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... one flew east, one flew west,
One flew over the cuckoo’s nest

—Children’s folk rhyme

Billy wasn’t awake enough to respond much to her shaming,
and the girl was fussing around looking under the mattress for her
nylons, moving slow and warm-looking after sleep. Every so often
she would stop her dreamy fumbling and look up and smile at the
icy figure of the nurse standing there with her arms crossed, then
feel to see if her sweater was buttoned, and go back to tugging for
her nylon caught between the mattress and the tile floor. They
both moved like fat cats full of warm milk, lazy in the sun; |
guessed they were still fairly drunk too.

“Oh, Billy,” the nurse said, like she was so disappointed she
might break down and cry. “A woman like this. A cheap! Low!
Painted—"

“Courtesan?” Harding suggested. “Jezebel?” The nurse turned
and tried to nail him with her eyes, but he just went on. “Not
Jezebel? No?” He scratched his head in thought. “How about
Salome? She’s notoriously evil. Perhaps ‘dame’ is the word you
want. Well, I'm just trying to help.”

She swung back to Billy. He was concentrating on getting to his
feet. He rolled over and came to his knees, butt in the air like a
cow getting up, then pushed up on his hands, then came to one
foot, then the other, and straightened. He looked pleased with his
success, as if he wasn’t even aware of us crowding at the door
teasing him and hoorahing him.

The loud talk and laughter swirled around the nurse. She
looked from Billy and the girl to the bunch of us behind her. The
enamel-and-plastic face was caving in. She shut her eyes and
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Jeden, dva, tfi—
my jsme bratfi;
kterej je to mezi nami,
co si zalez do ty slamy:
ten, ten, nebo ten,
vyhod'me ho z kola ven.
DETSKE ROZPOCITADLO

[str. 264]

Billy se jesté neprobral natolik, aby moh na jeji stud néjak
reagovat, ale dévce, zmalatnélé a rozehraté jesté spankem,
Strachalo kolem sebe a hledalo pod matraci svoje nylonky.
Chvilema ve svém matozném Strachdni ustavalo, stacelo zraky
vzhidru a usmivalo se na ledovou postavu Velké sestry, kterd se
zaloZzenyma rukama stala ve dvefrich, sahnulo si, jestli ma zapnuty
svettik, a zase dal zapolilo s nylonkou pfiskfipnutou mezi matraci a
dlazdickovou podlahou. Pohybovali se oba jako tlusté kocky, které
se s plnyma Zaludkama teplého mlika liné provaluji na slunci;
napadlo mé, Ze budou taky jesté notné opili.

»Ach Billy,” fekla sestra zklamanym hlasem, jako by se méla
vzapéti zhroutit a rozplakat. ,,S takovouhle Zenstinou! Sprostou!
Nizkou! NaSminkovanou —“

»Kurtizdnou?“ navrhoval Harding. ,Jezabel?” Sestra se otocila a
pokusila se ho pfibit o¢ima, ale Harding klidné pokracoval dal.
,Jezabel se vdm nehodi? Ne?“ Zamyslené se poskrabal na hlavé. , A
co Salome? Ta je prece notoricky zla bytost. Ale snad ddmicka je to
pravé slovo, které hledate. No prosim, ja se vam jen snazim byt
ndpomocny.”

Prudce se obratila zpatky k Billymu. Soustfedéné se pokousel
vstat. Prevalil se, zdvihnul zadek na kolenou do vzduchu, jako kdyz
vstava krdva, potom se oprel o ruce, postavil se na jednu nohu, pak
na druhou a napfimil se. TéSil se ze svého Uspéchu, jako kdyz ani
nevi, Ze se mackame ve dverich, vtipkujeme a provolavame mu
slavu.

Kolem sestry vitil hovor a smich. Otocila se od Billyho a dévcete
k nasi parté. Smaltovany a plastikovy oblicej se rozsypdval. Zaviela
oci a napnula viecky sily k tomu, aby se prestala trast,
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Tri divé husi
letia na skusy.
Jedna Sibne vpravo,
druha sibne vlavo
a ty tretia rezko
nad kukucie hniezdo.
— Ludova detska riekanka

[str. 265]

Billy sa este natolko neprebral, aby sa ho velmi dotklo, Ze sa
sestra hanbi, a dievca zatial Smatralo dookola, hladalo pod
matracom pancuchy, pohybovalo sa rozospato a pomaly a
vyzarovalo z nej teplo. Obcas prestalo zasnene $matrat, zdvihlo
hlavu a usmialo sa na sestrinu ladovu postavu, ktora stala so
zalozenymi rukami, potom si ohmatalo svetrik, ¢i ho ma zapnuty, a
znova zacalo tahat pancuchy, pripreté medzi matracom a
kamennou dlazkou. Obaja sa pohybovali ako tu¢né macky, ¢o sa
dosyta napili teplého mlieka a lefiosia na sinku; mal som dojem, Ze
aj oni su este dost opiti.

,Och, Billy,” pokracovala sestra takym zarmdtenym ténom,
akoby mala plac¢ na kraji. ,,S takouto zenskou. Lacnou! Ordinarnou!
Namalovanou...”

,Kurtizanou?” nadhodil Harding. ,Jezabel?“ Sestra sa zvrtla,
skusila ho priklincovat o¢ami, ale Harding pokracoval. ,Nie Jezabel?
Nie?“ Zamyslene sa poskrabal na hlave. ,,Co takto Salome? To je
predsa notoricky skazend Zzena. Mozno ste chceli povedat
,damicka'. Nuz, ja vam chcem iba poméct.”

Sestra sa znova zvrtla k Billymu. Uporne sa usiloval vstat.
Prevalil sa, klfakol si, zadok vytrcil dohora, ako ked' vstava krava,
potom sa vzoprel na rukach, postavil sa najprv na jednu, potom na
druht nohu a vzpriamil sa. Tento Uspech ho ocividne potesil, akoby
si vibec neuvedomoval, Ze sa tisneme pri dverach, utahujeme si z
neho a povzbudzujeme ho.

Okolo sestry zaviril hlasny hovor a smiech. Pozrela na Billyho, na
diev¢a a potom na nds, o sme stali za nou. Smaltovo-plastickd tvar
sa zaCala prepadavat. Zatvorila o¢i a napala vsetky sily, aby
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strained to calm her trembling, concentrating. She knew this was
it, her back to the wall. When her eyes opened again, they were
very small and still.

“What worries me, Billy,” she said—I could hear the change in
her voice—"“is how your poor mother is going to take this.”

She got the response she was after. Billy flinched and put his
hand to his cheek like he’d been burned with acid.

“Mrs. Bibbit’s always been so proud of your discretion. | know
she has. This is going to disturb her terribly. You know how she is
when she gets disturbed, Billy; you know how ill the poor woman
can become. She’s very sensitive. Especially concerning her son.
She always spoke so proudly of you. She al—"

“Nuh! Nuh!” His mouth was working. He shook his head,
begging her. “You d-don’t n-n-need!”

“Billy Billy Billy,” she said. “Your mother and | are old friends.”

“No!” he cried. His voice scraped the white, bare walls of the
Seclusion Room. He lifted his chin so he was shouting at the moon
of light in the ceiling. “N-n-no!”

We'd stopped laughing. We watched Billy folding into the floor,
head going back, knees coming forward. He rubbed his hand up
and down that green pant leg. He was shaking his head in panic
like a kid that’s been promised a whipping just as soon as a willow
is cut. The nurse touched his shoulder to comfort him. The touch
shook him like a blow.

“Billy, | don’t want her to believe something like this of you—
but what am | to think?”

“Duh-duh-don’t t-tell, M-M-M-Miss Ratched. Duh-duh-duh—"

“Billy, I have to tell. | hate to believe you would behave like
this, but, really, what else can | think? | find you alone, on a
mattress, with this sort of woman.”

“No! I d-d-didn’t.  was—" His hand went to his cheek again
and stuck there. “She did.”

“Billy, this girl could not have pulled you in here forcibly.” She
shook her head. “Understand, | would like to believe something
else—for your poor mother’s sake.”

The hand pulled down his cheek, raking long red marks. “She d-
did.” He looked around him. “And M-M-McMurphy! He did And
Harding! And the-the-the rest! They t-t-teased me, called me
things!”

Now his face was fastened to hers. He didn’t look to one side
or the other, but only straight ahead at her face, like there was a
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soustfedovala se. Uvédomovala si, Ze je v koncich, Ze je zahnand do
kouta. KdyZ zase oci otevrela, méla je hrozné malinké a zcela
nehybné.

,Co mi jen déla starost, Billy,” fekla — a jasné jsem slySel zménu
v jejim hlase — ,jak to pfijme tvoje maminka.”

Tentokrat se dockala odpovédi, o kterou ji slo. Billy se schoulil
a polozil si ruku na tvar, jako by mu na ni vychrstla kyselinu.

,Pani Bibbitova se vidycky tak pysni tvoji rozvahou. Vim to,
Casto o tobé mluvi. Tohle pro ni bude strasna rana. Vis prece, jak
nesnasi rozruseni, Billy; vis, jak se chudinka vZdycky roznemUze. Je
tak precitlivéla. A zvlast co se tyce jejiho syna. Vzidycky o tobé mluvi
s pychou. Vzdycky —“

,Né! Né!“ Usta se mu rozhybala. Zavrtél hlavou, prosil ji. ,To ne-
ne-nesmite!”

,Billy, Billy, Billy,” fekla. ,Jsme s tvoji matkou staré pritelkyné.”

,Ne!“ vykfiknul. Jeho hlas drasal holé bilé zdi samotky. Zdvihnul
bradu a vyl na elektricky mésic na stropé. ,N-n-ne!”

Prestali jsme se smat. Sledovali jsme, jak se Billy sklada k zemi,
jak se mu hlava zvraci dozadu, jak se mu podlamuiji kolena. Drbal se
po celé délce zelené nohavice. Skubal v panickém strachu hlavou
jako dité, kterému slibili vyprask, jen co ufiznou vrbovy proutek.
Sestra mu sahla na rameno, aby ho uklidnila. Otfas se pod jeji
rukou jak po rané pésti.

