na okraji lesa pod verandou chvéji a rozeviraji. Je
slySet tichy zvuk, naptil kaSel, naptl vréeni. A pak se objevi bestie.

Chvili stoji na upati travniku a zda se, Ze néco vétii ve vzduchu... a pak se zacne
kolébat po svahu pifimo k mistu, kde Marty zaparkoval svlij vozik na bfidlicovych
kamenech. Marty pouli o¢i a horni ¢ast téla tlaci do opéradla voziku. Bestie se hrbi, ale je
zjevné, ze chodi jen po dvou nohach. Chodi tipIné jako &lovék. Cervené svétlo z rotadku se
pekelné odrazi v jejich zelenych ocich.

Pohybuje se pomalu a jeji $iroké nozdry se rytmicky rozeviraji. VEétii kotist — zcela
jisté veétii strach své kofisti. Marty zase citi pach bestie — chlupy, pot a divokost. Bestie
znovu zavrdéi. Tlusty horni ret v barvé jater se ji odhrne, aby odhalil velké $picaté zuby. Srst
se ji okolim zbarvila do matné, stiibfité cervené barvy.
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Uz je skoro u n¢j. Marty vidi ruce s drapy, tak podobné tém lidskym a soucasné tak
jiné. Bestie uz se natahuje po jeho krku, kdyz v tom si chlapec vzpomene na baleni petard.
Podvédome skrtne zapalkou a dotkne se s ni hlavni zapalnice. Ze zhavé zapalnice zacnou
litat rudé jiskry a seZzehnou vsechny chloupky na Martyho ruce. Vlkodlak — na chvili
vyvedeny z miry —ucouvne a vyda tdzavé zabruceni, které je — stejné jako jeho ruce — téméert
lidské. Marty mu Vv tu chvili hodi baleni petard pfimo do obliceje.

Vybouchnou v hlasitém, blikajicim sledu svétel a zvukl. Bestie vyda zatpéni plné
bolesti a vzteku, zavravora dozadu a ohani se pii tom po explozich, které ji do obliceje
trefuji zrnka ohn¢ a hoficiho stfelného prachu. Marty vidi, jak ji jedno ze zelenych o¢i,
co piipomina lampu, zhasne, kdyZ ji s uzasnym himicim PRASK! vybouchnou na strané
tlamy &tyfi petardy najednou. Rev bestie se zméni v irou agénii. Drape se v obliéeji a fve,
a kdyz se v Coslawovic dome rozsviti prvni svétla, oto¢i se a uhani po travniku zpatky
smérem k lesu. Za sebou neché jen pach spalené srsti a prvni vydéSené a zmatené vykiiky
z domu.

,,Co to bylo?* Marty slysi hlas své matky. Neni ani trochu strohy.

,Kdo je tam, ksakru?*“ Ani hlas jeho taty nezni jako hlas ,,velkyho partdka“.

»Marty?* Katin hlas se chvéje. Neni v ném ani stopa po obvyklé Skodolibosti.
»Marty, jsi v poradku?“

Déda Coslaw celou udélost prospi.

Marty dolehne zady na opéradlo voziku, zatimco ¢erveny rotacek konci svételnou
show. Barvy, které z n¢j prskaji, jsou ted’ do jemné rizova jako pii vychodu slunce. Na to,
aby se rozplakal, je Marty v az moc velkém Soku. Neni to Sok pouze v negativnim slova
smyslu, i kdyz ho druhy den rodi¢e odvezou na navstévu ke stryci Jimovi a teté Idé do mésta
Stowe ve Vermontu, kde zlstane az do konce letnich prazdnin. Policie s tim souhlasi,
protoze maji pocit, ze by Uplitkovy vrah mohl znovu na Martyho zattogit a pokusit se ho
umlcet. Marty nékde hluboko uvnitf jasa. A ten jasot je siln€jsi nez Sok. Spatfil straslivou
tvar bestie a piezil. Citi prostou, détskou radost. Je to ticha radost, o které nebude moct
nikdy nikomu fict, dokonce ani stryci Alovi, 1 kdyZ ten by to mozna pochopil. Citi radost,
protoze nakonec ohnostroje prece jen byly.

A zatimco kolem n¢j rodice tiSe pieslapovali a ptemysleli o jeho mentalnim stavu
a jestli by z toho zazitku mohl mit komplexy, Marty Coslaw v duchu uvétil, ze tohle byl
ten nejlepSi Den nezavislosti ze vSech.

28



3 KOMENTAR K PREKLADU
3.1 Uvod

Mezi piekladatelsky obtizné pasaze lze =zafadit jevy, které vyplyvaji
z typologickych a systémovych rozdili daného vychoziho a cilového jazyka. V tomto
pfipad¢ se jedna o rozdily mezi ¢eskym a anglickym jazykem, které se typologicky lisi
V tom, ze angli¢tina je jazyk analyticky, ve kterém ptevladaji viceslovné gramatické tvary
a gramatické kategorie jsou vyjadfovany pomoci pomocnych slov, a CeStina je jazyk
synteticky flexivni, ktery se vyznaCuje spiSe gramatickymi tvary jednoslovnymi
a gramatické kategorie takového jazyka jsou pak vyjadiovany pomoci sklonovani
a ¢asovani (Popela, 2006, 9). Mezi systémové jazykové rozdily lze pak tedy zaradit
tendenci k analyticnosti VJ a tendenci k synteticnosti CJ, stejné jako tendenci
k nominalnosti u VJ a tendenci k verbalnosti u CJ. Obecné bylo tedy pfi piekladu bylo
nutno dbat na dodrzovani gramatické ekvivalence v oblasti morfologie, syntaxe a nadvétné
syntaxe v souvislosti se systémovymi rozdily obou jazykd.

Kromé systémovych rozdilt, které bylo pti piekladu nutno brat v potaz, Ize mezi
piekladatelsky obtizné pasaze v novele Cycle of the Werewolf zatadit pteklad nazvu dila,
pfevod mérnych, teplotnich a penéznich jednotek, pfechylovani piijmeni ¢i stiidani
slovesnych ¢asti a pouziti kurzivy v souvislosti s autorskych stylem, konkrétnéji
singularnim stylem této novely. Singularni styl je ,,jedine¢ny Styl konkrétniho dila, ale
I jeho ptislusnost k nékterému obecnému stylu® (Novy encyklopedicky slovnik Cestiny,
heslo STYLEM)®®.

Autorsky styl Stephena Kinga se vyznacuje, jak uz bylo popsano v oddilu 1.3
Autorsky styl, stfidanim slovesnych ¢asi a epistoralnim stylem psani. Oba tyto jevy jsou
ptitomny i v novele Cycle of the Werewolf. Mezi dalsi rysy Kingova autorského stylu lze
zaradit symboliku, uptednostiiovani dynamiky piibéhu pied vyvojem postav, dialogem
a popisnymi pasazemi prostiedi, nebo vliv poezie a jinych d€l. Ke vS§em témto rysim se
King vyjadiuje i ve své knize On Writing, ktera je bezesporu nedocenitelnych nahledem
do autorova kreativniho mysleni a autorského procesu. ,,Nevétim piili§ na ty takzvané
studie postav, myslim, Ze piibéh by mél byt nakonec vzdy $éfem* (2000, 190). V novele
Cycle of the Werewolf je ziejmé, Zze se King timto svym presvédéenim fidi, jelikoz v ni
Ctenaf nenajde postavy, které by se n¢jak vyvijely, ale dostane piibéh plny dynamiky
anapéti. VySe zminéné prekladatelsky obtizné pasdze a rysy autorského style budou
podrobnéji popsany v nasledujicich kapitolach.

32 Preklad nazvu dila

Nazev knizniho titulu je prvnim z poutacd, se kterym ctenat ptijde do styku.
Z tohoto diivodu je nutno zvolit ndzev a nasledné 1 pieklad, ktery zaujme. U kniZnich titult

15 Dostupné z: https://www.czechency.org/slovnik/STYL%C3%89M
16 Piivodni znéni: ,,I’m not much of a believer in the so-called character study; | think that in the end, the
story should always be the boss.*
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existuji podle Levého dva druhy: ,,1. Nazev popisny, Cist¢ sdé¢lovaci, udava pfimo téma
knihy, zpravidla tim, ze jmenuje hlavni osobu a Casto i literarni druh ...a 2. Nazev
symbolizujici, zkratkovy, udava téma, problematiku nebo atmosféru zkratkou, typizujicim
symbolem, ktery neni popisem, ale obraznou transpozici tématu (1998, 153-154).
V piipadé novely Cycle of the Werewolf se jedna o typ druhy.

V piipadé novely Cycle of the Werewolf bylo pii piekladu nazvu na vybér hned
z n¢kolika moznosti jako cyklus, rok, obdobi, idobi, ¢as, doba, kalendar Ci éra. VSechna
tato slova jsou sémanticky podobna v tom, vyjadiuji urcity ¢asovy usek. Mou strategii bylo
snazit se sémanticky vyznam pii ptekladu zachovat, prestoze jsem se nedrzela doslovného
prekladu ani absolutnich synonym pii vybéru moznosti. Nakonec jsem zvolila slovo
»kalendar,” které se vaze k plivodnimu konceptu knihy a nastifiuje ¢tenafi asovy usek
a dobu trvani, po kterou se d¢j novely odehrava.

