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Pfedmluva

Lidé si odjakziva ridi vyprivéli o strasidlech. Vymysleli si rlizné
duchy, ktefi se zjevovali ve starych hradech, kostlivce, ktefi o ptlnoci
vylézali z rakvi, zvifata ¢i véci, které mély nadpfirozené schopnosti,
ddbly, ktefi zasahovali do lidskych Zivottl, nebo zihadnd zjevent, kterd
varovala clovéka pred nestéstim. Nadpfirozené jevy a bytosti se
nejdiive objevovaly v lidovych povéstech a pohidkich, pozdéji se
staly soucdsti napinavych hororovych ptibéhu a filmu.

I kdyz se vi, ze strasidla nejsou a nikdy nebyla a ze patfi jen do fise
fantazie, ptesto ptibéhy o nich jsou stile velmi oblibené. Je totiz
pfijemné obcas se trochu bat, obzvlast kdyz dobfe vime, ze se jednd
jen o takovy druh strachu, ktery ndm pfinasi pobaveni.

Na toto téma vznikla kniha anglicko-Ceskych povidek The
Devil’s Apple and Other Tales / Disblovo  jablko a jiné povidky.
Je uréena stiedné pokrodilym studentim anglictiny, ktefi si ridi
dopliiuji znalosti ¢tenim napinavych pfibéha. Anglickd cetba je
doplnéna ¢eskym prekladem, coz umozni porozumét dobfe celému
textu isamoukim. Za povidkami nisleduje vybér nejzajimavéjsich
vyrazi, které je uzite¢né si zapamatovat. Kromé poutavé Cetby kniha
nabizi obséhly rozbor gramatiky s ptiklady. V zivéru najdete fadu
cviceni a test pro pilné studenty s klicem, pomoci nichz si ovéfite své

znalosti gramatiky a slovni zasoby.



Mili ¢tenéii, préla bych si, abyste s touto knihou strévili chvile plné
napéti i zébavy a po jejim prfecteni a prostudovani ziskali cenny pocit

osvézenych a rozsitenych znalosti anglického jazyka.

Vase

Alena Kuzmovi



The Devil’s Apple

Mrs. Straka was known nearly by all people in the little town. She
lived in a house with a large garden, where she grew perhaps all sorts
of vegetables and fruit which flourished in that area. With respect to
the wideness and quality of fruits, there was no garden for miles
around which could compare with hers. Her products were really
choice and in great demand on the market. When she came to the
marketplace with her first herbs and vegetables in spring, people
streamed towards her stand in a flood since they knew they wouldn’t
buy better goods anywhere.

Mrs. Straka was a remarkable woman. The people who'd been
living nearby and had known her for years claimed that she was at
least eighty, but she looked rather as if she was forty. She was always
full of beans, smiling and gracious to her customers. It was astounding
where that woman drew strength from when she lived alone and had
to do all work in the garden and her household only by herself. ‘She
loves the garden. The work gives her much pleasure and that’s why it
keeps her so fresh,” thought the people living in her neighbourhood.

In spite of that there was something strange about the woman. She
was never seen to speak with anybody out of the marketplace. She
was quite lonely but it evidently made her happy. Even if she
outwardly put on a friendly expression, a more sensitive observer

could sense that she had an aura of some uncanny energy. It was as if



she was hiding a dark secret under her imaginary veil. Her inordinate
obligingness with which she mainly tried to draw the accidental
visitors to her stand was virtually close to sleekness. She never forgot
to invite them to her garden so that they could pick fruit straight from
the trees. She claimed she wanted to win their long-standing favour
that way.

However, the local people said there was something uncanny
about her garden. A few customers had allegedly come there to pick
fruit from the trees but none of them had come back. The policemen
searched her house and every nook and cranny of the garden but it
was as if the visitors had disappeared into thin air. Not even a little
sign of their visiting that place was found. Mrs. Straka claimed that
the people had just picked some fruit and left. There was no evidence
against her but despite of this a certain hint of suspicion kept hanging
above her head. She knew that none of the local people would dare to
enter her garden since the story about the lost visitors had become
deeply rooted among them.

One day, a young man was passing through the little town. He
was coming back from a faraway town where he’d taken part in the
wedding of a friend of his. The man was rather tired and he wanted
to stretch his legs after the long journey and so he parked his car in
the square.

