Hranice odstavca

Spojené

Hyvézdy

Lida was sixteen, and pretty enough to
be the object of the hot boy’s eye. She was a
regular—in a long remission from
appendiceal cancer, which I had not
previously known existed. She said —as she
had every other time I’d attended Support
Group—that she felt strong, which felt like
bragging to me as the oxygen-drizzling nubs
tickled my nostrils.

There were five others before they got
to him. He smiled a little when his turn
came. His voice was low, smoky, and dead
sexy. “My name is Augustus Waters,” he
said. “I’m seventeen. I had a little touch of
osteosarcoma a year and a half ago, but
I’m just here today at Isaac’s request.”

Lidé bylo Sestnact a byla dost hezkd na
to, aby si ten sexy kluk vS§imal spiS ji. Chodila
sem pravidelné — byla uz dlouho v remisi.
Plivodné méla rakovinu slepého stieva; diiv
jsem ani nevédéla, Ze néco takového existuje.
Prohlésila — prohlaSovala to skoro pokazdé,
kdyZ jsem ji na skupiné vidéla, a mné to
pripadalo dost jako vytahovani —, Ze se citi
silnd. V nose mé zaSimraly hadi¢ky od
kysliku. Pak bylo jeSté pét dalSich, nez
konecné dosla rada na néj. Trochu se
usmal. Hlas mél hluboky, zastieny a
strasné sexy. ,,Jmenuju se Augustus
Waters,* rekl. ,,Je mi sedmnact. Pred
rokem a pil jsem se trosku potkal s
osteosarkomem, ale dneska jsem tady
jenom proto, Ze mé o to Izak pozadal.«

Slu

nce

He turns away, throws a few pebbles
rapid-fire with some kind of bionic wrist
movement that causes the stones to skip
effortlessly across the surface of the water. I
watch the vein in his neck pulse. I watch him
convert oxygen to carbon dioxide. I watch
him existing and existing and existing. Is he
going to finish his sentence? Ever? Several
more centuries of silence pass where the air
gets more and more jumpy and alive, like all
the molecules he previously put to sleep are
waking up. And then it occurs to me he
means the naked pictures from yesterday. Is
that what he means? The thought’s abolt.

“Of the English guy?”’ I squeak.
Argh, I sound like a mite. I wish my voice
would stop cracking and change already.

Odvréti se, hodi nékolik kaminkd po
sobé takovym pohybem zdpésti, ktery vypada
spiS bionicky nez lidsky, a kaminky se bez
namahy rozleti po povrchu vody. Divam se,
Jjak mu na krku tepe céva. Divdm se, jak méni
kyslik v oxid uhelnaty. Divam se, jak existuje
a existuje a existuje. Dokonc¢i tu vétu? Vibec
nékdy? Uplyne dalSich nékolik stoleti ticha,
vzduch je stale vic Zivy a vylekany, jako by se
vSechny molekuly, které predtim uspal,
budily. A pak mé napadne, Ze moZnd mél na
mysli ty nahé obrazky ze vcerejSka. Je to tak?
AZ sebou cuknu, kdyZ mé& to napadne.
»MysliS toho Anglicana?*‘ vykviknu. Br,
mluvim jako mriious. Kdyby mi tak uz
konecné prestal preskakovat hlas.

After that, the forest, which had stayed
out of it, joins in. I take a deep breath of pine

A v té chvili se k nam prida i les, ktery
se zatim drZel stranou. Zhluboka se nadechnu




and eucalyptus, hear mockingbirds and
seagulls and the rumbling surf in the distance.
I spot three deer munching on leaves just
yards from where Brian is now rummaging
through the meteorite bag with both hands.

“There are mountain lions around
here,” I say. “They sleep in trees.”

borovic a eukalyptu, slySim drozdy a racky a z
délky huceni priboje. VS§imnu si tfi jelent,
ktefi spasaji listi jen par metrii od mista, kde
se ted Brian obéma rukama pfehrabuje ve své
taSce s meteority. ,,Ziji tady pumy,*
podotknu. ,,Spi na stromech.*

“No,” I say, trying not to laugh and
failing. “I said—"

But before I can get another word
out, a voice crashes into all this perfect.
“Oh how romantic!” I freeze, knowing
immediately whose hippo-head the sneering
asshat words are coming out of. I swear the
guy’s installed a tracking device on me—it’s
the only explanation.

,»INe,“ prohlasim, a snaZim se nesmat,
ale nepovede se mi to. . Rekl jsem...” Ale nez
sta¢im pronést jediné dalsi slovo, zkazi
celou tu dokonalost néjaky hlas: ,,Teda to
je romantika!‘‘ ztuhnu, protoze je mi
okamzité jasné, ¢i hrosi hlava ta pitoma
posmésna slova vypustila z vist. On mi snad
musel néjak implantovat sledovaci zaiizeni,
jinak si to vysvétlit neumim.

“What’s a Hippity Hop?” he says to my
retreating back. I don’t notice how incredibly
cute the words Hippity Hop sound coming out
of his mouth with that accent.

Without turning around, I reply, “A
large, round rubber animal you bounce
around on. You hold on to the ears.”

,Co je to hopsadlo? zepta se mych
odchazejicich zad. NevSimnu si, jak uzasné
zni slovo hopsadlo s tim jeho ptizvukem.
Neotocim se, ale odpovim: ,,Velky gumovy
zvire, na kterym se poskakuje. Drzi se to za

Ve

usi.‘

He drops his head back and laughs
heartily. “She is so crazy with the germs,
Oscore! She think Frida Kahlo is going to kill
me.” This relaxes me. He relaxes me. Who
would’ve thought Guillermo Garcia, The
Rock Star of the Sculpture World, would
have this soothing effect on me? Maybe he’s
the meadow!

A surprised look has crossed Oscar’s
face as he studies Guillermo, then me. ‘“So
how did the two of you meet?’’ he asks.

Zakloni hlavu a rozchechta se. ,,Ona je s
témi bacily uplné Silend, Oscore! Mysli si, Ze
mé Frida Kahlo zabije.“ Uklidni mé to. On mé
uklidni. Kdo by ¢ekal, Ze Guillermo Garcia,
rockova hvézda socharského svéta, na mé
bude mit takovy chlacholivy tcinek? MoZna
Ze on je ta moje louka! Oscarovi pres tvar
prebéhne prekvapeny vyraz, zadiva se na
Guillerma a pak na mé. ,,Jak jste se vy dva
vlastné seznamili?*

Frida Kahlo slinks into the room and
pads over to Oscar, curling aroundhis leg. He
picks her up and she nuzzles her nose into his
neck, purring like a turbine. “I have a way
with the ladies,” he says to me, stroking Frida
under her chin with his index finger.

“I wouldn’t notice,” I say. “I’m on a
boycott.”

Frida Kahlo se protdhne do mistnosti,
zamifi k Oscarovi a stoi se mu u nohy. Ten ji
vezme do naruce, ona se mu otfe cumackem o
krk a prede jako turbina. ,,Ja to se sleCcnama
umim,’ fekne mi a podrbe Fridu
ukazovackem pod bradou. ,,Toho jsem si
nevsSimla,* odseknu. ,,Ja jsem vyhlasila
bojkot.




I"d like to follow him. A lot, very much,
so much, except I can’t, because my feet are
cemented to the roof. But why? What’s the
big deal? He followed me all the way to CSA
yesterday! People make friends. Everyone
does it. I can too. I mean, we already are —we
laughed together like hyenas. Okay. I'm
going. I slide my sketchpad into my
backpack, climb down the ladder, and take off
for the trailhead.

He’s nowhere on the trail. I listen for
footsteps, hear nothing but my pulse
hammering in my ears. I continue down the
path, clearing the first bend to find him on
his knees, hunched over the ground. He’s
examining something in his hand with a
magnifying glass. What a toilet-licking idea
this is. I won’t know what to say to him. I
won’t know what to do with my hands. I
need to get home. Immediately. I’m edging
backward when he turns his head and
looks up at me.

Rad bych Sel za nim. Hodné, hodné o to
stojim, jenZe nemUiZu, protoZe mam nohy
zabetonované na stfeSe. Ale pro¢? Co je na
tom tak hrozného? On mé vcera sledoval az
dolti k IVU! Lidi si nachazeji pratele. Kazdy
to déla. Ja mizu taky. VZdyt vlastné uz
kamaradi jsme - chechtali jsme se spolu jako
blazni. Dobre. Tak j4 jdu. Zastr¢im skicak do
batohu, slezu ze Zebriku a zamifim k lesu. Na
stezce neni. Cekam, jestli zaslechnu kroky,
ale slySim jen vlastni tep. Jdu dal a za prvni
zatackou ho najdu klecet na zemi. Néco na
ni hleda, zkouma ji rukou a lupou.
Proboha, to byl pitomy napad. Co mu mam
rict? Co mam délat s rukama? Musim se
vratit domi. Hned. Couvam, kdyz zvedne
hlavu a podiva se na mé.

Nebe

To anyone else it might seem strange,
even off the wall, that Gram, as she asks this,
is staring at me, but it doesn’t to Uncle Big,
because he’s staring at me as well.

“This time it has a very serious condition.”
Big’s voice trumpets as if from stage or
pulpit; his words carry weight, even pass
the salt comes out of his mouth in a thou-
shalt-Ten-Commandments kind of way.

Kazdému jinému by asi pfislo divné, Ze
se babi koukd na mé, kdyz tu otdzku klade;
strejdovi ale ne, protoZe ten se na mé kouka
taky. ,,Tentokrat je hodné vazné nemocna.
Velikan ma zvucny hlas, ktery by se hodil
na jevisté nebo za recnicky pult. Dokonce i
kdyz rekne podej mi siil, zni to, jako by
vyhlasSoval desatero prikazani.

I laugh out loud. “Got the picture.”

But whoa again — should I be
laughing so easily like this? And should it
feel this good? Like slipping into cool river
water.

Zasméju se nahlas. ,,Umim si to Zivé
predstavit.“ Ale zase — takhle snadno bych
se prece smat neméla. A taky bych se asi
neméla citit takhle dobre. Je to jako
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vklouznout do chladné ricni vody.

“You know I’ll miss you,” she says,
pouting.

“We’ll meet again,” Joe replies,
adding an eye-bat to his repertoire. ‘“Like
next period, in history.”

,Budes§ mi moc chybét,” naSpuli Rachel
usta. ,,VSak se neloucime,* odpovi Joe a
prida do repertoaru zamavani rasami.
»Uvidime se hned pristi hodinu pri
déjaku.




“Well, now I don’t know. I feel so
different.” I pick up a pebble and toss it into
the darkness. I think how things used to be:
predictable, sensible. How I used to be the
same. I think how there is no inevitability,
how there never was, I just didn’t know it
then. “I’'m awake, I guess, and maybe that’s
good, but it’s more complicated than that
because now I’'m someone who knows the
worst thing can happen at any time.”

Joe’s nodding like I’m making sense,
which is good, because I have no idea what
I just said. I know what I meant though. I
meant that I know now how close death is.
How it lurks. And who wants to know that?
Who wants to know we are just one
carefree breath away from the end? Who
wants to know that the person you love and
need the most can just vanish forever?

,No, ted nevim. Pfipaddm si tipln&
jinak.”“ Seberu oblazek a hodim ho do tmy.
Myslim na to, jaké to bylo predtim: logické,
bezpecné. Jak jsem byvala stejnd. Jak nic neni
nevyhnutelné, nikdy nebylo, jen tenkrat jsem
to nevédéla. ,,Asi jsem se vzbudila, a zfejmé je
to dobre, jenZe je to vS§echno mnohem
miZe stat to nejhorsi.“ Joe kyva, jako by to
mélo logiku, coZ je dobre, protoze ja sama
nemam tuseni, co jsem ted zrovna rikala.
Vim ale, co jsem tim myslela. Chtéla jsem
vyjadrit, Ze ted’ vim, jak blizko je smrt. Jak
¢iha. A kdo stoji o to védét néco takového?
Kdo chce védét, Ze konec je vzdaleny jen na
jeden bezstarostny dech? Kdo chce védét,
Ze Clovék, kterého nejvic milujete a
potiebujete, miize prosté navidycky
zmizet?

Rozdélené

Hyvézdy

I pulled out my phone and clicked it so
it would display the time: 4:59. The circle
filled in with the unlucky twelve-to-eighteens,
and then Patrick started us out with the
serenity prayer: God, grant me the serenity to
accept the things I cannot change, the
courage to change the things I can, and the
wisdom to know the difference. The guy was
still staring at me. I felt rather blushy.

Vytahla jsem mobil a pfepnula jsem ho
tak, aby ukazoval ¢as: 16.59. Kruh se naplnil
smolafi mezi dvandacti a osmndcti lety a Patrik
zacal modlitbou trpélivosti:

Boze, dej mi trpélivost, abych snasel
véci, které zménit nemohu, dej mi silu,
abych zmeénil véci, které zménit mohu, a
dej mi moudrost, abych oboji od sebe
odlisil.

Ten kluk na mé porad koukal. Méla
jsem pocit, Ze se zaCnu Cervenat.

He shrugged. Patrick continued and then
finally it was time for the introductions.
“Isaac, perhaps you’d like to go first today.
I know you’re facing a challenging time.”

Pokrcil rameny. Patrik pokracoval a pak
byl ¢as na predstavovéni.

,»1zaku, mozna bys dnes mohl za¢it ty.
Vim, Ze té ¢eka tézka doba.*

“I would tell Him myself,” Augustus
said, “but unfortunately I am literally stuck
inside of His heart, so He won’t be able to
hear me.” I laughed. He shook his head, just
looking at me.

,,Ja bych mu to fekl sam,” pokr¢il
rameny Augustus, ,,jenze nemuzu. Kdyz jsem
doslovné v jeho srdci, tak by mé neslySel.*

Zasmala jsem se. Zavrtél hlavou a jen
se na mé dival.




A younger girl walked past us. “How’s
it going, Alisa?” he asked. She smiled and
mumbled, “Hi, Augustus.” “Memorial
people,” he explained. Memorial was the
big research hospital. “Where do you go?”

Prosla kolem nds jedna mladsi holka:
,Jak je, Aliso?* zeptal se. Usmdla se a
zamumlala: ,,Ahoj, Auguste.

»Zname se z Memorial,** vysvétlil.
Memorial byla velika nemocnice se
znamym vyzkumnym pracovistém. ,,Kam
ty chodis?

Slu

nce

He was—my mom wrote a whole book about
it—not that Fry knows. He calls everyone gay
when he’s not calling them homo and pussy.
And me: homo and pussy and Bubble.

Mimochodem Michelangelo opravdu
byl gay - mdma o tom napsala celou kniZku -
ale to Fry nemtize védét. On fika teplous
kazdému. Nebo taky buzna a posera.

A mné buzna a posera a Bublina.

At the creek, I jump rocks until I find a
good cave where I can watch the sun
swimming inside the rushing water for the
next hundred years. There should be a horn or
gong or something to wake God. Because I'd
like to have a word with him. Three words
actually: WHAT THE FUCK?!

U potoka chvili skacu po kamenech,
dokud nenajdu dobrou jeskyni, kde bych
pristich tak sto let mohl sledovat, jak v proudu
plave slunce. M€l by existovat néjaky roh
nebo gong, kterym by se dal probudit Biih.
Protoze bych s nim fakt rad prohodil par slov.
Konkrétné téchhle pét slov:

CO TO MELO KRUCI
ZNAMENAT?!

“Thanks,” Brian replies coolly, like he
owns the air in the Northern Hemisphere.
He’s no broken umbrella, this is clear. He
doesn’t seem one bit afraid of these garbage-
headed scum-suckers. Fry raises an eyebrow,
which turns his gigantic greasy forehead
into a relief map. Brian’s piqued his
psychopathic interest. Great. I appraise Big
Foot. He’s a slab of concrete in a Giants
baseball cap. His hands are pushed deep
into his sweatshirt pockets. They look like
grenades through the fabric. I note the
width of his right wrist, note that his fist is
probably as large as my whole face. I’ve
never actually been punched before, only
shoved around. I imagine it, imagine all the
paintings bursting out of my skull at
impact.

,DiKy,“ odpovi klidné Brian, jako by
mu patfil vSechen vzduch na severni
polokouli. On neni Zadny rozbity destnik, to je
jasné. Vypada to, Ze se téch dutohlavych
hnusakt viibec neboji.

