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[1] The winter passed; and spring came round again. Flush could see no end
to the affair; and yet just as a river, though it reflects still trees and grazing
cows and rooks returning to the tree-tops, moves inevitably to a waterfall,
so those days, Flush knew, were moving to catastrophe. Rumours of change
hovered in the air. Sometimes he thought that some vast exodus impended.
There was that indefinable stir in the house which precedes—could it be
possible?—a journey. Boxes were actually dusted, were, incredible as it
might seem, opened. Then they were shut again. No, it was not the family
that was going to move. The brothers and sisters still went in and out as
usual. Mr Barrett paid his nightly visit, after the man had gone, at his
accustomed hour. What was it, then, that was going to happen? for as the
summer of 1846 wore on, Flush was positive that a change was coming. He
could hear it again in the altered sound of the eternal voices. Miss Barrett’s
voice, that had been pleading and afraid, lost its faltering notes. It rang out
with a determination and a boldness that Flush had never heard in it before.
If only Mr Barrett could hear the tone in which she welcomed this usurper,
the laugh with which she greeted him, the exclamation with which he took
her hand in his! But nobody was in the room with them except Flush. To him
the change was of the most galling nature. It was not merely that Miss
Barrett was changing towards Mr Browning—she was changing in every
relation—in her feeling towards Flush himself. She treated his advances
more brusquely; she cut short his endearments laughingly; she made him
feel that there was something petty, silly, affected, in his old affectionate
ways. His vanity was exacerbated. His jealousy was inflamed. At last, when
July came, he determined to make one violent attempt to regain her favour,
and perhaps to oust the newcomer. How to accomplish this double purpose
he did not know, and could not plan.

[2] But suddenly on the 8th of July his feelings overcame him. He flung
himself on Mr Browning and bit him savagely. At last his teeth met in the
immaculate cloth of Mr Browning’s trousers! But the limb inside was hard as
iron—Mr Kenyon’s leg had been butter in comparison. Mr Browning
brushed him off with a flick of his hand and went on talking. Neither he nor
Miss Barrett seemed to think the attack worthy of attention. Completely
foiled, worsted, without a shaft left in his sheath, Flush sank back on his
cushions panting with rage and disappointment. But he had misjudged Miss
Barrett’s insight. When Mr Browning was gone, she called him to her and
inflicted upon him the worst punishment he had ever known. First she
slapped his ears—that was nothing; oddly enough the slap was rather to his
liking; he would have welcomed another. But then she said in her sober,
certain tones that she would never love him again. That shaft went to his
heart. All these years they had lived together, shared everything together,
and now, for one moment'’s failure, she would never love him again.
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Flush
Zivotopis pejska spisovatelky Browningové

prelozila Bozena Simkova
Jan Laichter, Praha 1938

Zima minula; a jaro uZ zase bylo tady. Flush nevidél konce celé té véci,

a prece tak jako feka, ackoliv se v ni stale zrcadli stromy a pasouci se kravy
a havrani, vracejici se nazpét na vrcholky stromd, spéje neodvratné

k néjakému vodopadu, tak tyto dny — jak Flush predvidal — spély pomalu ke
katastrofé. Predzvésti néjaké zmény, jako by se vznasely ve vzduchu.
Ptipadalo mu, Ze se chysta néjaky exodus.*) V domé se rozvifil nepopsatelny
ruch, ktery pfedchdzi — bylo by to mozno? — néjakou cestu. Oprasovali
cestovni vaky a dokonce je i — neuvéfitelna véc — otevreli. Potom je znovu
zase zavreli. Nikoliv, nebyla to Barrettova rodina, jeZ se pfipravovala na
cestu. Bratfi a sestry pfichdazeli a odchazeli jako jindy. Pan Barrett po
odchodu toho muze vidy vykonal své dcefi ndvstévu v obvyklou hodinu
vecerni. Co se to mélo tedy vlastné prihodit?

Nebot jak Iéto 1846 znenahla mijelo, Flush byl pevné presvédcen, ze
néjaka zména visi ve vzduchu. Slysel to opét v ménicim se zvuku hlasd,
ustavicné nad nim Sevelicich. Hlas sle¢ny Barrettové, jenz znival az dosud
spiSe prosebné a bojacné, pozbyl svého zajikavého tonu. Zvonil rozhodnosti
a odhodlanosti, kterych v ném Flush dfive nikdy nepozoroval. Kdyby jen pan
Barrett slySel, jakym ténem jeho dcera vitd toho uchvatitele, smich, jakym
ho pozdravuje, radostné zvolani, s jakym vklada ruku do jeho dlané! Nez
v zadni loZnici — mimo Flushe — nikdy nikoho pti tom nebylo. Pro ného tato
zména znamenala krajné trpkou zkusenost. Netoliko proto, Ze sle¢na
Barrettova zménila své chovéni k panu Browningovi; zménila se vibec po
kazdé strance i ve svych citech k nému — Flushovi. Nepfijimala jiz tak vlidné
jeho laskani; odmitala jeho lichotky s posméchem. Davala mu znat, Ze v jeho
staromddnich, néznych projevech je néco malicherného, posetilého,
strojeného. Jeho jesitnost vzplanula. Jeho Zarlivost se rozpalila. A tak se
Flush, kdyZ nadesel ¢ervenec, konec¢né rozhodl, uciniti nasilny pokus, aby
znovu ziskal jeji pfizen a cizince z ni po pripadé vytlacil. Jak uskutecniti tento
dvojity zamér a jak postupovat — to zatim nevédél.

Ale z Cista jasna 8. cervence nedovedl jiz déle ovladnouti svoje rozvasnéni.

| sdpal se na pana Browninga a zufivé ho kousl. Konec¢né se tedy jeho zuby
dostaly na neposkvrnéné sukno pané Browningovych kalhot! Nez noha

v nohavici byla tvrda jako Zelezo — pané Kenyonovo lytko bylo proti ni
uéinéné maslo. Pan Browning smetl psa jedinym mavnutim ruky a mluvil
dale. Ani on ani slena Barrettova ziejmé nepokladali jeho nepratelsky Gtok
za hodna pozornosti. Flush dokonale pfemoZen, pokoren, nemaje jiz ani
jediného Sipu v toulci, klesl nazpét do podusek, téZce oddychuje vztekem a
zklamanim. Ale $patné odhadoval bystrozrak sle¢ny Barrettové! Jakmile se
trestem, jakého kdy zakusil. Pfedevsim ho pleskla pfes slechy —ale to mu
nevadilo; policek ten byl mu — véc podivna! — spise pfijemny; a byl by s
radosti uvital jesté dalsi ranu. Nato sle¢na prohlasila velmi vaznym,
odmérenym ténem, Ze ho uz nikdy nebude mit rada. Tento Sip se mu zabodl
pfimo do srdce. Po celd leta Zili pospolu, vsecko spolu sdileli, a nyni pro
provinéni jediného okamziku uz pry ho nikdy nebude miti rada!
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Flush
Pribéh lasky a pratelstvi