‘When I've stopped here, I'll look around the town a little,” said
George to himself. Suddenly he noticed a small group of people
rushing in one direction. He joined them and soon after that he got

to the town market. It was late in the afternoon and some marketers



were slowly clearing out their stands. Only one woman kept selling
her goods nimbly and buyers continued queuing for the vegetables
and fruit at her stand. George lined up as the last one. Seeing the
perfect fruits, his mouth started watering. He felt like biting into a
juicy apple and a butter pear or trying mature plums.

“Can [ help you, sir?” Mrs. Straka asked George obligingly when
it was his turn.

“I'd like a few plums and three of those nice red apples,” answered
George.

“I haven’t seen you here yet, sir,” Mrs. Straka kept on talking.
“I guess you are a stranger here, aren’t you?”

“Yes, you’re right, I'm just passing through. Do you possibly
know if T could find a cheap hotel or a boarding house nearby? I'd like
to spend the night here,” suddenly decided George.

“Sure!” answered Mrs. Straka. “I can recommend the White Rose
Boarding House to you. It is right in the square. Their rooms are cosy
and not very expensive, you are sure to be satisfied,” she said willingly
and added a few big pears gratis for George.

“Oh, thank you very much, you’re very kind,” said George,
surprised by her generosity.

“You’re welcome. 'm sorry there isn’t much to choose from today.
You see, it’s already late. I've sold a lot today. But Ican offer
something to you. Would you like to pick some plums or apples
straight in my garden tomorrow morning? If you don’t hurry, of
course. My name’s Straka. Ilive in Trnovd Street near the park.

Everybody knows me here, they are sure to tell you the way. And a



rare variety of summer apples is just in season. You've never eaten
such delicious apples, I can guarantee it to you,” said Mrs. Straka and
her eyes flashed.

George liked the idea. ‘It wouldn’t be bad to pick a few kilos of
fresh fruit straight from the trees,” he thought and said: “I'll be pleased
to come. I can arrive round about nine o’clock, if you don’t mind. Or
shall I come a little later? I wouldn’t like to disturb you.”

“No, not at all. It’s all right with me. I'm usually up and about from
seven o’clock. Come, by all means! I'll be expecting you,” said Mrs.
Straka and her voice almost faltered for joy.

George arrived at the White Rose Boarding House at about half
past six. “Have you got any vacancies?” he asked the woman at the
reception desk. He was a little worried whether he’d get a room now,
in the middle of summer, but he was lucky.

“We still have a single room on the first floor,” answered the
receptionist.

“OK, I'll have it,” George said gratefully. He already hurt all over
from exhaustion.

“How long do you want the room for?”

“Just for this night. I'd like to leave in the morning,” answered
George when passing his identity card to the receptionist. Then
suddenly he remembered he’d settled the call on Mrs. Straka for the
next morning and he asked: “Could you tell me how to get to Trnové
Street, please? I'm supposed to come to Mrs. Straka’s garden

tOMorrow morning.”
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It didn’t escape George’s notice that his question had taken the
receptionist aback, nevertheless she answered: “You’ll go around the
square up to the park, turn right and you’ll get to Trnova Street. The
garden is large, you can’t miss it. And do you know Mrs. Straka?” she
asked searchingly.

“No, I don’t. I met her at the marketplace this afternoon and she
seemed to be very kind. She told me I could pick some fresh fruit
straight in her garden, nothing more.”

“Well, if T were you, I wouldn’t go there,” the receptionist warned
George. “You see, the garden of hers — or rather its owner — is very
suspicious. The local people say that whoever comes there, they’ll
never come back. It has already happened several times. On the other
hand it’s true that the policemen haven’t found any marks of the
disappeared people or an act of violence either in the house or in the
garden. Despite of this none of the local people would dare to enter
her plot.”

“What you are telling me is like a fairy tale or a detective story. All
the more reason I must go there to get to the bottom of it,” laughed
George shaking his head disbelievingly. He’d never taken any notice
of idle talk or superstitions.

On the following day after breakfast, George paid the bill and set
out for Trnova Street. The way description given him by the
receptionist was adequate for him to find Mrs. Straka’s house without
any problems. For that matter, it wasn’t difficult to find one’s bearings
in such a little town. No sooner had he parked his car in front of the

house than Mrs. Straka went to meet him with a smile.
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“I'm really glad you've come. At least I've got someone that can
help me to gather a little of the fruit,” she said and led her customer
into the core of the large garden.