Po vypusténi predlozky ,,of“ a ur€itého ¢lenu ,,the* jsem se rozhodla pro dvouslovny
nazev. Pokud by byl ndzev pouze ,,Kalendai* nebo ,,Vlkodlak* — takovy jednoslovny nadzev
by dle mého nazoru dostatecné nepienesl hlavni myslenku knihy, kterd je pro zaujmuti
Ctenafe dulezitd. Stejné tak delSi neZ dvouslovny nazev by ztratil na celkové udernosti.
Po zvoleni obou slov, ze kterych se bude nazev skladat, tj. ,.kalendar* a ,,vlkodlak,* bylo
také mozné uvazovat o postaveni slova kalendar do postpozice ¢i prepozice a tvaru slova
»Vlkodlak.“ Po uvaZzeni obou moznosti jsem se rozhodla dat slovo ,.kalendai* do postpozice
a ze slova ,,vlkodlak* vytvofit posesivni ptidavné jméno ,,vlkodlakav.*

Levy ve své knize také zminuje Lessingtv vyrok, ktery tikd, Ze: ,,ndzev musi byt
jako jidelni listek: ¢im méné€ prozrazuje o obsahu, tim je lepsi (1998, 154), kterému mtyj
findlni pfeklad ndzvu dila odporuje. V piekladatelové umyslu by dle Lessinga a Levého
totiz nemélo byt vyzrazeni zapletky hned v ndzvu dila. Po peclivém uvazeni jsem se
I navzdory tomuto tvrzeni rozhodla, Ze ,,vlkodlaktiv kalendai* predstavuje nejlepsi funkéni
feseni daného prekladatelského problému. Slovo ,kalendar sice odhaluje, jak je cela
novela koncipovana, ale dle mého ndzoru nevyzrazuje ctenati zapletku celého ptibehu.

33 Pi‘evod mérnych, teplotnich, rychlostnich a penéznich jednotek

Déj novely se odehrava v USA, je tedy piirozené, ze autor v novele pouzil jednotky
imperialni soustavy. Kvili lepSimu porozuméni pro ¢tenafe CT byla nakonec zvolena
prekladatelska strategie domestikace a jednotky byly pievedeny do metrické soustavy,
poptipad¢ jiné formy, ktera se pouziva v Evropg, pfi¢emz jednotky byly zaokrouhleny, aby
se uchoval autorsky zamér pouzivajici pouze celd ¢isla ve VT. ,,Pravé védomi narodni
specificnosti odliSuje problematiku pfi prekladani mér a vah od piekladani mény. Nezvyklé
meérné systémy, napt. rusky a anglicky, ¢asto nahrazujeme nasi metrickou soustavu. [ kdyz
arSiny, stopy, couly, pinty, gallony apod. maji jistou hodnotu koloritni, nemaji zase
pro Ceské Ctenafe jasny vyznamovy obsah* (Levy, 1998, 124). Ptiklady z ptelozenych ¢asti
novely, konkrétné prevod mérnych jednotek jako vzdalenost ¢i hmotnost jsou uvedeny
v Tabulce 1.
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Tabulka 1: Pfevod mérnych jednotek

VT CT
nine miles out of town asi ctrnact kilometrii za méstem
his two hundred and twenty pounds vazi asi metrak

V celé novele se objevovalo vice ptikladd, a to predevSim mérnych jednotek,
pti kterych by mohl byt tento pfevod uplatnén. Piiklady v analytické ¢asti ovSem zahrnuji
pouze jednotky z prvnich sedmi kapitolach preklddaného a analyzovaného textu. Stejné
jako v pripadé mérnych jednotek i teplotni jednotky, které se v novele objevuji, byly
ptevedeny ze stupnt Fahrenheita na stupné Celsia, viz Tabulka 2.

Tabulka 2: Pfevod jednotek teploty a rychlosti

VT CT
from thirty-three degrees to sixteen zpét pod bodem mrazu
he had driven fast—seventy, maybe eighty | jeli opravdu rychle — stodesitkou, mozna
| stotricitkou

Jedina vyjimka v CT tykajici se jednotek, na které nebyla pouzita strategie
domestikace, je ménova jednotka, konkrétn¢ amerického dolaru, kterd byla pro ucely
vykresleni amerického prostredi zachovana i v CT, jelikoz je obecné znama. K nevhodnosti
prekladani jednotek se vyjadiuje 1 Levy, ktery tvrdi, Ze ,,pfevadét cizi ménu neni mozné,
protoze ména je charakteristicka vzdy pro urcitou zemi a koruny by nam lokalizovaly
preklad do naseho prostredi* (1998, 124).

Tabulka 3: Pfevod penéZnich jednotek
VT CT
twenty-eight-thousand-dollar deathtrap rozsudek smrti za dvacet osm tisic dolarii

34 Prechylovani prijmeni

Ptestoze se o prechylovani v prekladatelskych kruzich vedou stale Castéjsi a Castejsi
debaty, po zvaZeni obou moznosti bylo rozhodnuto, Ze pro snadnéjsi rozliSeni Zenskych
a muzskych postav v textu budou zenskd piijmeni pfechylena dle ceskych zvyklosti.
»Jednim ze zékladnich rysi ¢eského slovotvorného systému je odvozovani zenskych podob
pfijmeni z ptijmeni muzskych, tj. pfechylovani pfijmeni. Vychazi z tychz principl jako
skloiovani muzskych pfijmeni, Gizce s nim souvisi a navazuje na n¢. VétSina ceskych
i cizich pfijmeni se v CeStiné bez problému piipojuje k Ceskych skloniovacim vzorim
a zenska podoba piijmeni se od nich vytvaii mechanicky ze zakladovych piijmeni
muzskych ptiponou -ov(-4)“ (Novy encyklopedicky slovnik &estiny, heslo PRITMENT)Y.

17 Dostupné z: https://www.czechency.org/slovnik/P%C5%98%C3%8DIJMEN%C3%8D
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Pokud by se pii prekladu od piechylovani pieci jen upustilo, napiiklad spojeni babi
Hagueova by zistalo bez ptechyleni ve tvaru babi Hague, toto feSeni by bylo pro ¢esky
jazyk sice prijatelné, ale méné piirozené. Piechylovani tedy bylo nakonec zvoleno jako
spravné funk¢ni feSeni. ,,Pfechylena podoba zenského piijmeni ma dvé dilezité funkce:
jednak rodové urcuje nositelku takového piijmeni, jednak umoznuje zenské piijmeni
v textu sklonovat, zac¢lenit je do deklina¢niho systému‘ (Novy encyklopedicky slovnik
&estiny, heslo PRITMENTI). V Tabulce 4 1ze vidét cela jména Zenskych postav, kterd se
V novele objevuji a jejich naslednou podobu v prelozeném textu.

Tabulka 4: Piechylena piijmeni

VT CT
Stella Randolph Stella Randolphova
Donna Lee Sturmfuller Donna Lee Sturmfullerova
Gramma Hague babi Hagueova
Elise Fournier Elise Fournierova
Violet MacKenzie Violet MacKenzieova
Arlene McCune, Arlene Bessey Arlene McCuneovd, Arlene Besseyova

3.5 Stiidani slovesnych ¢ast

Tento rys autorského stylu byl uz kratce nastinén v oddilu 1.3 Autorsky styl.
Stiidani slovesného ¢asu v ramci pasma vypravece se objevuje 1 v dalSich knihdch Stephena
Kinga, jako jsou naptiklad To (It), Strdzci zakona (The Regulators) nebo Prdvo ndlezce
(Finders Keepers). King v knize Strdzci zdkona zroku 1996, kterou publikoval
pod pseudonymem Richard Bachman, také pouziva stfidani slovesnych ¢asii v ramci pasma
vypravéce, které se od novely Cycle of the Werewolf ale 1isi tim, Ze stiidani ¢asi v knize
Strazci zakona je rozdé€leno spise do kapitol, kdy kapitoly pro vykresleni situace jsou
popsany V ¢ase minulém a kapitoly, kde se postavam néco rychle déje, jsou pak v Case
ptitomném. Knihu ptelozila vroce 1998 piekladatelka Linda BartoSkova, kterd tento
zpusob vypravéni zachovala i v ramci svého piekladu. Stejné tak v knize To z roku 1986,
kterou v roce 1993 prelozil Gabriel Gossel, se piekladatel rozhodl zachovat ptitomny cas,
pfestoze se tento jev v porovnani s dily Cycle of the Werewolf a Strdzci zakona objevuje
v knize To pouze v nékolika piipadech.

V piekladanych ¢astech novely Cycle of the Werewolf se tento jev stiidani
slovesnych Casti v ramci pasma vypravéce objevuje Vv kazdé z kapitol hned nékolikrat,
dochazi v nich tedy ke stfidani Cast i v ramci jednotlivych kapitol. Vypravéni se v této
konkrétni novele odehrava prevazné€ v Case pritomném, ktery se stfida s ¢asem minulym
a predminulym, at’ uz za ucelem popsani déje, ktery se odehral nékdy v minulosti, nebo
zaucelem zdiraznéni dynamiky, kdy je napt. zacatek situace popsan v ¢ase minulém
¢i pfedminulém a nasledné ptechazi do ¢asu pfitomného. Pokud by byl pii piekladu zvolen
jen jeden ze slovesnych a Cast a rys stfidani ¢ast by byl vypustén, jednalo by se 0 velky
zasah do autorského stylu.
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V Piikladu 1 popisuje Marty Coslaw — jedna z hlavnich postav v novele — své
aktualni pocinani, pii kterém si vzpomene na podobnou udalost, ktera se mu v minulosti
stala a prejde tak do ¢asu minulého a retrospektivniho vypravéni. Zadny z ast nebyl
Vv tomto piipad¢ pii pfevodu pozménén, jelikoz vyraz once jasné odkazuje na udalost
Z minulosti a pro ¢tenaie je tedy tento prechod dostatecné srozumitelny. Tento typ stfidani
Casu z piitomného na minuly by se dal charakterizovat jako Ctenaisky nejpiirozené;si,
jelikoz udalosti z minulosti budou logicky popisovany v minulém case.

