Stribrna hvézda

VSsichni strnuli izasem, kdyz knéz za velkym balvanem vykfikl: ,,Existuje hvézda, stvofend z
rozpusténého stiibra, ukryta uvnitf ramene Zeny, a ten, kdo ji osvobodi, spasi svet.*

Poté zadna zena nevysla ven z domu a zadny muz se nezamiloval. VSichni méli strach a
nikdo nevédél, co si ten druhy mysli. Uplynul dlouhy Cas, nez si zatméni slunce vyzéadalo
svoji prvni obét’.

Chuda Zena, ktera chtéla pozorovat zmizeni slunce na Cerstvém vzduchu, za tmy vysla z
domu. Nahle se k ni rozbéhl jeden z muzii, ktery byl pobliz, popadl ji za vlasy, a pak ji ostatni
bez vahani odnesli k obétnimu kameni. Poprav¢i roziizl podélné jeji rameno na dvé ¢asti, ale
nebylo vidét ani hvézdu, ani Zadnou krev.

The Silver Star

All the people were astonished as the priest shouted beside the big rock, “there is a star,
made of melted silver, hidden in the shoulder of a woman, and the one who releases it will
save the world.”

After that no woman came out of house and no man fell in love. They were all fearful and

no one knew what the other one thought . A long time passed until one day the eclipse took
the first victim.
A poor woman who wanted to watch the disappearance of the sun in the fresh air had come
out in the dark. At once one of the men nearby ran into her and clasped her hair, then the
others without any hesitation carried her to the rock of sacrifice. The executor cleaved her
shoulder lengthwise in two parts but neither a star nor blood was seen...

Miij pritel

Muj nejlepsi pftitel je kat; nikdy na n¢j nezapomenu, ani poté, co ho zabiju. Pieje si, aby
ho mé&l n€kdo rad, protoZe se ho vSichni boji, dokonce 1 jeho Zena a déti. Ve skutecnosti je mj
ptitel pod tlakem ze vSech stran, a pral by si, aby mu lidé, kteti ho potkavaji cestou z prace a
do préce, vénovali svym zplisobem né&jakou pozornost nebo k nému alespoii nebyli lhostejni.

Mozna si myslite, ze miyj ptitel nenavidi svoji praci, ale neni tomu tak. Miluje svoji praci a
té$1 ho stejnym zpiisobem, jako naptiklad nés t€si kdyz se nam néco podafi v zamé&stnani.
Jednou se mi pokousel fict mi o jedné ze svych vzpominek, ale nedafilo se mu to, protoze
kdykoliv zacal vétu a podival se mi u toho do o¢i, rozmyslel si to. Nevim, co uvidél v mych
oc¢ich. Nakonec, kdyz vytusil miyj zdjem, fekl : ,,Nemuazu ti vypravét celou moji vzpominku,
ale feknu ti kousek z ni, aby sis mohl domyslet cely ptibéh; predstav si jen, Ze mald holcicka
str¢ila ruku do sklenice s jahodovou nebo malinovou marmeléddou - to neni dtlezité, dulezité
je jen, aby ti barva pfipominala barvu krve, a pak kdyz kdyz ji vytadhne, aby ji s chuti olizla,
nahle zjisti, Ze ma ruku ufiznutou v zapésti aniz by pocitila jakoukoliv bolest. Odmlcel se na
moment a vzal si sklenku, loknul si a pak pokracoval: “Mym jedinym pfanim bylo najit
zpusob jak zabijet lidi bezbolestné, proto jsem si vybral tuto praci. Myslim si, Ze mohu naplnit
svoje ocekavani. Pfed par dny jsem naSel jednu cast lidského téla, tak aby Slo zabijet lidi
bezbolestné.*

Pak se usmal a pokracoval: “Neni to zajimavé? Pravni systém si mysli, Ze mize trestat
lidi a zabijet je bolestné, ale nevi, Ze ja jsem nasel zpisob, jak mu jeho hnusné plany prekazit.
Nebo si to nemyslis?”

Neodpoveédel jsem mu, protoze jsem piemyslel o tom, ze ho na sklonku noci zabiju.



My Friend

My best friend is an executioner; I will always remember him, even when I kill him. He
wishes that someone would like him because everyone is afraid of him even his wife and
children. In fact, my friend is under stress from all sides, he only hopes that the people, who
meet him on their way to work or back home, show him a kind of attention or at least not to
be indifferent to him.

Perhaps you think that my friend hates his job but this is not the case. He loves his job and
even enjoys it, an enjoyment which for example we feel when we make good progress in our
job .Once, my friend tried to tell me one of his memories but he couldn’t because whenever
he began his sentence, looking into my eyes he changed his mind. I don’t know what he saw
in my eyes .At last, when he felt my enthusiasm, he said; “ I cannot tell you all about my
memory but I just tell you a part of it so that you can guess the story; just imagine that a little
girl has put her hand into a bottle of strawberry or blackberry jam- it isn’t very important, just
as long as the color reminds you of blood and then when she takes out her hand willingly to
lick, suddenly she finds out that her hand has been cut from her wrist without her feeling any
pain.” He paused for a moment and took his glass, he took a gulp and then continued; “My
only wish was finding a way to kill people painlessly that is why I chose this job. In fact I
think I can fulfil my expectation. A few days ago I could find one part of the body by which
one can kill people painlessly.”

Then he smiled and continued; “it is interesting, isn’t it? The law thinks that he can punish
people and kill them painfully but he doesn’t know that I’ve found a way to prevent his nasty
plan, isn’t it so?”

I didn’t answer him because I was thinking to kill him at the end of the night.