,»Billy, nechci, aby si o tobé maminka myslela néco $patného —
ale co mohu délat?“

,De-de-defikejte ji to, s-s-s-slecno Ratchedova. De-de-de —“

»Musim ji to povédét, Billy. Ani se mi nechce véfit, Ze bys byl
néceho takového schopen, ale upfimné, co jiného si mohu myslet?
KdyZ jsem té tu nasla o samoté s takovouhle Zenstinou — na
matraci.”

»Ne! Nic jsem ne-ne-nedélal. J4 jen —“ Ruka mu zas vyletéla ke
tvafi a uz tam uviznula. ,, To ona.”

,Billy, ta Zenstina té sem prece nezatdahla proti tvé vili.”
Zavrtéla hlavou. ,,Pochop, rada bych uvéfila nécemu jinému — uz
kvali tvé nebohé matce.”

Ruka mu sjela po tvari a vyryla v ni dlouhé, rudé stopy.

,T-t-to ona.” Rozhlidnul se kolem sebe. ,,A M-M-McMurphy!
Ten za to m-m-mUze. A Harding! V-v-vsichni! Do-do-dobirali si mé,
na-na-nadavali mi.”

Jeho oblicej se ted pevné drzel jejiho. Nepohlidnul uz napravo
nalevo, upfené ziral do jeji tvare, jako by tam misto jejich rysa vidél
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potladila triasku a sustredila sa. Uvedomila si, Ze toto je kriticky
okamih, Ze je v koncoch. Ked' zasa otvorila o¢i, boli velmi malé a
pokojné.

,,Billy, najvacsmi zo vsetkého ma trapi to,” povedala — a zacul
som, Ze nasadila iny tén — ,,ako to zap6sobi na vasu ubohu
matku.”

Dosiahla presne to, ¢o chcela. Billy sa strhol a pritisol si na lice
dlan, akoby ho bola popalila kyselinou.

,Vasa matka sa vzdy pysila tym, Ze ste taky slusny. Viem to. Toto
ju priSerne rozrusi. A vy viete, Billy, ako sa sprava, ked'ju nieco
rozrusi; viete, Ze td chudera méze vaine ochoriet. Je nesmierne
citliva. Najma ked'ide o jej syna. VZdy sa vami tak pysila. VZdy sa...”

,Nie! Niel“ Pery sa mu chveli. Potriasol hlavou a zaprosikal. , N-
n-n-nesmiete!”

,,Billy, Billy, Billy,“ pokracovala. , Tak dlho sa poznam s vasou
matkou.”

,Nie!“ skrikol Billy. Jeho hlas driapal biele holé steny samotky.
VztycCil bradu a zakrical na rozziareny mesiac na povale. ,N-n-nie!“

Prestali sme sa smiat. Pozerali sme na Billyho, ktory sa schulil na
dlazke, zaklonil hlavu a zdvihol kolena. Dlanou si trel nohu v
zelenych nohaviciach. Vydesene triasol hlavou ako decko, ktorému
slubili vyplatu, len ¢o odrezu prut. Sestra mu chlacholivo polozila
ruku na plece. Dotyk nim zalomcoval ako uder.

,,Billy, nechcem, aby si o vds urobila taku mienku —ale co si
mam mysliet ja?“

“

ne...

»Musim jej to povedat, Billy. Nechce sa mi verit, Ze ste ¢ohosi
podobného schopny, ale naozaj, ¢o iné si mam mysliet? Najdem
vas na matraci s takou Zenskou.”

,Nie!l J-j-ja nie. Ja som...“ Ruka mu znova vyletela na lice a
prilepila sa tam. , To ona.”

,Billy, to dievca vas sem nemohlo vtiahnut nasilim.” Potriasla
hlavou. ,Pochopte, rada by som uverila nieComu inému — uz s
ohladom na vasu ubohd matku.”

Ruka mu kmasla licom, vyryla na riom dlhé ¢ervené stopy. , To o-
ona.” Poobzeral sa. ,A M-M-McMurphy! To on. A Harding! A o0-o-
ostatni! U-u-utahovali si zo mia, vysmievali sa mil“

Billyho tvar prilipla k jej tvari. Nepozrel napravo, ani nalavo,
hladel jej rovno do tvare, akoby na nej nevidel ¢rty, ale svetelnu

Jiti Rambousek / Katedra anglistiky a amerikanistiky FF MU



spiraling light there instead of features, a hypnotizing swirl of
cream white and blue and orange. He swallowed and waited for
her to say something, but she wouldn’t; her skill, her fantastic
mechanical power flooded back into her, analyzing the situation
and reporting to her that all she had to do was keep quiet.

“They m-m-made me! Please, M-Miss Ratched, they may-may-
MAY—!"

She checked her beam, and Billy’s face pitched downward,
sobbing with relief. She put a hand on his neck and drew his cheek
to her starched breast, stroking his shoulder while she turned a
slow, contemptuous look across the bunch of us.

“It’s all right, Billy. It’s all right. No one else is going to harm
you. It’s all right. I'll explain to your mother.”

She continued to glare at us as she spoke. It was strange to
hear that voice, soft and soothing and warm as a pillow, coming
out of a face hard as porcelain.

“All right, Billy. Come along with me. You can wait over here in
the doctor’s office. There’s no reason for you to be submitted to
sitting out in the day room with these... friends of yours.”

She led him into the office, stroking his bowed head and
saying, “Poor boy, poor little boy,” while we faded back down the
hall silently and sat down in the day room without looking at one
another or speaking. McMurphy was the last one to take a seat.

The Chronics across the way had stopped milling around and
were settling into their slots. | looked at McMurphy out of the
corner of my eye, trying not to be obvious about it. He was in his
chair in the corner, resting a second before he came out for the
next round—in a long line of next rounds. The thing he was
fighting, you couldn’t whip it for good. All you could do was keep
on whipping it, till you couldn’t come out any more and somebody
else had to take your place.

There was more phoning going on in the Nurses’ Station and a
number of authorities showing up for a tour of the evidence.
When the doctor himself finally came in, every one of these
people gave him a look like the whole thing had been planned by
him, or at least condoned and authorized. He was white and shaky
under their eyes. You could see he’d already heard about most of
what had gone on here, on his ward, but the Big Nurse outlined it
for him again, in slow, loud details so we could hear it too. Hear it
in the proper way, this time, solemnly, with no whispering or
giggling while she talked. The doctor nodded and fiddled with his
glasses, batting eyes so watery | thought he must be splashing
her. She finished by telling him about Billy and the tragic
experience we had put the poor boy through.
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hypnoticky vir smetanové béli, cervené a modfi. Polknul a ¢ekal, co
uslysi dal, ale sestra mlcela; vSechno jeji uméni, jeji fantasticka
mechanicka moc se opét ujala vlady, analyzovala situaci a podala ji
zpravu, Ze zcela postaci, kdyz bude zticha.

,,Do-do-donutili mé! Prosim vas, s-s-sle¢no Ratchedova, to oni-
oni-ONI —1“

Prestala k nému vysilat svij signal. Billymu klesla hlava, vzlykal
ulevou. PoloZila mu ruku na krk, pfitiskla si ho tvari k naskrobenym
kozam, hladila ho po rameni a pomalu, opovrizlivé prejizdéla
zrakem po nasem houfu.

,To nic, Billy. To nic. Nedovolim, aby ti jesté nékdo ublizoval.
Neplaé. VSechno tvé mamince vysvétlim.“

Neprestavala po nas loupat oCima. Bylo to zvlastni, slySet ten
hebky a konejsivy hlas, teply jako polstar, a divat se pfitom na jeji
oblicej, tvrdy a studeny jako porceldn.

»No tak, Billy. Pojd hezky se mnou. M(ze$ zatim pockat v
kancelari pana doktora. Nevim, pro¢ bys musel sedét v dennim
pokoji s témi... s témi svymi prateli.”

Vedla ho do kancelare, hladila ho po sklonéné hlavé a
chlacholila ho: ,,Chudacku, ty maj chudacku,” zatimco my jsme se
mlcky odloudali chodbou zpatky do denniho pokoje a posedali na
sva mista, ale nikdo se neodvaZoval podivat nebo promluvit na
druhého. McMurphy se posadil az naposled.

Chronici na protéjsi strané pokoje prestali Smejdit kolem a
zapadli do svych pelech. Zasilhal jsem co moZno nendpadné
koutkem oka po McMurphym. Sedél ve svém kfesle v kouté a na
moment tam odpocival pred dalsim kolem — jednim v dlouhé fadé
dalsich kol. To, proti ¢emu bojoval, se nedalo porazit jednou
providy. Mohli jste se s tim jen rvat a rvat, dokud vdas neopusti sily
a na vase misto nenastoupi nékdo jiny.

Telefonovala ze sesterny na viechny strany a pak se na oddéleni
objevila spousta hlavounu, ktefi pfisli okukovat dikazy noc¢niho
radéni. Kdyz se konec¢né ukazal nas doktor, divali se na néj vsichni ti
potentati skrz prsty, jako by to celé naplanoval on, nebo aspon
povolil a schvalil. Tetelil se pod téma pohledama jako spraskany
pes a pod o¢ima mu vyrazily bilé fleky. Bylo vidét, Ze uz vétsi ¢ast
toho, co se na jeho oddéleni prihodilo, slySel, ale Velka sestra mu
to vykreslila znova, pomalu, hlasité a do vSech podrobnosti,
abysme o to nebyli oSizeni. Abysme si to tentokrat poslechli jak se
slusi a patti, vainé, bez Spitani a pochechtavani. Doktor prikyvoval,
hral si pfitom s brejlema a mzikal vodnatyma oc¢ima, az mé
napadlo, Ze na ni musi cakat. Skoncila tim, Ze mu povédéla o Billym
a tragickém zazitku, ktery jsme tomu nebohému chlapci pripravili.
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Spiralu, hypnotizujuci ZIto-bielo-modro-oranzovy vir. Preglgol a
Cakal, ¢i Velka Sestra nieco povie, mlcala vsak; zasa sa jej vratila ta
zruénost, ta Uzasna mechanicka sila, ktora jej zanalyzovala situaciu
a oznamila jej, Ze celkom postadi, ked bude micat.

