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I went into a forest. Spring was singing.

But the fresh grass had all been
trampled down

By people looking for flowers.
And I recalled how in my life I too
Had trampled down all sorts of things.

oG 4
JAROSLAV HASEK
Cries of May
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PREFACE

No one outside Czechoslovakia has so far attempted a full-scale
biography of Jaroslav HaSek, the author of The Good Soldier
Svejk. When I first embarked upon the task I was puzzled that
I should be the only foreigner to do so in the fifty years or more
which had elapsed since his death. But as I proceeded further,
the reasons became clearer to me.

It must be rare to find a modern writer who was so reticent
about himself, and this in spite of the fact that he was a very
sociable and gregarious individual who had a host of friends.
Throughout his life he poured out a steady strcam of short
stories, sketches, satires and press articles, and enjoyed within
his circle the reputation of being almost as garrulous as his in-
spired creation, Josef Svejk. But for all this he seems to have left
posterity next to no autobiographical material. He never or
very rarely wrote or spoke to his friends about his parents, his
childhood, his school-days, his years of wandering, his thoughts
and writings. The autobiographical allusions in his works, in so
far as they exist at all, offer few clues to what he really thought
and felt. His stories and sketches provide bare evidence of where
he may have gone on his various peregrinations, and what may
have happened to him, but even this is not conclusive, because
he was always capable of writing about a place or subject on no
better authority than an article in a newspaper or an encyclo-
paedia which he had just read, and of presenting it as though
it was his own experience. He was a very accomplished and per-
suasive hoaxer. The only times when he seems to have opened
up on his personal experiences or feelings were when he wrote to
Jarmila Mayerova, his wife-to-be. Unfortunately, relatively few
of these letters have been preserved.

We are equally short of material from reliable sources close to
him. Jarmila herself wrote nothing biographical about him. His
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younger brother Bohuslav appears not to have seen much of him
after his early manhood. His cousin, Méita,! who lived with his
parents during his childhood days, has written her reminiscences
of that time, but they have not been published and were not
available to me.

Most of the members of his bohemian set, like Longen,?2
Kudé¢j,? Sauert and Opocensky,® who wrote copiously about
him, are unreliable witnesses. In 1928 Longen wrote and illus-
trated his memoirs of Ha3ek in Faroslav Hasek, but they only go
back to 1911 when Hagek was twenty-eight. Although very much
written up, they contain some useful confirmatory material,
especially on the period after Ha$ek’s return to Prague. Kudgj
published two rambling books of reminiscence about Hagek and
the Prague Bohéme—It’s Better When There Are Two of Yous
(1923-24) and When the Mighty Four Get Going? (1930). They are
of little value as source material. Franta Sauer (‘Frantifek
Kysely’) published two books—one in 1921 in collaboration
with Ivan Suk, In Memoriam Faroslav Hasek, and the other in
1924, Franta Habdn from ZiZkov.8 Some of his stories about Hagek
are amusing and probable, but they arc mostly chronologically
vague, inaccurate or of doubtful veracity. Opo&ensky published
in 1948 a memoir of HaSek, A Quarter of a Century with Faroslav
Husek,? which is confined to details of Haek’s bohemian life and
contains very little hard information even on that topic. Since
they were all writing at a time when Ha%ek was not taken seri-
ously and was regarded as something of a fabulous animal, none
of them ventured any serious character portrait of him. One is
tempted to believe that their main motive in writing was to
exploit their friendship with him and draw attention to them-
sclves. The financial reward was no doubt an inducement too.
Most of them were just as hard up as the author himself.

A valuable, if often unreliable, source is the actor and author
Viclav Menger, who claimed to have known HaSek from his
childhood and was later with him in the Czech Legion. He was
for a time the custodian of most of Hagek’s and Jarmila’s papers
and published two biographical books about him, Faroslav
Hasek, Prisoner No. 29421710 (1934) and Jaroslav HaSek at Homell
(1935), which was issued in a revised version in 1946 under the
title The Human Profile of Jaroslav Hasek.12 Both books were based
on a series of articles he had published in the People’s Newspaper!3
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in 1933. Menger planned to write a third book— Faroslav Hasek,
the Commissar, but failed to do so. His two books are indispens-
able sources of information for the earlier part of Hadek’s life.
Jan Moravek’s!4 reminiscences of Hafek’s enlistment and his
journey to the front which were published in the Evening Czech
Word5 in 1924 were never published in book form but have
been extensively drawn on by Czech biographers.