prelozila Hana Zantovska
Vysehrad, Praha 1994

Zima minula a zase se vratilo jaro. Flush nemél ponéti, jak ta zaleZitost muze
skoncit. Ale stejné jako feka, ackoliv se v ni dosud odrazeji stromy a kravy se
pasou u biehu a do korun se vraceji havrani, spéje nezadrzitelné

k vodopadu, tak tyto dny, jak Flush dobte védél, spély ke katastrofé. Sepoty
0 zméné se vznasely ve vzduchu. V domé bylo citit ten neurcity pohyb, ktery
pfedznamendva — bylo to mozné? — cestu. Krabice se oprasovaly, a at se to
se netykalo rodiny. Bratti a sestry vchazeli a vychazeli jako obvykle. Pan
Barrett chodil v obvyklou hodinu na svou vecerni navstévu, vidy po odchodu
toho druhého muze. Co se tu tedy mélo stat? ProtoZe s ubihajicim létem
roku 1846 Flush dospél k zavéru, Ze se tu chysta néjakd zména. Nejdriv to
poznal ze zménéného zvuku téch vécnych hlasu. Hlas sle¢ny Barrettové,
Zadonici a bojacny, ztratil svou vdhavost. Znél ted rozhodné a sméle, jak ho
Flush viibec neznal. Kdyby pan Barrett mohl slyset hlas, jakym vitala
vettelce, smich, kterym ho zdravila, zvolani, s nimz bral jeji ruku do své! Ale
kromé Flushe nebyl s nimi v pokoji nikdo. Flushe ta zména nesmirné
drazdila. Nejen proto, Ze se zménilo chovani sle¢ny Barrettové vici panu
Browningovi — vzdyt se zménila v kazdém ohledu — zménily se dokonce i jeji
city k Flushovi. Jeho lichotky pfijimala Usecnéji. Pferusovala jeho mazleni;
davala mu najevo, Ze v jeho staré pfichylnosti je néco posetilého, hloupého,
afektovaného. To se hluboce dotklo jeho jesitnosti a vzboufilo v ném
Zarlivost. Konecné nadesel cervencovy den, kdy se rozhodl jedinym zufivym
naporem ziskat zpét jeji pfizeri a mozna i vyhnat vetrelce. Nevédél, jak
dosahnout toho dvojiho cile, a planovat neumél.

Ale osmého Cervence ho nahle pfemohly jeho city. Vrhl se na pana
Browninga a zufivé ho kousl. Kone¢né mohl zaryt zuby do dokonale
vyZzehlené latky jeho kalhot! Ale noha uvnitf byla tvrda jako Zelezo — noha
pana Kenyona byla v porovnani s tim ucinéné maslo. Pan Browning ho smetl
mavnutim ruky a pokracoval v hovoru. Nezdalo se, Ze by on nebo sle¢na
Barrettova vénovali tomu Utoku pozornost. Znicen a zdeptdn, bez jediného
Sipu ve svém toulci, sklesl sipavé oddychujici Flush pIn zufivého zklamani
zpét na svUj pol$taF. Ale Spatné odhadl jasnozfivost sle¢ny Barrettové. Po
odchodu pana Browninga ho zavolala k sobé a udélila mu nejhorsi trest, jaky
kdy poznal. Nejdfiv ho pleskla ptes usi, to nic nebylo — dokonce se mu to
docela libilo. Byl by pfivital dalsi takové pokarani. Ale pak fekla svym
pfisnym rozhodnym zplisobem, Ze uz ho nikdy nebude mit rada. Ten Sip ho
hluboce zasahl. Celé roky tu spolu Zili, vSsechno spolu sdileli a ted, pro jediny
maly prohtesek, uz ho nikdy nebude mit rada!
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[3] Then, as if to make her dismissal complete, she took the flowers that Mr
Browning had brought her and began to put them in water in a vase. It was
an act, Flush thought, of calculated and deliberate malice; an act designed to
make him feel his own insignificance completely. ‘This rose is from him’, she
seemed to say, ‘and this carnation. Let the red shine by the yellow; and the
yellow by the red. And let the green leaf lie there—’ And, setting one flower
with another, she stood back to gaze at them as if he were before her—the
man in the yellow gloves—a mass of brilliant flowers. But even so, even as
she pressed the leaves and flowers together, she could not altogether ignore
the fixity with which Flush gazed at her. She could not deny that ‘expression
of quite despair on his face’. She could not but relent. ‘At last | said, “If you
are good, Flush, you may come and say that you are sorry”, on which he
dashed across the room and, trembling all over, kissed first one of my hands
and then another, and put up his paws to be shaken, and looked into my
face with such beseeching eyes that you would certainly have forgiven him
just as | did.” That was her account of the matter to Mr Browning; and he of
course replied: ‘Oh, poor Flush, do you think | do not love and respect him
for his jealous supervision—his slowness to know another, having once
known you?’ It was easy enough for Mr Browning to be magnanimous, but
that easy magnanimity was perhaps the sharpest thorn that pressed into
Flush’s side.

