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Karel Havli¢ek. (1821—1856.)

On Chicago’s near southwest side, in the Douglas
Park, stands a beautiful statue of a man whom the
Czech nation came to regard as their hero and martyr
and who within a brief space of time allotted to him
has by his literary work contributed most efficiently
towards the liberation of Czechs from the fetters of
Austrian tyranny. Thus he became a direct precursor
of the revolutionary movement for the Czech and
Slovak independence which during the World War has
culminated in the political and diplomatic activities
of Professor T. G. Masaryk, since 1918 the first
President of the newly created Czechoslovak Republic.

It is, indeed, not a mere coincidence that Masaryk
ever since has maintained a very close and intimate
relation toward the founder of Czech national journal-
ism and the extraordinarily gifted poet. One of
Masaryk’s early writings, published in 1896, deals
with the strong personality of Karel Havlicek who,
both prior to and after the March revolution of 1848,
fought many a gallant and victorious battle with the
Austrian bureaucracy and the absolutist régime of the
Vienna government for his ideals of the political
awakening of the Czech nation, till he finally fell a
victim to the stupidity of the Habsburg police and
died, broken in heart and body, at the early age of
35 years.

Karel Havli¢ek was born October 31, 1821, in the
village of Borova near the city of Pribyslava in
Bohemia. After his graduation from the classical
gymnasium in Némecky Brod he went with his family
to Prague where he enrolled in the University as
student of philosophy and later on of Catholic theo-
logy; but having been dismissed from the school of
divinity on account of his rather radical and advanced
views he devoted all his energy to a literary career,
and began to spend most of his time for a thorough
study of Slavonic languages, especially of Russian
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and Polish, and finally went to Russia as private
tutor where he spent two years (1843 to 1844). A
keen observer and analytical critic of the conditions
in the land of czars, he soon abandoned his original
russophile enthusiasm, but, at the same time, under-
took an exhaustive study of the contemporary Rus-
sian literature and was deeply impressed by the lucid
and vivid realism of Nikolaj Gogol of which he soon
became the first herald in the Czech literature: as
early as 1849 he translated Gogol’s novel ‘“Dead souls”.
After his return to Austria Havlicek was appointed
editor of two papers “Prazské noviny” (Prague News)
and “Ceska véela” (Bohemian Bee) which under his
able leadership from tame official organs were trans-
formed into a liberal paper which soon became ‘the
conscience of the whole nation” and the best critical
and literary review of his time, respectively. Later,
having left the editorship of the governmental papers,
he became editor and publisher first of Narodni No-
viny” (National News) which paper, although it was
stopped by the Austrian government after several
months, was properly considered the most popular
mouthpiece of the politically awakened Czech nation,
and later of “Slovan” which fearlessly fought
against the hydra of reaction. But the Austrian
government decided to break the indomitable spirit
of Karel Havliéek, and in 1852 deported him to a very
unhealthy spot in Tyrol, to a little village of Brixen
where he contracted tuberculosis. When after three
years, in 1855, he was allowed to come back to Bohe-
mia, he found that in the meantime his beloved wife
had died, and he himself was mortally ill. Unable to
find any relief in his affiction, he died July 29. 1856
in Prague. His funeral, in spite of the severest react-
ionary measures of the absolutist regime of Bach,
became an eloquent manifestation of love and admira-
tion for the political martyr.

Havliéek was not only a political writer and
publicist, he was also an unusually talented poet. His
first attemps at poetry did not go beyond the pathetic
and elegiac patriotism of his time, but soon, especially
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after his return from Russia, he discovered his real
poetic vein. He became the most exclusive satirist,
caricaturist and humorist in the Czech literature, who,
perhaps with more accomplished skill than just before
him the poet FrantiSek Ladislav Celakovsky, found
his quite individual style in a close imitation of the
folk-song and who, as the greatest Czech critic F. X.
Salda, stresses, “very happily based his poetic intui-
tion upon all its rythmical and logical possibilities of
intonation and expression.”