Ptiklad 1: Retrospektiva

VT

CT

He grips the headboard of the bed, pulls
himself up to a sitting position, and then
shifts his legs over the edge of the bed one
by one. He does this one-handed, using his
other hand to hold the rail which begins at
his bed and runs all the way around the
room. Once he had tried moving his legs
with both hands and somersaulted
helplessly head over heels onto the floor.
The crash brought everyone running.

Chytne se cela postele, zvedne se do sedu
a pak nohy, jednu po druhé, presouvd pres
okraj postele. Pouzivda k tomu jen jednu
ruku, druhou se drzi zabradli, ktere zaéind
u postele a vede pres celou mistnost.
V minulosti uz zkousel pouzit obé ruce
naraz, ale skoncilo to bezmocnym pddem
po hlave na podlahu. VSichni
pFibéhli k nemu do pokoje.

tenkrat

Priklad 2 ukazuje zménu slovesného ¢asu v ramci jedné navazujici udélosti. Postava
Martyho popisuje setkani se svym strycem, které se odehrava ve stejny den jako dalsi ¢ast
vypraveéni, pouze nékolik hodin od sebe. Je zajimavé, Zze v této kapitole stiida autor
pfitomny €as S ¢asem minulym v ramci popisu jednoho dne hned né€kolikrat, viz. kapitola
July.

Piiklad 2: Zména dynamiky a slovesnych ¢asti V ramci navazujici situace

VT

CT

He sat there for a moment looking after his
uncle, swallowing hard to keep from
crying. Then he put the packet of fireworks
into his shirt and buzzed back to the house
and his room. In his mind he was already
waiting for night to come and everyone to
be asleep. He is the first one in bed that
night. His mother comes in and kisses him
goodnight.

Po strycove odjezdu tam jeste chvili jen tak
sedél a ztézka polykal, aby se nerozplakal.
Pak si zastréil balik pod kosili a rychle
zamivil zpet kdomu, primo do svého
pokoje. Uz se nemohl dockat, az prijde noc
a vsichni v domé budou spat. Tu noc jde
spdt jako prvni. Jeho matka p¥ijde k nemu
do pokoje a da mu pusu na dobrou noc.

V nékolika piipadech bylo nutné slovesné ¢asy z VT do CT pieci jen pozménit,
jelikoz CJ neumoznoval tak dynamické stiidani jako VJ. Jak lze vidét na piikladu

Priklad 3, pokud by v CT zistal ¢as minuly jako je ve VT, tj. tulak byl ... sedél ... anasledné
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piesel do Casu pritomného jen na posledni vétu vsude kolem néj jsou stopy — Vv takovém

ptipad¢ by ¢étenati CT mohlo piestat davat smysl, v jakém ¢asovém horizontu se piibéh

vypravi ani a v jaké déjové a Casové linii se praveé nachazi.

Ptiklad 3: Zména slovesnych ¢ast v prekladatelském procesu

VT

CT

And no one knows the name of the drifter
the linesman found the next morning when
he finally got out by Tarker Brook to repair
the downed cables. The drifter was coated
with ice, head cocked back in a silent
scream, ragged old coat and shirt beneath
chewed open. The drifter sat in a frozen
pool of his own blood, staring at the
downed lines, his hands still held up in a
warding-off gesture with ice between the

A nikdo neznd jméno tuldka, kterého najde
druhy den rano elektrikar, kdyz se konecnée
zastavi U Tarker Brook, aby opravil spadié
draty. Tulik je pokryty ledem, hlavu ma
zaklonénou v tichém vykiiku a otrhany
stary kabat i kosili pod nim rozzvykané.
Sedi ve zmrzlé kaluzi své viastni krve a zira
na strzené draty, ruce stale zvednuté
V obranném gestu s ledem mezi prsty.

Viude kolem néj jsou stopy. Stopy vika.

fingers. And all around him are pawprints.
Wolfprints.

3.6 Kurziva

Feren¢ik kurzivu definuje jako: ,pismena naklonéna doprava, ktera slouzi
k oddéleni riznych druht informaci, K jejich zdiraznéni nebo vyjadteni hlasitosti (2004,
4.2). V novele Cycle of the Werewolf vsak autor pouziva kurzivu — krom¢ zdtraznéni
nékterych slov — i K vyjadfeni nékterych myslenek namisto pouziti pfimé feéi. Tento jev
se zda byt imyslnym autorskym zdmérem, piestoZe se neobjevuje ve vSech piekladanych
kapitolach. Pokud se vSak jednalo 0 jasnou indikaci myslenkovych pochodl postav,
anikoliv jen o zvyraznéni jednotlivych slov v textu, rozhodla jsem se tento jev v CT
zachovat.

Nejvétsi podil kurzivy se nachazi v druhé kapitole February, ve kterém je
pravdépodobné za ucelem vyjadieni myslenek, prestoze pouziti kurzivy v analyzované
¢asti novely neni konstantni, tj. v nékterych kapitolach jsou myslenky postav vyjadieny
bez pouziti kurzivy, a to konkrétné v kapitole tieti, ¢tvrté a Sesté — March, April a June.
Pouziti na jednotlivych slovech se vnovele déje za ucelem zdiraznéni. Zdiraznéni
kurzivou  bylo  pfi piekladatelském  procesu  vypusttno a  slova  byla
zvyraznéna/amplifikovana jinymi metodami.

Na nasledujicim Ptikladu 4 1ze vidét zachovani kurzivy v souvislosti s autorskym
stylem a vyjadfenim myslenek postav. Tento typ pouziti kurzivy byl pfi ptekladu zachovan

ve vsech piipadech.
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Ptiklad 4: Zachovani kurzivy za celem vyjadreni myslenek

VT

CT

The moonlight has been blocked out by a
dark shape—amorphous but clearly
masculine, and she thinks: 1 am dreaming
... and in my dreams, | will let him come

. in my dreams | will let myself come.
They use the word dirty, but the word is
clean, the word is right; love would be like
coming.

Mg¢sicni  svétlo zastinil tmavy tvar —
amorfni, ale jasn¢ muzsky — a ona si
pomysli: Ja snim... a v mych snech ho
necham mé pomilovat... v mych snech se
s nim pomiluji. Mluvi se o tom, jako by to
byla Spinavost, ale je to véc Cistd. Je to véc
spravnd. Laska je jisté jako milovani.

V Piikladu 5 je uveden Uryvek s pouZzitim kurzivy, ktery nesouvisi s vyjadienim
myslenek, ale zdiiraznénim/amplifikaci jednotlivych informaci. Tento typ pouziti kurzivy
byl ve vSech ptipadech pfti prekladu neptevadén a k zdiiraznéni/amplifikaci jednotlivych
informaci byly pouzity jiné metody.

Ptiklad 5: Vypusténi kurzivy v ptekladatelském procesu
VT

CT

But now they have cancelled the fireworks
... and no matter what anyone says, Marty
feels that it is really the Fourth itself—his

Ale ted’, kdyz zrusili ohilostroje, nezalezelo
na tom, co fikali ostatni. Marty citil jakoby
samotny 4. Cervenec — jeho 4. Cervenec —

Fourth—that they have done to death. prost¢ zabili.

3.7 Vétné kondenzory

Jak tika Knittlova, ,,vétné kondenzory jsou v angli¢tin€ bézné, coz souvisi s jejich
nominalnim charakterem, hutnosti a ekonomiénosti vyjadfovani. Cestina naopak pouziva
na misté infinitivnich, gerundijnich a participialnich ¢ili tzv. nominélnich tvart slovesnych
radéji urcitych tvarii slovesnych a tedy vét, at’ uz hlavnich ¢i vedlejSich, pfipojenych
syndeticky nebo asyndeticky, tj. se spojovacim vyrazem nebo bez ného* (2000, 94-95).

V novele Cycle of the Werewolf se tedy nachazi v souvislosti VJ nachazi velké
mnozstvi kondenzorq, pii¢emz nekteré byly pievedeny s pouzitim vedlejSich vét, které jsou
pro CJ pfirozené, a nékteré byly ponechany ve stejné forme jako ve VT. Piiklady prevodu
i zachovani variant kondenzord budu demonstrovat na piikladech nize.

Na Piikladu 6 bych rada demonstrovala piiklad, kdy jsem se pfi ptekladu rozhodla
pro zachovani kondenzort v infinitivu. Vétu bylo mozné pielozit i s pouzitim vedlejsi vty
kdy by si pripomenul vydobytky minulosti. Strategie zachovani infinitu byla v tomto ptipadé
zvolena za ti¢elem zachovani udernosti posledni véty v odstavci v kapitole June.
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Piiklad 6: Zachovani kondenzoru v infinitivu

VT

CT

June, June, full moon—a good night for the
drive-in and a few beers. A good night to
remember the conguests of the past.

Cerven. Uplnék. Dobrd noc na autokino
apar piv. Dobra noc pripomenout si
vydobytky minulosti.

Pouziti vedlejsi véty je pfirozenda metoda, kterou Ize kondenzory pielozit. Tato
metoda je demonstrovana na Piikladu 7, kdy jsem kondenzor of looking pielozila pomoci
vety vedlejsi a slovesné konstrukce se musel divat.