[4] Another incident a few days later showed how widely they were
separated, who had been so close, how little Flush could now count on Miss
Barrett for sympathy. After Mr Browning had gone one afternoon Miss
Barrett decided to drive to Regent’s Park with her sister. As they got out at
the Park gate the door of the four-wheeler shut on Flush’s paw. He ‘cried
piteously’ and held it up to Miss Barrett for sympathy. In other days
sympathy in abundance would have been lavished upon him for less. But
now a detached, a mocking, a critical expression came into her eyes. She
laughed at him. She thought he was shamming; ‘...no sooner had he
touched the grass than he began to run without a thought of it,” she wrote.
And she commented sarcastically, ‘Flush always makes the most of his
misfortunes—he is of the Byronic School—il se pose en victime.’ But here
Miss Barrett, absorbed in her own emotions, misjudged him completely. If
his paw had been broken, still he would have bounded. That dash was his
answer to her mockery; | have done with you—that was the meaning he
flashed at her as he ran. The flowers smelt bitter to him; the grass burnt his
paws; the dust filled his nostrils with disillusion. But he raced—he
scampered. ‘Dogs must be led on chains’—there was the usual placard;
there were the park-keepers with their top-hats and their truncheons to
enforce it. But ‘must’ no longer had any meaning for him. The chain of love
was broken. He would run where he liked; chase partridges; chase spaniels;
splash into the middle of dahlia beds; break brilliant, blowing red and yellow
roses. Let the park-keepers throw their truncheons if they chose. Let them
dash his brains out. Let him fall dead, disembowelled, at Miss Barrett’s feet.
He cared nothing. But naturally nothing of the kind happened. Nobody
pursued him; nobody noticed him. The solitary park-keeper was talking to a
nursemaid. At last he returned to Miss Barrett and she absent-mindedly
slipped the chain over his neck, and led him home.
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Nato, aby jesté padnéji zdliraznila, Ze mu dala vyhost, vzala kvétiny, které
ji pan Browning pfinesl, a zacala je rovnati do vazy s vodou. Podle Flushova
nazoru byl to ¢in zimysIné a dobfe uvazené Skodolibosti; €in, vypocitany na
to, aby on hluboce a dokonale pocitil svou bezvyznamnost. , Tato rize je od
ného,” zdala se fikati, ,a tento karafidt rovnéz. At Eervenr zafi vedle Zluti a
Zlut vedle erveni. A tu ten zeleny list zastréime semhle.” A rovnajic kvét
vedle kvétu, poodstoupila nazad a divala se na né se zalibenim, na tu kytici
nadhernych kvétin, jako by stél pfed ni on sdm, muz se Zlutymi rukavicemi.
Ale ani pfi tom, i kdyZ husté vedle sebe kladla listy a kvéty, si nemohla
nepovsimnout upfeného pohledu, ktery Flush na ni upinal. Nemohla popfiti,
Ze ,vyraz Cirého zoufalstvi se mu zracil ve tvari“. Nemohla se neobmékdit.
,Rekla jsem koneéné: ,Budes-li jiz hodny, Flushi, smi§ za mnou pfijit a vyznat,
Ze svého Seredného kousku litujes‘; nacez se on hnal ptes pokoj, a chvéje se
na celém téle, polibil mi nejprve jednu a pak druhou ruku. Potom zved|
packu, abych mu ji potrasla, a hledél mi do obli¢eje ocima tak tUpénlivé
prosebnyma, Ze byste mu byl urcité odpustil, jako jsem mu odpustila ja.” Tak
o té prihodé psala slecna panu Browningovi; a on pochopitelné odpovédél:
»Ach, myslite, Ze nemam ubohého Flushe v lasce a Ucté za jeho Zarlivy dozor
—za jeho neochotu sezndmit se s nékym jinym, kdyzZ se uz jednou poznal
s vami?“ Bylo celkem pohodIiné pro pana Browninga stavét se
velkomysinym; tato jeho pohodIna velkomyslnost viak byl nejostrejsi trn,
ktery se kdy zarazil do Flushova boku.

Za nékolik dni jinad pfihoda ukazala, jak hlubokd mezera zeje nyni mezi
nimi dvéma, ktefi si byli do nedavna tak blizci, a jak malo muze Flush od
nynéjska spoléhat na soucit slecny Barrettové. Jednoho odpoledne po
odchodu pané Browningovu sle¢na se odhodlala jeti se sestrou ko¢arem do
Regent Parku. KdyZ sestry vystupovaly u parkové brany, dvifka koc¢aru
pfiskfipla Flushovi tlapku. , Kiucel Zalostné“ a zvedal ji k slecné Barrettové,
aby ho politovala. Druhdy by ho byla za nehodu daleko nepatrnéjsi stédre
a hojné zahrnula soustrasti. Dnes vsak se ji objevil v ocich Ihostejny,
vysmeésny, kriticky vyraz. Smala se mu. Myslila si, Ze déla bolest horsi, nez je:
- jakmile se dotkl travy, jiz pelasil a na bolest si ani nevzpomnél, psala.

A pfipojila jizlivé: ,Flush mivé ve zvyku zveli¢ovat své drobné nehody — nalezi
k byronovské skole — il se pose en victime.” V tom sméru ho slecna
Barrettova, Uplné pohrouzZena ve své vlastni city, posuzovala zhola
nespravné. | kdyby si byl tlapu zlomil, i tenkréte by byl poskakoval. Utékem
od ni odpovidal na jeji posméch; s vami jsem jiz hotov — to asi minil
vmetnouti ji ve tvar, kdyZ se hnal Uprkem pryc. Kvétiny mu vonély trpkou
vUni; trava mu hofela pod nohama; prach plnil jeho nozdry roz¢arovanim.
NezZ bézZel dél jako o zavod — utikal stale vpred. ,,Psy je nutno voditi na
fetizcich!“ — hldsala obvykla vyhlaska; a chodili tam hlidaci v cylindrech

i s obusky, aby tento predpis uvadéli v platnost. Pro Flushe vyraz ,,je nutno”
nemél nyni arci Zadného vyznamu. Retizek lasky se pretrhl. PoZene se, kam
se mu zlibi; bude honit koroptve, honit spaniely, sko¢i doprostfed zahonu

s jifinami; polame krdsné, rozkvetlé ¢ervené a Zluté rlze. At si jen hlida¢i po
ném hazeji obusky! At mu roztfisti lebku! At ho u nohou sle¢ny Barrettové
rozparaji! Vse je mu lhostejno. — Z toho vseho se pochopitelné nestalo nic.
Nikdo ho nepronasledoval; nikdo si ho ani nevsiml. Jeden jediny hlida¢ tam
byl — a ten se bavil s néjakou chlvou. Flush se konecné vratil k sle¢né
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Pak, aby jeho zavrzeni bylo Uplné, vzala sle¢na Barrettova kvétiny, které pan
Browning pfinesl, a zacala je po jedné rovnat do vazy. Flush to vnimal jako
umyslnou schvalnost a zlomyslnost. Jako ¢in vypocitany na to, aby Flushovi
ukdzal, jak je UpIné bezmocny. Jako by sle¢na Barrettova fikala: ,Tato rize je
od ného i tento karafiat. Necht ¢ervena zafi vedle Zluté a Zlutd vedle
Cervené. A zeleny list at leZi mezi nimi.” Narovnala kvétiny do vazy a
odstoupila, aby se na né podivala, jako by stal pred ni on sam —muz

v Zlutych rukavicich. Ale i tehdy, kdyZ rovnala ty listy a kvéty, nemohla ji ujit
strnulost, s kterou na ni pohlizel Flush. Nemohla popfit ,ten vyraz tichého
zoufalstvi“. Musela se dat obmékcit. ,Konecné jsem rfekla: “Jestli uz budes
hodny, Flushi, mize$ pfijit a odprosit mé‘. Nato se vrhl pfes pokoj, tfasl se
po celém téle a polibil mi nejdfiv jednu ruku a pak druhou; natahoval ke
mné packy, abych mu jimi potfasla, a dival se mi tak prosebné do oci, Ze bys
mu byl urcité odpustil, stejné jako ja.“ Tak o tom referovala panu
Browningovi. A ten samoziejmé odpovédél: , Ach, chudak Flush, myslis, Ze
ho nemam rad nebo Ze si ho nevazim proto, jak Zarlivé té hlida, — nebo
proto, Ze mu dlouho trva, nez uzna nékoho jiného, kdyz jednou poznal
tebe?” Panu Browningovi nepfislo zatézko byt velkomysliny, ale ta snadnost,
s kterou mu odpustil, byla mozna nejbolestivé;jsi trn vrazeny do Flushova
boku.