,,P-p-prinutili ma! Prosim vas, s-s-sle¢na Ratchedova, pri-pri-
PRI...1“

Ked' stimila Iu¢, Billymu odkvécla hlava a od Ulavy sa rozvzlykal.
Polozila mu ruku na krk, pritiahla si jeho lice na naskrobené
poprsie, a kym ho hladkala po pleci, pomaly si premerala nas
ostatnych opovrzlivym pohladom.

,Ved dobre, Billy. Dobre. Nikto vdm uz neubliZi. Dobre. Dobre.
Vysvetlim to vasej matke.”

Pri tychto slovach ustavi¢ne na nas ganila. Prichodilo mi cudné
pocut ten tichy, chlacholivy hlas, teply ako vankus, z tvére, tvrdej
ako porcelan.

,UZ je dobre, Billy. Podte so mnou. Mézete pockat v ordinacii.
Netreba, aby ste sedeli v dennej izbe a boli vystaveny spoloc¢nosti
tychto... priatefov.”

Kym ho odvédzala do ordinacie, hladkala ho po zvesenej hlave a
opakovala: ,Ubohy chlapec, Gbohy chlapéek,” a my sme sa zatial
potichu odkradli chodbou, posadali sme si v dennej izbe, nepozreli
sme na seba, ani sme neprehovorili. McMurphy si sadol posledny.

Chronici na druhej strane sa prestali ponevierat a postupne sa
usalasili v svojich Zliabkoch. Pozrel som po ocku na McMurphyho,
pokial' mozno nendpadne. Sedel na svojej stolicke v kute, trochu
oddychoval, kym nastupi do dalSieho kola — do velmi mnohych
dalsich kél. To, proti éomu bojoval, sa nedalo nadobro porazit. Dalo
sa do toho iba busit, pokym ¢lovek vladal, a potom musel na jeho
miesto nastupit niekto iny.

Na osetrovni sa zasa telefonovalo, zopar zodpovednych Cinite-
lov prislo zistit skutkovu podstatu. Ked koneéne prikvitol aj doktor,
vSetci ¢initelia nariho pozreli, akoby bol celd zaleZitost zosnoval,
alebo aspon strpel a schvalil. Doktor pod ich pohfadmi zbledol a
roztriasol sa. OCividne do zna¢nej miery uz pocul, ¢o sa tu, na jeho
oddeleni, odohralo, no Velka Sestra mu to este raz pomaly, hlasno
a podrobne nacrtla, aby sme to poculi aj my. Aby sme si tentoraz
vypoculi jej vyklad slusne a dostojne, bez Suskania a chichotania.
Doktor prikyvoval, hral sa s okuliarmi, Zmurkal, o¢i mu tak slzili, az
som si myslel, Ze ju dozaista pospliecha. Na zaver sa zmienila o
Billym a o tom, do akého tragického zazitku sme ibohého chlapca
vohnali.
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“I left him in your office. Judging from his present state, |
suggest you see him right away. He’s been through a terrible
ordeal. | shudder to think of the damage that must have been
done to the poor boy.”

She waited until the doctor shuddered too.

“I think you should go see if you can speak with him. He needs
a lot of sympathy. He’s in a pitiful state.”

The doctor nodded again and walked off toward his office. We
watched him go.

“Mack,” Scanlon said. “Listen—you don’t think any of us are
being taken in by this crap, do you? It’s bad, but we know where
the blame lies—we ain’t blaming you.”

“No,” | said, “none of us blame you.” And wished I’'d had my
tongue pulled out as soon as | saw the way he looked at me.

He closed his eyes and relaxed. Waiting, it looked like. Harding
got up and walked over to him and had just opened his mouth to
say something when the doctor’s voice screaming down the hall
smashed a common horror and realization onto everybody’s face.

“Nurse!” he yelled. “Good lord, nurse!”

She ran, and the three black boys ran, down the hall to where
the doctor was still calling. But not a patient got up. We knew
there wasn’t anything for us to do now but just sit tight and wait
for her to come to the day room to tell us what we all had known
was one of the things that was bound to happen.

She walked straight to McMurphy.

“He cut his throat,” she said. She waited, hoping he would say
something. He wouldn’t look up. “He opened the doctor’s desk
and found some instruments and cut his throat. The poor
miserable, misunderstood boy killed himself. He’s there now, in
the doctor’s chair, with his throat cut.”

She waited again. But he still wouldn’t look up.

“First Charles Cheswick and now William Bibbit! | hope you're
finally satisfied. Playing with human lives—gambling with human
lives—as if you thought yourself to be a God!”

She turned and walked into the Nurses’ Station and closed the
door behind her, leaving a shrill, killing-cold sound ringing in the
tubes of light over our heads.

First | had a quick thought to try to stop him, talk him into
taking what he’d already won and let her have the last round, but
another, bigger thought wiped the first thought away completely.
I suddenly realized with a crystal certainty that neither | nor any of
the half-score of us could stop him. That Harding’s arguing or my
grabbing him from behind, or old Colonel Matterson’s teaching or
Scanlon’s griping, or all of us together couldn’t rise up and stop
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,Nechala jsem ho ve vasi kancelafi. Vzhledem k jeho stavu bych
vam doporucovala, abyste za nim okamZité zasel. Prodélal hotové
peklo. Tresu se hrdzou, kdyZ jen pomyslim, jakou zkazu to v té
nebohé dusi muselo natropit.”

Pockala si, aZ se doktor taky otrese.

»MEél byste jit za nim, jestli s nim vibec bude fec. Potrebuje ted'
vsechen nas soucit. Nachazi se v Zalostném stavu.”

Doktor jesté jednou prikyvnul a vykrodil ke své kanceldfi.
Doprovazeli jsme ho o¢ima.

»Macku,” povidal Scanlon. ,Poslouchej — nemysli si, Ze nékdo z
nas ty jeji cancy Zere. Je to zly, ale dobfe vime, kdo to ma na
svédomi — proti tobé nikdo nic nema.”

,Jasné,” povidal jsem, ,nikdo proti tobé nic nema.” Ale kdyz
jsem vidél, jak se na mé podival, dal bych si radsi vytrhnout jazyk.

Zavrel oci a odpocival. Vypadalo to, jako kdyz ¢eka. Harding
vstal, pristoupil k nému a uz oteviral Usta, aby néco rek, kdyz k nam
z chodby zaletél doktorav vykrik a vmet ndm do tvari prostou,
désuplnou pravdu.

,Sestro!“ kricel. ,Proboha, sestro!“

Sestra a tti Cerny frajefi se rozbéhli chodbou ke dvefim, odkud
se ozyval doktor. Ale ani jeden pacient nevstal. Védéli jsme, Ze ted’
uz nemuzem délat nic jiného, nez napjaté sedét a ¢ekat, az se v
dennim pokoji objevi sestra a fekne nam, co uz vime, o ¢em jsme
védeéli, Ze se to stat musi.

Zamifila rovnou k McMurphymu.

»Podrezal si krk,” fekla. Vyckavala, doufala, Ze ji néco fekne.
Nezdvihnul oci. ,,Nasel ve stole pana doktora néjaky ndstroj a
podfezal si krk. Ten ubohy, nestastny, nepochopeny chlapec
spachal sebevrazdu. Jesté je tam, v doktorové kresle, s podiezanym
hrdlem.”

Zase vyckavala. Ale pofad nezdvihal oci.

,Nejdfiv Charles Cheswick a ted' Billy Bibbit! Doufam, ze jste
konecné spokojen. Hrat o lidské Zivoty — karbanit o lidské Zivoty —
povaZujete se za Boha?”

Otocila se, zasla na sesternu a zaviela za sebou dvere. Zistal po
ni jen pronikavy, vrazedné ledovy zvuk fincicich svételnych trubic
nad nasima hlavama.

Nejdriv mi blesklo hlavou, Ze bych ho mél zarazit, premluvit ho,
aby se spokojil s tim, co uz vyhral, a vitézstvi v poslednim kole
prenechal ji, ale vzapéti tuhle prvni myslenku vystrnadila dalsi,
mnohem dllezitéjsi. S kfistalovou jistotou jsem nahle pochopil, Ze
nikdo, ani ja, ani deset z nds dohromady by ho nezastavilo. Ani
Hardingovo prfemlouvani, ani sila mého objeti, ani kazani
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,Nechala som ho vo vasej ordindcii. Vzhladom na jeho terajsie
rozpoloZenie navrhujem, aby ste ho okamZite $li pozriet. Prezil
strasné muky. AZ ma striasa, ked'si pomyslim, ako to muselo tomu
Ubohému chlapcovi ublizit.”

Vyckala, pokym aj doktora nestriaslo.

»Myslim, ze by ste mali skusit pozhovérat sa s nim. Potrebuje
vela sucitu. Je v Zalostnom rozpolozeni.”

Doktor zasa prikyvol a vykroCil k svojej ordinacii. Pozerali sme za
nim.

,Mack,“ nadhodil Scanlon, ,po¢uj — azda si len nemyslis, Ze tie
somariny niekoho z nas dojimaju, ¢i hej? Je to sice zIé, ale vieme,
kto je na vine — tebe ni¢ nezazlievame.”

,Nie,” prisvedcil som, ,,nikto z nas ti ni¢ nezazlieva.” A len ¢o
som zazrel, ako na mna pozrel, bol by som si najradsej vytrhol
jazyk.

Zatvoril oci a oddychoval. Akoby ¢akal. Harding vstal, podisiel k
nemu, otvoril Usta, prave chcel ¢osi povedat, no vtom zaskrecal na
chodbe doktorov hlas a vsetkym Smaril do tvare spolo¢nd hrozu a
poznanie.

,Sestral” zrikol doktor. ,,BoZe dobry, sestra!”

Rozbehla sa chodbou k doktorovi, ktory stale vykrikoval, aj traja
cernosski chlapci sa rozbehli. Ale ani jeden pacient nevstal. Vedeli
sme, Zze nam uz nezostdva ni¢ iné, iba sediet a ¢akat, pokym Velka
Sestra nepride do dennej izby a nepovie ndm, Ze sa stalo to, ¢o sa
podla nasho presvedcenia muselo okrem iného stat.

Podisla rovno k McMurphymu.