Ptiklad 7: Pfevedeni kondenzoril z gerundia

VT

CT

The church is always filled on
Homecoming Sunday (only the oldest of the
old codgers still call it Old Home Sunday
now), and instead of looking out on pews
half or wholly empty as he does on most
Sundays, every bench is full.

Kostel je pri vyrocnich nedélnich setkanich
vzdy uplné plny — jen nejstarsi ze starikii
tomu dnu Fikaji vyrocni nedélni seslost.
Misto toho, aby se musel divat na lavice
zpola nebo uplné prazdné, jak to o nedélich
vetsinou délava, kazda lavice je plné
obsazend.

Pro pfevod kondenzoru v participiu jsem v Piikladu 8 zvolila strategii pouziti
nejbliz§iho ceského protéjsku, ptidavného jména slovesného. Pokud by bylo slovo
protruding v prepozici, slovni spojeni protruding hands by se dalo pielozit jako vycnivajici
ruce, v postpozici jsem tedy spojeni piclozila jako #r¢ici ruce, misto piidani dalsi vedlejsi

vety ruce, které mu trci, aby nemusela byt konstrukce delsi o dalsi vedlejsi vétu.

Ptiklad 8: Pouziti nejblizsiho ¢eského protéjsku

VT

CT

But his voice is no longer his voice; it has
become an inarticulate snarling sound,
and when he looks down, he sees the hands
protruding from the sleeves of his good
black suitcoat have become snaggled
paws.

Ale jeho hlas uz neni jeho — stal se z néej
neartikulujici vrcivy zvuk, a kdyz se podiva
doli, vidi, Ze ruce tréici z rukavii jeho
Cerného kabatu se promeénily v tlapy.
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ZAVER

Cilem mé bakalarské prace bylo propojit charakteristiku autorského stylu
a hororového Zzénru s urcenim prekladatelsky obtiznych mist a vyuzit tyto poznatky
pro vytvoteni ptekladu. Pro splnéni cile jsem si stanovila tfi vyzkumné otazky: 1. Jaké jsou
hlavni stylistické rysy autorského stylu a stylu textu? 2. Které z téchto ryst jsou
prekladatelsky obtizné a proc? 3. Které ¢eské vyjadiovaci prostiedky budou predstavovat
funk¢ni feSeni a proc?

Lze konstatovat, ze mezi hlavni stylistické rysy autorského stylu Stephena Kinga
patii epistoralni styl psani, stfidani slovesnych ¢asti, symbolika, vliv poezie a jinych d¢l ¢i
uptednostinovani dynamiky ptibéhu pied vyvojem postav, dialogem a popisnymi pasazemi
prostiedi. King také ve své novele Cycle of the Werewolf hojné pouziva kurzivu
pro vyjadieni myslenek postav. Dilo Cycle of the Werewolf je hororovou novelou, ktera
nese typické rysy hororového zanru, zaroven je ale kombinaci nékolika zanrt, jedna se tedy
o zanrovy hybrid gotického hororu, konkrétné subzanr nadptirozeny horor, ktery souvisi
s vyskytem nadpftirozenych bytosti v ptibeéhu. Vychozi text byl napsan v anglickém jazyce,
nékteré prekladatelsky obtizné pasaze tedy vychézeji i z typologickych a systémovych
rozdilti mezi vychozim a cilovym jazykem textu, napiiklad nutnost prevadét hojny vyskyt
vétnych kondenzort ve vychozim textu.

V souvislosti s analyzou rysi autorského stylu a stylu textu jsem jako
piekladatelsky obtizné rysy urcila pfedevsim stfidani slovesnych casti a s tim spojené
upiednostiiovani dynamiky pfibéhu. Kingovo stfidani slovesnych casi mulze byt
pro ¢tenafe neobvyklé, jelikoZz vypravovani v podobnych literarnich dilech se povétSinou
d¢je pouze v minulém Case. Mezi dalsi prekladatelsky obtizné rysy lze zatadit 1 ptitomnost
vétnych kondenzord, jejichz vyskyt bylo nutné v cilovém textu omezit, poptipad¢ prevést,
jelikoz pro cilovy jazyk nejsou typické ve stejné formé, v jaké se nachazi v jazyce
vychozim. V prekladatelském komentaii jsem se také zabyvala piekladem nazvu dila,
prevodem mérnych jednotek ¢i prechylovanim pifijmeni, které¢ se ukézaly byt
prekladatelsky obtizné az pii samotném piekladatelském procesu.

Pii piekladu piijmeni nebo mérnych jednotek jsem obvykle zvolila strategii
domestikace a postupovala dle pravidel cilového jazyka. Tato strategie byla zvolena
za ucelem pfiibliZzeni prostfedi novely ctendfi cilového textu. Stfidani slovesnych cast
a pouziti kurzivy byly pfi piekladu zachovany, jelikoZ se jedna o dllezité rysy autorského
stylu, ktery odliSuje Kinga od ostatnich autort. Vétné kondenzory byly vétSinou pievedeny
pomoci urcitych slovesnych tvart, jelikoz pro cilovy jazyk nejsou typické ve stejné formé
jako vjazyce vychozim. Pfeklad nazvu dila jsem do komentafe k prekladu zafadila
z divodu obecné dtilezitosti kazdého literarniho dila jakozto poutace pro Ctenare.

Z mé analyzy prekladu vyplyva, Ze mezi piekladatelsky obtizné rysy lze zatadit
rysy, které se poji jak s autorskym stylem, tak samotnym vychozim textem a jazykem.
V komentéii k prekladu jsem se snazila nastinit riazné rysy, které mohou ptekladateli
pii ptekladu Cinit problém, piestoze v konecném dusledku zélezi na kazdém prekladateli,
co povazuje za obtizné a co naopak za snadné. Novela Cycle of the Werewolf je dle mého
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nazoru zajimavym dilem, které za pieklad do Ceského jazyka stoji, at’ uz za ucelem
prekladatelské analyzy ¢i jen zpfistupnéni ¢esky mluvicim fanouskim Stephena Kinga.
Kvalitu piekladu Ize zkoumat jak z hlediska odborného — jazykovédného — tak z hlediska
Ctivosti textu, kterd je ovSem individudln€js$i a musi ji posoudit kazdy ¢tenar sam. Mym
hlavnim cilem bylo zhotovit pteklad, ktery je funkcni v cilovém jazyce, ale ptesto
zachovava rysy puvodniho textu, a ve kterém je norma reprodukcni a norma esteticka
dostate¢né vyvazena.
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SUMMARY

The aim of my bachelor's thesis was to combine the characteristics of the authorial
style and the horror genre with the identification of the difficult passages and to use the
knowledge to produce a translation. To accomplish this goal, | set the following research
questions: 1. What are the main stylistic features of the authorial style and the style of the
text? 2. Which of these features are difficult to translate and why? 3. Which Czech means
of expression will provide a functional solution and why?

The main stylistic features of Stephen King's authorial style include an epistolary
style of writing, alternating verb tenses, symbolism, the influence of poetry and other
works, or the preference for the story dynamics over the character development, the
dialogue, and the descriptive passages of the setting. King also makes an extensive use of
italics in his novel Cycle of the Werewolf to convey the characters' ideas. Cycle of the
Werewolf is a horror novel with some typical features of the horror genre, but at the same
time it is a combination of several genres, thus it is a genre hybrid of gothic horror,
specifically the subgenre of supernatural horror, which is known for its appearance of
supernatural beings in the story. The source text was written in English, so some of the
passages that are difficult to translate are related to typological and systemic differences
between the source and target languages, such as the need to convert the sentence
condensers present in the source text.

In the relation to the analysis of the features of the authorial style and the text style,
I have identified the alternation of verb tenses with the preference for the story dynamics
as particularly difficult features to translate. King's alternation of verb tenses may be
somewhat unusual for his readers, as narratives in similar literary works usually take place
only in the past tense. Other features that were difficult to translate include the presence of
sentence condensers - the occurrence in the target text had to be reduced or converted
because they are not a typical feature of the target language in the same form as they are in
the source language. In the translation commentary, | also included passages describing the
process of the translation of the title, the conversion of measurement units or the translation
of surnames, which proved to be difficult during the translation process itself.

When translating the surnames or the measurement units, | usually went with the
domestication strategy and followed the rules of the target language. This strategy was
chosen to make the reader of the target text better understand the setting of the novel. The
alternation of the verb tenses and the use of italics were maintained in the translation
process as important features of the authorial style that distinguish King from other authors.
Sentence condensers were mostly converted as finite verbs, as they are not typical for the
target language in the same form as in the source language. The reason why I included the
translation of the title in the translation commentary is because of its importance as the title
of each literary work is the first thing the reader sees.

My translation analysis shows that the features that are difficult to translate include
those related to the authorial style as well as the source text and source language itself. In
my translation commentary, | tried to emphasize different features that can make translation
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difficult for the translator, although it is up to every individual translator to decide what he
or she considers difficult and what he or she considers easy. In my opinion, the novel Cycle
of the Werewolf is an interesting work that was worth translating into Czech, whether it was
for the purpose of the translation analysis or just to make it accessible to King’s
Czech-speaking fans. The quality of the translation can be examined both from a
professional - linguistic - point of view and from the readability point of view, which is
much more individual and can only be judged by each reader himself. My main aim was to
produce a translation that is functional in the target language yet remains faithful to the
features of the original text, and in which the reproductive and aesthetic norms are
sufficiently balanced.
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PRILOHA — ORIGINAL PREKLADANEHO TEXTU

CYCLE OF THE WEREWOLF
BY
STEPHEN KING

JANUARY

Somewhere, high above, the moon shines down, fat and full—but here, in Tarker's
Mills, a January blizzard has choked the sky with snow. The wind rams full force down a
deserted Center Avenue; the orange town plows have given up long since.