Besides a considerable number of sharp and witty
epigrams Havli¢ek composed three longer poems of
an imperishable value. First between 1848—1854 he
wrote the brilliant satire of the Russian absolutism
and religion, the “Kfest sv. Vladimira” (The Baptism
of St. Vladimir) (translated into English by Ernest
Altschul in Cleveland 1930), which first appeared in
complete form 1870, fourteen years after its author’s
death. In 1852 were conceived and in 1860 and 1861
published in book form the “Tyrolean elegies”, depict-
ing in a half humoristic, half satirical mood Havliéek’s
deportation to his involuntary exile in Brixen. Altough
upon the surface there appears a light spirit of mock-
ery and bravado, upon more intent listening we are
able to discern some striking undertones of a sad and
at times even desperate feeling. As third of the longer
poems there was written in 1854 and published in
1870 “Kral Lavra” (King Lavra) which in a popular
form offers a version of the classical Midas story.

As a poet Havli¢ek broke with the oversweetened
patriotic poetry of romanticism and laid the founda-
tions of Czech literary realism which was brought to
a perfection by Jan Neruda.

Dr. John J. Reichman.

X
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I

Shine fair moon-beam, shine but lightly

Through the cloudy height;
Tell me, how do you like Brixen?
Why so mean tonight?

Do not hurry; pause a little;
Don’t go yet to rest,

Let me talk with you a little,
Listen to my quest.

That I am not local, pnoon-beam,
You know by my speech;

Not a “true and upright” native,
List to what I preach.

I

I am from a land of music,
Where I played the horn,

And my musie, in Vienna,
Woke the masters’ scorn.

And since, when their work was over,
They wanted to rest,

One dark night they sent for me
A carriage with their best.

It was two hours past midnight,
Edging on to three,

When a gendarme at my bedstead
Said “good-day” to me.

And with him the whole ensemble,
A court in full parade,

Gold upon their rigid collars,
‘round their waists gold-braid.

“Mister editor, awaken,
Entertain no fear,

Though ’tis night, we are no robbers;
This what brings us here.
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From Vienna, happy greetings, 1
From Sir Bach — but this —

Are you well? And this sealed letter
He sends you with a kiss.”

Even on an empty stomach
I am most polite.

“Pardon me, you royal servants,
This shirt I wear at night.”

But old Jack, my coal-black bulldog,
Lacks all sense of mirth

He knows “habeas corpus” only
Through his English birth.

So he almost made a blunder,
Broke a rule or two

As he growled beneath the bedstead
At the royal retinue.

But I trew at him a volume
Of our monarchic laws;

And he growled no more that evening
Without any cause.

III.

I am used to rule and order;
Since it was December, *
I put on my woolly stockings
Aided by each member.

R R e D R e et e
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Afterwards I read the letter —
There ’tis on the shelf,

If you know official German,
Read it for yourself.

Bach advises as a doctor,
That the raw Czech air

Is not healthy, and ’tis better
That I move from there;

That the Czech clime is too sultry,
Full of steaming mists,

And ill smelling regulations,
Other ills he lists.

That is why he sent for me
A carriage in full haste,
That I travel as a state’s guest,
With no time to waste.

And the gendarmes have instructions
How to urge and nudge

If in my known modest nature
I'd refuse to budge.

What could I do in this instance?
Since it was my way

To obey the well-armed gendarmes
And do as they’d say.
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Dedera was also urging
That I should decide,

Else, at daybreak other townsmen
Too would want to ride.

And he told me that no weapons
Need I take along.

For, as ordered, they’d defend me
From all harm and wrong.

Further, that an incognito
I maintain at best,

Or the Czechs, intruding people,
Would give us no rest.

Dedera gave me some other
Well-meant wise advice,

To be followed by Bach’s patients
At no added price.

Thus he coaxed me as a Siren,
And as in a trance,

I found shoes, took vest and frock coat,
First of all, my pants.

And the gendarmes with their horses
Stood before the hut,

“Patience have a while, my brothers,
Soon now we shall trot.”
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V.

But, old moon, you know these women,
Know them through and through,

Know what troubles man has with them,
What is best to do . . .

Many farewells you've witnessed,
In your secret way,

Bitterness of parting moments
You can best portray.

Mother, sister, wife and daughter,
Zdenka, little tot,

Stood about, all softly weeping,
O’er my bitter lot.