The more reliable, if less well-informed sources are Hajek,16
Lada!” and Langer.’® Héjek, whov was at the Commercial
Academy with HaSek and was the companion of his youthful
days, wrote From My Memories of Jaroslav Hasek'® two years after
Hasek’s death, so the recollections in it are the freshest. Lada,
the illustrator of The Good Soldier Svejk, wrote The Chronicle of My
Life?0 as late as 1942 during World War 11, but at that time,
presumably for reasons of censorship, did not include in his book
his memories of HaSek. These were not published until 1947—
nearly twenty-five ycars after HaSek’s death. Langer published
his account of the Party of Moderate Progress within the
Bounds of the Law five years after the author’s death, but it was
not until 1958 that he wrote his more personal reminiscences of
the author, They Were and It Used to Be,?! which were first pub-
lished in 1963. Distance of time makes them less reliable than
they might otherwise have been.

Finally, like so many Czechoslovak personalities, Ha3ek ran
the gauntlet of differing assessments according to the prevailing
political doctrines of the time. From his death until 1939 he was
looked on as a ‘bad bohemian’; from 193945 (under the Ger-
mans) he was outlawed and his books burnt; from 1945-48,
thanks largely to Communist influence, he was rehabilitated to
a limited extent; and since 1948, after a brief period of uncer-
tainty, he has been almost canonised. The attempts by Czech
writers to fit their assessments of him to the prevailing political
judgements of the time have not made his biographers’ task any
easier.

The fact that Hasek has been given an honoured place in the
Czechoslovak and Soviet Communist pantheons has undoubtedly
facilitated the task of scholars, because so much valuable work
has been done in the last quarter of a century in collecting his
works and editing and publishing them. While the earlier bio-
graphical material has not been reissued, it is still obtainable,
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and there has been in addition an abundance of new books
about Ha$ek and his works which tell us almost everything
that is known on the subject. None the less, there still remain
periods in his life where first-hand evidence about him is meagre.

We are, for instance, short of information about how he lived
during his years of forced separation from Jarmila, about his
wedding and the short period of his married life, about the
breach with Jarmila and the life he led afterwards. We should
like to know much more about the time he spent in the Austrian
army from 1915-16, where he seéems to have attracted little
attention. The period from his return to Prague to his death is,
on the other hand, very well documented.

There are also certain periods for which the only information
is to be found in the valuable biographies of Hasek published by
Ancik22 and Pytlik,23 and in KriZek’s Faroslav Hasek in Revolu-
tionary Russia.2* This applics especially to Ha%ek’s life in Russia
after he deserted from the Czech Legion. Pytlik’s The Wandering
Gosling?s proved particularly valuable and if I have appeared to
follow this source too closely here and there, it is because if I had
not done so I should have had to leave blank passages in my
book.

I was fortunate enough to be a guest of the Czechoslovak
Academy of Sciences in Prague in the autumn of 1975 and to be
permitted to examine much material about Ha$ek in the Acad-
emy’s Literary Institute. I also had the inestimable benefit of
the advice of Dr Pytlik himself, who is the leading Czech expert
on Hasek today and to whom I am considerably indebted. He
was also my guide at Lipnice. I should like to express my thanks
to the Academy for their hospitality and assistance, and to ac-
knowledge my gratitude for the numerous photographs which
they have made available to me for illustration in this book.

Itis an advantage and a disadvantage that HaSek has become
a ‘hero of Communism’ and Svejk approved reading for the
rank and file of the Czechoslovak army. (The book has even
been published by Our Army,26 the military publishers.) It
means that all source material about him is firmly in the hands
of the Czechoslovak or Soviet authorities. 1 have been assured
that practically everything that has been considered essential
for a study of Hasek’s life has been published and nothing with-
held, and that the Czechs have had access to all the material
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available in Russia. It is always possible that the Soviet authori-
ties may still be holding on to some documents because they
reveal ‘contradictions’ in Ha¥ek’s attitude and would, if pub-
lished, militate against the legend of ‘Comrade Gashek’, but 1
doubt it. Of course I have not had the advantage which the
Czech biographers have had of examining Party and police
archives or of seeing Russian official documents, but any mat-
erial I have not seen or do not know about would not be likely
significantly to affect my judgement at this stage.