Fry pozvedne obo¢i, coZ zméni jeho
obrovské mastné celo v plastickou mapu.
Brian vyvolal jeho psychopaticky zajem.
Skvéle. Obhlédnu Yettiho. Vypada jako
betonovy panel v kSiltovce. Ruce ma
vrazené v kapsach mikiny. Pres latku
vypadaji jako granaty. VSimnu si, jak
Siroké ma pravé zapésti a ze jeho pést bude
asi vétsi nez cely muj oblicej. Zatim mé
nikdy nikdo opravdu neuhodil, jen mé
postrkovali. Predstavuju si to, predstavuju
si vSechny ty obrazy, co mi tou ranou vyleti
z hlavy.

Nebe

I found out later

Pozdé&ji jsem zjistila,




she wore the blue
and those were the last words I ever
spoke to her

7Ze si vzala to modré
a tohle byla posledni slova,
ktera jsem ji kdy rekla.

The room has become a clamor of
random notes and scales. “Finish up tuning,
I want to start at the bell today,” Mr James
calls from the piano. “And take out your
pencils, I’ve made some changes to the
arrangement.”

V mistnosti prestdvd byt pro stupnice
a nahodné tony slySet vlastniho slova.

,,Dokoncete ladéni, chci dnes zacit
presné, zavola od klaviru pan James. ,,A
pripravte si tuzky, udélal jsem par zmén v
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aranzma.

Rachel shrugs, smiles at Joe — no not
smiles: twinkles — oh brother. “Well, it’s
true,” she says to him. ‘“You were — I mean,
are — fabulous.”

Rachel pokr¢i rameny, usméje se na
Joea — ne, neusméje — ona primo zajiskii. Ach
jo.

,,No, ale je to pravda, prohlasi
smérem k nému. ,,Byl jsi — chci Fict jsi —
bajecny.*

“We talked about birth control, diseases
and all that...” Phew. This one’s harmless.

,Mluvily jsme o antikoncepci, o
nemocech a tak...
Uf. Tak tohle je neskodné.




Hranice vét

Spojené

Hyvézdy

“If you want me to be a teenager, don’t
send me to Support Group. Buy me a fake ID
so I can go to clubs, drink vodka, and take
pot.”

,Jestli chce§, abych byla ,skoro dospéld‘, tak
mi porid’ néjaky falesny doklad, abych
mohla chodit do klubi, pit vodku a brat
marjanku.*

He was twelve. He had leukemia.

Bylo mu dvanact a mél leukémii.

“Plus, I just don’t get his book. No
offense. Thank him and Lidewij for us,
okay?”

A navic, promiii, ale ja tu knizku
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prosté nechapu. Pod¢kuj jemu a Lidewij i za
me, ano?*

Nonetheless, she turned to the bar in the
living room, reached up for a bottle of Scotch,
and poured a glass half full. She carried it to
him.

Presto se obratila k baru, ktery v
obyvaku stal, vzala lahev skotské, nalila pil
sklenice a donesla mu ji.

“Well, thanks, at any rate,” Augustus
said. I could hear annoyance in his voice.

,INOo, v kazdém piipad¢ dékujeme,
prohlésil Augustus a znélo to uz podrazdéné.

I’m sure he assumed, opening up.
Becoming Part Of The Group.

Asi si myslel, Ze se ,,otevirdm* a
stavam se ,,skutecnym ¢lenem skupiny*‘.

Slu

nce

He turns away, throws a few pebbles
rapid-fire with some kind of bionic wrist
movement that causes the stones to skip
effortlessly across the surface of the water. I
watch the vein in his neck pulse. I watch him
convert oxygen to carbon dioxide. I watch
him existing and existing and existing. Is he
going to finish his sentence? Ever? Several
more centuries of silence pass where the air
gets more and more jumpy and alive, like all
the molecules he previously put to sleep are
waking up. And then it occurs to me he
means the naked pictures from yesterday. Is
that what he means? The thought’s abolt.

“Of the English guy?”’ I squeak.
Argh, I sound like a mite. I wish my voice
would stop cracking and change already.

Odvréti se, hodi nékolik kaminkd po
sobé takovym pohybem zdpésti, ktery vypada
spiS bionicky nez lidsky, a kaminky se bez
namahy rozleti po povrchu vody. Divam se,
jak mu na krku tepe céva. Divdm se, jak méni
kyslik v oxid uhelnaty. Divam se, jak existuje
a existuje a existuje. Dokon¢i tu vétu? Vibec
nékdy? Uplyne dalSich nékolik stoleti ticha,
vzduch je stale vic Zivy a vylekany, jako by se
vSechny molekuly, které predtim uspal,
budily. A pak mé napadne, Ze moZnd mél na
mysli ty nahé obrazky ze vcerejSka. Je to tak?
AZ sebou cuknu, kdyZ mé& to napadne.
»MysliS toho Anglicana?*‘ vykviknu. Br,
mluvim jako mriious. Kdyby mi tak uz
konecné prestal preskakovat hlas.




After that, the forest, which had stayed
out of it, joins in. I take a deep breath of pine
and eucalyptus, hear mockingbirds and
seagulls and the rumbling surf in the distance.
I spot three deer munching on leaves just
yards from where Brian is now rummaging
through the meteorite bag with both hands.

“There are mountain lions around
here,” I say. “They sleep in trees.”

A v té chvili se k nam prida i les, ktery
se zatim drZel stranou. Zhluboka se nadechnu
borovic a eukalyptu, slySim drozdy a racky a z
délky huceni priboje. VSimnu si tfi jelent,
ktefi spasaji listi jen par metrii od mista, kde
se ted Brian obéma rukama pfehrabuje ve své
taSce s meteority. ,,Ziji tady pumy,*
podotknu. ,,Spi na stromech.*

“No,” I say, trying not to laugh and
failing. “I said—"

But before I can get another word
out, a voice crashes into all this perfect.
“Oh how romantic!” I freeze, knowing
immediately whose hippo-head the sneering
asshat words are coming out of. I swear the
guy’s installed a tracking device on me—it’s
the only explanation.

,»INe,“ prohlasim, a snaZim se nesmat,
ale nepovede se mi to. . Rekl jsem...” Ale nez
sta¢im pronést jediné dalsi slovo, zkazi
celou tu dokonalost néjaky hlas: ,,Teda to
je romantika!‘‘ ztuhnu, protoze je mi
okamzité jasné, ¢i hrosi hlava ta pitoma
posmésna slova vypustila z vist. On mi snad
musel néjak implantovat sledovaci zaiizeni,
jinak si to vysvétlit neumim.

“What’s a Hippity Hop?” he says to my
retreating back. I don’t notice how incredibly
cute the words Hippity Hop sound coming out
of his mouth with that accent.

Without turning around, I reply, “A
large, round rubber animal you bounce
around on. You hold on to the ears.”

,»Co je to hopsadlo? zepta se mych
odchazejicich zad. NevSimnu si, jak uzasné
zni slovo hopsadlo s tim jeho ptizvukem.
Neotocim se, ale odpovim: ,,Velky gumovy
zvire, na kterym se poskakuje. Drzi se to za
usi.‘“

He drops his head back and laughs
heartily. “She is so crazy with the germs,
Oscore! She think Frida Kahlo is going to kill
me.” This relaxes me. He relaxes me. Who
would’ve thought Guillermo Garcia, The
Rock Star of the Sculpture World, would
have this soothing effect on me? Maybe he’s
the meadow!

A surprised look has crossed Oscar’s
face as he studies Guillermo, then me. ‘““So
how did the two of you meet?’’ he asks.

Zakloni hlavu a rozchechta se. ,,Ona je s
témi bacily uplné Silend, Oscore! Mysli si, Ze
mé Frida Kahlo zabije. Uklidni mé to. On mé
uklidni. Kdo by ¢ekal, Ze Guillermo Garcia,
rockova hvézda socharského svéta, na me
bude mit takovy chlacholivy tcinek? MoZna
Ze on je ta moje louka! Oscarovi pres tvar
prebéhne prekvapeny vyraz, zadiva se na
Guillerma a pak na mé. ,,Jak jste se vy dva
vlastné seznamili?*

Frida Kahlo slinks into the room and
pads over to Oscar, curling aroundhis leg. He
picks her up and she nuzzles her nose into his
neck, purring like a turbine. “I have a way
with the ladies,” he says to me, stroking Frida
under her chin with his index finger.

Frida Kahlo se protdhne do mistnosti,
zamifi k Oscarovi a stoci se mu u nohy. Ten ji
vezme do naruce, ona se mu otfe cumackem o
krk a prede jako turbina. ,,Ja to se sleCcnama
umim,’ fekne mi a podrbe Fridu
ukazovackem pod bradou. ,,Toho jsem si




“I wouldn’t notice,” I say. “I’m on a
boycott.”

nevsSimla,* odseknu. ,,Ja jsem vyhlasila
bojkot.

I"d like to follow him. A lot, very much,
so much, except I can’t, because my feet are
cemented to the roof. But why? What’s the
big deal? He followed me all the way to CSA
yesterday! People make friends. Everyone
does it. I can too. I mean, we already are —we
laughed together like hyenas. Okay. I'm
going. I slide my sketchpad into my
backpack, climb down the ladder, and take off
for the trailhead.

He’s nowhere on the trail. I listen for
footsteps, hear nothing but my pulse
hammering in my ears. I continue down the
path, clearing the first bend to find him on
his knees, hunched over the ground. He’s
examining something in his hand with a
magnifying glass. What a toilet-licking idea
this is. I won’t know what to say to him. I
won’t know what to do with my hands. I
need to get home. Immediately. I’m edging
backward when he turns his head and
looks up at me.

Rad bych Sel za nim. Hodné, hodné o to
stojim, jenZe nemUiZu, protoZe mam nohy
zabetonované na stfeSe. Ale pro¢? Co je na
tom tak hrozného? On mé vcera sledoval az
dolti k IVU! Lidi si nachazeji pratele. Kazdy
to déla. J& mizu taky. VZdyt vlastné uz
kamaradi jsme - chechtali jsme se spolu jako
blazni. Dobre. Tak j4 jdu. Zastr¢im skicak do
batohu, slezu ze Zebriku a zamifim k lesu. Na
stezce neni. Cekam, jestli zaslechnu kroky,
ale slySim jen vlastni tep. Jdu dal a za prvni
zatackou ho najdu klecet na zemi. Néco na
ni hleda, zkouma ji rukou a lupou.
Proboha, to byl pitomy napad. Co mu mam
rict? Co mam délat s rukama? Musim se
vratit domi. Hned. Couvam, kdyz zvedne
hlavu a podiva se na mé.

Nebe

I’m huddled into a corner of the couch. I’ve
no use for talking, would just as soon store
paper clips in my mouth.

Sedim stocend v rohu pohovky; mluvit
se mi nechce, klidné bych mohla v puse
skladovat sponky na papir.

“No. I’ve never been anything.”

,INe, nikdy jsem nebyla nic.*

Rozdélené

Hyvézdy

Late in the winter of my seventeenth
year, my mother decided I was depressed,
presumably because I rarely left the house,
spent quite a lot of time in bed, read the
same book over and over, ate infrequently,
and devoted quite a bit of my abundant
free time to thinking about death.

Koncem zimy mého sedmnactého roku
matka usoudila, Ze mam depresi. Patrné
proto, Ze jsem malokdy vychazela z domu,
travila spoustu c¢asu v posteli, ¢etla porad
dokola stejnou knihu, malo jedla a velkou
¢ast volného ¢asu, kterého jsem méla
spoustu, jsem travila ivahami o smrti.

But my mom believed I required
treatment, so she took me to see my Regular

Mama byla ale presvédena, ze
potfebuju 1€Cit, a tak mé vzala k mému




Doctor Jim, who agreed that I was veritably
swimming in a paralyzing and totally
clinical depression, and that therefore my
meds should be adjusted and also I should
attend a weekly Support Group.

obvyklému doktoru Jimovi. Ten doSel k
nazoru, Ze se doslova topim v ochromujici a
naprosto Kklinické depresi, a proto je
potieba upravit davkovani léki a prihlasit
meé do podpurné skupiny.

(Which meant there was quite a lot of
competitiveness about it, with everybody
wanting to beat not only cancer itself, but
also the other people in the room. Like, I
realize that this is irrational, but when they tell
you that you have, say, a 20 percent chance of
living five years, the math kicks in and you
figure that’s one in five . . . so you look
around and think, as any healthy person
would: I gotta outlast four of these
bastards.)

(To taky znamenalo, Ze tam panovala
velka soutézivost. VSichni chtéli zvitézit
nejen nad rakovinou, ale i nad ostatnimi
lidmi v mistnosti. Je mi jasné, Ze to je
iracionalni, ale fekn€éme, Ze mate
dvacetiprocentni Sanci, Ze budete za pét let
jesté zit. Pochopitelné si spocitate, Ze to je
jedna ku péti. Tak se rozhlidnete kolem a
Feknete si dplné jako zdravy ¢lovék: Cty¥i z
téchhle ubozaku preziju.)

In fact, on the Wednesday I made the
acquaintance of Augustus Waters, I tried my
level best to get out of Support Group while
sitting on the couch with my mom in the
third leg of a twelve-hour marathon of the
previous season’s America’s Next Top
Model, which admittedly I had already
seen, but still.

Zrovna tu stfedu, co jsem se sezndmila s
Augustem Watersem, jsem se hodné¢ snaZila
se z toho vyvliknout. Sedély jsme s mamou
na gauci a koukaly na treti ¢ast
dvanactihodinového maratonu opakovani
loniské Americké supermodelky. Jo, uz jsem
to vidéla, ale to je fuk.

He looked my age, maybe a year older,
and he sat with his tailbone against the edge
of the chair, his posture aggressively poor,
one hand half in a pocket of dark jeans.

Rozvaloval se, kostr¢ aZ na samém
kraji, jako by tou polohou chtél dat svétu
najevo, co si o ném mysli. Jednu ruku mél
napiul zastréenou do kapsy ¢ernych dzini.

She was a regular—in a long remission
from appendiceal cancer, which I had not
previously known existed.

Chodila sem pravidelné — byla uz
dlouho v remisi. Piivodné méla rakovinu
slepého streva; diriv jsem ani nevédéla, Ze
néco takového existuje.

She said—as she had every other time
I’d attended Support Group—that she felt
strong, which felt like bragging to me as the
oxygen-drizzling nubs tickled my nostrils.

Prohlasila — prohlasovala to skoro
pokazdé, kdyZ jsem ji na skupiné vidéla, a
mné to pfipadalo dost jako vytahovani —, Ze se
citi silnd. V nose mé zasimraly hadic¢ky od
kysliku.

I’d learned this from my aforementioned
third best friend, Peter Van Houten, the
reclusive author of An Imperial Affliction, the
book that was as close a thing as I had to a
Bible.

Tohle jsem se naucila od toho svého
tretiho nejlepsiho kamarada, o kterém jsem se
uZ zminila, od spisovatele Petera Van
Houtena, zdhadného autora knihy Cisarsky
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neduh. Jestli jsem méla néjakou bibli, byla
to tahle knizka.

After I finished, there was quite a long
period of silence as I watched a smile spread
all the way across Augustus’s face—not the
little crooked smile of the boy trying to be
sexy while he stared at me, but his real
smile, too big for his face.

Kdyz jsem skoncila, chvili bylo ticho.
Vidéla jsem, jak se Augustus porad vic
usmiva — bylo to néco jiného nez ten
polotismév, kdyz na mé koukal a snazil se
vypadat sexy. Tohle byl uprimny vismév,
ktery byl na jeho oblicej skoro moc velky.

And he said, ‘It doesn’t work that way,’
and I was, like, ‘Yeah, I realize it doesn’t
work that way; I’m just saying I’d rather be
deaf than blind if I had the choice, which I
realize I don’t have,” and he said, ‘Well, the
good news is that you won’t be deaf,” and I
was like, ‘Thank you for explaining that my
eye cancer isn’t going to make me deaf.

A on na to: ,JenZe ono to takhle
nefunguje,* a ja: ,Jo, ja vim, Ze to tak
nefunguje; jenom fikam, Ze bych byl radsi
hluchy nez slepy, kdybych mél na vybranou,
coZ nemdm.‘ A on na to: ,No, aspon jedna
dobra zprava je, Ze hluchy nebudes,* a ja:
,Dékuju, Ze jste mi vysvétlil, Ze po rakoviné
oka neohluchnu.

“Children’s,” I said, my voice smaller
than I expected it to be.

,Do Détské,“ fekla jsem. Znélo to
ustrasenéji, nez jsem cekala.

He walked past me, his shoulders
filling out his green knit polo shirt, his back
straight, his steps lilting just slightly to the
right as he walked steady and confident on
what I had determined was a prosthetic leg.

Prosel kolem mé. Zelené tricko s
limeckem se mu napinalo pres Sirokd ramena,
drzel se rovné, jen trochu napadal na pravou
stranu. Sel ale rychle a jisté, i kdyZ mél
protézu, jak jsem predpokladala.