Though I am a seasoned cossack,
Tried in many frays,

Something gripped my chest that moment,
Something dimmed my gaze.

So I pulled my fur cap downward
Simulating cheer

Lest the gendarmes should discover
In my eyes a tear.

For the gendarmes, near the doorway,
Stood as guard, erect, -

That the parting scene might have
An imperial effect.

VL

Blares the bugle . . . wheels are rattling
Toward Iglau we ride,

To prevent our losing something
Gendarmes trot beside.

On the hill, the Borov Chapel
Stands alone and sad,

Looking at me through the forests:
“Is it you, my lad?
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Under me, your cradle rested,
You were baptized too,

Here I saw the aged vicar,
Teach you all he knew.

Through the world I saw you wander
With a faggot bright,

Saw you cast before your people
A jolly stream of light.

How the time has passed? I know you
Now for thirty years . .

But my boy, what queerly monster
At your side appears?”’

As we rode through sleeping Iglau,
Spilberg filled my mind,

And past Lintz, but thoughts of Kufstein
Seemed to wind and wind.

And not till we left old Kufstein
Standing on our right,

Did I see the Alpine country
In a more pleasing light.

t's a foolish ride, dear fellow,
When you know not where.
The postillion’s glad bugle
Is a shammed affair.
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Axle grease at every wstation,
And exchange of teams:

It were better if Vienna greased
And changed, it seems.

I discovered the good uses
Of the telegraph,

For it heralded our coming
In a lengthy paragraph.

The police, as a doting mother,
Everywhere we drove,

Was prepared for our coming
With a heated stove.

But lest I forget, at Budweiss
Where we stopped to dine,

Dedera bought four stout bottles
Of old Melnik wine.

Was it patriotic feeling,
Moved his thought and hand?
Or hoped he it was the Lethe
From my native land.

Melnik wine I've long forgotten
Drink Italian now,

But it seems same restless ferment
Is in both somehow.
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Now, dear moon, the elegy forgetting,
Let us pass to a heroic vein

For the story I will now narrate you
Has a very diabolic strain.

There’s a road from Reichenhall to Weidring,
You know well the road I mean, perchance,

This cannot be passed through simple passage
Of a legal form of ordinance.

Cliffs and mountains reaching even higher
Than the quarrels that ’twixt nations soar,
And along the road a baseless abyss,
Gaping as when army cannons roar.

Tkrough the night as dark as church, our mother,
Down the hill we ride, a wink-like feat;
Vainly Dedera shouts: “Hold the horses!”
No one’s in the seat.

Our carriage creaks; wild are the horses;
Devil drives them over hill and plain,
While the driver somewhere round the hillside
Lights his pipe again.
Steep the road, inclined as a church steeple,
As an arrow, glides our coach o’er this,
Perphaps planning to intern us yonder
In the deep abyss.

Ah, for me it was a pleasant moment,
For in life I know no such delight

Than to see our glorified policemen
Trembling with fright.

o
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I recalled then — for I read the Bible —
Jonah’s sad, but necessary fate,
When from off the boat he was ejected

The stormy seas to sate.

“Let us toss a lot”, I said. “Among us
Is a sinner worthy of reproach,

And to pacify the skies, this sinner
Must leap from out the coach.”

I no sooner spoke, behold the gendarmes
Without waiting burdened souls to pry,

Penitently breaking through the doorway,
Out the coach they fly.

Ch you ages, topsy turvy ages,
In the ditch the guards lie upside down,
While the equipage with its delinquent
Rides alone to town.
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Oh you powers, topsy turvy powers,
You who would lead nations by a rope,
While you're helpless, with a team of horses
Without reins, to cope.

Without driver, without reins, sheer darkness,
At my side a gulf that steeper grows,
Thus alone I galloped in the carriage
As the Alp wind blows.

Should I fear to trust my Fate and body
To a team of horses, run-away ?
What can happen to an Austrian subject

That is worse, I pray?

In my head but coolest resignation,
'twixt my lips a smoking hot cigar,
Faster than a Russian Czar 1 landed
At the post, not far.