Jina pfihoda, ktera se stala jen o nékolik dnti pozdéji, odkryla jesté
nazornéji, jak velka vzdalenost déli ted' ty dva, ktefi si byli jesté nedavno tak
blizci. Jednou odpoledne se rozhodla sle¢na Barrettova po odchodu pana
Browninga, Ze pojede se sestrou do Regent’s Parku. KdyZ vystupovali
u vchodu do parku, dvefe ko&aru pfiskFiply Flushovi tlapku. Zalostné nafikal
a natahoval nohu k sle¢né Barrettové, aby ho politovala. Jindy by ho
zahrnula sympatii i porozuménim, tfeba i ze zanedbatelnéjsi priciny. Ale ted’
méla v ocich neucastny, kriticky, ironicky vyraz. Smala se mu. Myslila, ze
podvadi. ,,...jen co se octl na travé, zacal upalovat a uz si na to nevzpomnél,”
napsala. A dodala sarkasticky: ,,Flush se snaZzi vytlouct vidycky co nejvic ze
svych nehod, il se pose en victime — rad se stavi do Ulohy obéti, je
z byronovské skoly.” Ale v tom se slena Barrettovad, zaujatd vlastnimi city,
velice mylila. Flush by byl skakal, i kdyby mél zlomenou tlapku.

To divoceni byla odpovéd na jeji posméch; u mé mas konec —to ji
signalizoval svym Uprkem. Kvétiny mu vonély hofce. Trava ho palila do
tlapek; prach mu plnil nozdry zklamanim. Ale bézel jako o zévod —
vyskakoval. ,Nafizuje se vodit psy na femeni” — ten napis tam byl porad.
Také tu byli hlidaci se svymi cylindry a obusky, aby prosazovali dodrzovani
prikazu. Retéz lasky se pretrhl. Bude béhat, kam bude chtit. Honit koroptve.
Honit Spanély. Skakat do zdhonu s jifinami. Ldmat nddherné rozkvetlé rudé
a zluté razZe. At se po ném hlidaci oZzenou obuskem, kdyZ budou chtit. At mu
vyrazi mozek. At padne mrtvy s vyhfezlymi vnitfnostmi k noham sle¢ny
Barrettové. Vibec uz mu na tom nezalezi. Ale k nicemu z toho ovsem
nedoslo. Nikdo ho nepronasledoval, nikdo si ho nevsimal. V dohledu byl
jediny hlida¢ a ten se bavil s néjakou chivou. Nakonec se Flush vratil k
sle¢né Barrettové; ta mu roztrzité pripnula k obojku feminek a odvedla ho
domd.
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[5] After two such humiliations the spirit of an ordinary dog, the spirit even
of an ordinary human being, might well have been broken. But Flush, for all
his softness and silkiness, had eyes that blazed; had passions that leapt not
merely in bright flame but sunk and smouldered. He resolved to meet his
enemy face to face and alone. No third person should interrupt this final
conflict. It should be fought out by the principals themselves.

[6] On the afternoon of Tuesday, the 21st of July, therefore, he slipped
downstairs and waited in the hall. He had not long to wait. Soon he heard
the tramp of the familiar footstep in the street; he heard the familiar rap on
the door. Mr. Browning was admitted. Vaguely aware of the impending
attack and determined to meet it in the most conciliatory of spirits, Mr
Browning had come provided with a parcel of cakes. There was Flush waiting
in the hall. Mr Browning made, evidently, some well-meant attempt to
caress him; perhaps he even went so far as to offer him a cake. The gesture
was enough. Flush sprang upon his enemy with unparalleled violence. His
teeth once more met in Mr Browning’s trousers. But unfortunately in the
excitement of the moment he forgot what was the most essential—silence.
He barked; he flung himself on Mr Browning, barking loudly. The sound was
sufficient to alarm the household. Wilson rushed downstairs. Wilson beat
him soundly. Wilson overpowered him completely. Wilson led him in
ignominy away. Ignominy it was—to have attacked Mr Browning, to have
been beaten by Wilson. Mr Browning had not lifted a finger. Taking his cakes
with him, Mr Browning proceeded unhurt, unmoved, in perfect composure,
upstairs, alone to the bedroom. Flush was led away.

[7] After two and a half hours of miserable confinement with parrots and
beetles, ferns and saucepans, in the kitchen, Flush was summoned to Miss
Barrett’s presence. She was lying on the sofa with her sister Arabella beside
her. Conscious of the rightness of his cause, Flush went straight to her. But
she refused to look at him. He turned to Arabella. She merely said, ‘Naughty
Flush, go away.” Wilson was there—the formidable, the implacable Wilson.
It was to her that Miss Barrett turned for information. She had beaten him,
Wilson said, ‘because it was right’. And, she added, she had only beaten him
with her hand. It was upon her evidence that Flush was convicted. The
attack, Miss Barrett assumed, had been unprovoked; she credited Mr
Browning with all virtue, with all generosity; Flush had been beaten off by a
servant, without a whip, because ‘it was right’. There was no more to be
said. Miss Barrett decided against him. ‘So he lay down on the floor at my
feet,” she wrote, ‘looking from under his eyebrows at me.” But though Flush
might look, Miss Barrett refused even to meet his eyes. There she lay on the
sofa; there Flush lay on the floor.

[8] And as he lay there, exiled, on the carpet, he went through one of those
whirlpools of tumultuous emotion in which the soul is either dashed upon
the rocks and splintered or, finding some tuft of foothold, slowly and
painfully pulls itself up, regains dry land, and at last emerges on the top of a
ruined universe to survey a world created afresh on a different plan. Which
was it to be—destruction or reconstruction? That was the question. The
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Barrettové, a ta mu roztrzité navlékla obojek s retizkem kolem krku a vedla
ho dom.

Po takovém dvojim pokoreni obycejny pes, ba i obycejny lidsky tvor by
byl byval poklesl na duchu. Ale Flush pres veskeru zhyckanost a prejemné-
lost mél oci, v nichz plapolal ohen; mél vasné, které nejenom vyslehovaly
jasnym plamenem, nybrZ také uhasinaly a doutnaly. Ustanovil se v nitru na
tom, Ze se postavi svému nepfiteli tvaFi v tvaF a o samoté. Zadna tieti osoba
nesmi rusiti tento rozhodny zapas. Ten musi byti vybojovan jen a jen obéma
hlavnimi Géastniky.