Arnie Westrum, flagman on the GS&WM Railroad, has been caught in the small
tool-and-signal shack nine miles out of town; with his small, gasoline-powered rail-rider
blocked by drifts, he is waiting out the storm there, playing Last Man Out solitaire with a
pack of greasy Bicycle cards. Outside the wind rises to a shrill scream. Westrum raises his
head uneasily, and then looks back down at his game again. It is only the wind, after all...

But the wind doesn't scratch at doors ... and whine to be let in.

He gets up, a tall, lanky man in a wool jacket and railroad coveralls, a Camel
cigarette jutting from one comer of his mouth, his seamed New England face lit in soft
orange tones by the kerosene lantern which hangs on the wall.

The scratching comes again. Someone's dog, he thinks, lost and wanting to be let
in. That's all itis ... but still, he pauses. It would be inhuman to leave it out there in the cold,
he thinks (not that it is much warmer in here; in spite of the battery-powered heater, he can
see the cold cloud of his breath)—Dbut still he hesitates. A cold finger of fear is probing just
below his heart. This has been a bad season in Tarker's Mills; there have been omens of
evil on the land. Arnie has his father's Welsh blood strong in his veins, and he doesn't like
the feel of things.

Before he can decide what to do about his visitor, the low-pitched whining rises to a
snarl. There is a thud as something incredibly heavy hits the door ... draws back ... hits
again. The door trembles in its frame, and a puff of snow billows in from the top.

Arnie Westrum stares around, looking for something to shore it up with, but before
he can do more than reach for the flimsy chair he has been sitting in, the snarling thing
strikes the door again with incredible force, splintering it from top to bottom.

It holds for a moment longer, bowed in on a vertical line, and lodged in it, kicking
and lunging, its snout wrinkled back in a snarl, its yellow eyes blazing, is the biggest wolf
Arnie has ever seen ...

And its snarls sound terribly like human words.

The door splinters, groans, gives. In a moment the thing will be inside.

In the corner, amongst a welter of tools, a pick leans against the wall. Arnie lunges
for itand seizes it as the wolf thrusts its way inside and crouches, its yellow eyes gleaming
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at the cornered man. Its ears are flattened back, furry triangles. Its tongue lolls. Behind it,
snow gusts in through a door that has been shattered down the center.

It springs with a snarl, and Arnie Westrum swings the pick.

Once.

Outside, the feeble lamplight shines raggedly on the snow through the splintered
door.

The wind whoops and howls.

The screams begin.

Something inhuman has come to Tarker's Mills, as unseen as the full moon riding
the night sky high above. It is the Werewolf, and there is no more reason for its coming
now than there would be for the arrival of cancer, or a psychotic with murder on his mind,
or a killer tornado. Its time is now, its place is here, in this little Maine town where baked
bean church suppers are a weekly event, where small boys and girls still bring apples to
their teachers, where the Nature Outings of the Senior Citizens' Club are religiously
reported in the weekly paper. Next week there will be news of a darker variety.

Outside, its tracks begin to fill up with snow, and the shriek of the wind seems
savage with pleasure. There is nothing of God or Light in that heartless sound—it is all
black winter and dark ice.

The cycle of the Werewolf has begun.

FEBRUARY

Love, Stella Randolph thinks, lying in her narrow virgin's bed, and through her
window streams the cold blue light of a St. Valentine's Day full moon.

Oh love love love, love would be like—

This year Stella Randolph, who runs the Tarker's Mills Set 'n Sew, has received
twenty Valentines—one from Paul Newman, one from Robert Redford, one from John
Travolta ... even one from Ace Frehley of the rock group Kiss. They stand open on the
bureau across the room from her, illuminated in the moon's cold blue light. She sent them
all to herself, this year as every year.

Love would be like a kiss at dawn ... or the last kiss, the real one, at the end of the
Harlequin romance stories ... love would be like roses in twilight ...

They laugh at her in Tarker's Mills, yes, you bet. Small boys joke and snigger at her
from behind their hands (and sometimes, if they are safe across the street and Constable
Neary isn't around, they will chant Fatty-Fatty-Two-By-Four in their sweet, high mocking
sopranos), but she knows about love, and about the moon. Her store is failing by inches,
and she weighs too much, but now, on this night of dreams with the moon a bitter blue
flood through frost-traced windows, it seems to her that love is still a possibility, love and
the scent of summer as he comes ...

Love would be like the rough feel of a man's cheek, that rub and scratch—

And suddenly there is a scratching at the window.
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She starts up on her elbows, the coverlet falling away from her ample bosom.
The moonlight has been blocked out by a dark shape—amorphous but clearly masculine,
and she thinks: I am dreaming ... and in my dreams, | will let him come ... in my dreams |
will let myself come. They use the word dirty, but the word is clean, the word is right; love
would be like coming.

She rises, convinced that this is a dream, because there is a man crouched out there,
a man she knows, a man she passes on the street nearly everyday. It is—

(love love is coming, love has come)

But as her pudgy fingers fall on the cold sash of the window she sees it is not a man
at all; it is an animal out there, a huge, shaggy wolf, his forepaws on the outer sill, his rear
legs buried up to the haunches in the snowdrift which crouches against the west side of her
house, here on the outskirts of town.

But it's Valentine's day and there will be love, she thinks; her eyes have deceived
her even in her dream. It is a man, that man, and he is so wickedly handsome.

(wickedness yes love would be like wickedness)

and he has come this moon-decked night and he will take her. He will—

She throws the window up and it is the blast of cold air billowing her filmy blue
nightgown out behind that tells her that this is no dream. The man is gone and with a
sensation like swooning she realizes he was never there. She takes a shuddering, groping
step backward and the wolf leaps smoothly into her room and shakes itself, spraying a
dreamy sugarpuff of snow in the darkness.

But love! Love is like ... is like ... like a scream—

Too late she remembers Arnie Westrum, torn apart in the railroad shack to the west
of town only a month before. Too late ...

The wolf pads toward her, yellow eyes gleaming with cool lust. Stella Randolph
backs slowly toward her narrow virgin's bed until the back of her pudgy knees strike the
frame and she collapses upon it.

Moonlight parts the beast's shaggy fur in a silvery streak.

On the bureau the Valentine cards shiver minutely in the breeze from the open
window; one of them falls and seesaws lazily to the floor, cutting the air in big silent arcs.

The wolf puts its paw up on the bed, one on either side of her, and she can smell its
breath ... hot, but somehow not unpleasant. Its yellow eyes stare into her.

"Lover," she whispers, and closes her eyes.

It falls upon her.

Love is like dying.

MARCH

The last real blizzard of the year—heavy, wet snow turning to sleet as dusk comes
on and the night closes in—has brought branches tumbling down all over Tarker's Mills
with the heavy gunshot cracks of rotted wood. Mother Nature's pruning out her deadwood,
Milt Sturmfuller, the town librarian, tells his wife over coffee. He is a thin man with a
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narrow head and pale blue eyes, and he has kept his pretty, silent wife in a bondage of terror
for twelve years now. There are a few who suspect the truth—Constable Neary's wife Joan
is one—but the town can be a dark place, and no one knows for sure but them. The town
keeps its secrets.

Milt likes his phrase so well that he says it again: Yep, Mother Nature is pruning
her deadwood ... and then the lights go out and Donna Lee Sturmfuller utters a gasping
little scream. She also spills her coffee.

You clean that up, her husband says coldly. You clean that up right ... now.

Yes, honey. Okay.

In the dark, she fumbles for a dishtowel with which to clean up the spilled coffee
and barks her shin on a footstool. She cries out. In the dark, her husband laughs heartily.
He finds his wife's pain more amusing than anything, except maybe the jokes they have in
The Reader's Digest. Those jokes—Humor in Uniform, Life in These United States—really
tickle his funny-bone.

As well as deadwood, Mother Nature has pruned a few powerlines out by Tarker
Brook this wild March night; the sleet has coated the big lines, growing heavier and heavier,
until they have parted and fallen on the road like a nest of snakes, lazily turning and spitting
blue fire.

All of Tarker's Mills goes dark.

As if finally satisfied, the storm begins to slack off, and not long before midnight
the temperature has plummeted from thirty-three degrees to sixteen. Slush freezes solid in
weird sculptures. Old Man Hague's hayfield—known locally as Forty Acre Field—takes
on a cracked glaze look. The houses remain dark; oil furnaces tick and cool. No linesman
is yet able to get up the skating-rink roads.

The clouds pull apart. A full moon slips in and out between the remnants. The ice
coating Main Street glows like dead bone.

In the night, something begins to howl.

Later, no one will be able to say where the sound came from; it was everywhere and
nowhere as the full moon painted the darkened houses of the village, everywhere and
nowhere as the March wind began to rise and moan like a dead Berserker winding his horn,
it drifted on the wind, lonely and savage.

Donna Lee hears it as her unpleasant husband sleeps the sleep of the just beside her;
constable Neary hears it as he stands at the bedroom window of his Laurel Street apartment
in his longhandles; Ollie Parker, the fat and ineffectual grammar school principal hears it
in his own bedroom; others hear it, as well. One of them is a boy in a wheelchair.