I followed him upstairs, losing ground
as I made my way up slowly, stairs not
being a field of expertise for my lungs.

Sla jsem za nim nahoru, ale nestacila
jsem mu. Musela jsem pomalu — schody se
mym plicim viibec nelibily.

And then we were out of Jesus’s heart
and in the parking lot, the spring air just on
the cold side of perfect, the late-afternoon
light heavenly in its hurtfulness.

v v

Vysli jsme ze Srdce JeZiSova na
parkovisté. Jarni vzduch by byl dokonaly,
byt jen o malinko teplejsi, a odpoledni
slunce az bolelo, jak bylo bozské.

They were close enough to me that I
could hear the weird noises of their mouths
together, and I could hear him saying,
“Always,” and her saying, “Always,” in
return.

Byli tak blizko, Ze jsem slySela i zvuky, které
vyddvala jejich dsta. SlySela jsem taky, jak
on rika ,,vZdycky* a ona odpovida
»VZdycky*‘.

All attempts to go back to sleep failed,
so I lay there with the BiPAP pumping the
air in and urging it out, enjoying the
dragon sounds but wishing I could choose
my breaths.

Vsechny pokusy znova usnout selhaly, a
tak jsem tam jen leZela. BIPAP pumpoval
vzduch dovnitl a zase ven a ja jsem si
uzivala ty draci zvuky, ale prala jsem si,
abych mohla dychat podle svého.

11




The dress I'd planned to wear to meet
Peter Van Houten had been moved up in the
rotation for the Oranjee dinner, so after I
showered and got my hair to lie halfway flat, I
spent like thirty minutes debating with Mom
the various benefits and drawbacks of the
available outfits before deciding to dress as
much like Anna in AIA as possible: Chuck
Taylors and dark jeans like she always
wore, and a light blue T-shirt.

Saty, které jsem si pldnovala vzit na
schtizku s Peterem Van Houtenem, jsem méla
vcera pii veceri v Oranjee, takZe kdyZ jsem se
osprchovala a pfinutila své vlasy, aby si aspon
trosku lehly, stravila jsem snad ptl hodiny
tim, Ze jsem s mamou probirala klady a
zapory riznych kombinaci obleceni. Nakonec
jsem se rozhodla obléknout se co nejvic
jako Anna v CN: conversky a tmavé dziny,
jaké vidycky nosila, a svétle modré tricko.

“I have a Churchillian relationship with
alcohol: I can crack jokes and govern
England and do anything I want to do.

,,Ja mam k alkoholu stejny vztah jako
Churchill. Mizu vtipkovat a ridit Anglii a
vubec délat, na co si vzpomenu.

Slu

nce

He was—my mom wrote a whole book about
it—not that Fry knows. He calls everyone gay
when he’s not calling them homo and pussy.
And me: homo and pussy and Bubble.

Mimochodem Michelangelo opravdu
byl gay - mdma o tom napsala celou kniZku -
ale to Fry nemtize védét. On tika teplous
kazdému. Nebo taky buzna a posera.

A mné buzna a posera a Bublina.

At the creek, I jump rocks until I find a
good cave where I can watch the sun
swimming inside the rushing water for the
next hundred years. There should be a horn or
gong or something to wake God. Because I'd
like to have a word with him. Three words
actually: WHAT THE FUCK?!

U potoka chvili skacu po kamenech,
dokud nenajdu dobrou jeskyni, kde bych
pristich tak sto let mohl sledovat, jak v proudu
plave slunce. M€l by existovat néjaky roh
nebo gong, kterym by se dal probudit Biih.
Protoze bych s nim fakt rad prohodil par slov.
Konkrétné téchhle pét slov:

CO TO MELO KRUCI
ZNAMENAT?!

“Thanks,” Brian replies coolly, like he
owns the air in the Northern Hemisphere.
He’s no broken umbrella, this is clear. He
doesn’t seem one bit afraid of these garbage-
headed scum-suckers. Fry raises an eyebrow,
which turns his gigantic greasy forehead
into a relief map. Brian’s piqued his
psychopathic interest. Great. I appraise Big
Foot. He’s a slab of concrete in a Giants
baseball cap. His hands are pushed deep
into his sweatshirt pockets. They look like
grenades through the fabric. I note the
width of his right wrist, note that his fist is

,DiKy,“ odpovi klidné Brian, jako by
mu patfil vSechen vzduch na severni
polokouli. On neni Zadny rozbity destnik, to je
jasné. Vypada to, Ze se téch dutohlavych
hnusakt viibec neboji.

Fry pozvedne obo¢i, coZ zméni jeho
obrovské mastné celo v plastickou mapu.
Brian vyvolal jeho psychopaticky zajem.
Skvéle. Obhlédnu Yettiho. Vypada jako
betonovy panel v kSiltovce. Ruce ma
vraZzené v kapsach mikiny. Pres latku
vypadaji jako granaty. VSimnu si, jak
Siroké ma pravé zapésti a ze jeho pést bude

probably as large as my whole face. I’ve

asi vétsi nez cely muj oblicej. Zatim mé
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never actually been punched before, only
shoved around. I imagine it, imagine all the
paintings bursting out of my skull at
impact.

nikdy nikdo opravdu neuhodil, jen mé
postrkovali. Predstavuju si to, predstavuju
si vSechny ty obrazy, co mi tou ranou vyleti
z hlavy.

Nebe

Big’s voice trumpets as if from stage or
pulpit; his words carry weight, even pass the
salt comes out of his mouth in a thou-shalt-
Ten-Commandments Kind of way.

Velikdn mé zvuény hlas, ktery by se
hodil na jevisté nebo za fecnicky pult.
Dokonce i kdyz rekne podej mi siil, zni to,
jako by vyhlasoval desatero prikazani.

She woke me up by
putting her finger in my ear,
I hated when she did this.

probudila mé
tim, Ze mi strcila prst do ucha.
Nesnasela jsem to.

My first day back to school is just as I
expect, the hall does a Red Sea part when I
come in, conversations hush, eyes swim
with nervous sympathy, and everyone
stares as if I’m holding Bailey’s dead body
in my arms, which I guess I am.

Prvni den, kdy se zase vracim do Skoly,
je takovy, jak cekdm. Kdyz vejdu, dav v hale
se rozestoupi jako Rudé moie, hovor
ztichne, v oc¢ich se objevi nervozni soucit a
vSichni na mé koukaji, jako bych nesla v
naruci Baileyino mrtvé télo, coz je v
podstaté pravda.

I notice the way he holds his clarinet,
not precious with it, tight fist around the
neck, like a sword.

Vsimnu si, jak drzi klarinet. Nijak
opatrné, svira ho v pésti jako mec.

“Thank you,” I say, and every available
inch of his face busts into a smile — whoa.

,Diky,“ feknu a kazdy Ctvere¢ni
centimetr jeho tvére se rozzarf ismévem. No
ne.

I realize I’'m writing wow on my thigh
with my finger, decide I’d better open my
mouth and snap us out of this impromptu
staring contest.

Uvédomim si, Ze ¢mardm prstem po
stehné no pdni. Usoudim, Ze bych méla
honem néco tict, abychom na sebe tak
hloupé nekoukali.

Not very original, but better than guh,
which was the alternative, and it does the
trick.

Moc origindlni to nenf, ale lepSi nez hm,
coZ byla druhd moZznost. Zabere to.

“Been wondering about that actually,
Lennon after John?”

,Pfemyslel jsem o tom jménu. Lennon
po Johnovi?

Just in the eleventh grade we have a girl
named Electricity, a guy named Magic Bus,
and countless flowers: Tulip, Begonia and
Poppy — all parent-given-on-the-birth-
certificate names.

Tteba v jedendctém ro¢niku jsme méli
holku jménem Elektfina, kluka Kouzelny
autobus a spoustu kytek: Byl tam Tulipan,
Begonie a Mdk. VSechno to byla opravdova
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jména, ktera jim dali rodice a méli je v
rodném listu.

I’ve hardly seen her since the funeral, feel a
pang of guilt.

Od pohibu jsem ji skoro nevidéla. Mam
vycitky svédomi.

I note the breakneck pace of her
approach, wonder for an instant if she’s going
to actually jump into my arms right before she
tries to, sending us both skidding into Joe,
who somehow retains his balance, and ours,
so we all don’t fly through the window.

Vsimnu si, jakym tempem se k nam fitf,
chvilku uvazuju, jestli mi opravdu skoci do
naruce, ale nez se staCim vzpamatovat, uz to
udéla a obé se valime na Joea. Ten nastésti
udrzi rovnovahu a taky nas a jen diky tomu
vSichni nevyletime z okna.

She’s a literature fanatic like me, but reads
darker, read Sartre in tenth grade — Nausea
— which is when she started wearing black
(even at the beach), smoking cigarettes
(even though she looks like the healthiest
girl you’ve ever seen) and obsessing about
her existential crisis (even as she partied to
all hours of the night).

Je blazen do literatury jako ja, ale je spiS
na temné&jsi styly. V desatém roc¢niku cetla
Sartrovu Nevolnost a od té doby zacala
chodit v ¢erném (dokonce i na plaz), kourit
cigarety (i kdyz vypada jako ta nejzdraveéjsi
holka, co jste kdy vidéli) a lamat si hlavu s
existencialni krizi (i kdyz predtim celou noc

pari).

Sarah and Joe are both looking at me
too, Sarah with concern and Joe with a grin
the size of the continental United States.

Sarah i Joe po mné taky koukaji. Sarah
se znepokojenim a Joe s ismévem velkym
jako kontinentalni Spojené staty.

Guy friends of Bailey’s from work or college,
most of whom I didn’t know, kept coming up
to me saying how sorry they were, and I
don’t know if it’s because they thought I
looked like Bailey, or because they felt bad
for me, but later on, I’d catch some of them
staring at me in this charged, urgent way, and
I’d find myself staring back at them, like I
was someone else, thinking things I hardly
ever had before, things I’'m mortified to have
been thinking in a church, let alone at my
sister’s funeral.

Baileyini kamaradi z prace nebo z vysoké,
z nichZ vétsinu jsem neznala, za mnou porad
chodili a fikali mi, jak moc je to mrzi. A
nevim, jestli se jim snad zdalo, Ze jsem Bailey
podobnd, nebo jim mé bylo lito, ale pozdéji
jsem nékteré z nich pfistihla, jak na mé hled{
naléhavym, vyznamnym zptisobem. A ja jsem
jim najednou pohledy oplacela, jako bych to
ani nebyla ja, myslela jsem si véci, které mé
predtim skoro nenapadly, a doted se stydim za
to, Ze jsem si to myslela v kostele, a dokonce
na sestfiné pohtbu.

He must be from a very friendly part of
the Milky Way, I’'m thinking as I try to tone
down this nutso smile on my face, but
instead almost blurt out to Sarah, “He
looks like Heathcliff,” because I just
realized he does, well, except for the happy

NejspiS bude z néjaké hodné pratelské
casti Mlécné drahy, myslim si, kdyZ se snazim
trochu zmirnit ten Silenecky dsmév. Misto
toho ale skoro vyhrknu k Sarah: ,,Vypada
jako Heathcliff,* protoze jsem si zrovna
uvédomila, Ze je to tak, tedy az na ten
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smiling part — but then all of a sudden the
breath is kicked out of me and I’'m shoved
onto the cold hard concrete floor that is my
life now, because I remember I can’t run
home after school and tell Bails about a
new boy in band.

$t’astny usmév — pak ale najednou jako by
mi nékdo vyrazil dech a ja dopadla zpatky
na studenou betonovou podlahu, kterou
ted’ pripomina muj Zivot, protoZe si
uvédomim, Ze nemuzu utikat domu a
vykladat Bails o tom novém klukovi v
orchestru.

I turn to see Rachel Brazile gliding
towards us, hear her mutter, “Very funny,”
to Luke Jacobus, the saxophonist
responsible for the accompaniment.

Oto¢im se a uvidim, jak k nam pluje
Rachel Brazilova. SlySim ji zavrcet:
,»Ohromné vtipny,“ na Luka Jacobuse,
ktery ji obstaral ten hudebni doprovod.

He’s just one of many band-kill
Rachel’s left in her wake, guys duped by the
fact that all that haughty horror is stuffed
into a spectacular body, and then further
deceived by big brown faun eyes and
Rapunzel hair.

Luke je jedna z mnoha obéti, které za
sebou Rachel v orchestru zanechala. Je
jednim z Klukii, co se nechali zmast faktem,
Ze vSechna ta naduta hriza je obalena
uzZasnym télem, a oklamat velkyma
hnédyma ocima srny a vlasy pohadkové
princezny.

Rachel shrugs, smiles at Joe — no not
smiles: twinkles — oh brother.

Rachel pokr¢i rameny, usméje se na Joea —
ne, neusméje — ona piimo zajiskii. Ach jo.

I'look at Joe expecting to see some
evidence of an inward groan at these imbecilic
words, but see evidence of something else
instead.

Podivam se na Joea a ¢ekam, Ze na ném
bude vidét, jak v duchu nad témi imbecilnimi
slovy zveda oCi v sloup. Ale spatiim néco
uplné jiného.

“C’mon, you enter Maison Fontaine at your
own risk.”

,-Tak pojd’. Do maison Fontaine vstupuje$
na vlastni riziko.*

The ceilings are low, the wood is dark
and gnarly, colorful rag rugs line the floors,
paintings, the walls, whereas Joe’s house
floats high in the sky with the clouds.

Nas dim vypadd, jako by tam bydleli
hobiti. Stropy jsou nizké, dfevo tmavé a
sukovité, podlahu pokryvaji barevné tkané
koberce, stény zase obrazy. To Joetiv diim
pluje vysoko v nebi mezi mraky.

It’s overflowing with instruments I’ve
never seen before and can’t even imagine
what kind of sound they’d make, CDs, music
magazines, library books in French and
English, concert posters of French bands
I’ve never heard of, comic books,
notebooks with tiny boxlike weirdo boy
writing in them, sheets of music, stereo

Doslova pretéka hudebnimi nastroji,
které jsem nikdy nevidéla a neumim si ani
predstavit, jaky zvuk mizou vydavat.
Cédécka, hudebni Casopisy, knizky z
knihovny ve francouzstiné a anglicting,
plakaty z koncertl francouzskych skupin, o
kterych jsem nikdy neslySela, komiksy, seSity
popsané zvlastnim, hranatym chlapeckym

15




equipment unplugged and plugged,
broken-open amps and other sound
equipment I don’t recognize, odd rubber
animals, bowls of blue marbles, decks of
cards, piles of clothes as high as my knee,
not to mention the dishes, bottles, glasses ...
and over his desk a small poster of John
Lennon.

pismem, noty, rizné zapojené i nezapojené
soucasti sterea, rozebrané repraky a jina
zvukové zafizeni, které nepoznavam, zvI4Stni
gumova zviratka, misky modrych kulicek,
balicky karet, hromady obleceni vysoké tak
po kolena, nemluvé uz o talitfich, lahvich,
sklenicich... a nad stolem maly plakat Johna
Lennona.

And then: Bat. Bat. Bat.

A pak. Mrk. Mrk. Mrk.

I don’t holler, Yes, right now, with you,
stupid, like I suddenly want to, but say, “No.
I’ve never been anything.”

Nezaivu: Jo, zrovna ted, do tebe, ty troubo,
coZ mam najednou chut’ udélat. Misto toho
reknu: ,,Ne, nikdy jsem nebyla nic.*

“It’s like I was sleeping or something,
happy, but sleeping, for seventeen years, and
then Bailey died...”

,Bylo to, jako bych spala. Byla jsem
St'astna, ale spala jsem. Celych sedmnact let.
Ale pak Bailey umfela...

I walked in on her and my roommate,
killed me.

Ptistihl jsem ji se svym spolubydlicim.
Zabilo mé to.

“Oh, God,” he whispers, reaching his
hand behind my neck and bringing my lips
to his.

,Paneboze,” zaseptd. Polozi mi ruku na
zatylek a pritahne si mé rty ke svym.

“I follow the proof-is-in-the-pudding
scientific method: Please examine the
empirical evidence in this bed.

,,Ja véfim na védeckou metodu dukazu
vysledkem. Staci, kdyZ prozkoumas
predlozeny vysledek v téhle posteli.

“No one is worse than you, you’re the
town swain.”

,,Nikdo neni horsi nez ty. Ty jsi zdejsi
donsSajn.

“Joe didn’t come by this morning?” I
ask, wanting to play again, wanting to blow
all this everything I’m feeling out my
clarinet.

,Joe tady dneska nebyl? zeptam se.
Mam chut’ zase hrat, chci z klarinetu
vyfoukat to vSechno, co ted’ citim.