V utery 21. Cervence odpoledne se tedy Flush odpliZil po schodech dold a
cekal v predsini. Necekal dlouho. Brzy k nému dolehlo z ulice cupani
znamych krok(, a v zapéti uslySel znamé zaklepani na dvere. Pustili pana
Browninga dovnitt. Host, jako by jiz byl tusil hrozici utok, a jako by si byl
predsevzal odraziti jej v nejsmiflivéjsim duchu, tentokrate s sebou pfinasel
balicek kolacka. Vskutku Flush jiz ¢ekal v pfedsini. Pan Browning ucinil
zfejmé dobie minény pokus ho pohladit; mozna dokonce, Ze se dostal jesté
dale: Ze mu podaval kola¢. Tento pohyb stacil. Flush se vrhl na nepfitele
s bezpfikladnou zufivosti. Jeho zuby znovu zasahly pané Browningovy
kalhoty. Na nestésti zapomnél ve svém rozcileni na to, co bylo nejddleZitéjsi
— na ticho. Zastékal; doraZzel na pana Browninga, hlu¢né nafaje... To
postacilo, aby byl zburcovan cely dim. Wilsonova pfikvapila dold. Wilsonova
fadné Flushovi napraskala. Wilsonova ho Uplné premohla. Wilsonové ho —
zahanbeného — odvedla pry¢. Vsak to také byla hanba — napadnouti pana
Browninga a dostati vyprask od Wilsonové. Pan Browning nehnul ani
prstem. Odnaseje s sebou kolace, pan Browning se ubiral sém po schodech
vzhlru do zadni loZnice, nezranén, nevzrusen, ve vyborné nédladé. Kdezto
Flushe odvedli.

Po dvou a pllhodinném véznéni v kuchyni mezi papousky, rdznym
naradim, kapradinami a nddobim predvedli Flushe pfed sle¢nu Barrettovou.
LeZela na pohovce a vedle ni sedéla jeji sestra Arabella. Flush, presvédcen
o spravedlivosti své pre, zamifil rovnou k své velitelce. Ona vSak odeprela i
jen se na ného podivat. Obratil se k Arabelle. Ale i ta toliko prohodila: ,Jdi mi
s oci, nehodny Flushi!“ Wilsonova tam také byla — hrlzu budici, nedprosna
Wilsonova! K ni se sle¢na Barrettova otocila a vyptavala se ji na podrobnosti.
Narezala pry Flushovi, vykladala Wilsonova, protozZe si toho ,,plné zaslouZzil“.
A dodala, Ze mu naplacala holou rukou. Jeji vypovédi Flushe usvédcily z viny.
K utoku, usoudila sle¢na Barrettova, nezavdal nikdo pficinu. Panu
Browningovi pfiznala veskeru statecnost, veskeru Slechetnost; Flushe stacila
zahnat sluZzebna a dokonce bez karabéce, nebot si to pry ,zaslouZil”. K tomu
nebylo tfeba pficinit Zadné poznamky. Slecna Barrettova rozhodla proti
nému. ,| poloZil se mi k nohdm na podlahu,” psala, ,,a mZoural zpod vicek na
mne”. Ale at se Flush na ni dival sebe upfenéji, sle¢na se vliibec nechtéla
s jeho zrakem setkat. Tam ona lezela na pohovce; zde on leZel na podlaze.

A zatim co jako vyhnanec odpocival na koberci, zachvatil jeho nitro vir
bouflivého rozechvéni, kdy duse je bud vrzena na skélu a tam se roztfisti
anebo prece jen nalezne travnaté mistecko, na kterém se Ize bezpecné
zachytit, a pomalu a s bolesti se plazi vzhiru, dostihne suché zemé a
koneéné se octne na vrcholu zficeného viehomira a diva se na jakysi novy
svét, stvoreny podle jinac¢iho planu. Co ¢eka Flushe — zhouba nebo obnova?
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Po dvoji takové zkusenosti by se odpor obycejného psa, ba dokonce
i odpor leckteré lidské bytosti snadno mohl zlomit. Ale Flush vzdor vsi své
hedvabné mékkosti mél oci, v kterych to blyskalo, mél vasné, které se
dovedly rozhotet divokym plamenem, ale také doutnat v popelu; rozhodl se,
7e se stfetne s nepfitelem o samoté, tvafi v tvar. Zadny tfeti tvor nesmi
zasahnout do toho rozhodujiciho boje. Ten sméji vybojovat jen hlavni aktéfi.

V utery odpoledne, 21. éervence, proklouzl za tim ucelem do prizemi
a Cekal v hale. Nemusel ¢ekat dlouho. Brzy zaslechl v ulici povédomé kroky.
Pak se ozvalo zndmé zabuseni na dvefe. Pana Browninga vpustili dovnitf.
Ten nejasné tusil, Ze dojde k utoku, a zamyslel mu €elit v smiflivém duchu.
Ozbrojil se proto balickem sucharG. Hned narazil na Flushe ¢ekajiciho v hale.
Pan Browning se patrné pratelsky shybl a chtél ho pohladit. Nebo mu snad
dokonce nabidl suchar. Ten pohyb stacil. Flush se vrhl na svého nepfitele se
zufivosti, kterou u ného nikdo nepredpoklddal. Jeho zuby se uz podruhé
zaryly do kalhot pana Browninga. Ale v rozruseni nanestésti zapomnél na
néco velmi podstatného: na ticho. Rozstékal se. Kdyz se vrhnul na pana
Browninga, Stékal tak, Ze vzboufil cely dim. Wilsonova spéchala dold.
Wilsonova ho zbila. Wilsonova ho zcela pfemohla. Wilsonova ho odvedla
naprosto ponizeného. Protoze co to bylo jiného nez ponizeni — zaGtocit na
pana Browninga a nechat se pfitom zmlatit od Wilsonové. Pan Browning
nemusel hnout prstem. Pokracoval se svymi suchary nezranény
a nevzruseny po schodech nahoru sdm k loZnici. Flushe odvedli.

Po dvou a pUl hodinach bidného uvéznéni v kuchyni, ve spole¢nosti
papouskl a broukt, asparagusu a panvi, byl Flush povolan k sle¢né
Barrettové. Lezela na pohovce a méla u sebe sestru Arabellu. Flush zamifil
rovnou ke své pani, védom si spravedlivosti své pre. Ale ona se na ného
nechtéla ani podivat. Zamifil k Arabelle, ale ta fekla ,,Jdi pry¢, jsi zly pes”.

A byla tam taky Wilsonova — strasna nemilosrdna Wilsonova. K ni se obratila
sle¢na Barrettova s prosbou, aby vylicila, co se stalo. Wilsonova pravila, ze
,Flushovi napldcala“, protoze ,,mu to patfilo”. Dodala, Ze mu naplacala jen
rukou. Na zékladé jejiho svédectvi byl Flush odsouzen. Sle¢na Barrettova
soudila, Ze Utok byl naprosto nevyprovokovany. Pfi¢itala panu Browningovi
vsechny ctnosti, i velkomyslnost. Flushe zbila sluzebna, dokonce bez
femenu, protozZe ,,mu to patfilo“. A to bylo posledni slovo. Slecna Barrettova
se obratila proti nému, odsoudila ho. ,,A tak si lehl na podlahu k mym
noham,“ psala, ,a posilhaval na mé zpod obo¢i.” Ale at se dival, jak dival,
sle¢na Barrettova mu nepohlédla ani do odi. LeZela si na pohovce a Flush
lezel na podlaze.