,Podrezal sa,” povedala. Vyckala, dufala, Ze McMurphy niec¢o
povie. Nepozrel na fu. ,,Otvoril si doktorov pisaci stol, nasiel dake
indtrumenty a podrezal si krk. Ubohy, biedny, nepochopeny
chlapec sa zmamil. Teraz sedi v doktorovom kresle s prerezanym
hrdlom.“

Zasa vyckala. Ale McMurphy ani teraz na fiu nepozrel.

»Najprv Charles Cheswick a teraz William Bibbit! Dufam, Ze ste
konecne spokojny. Zahrdvate sa s fudskymi Zivotmi, hazardujete s
[udskymi Zivotmi, akoby ste si namyslali, Ze ste boh!“

Zvrtla sa, odisla na oSetrovriu a zatvorila za sebou dvere, iba
svetelné rurky nam prenikavo, vrazedné, studeno cvendzali nad
hlavami.

Najprv mi blyslo hlavou, Ze sa ho pokusim zadrZat, Ze ho
prehovorim, aby sa uspokojil s doterajsimi vyhrami a dozicil jej
posledné kolo, lenze ind, zavaznejsia myslienka, nacisto potlacila
prvu. Zrazu som si nad sInko jasnejSie uvedomil, Ze ho nevladzeme
zadrzat, ani ja a ani nik iny spomedzi nas desiatich. Hoci by Harding
¢o ako argumentoval, hoci by som ho zozadu zdrapol, hoci by ho
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him.

We couldn’t stop him because we were the ones making him
do it. It wasn’t the nurse that was forcing him, it was our need
that was making him push himself slowly up from sitting, his big
hands driving down on the leather chair arms, pushing him up,
rising and standing like one of those moving-picture zombies,
obeying orders beamed at him from forty masters. It was us that
had been making him go on for weeks, keeping him standing long
after his feet and legs had given out, weeks of making him wink
and grin and laugh and go on with his act long after his humor had
been parched dry between two electrodes.

We made him stand and hitch up his black shorts like they
were horsehide chaps, and push back his cap with one finger like
it was a ten-gallon Stetson, slow, mechanical gestures—and when
he walked across the floor you could hear the iron in his bare
heels ring sparks out of the tile.

Only at the last—after he’d smashed through that glass door,
her face swinging around, with terror forever ruining any other
look she might ever try to use again, screaming when he grabbed
for her and ripped her uniform all the way down the front,
screaming again when the two nippled circles started from her
chest and swelled out and out, bigger than anybody had ever even
imagined, warm and pink in the light—only at the last, after the
officials realized that the three black boys weren’t going to do
anything but stand and watch and they would have to beat him
off without their help, doctors and supervisors and nurses prying
those heavy red fingers out of the white flesh of her throat as if
they were her neck bones, jerking him backward off of her with a
loud heave of breath, only then did he show any sign that he
might be anything other than a sane, willful, dogged man
performing a hard duty that finally just had to be done, like it or
not.

He gave a cry. At the last, falling backward, his face appearing
to us for a second upside down before he was smothered on the
floor by a pile of white uniforms, he let himself cry out:

A sound of cornered-animal fear and hate and surrender and
defiance, that if you ever trailed coon or cougar or lynx is like the
last sound the treed and shot and falling animal makes as the dogs
get him, when he finally doesn’t care any more about anything
but himself and his dying.

I hung around another couple of weeks to see what was to
come. Everything was changing. Sefelt and Fredrickson signed out
together Against Medical Advice, and two days later another
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plukovnika Mattersona nebo stisk Scanlonovy ocelové ruky, ani
spojené Usili nas vSech —ted ho uz nemohlo zadrzZet nic.

Nemohli jsme ho zadrzZet proto, Ze jsme to byli my, kdo ho
pobizel. Nebyla to sestra, ale nase potfeba, co ho pfinutilo, aby
oprel své silné pracky o koZena opéradla a pomalu se zdvihal z
kresla, az konec¢né stal a tyCil se nad nama jako néjaka filmova
obluda, poslusna bezdratové vysilanych rozkazl svych Ctyficeti
pand. My jsme ho celé tydny udrzovali ve formé, my jsme ho
podpirali vestoje dlouho poté, co mu nohy vypovédély sluzbu, my
jsme ho celé tydny nechavali pomrkavat, zubit se, smat a dal hrat
predepsanou roli jesté dlouho poté, co mu vsechen humor
sezehnuli dvéma elektrodama.

My jsme ho zdvihli z kfesla, povytahli mu trenky, jako by to byly
koZené kovbojské kalhoty, my jsme mu postrcili jednim prstem
¢apku dozadu, jako by to byl Sirokansky stetson, pomalyma,
mechanickyma gestama — a kdyz vykrodil pres pokoj, bylo slyset,
jak podkavky na jeho bosych patach vykiesavaji z dlazdicek jiskry.

AZ Uplné nakonec — potom, co prosel v tfesku skla sklenényma
dvefma a sestra k nému strelhbité otocila tvar poznamenanou
hrdzou, navzdycky prebijejici vSechny dalsi vyrazy, které by jesté
nékdy chtéla nasadit, potom, co zajecela, kdyz hrabnul rukou a
serval z ni uniformu, a co zajecela podruhé, kdyz se ji od hrudi
odpoutaly dvé obrovské polokoule s rudyma bradavkama a
vykynuly do velikosti, o jaké se nikomu ani nesnilo, teplé a rGZzové v
dennim svétle — teprve Uplné nakonec poté, co ti hlavouni
pochopili, Ze tfi ¢erny frajefi nehnou ani prstem, Ze budou jen stat
a civét, takze musi McMurphyho zdolat bez jejich pomoci, kdyz
doktoti, Grfednici a sestFi¢ky pacili silné rudé prsty zataté do bilého
masa jejiho hrdla, jako by to byly jeji vlastni kréni kosti, kdyZ ho s
hlasitym hekanim a funénim od ni odtrhavali, teprve pak dal
najevo, ze snad prece jen neni zcela pficetnym, odhodlanym a
uminénym ¢lovékem, konajicim nepfijemnou povinnost, kterou
musi splnit, at se mu to libi nebo ne.

Vyrazil ze sebe vykfik. Na samy konec, kdyzZ uZ padal naznak a
my jsme krétce zahlidli jeho oblicej, pfevraceny bradou vzh(ru, nez
nam ho zakryla hromada bilych uniforem na podlaze, tehdy si
dovolil vykfiknout.

Byl to fev zaskoceného zvirete, fev strachu, nenavisti, kapitulace
a vzdoru, hlas, jaky vydava myval, puma nebo rys, posledni vykfik
zaskoceného, postreleného, hrouticiho se zvifete, na které se uz
vrhaji psi, aby ho dorazili, a které se konecné prestane zajimat o
vSecko krom sebe a své smrti.

Vydrzel jsem to v nemocnici jesté dalSich par nedél, abych vidél,
co bude dal. VSechno se zménilo. Sefelt s Fredricksonem se nechali
propustit ,,proti Iékafskému doporucéeni“ a dva dny po nich odesli
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stary plukovnik Matterson poucal a Scanlon Somral, vsetci dovedna
nesta¢ime na to, aby sme ho zadrzali.

Nemohli sme ho zadrzat, lebo my sme ho k tomu dohnali.
Nepohanala ho sestra, lez nasa potreba ho prinutila k tomu, Ze sa
pomaly vzpriamil na stolicke, pritisla mu mohutné ruky na kozené
operadla a vysotila ho, Ze sa postavil a zostal stat ako daky filmovy
odlud, ktory posltcha rozkazy, ¢o mu vysielaju lG¢mi Styridsiati
vladcovia. My sme ho ndtili, aby tyZdne tahal dalej, podopierali
sme ho, hoci uz davno nevladal stat na nohach, tyZzdne sme ho
nutili, aby Zmurkal, ceril sa, smial sa a dalej hral komédiu, hoci dve
elektrody mu uz davno vyprazili vsetok humor.

My sme ho prinutili, aby vstal, napravil si ¢ierne trenirky, akoby
si napraval koZené kovbojské gamase, a posotil si prstom Ciapku do
tyla, akoby si posotil Sirokansky kovbojsky klobuk, vsetko robil
pomaly a mechanicky — a ked' vykrodil po dlazke, bolo pocut, ze
zeliezkami na bosych patach vykresava na dlazdickach iskry.

Iba naostatok — ked' rozbil tie sklené dvere a Velka Sestra sa
zvrtla s takou hrézou v tvari, ktora jej navzdy znicila vsetky iné
vyrazy, ktoré by azda chcela este dakedy pouZit, a zajacala, ked'ju
spredu schmatol za rovnos$atu a rozkmasol ju, a znovu zajacala, ked'
jej z hrudnika vyrazili dva kruhy s bradavkami, ktoré sa ustavicne
naduvali, aZz napokon boli také velké, Ze si vacsie nikto ani nevedel
predstavit, na svetle vyzerali teplé a ruzové — iba naostatok, ked'si
zodpovedni Cinitelia uvedomili, Ze traja ¢ernosski chlapci ni¢
nepodniknu a budu iba stat a prizerat sa a Ze ho budd musiet
premoct bez ich pomoci, vydrapili mu doktori, dozorcovia a
oSetrovatelky z bieleho méasa na sestrinom hrdle tie mohutné
Cervené prsty, akoby jej driapali stavce, ked ho od nej odsotili a
hlasno si vydychli, iba vtedy som dal na sebe znat, Ze mozno je
predsa ¢osi iné nez rozumny, samopasny, zataty chlap, ¢o kona
tazku robotu, ktoru naostatok bolo potrebné volky-nevolky
vykonat.

Zrukol. Ked padal nazad, zazreli sme na sekundu jeho tvar hore
bradou, ale potom ho privalila na zemi kopa bielych uniforiem a
konecne si dozicil vykrik:

Zvudal v fiom strach, nenavist, kapituldcia a vzdor zaskoéeného
zvera, a kto dakedy prenasledoval myvala, pumu alebo rysa, vie, Ze
takto naposledy zrikne prenasledované, postrelené a padajuce
zviera, kym ho nedorazia psy, ked mu uzZ na nicom nezalezi, iba na
sebe a na vlastnom umierani.