I’ve been in such a trance, I forget that I
haven’t really been talking to Gram lately,
that we’ve hardly been alone like this in
weeks.

Byla jsem v takovém transu, Ze jsem si
neuvédomila, jak dlouho jsem s ni skoro
nemluvila. UZ nékolik tydnia jsme nebyly
takhle spolu samy.

“Even better, even better,” she says, the
relief evident in her voice, and it makes me
think.

,»Lim lip, tim lip,” fekne a na hlase je ji
zndt, Ze se ji ulevilo. Tomé priméje k
premysleni.

All T know is that everything was
happening really quickly, I was totally out of

Ja vim jen to, Ze se vSechno d€lo strasné
rychle. Viibec jsem se neovladala a
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control, and condoms were the furthest
thing from my mind.

kondomy byly to posledni, na¢ bych
myslela.

“In the middle of all this tragedy, you’re
growing up, sweet pea, and that is such a
wonderful thing.”

,Uprostfed celé té tragédie dospivas. A
to je uzasné.«
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Kurziva

Pridana

Hyvézdy

Slunce

Yeah, I think, we’re invincible.

Jo, pomyslim si, jsme neporazitelni.

“Well, hello there,” I offer, mimicking him
exactly, English accent and all!

,»INo ne, ahoj,” napodobim ho, i s tim
anglickym prizvukem!

Kapow is right.

Prdddsk. To ma pravdu.

For the female gender

Pro Zeny kolem

I repeat: Oscar is taking off his clothes!

Opakuju: Oscar se svléka!

Nebe

I take my seat, noting that this grinning, eye-
batting fool from Fronce looks nothing like
Heathcliff.

Sednu si a uvédomim si, Ze ten uculujici se a
pomrkavajici cvok z Froncie vibec nevypada
jako Heathclif.

Does he look at everyone like this, I wonder.

Diva se takhle na kaZdého? napadne mé.

Ubrana

Hyvézdy

God, grant me the serenity to accept the
things I cannot change, the courage to change
the things I can, and the wisdom to know the
difference

Boze, dej mi trpélivost, abych snasel véci,
které zménit nemohu, dej mi silu, abych
zménil véci, které zménit mohu, a dej mi
moudrost, abych oboji od sebe odlisil.

Let’s return to you and your struggles.

Vratme se k tobé a tvym problémim.

Let’s return to you and your struggles.

Vrat'me se k tob€ a tvym problémutim.

deli meat

krdjené uzeniny

“But it is a pipe.”

,»Ale vzdyt to je dymka.*

It’s a drawing of a pipe.”

,Je to kresba dymky .

“Why is the sky blue?”

,»A proC je nebe modré?*

But as to these Americans, you must tell them
to leave at once, that there has been a terrible

Ale pokud jde o tyhle Ameri¢any, musiS jim
fict, at’ okamzit€ odejdou, Ze doslo k omylu,
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mistake, that the blessed Van Houten was
making a rhetorical offer to meet, not an
actual one, that such offers must be read
symbolically.”

Ze to Van Houtenovo pozvani byl jen fecnicky
obrat, Ze jsem to nemyslel vazné, Ze takové
nabidky se museji vykladat jenom
symbolicky .

You must meet them.

Ty je musis pfijmout.

Augustus and I sat down next to each other,
but not 00 next.

Sedli jsme si s Augustem vedle sebe, ale ne
prilis blizko.

“Just the idea of water, Lidewij,” he
instructed.

Jen myslenku vody, Lidewij,” pfipomnél.

The important thing is not whatever nonsense
the voices are saying, but what the voices are
feeling.

Dilezité nejsou ty nesmysly, které hlasy
fikaji, ale co ty hlasy citi.

The important thing is not whatever nonsense
the voices are saying, but what the voices are
feeling.

Dilezité nejsou ty nesmysly, které hlasy
fikaji, ale co ty hlasy citi.

Slunce

drawings of them, rising out of the water

Jsou na nich oni dva, jak vylézaji z vody

And me: homo and pussy and Bubble.

A mné buzna a posera a Bublina

More David

Zase David

That would be good, that would be it
(PORTRAIT: The Boy Who Walked Off with
the Sea)—but not now, Noah, so not the time
to mind-paint this cretin.

to by bylo ono (PORTRET: Chlapec, ktery
odnesl na zddech moie) - ale ted ne, Noahu,
ted fakt neni vhodnd chvile tohohle kreténa v
duchu malovat.

That would be good, that would be it
(PORTRAIT: The Boy Who Walked Off with
the Sea)—but not now, Noah, so not the time
to mind-paint this cretin.

to by bylo ono (PORTRET: Chlapec, ktery
odnesl na zddech moie) - ale ted ne, Noahu,
ted fakt neni vhodnd chvile tohohle kreténa v
duchu malovat.

I love eels, they’re electric
because I really, really, really like thinking
about them

thote miluju, jsou elektricti
protoZe na né fakt myslim hodné&, hodné rad

I 'love eels, they’re electric
because I really, really, really like thinking
about them

uhofe miluju, jsou elektricti
protoZe na né fakt myslim hodné, hodné rad

He has a bag for meteorites

On m4 taSku na meteority

Which really sucks.

Coz je dost prusvih.

19




each rock—each star

kazdy kdmen — kazd4 hvézda

have an English accent and drive a
motorcycle

by nemél mit dovoleno mluvit s anglickym
prizvukem, a jeSté k tomu jezdit na motorce.

“Well, hello there,” I offer, mimicking him
exactly, English accent and all!

,»No ne, ahoj,“ napodobim ho, i s tim
anglickym prizvukem!

Frankly, I also believe I have impulse-control
issue

Uptimné feeno myslim, Ze i ja mam
problémy se sebeovlddanim

the end of the world nuclear bomb button

co zpusobi jaderny konec svéta

The orange!

Pomeranc?

“I"d like to give you the orange

,,Ja bych radsi dala pomeran¢ tobé.

I head home, kicking myself because I got so
flustered I didn’t even think to ask what his
relationship to The Rock Star is

Mifim domt a v duchu si naddvam, Ze jsem
byla tak vyvedena z miry, aZ jsem se
zapomnéla zeptat, jaky vztah méd k Rockové
hvézdé on.

Better than anything.

Lepsi nez vSechno.

and pulls out the orange

a vytdhne ten pomeranc

“She is so crazy with the germs, Oscore!

,Ona je s t€émi bacily uplné Silena, Oscore!

‘If you’re going through hell, keep going.’

,KdyZ prochazi§ peklem, nezastavuj.

“A boy boycott.”

,Bojkot klukii.“

Nebe

“You are fine,” he says,

., Ly jsi dobra,” fekne

The thought of it, him, all of him — guh.

Tapredstava, on, cely — proboha.

“I am furious! And I’'m not speaking to you!”

,,VSak jsem naStvana. A nemluvim s tebou!*

“I am furious! And I’m not speaking to you!”

,,VSak jsem naStvand. A nemluvim s tebou!*

“Wait a minute? What’s wrong with you?
You look weird. I mean really weird.”

,2Moment. Co je s tebou? Vypadas divné.
Myslim jako fakt hodné divné.*

That beautiful, beautiful boy, those eyes, those
eyelashes, that unfreakingbelievable smile,
that trumpet playing, wow, Lennnnnnnnnie.”

Takovy nddherny kluk, ty o¢i, ty Fasy, ten
neuvéritelny usmév, to, jak hraje na trubku, no
teda, Lennieeeee.”

Gram leans in close to the plant, whispers to it
about the importance of joie de vivre, then

Babicka se nakloni ke kvétiné, zasepta ji néco
o tom, jak je dllezitd radost ze Zivota, pak
se dokoléba k pohovce a sedne si vedle mé.
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lumbers over to the couch, sitting down next
to me.

(WTF-edly?!) (fakt nekecam)

Of course she doesn’t say France so it thymes | Samozfejmé Ze nemiZe vyslovit Francie jako
with dance like a normal American-speaking | kazd4d normdlni americky mluvici lidska
human being. bytost.
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Interpunkce

Pridano znaménko

Hyvézdy

I kind of scoffed or sighed or exhaled in a way
that was vaguely coughy and then said

Udélala jsem néjaky zvuk — néco mezi
vydechem, povzdechem a zakaSlanim — a
pak jsem fekla

“Trash?” I mumbled to Augustus soft enough
that I thought no one else would hear.

»ometi?“ zeptala jsem se tichounce Augusta
— myslela jsem, Ze to nikdo jiny neuslysi.

But I’d made Augustus blush and put him
enough off his game that I could finally bear to
look up at him.

Ale Augustus se zaCervenal; vyvedla jsem
ho z miry natolik, Ze jsem se kone¢né
dokazala na néj podivat.

I’m sure he assumed, opening up. Becoming
Part Of The Group.

Asi si myslel, Ze se ,,oteviram‘* a stavdm se
»skute¢nym ¢lenem skupiny*‘.

If you want me to be a teenager,

,Jestli chces§, abych byla ,skoro dospéla‘

Slun

ce

WE NEED TO RUN, I tell Brian
telepathically.

,,MUSIME UTECT * vysildm telepaticky k
Brianovi

Nebe

She careens toward us in prime goth-
gonecowgirl form:

Zene se k ndm ve svém obvyklém ohozu
»gotické kovbojky**:

She’d be the perfect cheerleader if she weren’t
so disgusted by the notion of school spirit.

Byla by dokonala roztleskavacka, kdyby ji
sama predstava ,,ducha Skoly* neprisla tak
odporna.

The phone rings again and it mercifully ejects
me from these thoughts, and crash-lands me
back into the bombroom — this room where
Joe sleeps in this unmade bed and reads these
books strewn everywhere and drinks out of
these five hundred half-full glasses seemingly
at once.

Telefon znova zazvoni a to mé nastésti
vytrhne z takovych mySlenek a vrati mé
zpatky do téhle ,,bomby*‘‘ —do pokoje, kde
Joe spi v neustlané posteli a ¢te ty knihy, co
se vSude vdleji, a pije z téch asi péti set
poloplnych sklenic, jak se zda, ze vSech
najednou.

“I think your room is giving me new insight
into Joe Fontaine aka freaking madman.”

,»Myslim, Ze tvlij pokoj mi pomohl Iépe
pochopit Joea Fontainea — naprostyho
Silence.

I feel giddy with the intimacy of being where

Mota se mi hlava z t€ diivérnosti — jsem tam,

he thinks and dreams, where he changes his

kde on premysli a sni, kde se prevléka a
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clothes and flings them absolutely all over the
place, where he’s naked.

rozhazuje Saty,jak ho napadne, kde je nahy.

Ubrano znaménko

Hyvézdy

Slun

ce

And me: homo and pussy and Bubble.

A mné buzna a posera a Bublina.

With Zephyr and Fry —reigning neighborhood
sociopaths —torpedoing after me and the whole
forest floor shaking under my feet as I blast
through air, trees, this white-hot panic.

Ritim se v panice mezi stromy, aZ se zem
tiese a vzduch div nerozzhavi, a v patach
mam hlavni mistni psychopaty Zephyra a
Frye.

Nebe

She’s a literature fanatic like me, but reads
darker, read Sartre in tenth grade — Nausea —
which is when she started wearing black (even
at the beach), smoking cigarettes (even though
she looks like the healthiest girl you’ve ever
seen) and obsessing about her existential crisis

V desatém roc¢niku Cetla Sartrovu Nevolnost
a od té doby zacala chodit v ¢erném
(dokonce 1 na plaz), koufit cigarety (i kdyz
vypada jako ta nejzdravéjsi holka, co jste
kdy vidé€li) a lamat si hlavu s existencidlni
krizi (1 kdyZ predtim celou noc paff).

(even as she partied to all hours of the night).

? H LN ]
Hyvézdy
Slunce
“What the —?” ,,No do... “
Nebe
?/.
Hyvézdy
“I don’t know. It kind of helps?” ,»Ani nevim. MoZna to troSku poméah4.”
Slunce
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Maybe he’s too freaked out that I lied, then
unlied, then started a psychotic art history
lesson?

Mozna ho vydésilo, Ze jsem nejdiiv lhal, pak
zas nelhal a pak se pustil do ujeté pfednasky
z historie uméni.

“Is who the hell let you out of your cages?”

,,kdo vas sakra pustil z ty klece.

Maybe he looks like an actor I’ve seen in a
movie?

MozZna je podobny nékterému herci, kterého
jsem vidéla ve filmu.

Or maybe he’s bi?

Nebo je moZzna bi.

Is this why nobody answered the door?

Proto nikdo neprisel otevrit.

Nebe

But whoa again — should I be laughing so easily

like this?

Ale zase — takhle snadno bych se prece smat
neméla.

And should it feel this good?

A taky bych se asi neméla citit takhle dobfe.

But no, it’s not that, it can’t be, can it?

Ale ne, tak to neni, nemiiZe to prece tak byt.

“Gram, there’s no need yet, okay?”

,,Bdbi, nic takového neni zatim jesté
potreba.*

“Wait a minute? What’s wrong with you? You
look weird. I mean really weird.”

,2Moment. Co je s tebou? Vypadas divné.
Myslim jako fakt hodné divné.

? -,
Hyvézdy
“Maybe he can’t hear over the music?” ,MozZna pfes tu muziku neslysi,"
Slunce
Nebe
? -1
Hyvézdy
Slunce
Who on earth wrestles? Kdo proboha zapasi!
Nebe
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Hyvézdy

Slun

ce

And Dad thinks.

A téta si mysli...

There’s that thing about them.

On ma v o¢ich néco...

Nebe

o_)?

Hyvézdy

“Yes, but you invited them here, you will
remember.”

,»Ano, ale pozval jsi je sem, vzpominas§?“

But Zeno’s most important— wait, give me a
sense of your familiarity with Swedish hip-
hop.”

Ale Zenonidv nejvyznamnéj$i — moment, vite
néco o Svédském hiphopu?“

You could be an ax murderer.”

,,Co kdyZ jsi masovy vrah?“

Slun

ce

I won’t know what to say to him.

Co mu mam fict?

I won’t know what to do with my hands.

Co mam délat s rukama?

Didn’t he just say something about no drug
being as good as that donut.

Nefikal pfed chvili néco o tom, Ze Zadna
droga neni tak dobra jako ten donut?

So I just stopped.

Co kdyzZ jsem prosté zlistala na misté?

Pressed pause.

Stiskla jsem tlacitko Pauza?

Nebe

Hyvézdy
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Slunce

Oh no.

To snad ne!

Oh Clark Gable.

Clarku Gable!

He gestures in the direction of the ocean, says
to Fry, “Hell with this. Let’s grab the slabs and
head out.”

Ukaze smérem k oceanu a rekne Fryovi:

,,KasSlem na néj. Koukni, sluSny viny. Jdem!*

Nebe

“Uh-oh. You look vachement amazing. Too
good to be alone with me all night long.”

,INo ne! VypadasS vachement uZasné. Az
moc na to, abys se mnou byla cely vecer
sama.*

!_)o

Hyvézdy

Slun

ce

I have no idea!

J4 to sam taky nevim.

Nebe

I don’t care that she was keeping things from
me — | want to tell her absolutely everything
about last night, about everything that will ever
happen to me!

Je mi jedno, Ze ona prede mnou ledacos
tajila — j4 ji chci vypravét uplné vSechno o
vcerej$i noci a o vSem, co se mi kdy stane.

“T am furious!

,» VSak jsem naStvana.

“NO",

,.INe.

!—,

Hyvézdy

Slun

ce

“Fuck off, you toilet-licking sociopaths!”

,» Vypadnéte, vy podélany psychopati,

Nebe
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Hyvézdy

“They are—what? They —I thought they were
in America!”

,» 10 jsou — coze? To — ja myslel, Ze jsou v
Americe?*

Slunce
The orange! Pomeranc?
Ha! Vidite?
Nebe

“Whaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaat! That is so
unfreakingfreakingfreakingfreakingbelieveable!
Cows on the moon, Len! Cows. On. The.
Moon!”

CoZeeeeeeee? No to je
faktfaktfaktfaktfakticky neuvéfitelny! Kravy
na mésici, Len! Kravy. Na. Mésici!*

-,

Hyvézdy

Slun

ce

I snap back, taste the salt on my lips, remind
myself I’'m about to die—

Vzpamatuju se, oliznu si slané rty a
pfipomenu si, Ze za chvilku umfu.

Nebe

Hyvézdy

Slun

ce

I have two choices: Run home and then don’t
come out of the house forthe next two months
until he leaves for boarding school, or—

Maém dvé mozZnosti. Utéct domt a nevystrcit
nos celé dva mésice, Ze zas odjede do té své
internatni Skoly, nebo...

Really awesome—"

Nebo ten, co na ném leti ptak, ale mraky
jsou v ptakovi, ne kolem néj — to je taky
uzZasny...