A jak tam leZel ve vyhnanstvi na koberci, prosel jednim z téch pfiboja
prudkych emoci, v kterych duse bud narazi na Utesy a roztfisti se, nebo se
zachyti trsu travin a s nesmirnou namahou se vydrape na pevnou zem.
Konecné se vynofi nahore, nad svétlem leZicim v troskach, a zjisti, Ze vznikl
novy svét s novymi vyhlidkami. Pro co se rozhodne — pro destrukci nebo
obnovu? Tak znéla otazka. Ovsem uz tu jen mGzeme naznacit Flushovo
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outlines only of his dilemma can be traced here; for his debate was silent.
Twice Flush had done his utmost to kill his enemy; twice he had failed. And
why had he failed, he asked himself? Because he loved Miss Barrett. Looking
up at her from under his eyebrows as she lay, severe and silent on the sofa,
he knew that he must love her for ever. Things are not simple but complex.
If he bit Mr Browning he bit her too. Hatred is not hatred; hatred is also
love. Here Flush shook his ears in an agony of perplexity. He turned uneasily
on the floor. Mr Browning was Miss Barrett—Miss Barrett was Mr Browning;
love is hatred and hatred is love. He stretched himself, whined and raised his
head from the floor. The clock struck eight. For three hours and more he had
been lying there, tossed from the horn of one dilemma to another.

[9] Even Miss Barrett, severe, cold, implacable as she was, laid down her
pen. ‘Wicked Flush!” she had been writing to Mr. Browning, “...if people like
Flush, choose to behave like dogs savagely, they must take the
consequences indeed, as dogs usually do! And you, so good and gentle to
him! Anyone but you would have said “hasty words” at least.” Really it
would be a good plan, she thought, to buy a muzzle: And then she looked up
and saw Flush. Something unusual in his look must have struck her. She
paused. She laid down her pen. Once he had roused her with a kiss, and she
had thought that he was Pan. He had eaten chicken and rice pudding soaked
in cream. He had given up the sunshine for her sake. She called him to her
and said she forgave him.

But to be forgiven, as if for a passing whim, to be taken back again on to
the sofa as if he had learnt nothing in his anguish on the floor, as if he were
the same dog when in fact he differed totally, was impossible. For the
moment, exhausted as he was, Flush submitted.

[10] A few days later, however, a remarkable scene took place between him
and Miss Barrett which showed the depths of his emotions. Mr Browning
had been and gone; Flush was alone with Miss Barrett. Normally he would
have leapt on to the sofa at her feet. But now, instead of jumping up as
usual and claiming her caress, Flush went to what was now called ‘Mr
Browning’s armchair’. Usually the chair was abhorrent to him; it still held the
shape of his enemy. But now, such was the battle he had won, such was the
charity that suffused him, that he not only looked at the chair but, as he
looked, ‘suddenly fell into a rapture’.

[11] Miss Barrett, watching him intently, observed this extraordinary
portent.

[12] Next she saw him turn his eyes towards a table. On that table still lay
the packet of Mr Browning’s cakes. He ‘reminded me that the cakes you left
were on the table’. They were now old cakes, stale cakes, cakes bereft of
any carnal seduction. Flush’s meaning was plain. He had refused to eat the
cakes when they were fresh, because they were offered by an enemy. He
would eat them now that they were stale, because they were offered by an
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To byla rozhodujici otazka. Zde v této kniZce lze arci toliko naznadit nejhrubsi
obrysy této otazky, pro Flushe tak svrchované tézké. Nebot on uvazoval
potichu. Dvakrate se ze vSech sil pokusil zahubiti svého nepfitele. Dvakrate
se mu to nepodafilo. Pro¢ se mu to nepodafrilo? ptal se sama sebe. Protoze
miloval sle¢nu Barrettovou. Vzhlizeje k ni zpod vicek, jak tam lezela na
pohovce, pfisnd a micenlivd, védél, Ze ji musi milovat na véky. Ale véci na
svété nejsou jednoduché, nybrz sloZité. Kousl-li pana Browninga, kousl i ji.
Nenavist neni jenom nenavist, nenavist je i laska. Flush nékolikrate pohnul
svymi slechy. Zavrtél sebou znepokojené na podlaze. Pan Browning je sle¢na
Barrettova; sleCna Barrettova je pan Browning; laska je nenavist, a nenavist
je laska. Protahl se, zaknucel a zvedl hlavu s podlahy. Hodiny odbijely
osmou. Po celé tfi hodiny, ba déle leZel tady, zmitan vnitfni nejistotou,

co z obého vyvolit.

Konecné sle¢na Barrettova, zamracdenad, chladnd, nesmifitelna, odlozZila
pero. ,Zly Flush!“ psala panu Browningovi, ,,...kdyby se lidé, jako to udélal
Flush, opovaZili jednat tak neurvale, jako jednaji psi, musili by také nésti
dlsledky svého pocinani, jako je zpravidla nesou psi! A Vy, vidy tak laskavy
a mirny k nému! Kazdy jiny kromé Vas nebyl by se zdrZel pri té prileZitosti
uziti ,prudkych slov’.“ Ano, bude to moudry plan koupiti Flushovi nahubek,
myslila si. Potom zvedla oci a zahlédla Flushe. Néco neobvyklého v jeho
pohledu ji patrné zaujalo. Prestala psat. OdloZila pero. Kdysi ji Flush probudil
ze snéni polibkem, a ona ho pokladala za Pana. Jidal za ni kufe a ryZovy
puding, polity smetanou. Zfekl se pro ni slunce. | zavolala ho k sobé a pravila,
Ze mu odpousti.

Ale dosahnouti odpusténi jen jakoby za néjaky prchavy rozmar; byti
pfijmut znovu na pohovku, jako kdyby se nebyl nicemu naucil ze svého bolu,
prozitého na podlaze, jako kdyby byl stéle tyz pes, ackoliv ted uz byl nadobro
jinaci — ne, to bylo zhola vylouéeno. Pro tento okamzik se Flush podrobil,
jezto byl nadobro vycerpan.

O nékolik dni pozdéji se vsak udal mezi sle¢nou Barrettovou a jim
pozoruhodny vystup, jenZ svédcil o hloubce jeho citd. Pan Browning byl u
nich navstévou a odesel; Flush zGstal se sle¢nou Barrettovou sam. Za
obvyklych okolnosti by byl skocil na pohovku k jejim noham. Ale tentokrate
nevyskodil jako zpravidla na pohovku, a nezebronil o sle¢nino laskani, nybrz
pfistoupil k pfedmétu, kterému se nyni vSeobecné fikalo ,lenoska pané
Browningova“. Tato zZidle budivala v ném dosud vzdy jen osklivost; jesté ted’
se na ni rysovaly télesné tvary jeho nepfitele. Ale v tuto chvili tak velké bylo
vitézstvi, kterého dobyl nad samym sebou, tak velka laska k bliznimu
prolnula celou jeho bytost, Ze se nejenom pfFimo zadival na lenosku, nybrz
pti pohledu na ni ,upadl ndhle do vytrzeni“.

Slecné Barrettové, jez bedlivé sledovala kazdy jeho pohyb, neusla tato
predzvést néceho kromobycejného.