George felt like in a fairy tale orchard. It was as if the trees covered
in ripe fruit bowed before him and lured him: “Just move along, look
what abundance we offer you and how nice our fruits smell. Don’t be
shy and pick boldly.”

And George didn’t wait to be asked for long. Having gathered a
basket of plums, he saw marvellous pears and apricots on the opposite
side of the garden. He picked another basket of fruit and then he got
to a long line of apple trees which offered him their splendid apples.
When he’d gathered three baskets, he said to himself that it could
really be enough.

“It’s not easy, but it is necessary to stop when things are at their
best. Thank you very much, Mrs. Straka. It’s time I settled up with
you,” said George and pulled the wallet out of his pocket.

“Of course not! Just don’t hurry so much,” answered the woman.
“I haven’t shown you the rare apple tree yet. The one which bears the
excellent summer apples. After all it’s my pride and the biggest rarity
far and wide. Its apples are really miraculously delicious. You are sure
to be surprised at their intoxicating smell,” she said. Thereupon she
took George’s arm and led him into the farthest corner of the garden.

They stopped in front of a spreading apple tree, whose ripest big
yellow-red fruits gleamed high in the crown.

“You needn’t climb up, just shake the tree. You see, I'm not strong

enough to do it,” said Mrs. Straka and stepped aside.
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However, no sooner had George put his arms round the trunk of
the apple tree than he felt some strong tingling which shot from his
fingertips into the whole body. At that moment he was overcome
with a strange giddiness and his pulse swiftly slowed down. Then
suddenly some unknown enormous power seized him and as a
powerful magnet pushed all his body tightly against the trunk.
George couldn’t understand what was happening to him. He just
realized that the power which was clasping his body was too strong
for him to be able to resist.

Then all of a sudden the branches of the apple tree bent down to
George and as a wrestler’s strong arms were pressing his body more
and more strongly and cruelly against the trunk until George lost
consciousness. Fortunately he didn’t perceive anything any more
when the trunk of the tree swallowed him and he merged into it in
one whole forever.

Mrs. Straka smiled contentedly and picked up one and only apple
which had fallen down from the crown of the apple tree. After that

she bit into the juicy fruit with pleasure.
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Diblovo jablko

Pani Strakovou znali téméf vSichni obyvatelé v méstecku. Bydlela
vdomé svelkou zahradou, kde péstovala snad vsechny druhy
zeleniny a ovoce, kterym se v kraji dafilo. Pokud jde o rozmanitost a
kvalitu plodu, zddna zahrada Siroko daleko se té jeji nevyrovnala. Jeji
produkty byly opravdu prvotfidni a na trthu velmi zidané. Kdyz pfisla
zjara na trzi$té se svymi prvnimi bylinkami a zeleninou, lidé se hrnuli
k jejimu stinku v jednom proudu, nebot védéli, ze nikde lepsi zbozi
nekoupi.

Pani Strakovd byla neobycejnd Zzena. Lidé, ktefi zili v jejim
sousedstvi a znali ji uz léta, tvrdili, Ze je ji nejméné osmdesit rokda, ale
vypadala spi§ na ctyficet. Stile byla plnd Zivota, usmévava a vlidni
k svym zdkaznikim. Bylo az zarizejici, odkud tato Zena Cerpi silu,
kdyz Zije osamoté a musi délat veskerou prici na zahradé
i v domdcnosti jenom sama. ,Ona tu zahradu miluje. Ta price ji dava
hodné potésent, a proto ji udrzuje tak svézi,* mysleli si lidé, keeti zili
v okoli.

Presto bylo na té Zené cosi zvlastniho. Nikdy ji nevidéli povidat si
s nékym mimo trzisté. Byla zcela osaméla, ale ocividné ji to pusobilo
potéSeni. Ikdyz navenek ukazovala vlidnou tvif, vnimavéjsi
pozorovatel vycitil, Ze z ni vyzatuje jakasi zlovéstnd energie. Jako by
pod svym pomyslnym zivojem skryvala néjaké temné tajemstvi. Jeji

pfehnani tsluznost, kterou se snazila pfilikat k svému stinku hlavné
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nihodné navstévniky méstecka, téméf hranicila s dlisnosti. Nikdy je
nezapomnéla pozvat do své zahrady, aby si natrhali ovoce pfimo ze
stromil. Tvrdila, ze tak chce ziskat jejich trvalou pfizen.