As a delinquent most examplary
Then without protection I have dined,
Ere the guards with skinned and bloody noses
Limped in from behind.

I slept well in Weidring, but the gendarmes
Spent a most uncomfortable night,
Rubbed with alcohol their backs and noses,

Easing thus their plight.

And here ends my lengthy, truthful epic,
To which I have added not a drop,

To this day in Weidring you can hear it,
From Postmaster Dahlrupp.

)
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IX.

Finally we came to Brixen
With no further worry,

And they gave Dedera, for me
Receipt in a hurry.

And to Czech, this piece of paper
They returned because

Here, the double-headed eagle
Holds me in his claws.

Gendarmes and a district ruler
In this barren area,

They gave me for guardian angels
In this Siberia.

eN
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Nékolik pozniamek dvodem.

Anglickym prekladem Havliékovych satirickych
“Tyrolskych elegii” éesk4 Amerika plati duchu nesmr-
telného ¢eského Zurnalisty dal§i splatku na dluh, kte-
rym je mu dosud povinna.

Prvni splatku splatila éeskd Amerika zakladateli
moderni ceské Zzurnalistiky v éervenci 1911 postave-
nim distojného pomniku v chicaZském Douglas Parku
z podnétu zesnulého éeskoamerického narodniho nad-
Sence Josefa Andéla. Plati-li dnes svym anglickym
piebasnénim politické Havli¢kovy satiry piekladatel
Oldtich Ginsburg dal§i kulturni splatku, nemtZeme v
tom spatiovat pouze povinnou poklonu vyloZené ta-
lentovaného tlumocnika Tyrolskych elegii geniu Ha-
vliékovu. V poéinu tomto vidime té% ti¥ebas bezd&énou
a ani snad prekladatelem nezamyslenou obranu proti
nazorim téch, ktefi uz v dobd postaveni Havlic¢kova
pomniku v Chicagu poukazovali na to, Ze by bylo by-
valo vhodnéjSim postavit pfed zraky Ameriky nékte-
rou markantnéjsi postavu z naSich dé&jin, ktera jest
vyznamu svétovéjsiho.

Musime si zde prece stile uvédomovat onu napro-
sto nezvratnou skutecnost, Ze je to v prvé radé a téméf
jediné nas cesky a slovensky tisk a naSe Zurnalistika,
at uZ jeji Groveti, snahy a tendence pravem ¢&i nepra-
vem kritisujeme, ktera nis v této zemi drii jakZ takz
pohromadé. Je to vSak pres to pfese vSechno jenom a
jediné tiSténé Geské a slovenské slovo, které nas zde
dosud poji a vzdycky pojilo v tavici peci stoprocent-
niho amerikanismu. A bylo tedy proto jedin& jakymsi
podvédomym a logickym ¢&inem na$i krajanské Ameri-
ky a vysledkem tfeba dosud nikym zde nevydaného
jakéhosi “Ducha Narodnich Ceskoamerickych Novin”,
Ze nai obétavi vlastenci stavi zde v Americe diistojny
pomnik, ktery byl mistrnym tviircem &eského Zurnali-
smu u nis za oceinem.
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A bylo to i docela na misté, Ze postavenim po-
mniku v Douglas Parku pravé Havlickovi, ukazali
jsme a ukazujeme i ostatnim Ameriéanum, Ze méli
jsme za ocednem ve staré vlasti genialniho zakladatele
moderniho Seského novinafstvi a pfi tom souc¢asné mu-
¥e tak ryziho, nepoddajného a neprodejného charak-
teru, jakych sama velikda zemé hvézdnatého praporu
méla velmi poridku.

Jako byly svého d&asu kritické namitky proti
Havli¢kovu pomniku, stejné tak vyskytnou se bezpo-
chyby nazory, e mohl pfekladatel sdhnout nékam ji-
nam do bohatého dnes zdroje modernéjsi ¢eské poesie.
Pieklad “Tyrolskych elegii”, napsanych Havlickem v
Brixenu zrovna pred 80 léty, bude se snad zdat lec-
komu trochu neéasovym a pro mladou ¢eskou Ameri-
ku nevhodnym i kdyz je zde mozZno se odvolavat na
80leté jubilem jejich vzniku.