V nejblizsim okamZiku vidéla, kterak psik obraci oci ke stolu. Na ném lezel
dosud bali¢ek s pané Browningovymi kolacky. ,Upozornil mé tim, Ze kolacky,
které jste u nds nechal, lezZi stéle jesté na stole.” Ted uz to byly ovsem staré
kolace, zplesnivélé kolace, kolace, zbavené jakéhokoliv télesného svodu.
Bylo jasno, co Flush mini. Odepfrel pozfiti kolace, dokud byly cerstvé,
ponévadZ mu je nabizel nepfitel. Ted je sni, a¢ jsou plesnivé ponévadz je
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dilema. ProtozZe spor se odehraval tiSe v jeho nitru. Flush dvakrat udélal, co
bylo v jeho sildch, aby znicil nepfitele; dvakrat neuspél. A pro¢ neuspél, tazal
se sam sebe. Protoze miloval sle¢nu Barrettovou. Kdyz ji Ukosem pozoroval,
jak leZi prisna a mlcenliva na pohovce, pochopil, Ze ji musi milovat navzdy.
Véci nejsou prosté, ale sloZité. KdyZ kousl pana Browninga, kousl ji také.
Nenavist neni nenavist, je to také laska. Flush zatfepal zoufale usima, tak byl
z toho popleteny. Nepokojné se prevaloval na podlaze. Pan Browning byl
sle¢na Barrettova; sle¢na Barrettova byla pan Browning. Protéhl se, zakrnucel
a zved| hlavu ze zemé. Uz tfi hodiny a snad déle tu tak lezel, vrhan od
jednoho mysu svého problému k druhému.

Dokonce i sle¢na Barrettova, na oko pfisna, chladnd, netGprosnd, musela
odloZit pero. ,Flush, ten maly darebdk,” psala panu Browningovi... ,kdyZ se
lidé rozhodnou pocinat si zufivé, jako to udélal on, musi nést nasledky, a psi
je vétSinou musi nést také. A ty — pfitom jsi k nému tak hodny a mirny!
Kazdy jiny by fekl par ,prchlivych slov’, pfinejmensim.” Napadlo ji, Ze by se
asi Flushovi mél koupit ndhubek. A pak se zvedla a spatfila ho. Zarazilo ji
néco nezvyklého v jeho pohledu. Prestala psat. OdloZila pero. Kdysi ji
povzbudil polibek a tenkrat si myslila, Ze je to Pan. Jedl misto ni kufe
a pudink polity smetanou. Vzdal se kvili ni slunec¢niho svétla. Zavolala ho
k sobé a fekla, Ze mu odpousti. Ale dat si odpustit, jako by Slo o néjaky
prchavy rozmar, byt pfijat zpét na pohovku, jako by se byl ve svych mukach
na podlaze ni¢emu nenaudil nebo nic nepochopil, jako by zGstal tim samym
psem, kdyzZ se ve skutecnosti tak velice od ného lisil, to bylo nemyslitelné.
Flush byl ale v té chvili tak vycerpany, Ze se podvolil.

Nékolik dnl nato vSak doslo mezi nim a sle¢nou Barrettovou
k pozoruhodné scéné, kterd odhalila hloubku Flushovych pocitG. Pan
Browning tu byl na navstéveé a odesel. Flush osamél se sle¢nou Barrettovou.
Obvykle by se byl vysvihl na pohovku k jejim noham. Ale misto aby tam jako
obvykle vyskodil a pozadoval pohlazeni, Flush bézel ke kieslu, kterému se
ted fikalo , kfeslo pana Browninga“. Obvykle v ném tento kus nabytku budil
zufivy odpor; pro ného tam dosud zlstaval vtisknut tvar jeho nepfitele. Ale
ted, poté co zvitézil v té bitvé nad sebou, zaplavily ho tak dobré pocity, ze
,nejen na kieslo pohlizel, ale dostal se UpIné do transu”.

Sle¢na Barrettova, ktera ho uptfené pozorovala, si dobfe vSimla toho
prazvlastniho ukazu.

Pak vidéla, jak se jeho odi stocily k jednomu ze stoll. Pofad jesté na ném
leZel balicek se suchary, které pfinesl pan Browning. ,,Pfipomnél mi, ze
suchary, které jsi tu nechal, leZi na stole.” Byly ted' uz staré, hodné staré,
a nebylo na nich nic pfitazlivého. Bylo jasné, co tim Flush minil. Odmitl jist
Cerstvé suchary, protoze mu je nabizel nepfitel.
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enemy turned to friend, because they were symbols of hatred turned to
love. Yes, he signified, he would eat them now.

[13] So Miss Barrett rose and took the cakes in her hand. And as she gave
them to him she admonished him, ‘So | explained to him that you had
brought them for him, and that he ought to be properly ashamed therefore
for his past wickedness, and make up his mind to love you and not bite you
for the future—and he was allowed to profit from your goodness to him.” As
he swallowed down the faded flakes of that distasteful pastry—it was
mouldy, it was fly-blown, it was sour—Flush solemnly repeated, in his own
language, the words she had used—he swore to love Mr Browning and not
bite him for the future.

[14] He was instantly rewarded—not by stale cakes, not by chicken’s wings,
not by the caresses that were now his, nor by the permission to lie once
more on the sofa at Miss Barrett’s feet. He was rewarded, spiritually; yet the
effects were curiously physical. Like an iron bar corroding and festering and
killing all natural life beneath it, hatred had lain all these months across his
soul. Now, by the cutting of sharp knives and painful surgery, the iron had
been excised. Now the blood ran once more; the nerves shot and tingled;
flesh formed; Nature rejoiced, as in spring. Flush heard the birds sing again;
he felt the leaves growing on the trees; as he lay on the sofa at Miss
Barrett’s feet, glory and delight coursed through his veins. He was with
them, not against them, now; their hopes, their wishes, their desires were
his. Flush could have barked in sympathy with Mr Browning now. The short,
sharp words raised the hackles on his neck. ‘I need a week of Tuesdays,” Mr
Browning cried, ‘then a month—a year—a life!’ |, Flush echoed him, need a
month—a year—a life! | need all the things that you both need. We are all
three conspirators in the most glorious of causes. We are joined in
sympathy. We are joined in hatred. We are joined in defiance of black and
beetling tyranny. We are joined in love.—In short, all Flush’s hopes now
were set upon some dimly apprehended but none the less certainly
emerging triumph, upon some glorious victory that was to be theirs in
common, when suddenly, without a word of warning, in the midst of
civilization, security and friendship—he was in a shop in Vere Street with
Miss Barrett and her sister: it was the morning of Tuesday the 1st of
September—Flush was tumbled head over heels into darkness. The doors of
a dungeon shut upon him. He was stolen.
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nabizi nepfitel, jenz se proménil v pfitele, ponévadz jsou to symboly
nenavisti, proménéné v lasku. Ano, nyni je sni, naznacoval Flush.