Mistni lidé vsak ftikali, Ze jeji zahrada je jako zakletd. Nékolik
zékaznikli tam pry uz pfislo, aby si natrhali ovoce ze stromu, ale zidny
znich se nevritil. Policisté prohledali jeji dam a vSechny kouty
zahrady, ale po navstévnicich jakoby se zem slehla. Nenasla se ani mald
zniamka toho, Ze to misto navstivili. Pani Strakova tvrdila, Ze si ti lidé
jen natrhali trochu ovoce a odesli. Neexistoval proti ni zidny dikaz,
ale navzdory tomu uréity stin podezieni zistal viset nad jeji hlavou.
Védéla, ze nikdo z mistnich lidi by si netroufl vejit do jeji zahrady,
nebot povést o zmizelych ndvstévnicich se mezi nimi pevné
zakoftenila.

Jednoho dne projizdél mésteckem mlady muz. Vracel se ze
vzdéleného mésta, kde se zdc¢astnil svatby jednoho svého pfitele. Muz
byl dost unaveny a chtél se protdhnout po dlouhé cesté, a tak
zaparkoval viiz na nimésti.

JKdyz uz jsem tady zastavil, podivim se trochu po mésté, fekl si
Jifl. Vtom si v8iml, ze hloucek lidi spécha jednim smérem. Pfidal se
k nim a brzy nato dosel na méstské trzisté. Bylo pozdé odpoledne a
nékteti trhovci pomalu vyklizeli své stinky. Jen jedna Zena stile ¢ile
prodévala své zbozi a kupujici se ddl stavéli do fronty na zeleninu a
ovoce u jejtho stinku. Jifi si stoupl do fady jako posledni. Pti pohledu
na vystavni ovoce se mu zacaly sbihat sliny. Mél chut zakousnout se

do $tavnatého jablka a hrusky méslovky nebo okusit zralé blumy.
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,Cim poslouzim, pane?* zeptala se pani Strakova tsluzné Jittho,
kdyz pfisel na fadu.

,Chtél bych pir blum a tfi ztamtéch krisnych cervenych
jablek,“ odpovédél Jifi.

,Vis jsem tu jesté nevidéla, pane,“ pokracovala v hovoru pani
Strakovd. ,Asi nejste zdejsi, ze ne?*

,Ne, to mite pravdu. Jenom tudy projizdim. Nevite nihodou,
jestli bych pobliz nemohl najit néjaky levny hotel ¢i penzion? Rad
bych tady prespal,“ rozhodl se najednou Jifi.

,No jisté!l“ odpovédéla pani Strakovd. ,Muzu vim doporucit
penzion Bild ruze. Je to hned na ndmésti. Jejich pokoje jsou titulné a
ne moc drahé, urcité budete spokojen,” fekla ochotné a pridala Jifimu
pér velkych hrusek zdarma.

»Ach, moc vim dékuji, jste velmi laskavd,“ fekl Jifi, prekvapen jeji
Stédrosti.

,Nemite za co,“ odpovédéla pani Strakova. ,Mrzi mé, ze je to uz
dnes dost ptebrané. To vite, je uz pozdé. Dnes jsem uz hodné prodala.
Ale mtzu vim néco nabidnout. Nechtél byste si zitra rino natrhat par
blum ¢i jablek pfimo v mé zahradé? Samoziejmé, jestli nespéchite.
Jmenuji se Strakovd. Bydlim v Trnové ulici blizko parku. Kazdy mé
tady zna, ur¢ité vim poradi cestu. A privé dozrivd vzicnd odriida
letnich jablek. Takova vyte¢nd jablka jste nikdy nejedl, za to vim
ru¢im,” fekla pani Strakovd a zablesklo se ji v o¢ich.

Jifimu se ten ndpad libil. ,Nebylo by $patné natrhat si par kilo

cerstvého ovoce pfimo ze stromt,’ pomyslel si a fekl: ,Pfijedu rad.
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Mohu dorazit asi kolem devité, jestli vim to nevadi. Nebo mim pfijet
trochu pozdéji? Nerad bych vis vyrusoval.«

,Ne, viibec ne. To mi vyhovuje. Obvykle jsem na nohou od sedmi
hodin. Jen pfijed’te! Budu vés Cekat,“ fekla pani Strakova a hlas ji skoro
pieskodil radosti.