Even dung beetles and potatoes and driftwood

Dokonce i1 chrobaky a brambory a vyplavené

and mounds of dirt and redwood stumps and —

dfevo a hromady hliny a pafezy sekvoji a...
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“I said—" ,Rekl jsem...
Or— Nebo...
Nebe
-—,
Hyvézdy
Slunce

when I realize —I have a hard-on, a
supernaturally hard hard-on, and it’s jammed
into Zephyr’s stomach.

kdyZ si uvédomim, Ze mi stoji, nadprirozené
tvrdé mi stoji, a Ze se jim tisknu Zephyrovi
na bricho.

“The one” —he licks his bottom lip—“of me?”

,»Ten, olizne si spodni ret, ,,ten mi;j?*

According to him: ‘I hoist Oscore over my
shoulders like a deer’” —he’s slipped into a
perfect Guillermo Garcia impersonation that
includes hand gestures—“‘and I carry him
across town like Superman and deposit him in
the loft.””

Vypravuje to takhle: Hodim Oscora pres
rameno jako jelena,* Guillerma Garciu umi
napodobovat dokonale, véetné gest,

“All I know is I woke up with G.’s monstrous
face in mine” —he laughs his god- awful
laugh—“and had no idea how it had gotten
there.

,»Ja vim jenom to, Ze kdyZ jsem se probral,
mél jsem tésné pred sebou obif oblicej,*
zasméje se tim svym hlu¢nym smichem, ,,a
nemél jsem tuSeni, jak jsem se tam dostal.

Nebe

Hyvézdy

Slun

ce

As in, the anti-lemon:

To je anticitron!

28




Nebe

Hyvézdy

Slun

ce

or better: Hippity Hops.

Nebo jesté lip, na détskych hopsadlech.

Nebe

¢ —> =

Hyvézdy

Also my hair: I had this pageboy haircut, and I
hadn’t even bothered to, like, brush it.

Nebo ty vlasy — byla jsem ostithand na
mikado a ani jsem se neobtéZovala s
kartaCovanim.

Slun

ce

“They’re not dudes. They’re David,” I get out,
praying I won’t sound likea gerbil, praying he
won’t turn to later drawings in the pad,
drawings done today, when I was spying,
drawings of them, rising out of the water, with
their surfboards under arm, no wetsuits, no
nothing, totally glistening, and, uh: holding
hands.

,» 10 nejsou chlapi, to je David,* vypravim ze
sebe a modlim se, abych nemluvil, jako kdyZz
piska kiecek, a aby Fry nenalistoval ty
dnesni kresby, co jsem udélal, kdyZ jsem je
Spehoval. Jsou na nich oni dva, jak vylézaji z
vody, nemaji na sobé neopren, vlastné na
sobé nemaji viibec nic, lesknou se a — ehm —
drZi se za ruce.

Granted, I haven’t been to a lot of parties lately,
but I have seen a lot of movies and he’s that
guy: the lawless, solitary, hurricane-hearted one
who wreaks havoc, blowing through towns,
through girls, through his own tragic
misunderstood life.

Je fakt, Ze v posledni dobé moc na mejdany
nechodim, ale vidéla jsem dost filmu a on je
presné tenhle typ — samotar se srdcem jako
hurikdn, ktery kasSle na zakon a §ifi kolem
sebe spoust’, vlaje od mésta k méstu, od
holky k holce, pluje svym vlastnim tragicky
nepochopenym Zivotem.

Nebe

Rachel shrugs, smiles at Joe — no not smiles:
twinkles — oh brother.

Rachel pokrci rameny, usméje se na Joea —
ne, neusméje — ona primo zajiskii.
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.o

Hyvézdy

She was a regular—in a long remission from
appendiceal cancer, which I had not previously
known existed.

Plivodné méla rakovinu slepého stfeva; diiv
jsem ani nevédéla, Ze néco takového
existuje.

He turned his head metronomically from
Augustus to me, still squinting.

Dival se chvili v pravidelném rytmu z
Augusta na mé a naopak; porad pritom
mZoural.

So here’s how it went in God’s heart: The six
or seven or ten of us walked/wheeled in, grazed
at a decrepit selection of cookies and lemonade,
sat down in the Circle of Trust, and listened to
Patrick recount for the thousandth time his
depressingly miserable life story —how he had
cancer in his balls and they thought he was
going to die but he didn’t die and now here he
is, a full-grown adult in a church basement in
the 137th nicest city in America, divorced,
addicted to video games, mostly friendless,
eking out a meager living by exploiting his
cancertastic past, slowly working his way
toward a master’s degree that will not improve
his career prospects, waiting, as we all do, for
the sword of Damocles to give him the relief
that he escaped lo those many years ago when
cancer took both of his nuts but spared what
only the most generous soul would call his life.

A takhle to v tom NejsvétéjSim srdci
chodilo: Sest, sedm, deset lidi pfislo (nebo je
privezli na voziku), uzobli posmutnélé
suSenky a nalili si limonddu, usedli do Kruhu
divéry a poslouchali, jak Patrik uz asi
potisici vypravuje svilj zoufale depresivni
zivotni pribéh — jak mél rakovinu varlat a
myslel si, 7e umfe, ale neumiel, a ted je tady
— dospély Clovek ve sklepé kostela ve 137.
nejhez¢im mést€ Spojenych stat,
rozvedeny, zavisly na videohrach, v podstaté
bez pratel; vydélava si na skromné Zivobyti
tim, Ze vyuZiva svou rakovinovou minulost,
pomalu se propracovava k akademickému
titulu, ktery jeho pracovni vyhlidky nijak
nezlep$i, a stejné jako my ¢ekd, az dopadne
Damokliv me¢ a poskytne mu dlevu, jiz
unikl tehdy pfed lety, kdy mu rakovina vzala
obé varlata, ale ponechala mu to, co by jen
ten nejvelkorysejsi ¢lovék mohl nazvat
Zivotem.

Slun

ce

Nebe

To anyone else it might seem strange, even off
the wall, that Gram, as she asks this, is staring
at me, but it doesn’t to Uncle Big, because he’s
staring at me as well.

Kazdému jinému by asi prislo divné, Ze se
babi kouka na mé, kdyz tu otdzku klade;
strejdovi ale ne, protoZe ten se na mé kouka
taky.

’_>!

Hyvézdy
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“Peter,” Lidewij said, duly horrified. ,Petrel* zhrozila se Lidewij.
Slunce
Nebe
s —?
Hyvézdy

“Alas. Zeno was a pre-Socratic philosopher
who is said to have discovered forty paradoxes
within the worldview put forth by
Parmenides—surely you know Parmenides,” he
said

,Skoda. Zenon byl pfedsokratovsky filozof,
ktery tvrdil, Ze objevil Ctyficet paradoxi v
Parmenidové svétondzoru — Parmenida
urcité znate, ne?

Slun

ce

“How about this,”

,»Lak co takhle?

Nebe

Does he look at everyone like this, I wonder.

Divd se takhle na kazdého? napadne mé.

y >~

Hyvézdy

I noticed this because Patrick, the Support
Group Leader and only person over eighteen in
the room, talked about the heart of Jesus every
freaking meeting, all about how we, as young
cancer survivors, were sitting right in Christ’s
very sacred heart and whatever.

Vsimla jsem si toho proto, Ze Patrik, ktery
skupinu vedl a jemuz jedinému v mistnosti
bylo pres osmnéct, o tom srdci mluvil uplné
pfi kazdém setkani — jak nas, mladé lidi
bojujici s rakovinou, si JeZi§ vine ptimo k
svému nejsveétejSimu srdci a tak vSelijak.

It delivered two liters of oxygen to me each
minute through a cannula, a transparent tube
that split just beneath my neck, wrapped behind
my ears, and then reunited in my nostrils.

Dodéavala mi dva litry kysliku za minutu pres
kanylu — to je takova prihledna trubicka,

ktera se za krkem rozdé€luje na dvé, obtaci se
kolem usi a znova se spojuje u nosnich direk.

and now here he is, a full-grown adult in a
church basement in the 137th nicest city in
America

a ted je tady — dospély Elovek ve sklepé
kostela ve 137. nejhezCim mésté Spojenych
statu,

Slun

ce

“They’re not dudes. They’re David,” I get out,

To nejsou chlapi, to je David,* vypravim ze

praying I won’t sound likea gerbil, praying he

sebe a modlim se, abych nemluvil, jako kdyZz
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won’t turn to later drawings in the pad,
drawings done today, when I was spying,
drawings of them, rising out of the water, with
their surfboards under arm, no wetsuits, no
nothing, totally glistening, and, uh: holding
hands.

piska kiecek, a aby Fry nenalistoval ty
dnesni kresby, co jsem udélal, kdyZ jsem je
Spehoval. Jsou na nich oni dva, jak vylézaji z
vody, nemaji na sobé neopren, vlastné na
sobé nemaji viibec nic, lesknou se a — ehm —
drZi se za ruce.

Instead of classifying, whatever that means,
I’ve spent most of the morning in a belly flop,
using the magnifying glass to look at slugs and
beetles, all the time getting my head stuffed
with intergalactic gobbledygook by Brian

Misto abych klasifikoval — stejné ani nevim,
co to méd znamenat — stravil jsem vétSinu
dopoledne vleZe na biiSe, lupou si prohliZel
slimaky a brouky a Brian mi mezitim cpal do
hlavy néjaké intergalaktické zZvasty

A real bad boy, not like the fake ones at my art
school, with their ink and piercings and trust
funds and cigarettes fromFrance.

Opravdovy tvrd4k, na rozdil od t&ch klukd u
nds ve Skole, co si na né jen hraji — s kérkami
a piercingem a svéfeneckymi fondy a
francouzskymi cigaretami.

Then a deeper groan, which must be
Guillermo’s.

Pak hlubsi sténani — to bude asi Guillermo.

Guillermo groans, for the first time not donut-
related, and flips the board so pieces go flying
in every direction.

Guillermo zasténa — poprvé to nema nic
spole¢ného s donutem — a prevrati
Sachovnici, az se figurky rozlétnou na
vSechny strany.

Nebe

Across the room from where I sit, Gram — all
six feet and floral frock of her, looms over the
black-spotted leaves.

Babi — metr osmdesét, kvétované Saty — se
sklani nad ¢ern€ skvrnitymi listy.

Then Big joins us, plopping his enormous
frame down beside Gram.

Prida se k nam 1 Velikan — spusti své
mohutné télo vedle bébi.

His face is more open than an open book, like a

wall of graffiti really.

Jeho tvar je otevienéjsi neZ oteviend kniha —
spiS jako graffiti na zdi.

The flower is blooming again in my chest, this
time three seconds from bud to showstopper.

Kvétina zase rozkvéta — tentokrét ji to od
poupéte k vystavnimu kousku trva asi tfi
vtefiny.

“Your tone is awesome, so, so lonely, like, I

don’t know, a day without birds or something,”

but I don’t feel lonely at all.

,Tentvij ton je uzasny, tak — tak hrozné
osamély, jako, ja nevim, jako den bez ptaka
nebo néco,” ale ja si viibec nepfipaddm
osaméld.
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Gram smiles, oblivious of the sudden bile
rising in my throat, the twisting in my guts.

Bébi se usméje — netusi, jak mam
najednou v krku hofko. Znova mi pocucha
vlasy.

’ H LN ]
Hyvézdy
“Well,” I said »Lak...,” fekla jsem
Slunce
Nebe
LN ] H L]
Hyvézdy
Slunce

His coconut suntan lotion’s filling my nose, my
whole head —the strong smell of the ocean too,
like he’s carrying it on his back . . .

Kokosova viiné jeho opalovaciho krému mi
plni nos i celou hlavu — a taky silnd viiné
ocednu, jako by ho vlekl na zadech.

“You, on the other hand . ..”

,Kdezto ty.*

“So, that picture . ..”

,A... ten obrazek.”

Nebe

Really, I don't care what shirt you wear...

Mné je fakt jedno, co si vezmes.

“I don’t know, until you realized...”

7Y 6

,,Ja nevim, nez si uvédomis.

And it’s not really reading someone’s journal if
it’s open and you can glance down and make
out your name, well, your name to him, in a
sentence that says...

A nenti to Cenichani, kdyZ néci denik lezi
otevieny a ¢lovék se na néj podiva a
rozpoznd svoje jméno, nebo jméno, kterym
ho oslovuje on, ve vété, ktera zni.

“Hmm, let me think...”

,Hmm, to si musim rozmyslet.*

9 9

Hyvézdy

33




As it got closer to ten, I grew more and more
nervous: nervous to see Augustus; nervous to
meet Peter Van Houten; nervous that my outfit
was not a good outfit; nervous that we
wouldn’t find the right house since all the
houses in Amsterdam looked pretty similar;
nervous that we would get lost and never make
it back to the Filosoof; nervous nervous
nervous.

Jak se blizila desata, byla jsem nervoznéjsi a
nervozné€jsi: nervozni ze setkdni s Augustem,
nervézni ze setkani s Peterem Van
Houtenem, nervézni, Ze to, co jsem si vzala
na sebe, nebyla dobré volba, nervozni, Ze
nenajdeme ten spravny dim, protozZe
vSechny domy v Amsterodamu vypadaji
stejné; nervozni, Ze zabloudime a nikdy se
uz nedokazeme vratit do Filosoofu; nervézni
nervéozni nervozni.

Slun

ce

Nebe

I — (0

Hyvézdy

So here’s how it went in God’s heart: The six
or seven or ten of us walked/wheeled in, grazed
at a decrepit selection of cookies and lemonade,
sat down in the Circle of Trust, and listened to
Patrick recount for the thousandth time his
depressingly miserable life story

A takhle to v tom NejsvétéjSim srdci
chodilo: Sest, sedm, deset lidi pfislo (nebo je
privezli na voziku),

Slun

ce

Nebe

0 —-

Hyvézdy

And his eyes were the problem. He had some
fantastically improbable eye cancer. One eye
had been cut out when he was a kid, and now
he wore the kind of thick glasses that made his
eyes (both the real one and the glass one)
preternaturally huge, like his whole head was
basically just this fake eye and this real eye
staring at you.

ME¢I neuvéritelné vzacny typ rakoviny oka.
Jedno mu vyoperovali, kdyz byl jesté maly
kluk, a nosil stra§né tlusté bryle, za kterymi
obé jeho o¢i — to pravé i to sklenéné —
vypadaly nepfirozené obrovské, jako kdyby
nemél vibec hlavu, jen jedno pravé a jedno
umélé oko, a obé na vas ziraji
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Slunce

Nebe
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Preklad uvozujiciho slovesa say

Zachovano

Hyvézdy

“I love you,” she said as I got out.

,Mdam té rdda,” fekla mdma, kdyZ jsem
vystupovala.

“My name is Augustus Waters,” he said.

,<Jmenuju se Augustus Waters,” rekl.

When it was my turn, I said, “My name is
Hazel. I'm sixteen. Thyroid with mets in my
lungs. I'm okay.”

Kdyz dosla fada na mé, fekla jsem: , Jmenuju
se Hazel. Je mi Sestnact. Stitna Zlaza,
metastazy v plicich. Je mi fajn.

Neither Augustus Waters nor I spoke again
until Patrick said, “Augustus, perhaps you’d
like to share your fears with the group.”

Ani Augustus Waters, ani ja jsme
nepromluvili, dokud Patrik nerekl: ,,Auguste,
nechtél bys skupiné fict néco o svych
obavach?*

Isaac was laughing, but Patrick raised a
chastening finger and said, “Augustus, please.
Let’s return to you and your struggles. You
said you fear oblivion?”

Izak se smal, ale Patrik karavé zvedl prst a
fekl: ,,Auguste, prosim. Vratme se k tobé a
tvym problémiim. Rikal jsi, Ze m4s strach ze
zapomnéni 7

“There will come a time,” I said,

,,Prijde doba,” fekla jsem

“He sounds like a winner,” I said

,INO, to je fakt milacek,” rekla jsem.

“Literally,” he said.

,,Doslovné,” fekl.

I kind of scoffed or sighed or exhaled in a way
that was vaguely coughy and then said, “I’'m
not beau—"

Udélala jsem néjaky zvuk — néco mezi
vydechem, povzdechem a zakaSldnim — a pak
jsem fekla: ,,J4 nejsem kra-*

“Children’s,” I said

\

,Do Détské,” rekla jsem

“Imagine taking that last drive to the
hospital,” I said quietly.

,,Predstav si, naposled jet do nemocnice,*
fekla jsem tiSe.

“No. With me. At my house,” he said.
“Now.”

,INe. Ja jsem myslel se mnou. U mé doma.
Ted ,“ fekl.