Sle¢na Barrettova tedy vstala a vzala koldcky do ruky. A davajic mu je,
napominala ho. ,Vykladala jsem mu, Ze jste Vy mu ty kolacky prinesl, a Ze by
se mél jak nalezi stydét za ohavné kousky, které Vam v minulych dnech
proved| a Ze by se mél odhodlati Vas milovat a uz Vas v budoucnu nikdy
nekousnout — a kone¢né jsem mu dovolila, Ze smi zase téZiti z Vasi
laskavosti.” A jak polykal okoralé kousky nechutného toho peciva — bylo jiz
zatuchlé, bylo musinci znecisténé, bylo zkyslé — Flush slavnostné opakoval
(svou vlastni fe¢i ovsem) slova, jez mu ona predrikavala: prisahal, Ze bude
miti rdd pana Browninga a Ze ho jiz nikdy nekousne.

Dostalo se mu okamZzité odmény, nikoliv v podobé zplesnivélych kolacu,
ani kurecich kfidélek, ani v podobé laskani — kterymi si ostatné uz nyni byl
zase jist —ani v podobé svoleni, Ze smi znovu Iéhat na pohovce u nohou
sleny Barrettové. Dostalo se mu okamzité odmény ,, duchovni“; ale ku
podivu — dsledky této odmény se projevily télesné. Jako Zelezné brevno
hubi, ni¢i a ubiji vSe Zivé, na ¢em spociva, tak nendvist spocivala po viechny
uplynulé mésice na Flushové dusi. Nyni provedli na ném bolestnou operaci
ostrymi noZi a Zelezo vyfizli. Nyni znovu zase kolovala v jeho Zilach krev, a
nervy sebou Skubaly a zachvivaly se; masa na ném pfibyvalo. Pfiroda byla
plna radostného ruchu jako na jafe. Flush opét slychal zpivat ptaky; citil, Ze
listi znovu puci na stromech; a kdyz tak leZel na pohovce u nohou sle¢ny
Barrettové, rajska blazenost a rozkos proudily mu v Zilach. Ted uz je s nimi
a nikoliv proti nim; jejich nadéje, jejich prani, jejich tuzby — to jsou i jeho
nadéje, prani, tuzby...

Flush by byl nejradéji Stékal ze samé prichylnosti k panu Browningovi.

P¥i pané Browningovych krétkych, dsecnych slovech se mu jezily chlupy na
Siji. ,KéZ by takovy nas uterek trval cely tyden,” zvolal pan Browning, ,cely
mésic — cely rok — cely Zivot!“ | ja bych si pral, opakoval po ném Flush, aby
trval cely mésic — cely rok — cely Zivot! Pfal bych si vSech véci, kterych vy si
prejete. My tfi jsme spiklenci v té nejvznesenéjsi pfi. Spojuje nas vzajemnd
pfichylnost. Spojuje nas nenavist, spojuje nas vzdor proti temné a kruté
tyranii. Spojuje nas laska. Slovem vSechny Flushovy nadéje se nyni nesly
k jakémusi nejasné tusenému, ale presto se jiz urcité rysujicimu triumfu,
k slavnému vitézstvi, kterého oni spole¢né dobudou — kdyz tu znenadani,
bez jediného varovného slivka uprostfed vzdélaného svéta, bezpecnosti
a pratelstvi (meskal pravé se sle¢nou Barrettovou a jeji sestrou v jednom
obchodé na Vere Street; bylo to v Utery 1. zafi) Flush stfemhlav spadl do
tmy. Dvere vézeni se za nim zaviely. Ukradli ho.

* Exodus — odchod (na pfF. Izraelit z Egypta). — P. p.
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Ale mUZe je snist ted, protoZe je nabizi nepfitel, ktery se proménil
v pfitele, maZe je snist jako symbol nenavisti zménéné v lasku. Ano, naznacil,
sni je ted.
A tak sle¢na Barrettova vstala a uchopila balicek se suchary. Kdyz mu je
davala, udélala mu malé kazani. ,Vysvétlila jsem mu, Zes je pfinesl pro ného
a Ze by se mél dikladné zastydét za svoje zlomyslnosti a pevné si uminit, Ze
té bude mit rad a vickrat té nekousne — dovolila jsem mu, aby se na
hmatatelném dikazu presvédcil o tvé dobroté k nému.” Kdyz Flush polykal
ta zatuchld sousta — pecivo bylo staré, pachlo plisni, mouchy se k nému
sletovaly —, slavnostné opakoval ve svém vlastnim jazyce slova slecny
Barrettové — pfisahal, Ze bude milovat pana Browninga a napfisté uz ho
nikdy nepokouse.

Odmeéna pfisla vzapéti — ne v podobé ztuchlych suchart nebo kufeciho
kridylka, ne v hlazeni, na které mél ted zase narok, ani v moznosti leZet zase
na pohovce u nohou sle¢ny Barrettové: Odména byla duchovni, ale jeji
vysledky pocitoval kupodivu fyzicky. V téch poslednich mésicich mu lezela
nenavist na dusi jako Zelezna obruc, kterd ho tiskla ve svém objeti a
rozkladala a ubijela veskery Zivot. Ted jako po bolestné operaci zasahem
ostrych nozu ta Zelezna obruc zmizela. Krev mu zase volné proudila: nervy
byly ve stiehu, vSechno v ném zvucelo, pfibral na véze. Pfiroda se radovala
jako na jare. Flush zase vnimal zpév ptakl. Pfimo citil, jak roste listi na
stromech. LeZel na pohovce u nohou sle¢ny Barrettové a Stastny pocit
vitézstvi mu krouzil v Zilach. Byl ted's nimi, ne proti nim. Sdilel s nimi jejich
nadéje, prani a touhy. Ted by se byl rad vmisil nadSenym Stékotem do reci
pana Browninga. Po jeho kratkych usecnych slovech mu vstavaly chlupy na
hrbeté. ,Potrebuji cely tyden uterk(!” volal pan Browning, ,pak mésic — rok
— cely Zivot!“ Ja taky — znélo to ozvénou ve Flushovi, potfebuju mésic — rok —
Zivot! Potfebuju vSechno, co potfebujete vy dva!

Jsme vsichni tfi spiklenci v nejlepsi vzpoure ze viech, jakd kdy byla! Jsme
spojeni v pratelstvi. Jsme spojeni v nenavisti. Jsme spojeni v odporu k ¢erné,
bezohledné tyranii. Jsme spojeni v lasce. — VSechny Flushovy nadéje se
zkratka vztahovaly k néjakému jen matné tusenému, ale proto o nic méné
skute¢nému triumfu, k néjakému slavnému vitézstvi, kterého dosdhnou
vsichni tfi spole¢né, kdyZ nahle bez nejmensiho varovani, uprostred
civilizace, jistoty a pratelstvi — byl v obchodé ve Vere Street se slecnou
Barrettovou a jeji sestrou, dopoledne, v Utery 12. zafi — zfitil se po hlavé do
nejcéernéjsi tmy. Zavrely se za nim dvere Zalafe. Flushe ukradli.
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