No one sees it. And no one knows the name of the drifter the linesman found the
next morning when he finally got out by Tarker Brook to repair the downed cables. The
drifter was coated with ice, head cocked back in a silent scream, ragged old coat and shirt
beneath chewed open. The drifter sat in a frozen pool of his own blood, staring at the
downed lines, his hands still held up in a warding-off gesture with ice between the fingers.

And all around him are pawprints.

Wolfprints.
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APRIL

By the middle of the month, the last of the snow flurries have turned to showers of
rain and something amazing is happening in Tarker's Mills: it is starting to green up. The
ice in Matty Tellingham's cow-pond has gone out, and the patches of snow in the tract of
forest called the Big Woods have all begun to shrink. It seems that the old and wonderful
trick is going to happen again. Spring is going to come.

The townsfolk celebrate it in small ways in spite of the shadow that has fallen over
the town. Gramma Hague bakes pies and sets them out on the kitchen windowsill to cool.
On Sunday, at the Grace Baptist Church, the Reverend Lester Lowe reads from The Song
of Solomon and preaches a sermon titled "The Spring of the Lord's Love." On a more
secular note, Chris Wrightson, the biggest drunk in Tarker's Mills, throws his Great Spring
Drunk and staggers off in the silvery, unreal light of a nearly full April moon. Billy
Robertson, bartender and proprietor of the pub, Tarker's Mills' only saloon, watches him
go and mutters to the barmaid, "If that wolf takes someone tonight, I guess it'll be Chris."”

"Don't talk about it,” the barmaid replies, shuddering. Her name is Elise Fournier,
she is twenty-four, and she attends the Grace Baptist and sings in the choir because she has
a crush on the Rev. Lowe. But she plans to leave the Mills by summer; crush or no crush,
this wolf business has begun to scare her. She has begun to think that the tips might be
better in Portsmouth ... and the only wolves there wore sailors' uniforms.

Nights in Tarker's Mills as the moon grows fat for the third time that year are
uncomfortable times ... the days are better. On the town common, there is suddenly a skyful
of kites each afternoon.

Brady Kincaid, eleven years old, has gotten a Vulture for his birthday and has lost
all track of time in his pleasure at feeling the kite tug in his hands like a live thing, watching
it dip and swoop through the blue sky above the bandstand. He has forgotten about going
home for supper, he is unaware that the other kite-fliers have left one by one, with their
box-kites and tent-kites and Aluminum Fliers tucked securely under their arms, unaware
that he is alone.

It is the fading daylight and advancing blue shadows which finally make him realize
he has lingered too long—that, and the moon just rising over the woods at the edge of the
park. For the first time it is a warm-weather moon, bloated and orange instead of a cold
white, but Brady doesn't notice this; he is only aware that he has stayed too long, his father
is probably going to whup him ... and dark is coming.

At school, he has laughed at his schoolmates' fanciful tales of the werewolf they say
killed the drifter last month, Stella Randolph the month before, Arnie Westrum the month
before that. But he doesn't laugh now. As the moon turns April dusk into a bloody furnace-
glow, the stories seem all too real.

He begins to wind twine onto his ball as fast as he can, dragging the Vulture with
its two bloodshot eyes out of the darkening sky. He brings it in too fast, and the breeze
suddenly dies. As a result, the kite dives behind the bandstand.
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He starts toward it, winding up string as he goes, glancing nervously back over his
shoulder ... and suddenly the string begins to twitch and move in his hands, sawing back
and forth. It reminds him of the way his fishing pole feels when he's hooked a big one
in Tarker's Stream, above the Mills. He looks at it, frowning, and the line goes slack.

A shattering roar suddenly fills the night and Brady Kincaid screams. He believes
now, Yes, he believes now, all right, but it's too late and his scream is lost under that snarling
roar that rises in a sudden, chilling glissade to a howl.

The wolf is running toward him, running on two legs, its shaggy pelt painted orange
with moonfire, its eyes glaring green lamps, and in one paw—a paw with human fingers
and claws where the nails should be—is Brady's Vulture Kite. It is fluttering madly.

Brady turns to run and dry arms suddenly encircle him; he can smell something like
blood and cinnamon, and he is found the next day propped against the War Memorial,
headless and disembowelled, the Vulture kite in one stiffening hand.

The kite flutters, as if trying for the sky, as the search-party turn away, horrified and
sick. It flutters because the breeze has already come up. It flutters as if it knows this will be
a good day for kites.

MAY

On the night before Homecoming Sunday at the Grace Baptist Church, the Reverend
Lester Lowe has a terrible dream from which he awakes, trembling, bathed in sweat, staring
at the narrow windows of the parsonage. Through them, across the road, he can see his
church. Moonlight falls through the parsonage's bedroom windows in still silver beams,
and for one moment he fully expects to see the werewolf the old codgers have all been
whispering about. Then he closes his eyes, begging for forgiveness for his superstitious
lapse, finishing his prayer by whispering the "For Jesus' sake, amen"—so his mother taught
him to end all his prayers.

Ah, but the dream ...

In his dream it was tomorrow and he had been preaching the Homecoming Sermon.
The church is always filled on Homecoming Sunday (only the oldest of the old codgers still
call it Old Home Sunday now), and instead of looking out on pews half or wholly empty as
he does on most Sundays, every bench is full.

In his dream he has been preaching with a fire and a force that he rarely attains in
reality (he tends to drone, which may be one reason that Grace Baptist's attendance has
fallen off so drastically in the last ten years or so). This morning his tongue seems to have
been touched with the Pentecostal Fire, and he realizes that he is preaching the greatest
sermon of his life, and its subject is this: THE BEAST WALKS AMONG US. Over and
over he hammers at the point, vaguely aware that his voice has grown roughly strong, that
his words have attained an almost poetic rhythm.

The Beast, he tells them, is everywhere. The Great Satan, he tells them, can be
anywhere. At a high school dance. Buying a deck of Marlboros and a Bic butane lighter
down at the Trading Post. Standing in front of Brighton's Drug, eating a Slim Jim, and
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waiting for the 4:40 Greyhound from Bangor to pull in. The Beast might be sitting next to
you at a band concert or having a piece of pie at the Chat 'n Chew on Main Street. The
Beast, he tells them, his voice dropping to a whisper that throbs, and no eye wanders. He
has them in thrall. Watch for the Beast, for he may smile and say he is your neighbor, but
oh my brethren, his teeth are sharp and you may mark the uneasy way in which his eyes
roll. He is the Beast, and he is here, now, in Tarker's Mills. He—

But here he breaks off, his eloquence gone, because something terrible is happening
out there in his sunny church. His congregation is beginning to change, and he realizes with
horror that they are turning into werewolves, all of them, all three hundred of them: Victor
Bowle, the head selectman, usually so white and fat and pudgy ... his skin is turning brown,
roughening, darkening with hair! Violet MacKenzie, who teaches piano ... her narrow
spinster's body is filling out, her thin nose flattening and splaying! The fat science teacher,
Elbert Freeman, seems to be growing fatter, his shiny blue suit is splitting, clocksprings of
hair are bursting out like the stuffing from an old sofa! His fat lips split back like bladders
to reveal teeth the size of piano keys!

The Beast, the Rev. Lowe tries to say in his dreams, but the words fail him and he
stumbles back from the pulpit in horror as Cal Blodwin, the Grace Baptist's head deacon,
shambles down the center aisle, snarling, money spilling from the silver collection plate,
his head cocked to one side. Violet MacKenzie leaps on him and they roll in the aisle
together, biting and shrieking in voices which are almost human.

And now the others join in and the sound is like the zoo at feeding-time, and this
time the Rev. Lowe screams it out, in a kind of ecstasy: "The Beast! The Beast is
everywhere! Everywhere! Every—" But his voice is no longer his voice; it has become an
inarticulate snarling sound, and when he looks down, he sees the hands protruding from the
sleeves of his good black suitcoat have become snaggled paws.

And then he awakes.

Only a dream, he thinks, lying back down again. Only a dream, thank God.

But when he opens the church doors that morning, the morning of Homecoming
Sunday, the morning after the full moon, it is no dream he sees; it is the gutted body of
Clyde Corliss, who has done janitorial work for years, hanging face-down over the pulpit.
His push-broom leans close by.

None of this is a dream; the Rev. Lowe only wishes it could be. He opens his mouth,
hitches in a great, gasping breath, and begins to scream.

Spring has come back again—and this year, the Beast has come with it.

JUNE

On the shortest night of the year, Alfie Knopfler, who runs the Chat 'n Chew,
Tarker's Mills' only cafe, polishes his long Formica counter to a gleaming brightness, the
sleeves of his white shirt rolled to past his muscular, tattooed elbows. The cafe is for the
moment completely empty, and as he finishes with the counter, he pauses for a moment,
looking out into the street, thinking that he lost his virginity on a fragrant early summer
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night like this one —the girl had been Arlene McCune, who is now Arlene Bessey, and
married to one of Bangor's most successful young lawyers. God, how she had moved that
night on the back seat of his car, and how sweet the night had smelled!

The door into summer swings open and lets in a bright tide of moonlight. He
supposes the cafe is deserted because the Beast is supposed to walk when the moon in full,
but Alfie is neither scared nor worried; not scared because he weighs two-twenty and most
of it is still good old Navy muscle, not worried because he knows the regulars will be in
bright and early tomorrow morning for their eggs and their homefries and coffee. Maybe,
he thinks, I'll close her up a little early tonight—shut off the coffee urn, button her up, get
a six-pack down at the Market Basket, and take in the second picture at the drive-in. June,
June, full moon—a good night for the drive-in and a few beers. A good night to remember
the conquests of the past.