There are major disadvantages which confront a foreign bio-
grapher of Hadek today. Not only is he necessarily too dependent
on books and articles written by Czechoslovak critics and bio-
graphers, but the fact that all material about Ha3ek is in the
official domain presents problems of access. Not that I had any
difficulties myself—1I could count on the maximum of help—but
I had to depend too much on others, whereas in the West I
could have done much more on my own. As long as I was in
Czechoslovakia I had no difficulties and obtained xeroxes of
what I asked for, but the problem of sending material out of the
country has not yet been solved satisfactorily. Realising what
obstacles had to be overcome by those who assisted me, I am
all the more appreciative of the efforts made.

A more serious problem was the difficulty of verifying sources
of stories about Ha%ek—a problem under which the Czechoslo-
vak experts laboured as much as I did. Hundreds of anecdotes
have long been circulating about him, most of which are more
ben trovato than true. They cannot be confirmed. What was I to
do? Omit everything that could not be verified? That would
have made the book very dull indeed. The answer was to be
sparing in their use and to leave the reader in no doubt that
they might be spurious.

Wherever possible I tried to go back to the original sources
before drawing upon the authoritative biographies by Antik
and Pytltk and other important secondary source material, but
when there were no traceable sources I often had no alternative
but to accept their version of events, and sometimes their
conclusions.

Of course I could not always see eye to eye with them on
ideological matters. In the West most of us take a different atti-
tude to the events leading up to the Civil War in Russia and we
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do not subscribe to present Communist views about the Czech
Legion or to the current glorification of those who deserted from
it. Consequently the interpretation I give of Ha$ek’s activities
after the October Revolution sometimes differs noticeably from
the accepted version given by the authoritative writersin Prague.
But it is based on the same sources, and so readers are free to be
as sceptical about it as I am about the version generally accep-
ted in Czechoslovakia.

One should not forget that although Hasek got on well with
the Soviet authorities, he was not trusted by the founding fathers
of Czechoslovak Communism in Russia, and suspicions of him
remained after his return to Prague. Some of those who were
against him were later expelled from the Party. Had Hasck not
been disillusioned about politics but engaged himself more deep-
ly in Party activities, it is almost certain that with time he
would have been expelled from the Party too, because by his
very nature he could not be anything but a non-conformist. His
experiences in Prague soon after his return cooled his ardour
and, paradoxically enough, his subsequent withdrawal from
political activity was to prove his saving grace and to earn him
later a place in the Communist canon.

I could not have written this book without the invaluable
facilities accorded to me by the Czechoslovak State Library and
I should like to express my gratitude to the Director and to Mrs
Vlasta Volfova. I was lucky to be able to draw on the resources
of the Comenius Library at the University of Lancaster, which
possesscs a collection of works on Ha$ek unrivalled in Britain. I
should like to record my appreciation of the unfailing help of
the Assistant Librarian, Mr Peter Burnett.

I am extremely grateful to the British Academy for selecting
me as their nomince in their exchange programme with
Czechoslovakia.

I'should also like to thank Dr Dana Kiourkova of the Depart-
ment of Central and South-Eastern European Studies at Lan-
caster University for her inestimable help and advice to me in
the preparation of this book, Dr A. A. Martin of the Lancaster
Moor Hospital for the advice he kindly gave me on Hagek’s
psychiatric problems and Mrs Betty Graham for her masterly
typing of the manuscript—no small achievement considering
the very considerable number of difficult Czech expressions. She
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lived up to the high standard she had set in preparing the
manuscript of The Good Soldier Svejk. Finally I am eternally
grateful to Ellen’s forbearance, her readiness at all times to
speed on winged feet like the messenger of Jove and her skill
in drawing maps of Russia and Austria-Hungary.

S

NOTE TO THE READER

In the text the names of Czech newspapers and articles
have been translated into English. This obviates the
inclusion of innumerable Czech names which will mean
nothing to most readers and, moreover, the titles when
translated can tell the reader something about their contents.
The original Czech names will be found in the Notes.
Names of streets have been left in the original language
except where they are known (Wenceslas Square) or can be
casily translated into English (Charles Square). A rough
guide to the pronunciation of Czech will be found on page 276.

*

Please note that Svejk is pronounced Shvake. No one
pronounces it Shvike—not even in Germany.
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(1)
Introduction

It was January 2nd, 1923. The Prague paper Tribune! had just
received a telephone message that the writer Jaroslav Ha¥ek was
dying. It came from his brother, Bohuslav. Rumour had killed
the author of The Good Soldier Svejk so many times already that
no one would believe the news until Michal Mares, a reporter
who worked on the paper and had been a friend of Hasek’s since
his anarchist days, took the receiver. Through the sobs he recog-
nised Bohuslav’s voice and knew the report must be true.