At dnes i naSe Geski a slovenska mladez v Ame-
rice, pokud aspoii jeji inteligentnéjsi cast se bude o
tento anglicky pfeklad Havlicka zajimat — a o to,
aby se oii zajimala se jist& pii¢ini uvédoméli rodice a
hlavné vychovatelé naseho dorostu na 8kolach — uéini
si aspon pribliZné spravnou piedstavu o vyznamu
muZe Zzulového charakteru, ktery sméle — i kdyZ jeho
éinnost a plsobeni promitneme do uzSiho ramce Ce-
skych zemi starého Rakouska — snese pfirovnani s
nejvétsimi duchy americké historie. At naSe mladez
zvi, Ze to byl muz, pfed jehoz bfitkym pérem chvéla
se velkd absolutistickd monarchie starého Rakouska,
ktera z obavy pied strhujici moci jeho péra musila
spoutat Havli¢kova genia v zapadlém tyrolském hniz-
dé Brixenu. At naSe mladeZ zvi, Ze ani ta nejlitéjsi
persekuce a Zalafovani v Brixenu nezlomila nepoddaj-
ného ducha a charakter éeského genia, ktery na vy-
sméch a na vzdory videfiské persekuce piSe v Brixenu
Tyrolské elegie a Krest sv. Vladimira a brzy na to
tato paldivd politickad satira v tisici a tisici opisech
po taji koluje z ruky do ruky v utladované vlasti.

Opravdu $vizné zbasnény anglicky pieklad Tyrol-
skych elegii se svym priléhavym rytmem i rymem
bude jistd viele pfijat nasi vefejnosti. A s jistym
zadostiudinénim bude jisté pFijat i v nasi staré vlasti,
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kde interesovani &initelé literarni s Zivym 2zajmem
sleduji ¢innost talentovaného prekladatele Oldricha
Ginsburga, ktery soudasné s timto piekladem vydava
také anglicky preklad Machova Méje, &in, ktery mi-
Yeme sméle hodnotit jako jednu z nejradostnéjSich
udélosti literarnich udalosti nasi eské Ameriky b&éhem
poslednich let.

Prekladatelskd ¢innost Ginsburgova, jez s tako-
vym mladistvym nadS%enim zahijena byla letoSniho
roku prekladem Vrchlického epické basné Satanelly,
znamena opravdové plus na Ghoru anglickych pfekla-
dit eské basnické literatury, kterych mame ke Skodé
nadi prestife v mof¥i amerického elementu stile tak
poskrovnu oproti detnym anglickym pfekladim z ji-
nych literatur. KaZdy nd8 uvédomély naSinec pFeje
jistd prekladateli do dalii prace z plna srdce Gspéch
a zdar na tomto velmi zasluZném poli.

J. A. Hilgert.

&
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L

Svit, mési¢ku, polehoucku
skrz ten husty mrak;

jak pak se ti Brixen libi?
Neskared’ se tak!

Nepospichej, pozastav se,
nechod’ jesté spat,

bych si s tebou jen chvilenku
moh’ diSkurirovat.

Nejsem zdejsi, mij mésicku!
to zna§ podle kiiku;

neutikej, nejsem ‘“‘treu und bieder”,
jsem zde jen ve cviku.

II.

Jsemt jai z kraje muzikanti,
na pozoun jsem hral,

a ten porad ty Videiiské pany
ze sna burcoval.

By se po svych téZkych pracech
hodné vyspali,

jednou v noci kolar policajt
pro mne poslali.

Dvé hodiny po piil noci
kdyZz na tieti Slo,

tu mi daval Zandarm u postele
§tastné dobrytro.

Se Zandarmem slavny oufad
cely v paradé,

pupek kordem pevné ovazany,
zlato na kragle.

“Vstavaji, pane redaktor,
nelekaji se,

jdeme v noci, nejsme vSak zlodé&ji,
jenom komise.
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Od vSech z Vidn& pozdraveni,
pan Bach je liba,

jsou-li pry zdrav? a tuhle to psani
po nas posila.”