“I just don’t get that shirt,” Mom said.

,,Ja tomu tricku prosté nerozumim," rekla
mama.

“I’m going to the Rijksmuseum and the
Vondelpark today,” she said

,,Ja dneska ptijdu do Rijksmusea a do
Vondelparku, Fekla

36




“Yah, got it,” she said, the accent almost
American.

,,J0, jasny,” fekla s téméf americkym
prizvukem.

“It was our pleasure,” Lidewij said.

,Bylo ndm potéSenim, fekla Lidewij.

“So here I am,” Van Houten said after a
moment.

,» Tak, jsem tady,” ekl Van Houten po chvili.

“We do have some questions, actually,” I said

,Opravdu mame pér otdzek, rekla jsem

“Thank God,” he said

,Dikybohu,” ekl

I said, “I’m sorry, sir, but we don’t speak
Swedish.”

Rekla jsem: ,,Je mi lito, pane, ale my
neumime Svédsky.

Slunce

“Yeah, I’ve heard of him,” Fry says out of the
big bulgy mouth

,J0, slySel jsem o ném,” Fekne tou velikou
vyvalenou pusou

as he says, “I can’t pin him, he’s like a
frickin’ eel,”

kdyz fika: ,,J4 ho neudrzim, on je jak thoft,*

He gestures in the direction of the ocean, says
to Fry, “Hell with this. Let’s grab the slabs
and head out.”

Ne. Ukdze smérem k ocednu a fekne Fryovi:
,Kaslem na néj. Koukni, slu$ny viny. Jdem!*

“Oh, hey,” he says casually

,»Ahoj,” Fekne jako by nic

“Suppose I could guess,” he says.

,,Ja budu hadat,” rekne.

“Yup, definitely,” I say

X &6

,,Jo, ur¢ité,” reknu

“Brian,” he says

,,Brian,” fekne

“Same,” I say

,» Taky,” Feknu

“I go to boarding school back east,” he says

,,Chodim do internatni Skoly na vychodnim
pobrtezi,”“ Fekne

“You are a bloody mess, dude,” he says

,» Ly fakt se§ malit a taky cuné, Clovéce,”
rekne

“Awesome,” he says

, 10 je senzace,” Fekne

“Here,” he says

,Koukej,” Fekne

but say, “Okay. Sure.”

ale nakonec feknu: ,,Dobre. Tak jo.*

“Excellent,” he says

»Skvéle,” fekne
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until he turns back around and says, “You
coming or what? I brought an extra
magnifying glass for you.”

dokud se zase neobrati a nerekne: ,,Tak co,
jdes? Vzal jsem s sebou jednu lupu navic pro
tebe.*

“Cool,” I say

,Fajn,” reknu

“They’ve done a really good job in preparing
you to pass as an earthling,” I say.

,,Fakt odvedli dobrou praci, kdyz té
pfipravovali na roli pozems$t'ana,” feknu.

“No doubt,” he says.

,» 10 jo,”“ Fekne.

“You don’t have to like it or anything,” I say
finally

(13-4

,,Nemusi se ti to libit,” reknu konecné

“I’ll give you a chance to apologize,” he says
to Fry

,Ddm ti Sanci se omluvit,” Fekne Fryovi

“What I want to know,” he says

,,Chci védét,” fekne

“Do you believe this guy?” Fry says to Big
Foot

,INo slySels ho? fekne Fry Yettimu

“I’'m sorry, I didn’t hear that apology,” Brian
says

,,Je mi lito, ale neslySel jsem tu omluvu,*
Trekne Brian

“Sorry,” Fry says

2N 66

,»0rac, fekne Fry

“Now, get the hell out of here,” Brian says to
them

,,Tak, a ted’ odsud vypadnéte,” Fekne jim
Brian

“Ah yes,” he says

,INO jo,”“ Fekne

“Kapow,” he says

,,Praaask,” rekne

“Got lucky,” I say,

,»Me¢€la jsem kliku,” feknu

“Just realized I have an extra,” he says,

»Zrovna mi doslo, Ze mdm jeden navic,
rekne

“Oh no you don’t,” I say, tossing it right back
to him.

,INe, nemas,” Feknu a hodim mu ho zpatky.

“Odd response,” he says, catching it.

,Zvlastni odpovéd ,“ Fekne a chyti ho.

“How about this,” I say.

,,Tak co takhle?* feknu.

when he says, “Well, then. The matter at
hand.”

kdyz fekne: ,,Tak, k véci.“

then say, “And now I’d like to give you an
orange, whoever you are.”

Pak feknu. ,,A ted bych chtéla ddt pomeranc
ja tobé, at’ jsi, kdo jsi.*

“No thank you,” he says,

,Ne, diky,“ fekne
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“She win me over,” Guillermo says while
studying Oscar’s move.

,.Ziskala mé,” fekne Guillermo a zkouma
Oscaruv tah.

He leans back on his chair, balancing on the
rear legs, says, “I hear they’regiving lessons
down at the senior center.”

Zhoupne se 1 se zidli, balancuje na jejich
zadnich nohou a fekne: ,,Slysel jsem, Ze v
centru pro seniory maji Sachové lekce.*

““The road of excess leads to the palace of
wisdom,”” Oscar says to me

cée

,»,Cesta krajnosti vede do paldce moudrosti,
Trekne mi Oscar

“Ten dollars says you can’t eat that donut
without moaning,” Oscar says.

,,Deset dolart na to, Ze ten donut nedokazes

snist bez vzdychdni,“ Fekne Oscar.

Guillermo, equally pleased, says, “There it is.
The government should use Dwyer’s donuts
to control our minds.”

Guillermo, stejnou mérou potéseny, rekne:
,» Lak to vidiS. Vlada by méla Dwyerovy
donuty pouzivat na ovladani mysli.*

After, Guillermo slaps his thighs with his
hands and says, “Okay, CJ, now we get to it. |
leave a message for Sandy this morning on his
voicemail. I tell him I agree to do a studio
credit for your winter term.”

KdyZ dojime, Guillermo se placne do stehna a
fekne: ,, Tak, CJ, jdeme na to. Nechal jsem
dnes rano Sandymu vzkaz. Rekl mu, Ze v
zimnim semestru muzes ateliér délat u me.”

“I have a way with the ladies,” he says to me,
stroking Frida under her chin with his index
finger.

,,Ja to se sleCnama umim,” Fekne mi a podrbe
Fridu ukazovackem pod bradou,

“Okay,” he says to me.

,» Tak,” Fekne pak mné

“I have to meet Sophia in two hours,” Oscar
says.

,»Za dvé hodiny mam schiizku se Sophiou,*
rekne Oscar

“All models, they are the exhibitionists,” he
says lightly.

,» VSichni modelové jsou exhibicionisti,
fekne jako by nic.

Nebe

“Hi,” he says, and jumps up.

,»Ahoj,” fekne a vyskodi.

“Thank you,” I say, and every available inch
of his face busts into a smile — whoa.

,Diky, Feknu a kazdy ¢tvere¢ni centimetr
jeho tvére se rozzari ismévem.

“Lennie, welcome back, dear,” another voice
says.

,Lennie, vitej zpatky, Fekne jiny hlas

“Thank you,” I say, for the hundredth time
that day.

,Diky, Feknu, ten den uz asi posté.

“See you’ve met The Maestro,” she says to
me, casually touching Joe’s back as she slips

,,Vidim, Ze s Maestrem jste se uz sezndmili,"
fekne, jako by nic se dotkne Joeovych zad a
posadi se na svou Zidli — prvni klarinet — ktera
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into her chair — first chair clarinet — where 1
should be sitting.

méla patfitmné.

“I’d better go beat on something,” Sarah says,
throwing Rachel a disgusted look, then huffs
off to beat on her timpani.

,»Asi bych méla jit do néceho prastit,” Fekne
Sarah, probodne Rachel znechucenym
pohledem a naStvané odpochoduje ke svym
tympantim.

“Hey, John Lennon,” he says, putting aside
his guitar, standing up and jumping off the
front step.

,»Ahoj Johne Lennone,* fekne, odlozi
kytaru, vstane a sesko¢i ze schodd.

“You are fine,” he says, looking me over like
a major dork, which immediately snaps me
out of my love spell.

,, Ly jsi dobrd,” fekne a prohlizi si mé jako
uplny cvok, coZ mé z mého zdchvatu lasky
okamzité probere.

“Hmm),” I say, pointing to the poster.

,2Hmmm, Feku a ukdZzu na plakat.

“I do,” I say, and then without thinking, add,

,»Mdam,* feknu, a pak bez premysleni doddm:

I say, “I think if we don’t stop kissing, the
world is going to explode.”

feknu: , Koukej, jestli se nepfestaneme libat,
tak svét vybuchne.*

“We can do something else for a while,” he
says.

,MiiZzeme chvili délat néco jiného,” Fekne.

“We get a lot of calls,” he says, then begins
his tuning ritual that makes everything in the
world but him and a handful of chords
disappear.

,»Sem kazdou chvili nékdo vold,” fekne a pak
se pusti do ritudlu ladén{, pfi kterém zmiz{
vSechno na svété krom n¢j a hrstky akordu.

when he says, “Ever been in love?”

kdyz fekne: ,,Bylas nékdy zamilovand?*

I don’t holler, Yes, right now, with you, stupid,
like I suddenly want to, but say, “No. I’ve
never been anything.”

Nezatvu: Jo, zrovna ted , do tebe, ty troubo,
coZ mam najednou chut’ udélat. Misto toho
feknu: ,Ne, nikdy jsem nebyla nic.

He says, “But if you’re someone who knows
the worst thing can happen at any time, aren’t
you also someone who knows the best thing
can happen at any time too?”

Rekne: »Ale kdyz jsi ted nékdo, kdo vi, Ze to
nejhorsi se muze stat kdykoli, nejsi taky
nékdo, kdo vi, Ze i to nejlepsi se miZe stat
kdykoli?*

“Yeah, that’s right,” I say.

,,JO, to mas pravdu,” feknu.

“Didn’t know you horn guys were so scary,” |
say, letting go of his hand and taking a swig
off the bottle.

,»1ojsem nevédéla, Ze jsou trumpetisti tak
désivi,” feknu, pustim jeho ruku a napiju se z
lahve.
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“He’s a musical genius,” I say, feeling my
earlier giddiness returning.

,,Je to genidlni muzikant,” feknu a citim, jak
se mi vraci dfivéjsi rozjarenost.

“Even better, even better,” she says, the relief
evident in her voice, and it makes me think.

., I1m lip, tim lip,” fekne a na hlase je ji znét,
Ze se ji ulevilo.

“I’m so sorry, Sarah,” I say, hugging her
back.

,Moc mé to mrzi, Sarah,”“ feknu a taky ji
obejmu.

“It’s okay, really,” she says.

,,Ale to nic,” Fekne ona.

“No, no, of course not,” I say as a speeding
eighteen-wheeler of guilt flattens me.

,»INe, ne, jasné 7Ze ne,” feknu a pritom mé
prejede Sestnéctitunka zahanbeni.

She’s doing circles around me, saying, “Oh
my God. I am s00000000000000 jealous.
Every girl in Clover is after one Fontaine or
another. No wonder you’ve been a shut-in. I
would be too, if I could shut in with one of
them. God, let me live vicariously through
you. Tell me every freaking detail. That
beautiful, beautiful boy, those eyes, those
eyelashes, that unfreakingbelievable smile,
that trumpet playing, wow, Lennnnnnnnnie.”

Obiha kolem mé v kruzich a rika: ,,Paneboze.
Ja ti taaaaak zavidim. Kazda holka v celym
Cloveru jde po nékterém Fontaineovi. Neni
divu, Zes nikam nechodila. Taky bych sedéla
doma, kdybych tam mohla byt s nékym z
nich. Hele, tak mi to dopfej aspon
zprostiedkované. Koukej mi vypravét vSechny
detaily. Takovy nadherny kluk, ty o€i, ty fasy,
ten neuvéritelny ismév, to, jak hraje na trubku,
no teda, Lennieeeee .

Dodat

Hyvézdy

After a minute, Augustus said, “Your book is
sort of the thing that brought us together.”

Augustus po chvilce dodal: ,,Ta vase kniha
nds vlastné dala dohromady.*

Slu

nce

Guillermo says, “And to thank me for saving
his life, he beat me at chess every single day
since.”

Guillermo doda: ,,A aby mi za tu zdchranu
podékoval, porazi mé od té€ doby kazdy den v
Sachach.*

Nebe

Kiiknout

Hyvézdy

Slu

nce
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Then Zephyr says, “Don’t rip ’em up, Fry. His | Ale Zephyr pak kfikne: ,,Nervi to, Fryi. Jeho

sister says he’s good.”

ségra tika, Ze je dobrej.*

Nebe
Naléhat
Hyvézdy
Slunce
Nebe
“Tell me,” I say. ,Rekni mi to,” naléham.

Navrhnout

Hyvézdy

Slunce

“You can classify too in the pad,” he says.

,Mizes je v tom skicdku taky klasifikovat,
navrhne

Nebe

Odseknout

Hyvézdy

Slunce

“I wouldn’t notice,” I say.

,» Toho jsem si nevSimla,* odseknu.

Nebe

Odmitnout

Hyvézdy
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“No, it’s fine,” I said. ,INe, diky, to je dobry,”“ odmitla jsem.
Slunce
Nebe
Odpovédeét
Hyvézdy

“Nothing,” he said.

,Nic,“ odpovédél.

Without looking over at me, Augustus said,
“You’re killing my vibe here, Hazel Grace.
I’'m trying to observe young love in its many-
splendored awkwardness.”

Augustus se na mé nepodival a odpovédél:
,,Kazi§ atmosféru, Hazel Grace. Ja se tady
snazim pozorovat mladou lasku v celé jeji
mnohotvarné neohrabanosti.*

“Do I—um, no, I’'m fine,” I said.

,Jestli — ne, ne, diky,” odpovédéla jsem.

“No, sir,” Gus said.

,INe, pane, odpovédél Gus.

“No, it’s not,” I said.

s

,INe, neni,“ odpovédéla jsem.

“Yeah,” I said, speaking up on Augustus’s
behalf.

,»Ano,“ odpovédéla jsem misto né;j.

“We do not,” I said for the both of us.

,INezname,“ odpovédéla jsem za oba.

Slunce

“Not a one, I’'m afraid,” he says.

,BohuZel iplné ve vSem,” odpovi

“Getting ready,” he says matter-of-factly.

,Pripravuju se,” odpovi vécné.

Nebe

Oslovit

Hyvézdy

“So you like my book,” he said to Augustus
after another sip.

,» LTakZe vam se libila moje kniha,* oslovil
Augusta po dalSim dousku.

Slunce

“Very clever, aren’t we?” the English guy
says to me at once.

,,Pali ti to, co?* oslovi mé okamzité AngliCan.
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Nebe

Ozvat se

Hyvézdy
“Right here,” Mom said behind us. ,Ja jsem tady taky,” ozvala se za mnou

mama.
Slunce
Nebe

Podotknout

Hyvézdy

“Someone should tell Jesus,” I said. “I mean,
it’s gotta be dangerous, storing children with
cancer in your heart.”

,INekdo by mél JeziSovi fict, Ze ukladat si do
srdce déti s rakovinou je nebezpecny,
podotkla jsem.

“I think he’s hurting her boob,” I said.

,Podle mé ji to prso musi bolet,” podotkla
jsem.

“This boy appears to have some kind of
developmental delay,” Peter Van Houten said
to Lidewij.

,» Vypada to, Ze ten mladik je opozdény ve
vyvoji,”“ podotkl Peter Van Houten k Lidewi;.

Lidewij said, “Perhaps a bit of breakfast first,
Peter.”

Lidewij podotkla: ,,MoZna by to nejdiiv
chtélo néco k snidani, Petre.*

“He seemed so intelligent in print,” Van
Houten said to Lidewij regarding Augustus.

v

,»A pisemné pusobil tak inteligentné,” podotkl
Van Houten k Lidewij ohledné Augusta

“She uses the royal we,” Peter said to no one
in particular

,Pouziva kralovské My, podotkl Peter ke
vSem a k nikomu

Slunce

“Remarkable, even with the fleas,” Guillermo
says to Oscar.

,,Pozoruhodny vykon, dokonce i s tou
blechou, podotkne Guillermo k Oscarovi.

“There are mountain lions around here,” I say

,Ziji tady pumy,” podotknu.

Nebe
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Pokracovat

Hyvézdy

Slunce

Nebe

“You’re just being modest,” Rachel says,
tossing fairy-tale locks over the back of her
chair.