Pobudol som tam este par tyZzdrov, bol som zvedavy, ¢o bude
dalej. Vietko sa postupne menilo. Sefelt a Fredrickson odisli vedno,
na vlastnu zodpovednost, bez lekarskeho odporuéania, o dva dni
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three Acutes left, and six more transferred to another ward. There
was a lot of investigation about the party on the ward and about
Billy’s death, and the doctor was informed that his resignation
would be accepted, and he informed them that they would have
to go the whole way and can him if they wanted him out.

The Big Nurse was over in Medical for a week, so for a while
we had the little Jap nurse from Disturbed running the ward; that
gave the guys a chance to change a lot of the ward policy. By the
time the Big Nurse came back, Harding had even got the tub room
back open and was in there dealing blackjack himself, trying to
make that airy, thin voice of his sound like McMurphy’s
auctioneer bellow. He was dealing when he heard her key hit the
lock.

We all left the tub room and came out in the hall to meet her,
to ask about McMurphy. She jumped back two steps when we
approached, and | thought for a second she might run. Her face
was bloated blue and out of shape on one side, closing one eye
completely, and she had a heavy bandage around her throat. And
a new white uniform. Some of the guys grinned at the front of it;
in spite of its being smaller and tighter and more starched than
her old uniforms, it could no longer conceal the fact that she was
a woman.

Smiling, Harding stepped up close and asked what had become
of Mack.

She took a little pad and pencil from the pocket of her uniform
and wrote, “He will be back,” on it and passed it around. The
paper trembled in her hand. “Are you sure?” Harding wanted to
know after he read it. We’d heard all kinds of things, that he’d
knocked down two aides on Disturbed and taken their keys and
escaped, that he’d been sent back to the work farm—even that
the nurse, in charge now till they got a new doctor, was giving him
special therapy.

“Are you quite positive?” Harding repeated.

The nurse took out her pad again. She was stiff in the joints,
and her more than ever white hand skittered on the pad like one
of those arcade gypsies that scratch out fortunes for a penny.
“Yes, Mr. Harding,” she wrote. “I would not say so if | was not
positive. He will be back.”

Harding read the paper, then tore it up and threw the pieces at
her. She flinched and raised her hand to protect the bruised side
of her face from the paper. “Lady, | think you’re full of so much
bullshit,” Harding told her. She stared at him, and her hand
wavered over the pad a second, but then she turned and walked
into the Nurses’ Station, sticking the pad and pencil back down in
the pocket of her uniform.
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tfi dalsi akutaci a Sest jich preloZili na jiné oddéleni. Kolem naseho
mejdanu a Billyho smrti se vedlo dlouhé vysettovani, doktorovi
oznamili, Ze pfijmou jeho rezignaci, a doktor jim oznamil, Ze kdyz
ho chtéji dostat z nemocnice, tak at to feknou na rovinu a vyhodi
ho.

Velka sestra si tyden poleZela a mezitim spravovala oddéleni ta
mald Japonecka od narusenejch; chlapi tak dostali pfileZitost
zmeénit spoustu bodl denniho radu oddéleni. NeZ se Velka sestra
vratila, dokazal Harding, Ze nam dokonce znova otevreli koupelnu a
rozdaval tam ted voko a pokousel se, aby jeho prizraény tenky
hlasek znél jako McMurphyho jarmarecni halekani. Zrovna
rozdaval, kdyZ v zamku zarachotil sestfin klic.

Vysli jsme vsichni na chodbu, abysme se ji zeptali na
McMurphyho. Uskocila o dva kroky zpatky, kdyZ jsme se priblizili, a
na moment mé napadlo, Ze snad utece. Obli¢ej méla opuchly a
promodraly, po jedné strané znetvoreny, takze méla jedno oko
Uplné zaviené, a kolem krku tlusty obvaz. A taky novou bilou
uniformu. Nékolik chlapt pfi pohledu na jeji prsa roztahlo
pobavené papuly; prestozZe tahle nova uniforma byla mensi,
upjatéjsi a naskrobenéjsi nez jeji staré uniformy, skutecnost, Ze je
Zenska, uz zakryt nemohla.

Harding k ni s Gsmévem pfistoupil a zeptal se, co se stalo s
Mackem.

Vytahla z kapsy uniformy blocek a tuzku a napsala: ,Vrati se,”
utrhla list a ukazala ho kolem dokola. Papirek se ji tiepetal v ruce.
LJste si tim jista?“ chtél védét Harding, kdy?z si to precet.

Slyseli jsme vselijaké zvésti; Ze u narusenejch srazil k zemi dva
oSetfovatele, sebral jim klice a utek z nemocnice, Ze ho poslali
zpatky na pracovni farmu a dokonce, Ze sestra, ktera aZ do
prichodu nového doktora méla fidit oddéleni sama, podrobila
McMurphyho svoji specidlni terapii.

»Jste si tim naprosto jista?“ opakoval Harding.

Sestra znova vytdahla blocek. Byla v kloubech celd ztuhla a jeji
ruka, bélejsi nez kdy predtim, trhavé poskakovala nad blo¢kem jako
rucka mechanické loutky cikanky, ktera vam za par drobriaka
naskrabe, co vas ¢eka a co vas nemine. ,,Ano, pane Hardingu,”
napsala. , Nefikala bych to, kdybych si tim nebyla jista. Vrati se.”

Harding si precet papirek a pak ho roztrhal a utrzky vyhodil do
vzduchu. Schoulila se do sebe a zdvihla ruku na ochranu
pohmozdéné strany obli¢eje. ,,Damo, myslim, Ze jste prolhana jak
cikanska kize,” povidal ji Harding. Chvili na néj zirala a ruka nad
blo¢kem nakratko zavdhala, ale pak zase blok a tuzku zastrcila do
kapsy bilého stejnokroje, obratila se a Sla na sesternu.
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odisli dalsi traja akutni a Siestich prelozili na iné oddelenie. Okolo
vecierka na oddeleni a Billyho smrti boli naramné vysetrovacky, a
ked doktorovi dali na vedomie, Ze prijmu jeho vypoved, oznamil

im, Ze ak sa ho chcd striast, musia mu dat vypoved' a zdévodnit ju.

Velka Sestra bola tyzder na |6zkovej ¢asti, oddelenie teda zacas
viedla ta mald Japonka od pomatenych; tak sa chlapcom naskytla
prileZitost kade€o zmenit v rezime oddelenia. Kym sa Velkd Sestra
vratila, Harding si dokonca vymohol, Ze zasa otvorili kipelniu, sam
robil pri ocku bankara, usiloval sa, aby ten jeho strojeny tenky
hlasok znel ako McMurphyho vyvolavacské huldkanie. Prave
rozdaval karty, ked' zacul, Ze jej klu¢ vklzol do zamky.

Vsetci sme sa vyhrnuli z kipelne, vysli sme jej na chodbe oproti,
Ze sa spytame, o je s McMurphym. Ked' srne sa pribliZili, dva kroky
odskocila, a uz som si myslel, Ze azda utecie. Tvar mala modrasto
podliatu, jednu stranu zdeformovanu, oko nacisto zatvorené a na
krku hruby obvaz. A mala novu bielu rovnosatu. Podaktori chlapci
sa jej zacerili na prsia rovnosaty; hoci bola mensia, tesnejsia a
vaésmi naskrobend nez stara, jednako uz nemohla utajit tu
skutocnost, ze Velka Sestra je Zena.

Harding s usmevom podisiel tesne k nej a spytal sa, ¢o sa stalo s
Mackom.

Vytiahla z vrecka na rovnosate blok a ceruzu, napisala ,Vrati sa“
a dala listocek kolovat. Papierik sa jej zachvel v rukach. ,Naozaj?“
spytal sa Harding, ked'si precital listocek. Kadeco sme totiz poculi,
Ze na oddeleni pomatenych omracil dvoch oSetrovatelov, vzal im
kld¢e a usiel, Ze ho poslali nazad na napravni farmu — ba dokonca
aj to, Ze mu sestra, ktora teraz viedla oddelenie, pokym nezozenu
nového doktora, predpisala osobitnu liecbu.

,Viete to celkom naisto?“ zopakoval Harding.

Sestra znovu vytiahla blok. Kiby mala meravé a jej ruka, belia
nez inokedy, kizala na bloku ako ruka ciganky na promenade, ktora
¢loveku za $estak nacarbe vestbu. ,Ano, pan Harding,” napisala.
»Netvrdila by som to, keby som to nevedela naisto. Vrati sa.”

Harding si precital listocek, potom ho roztrhal a hodil kisky
papiera na nu. Uhla sa, zdvihla ruku, aby si chranila oskrett stranu
tvdre pred papierom. ,Vazena, tusim, Ze nas nehorazne balachate,”
povedal jej Harding. Vyplestila nanho oci, ruka na bloku sa jej
zachvela, ale potom sa zvrtla, blok aj ceruzu si zastrcila do vrecka
na rovnosate a odisla na oSetrovriu.
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“Hum,” Harding said. “Our conversation was a bit spotty, it
seemed. But then, when you are told that you are full of bullshit,
what kind of written comeback can you make?”

She tried to get her ward back into shape, but it was difficult
with McMurphy’s presence still tromping up and down the halls
and laughing out loud in the meetings and singing in the latrines.
She couldn’t rule with her old power any more, not by writing
things on pieces of paper. She was losing her patients one after
the other. After Harding signed out and was picked up by his wife,
and George transferred to a different ward, just three of us were
left out of the group that had been on the fishing crew, myself
and Martini and Scanlon.

| didn’t want to leave just yet, because she seemed to be too
sure; she seemed to be waiting for one more round, and | wanted
to be there in case it came off. And one morning, after
McMurphy’d been gone three weeks, she made her last play.

The ward door opened, and the black boys wheeled in this
Gurney with a chart at the bottom that said in heavy black letters,
MC MURPHY, RANDLE P. POST-OPERATIVE. And below this was
written in ink, LOBOTOMY.

They pushed it into the day room and left it standing against
the wall, along next to the Vegetables. We stood at the foot of the
Gurney, reading the chart, then looked up to the other end at the
head dented into the pillow, a swirl of red hair over a face milk-
white except for the heavy purple bruises around the eyes.