Ja jsem i na laény Zivot
vidycky zdvorily:

“Odpust slavni cisafskd komise,
Ze jsem v kosili.,”

Ale DZog, mij &erny buldog,
ten je grobian,

na “habeas corpus” tuze zvykly —
on je Angli¢an.

Maélem by byl chlap prestoupil
jeden paragraf,
jiz na slavny oufad zpod postele
~ ud'al: Vrr, haf, haf!

Hodil jsem mu tam pod postel
FiSsky zakonnik;

dobrie, Ze jsem mél ten moudry napad,
jiZ ani nekvik.

III.

Obéan zvykly na porddek —
bylo to v prosinci —

predevSim jsem si obul punéochy
v slavné assistenci.

Pak jsem teprv fetl psani —
vSak to tuhle mim;

rozumis§-li oufedni néméing,
precti si jej sam!

Bach mi piSe jako doktor,
Ze mi nesvédéi

v Cechich zdravi, %e pry potfebuju
zménu povétii;
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%e je v Cechéich tuze dusno,
horké vypary,

mnoho smradu po té oktrojirce,
lidé nezdravi.

Ze on tedy schvilné pro mne
koéar sem poslal,

abych se na stitni outraty
na cestu vydal.

A Zandarmim Ze na¥idil,
af mne hodné nuti,

kdybych necht&l ze skromnosti pfijmout
jeho nabidnuti.

N‘

Coz je délat? Ze pak musim
hloupy zvyk ten mit,

%e¢ nemohu Zandarmim s flintami
pranic odeprit!

Dedera mne také nutil,
abych jel jen hned,

Ze by chtéli Brodsti, aZ se zbudi,
tieba s ndmi jet.

Pravil mi, Ze nemam s sebou
zbrané Zadné brat,

neb Ze oni maji na¥izeni
mne ochranovat.

Ze mém té%, pokud jsem v Cechach,
inkognito jet,

sic ndm daji dotiravi lidé
hriizu komis hned.

Jesté mi dal pan Dedera
vice moudrych rad,

dle nichZ se Bachovi pacienti
maji spravovat.
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Tak mne vabil jak Siréna,
aZ jsem obul boty,

oblik’ vestu, kabat, pak i koZich,
dfive vSak kalhoty.

Koné a Zandarmi stali
davno pfed domem:
“Mili brasi! mali¢ké strpeni,
hned jiz pojedem!”

V.

0, mésicku, viak ty Zenské
dobre zna§ a vi§,

jaky s nimi ¢élovék na tom svété
dasto miva kiiz.

Také’s mnohého loudeni
tajnym svédkem byl,

ty zna$ lip neZ kaZdy novelista
hofkost téchto chvil.

Matka, Zena, sestra, dcerka,
mald Zdendinka,

staly okolo mne v tichém pladi
horké chvilinka. -

Ja jsem sice stary kozak,
v pitkach tuZeny,

tenkrat jsem mél trochu tésni prsa

a zrak zkaleny.

Vtisknul jsem si podébradku
silné do dela,

aby se tém policajtim slza
nezablystéla,

neb ti v8ichni bliZe dveri
posud stali straz,

aby méla tato smutni scéna
cisafskou stafaz.
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Trubka bfesti, kola hréi,
jedem’ k Jihlavi;
vzadu, abychom nic neztratili,
kluSou Zandarmi.
Ten Borovsky kosteli¢ek
stoji na vrsku,
skrze lesy smutné na mne hledi
“Jsi to, mij hoSku?

Pode mnou je tva kolébka,
ja té vidél - kitit,

starému vikari ministrovat,
pilné se udit.

Tahnout svétem na zkuSenou,
pak s pochodni jit,

nasi chase plamenem veselym
na cestu svitit.

Vidis, jak ty roky plynou,
znam té tricet let . . .

Ale, chlapde! jaké to obludy
vidim s tebou jet?”

VIL

KdyZ jsme jeli pres Jihlavu,
mél jsem Spilberk v mysli,

a za Lincem my$lénky na KufStein
z hlavy mi nevysly.

Teprva kdyZ jsme nechali
Kufstein v pravo stat,

zaGla se mi alpejska krajina
prijemnéjsi zdat.