,,To je zbyte¢nd skromnost,” pokracuje
Rachel a odhodi ty své pohddkové vlasy pres
opéradlo Zidle

Prohlasit

Hyvézdy

“We’re here for you, Isaac,” Patrick said
y

,Jsme s tebou,” prohlasil rozhodné Patrik.

“I fear oblivion,” he said without a moment’s
pause.

,,Bojim se zapomenuti,” prohlasil bez
zavahani.

“Goddamn,” Augustus said quietly

»Sakra,” prohlasil tiSe

“You should see it,” he said

,M¢la bys to vidét,” prohlasil

“Well,” Peter Van Houten said, extending his
hand to me

,INo,“ prohlasil Peter Van Houten a podal mi
ruku

“Then it’s too late for breakfast,” he said.

,»Tak to je na snidani moc pozdé,” prohlasil

“A drink this good deserves one’s best
posture,” he said.

,» Takhle dobré piti si zaslouZi jen ten nejlepsi
postoj,” prohlasil.

“Well, thanks, at any rate,” Augustus said. I
could hear annoyance in his voice.

“Well, thanks, at any rate,” Augustus said. I
could hear annoyance in his voice.

“,,No, v kazdém ptipad¢ dékujeme, prohlasil
Augustus a zné€lo to uz podrazdéné.

Slunce

Fry twirls a finger by his ear as he says to
Zephyr, “Someone’s Frisbee is seriously on
the roof, bro.”

Fry si zatfepe prstem v uchu a prohlasi: ,, Ty
voe, tady fakt nékomu houkd v kouli.*

“Nice catch,” he says.

P13

,,Chytat umis,” prohlasi.
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“I' kill you in your sleep,” he says

,,Ja t€ zabiju ve spani,” prohlasi

“No,” I say

,Ne,“ prohlasim

“Well, hello there,” he says.

,INo ne, ahoj,” prohlasi

Nebe

“Everyone calls me Lennie,” I say.

,,VSichni mi fikaji Lennie,” prohlasim.

“Joe was a fabulous second in your absence,”
she says, drawing out the word fabulous from
here to the Eiffel Tower.

,Joe byl bdjecny druhy klarinet, cos byla
pry¢,” prohlasi a slovo bdjecny protdhne az k
Eiffelce.

“Well, it’s true,” she says to him.

,INO, ale je to pravda,* prohlasi smérem k
nému.

“Ugh, quel dork,” 1 say, pushing him away.

»Teda, gquel cvok,* prohlasim a odstréim ho.

Big says, “Would you look at her. We’ve got
to cut down those damn rosebushes.”

Velikan prohlasi: ,Jen se na ni podive;.
Budeme muset vykopat ty zatracené rize.’

¢

“God, it’s been forever,” she says.

,Paneboze, to byla celd vécnost, prohlasi.

Pripustit
Hyvézdy
“Kind of,” I said. ,,D4 se fict,” pripustila jsem.
Slunce
Nebe
Slibit
Hyvézdy
“Okay,” I said. ,»Tak jo,” slibila jsem.
Slunce
Nebe
Skemrat
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Hyvézdy

Slu

nce

saying, “Please, dude, stop.”

Skemraji: ,,Prosim t¢, nech toho.*

Nebe
Trvat
Hyvézdy
Slunce
Nebe
“I want to know,” I say. . C v , .
y ,,Ja to chci védét,” trvam na svém.

Vysvétlit

Hyvézdy

“We are literally in the heart of Jesus,” he
said.

v v

»Isme v JeziSove srdci,” vysvétlil.

“His memory is compromised,” Lidewij said | ,,Trochu ho zrazuje pamét’,” vysvétlila
Lidewij.
Slunce

“G. saved my life,” Oscar says with affection

,,G. mi zachrénil Zivot,” vysvétluje Oscar s
laskou.

Nebe

“Pretty cool, huh? My dad makes amazing
instruments. Not just guitars either.
Mandolins, lutes, dulcimers,” he says as I ogle
one and then the next.

,Dost dobry, ne? Tata dél4 uZasny néstroje. A
nejen kytary. Taky mandoliny, loutny,
dulcimery, vysvétluje, kdyZz si prohliZim

jednu po druhé.

Vyzvat

Hyvézdy

4
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I half raised my hand and Patrick, his delight | Tak napil jsem zvedla ruku a Patrik mé
evident, immediately said, “Hazel!” okamzité vyzval: ,,Hazel!*
Slunce
Nebe
Zacit
Hyvézdy

“Well, um,” I said, “first, we do want to say
thank you for dinner last night and —"

,Ehm, tedy,” zacala jsem, ,,pfedev§im vdm
chceme podékovat za vCerejsi veceri a —

“Um,” Augustus said.

,INo,“ zacal Augustus.

Slunce
“So, that picture . . .” he says hesitantly ,A... ten obrazek.” zacne vahavé
Nebe
Zavolat
Hyvézdy
“Make friends!” she said through the rolled- | KdyZ jsem odchdzela, jeSté za mnou okynkem
down window as I walked away. zavolala: ,,At’ si najde§ kamarady!*
Slunce
Nebe
Zeptat selptdt se
Hyvézdy

Van Houten nodded and said, “Did you close
the deal with that chick yet?”

Van Houten kyvl a zeptal se: ,,UZ je s tou
kockou ruka v rukave?*

“Are you joking?” Gus said.

,» 10 md byt vtip?*“ zeptal se Gus.

Slu

nce

4
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when Brian says, “What?”

teprve kdyz se Brian zepta ,,Coze?*

“Time for a dip, Bubble?” Fry says.

,,Tak co, jdes se koupat, Bublino?* zepta se
Fry.

“So did you homos pack a picnic?” Fry says
to Brian

,»Tak co, teplousi, svacinu mate? zepta se
Fry Briana

“I guess you’re not leaving?” he says to his
hands

,» TakZe vy nejdete?* zepta se svych rukou

“What’s a Hippity Hop?” he says to my
retreating back

,,Co je to hopsadlo?* zepta se mych
odchazejicich zad

“You think that’s funny?” Brian says

,», Tobé to pfipada vtipny?* pta se Brian

Nebe

Zopakovat

Hyvézdy

And then we all, in a monotone, said, “We’re
here for you, Isaac.”

A my vSichni jsme monoténné opakovali:
,,Jsme s tebou, Izaku.*

Slu

nce

“CJ,” Oscar says like it’s a revelation.

,Cl.,”“ zopakuje Oscar, jako by to byl objev.

Nebe

“What’s the deal with the phone?” I say,
instead of saying Who’s Genevieve?

,,Co ten telefon?* zeptam se, misto abych
tekla Kdo je Genevieve?

Jiné

Hyvézdy

“Yeah,” Isaac said.

,»Jo,“ kyvl 1zak

“Okay,” I said. “I’ll look it up.”

,»Tak jo.J4 se po tom podivam,” kyvla jsem.

“Too soon,” Isaac said, cracking a smile.

,,Predbihas,” usmal se 1zak.

“Hold on,” Augustus said, raising a finger,
and turned to Isaac.

,2Moment,” zvedl Augustus prst a obratil se
k Izakovi

“I would tell Him myself,” Augustus said

,,Ja bych mu to fekl sdm,” pokrcil rameny
Augustus

“Never seen it,” I said.

,» 1o jsem nevidéla,” pokrcila jsem rameny.
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He looked down at the shirt and smiled.
“Funny,” he said.

Podival se na moje tricko a usmal se.
,Legracni.*

“The thing that brought us nearly together,” I
said.

,» Lak skoro dohromady,“ pochopila jsem.

“Peter,” Lidewij said, duly horrified.

,Petre!* zhrozila se Lidewij.

“I’m afraid not,” Lidewij answered. “He’s
not always—this is unusually —”

,BohuZel ne,” potrasla Lidewij hlavou. ,,On
neni vZdycky — tohle je nezvykle —

“Um,” I said

,,Ehm *“ zkusila jsem to znova

Slunce

“Nothing,” I say.

,,.Nic,” mavnu rukou

“Apologize for what?” Fry says.

,Omluvit za co? usklibne se Fry

“Indeed,” Oscar says with a smile.

,Presné tak,” usméje se Oscar.

“Really?” he says with a grin.

,,Vazné?* zazubi se.

Nebe

“Yeah,” Joe says.

,J0,“ kyvne Joe.

“You know I’'ll miss you,” she says, pouting.

,Budes mi moc chybét,” nasSpuli Rachel tsta.

“Whew,” Sarah, says, sweeping her hand off
her brow dramatically.

,Uf,“ otfe si Sarah dramaticky celo.
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Priznakovost

Vétsi mira

Hyvézdy

Me: “See, that’s the kind of thing I’d know if
you got me a fake ID.”

Vidis, a to bych pravé védéla, kdybys mi
opatfila tu faleSnou legitku.*

ridiculously fat chipmunked cheeks

sm&sné tlust’oucké tvaricky jako kiecek

ancient mother

staricka matka

he wouldn’t treat us deferentially

Ze s nami nezachazel jako s porcelanem

Slunce

sister

ségra

didn’t realize it was so loud

neuvédomil jsem si, co to je za randal

we laughed together like hyenas

chechtali jsme se spolu jako blazni

“Sorry,” Fry says

,Sorac, fekne Fry

Impressive.” To jsi frajerka.”
The Institute Akada
Nebe

about plants o kytkach
from here to the Eiffel Tower az k Eiffelce
flowers kytky
Mensi mira

Hyvézdy

and that therefore my meds should be
adjusted and also I should attend a weekly
Support Group.

a proto je potfeba upravit davkovani léku a
prihlasit mé do podpirné skupiny.

every freaking meating

tplné pri kazdém setkani

balls

varlata

nuts

varlata

cancertastic past

rakovinovou minulost

nonhot boy

nezajimavy kluk
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There is only one thing in this world shittier

Jenom jedna véc je totiZ horsi

the math kicks in

pochopitelné si to spocitate

So Support Group blew

Takhle tedy vypadala podpiirna skupina

Me: “See, that’s the kind of thing I’d know if
you got me a fake ID.”

Vidis, a to bych pravé védéla, kdybys mi
opatrila tu faleSnou legitku.

my lungs sucked at being lungs

moje plice moc jako plice nefunguji

Slu

nce

who’s freaking Thor

P A

M¢élo by se mu spiS fikat Thor.

he’s like a frickin’ eel

on je jak thot

toilet-licking

odpornymi, pitomy

hella freaking green

vSechny odstiny zelené

Maybe he’s too freaked out

Mozna ho vydésilo

a bloody mess

cuné

“Fuck off, you toilet-licking sociopaths!”

,» Vypadnéte, vy podélany psychopati,

Is he freaking crazy?

Copak se zbldznil?

Drawing is Noah’s thing.

Kresleni je Noahtv obor.

“Well, yes, that’s fine and good, but it’s not
yours to bloody give.”

,NO, to je sice hezké, jenZe neni tvij, takZe mi
ho nemuzes dat.“

The boycott will be a snap to maintain,
oranges Or no oranges.

Nebude viibec tézké dodrzovat bojkot,
pomerance nepomerance.

Nebe

shit-kicker cowboy boots

poradné kovbojské boty

I hope he just keeps talking up a storm,
because I can’t utter a word.

Doufdm jen, Ze neprestane mluvit, protoZe ja
ze sebe nejsem schopna vydat ani slovo.

badass flower

uzasna kvétina

tiny boxlike weirdo boy writing

zvlastnim, hranatym chlapeckym pismem

How could I be in Joe Fontaine’s freaking
bedroom without her knowing?

Jak mizu sedét v pokoji Joea Fontainea, kdyz
ona to nevi?

crazy-ass bow

konsky smycec

pissed

naStvana

5
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unfreakingbelievable smile neuvéritelny usmév

Gramgantuan ones obrovské kytky
“Let’s let the whole fucking world explode A ted nechame svét klidng vybuchnout.
this time.”
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Realie

Vypiujcka

Hyvézdy

“I’m going to the Rijksmuseum and the
Vondelpark today,”

,,Ja dneska ptijdu do Rijksmusea a do
Vondelparku,*

make it back to the Filosoof

a nikdy se uz nedokazeme vrétit do Filosoofu

on the Vondelstraat

na Vondelstraat

for the Oranjee dinner

pri vecefi v Oranjee

Slunce
Lost Cove Lost Cove
At Yosemite. V Yosemitech.
Darth Vader Darth Vader
Day Street Day Street
Indy 500 Indy 500
donut donut

Nebe

Clover Clover
Rain River Rain River

with a huge Stetson

obfim stetsonem

Puerto Rico Portoriko
Hawaii Havaj
Kansas Kansas
Vypujcka + Klasifikator

Hyvézdy

Like V for Vendetta Natalie Portman.

Jako Natalie Portmanova v tom filmu V jako
vendeta.

Slu

nce

5
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Nebe

Pieklad

Hyvézdy

previous season’s America’s Next Top Model

opakovani loniské Americké supermodelky

Counterinsurgence

Povstalci

Slunce

Northern California

severni Kalifornie

Devil’s Drop

Dablova skala

Goliath

Golias

Roosevelt High

Rooseveltska stredni

California School of Arts = CSA

Institut vytvarného uméni = IVU

Pacific Tichy ocedn
AA Anonymni alkoholici
NA Anonymni narkomani

Nebe

Northern California

severni Kalifornie

Milky Way

MIécna draha

the Jaws theme song

ustfedni téma z Celisti

The Sanctum

Svatyné

Flying Man’s

u Létajictho muze

Jiné

Hyvézdy
into a Dixie cup do kelimku
pageboy haircut mikado
chipmunked cheeks tvare jako krecek
Chuck Taylors conversky
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Slunce

Ouija Board

tabulka

Giants baseball cap

kSiltovce

IgotaC Dostala jsem trojku
Evel Knievel Motorka
donut pecivo

Nebe

Rapunzel hair

vlasy pohadkové princezny

The Merry Mourner

Joker

expedition to State’s Women’s Studies
Department feminism symposium.

vypravu na to sympozium o feminismu.

Loserville

a tohle mésto je samy lizr

Someone behind us starts playing
“Approaching Shark”, aka the Jaws theme
song.

Nékdo za nami zacne hrat ustfedni téma z
Celisti.

The guy looks unabashedly jack-o’-lantern
happy which couldn’t be more foreign to the
sullen demeanor most of us strove to perfect.

Zubi se od ucha k uchu a viibec se za to
nestydi, kdeZto my vSichni ostatni si peclivé
péstujeme trvale naStvany vyraz.

Central Casting French

Francouz jako poleno
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DalSi postupy

Redukce

Hyvézdy

“You too, Mom. See you at six.”

,,Ja tebe taky,” odpovédéla jsem.

He nodded toward the boy, who now had a
name. “‘So, yeah,” Isaac continued. He was
looking at his hands, which he’d folded into
each other like the top of a tepee.

Kyvl hlavou k tomu klukovi, takZe uz jsem
védéla, jak se jmenuje. Podival se na svoje
ruce, které na kliné slozil jednu do druhé.

He smiled a little when his turn came.

Trochu se usmal.

“You’re like a millennial Natalie Portman.

., Vypadas jako Natalie Portmanova

“Really?” he asked. “Pixie-haired gorgeous
girl dislikes authority and can’t help but fall
for a boy she knows is trouble.

,,Ne? Nadherna nakratko ostrihana holka
nesndsi pravidla a zamiluje se do chlapa, ze
kteryho koukaji jenom prusvihy.

He looked down at the shirt and smiled.
“Funny,” he said.

Podival se na moje tricko a usmal se.
,Legracni.*

“Don’t call my boobs funny,” I answered.

,INech si to! Moje prsa nejsou u nikoho
legraéni!*

the blessed Van Houten was making a
rhetorical offer to meet

to Van Houtenovo pozvani byl jen fe¢nicky
obrat

duck-billed platypuses

ptakopyskové

“I do not have a drinking problem,” he
announced, his voice needlessly loud.

,,Jd nemam problém s alkoholem, prohlésil.

“Alas. Zeno was a pre-Socratic philosopher
who is said to have discovered forty
paradoxes within the worldview put forth by
Parmenides—surely you know Parmenides,”
he said, and I nodded that I knew Parmenides,
although I did not.

,Skoda. Zenon byl pfedsokratovsky filozof,
ktery tvrdil, Ze objevil Ctyficet paradoxi v
Parmenidové svétondzoru — Parmenida urcité
zndte, ne?“ Kyvla jsem, 1 kdyZ jsem ho
neznala.

After a moment, Augustus answered for me.
“Limited,” he said.

Za ngjakou chvili za mé odpovéd€l Augustus:
,»Malo.*

his little eyes as wide as they could get

oCi oteviené tak doSiroka, jak to Slo

He looked up at Lidewij and asked, “Is it?”