After a minute of silence Scanlon turned and spat on the floor.
“Aaah, what’s the old bitch tryin’ to put over on us anyhow, for
crap sakes. That ain’t him.”

“Nothing like him,” Martini said.

“How stupid she think we are?”

“Oh, they done a pretty fair job, though,” Martini said, moving
up alongside the head and pointing as he talked. “See. They got
the broken nose and that crazy scar—even the sideburns.”

“Sure,” Scanlon growled, “but hell!”

| pushed past the other patients to stand beside Martini. “Sure,
they can do things like scars and broken noses,” | said. “But they
can’t do that look. There’s nothin’ in the face. Just like one of
those store dummies, ain’t that right, Scanlon?”

Scanlon spat again. “Damn right. Whole thing’s, you know, too
blank. Anybody can see that.”

“Look here,” one of the patients said, peeling back the sheet,
“tattoos.”
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,Hmm,“ povidal Harding, ,tak mam dojem, Ze nase konverzace
byla trochu nanicovata. Ale co taky mGzete pisemné odpovédét,
kdyz vam nékdo fekne, Ze jste prolhany jak cikanska ktze?“

Délala co mohla, aby svoje oddéleni dostala zpatky do figury, ale
neméla to lehké, ponévadz McMurphy byl vSudypfitomny, dusal po
chodbach, hlasité se chechtal pfi sezenich a zpival si na latriné. Jeji
byvald moc ji opustila, papirky ji nebyly nic platné. Ztracela svoje
pacienty jednoho po druhém. Kdyz zazadal o propusténi Harding a
manzelka si ho odvezla domU a George preloZili na jiné oddéleni,
zUstali jsme z party, ktera spolu byla na rybach, jenom tfi —ja,
Martini a Scanlon.

Nechtélo se mi jesté odejit, ponévadz se mi zdala néjak
nebezpecné sebejista; mél jsem pocit, Ze se chysta jesté na jedno
kolo, a chtél jsem byt u toho, kdyby k nému doslo. A jednou rano,
tfi tydny potom, co ndm McMurphy zmizel z o¢i, se vytasila se svym
poslednim trumfem.

Dvere oddéleni se otevrely a Cerny frajefi pfivezli vozik, ktery
mél dole privazanou cedulku, kde tlustyma ¢ernyma pismenama
stalo: MCMURPHY — RANDLE P. POOPERACN{ STAV. A pod tim bylo
inkoustem pfipsano: LOBOTOMIE.

Dotlacili vozik do denniho pokoje a nechali ho stat pfi zdi vedle
vegetaku. Stali jsme pred vozikem, Cetli ta slova na cedulce a pak
jsme prenesli pohledy na druhy konec, na hlavu vtlacenou do
polstare, stfapec zrzavych vlastd nad mli¢né bilym obli¢ejem s
temné fialovyma monoklama na ocich.

Po minuté ticha se Scanlon obratil a plivnul na zem. ,,Kurvafix,
co si ta stara sviné mysli? Tohle ji zrovna tak seZzerem. To prece
neni on.”

,Ani zdaleka ne,” povida Martini.

,,Co z nas déla blbce?”

»Ale dali si zaleZet, to se musi nechat,” povidal Martini, presel k
hlavé a ukazoval na jednotliva mista. ,Vidite, udélali mu i jeho
pferazenej nos a tu blaznivou jizvu — dokonce kotlety.”

»Nojo,“ zabrucel Scanlon, ,ale s néama nevyjebou.”

Prodral jsem se mezi pacientama k Martinimu. ,,Jo, jizvy a
prerazeny nosy by uméli,” povidal jsem. ,Ale pohled, ten uz
nesvedou. V tomhle obli¢eji neni viibec nic. M4 ksicht jako ty
panaci z vejklad(, no nemam pravdu, Scanlone?“

Scanlon si jesté jednou odplivnul. , To si pis. Vibec je néjak
bezvyraznej. To pozna kazdej trouba.”

,Heledte,” povidal jeden pacient, kdyZ odhrnul prostéradlo,
tetovani.”
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,Hm,“ nadhodil Harding. ,,Mam dojem, Ze nas rozhovor bol
trochu kusy. Ale ¢o sa uz da povedat, ked' ¢loveka dakto obvini, ze
baldcha, ¢o uz na to moZno odpisat?”

Velka Sestra sa sice pokusila dat svoje oddelenie zasa do laty,
ale $lo jej to tazko, lebo McMurphyho prizrak este stale dupotal
hore-dole po chodbach, rehlil sa na schddzach a spieval na latrine.
Uz nebola schopna nastolit svoju niekdajsiu moc, najma3 preto, ze
vetko musela pisat na listocky. Za radom stracala pacientov.
Harding poziadal o prepustenie a manzelka si prisla po neho,
Georgea prelozili na iné oddelenie a potom sme uz zostali zo
skupiny, ktora bola na rybacke, iba traja; ja, Martini a Scanlon.

Nechcel som este odist, lebo Velka Sestra mi prichodila privelmi
sebaistd; mal som dojem, Ze ¢aka na dalsie kolo a keby k nemu
naozaj doslo, chcel som ho zaZit. A jedného rana, ked' uz bol
McMurphy tri tyZzdne preé, zahrala poslednu partiu.

Ked'sa dvere oddelenia otvorili, cernosski chlapci vtisli vozicek
so Stitkom pri nohach, na ktorom stalo vyraznymi ¢iernymi
pismenami: MCMURPHY, RANDLE P. ST. p. OPERAT. A pod tym bolo
atramentom pripisané LOBOTOMIA.

Odotisli vozi¢ek do dennej izby a nechali ho stat pri stene, hned’
vedla padaviek. Stali sme pri nohach vozicka, precitali sme si stitok,
potom sme pozreli na druhy koniec, na hlavu vtlaéenu do vankusa,
Sticu rySavych vlasov nad mliecne bledou tvarou, iba okolo o¢i boli
tmavocervené oskuleniny.

Chvilu bolo ticho, potom sa Scanlon zvrtol a odplul si na zem.
»Pdnajana, ¢o nam to chce ta stara suka zavesit na nos. To predsa
nie je on.”

,Vobec sa nartho neponasa,” pridal sa Martini.

,Mysli si. Ze sme sprosti?“

»Ale jednako si dali zalezat,” poznamenal Martini, podisiel k
hlave a kym hovoril, ukazoval prstom. ,Pozrite. Utrafili ten zlomeny
nos a tu Sialend jazvu — dokonca aj bokombrady.“

,Samozrejme,” zavrcal Scanlon, ,ale do pekla!“

Pretisol som sa popri ostatnych pacientoch a zastal som vedla
Martiniho. ,IsteZe, Cosi také, ako jazvy a zZlomené nosy, vedia
urobit,” povedal som. ,Ale takyto vyzor nedokazu urobit. Ta tvar je
nacisto prazdna. Vyzera ako daka figurina v obchode, nemam
pravdu, Scanlon?“

Scanlon si zasa odplul. ,,Doslaka, mas pravdu. Vies, celé je to
nacisto prdzdne. To predsa kazdy vidi.”

,Pozrite,” nadhodil ktorysi pacient, ked odhrnul plachtu,
,tetovanie.”
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“Sure,” | said, “they can do tattoos. But the arms, huh? The
arms? They couldn’t do those. His arms were big!”

For the rest of the afternoon Scanlon and Martini and |
ridiculed what Scanlon called that crummy sideshow fake lying
there on the Gurney, but as the hours passed and the swelling
began subsiding around the eyes | saw more and more guys
strolling over to look at the figure. | watched them walk by acting
like they were going to the magazine rack or the drinking fountain,
so they could sneak another look at the face. | watched and tried
to figure out what he would have done. | was only sure of one
thing: he wouldn’t have left something like that sit there in the
day room with his name tacked on it for twenty or thirty years so
the Big Nurse could use it as an example of what can happen if
you buck the system. | was sure of that.

| waited that night until the sounds in the dorm told me
everybody was asleep, and until the black boys had stopped
making their rounds. Then | turned my head on the pillow so |
could see the bed next to mine. I'd been listening to the breathing
for hours, since they had wheeled the Gurney in and lifted the
stretcher onto the bed, listening to the lungs stumbling and
stopping, then starting again, hoping as | listened they would stop
for good—but | hadn’t turned to look yet.

There was a cold moon at the window, pouring light into the
dorm like skim milk. | sat up in bed, and my shadow fell across the
body, seeming to cleave it in half between the hips and the
shoulders, leaving only a black space. The swelling had gone down
enough in the eyes that they were open; they stared into the full
light of the moon, open and undreaming, glazed from being open
so long without blinking until they were like smudged fuses in a
fuse box. | moved to pick up the pillow, and the eyes fastened on
the movement and followed me as | stood up and crossed the few
feet between the beds.

The big, hard body had a tough grip on life. It fought a long
time against having it taken away, flailing and thrashing around so
much | finally had to lie full length on top of it and scissor the
kicking legs with mine while | mashed the pillow into the face. | lay
there on top of the body for what seemed days. Until the
thrashing stopped. Until it was still a while and had shuddered
once and was still again. Then | rolled off. | lifted the pillow, and in
the moonlight | saw the expression hadn’t changed from the
blank, dead-end look the least bit, even under suffocation. | took
my thumbs and pushed the lids down and held them till they
stayed. Then | lay back on my bed.
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,No jisté,” povidal jsem, ,napodobit tetovani je pro né hracka.
Ale co ruce? Na ty jsou kratky. Mél ruce jako lopaty!“

Cely zbytek odpoledne jsme si se Scanlonem a Martinim délali
srandu z té zfuSované panoptikalni figuriny, jak to nazval Scanlon,
co tam leZela na voziku, ale jak hodiny ubihaly a zpuchla kdze
kolem téch sklenénych oci splaskavala, vS§imnul jsem si, Ze toho
panaka okukuje porad vic chlapl. Pozoroval jsem, jak délaji, Ze jdou
k vésaku s Casopisama nebo k fontance, ale kradmo pfitom znova
pokukuji do té tvare. Pozoroval jsem je a premyslel, co by asi
udélal. Jedno jsem védél na beton: urcité by nedovolil, aby néco
takového dvacet nebo tficet let vysedavalo pod jeho jménem v
dennim pokoji a slouZilo Velké sestre za priklad, jak dopadnete,
kdyZ se postavite na odpor systému. To jsem védeél tutové.