Jifi dorazil do penzionu Bild rize kolem pal sedmé. ,Mite néjaké
volné pokoje?* zeptal se zeny za recepénim pultem. Trochu se obéval,
zdali ted,, uprostied léta, sezene pokoj, ale mél stésti.

,Mime jesté jednoluzkovy pokoj v prvnim patfe,“ odpovédéla
recepcni.

,Dobfe, vezmu si ho,“ fekl vdé¢éné Jifi. VSechno ho uz tnavou
bolelo.

»Na jak dlouho chcete ten pokoj?*

,Jen na tuto noc. Rdno bych chtél odjet,“ odpovédél Jifi, kdyz
podédval recepéni obéansky prikaz. Pak si nihle vzpomnél, ze si
domluvil na pfisti rino névstévu u pani Strakové, a zeptal se: ,Mohla
byste mi, prosim, poradit, jak se dostanu do Trnové ulice? Zitra rino
mém pfijet na zahradu pani Strakové.“

Jifimu neuslo, ze jeho otizka recep¢ni zarazila, nicméné
odpovédéla: ,Pojedete kolem ndmésti nahoru k parku, zabocite
vpravo a dostanete se do Trnové ulice. Ta zahrada je rozlehls,
nemiiZzete ji minout. A vy pani Strakovou znite?“ zeptala se patravé.

,Ne, neznim. Potkal jsem ji dnes odpoledne na trziti a zdila se
byt velmi ochotn. Rekla mi, ze bych si mohl natrhat trochu ¢erstvého

ovoce pfimo v jeji zahradé, nic vic.“
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»No, byt vimi, nejezdila bych tam,“ varovala recep¢ni Jiffho. Vite,
ta jeji zahrada — ¢&i spiSe jeji majitelka — je velmi podezteld. Zdejsi lidé
tikaji, ze kdokoli tam pfijde, nikdy se nevriti zpét. Stalo se to uz
nékolikrit. Na druhé strané je pravda, ze policisté nenasli zidné stopy
po téch zmizelych lidech nebo jakémkoli ndsilném ¢inu ani v domé,
ani na zahradé. Pfesto by si nikdo z mistnich lidi netroufl vstoupit na
jeji pozemek.

,To, co mi vypravite, je jako z pohddky ¢i néjaké detektivky. Tim
spi§ tam musim jet, abych tomu pfisel na kloub,* zasmal se Jifi a
nevéticné kroutil hlavou. Na plané fec¢i nebo povéry nikdy nedal.

Na druhy den po snidani Jifi zaplatil ti¢et a vyrazil do Trnové ulice.
Popis cesty, ktery mu dala recepéni, sta¢il na to, aby nasel diim pani
Strakové bez potizi. Ostatné nebylo tézké zorientovat se v takovém
malém mésté. Sotva zaparkoval sviij viiz pfed domem, pani Strakové
mu $la s dsmévem vstfic.

,Jsem opravdu rdda, Ze jste pfijel. Alespofi mam nékoho, kdo mi
muze pomoct sklidit trochu toho ovoce fekla a vedla svého
zékaznika do nitra rozlehlé zahrady.

Jifi si piipadal jako v pohidkovém sadu. Jakoby se ty stromy
obsypané zralym ovocem pied nim sklinély a ldkaly ho: ,Jen pojd’ dal,
podivej se, jaké bohatstvi ti nabizime a jak krdsné voni nase plody.
Neostychej se a sméle trhej.

A Jifi se nedal dlouho pobizet. Kdyz natrhal kosik blum, uvidél
nidherné hrusky a merunky na protéjsi strané zahrady. Natrhal dalsi

kosik ovoce a pak pfisel k dlouhé fadé jabloni, které mu nabizely sva
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skvostnd jablka. Kdyz natrhal tfi kose, fekl si, Ze by to opravdu mohlo
stacit.

,Neni to snadné, ale v nejlepsim je tfeba prestat. Mockrit vim
dékuji, pani Strakova. Je ¢as, abych se s vimi vyrovnal,“ fekl Jifi a
vytdhl z kapsy penézenku.