He is turning toward the coffee-maker when the door opens, and he turns back,
resigned.

"Say! How you doin'?" he asks, because the customer is one of his regulars ...
although he rarely sees this customer later than ten in the morning.

The customer nods, and the two of them pass a few friendly words.

"Coffee?" Alfie asks, as the customer slips onto one of the padded red counter-
stools.

"Please."

Well, still time to catch that second show, Alfie thinks, turning to the coffee-maker.
He don't look like he's good for long. Tired. Sick, maybe. Still plenty of time to—

Shock wipes out the rest of his thought. Alfie gapes stupidly. The coffee-maker is
as spotless as everything else in the Chat 'n Chew, the stainless steel cylinder bright as a
metal mirror. And in its smoothly bulging convex surface he sees something as
unbelievable as it is hideous. His customer, someone he sees every day, Ssomeone everyone
in Tarker's Mills sees every day, is changing. The customer's face is somehow shifting,
melting, thickening, broadening. The customer's cotton shirt is stretching, stretching ... and
suddenly the shirt's seams begin to pull apart, and absurdly, all Alfie Knopfler can think of
is that show his little nephew Ray used to like to watch, The Incredible Hulk.

The customer's pleasant, unremarkable face is becoming something bestial. The
customer's mild brown eyes have lightened; have become a terrible gold-green. The
customer screams ... but the scream breaks apart, drops like an elevator through registers
of sound, and becomes a bellowing growl of rage.

It—the thing, the Beast, werewolf, whatever it is—gropes at the smooth Formica
and knocks over a sugar-shaker. It grabs the thick glass cylinder as it rolls, spraying sugar,
and heaves it at the wall where the specials are taped up, still bellowing.

Alfie wheels around and his hip knocks the coffee urn off the shelf. It hits the floor
with a bang and sprays hot coffee everywhere, burning his ankles. He cries out in pain and
fear. Yes, he is afraid now, his two hundred and twenty pounds of good Navy muscle are
forgotten now, his nephew Ray is forgotten now, his back seat coupling with Arlene
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McCune is forgotten now, and there is only the Beast, here now like some horror-monster
in a drive-in movie, a horror-monster that has come right out of the screen.

It leaps on top of the counter with a terrible muscular ease, its slacks in tatters, its
shirt in rags. Alfie can hear keys and change jingling in its pockets.

It leaps at Alfie, and Alfie tries to dodge, but he trips over the coffee urn and goes
sprawling on the red linoleum. There is another shattering roar, a flood of warm yellow
breath, and then a great red pain as the creature's jaws sink into the deltoid muscles of his
back and rip upward with terrifying force. Blood sprays the floor, the counter, the grille.

Alfie staggers to his feet with a huge, ragged, spraying hole in his back; he is trying
to scream, and white moonlight, summer moonlight, floods in through the windows and
dazzles his eyes.

The Beast leaps on him again.

Moonlight is the last thing Alfie sees.

JULY

They cancelled the Fourth of July.

Marty Coslaw gets remarkably little sympathy from the people closest to him when
he tells them that. Perhaps it is because they simply don't understand the depth of his pain.

"Don't be foolish," his mother tells him brusquely—she is often brusque with him,
and when she has to rationalize this brusqueness to herself, she tells herself she will not
spoil the boy just because he is handicapped, because he is going to spend his life sitting in
a wheelchair.

"Wait until next year!" his dad tells him, clapping him on the back. "Twice as good!
Twice as doodly-damn good! You'll see, little bitty buddy! Hey, hey!"

Herman Coslaw is the phys ed teacher at the Tarker's Mills grammar school, and he
almost always talks to his son in what Marty thinks of as dad's Big Pal voice. He also says
"Hey, hey!" a great deal. The truth is, Marty makes Herman Coslaw a little nervous.
Herman lives in a world of violently active children, kids who run races, bash baseballs,
swim rally sprints. And in the midst of directing all this he would sometimes look up and
see Marty, somewhere close by, sitting in his wheelchair, watching. It made Herman
nervous, and when he was nervous, he spoke in his bellowing Big Pal voice, and said "Hey,
hey!" or "doodly-damn™ and called Marty his "little bitty buddy."

"Ha-ha, so you finally didn't get something you wanted!" his big sister says when
he tries to tell her how he had looked forward to this night, how he looks forward to it every
year, the flowers of light in the sky over the Commons, the flashgun pops of brightness
followed by the thudding KER-WHAMP! sounds that roll back and forth between the low
hills that surrounded the town. Kate is thirteen to Marty's ten, and convinced that everyone
loves Marty just because he can't walk. She is delighted that the fireworks have been
cancelled.

Even Grandfather Coslaw, who could usually be counted on for sympathy, hadn't
been impressed. "Nobody is cancellin der fort of Choo-lie, boy," he said in his heavy Slavic
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accent. He was sitting on the verandah, and Marty buzzed out through the french doors in
his battery-powered wheelchair to talk to him. Grandfather Coslaw sat looking down the
slope of the lawn toward the woods, a glass of schnapps in one hand. This had happened
on July 2, two days ago. "It's just the fireworks they cancel. And you know why."

Marty did. The killer, that was why. In the papers now they were calling him The
Full Moon Killer, but Marty had heard plenty of whispers around school before classes had
ended for the summer. Lots of kids were saying that The Full Moon Killer wasn't a real
man at all, but some sort of supernatural creature. A werewolf, maybe. Marty didn't believe
that—werewolves were strictly for the horror movies—but he supposed there could be
some kind of crazy guy out there who only felt the urge to kill when the moon was full.
The fireworks have been cancelled because of their dirty rotten curfew.

In January, sitting in his wheelchair by the french doors and looking out onto the
verandah, watching the wind blow bitter veils of snow across the frozen crust, or standing
by the front door, stiff as a statue in his locked leg-braces, watching the other kids pull their
sleds toward Wright's Hill, just thinking of the fireworks made a difference. Thinking of a
warm summer night, a cold Coke, of fire-roses blooming in the dark, and pinwheels, and
an American flag made of Roman candles.

But now they have cancelled the fireworks ... and no matter what anyone says,
Marty feels that it is really the Fourth itself—his Fourth—that they have done to death.

Only his Uncle Al, who blew into town late this morning to have the traditional
salmon and fresh peas with the family, had understood. He had listened closely, standing
on the verandah tiles in his dripping bathing suit (the others were swimming and laughing
in the Coslaws' new pool on the other side of the house) after lunch.

Marty finished and looked at Uncle Al anxiously.

"Do you see what | mean? Do you get it? It hasn't got anything to do with being
crippled, like Katie says, or getting the fireworks all mixed up with America, like Granpa
thinks. It's just not right, when you look forward to something for so long ... it's not right
for Victor Bowle and some dumb town council to come along and take it away. Not when
it's something you really need. Do you get it?"

There was a long, agonizing pause while Uncle Al considered Marty's question.
Time enough for Marty to hear the Kkick-rattle of the diving board at the deep end of the
pool, followed by Dad's hearty bellow: "Lookin' good, Kate! Hey, hey! Lookin' reeeeeel ...
good!"

Then Uncle Al said quietly: "Sure | get it. And I got something for you, | think.
Maybe you can make your own Fourth."

"My own Fourth? What do you mean?"

"Come on out to my car, Marty. I've got something ... well, I'll show you." And he
was striding away along the concrete path that circled the house before Marty could ask
him what he meant.

His wheelchair hummed along the path to the driveway, away from the sounds of
the pool—splashes, laughing screams, the kathummmm of the diving board. Away from his
father's booming Big Pal voice. The sound of his wheelchair was a low, steady hum that
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Marty barely heard—all his life that sound, and the clank of his braces, had been the music
of his movement.

Uncle Al's car was a low-slung Mercedes convertible. Marty knew his parents
disapproved of it ("Twenty-eight-thousand-dollar deathtrap,” his mother had once called it
with a brusque little sniff), but Marty loved it. Once Uncle Al had taken him for a ride on
some of the back roads that crisscrossed Tarker's Mills, and he had driven fast—seventy,
maybe eighty. He wouldn't tell Marty how fast they were going. "If you don't know, you
won't be scared,” he had said. But Marty hadn't been scared. His belly had been sore the
next day from laughing.

Uncle Al took something out of the glove-compartment of his car, and as Marty
rolled up and stopped, he put a bulky cellophane package on the boy's withered thighs.
"Here you go, kid," he said. "Happy Fourth of July."

The first thing Marty saw were exotic Chinese markings on the package's label.
Then he saw what was inside, and his heart seemed to squeeze up in his chest. The
cellophane package was full of fireworks.

"The ones that look like pyramids are Twizzers," Uncle Al said.

Marty, absolutely stunned with joy, moved his lips to speak, but nothing came out.

"Light the fuses, set them down, and they spray as many colors as there are on a
dragon’'s breath. The tubes with the thin sticks coming out of them are bottle-rockets. Put
them in an empty Coke bottle and up they go. The little ones are fountains. There are two
Roman candles ... and of course, a package of firecrackers. But you better set those off
tomorrow."

Uncle Al cast an eye toward the noises coming from the pool.

"Thank you!" Marty was finally able to gasp. "Thank you, Uncle Al!"

"Just keep mum about where you got them,” Uncle Al said. "A nod's as good as a
wink to a blind horse, right?"

"Right, right," Marty babbled, although he had no idea what nods, winks, and blind
horses had to do with fireworks. "But are you sure you don't want them, Uncle Al?"