Pockal jsem si vecer, az mi zvuky potvrdi, Ze vSichni na loZnici
tvrdé spi a Cerny frajefi skondili pro dnesek s obchlizkama. Pak jsem
na polstari otodil hlavu a zadival jsem se na sousedni postel.
Naslouchal jsem tomu dechu celé hodiny, co pfijeli s vozikem a
preloZili to télo na postel, naslouchal jsem, jak se plice zalykaji,
zastavuji a znova rozbihaji, doufal, Ze se zastavi nadobro — ale
pohlédnout jsem se tam jesté neopovazil.

V okné visel studeny mésic a zaléval loZnici svétlem bilym jako
sbirané mliko. Posadil jsem se na posteli, a jak maj stin padnul na
to télo, zdalo se mi, Ze ho mezi bokama a ramenama rozstipnul
vejpll a Ze tam zira ¢erna dira. Otoky splaskly natolik, Ze mél ted’
oCi otevrené; civély ptfimo do mésice, bdélé a rozsifené, sklovité
lesklé, jak uz dlouho nemrkaly, az mi pfipomnély ocouzené pojistky
na rozvodnici. Natahnul jsem se pro polstar a oci se chytily mého
pohybu a sledovaly, jak vstavam a délam téch par krokl mezi
postelema.

Velké, statné télo viselo na Zivoté zuby nehty. Dlouho se ho
snazilo uhdjit, zmitalo se a mlatilo sebou tak mocné, Ze jsem ho
musel nakonec zalehnout po celé délce a svirat kopajici nohy
stehnama, zatimco jsem mackal polstar do obliceje. Mél jsem
dojem, Ze na tom téle lezim celé hodiny. Konec¢né sebou prestalo
zmitat. Na okamzik znehybnélo, pak v ném jesté kratce skublo a
zUstalo uz bez pohybu. Az potom jsem se odvalil. Stahnul jsem
polstar a uvidél v mésicnim svétle, Ze se vyraz té tvare vibec
nezménil, podrzela si svij prazdny, vyprahly pohled az do posledka,
dokonce i v uduseni. Zatlacil jsem ji palcema vicka a chvili podrzel,
az tak zlstaly. Pak jsem si Sel zase lehnout.
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,IsteZe,” prisved¢il som, ,,aj tetovanie vedia urobit. Ale ¢o tie
ruky, ha? Tie ruky? Tie predsa nevedeli urobit. Mal predsa mohutné
ruky!”

Scanlon, Martini a ja sme si celé popoludnie utahovali z toho, ¢o
lezalo na vozicku a ¢o Scanlon oznacil za nepodarent jarmocnu
atrakciu, ale potom som zbadal, Ze ked' navreliny okolo o¢i
postupne odpuchali, dalsi a dalsi chlapci si chodili obzerat postavu.
Pozoroval som ich, ked ocistom chodili k polici s casopismi alebo ku
kohutiku na pitie, aby si este raz mohli ukradomky obzriet tu tvar.
A ked som ich pozoroval, skisal som si predstavit, ako by sa asi bol
zachoval. Iba jedno som vedel naisto: nebol by pripustil, aby Cosi
podobné sedelo dvadsat ¢i tridsat rokov v dennej izbe s jeho
menom na Stitku, aby to Velka Sestra mohla pouZivat ako nazornu
ukazku toho, ¢o sa méze ¢loveku prihodit, ked sa vzoprie systému.
Tym som si bol isty.

Tej noci som vyckal, pokym mi zvuky v spélni nepovedali, Ze
vsetci spia a pokym cernosski chlapci neskoncili obchédzky. Potom
som obratil hlavu na vankusi, aby som videl na susednu postel.
Hodiny som pocuval ten dych, odkedy pritisli vozi¢ek a prelozili
nosidla na postel, poc¢uval som, ako sa pluca potkynali, vynechavali
a znova sa rozhybali, a kym som pocuval, dufal som, Ze nadobro
zastanu — ale dosial' som sa neobratil a nepozrel nanho.

Pri okne stal chladny mesiac, lial do spalne svetlo, pripomina-
juce odstredené mlieko. Ked som si sadol na postel, mdj tieri padol
na telo, akoby ho pretal medzi bokmi a plecami napoly, takZze tam
zostal iba Cierny pas. OCi natolko odpuchli, Ze sa otvorili; otvorené
a nezasnené civeli do ostrého mesacného svitu, boli sklené, lebo
ich mal dlho otvorené a vébec mu nezamihali, a napokon vyzerali
ako za¢mudené poistky vo vrchnaku. Ked som sa zohol a zodvihol
vankus, o€i sa na ten pohyb upli, a ked som vstal a presiel tych par
stdép medzi postelami, sledovali ma.

Mohutné tvrdé telo tuho liplo na Zivote. Dlho bojovalo, ¢o si ho
nechcelo dat vziat, tak sa zvijalo a metalo, Ze som ho napokon
musel prifahnut, nohami stisnut kopajlce nohy a ustavi¢ne mu
pritiskat hlavnicu na tvar. Prichodilo mi to, akoby som na tom tele
lezal niekolko dni. Napokon sa prestalo metat. Napokon ostalo
nehybné, iba raz sa skiblo a zasa znehybnelo. Potom som sa z neho
zvalil. Ked som zdvihol vankus, v mesacnom svetle som zazrel, ze
vyraz tvare sa vobec nezmenil, Ze aj po zaduseni vyzerala prazdna a
bezutesna. Palcami som mu pritisol viecka, pridrzal som ich, pokym
nezostali na mieste. Potom som si zasa lahol na svoju postel.
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I lay for a while, holding the covers over my face, and thought |
was being pretty quiet, but Scanlon’s voice hissing from his bed let
me know | wasn’t.

“Take it easy, Chief,” he said. “Take it easy. It’s okay.”

“Shut up,” | whispered. “Go back to sleep.”

It was quiet a while; then I heard him hiss again and ask, “Is it
finished?’

I told him yeah.

“Christ,” he said then, “she’ll know. You realize that, don’t you?
Sure, nobody’ll be able to prove anything—anybody coulda kicked
off in post-operative like he was, happens all the time—but her,
she’ll know.”

| didn’t say anything.

“Was | you, Chief, I'd breeze my tail outa here. Yessir. | tell you
what. You leave outa here, and I'll say | saw him up and moving
around after you left and cover you that way. That’s the best idea,
don’t you think?”

“Oh, yeah, just like that. Just ask "em to unlock the door and let
me out.”

“No. He showed you how one time, if you think back. That very
first week. You remember?”

| didn’t answer him, and he didn’t say anything else, and it was
quiet in the dorm again. | lay there a few minutes longer and then
got up and started putting on my clothes. When | finished dressing
| reached into McMurphy’s nightstand and got his cap and tried it
on. It was too small, and | was suddenly ashamed of trying to wear
it. | dropped it on Scanlon’s bed as | walked out of the dorm. He
said, “Take it easy, buddy,” as | walked out.

The moon straining through the screen of the tub-room
windows showed the hunched, heavy shape of the control panel,
glinted off the chrome fixtures and glass gauges so cold | could
almost hear the click of it striking. | took a deep breath and bent
over and took the levers. | heaved my legs under me and felt the
grind of weight at my feet. | heaved again and heard the wires and
connections tearing out of the floor. | lurched it up to my knees
and was able to get an arm around it and my other hand under it.
The chrome was cold against my neck and the side of my head. |
put my back toward the screen, then spun and let the momentum
carry the panel through the screen and window with a ripping
crash. The glass splashed out in the moon, like a bright cold water
baptizing the sleeping earth. Panting, | thought for a second about
going back and getting Scanlon and some of the others, but then |
heard the running squeak of the black boys’ shoes in the hall and |
put my hand on the sill and vaulted after the panel, into the
moonlight.
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Chvili jsem lezel s dekou pretazenou pres oblicej a namlouval
jsem si, jak jsem to proved pékné potichu, kdyZz mé sykot od
Scanlonovy postele upozornil, Ze prece ne tak docela.

,Jen klid, nacelniku,” povidal. ,Klid. VSecko je v poradku.”

,Kus,“ zaseptal jsem. , Kus a chrapej.”

Chvili bylo ticho; pak jsem ho usly3Sel syéet znova. ,,Hotovo?“
ptal se.

Rek jsem mu, Ze jo.

,Kristepane,” povidal potom, , 0ona na to pfide. To je ti snad
jasny, ne? Jisté, nikdo ti nic nedokaze — takova pooperacni troska
mohla zhebnout sama, to se stavd — ale sestra na to pfide.”

Micel jsem.

,Ja bych na tvym misté, nacelniku, vzal nohy na ramena. Fakt.
Vis co? Vem draka a ja jim feknu, Ze se hejbal jesté potom, cos
vymaznul. Neboj, budu té krejt. Tak to bude nejlepsi, nemyslis?“

,Nojo, to se ti fekne. Mam je poprosit, aby mi odemknuli dvere
a nechali mé bézet?”

»Ale vibec ne. Ukdzal ti prece jak, jen si vzpomen. Hned ten
prvni tejden. Vzpominas si?“

Neodpovédél jsem. Scanlon uzZ taky nic nerek a loZnice zase
ztichla. Jesté par minut jsem leZel a pak jsem vstal a zacal se
oblikat. KdyZ jsem na sebe navliknul zelendky, sahnul jsem do
McMurphyho no¢niho stolku pro jeho €epici a zkusil jsem si ji
nasadit. Byla mi moc mala. Najednou jsem se zastydél, Ze si ji viibec
zkousim. Hodil jsem ji cestou z loZnice Scanlonovi na postel. ,,Zlom
vaz, kdmo,” povidal, kdyZ jsem vychazel ze dvefi.