,Ale ne! Jen tolik nespéchejte,“ odpovédéla zena. ,Jesté jsem vim
neukdzala tu vzicnou jablor. Tu, kterd rodi ta vyborna letni jablka.
Vzdyt to je moje chlouba a nejvétsi vzicnost Siroko daleko. Jeji jablka
jsou opravdu zizraéné lahodnd. Jist¢ budete ptekvapen jejich
omamnou vuni,“ fekla. Nato uchopila Jiftho pod pazi a vedla ho do
nejvzdalenéjsiho kouta zahrady.

Zastavili se pred kosatou jabloni, jejiz nejzralejsi velké
zlutocervené plody se skvély vysoko v koruné.

»Nemusite 1ézt nahoru, jen zatfeste stromem. Vite, jd na to nemim
dost sily,“ fekla pani Strakové a odstoupila stranou.

Sotva vsak Jifi objal rukama kmen jabloné, pocitil silné brnéni,
které mu vystfelovalo od konecka prstii do celého téla. V tu chvili se
ho zmocnila podivnd zivrat a jeho tep prudce zpomalil. Pak ho
najednou uchopila nezndmd obrovskd sila a jako silny magnet tlacila
celé jeho télo tésné ke kmeni. Jifi nechipal, co se s nim déje. Jen si
uvédomoval, Ze sila, kterd svira jeho télo, je pfili§ mocna na to, aby ji
dokazal vzdorovat.

Tu se ndhle vétve jabloné sklonily dolt k Jitimu a jako silné paze
néjakého zipasnika tiskly jeho télo stéle silnéji a krutéji ke kmeni, az
Jifi pozbyl védomi. Nastésti uz nic nevnimal, kdyz ho kmen stromu

pohltil a on s nim navzdy splynul v jeden celek.
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Pani Strakovi se spokojené usmaila a zvedla ze zemé jedno jediné
jablko, které spadlo z koruny jabloné. Potom se s pozitkem zakousla

do $tavnatého plodu.
Zapamatujte Si:

all the more reason / tim spise

be choice (fruit) / byt prvottidni (ovoce)

be enough / (po)stacit

be full of beans / byt plny elinu, prekypovat energii

be in season (fruit) / pravé dozrévat (ovoce)

be up and about / byt (uz) na nohou, uz nespat

become rooted / zakofenit se

clear out / vyklidit

Come, by all means! / Jen piijed'te!

Do you possibly know if.....? / Nevite ndhodou, jestli.....?

every nook and cranny of the garden / vSechny kouty zahrady
find one’s bearings / zorientovat se

for that matter / ostatné

get to the bottom of it / pfijit tomu na kloub

Have you got any vacancies? / Mite volné pokoje?

He didn’t wait to be asked for long. / Nenechal se dlouho pobizet.
He hurt all over from exhaustion. / Viechno ho bolelo tinavou.
He was overcome with a strange giddiness. / Zmocnila se ho

podivnd zévrat.
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His mouth started watering. / Zacaly se mu sbihat sliny.
I’'m supposed to come / mim pfijet

It’s all right with me. / To mi vyhovuje.

It’s necessary to stop when things are at their best. / V nejlepsim
je tfeba prestat.

It was his turn. / PfiSel na fadu. Byl na fadé.

line up / zatadit se (do fronty)

Not at all. / Vibec ne.

Of course not! / Ale ne!

pass through the town / projizdét méstem

single room / jednoluzkovy pokoj

stretch one’s legs / protidhnout se

take no notice of sb/sth / nedat na koho/co

take part in / Glastnit se ceho

take sb aback / prekvapit, Sokovat koho

They disappeared into thin air. / Zmizeli, jako by se po nich zem
slehla.
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Gramatika:

Vazba be sure + infinitiv vyjadiuje, ze se néco urcité stane nebo
nékdo néco urcité udéld. I kdyz vyjadiuje budouci déj, sloveso to be
je v ptitomném Case. Napf. It is sure to snow. Urcité bude snézit. Joseph

is sure to come late. Josef urcité pfijde pozdé.
Priklady:

“Their rooms are cosy and not very expensive, you are sure to be
satisfied.”
“Everybody knows me here, they are sure to tell you the way.”

“You are sure to be surprised at their intoxicating smell.”