Podival se po Lidewij: ,,Hraje to?*
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“If you want me to be a teenager, don’t send
me to Support Group. Buy me a fake ID so I
can go to clubs, drink vodka, and take pot.”

,Jestli chce§, abych byla ,skoro dospéld®, tak
mi potid néjaky falesny doklad, abych mohla
chodit do klubt, pit vodku a brat marjanku.*

Slu

nce

Zephyr’s got me in a headlock from behind
and his chest’s heaving intomy back, my back
into his chest.

Zephyr mé drzi zezadu pod krkem a na zadech
citim jeho vzdouvajici se hrud'.

when I was spying, drawings of them, rising
out of the water, with their surfboards under
arm, no wetsuits, no nothing, totally
glistening, and, uh: holding hands.

kdyz jsem je Spehoval. Jsou na nich oni dva,
jak vylézaji z vody, nemaji na sobé neopren,
vlastn€ na sob& nemaji viibec nic, lesknou se a
- ehm - drZi se za ruce.

Fry twirls a finger by his ear as he says to
Zephyr,

Fry si zatfepe prstem v uchu a prohlasi

“Oh, hey,” he says casually

,»Ahoj, fekne jako by nic

I free them, only to clap them together like
they’re cymbals. Jesus.

Osvobodim je, ale vzapéti je sprasknu jako
Cinely.

He nods, believing me, of course, because
why would I lie?

Kyvne, protoze mi to véfi. K ¢emu by mi bylo
Ihat, no ne?

Oh, and there’s this one of a bird flying but
the clouds are inside the bird,

Nebo ten, co na ném leti ptak, ale mraky jsou
v ptakovi, ne kolem néj

Oh Clark Gable.

Clarku Gable!

“’Cuz I don’t.”

,,Mné ne.“

he says to his hands, then looks up at Fry and
Big Foot, somehow without breaking the
rhythm of the skipping stone. It’s incredible.

zeptd se svych rukou, pak zvedne oci k Fryovi
a Yettimu, kdmen ale poskakuje dal

Still a reckless idiot, yes, but damn, he looks
fine, sitting on that bike on this sunny winter
day.

Jo, bezhlavy idiot je to porad, ale vypada
sakra dobre, takhle na slunicku, usazeny na
motorce

“Meaning if you were in the room with The
Button, you know, the end of the world
nuclear bomb button, just you and it, man and
button, you’d press it? Just like that.”

. TakZe kdybys byl v jedny mistnosti s TIM
knoflikem, myslim s tim, co zptsobi jaderny
konec svéta, jen ty a on, muz a tlacitko,
zmackl bys ho?*

“All right then.” He walks up to me, close, so
close I could reach up and trace his scars with
my finger if I wanted to.

Dojde ke mné, az tak blizko, Ze bych se
mohla dotknout jeho jizev, kdybych chtéla.

shiny, tangly brown hair

lesklé zacuchané vlasy

5
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Alas, perhaps I’m not prepared for this: sex
noises. Unmistakable sex noises.

Na tohle ale bohuzZel pfipravena nejsem:
Zvuky sexu.

“All I know is I woke up with G.’s monstrous
face in mine”

,»Ja vim jenom to, Ze kdyZ jsem se probral,
mél jsem tésné pred sebou obif oblicej,

He registers my surprise. “Oh. Sandy leave a
message on the machine, a garbled
message —I kick that old machine one too
many times—said a CJ wanted to work in
stone. That is all I understand. Days ago, he
call. I did not check until today.”

Zaregistruje mé prekvapeni. ,,Sandy mi nechal
vzkaz na hlasové schrance - moc jsem mu
nerozumél - mockrdt uz jsem tu masinu
nakopl. Ptal, jestli u mé muze CJ pracovat v
kameni. Vic jsem nerozumél. Volal uz pred
nékolik dny. Pustil jsem to teprve dneska.*

Oh, duh. Got it.

Aha. UZ to chapu.

I say, “Meaning if you were in the room with
The Button, you know, the end of the world
nuclear bomb button, just you and it, man and
button, you’d press it? Just like that.”

,TakZe kdybys byl v jedny mistnosti s TIM
knoflikem, myslim s tim, co zptsobi jaderny
konec svéta, jen ty a on, muz a tlacitko,
zmackl bys ho?*

I say, “You should really trade in that thing for
a Hippity Hop. Much safer.”

,Misto tyhle véci bys mél mit radsi hopsadlo.
Je to mnohem bezpecnéjsi.*

“So how did the two of you meet?” he asks.

,Jak jste se vy dva vlastné seznamili?*

Guillermo says to him, “Yes, very good, one
of your twelve steps, Oscore?”

,»Ano, to je dobré, je to jeden ze tvych
dvanacti kroku, Oscore?*

Nebe

Across the room from where I sit, Gram —
all six feet and floral frock of her, looms over
the black-spotted leaves.

Babi — metr osmdesét, kvétované Saty — se
sklani nad ¢ern€ skvrnitymi listy.

To anyone else it might seem strange, even
off the wall, that Gram, as she asks this, is
staring at me, but it doesn’t to Uncle Big,
because he’s staring at me as well.

Kazdému jinému by asi prislo divné, Ze se
babi kouka na mé&, kdyZ tu otazku klade;
strejdovi ale ne, protoZe ten se na mé kouka
taky.

Big’s voice trumpets as if from stage or
pulpit; his words carry weight, even pass the
salt comes out of his mouth in a thou-shalt-
Ten-Commandments kind of way.

Velikan mé zvucny hlas, ktery by se hodil na
jevisté nebo za feCnicky pult. Dokonce 1 kdyz
fekne podej mi siil, zni to, jako by vyhlaSoval
desatero prikazani.

Her death is all over me, I can feel it and
everyone can see it, plain as a big black coat
wrapped around me on a beautiful spring day.

Citim ho a vSichni ho vidi, stejné jasné jako
ten veliky Cerny kabdt, ktery mam kolem sebe
omotany i v tomhle krasném jarnim dni.

not precious with it, tight fist around the
neck, like a sword.

Nijak opatrné, svird ho v pésti jako mec.
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He has scores of messy brown curls that flop
every which way, and eyelashes so spider-leg
long and thick that when he blinks he looks
like he’s batting his bright green eyes right at
you.

Ma spoustu rozcuchanych hnédych kudrn,
které mu padaji na vSechny strany, a rasy tak
dlouhé a husté, Ze kdyZz zamrk4d, vypada to,
jako by na Clovéka t€éma jasné zelenyma
oc¢ima vyznamné maval.

“Lennie, welcome back, dear,” another voice
says.

,Lennie, vitej zpatky,“ fekne jiny hlas.

Of course she doesn’t say France so it
rhymes with dance like a normal American-
speaking human being.

Samoziejmé Ze nemiZe vyslovit Francie jako
kazda normélni americky mluvic{ lidska
bytost.

There’s a vulnerability in it, a hesitancy; it’s
all over his face, swimming around in his
beautiful green eyes too.

Je to zranitelny usmév, vahavy; d4 se to vycist
z celé jeho tvare, 1 z téch krasnych zelenych
0Ci.

Big replies, “No, bet a million dollars he’s
exactly where you are, though he probably has
his guitar with him. Have you asked him if he
sleeps with it yet?”

Velikan odpovi: ,,Vsadim milion dolart, Ze je
na tom presné stejné jako ty,jen ma nejspis
vedle sebe svou kytaru. Ptala ses ho, jestli s
ni spi?*

Gram smiles, oblivious of the sudden bile
rising in my throat, the twisting in my guts.

Bébi se usméje — netusi, jak mdm najednou
v krku horko.

“In the middle of all this tragedy, you’re
growing up, sweet pea, and that is such a
wonderful thing.”

,Uprostfed celé té tragédie dospivas. A to je
uzZasné.*

Amplifikace/explicitace

Hyvézdy

Mahogany hair, straight and short.

Mél tmavohnédé vlasy, rovné a kratké.

Look, let me just say it: He was hot.

No, ja vam to tedy feknu: byl strasné sexy.

it was agreed

ve vzacné shodé

“I would tell Him myself,” Augustus said,
“but unfortunately I am literally stuck inside
of His heart, so He won’t be able to hear me.”

,,Ja bych mu to fekl sam, pokr¢il rameny
Augustus, ,,jenZe nemuzu. KdyZ jsem
doslovné v jeho srdci, tak by mé neslySel.*

“Don’t call my boobs funny,” I answered.

,INech si to! Moje prsa nejsou u nikoho
legraéni!*

“Anna?”’ I asked.

,,Jako Anna?“ zeptala jsem se.

“You too, Mom. See you at six.”

,,Ja tebe taky,” odpovédéla jsem.
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“I hardly know you, Augustus Waters. You
could be an ax murderer.”

,,Vibec t&€ nezndm, Auguste Watersi,"
prohlasila jsem. ,,Co kdyzZ jsi masovy vrah?*

“What’s with the ‘always’?” The slurping
sounds intensified.

,,Co to maji s tim ,vZdycky‘?* zeptala jsem
se, zatimco mlaskavé zvuky silily.

“That was actually worse than you made it out

,» 10 bylo jesté horsi, nez jak jsi to li¢il,

to be.” prohlasil.

Slunce
He was— Mimochodem Michelangelo opravdu byl gay
He was— Mimochodem Michelangelo opravdu byl gay

because he’s thirty feet tall and made of
truck parts

protoze méfi asi deset metrti a vypada, jako
kdyby z ¢asti jeho téla pivodné chtéli
sestavit kamion

Relief swallows me whole.

Mg pro zménu zalije obrovska vina tlevy.

Relief swallows me whole.

Mg pro zménu zalije obrovska vlna udlevy.

He nods, believing me, of course, because
why would I lie?

Kyvne, protoze mi to véfi. K ¢emu by mi bylo
Ihat, no ne?

I have no idea!

J4 to sam taky nevim!

Supremely cool and twisted.

Ty obrazy jsou hrozné ujeté a hrozné cool.

I stop myself because, whoa— and I could go
on too.

zarazim se, protoZe - no nazdar, uz zas jedu,
a klidné bych mohl pokracovat

“You are a bloody mess, dude,”

,» Ly fakt se§ maliF a taky cuné, Clovéce,”

“Awesome,” he says, still searching

,» L0 je senzace,” fekne, ale nepfestane hledat.

“Awesome,” he says, still searching

,» 10 je senzace,” fekne, ale nepfestane hledat.

“Or draw what we find.

,INebo jesté lip, kreslit, co najdeme.

From underneath my hair, I study him.

ProhliZim si ho a nenapadné to maskuju
vlasy spadlymi do oci.

And wow, it’s like riding a bicycle.

Je to vdzné jako jizda na kole, €lovék to
nezapomene.

Impressionist eyes.

Jsou to impresionistické oci.

Snap. Out. Of. It.

Nech. Uz. Toho. Konecné.
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Pressed pause.

Stiskla jsem tlacitko Pauza?

I’m in trouble.

Je mi jasné, Ze jsem v prusvihu.

This is the kind of thing you should only do
in private, not with a Guillermo and an
Oscore staring you down, both of them with
arms crossed and very superior expressions
on their faces.

Takovéhle véci by Clovék mél délat jen v
soukromi, ne kdyZ ho Guillermo a Oscore
probodavaji o¢ima, oba se zaloZenyma
rukama a povySené védoucim vyrazem.

“Cool.” His lips curve into a half smile.

,Dobry,” Fekne a pousméje se.

“He’s called The Tree Man because he had
such a severe case of human papiloma virus
of the skin that thirteen pounds of horn-like
warts had to be removed from his body.”

,,Je to proto, Ze ma na kizi hrozné tézky
pripad lidského papilomaviru. Kdyz ho
operovali, tak mu odstranili tfinact kilo
zrohovatélych bradavic.

He’s bare-chested, straight off the beach,

Je do pil téla nahy, protoze byl na plazi

Then Zephyr says,

Ale Zephyr pak kiikne:

“I don’t really go there,” I spill to the tree,
really afraid to look at him now.

,INO, ja tam vlastné nechodim, pfiznam se
stromu, protoze na n&j se ted podivat bojim.

Doesn’t matter.

Ale to je jedno.

How did I get into this?

Jak jsem se do téhle situace viibec dostala?

have an English accent and drive a
motorcycle

mluvit s anglickym pfizvukem, a jeSté k tomu
jezdit na motorce.

Nebe

“What do you mean it might not get better this
time?”

,,Moment, co tim chces rict, Ze tentokrat se
mozna nevzpamatuje?*

The room has become a clamor of random
notes and scales.

V mistnosti prestava byt pro stupnice a
ndhodné tény slySet vlastniho slova.

I don’t fire-breathe at her: “Glad everything
worked out for you, Rachel.”

Nezacnu na ni dstit ohen. Nereknu: ,,No to
jsem réda, jak ti to pékné vyslo, Rachel.

It’s overflowing with instruments I’ve never
seen before and can’t even imagine what kind
of sound they’d make,

Doslova pretéka hudebnimi nastroji, které
jsem nikdy nevidéla a neumim si ani
predstavit, jaky zvuk mizou vydavat.

Modulace

Hyvézdy
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all about how we, as young cancer survivors,
were sitting right in Christ’s very sacred
heart and whatever.

jak nas, mladé lidi bojujici s rakovinou, si
JeziS vine primo k svému nejsvétéjSimu
srdci a tak vSelijak.

To be fair to Patrick,

Abych Patrickovi nekfivdila

teenager

skoro dospéla

“I think he’s hurting her boob,” I said.

,,Podle mé ji to prso musi bolet, podotkla
jsem.

Slu

nce

I blast through air

Vzduch se div nerozzhavi

Devil’s Drop, the second-highest jump on the
hill, which they aim to throw me over, has the
name for a reason.

vV,

Diblova skala, druhy nejvy$si skok na ttesu,
ze kterého mé chtéji shodit, se tak nejmenuje
nahodou.

So why isn’t he pussyhomoBubbling me?

Tak pro¢ ted nejsem teplousposerabublina?

He’s the coolest person ever.

Druhy takhle cool ¢lovék na svété neni.

Guys like him really shouldn’t be allowed on
motorcycles.

Typkdm jako on by se mély motorky zakazat.

I don’t add.

Dodam v duchu.

What if there was a time when I was going
through hell too, but I didn’t have the
courage to keep going?

Co kdyz byla doba, kdy jsem i ja prochédzela
peklem, ale neméla jsem odvahu nezastavit
se?

“Or closing your eyes.”

,,INebo s otevienyma ofima.*

wrinkles that fan out at his temples

vrasek, které ma u oci

Nebe

“We’ll meet again,” Joe replies, adding an
eye-bat to his repertoire.

» VSak se neloucime,*“ odpovi Joe a ptidd do
repertodru zamdavani fasami.

“You okay?” he asks.

,Neni ti nic?* zepta se.

Generalizace

Hyvézdy

It met every Wednesday.

Ta skupina fungovala jednou tydné.

after a minute

po chvilce

63




Boys do not have a monopoly on the Staring
Business, after all.

Koneckonct, kluci na to prece nemaji
monopol

Slu

nce

A sickly ferret feeling is burrowing itself into
every corner of my body

Zveda se mi zaludek. Ty désné pocity se
zavrtavaji do kazdého koutku mého téla

In Taipei. Na Tchaj-wanu.
Uzi samopal
Nebe

“I follow the proof-is-in-the-pudding
scientific method: Please examine the
empirical evidence in this bed. She’s worse
than me.”

J4 véfim na védeckou metodu dikkazu
vysledkem. Staci, kdyZ prozkoum4s
predloZeny vysledek v téhle posteli. Vzdyt je
hor$i nez ja.*“

Substituce

Hyvézdy

I didn’t want to take the elevator because
taking the elevator is a Last Days kind of
activity at Support Group, so I took the
stairs.

Nechtéla jsem jet vytahem, protoze to v
podpirné skupiné délaji jen beznadéjné
pripady, takZe jsem §lapala po schodech

Slu

nce

until I head-butt the sky

aZz hlavou mdlem nabourdm mraky

Several seconds that feel like several years
later,

Za nékolik vtefin, které mi pripadaji jako
nékolik hodin,

Then I try to see the picture through his eyes
and an uh-oh-kill-me-now feeling overtakes
me.

Pak se zkusim na obrazek podivat jeho o¢ima
a zmocni se m¢ pocit, Ze bych se asi nejspis
mél propadnout pod zem.

cver

v historii vesmiru

honey badger

rosomak

We’re sprinting at the speed of light when the
ground gives way and we rise into the air as if
racing up stairs.

Ritime se rychlosti svétla a najednou se zemé
propadne a my se vzneseme, jako bychom
zavodili s hvézdami.

Nebe
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He’s treetop tall. Je vysoky, Zze by mohl sundavat mraky z
nebe.
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