Mésicni svétlo cezené draténymi oky na oknech koupelny
modelovalo rozlozity tézky tvar rozvodného bloku a odrdzelo se od
chromovanych kohoutl a sklenénych mérek tak studenym leskem,
az se mi zdalo, Ze je slySim praskat. Zhluboka jsem se nadechnul,
sklonil se nad blokem a vzal za Zeleza. Pevné jsem zaprel nohy
a ucitil jsem, jak pod tou vahou drtim chodidlama podlahu. Zabejcil
jsem jesté vic a ted' uz bylo slySet, jak se draty a trubky trhaji od
podlahy. Vytahnul jsem blok ke kolenlim a povedlo se mi ho
podebrat jednou a shora obejmout druhou rukou. Chrom mé studil
do krku a do sanice. Otocil jsem se zddama k oknu a pak jsem se
prudce obratil a nechal blok vlastni vahou proletét pletivem
a oknem. Ozval se ohlusujici tfesk. Sklo se rozstfiknulo do mésice,
jak prGzracna studena voda krtici spici zem. Nabiral jsem dech
a fikal si, Ze bych se mél vratit a vzit Scanlona a par dalSich s sebou,
ale pak jsem zaslechnul z chodby pleskani stfevich ¢ernych frajer(,
a tak jsem se oprel rukou o parapet a vyskocil do mésicniho svétla
za blokem.
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Chvilu som lezal, prikryvky som si stiahol na tvar a pritom som si
pomyslel, Ze som to vykonal vcelku potichu, no Scanlonov hlas,
ktory na mna zasycal z jeho postele, ma vyviedol z omylu.

,Len pokojne, nacelnik,” povedal. , Len pokojne. Je to okej.”

,Cus,“ zaSepkal som. ,Spi.”

Chvilu bolo ticho; potom som zacul, Ze znova zasycal a spytal sa:
»Je to vybavené?“

Odvetil som, zZe je.

,Kristepane,”“ nadhodil potom, , 0ona sa to dozvie. Uvedomujes si
to, vSak? Samozrejme, nikto ni¢ nedokaze — po takej operdacii
moze hocikto zgegnut, ¢asto sa to stava — ale ona si to domysli.”

Mical som.

,Nacelnik, na tvojom mieste by som stadialto zduchol. Veru
ano. Poradim ti. Vypadni a ja poviem, Ze som ho videl chodit, ked'si
uz bol prec, a budes kryty. To je najlepsi napad, nemyslis?“

»Ach, pravdaZe, je to celkom jednoduché. Iba ich poZiadam, aby
mi odomkli dvere a vypustili ma.”

,Nie. Ak sa pamatas, raz ti ukazal, ako na to. Hned' prvy tyzden.
Pamatas sa?”

Neodvetil som, ani on uZ ni¢ nepovedal a v spalni zasa zavladlo
ticho. Este chvilu som lezal, potom som vstal a zacal som sa
obliekat. Ked' som sa doobliekal, siahol som do McMurphyho
noc¢ného stolika, vytiahol som jeho ¢iapku a skusil som si ju. Bola mi
primald a zrazu som sa zahanbil, Ze som ju chcel nosit. Iducky zo
spalne som ju pohodil na Scanlonovu postel. Ked som bol vo
dverach, povedal: ,Len pokojne, kamosko.“

Mesiac, ktory sa tisol oblokom pomedzi mrezu do kupelne, mi
ukdzal zhrbenu, tazku ovladaciu dosku, tak chladne sa odrézal od
chrémovych armatur a sklenych hubic, Ze som takmer pocul cvakot
tych narazov. Zhlboka som sa nadychol, zohol som sa a schmatol
som drzadld. Ked som napol zohnuté nohy, zacitil som, ako mi
tarcha pritisla chodidla. Znovu som sa vzoprel a zacul som, Ze droty
a pripojky sa trhaju z dlazky. Nahodil som si aparattru na kolena,
takZe som ju objal jednou rukou zhora a druhou zospodu. Na krku a
na sluche som zacitil chladny chrém. Obratil som sa chrbtom k
mrezi, zvrtol som sa a Svihol som aparatiru na mrezu a na oblok, az
to zaprastalo. Sklo sa rozprsklo v mesaénom svite ako ¢ira studena
voda, ktora krsti spiacu zem. Dychcal som a pritom mi blyslo
hlavou, Ze sa vratim a zavolam Scanlona a este niekolkych, no vtom
som zacul, Ze na chodbe klepocu topanky utekajucich ¢ernosskych
chlapcov, oprel som sa teda rukou o zarubnu a vysSvihol som sa za
ovladacou doskou do mesacného svetla.
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I ran across the grounds in the direction | remembered seeing
the dog go, toward the highway. | remember | was taking huge
strides as | ran, seeming to step and float a long ways before my
next foot struck the earth. | felt like | was flying. Free. Nobody
bothers coming after an AWOL, | knew, and Scanlon could handle
any questions about the dead man—no need to be running like
this. But | didn’t stop. | ran for miles before | stopped and walked
up the embankment onto the highway.

| caught a ride with a guy, a Mexican guy, going north in a truck
full of sheep, and gave him such a good story about me being a
professional Indian wrestler the syndicate had tried to lock up in a
nuthouse that he stopped real quick and gave me a leather jacket
to cover my greens and loaned me ten bucks to eat on while |
hitchhiked to Canada. | had him write his address down before he
drove off and | told him I'd send him the money as soon as | got a
little ahead.

| might go to Canada eventually, but | think I'll stop along the
Columbia on the way. I'd like to check around Portland and Hood
River and The Dalles to see if there’s any of the guys | used to
know back in the village who haven’t drunk themselves goofy. I'd
like to see what they’ve been doing since the government tried to
buy their right to be Indians. I've even heard that some of the
tribe have took to building their old ramshackle wood scaffolding
all over that big million-dollar hydroelectric dam, and are spearing
salmon in the spillway. I'd give something to see that. Mostly, I'd
just like to look over the country around the gorge again, just to
bring some of it clear in my mind again.

| been away a long time.
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Utikal jsem zahradou stejnou cestou jako tenkrat ten pes,
smérem k ddlnici. Pamatuju se, Ze jsem bézel ohromnymi skoky,
pripadalo mi, Ze jsem se vZdycky zastavil a dlouho, dlouho plul
vzduchem, nez jsem zase dopadnul na zem. Mél jsem pocit, Ze
litam. Svobodné. Védél jsem, Ze uprchliky, jako jsem ja, se nikdo
nenamaha pronasledovat, a Scanlon Ze se uZ s otazkama kolem
toho mrtvého néjak vyporada — nebylo zapotrebi, abych se takhle
hnal. Ale nepolevil jsem. Utikal jsem nékolik kilometr(, neZ jsem se
konec¢né zastavil a vyslapnul dalnicni nasep.

Stopnul jsem néjakého chlapka, Mexicana, ktery jel na sever
s nakladakem ovci, a napovidal jsem mu, Ze jsem profesionalni
indidnsky boxer, kterého dal syndikat zavfit do pakarny, a chlapek
radsi rychle zastavil, daroval mi koZzenou bundu, abych mél ¢im
zakryt svoje zeleriaky, a jesté mi pujcil deset dolart na jidlo, nez
dorazim do Kanady. Vzal jsem od néj adresu a slibil jsem mu ty
prachy poslat zpatky, aZ se zas trochu zmatofim.

Moh jsem nakonec do Kanady, ale napadlo mé, Ze se cestou
zastavim u feky Columbie. Chtél jsem se poohlidnout kolem
Portlandu, Hood Riveru a The Dallesu po nékolika zndmych z nasi
vesnice, jestli si zatim nevychlastali mozek. Chtél jsem se podivat,
jak si Ziji od té doby, co se od nich vlada pokusila vykoupit jejich
pravo byt Indianama. Slysel jsem dokonce, Ze par lidi z naseho
kmene po té obrovské prehradni hrazi za miliény dolar( zaclo
stavét svoje staré rozviklané mustky a lovit ostépama lososy
v odpadni vypusti. To bych teda moc rad vidél. Ale hlavné jsem
chtél znovu vidét ten kraj kolem vodopadd, abych si ho zas osvézil
vV paméti.

Dlouho jsem byl pryc.
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Prebehol som po trave k hradskej, ako som sa pamatal, tym
smerom som videl bezat psa. Pam&tam sa, ze som bezal dlho-
kanskymi krokmi, mal som pocit, Ze po kazdom odraze sa dlho
vznasam, len potom som doskocil druhou nohou na zem. Mal som
pocit, Ze letim. Slobodny. Vedel som, Ze nik sa nebude untvat
s patranim po dezertérovi, a ked sa budud vypytovat na neboztika,
Scanlon sa uZ vynajde — netreba tak bezat. Ale nezastal som.
Prebehol som mile, iba potom som zastal a krokom som vysiel po
nasype na hradsku.

Stopol som si auto, akysi Mexic¢an viezol na sever plny nakladiak
oviec; a ked ' som mu porozpraval naramne posobivu bachorku, Ze
som profesionalny zédpasnik, Indian a Ze ma syndikét chce dat
zatvorit do cvokarne, okamzite zastal, dal mi koZzend bundu, aby
som si ju obliekol na zelend rovnosatu, a pozi¢al mi desat dolarov,
aby som mal ¢o jest, kym sa mi Sikne dalsi stop do Kanady. Kym
vyrazil dalej, musel mi napisat adresu a slubil som mu, Ze mu tie
peniaze poslem, len o sa trochu pozviecham.

MozZno napokon predsa p6jdem do Kanady, no myslim, Ze
cestou sa zastavim pri Columbii. Chcel by som si pozriet Portland,
Hood River a Dalles, ¢i tam este najdem daktorého z chlapikov,
ktorych som kedysi poznal v osade, ¢o si este celkom neprepil
rozum. Rad by som vedel, ¢o zatial porabali, odkedy sa vlada od
nich pokusila odkupit pravo byt Indianmi. Po¢ul som dokonca, ze
podaktori chlapi z kmeria zacali stavat niekdajSie chatrné drevené
leSenie popri tej velkej milidnovej vodnej priehrade a v prepade
lovia ostepom lososy. Neviem, ¢o by som za to dal, keby som to
videl. Ale predovsetkym by som si zasa rad obzrel krajinu okolo
prervy, aby som si ju v mysli trochu obcerstvil.

Bol som dlho prec.
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