"I can get more," Uncle Al said. "l know a guy over in Bridgton. He'll be doing
business until it gets dark." He put a hand on Marty's head. "You keep your Fourth after
everyone else goes to bed. Don't shoot off any of the noisy ones and wake them all up. And
for Christ's sake don't blow your hand off, or my big sis will never speak to me again."

Then Uncle Al laughed and climbed into his car and roared the engine into life. He
raised his hand in a half-salute to Marty and then was gone while Marty was still trying to
stutter his thanks. He sat there for a moment looking after his uncle, swallowing hard to
keep from crying. Then he put the packet of fireworks into his shirt and buzzed back to the
house and his room. In his mind he was already waiting for night to come and everyone to
be asleep.

He is the first one in bed that night. His mother comes in and kisses him goodnight
(brusquely, not looking at his sticklike legs under the sheet). "You okay, Marty?"

"Yes, Mom."
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She pauses, as if to say something more, and then gives her head a little shake. She
leaves.

His sister Kate comes in. She doesn't kiss him; merely leans her head close to his
neck so he can smell the chlorine in her hair and she whispers: "See? you don't always get
what you want just because you're a cripple.”

"You might be surprised what I get,” he says softly, and she regards him for a
moment with narrow suspicion before going out.

His father comes in last and sits on the side of Marty's bed. He speaks in his booming
Big Pal voice. "Everything okay, big guy? You're off to bed early. Real early."

"Just feeling a little tired, daddy."

"Okay." He slaps one of Marty's wasted legs with his big hand, winces
unconsciously, and then gets up in a hurry. "Sorry about the fireworks, but just wait till
next year! Hey, hey! Rootie-patootie!"

Marty smiles a small, secret smile.

So then he begins the waiting for the rest of the house to go to bed. It takes a long
time. The TV runs on and on in the living room, the canned laughtracks often augmented
by Katie's shrill giggles. The toilet in Granpa's bedroom goes with a bang and a flush. His
mother chats on the phone, wishes someone a happy Fourth, says yes, it was a shame the
fireworks show had been cancelled, but she thought that, under the circumstances, everyone
understood why it had to be. Yes, Marty had been disappointed. Once, near the end of her
conversation, she laughs, and when she laughs, she doesn't sound a bit brusque. She hardly
ever laughs around Marty.

Every now and then, as seven-thirty became eight and nine, his hand creeps under
his pillow to make sure the cellophane bag of fireworks is still there. Around nine-thirty,
when the moon gets high enough to peer into his window and flood his room with silvery
light, the house finally begins to wind down.

The TV clicks off. Katie goes to bed, protesting that all her friends got to stay up
late in the summer. After she's gone, Marty's folks sit in the parlor awhile longer, their
conversation only murmurs. And...

.. .and maybe he slept, because when he next touches the wonderful bag of
fireworks, he realizes that the house is totally still and the moon has become even brighter—
bright enough to cast shadows. He takes the bag out along with the book of matches he
found earlier. He tucks his pajama shirt into his pajama pants; drops both the bag and the
matches into his shirt, and prepares to get out of bed.

This is an operation for Marty, but not a painful one, as people sometimes seemed
to think. There is no feeling of any kind in his legs, so there can be no pain. He grips the
headboard of the bed, pulls himself up to a sitting position, and then shifts his legs over the
edge of the bed one by one. He does this one-handed, using his other hand to hold the rail
which begins at his bed and runs all the way around the room. Once he had tried moving
his legs with both hands and somersaulted helplessly head over heels onto the floor. The
crash brought everyone running. "You stupid show-off!" Kate had whispered fiercely into
his ear after he had been helped into his chair, a little shaken up but laughing crazily in spite
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of the swelling on one temple and his split lip. "You want to kill yourself? Huh?" And then
she had run out of the room, crying.

Once he's sitting on the edge of the bed, he wipes his hands on the front of his shirt
to make sure they're dry and won't slip. Then he uses the rail to go hand over hand to his
wheelchair. His useless scarecrow legs, so much dead weight, drag along behind him. The
moonlight is bright enough to cast his shadow, bright and crisp, on the floor ahead of him.

His wheelchair is on the brake, and he swings into it with confident ease. He pauses
for a moment, catching his breath, listening to the silence of the house. Don't shoot off any
of the noisy ones tonight, Uncle Al had said, and listening to the silence, Marty knows that
was right. He will keep his Fourth by himself and to himself and no one will know. At least
not until tomorrow when they see the blackened husks of the twizzers and the fountains out
on the verandah, and then it wouldn't matter. As many colors as there are on a dragon's
breath, Uncle Al had said. But Marty supposes there's no law against a dragon breathing
silently.

He lets the brake off his chair and flips the power switch. The little amber eye, the
one that means his battery is well-charged, comes on in the dark. Marty pushes RIGHT
TURN. The chair rotates right. Hey, hey. When it is facing the verandah doors, he pushes
FORWARD. The chair rolls forward, humming quietly.

Marty slips the latch on the double doors, pushes FORWARD again, and rolls
outside. He tears open the wonderful bag of fireworks and then pauses for a moment,
captivated by the summer night—the somnolent chirr of the crickets, the low, fragrant
breeze that barely stirs the leaves of the trees at the edge of the woods, the almost unearthly
radiance of the moon.

He can wait no longer. He brings out a snhake, strikes a match, lights its fuse, and
watches in entranced silence as it splutters green-blue fire and grows magically, writhing
and spitting flame from its tail.

The Fourth, he thinks, his eyes alight. The Fourth, the Fourth, happy Fourth of July
to me!

The snake's bright flame gutters low, flickers, goes out. Marty lights one of the
triangular twizzers and watches as it spouts fire as yellow as his dad's lucky golf shirt.
Before it can go out, he lights a second that shoots off light as dusky-red as the roses which
grow beside the picket fence around the new pool. Now a wonderful smell of spent powder
fills the night for the wind to rafter and pull slowly away.

His groping hands pull out the flat packet of firecrackers next, and he has opened
them before he realizes that to light these would be calamity—their jumping, snapping,
machinegun roar would wake the whole neighborhood: fire, flood, alarm, excursion. All of
those, and one ten-year-old boy named Martin Coslaw in the doghouse until Christmas,
most likely.

He pushes the Black Cats further up on his lap, gropes happily in the bag again, and
comes out with the biggest twizzer of all—a World Class Twizzer if ever there was one. It
is almost as big as his closed fist. He lights it with mixed fright and delight, and tosses it.
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Red light as bright as hellfire fills the night ... and it is by this shifting, feverish glow
that Marty sees the bushes at the fringe of the woods below the verandah shake and part.
There is a low noise, half-cough, half-snarl. The Beast appears.

It stands for a moment at the base of the lawn and seems to scent the air ... and then
it begins to shamble up the slope toward where Marty sits on the slate flagstones in his
wheelchair, his eyes bulging, his upper body shrinking against the canvas back of his chair.
The Beast is hunched over, but it is clearly walking on its two rear legs. Walking the way
a man would walk. The red light of the twizzer skates hellishly across its green eyes.

It moves slowly, its wide nostrils flaring rhythmically. Scenting prey, almost surely
scenting that prey's weakness. Marty can smell it—its hair, its sweat, its savagery. It grunts
again. Its thick upper lip, the color of liver, wrinkles back to show its heavy tusk-like teeth.
Its pelt is painted a dull silvery-red.

It has almost reached him—its clawed hands, so like-unlike human hands, reaching
for his throat—when the boy remembers the packet of firecrackers. Hardly aware he is
going to do it, he strikes a match and touches it to the master fuse. The fuse spits a hot line
of red sparks that singe the fine hair on the back of his hand, crisping them. The werewolf,
momentarily offbalance, draws backwards, uttering a questioning grunt that, like his hands,
is nearly human. Marty throws the packet of firecrackers in its face.

They go off in a banging, flashing train of light and sound. The beast utters a
screech-roar of pain and rage; it staggers backwards, clawing at the explosions that tattoo
grains of fire and burning gunpowder into its face. Marty sees one of its lamplike green
eyes whiff out as four crackers go off at once with a terrific thundering KA-POW! at the
side of its muzzle. Now its screams are pure agony. It claws at its face, bellowing, and as
the first lights go on in the Coslaw house it turns and bounds back down the lawn toward
the woods, leaving behind it only a smell of singed fur and the first frightened and
bewildered cries from the house.

"What was that?" His mother's voice, not sounding a bit brusque.

"Who's there, goddammit?" His father, not sounding very much like a Big Pal.

"Marty?" Kate, her voice quavering, not sounding mean at all. "Marty, are you all
right?"

Grandfather Coslaw sleeps through the whole thing.

Marty leans back in his wheelchair as the big red twizzer gutters its way to
extinction. Its light is now the mild and lovely pink of an early sunrise. He is too shocked
to weep. But his shock is not entirely a dark emotion, although the next day his parents will
bundle him off to visit his Uncle Jim and Aunt Ida over in Stowe, Vermont, where he will
stay until the end of summer vacation (the police concur; they feel that The Full Moon
Killer might try to attack Marty again, and silence him). There is a deep exultation in him.
It is stronger than the shock. He has looked into the terrible face of the Beast and lived.
And there is simple, childlike joy in him, as well, a quiet joy he will never be able to
communicate later to anyone, not even Uncle Al, who might have understood. He feels this
joy because the fireworks have happened after all.
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And while his parents stewed and wondered about his psyche, and if he would have
complexes from the experience, Marty Coslaw came to believe in his heart that it had been
the best Fourth of all.
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