HEN
Vazba no sooner had......than odpovida ¢eskému vyznamu sorvaze:
Priklady:
No sooner had he parked his car in front of the house than Mrs.
Straka went to meet him with a smile.
However, no sooner had George put his arms round the trunk of

the apple tree than he felt some strong tingling which shot from his
fingertips into the whole body.
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Sloveso keep + gerundium (-ing tvar slovesa) vyjadtuje pokracovar

v néjaké cinnosti:
Priklady:
There was no evidence against her but despite of this a certain hint of
suspicion kept hanging above her head.
Only one woman kept selling her goods nimbly and buyers
continued queuing for the vegetables and fruit at her stand.
“I haven’t seen you here yet, sir,” Mrs. Straka kept on talking.
[ | | |
Vazba feel like + gerundium vyjadtuje mir chuf délac.

Priklad:

He felt like biting into a juicy apple and a butter pear or trying

mature plums.
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Vazba not either....or (= neither....nor) odpovidi ceskému
P
vyznamu ani....ani. Napiiklad: 1don’t like either Paul or Peter.

(=1 like neither Paul nor Peter.) Nemdm rdda ani Pavla, ani Petra.

Priklad:
On the other hand it’s true that the policemen haven’t found any
marks of the disappeared people or an act of violence either in the

house or in the garden.
HEE

Uéinkové véty po vyrazech too pfilis a enough dost vyjadtuje
infinitiv, je-li ve vété jediny podmét. Pti riznych podmeétech se uzivi
vazba for + predmét + infinitiv. Napiiklad: I'm too tired to help you.
Jsem pfilis unavend na to, abych ti pomdhala. He isn’t brave enough to
be a policeman. Neni dost odvdZny na to, aby byl policistou. It’s too cold

for me to go out. Je pfilis chladno na to, abych sla ven.
Priklady:
“You see, I'm not strong enough to do it.”

He just realized that the power which was clasping his body was too

strong for him to be able to resist.
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The Werewolf

Everything started one evening when I heard an urgent knock at
the door of my cottage.

“Jack, open the door! Quickly, please!” entreated the visitor and
I at once recognized the voice of my friend and neighbour, Anthony
Rambousek. I'd already been nodding over a book in the armchair for
a while and the visit at that late evening hour wasn’t exactly
convenient for me. I sleepily shuffled as far as the door, opened it -
but what I'saw immediately woke me up. There was Anthony
standing outside, he was quite out of breath and covered in sweat.
Horror exuded from his staring eyes and his right arm was terribly
bleeding.

“Good heavens! Anthony, what has happened to you?”
[ stammered out fearfully.

“It was the old Prokop’s beast, the Doberman of his. It must have
been him because I saw his master standing a short way off. Just fancy!
He didn’t even make him quiet. I was only walking and the beast
suddenly jumped out of the bushes and lunged at me groundlessly.
You know how much I hate big dogs. Perhaps the beast can feel it in
its bones,” explained Anthony hastily. “I'm sorry to disturb you late in
the evening, Jack, but do you possibly have any bandage here? I need

to bind the arm.”
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“Of course, Anthony. But first of all go to the bathroom and wash
the wound carefully. I'll find something in the meantime, there’s sure
to be some bandage in that drawer. But you’d better see a doctor.
What if the dog is rabid? It’s not a thing to be trifled with,” I warned
him.

“It must have been the old Prokop’s dog,” repeated Anthony.
“There’s not any other beast similar to him anywhere around here.
And I doubt he’s rabid, he’s just ill-mannered and it’s all his master’s
fault. Every so often he behaves like mad. After all you know how
terribly he growls and barks when you walk past. T'll report it at the
police station so that they take the dog away from him. He shouldn’t
be allowed to keep such a dangerous animal if he isn’t able to raise it
properly,” said Anthony angrily.

“I quite go along with you. And I'll confirm it if that’s necessary.
Such a bad dog is just like a dangerous weapon. One is nearly scared
of walking past the cottage of his,” I had to agree with my friend.

A few days after this night event, the gamekeeper found several
pieces of strangled game in the forest. “It must have been a terrible
beast,” he told the men in the pub. “Not only did the roes have their
throats bitten through but they had torn limbs and prolapsed guts as
well. As if the monster slaughtered with some hatred. That’s not
typical of any predatory animal. They only hunt to eat their food,
they don’t kill revengefully like this.”