Hloupa jizda, mily brachu,
kdyZz se nevi kam:

veselé troubeni postilioni
jest jen bidny klam.
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Vsude kolomaz a vSude
prepiahovali:

kdybyste rad$ ve Vidni prepiahli
a namazali! —

Telegraf je piece jenom
hezky vynilez,

ten pred nimi vSude, neZ jsme prFisli,
ohlaseni nes,

by nidm mohla policie,
starostliva mati,

vSude, diive nez tam dojedeme,
kamna rozehrati.

Nesmim ale zapomenout
Budéjovice,

tam Dedera koupil mélnického
étyri lahvice.

Ci-li se v ném vlastenecké
hnuly myS$lénky?

¢i-li doufal, Ze to pro mne bude
Léthe na Cechy?

Mélnické jsem davno dopil,
piju vlaské zas;

ale zda se, Ze je v obou stejny,
nepokojny kvas.

VIII.

Ted’, mési¢ku, nechme elegie
a pfejdéme v heroicky ténm,
nebot, co ti chci ted’ vypravovat,
to byl éertiv shon.

Cesta z Reichenhallu do Weidringu
ty ji musi$ také dobfe znat,

ta se nedad Zadnou ordonanci
preoktrojovat.
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Hory, skaly ohromné&jsi jests
neZ jest hloupost mezi narody,
vedle cesty propast bezedna jak
drzka armaéady.

Temné noc, jak naSe svati cirkev,
a my jedem s kopce jako mzZik;

darmo k¥iéi Dedera: “Drz kond!”
prazdny je kozlik.

Kocar prasti, a kon& ve vétru,
jiz je d’dbel horem padem nese,
a postilion nékde tam za kopcem
do dymky si kiese.

Dol jako s véZe cesta plytka,
viz jak Sipka klouZe hy a hat,
snad nis hodla nékde do propasti
internirovat.

Ach, to byla pro mne chutni chvilka.
nebot neznim Zadnou vétsi slast,
uezli vidét slavnou policii
ouzkosti se tfist.

Napadnul mi — jsemt ji &tenaf bible
o Jonasi smutny piibéh ten,

jak jej z lod’ky k utiSeni mofe
vyhodili ven.

“Metejme los”, pravim, “mezi nami
musi nékdo velky h#iSnik byt,
a ten k usmifeni nebe musi
z vozu vyskodcit.”

Jen to vyrknu, ejhle! policajti
ani svédomi nezpytovali
a kajicné vyrazivSe dvirka,
z vozu vyskékali.
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Ach, ty svéte, obraceny svéte!

vzhiru nohama ve Skarpé lezi straz,
ale s panem delikventem samym

kluse ekvipaz.

Ach ty vlado, pfevracena vlado!
narody na Siilirce vodit chces,

ale étyifmi konmi bez oprati
vladnout nemizes!

Bez koc¢iho, bez oprati, po tmé,
u silnice propast misto Skarpy;
tak jsem cvalal sim a sim v kolare
jako vitr s Alpy.

SvéFiti svaj zivot také jednou
kofiim splaSenym se jA mam bat?
obdan rakousky? coZ se mi muZe
horsiho jiz stat?

Tak jsem s chladnou resignaci v hlavg,
v hub& ale vfelou cigaru,

derstvéj neZ car rusky prijel k posté
v dobrém rozmaru.

Tam jsem zatim — mustr delikventd —
bez ochrany poveéefel hezky,

neZ za mnou stri%Z s odfenymi nosy
priklusala pésky.

J4 spal dobfe, ale policajti
méli noc ve Weidringu zlou:

mazali si Spiritusem zada,
nosy arnikou.

Tu jest konec této epopeje,
k niZ jsem nepfibasnil ani chlup,
podnes ti to povi ve Weidringu
poStmistr Dahlrupp.
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IX.

Prijeli jsme do Brixenu
bez vsi turbaci;

krajska vlada dala Dederovi
na mne kvitanci.

Misto mne ten kus papiru
vratili do Cech;

mne zde cerny dvouhlavaty orel
drzi v klepetech.

Rrajskou vlddu, podkrajského
Zandarmerii,

ty mi dali za andély strazce
v té Siberii.
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