Despite twice as large number of traps being set in the forest on
the following days, no beast of prey fell into them. Killing the game

continued even more intensely though. It was as if the beast jeered at
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the local people, as if it wanted to tell them that it was much cleverer
and craftier. And the worst thing was that the radius of killing was
getting larger — first it expanded from the forest to the cottage camp
and then farther in the village itself.

The locals started to be desperate. During the nights, they heard a
horrible howl and then heartbreaking wailing of the tormented
animals. In the morning, they found strangled cows and sheep in the
sheds and even torn horses in the stables. It was as if the whole pack
of wolves had made a raid into the village. The old inhabitants
couldn’t understand it. After all wolves had never been in that area
before. The worst fury always set in when the full moon had emerged
in the sky. During those nights, the people were afraid to show their
faces. Only a few brave men took the risk of going out with the
loaded guns. They decided to guard the area near the sheds and stables.
The beast, however, as if on purpose always massacred the animals at
the other end of the village.

One evening, a young man and his girlfriend were coming back
from a dance in the neighbouring village. Their parents had warned
them they shouldn’t go anywhere since the full moon was supposed
to rise in the sky that night and in that late night hour it was
dangerous for everybody to stay outdoors. Sadly the young couple
didn’t take their parents’ warning very seriously. The thing is that
young people in love think of nothing but each other and they don’t
allow any unpleasant affairs to spoil their happiness.

The boy and his girlfriend decided to take a short cut through the
forest because they wanted to get home before midnight as they’d

27



promised to their parents. Although it was thick darkness all around,
they were quite calm since they knew the way very well. Then all of
a sudden they heard a horrifying howl and ominous roaring
somewhere in the immediate vicinity and afterwards a shadow of a
huge beast swiftly burst out of the bushes. The young man had hardly
managed to look back when the beast’s sharp claws dug into his throat.
The girl shouted out in horror and tried to escape but she came to a
sticky end just like her boyfriend.

On the following day, the gamekeeper found their bodies while
making his morning rounds through the forest. “It was really a terrible
sight,” he told the villagers in the village square after their funeral. “I'd
thought the beast only killed animals and it wouldn’t dare to attack a
man. But now it’s clear that it is much more dangerous. Therefore
avoid going out at night at full moon because the monster is very
aggressive just at that time. You’d better board up the windows and
secure the doors in that critical night time. It is obvious that the beast’s
audacity is infinite. It could dare to assault your dwellings quite easily.”

The tragic death of two young people shook the village. The
villagers were frightened and they started to think about how to
protect their cottages and domestic animals from the ferocious beast.

During the funeral mass in the local church, the priest spoke to the
unhappy villagers in order to lift their spirits.

“Dear believers, Satan has come to our area. He appears in the
guise of a werewolf and kills all living creatures cruelly and mercilessly.
But you mustn’t be scared of him since your fear makes him even

stronger and bolder. He must feel that you are stronger than him.
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That’s why Task the most courageous men to come with their
weapons and I'll sanctify them in the name of God. Those weapons
will then become deadly for the werewolf. But the hunter who'll
succeed in knocking him to the ground must then terminate the
whole work. Since the devil’s power in the guise of a werewolf is
immense. The hunter must pierce the beast’s heart with a sharp stake
or cut off its head. Otherwise the monster could come to life again
and it could keep on doing harm to people and animals.”

On the next day, the first brave men started coming to the priest.
I took my old rifle, which had been hanging on the wall just as a
decoration for years, and joined the men. ‘Hope I'll still be able to use
it,” I contemplated. Incidentally, I'd always been a good shot. The
priest sanctified our guns through a prayer and sprinkled holy water
on them.

The full moon was supposed to come in two days. The men from
the village spoke about nothing but who would kill the ferocious beast
and they gave a vivid description of how they’d do it. At the same
time they looked back at one another full of expectations which of
them would be the hero. However, when the night at full moon had
come, there was not a living soul outside. All villagers including the
men hid up in their cottages and boarded up the windows and doors,
praying to God for surviving that night happily and without any
damage.

Only the old Prokop’s wife was running home from her
neighbour’s place just in the most dangerous hour. She’d called on her

to sell her some eggs in the afternoon and as usual the women became
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