Later Mare§ related how he wanted to drop everything and
dash off at once to the village of Lipnice, where for a year and a
half Haek had been living and working on the last chapters of
The Adventures of the Good Soldier Svejk, but his chief editor told
him not to be a fool. ‘Hagek is an old hoaxer. If you insist on go-
ing, you’ll have to do so at your own expense. You won’t get any
travel money out of us!” And so the next day Mare§ paid his own
fare to Lipnice and arrived there shortly after four o’clock in the
afternoon, when it was already getting dark. The door of
Hagek’s house stood open and he went inside. The house was
practically empty but upstairs a glimmer of light shone from a
room sparsely lit by a few candles. Inside, on an old table, lay
Hagek’s body, in a white shirt with an open collar and dark
trousers with patches on them. His face was unnaturally still and
pale, and his hands lay on his rounded belly like a child’s pudgy
fists.

Mare¥ was given two mementoes of the dead writer—the
most recent photograph of him, where he sat portly and sedate
in a white shirt, and a copy of the last telegram he had sent to
Prague. He took them with him and rushed back to Prague to
write the obituary notice. But when it eventually appeared, no
one paid any attention to it; it was killed by a bigger sensation.
The Finance Minister in the Czechoslovak Government, Alois
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Radfn, had been assassinated by an anarchist. Mare§ com-
mented: ‘This was of course a much more important and inter-
esting event than the passing away of the father of the Good
Soldier Svejk, that character who was to outlive so many minis-
ters, governments and acts of state. But of course no one sus-
pected that in 1923, Jaroslav Hagek died, but his Svejk lived on.’2

Hasek’s death had more than a touch of the irony of one of his
own stories. Learning that he had died, his good friends, the
local innkeeper and his wife, rushed to his house and saw outside
it two men loading a cupboard and chairs on to a little cart. It
was the carpenter taking away the furniture. ‘He hasn’t paid
for it all,” he explained, ‘and the bed belongs to me too.’

Some said that on the day of the funeral it was impossible to
carry the dead writer’s body, swollen to a weight of twenty
stone, down the narrow stairs, and it had to be pushed through
the window instead. Very few of his old friends and acquain-
tances and none of his family came from Prague to the ceremony,
except for the solitary, pathetic figure of his eleven-year-old son,
Richard, who had only seen his father two or three times in his
life. Bohuslav had made one hurried visit to Lipnice and then
was seen no more, Menger says he borrowed money to pay for
his brother’s cremation and then spent it all on drink. The local
priest would only allow the body to be buried alongside the
cemetery wall among the unbaptised and suicides, but he did
the dead man an injustice: Ha3ck had never left the Catholic
Church since he rejoined it for his marriage thirteen years before.
The whole funeral ceremony was arranged by the local branch
of the Sokol, the Czechoslovak patriotic organisation, many of
whose members were ex-legionaries and would have regarded
Hasek as a traitor. It was they who carried the coffin on their
shoulders to the cemetery; their local leader delivered the funeral
oration; their band played on the way to the cemetery and their
choir sang Becthoven’s ‘Angel of Love’ while the coffin was be-
ing lowered into the ground. The little village had never wit-
nessed such a grand funeral and people came flocking to it
from the whole region.

Frantidek Langer, whose cousin was an eye-witness, compared
the scene to one of those jokes which the Czechs were always
inventing about the immortal Hagek: ‘The humour, the irony of
it all lay in the juxtaposition of two such incongruous elements
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as HaSek and the Sokol, which could never have seriously come
together in real life. And of all things over his coffin!’3

As was the custom after funerals, the guests were entertained
at the inn and drank to the memory of the departed. Probably
most of them had at one time or other been the dead writer’s
drinking companions, because in his last years, when he could
not bear to be without company, he had cast the net of his
hospitality far and wide and swept up all and sundry into it.

For lack of money the gravestone had to be a simple one.
Later it was converted into something more ornate—an open
book of granite with a gilt inscription: ‘Austria, never wert thou
so ripe to fall, never wert thou so damned.” A group of birches
embraced it with their branches until some officious person
decided that they obstructed the tourists’ view and had them
cut down.

On the last occasion when Ha3ek had been reported dead in
Russia, the obituary writers had had a field-day and abused him
for all their worth. But Hasek took his revenge on them soon
after his return to Prague by publishing in the press a short story
called ‘How I Met the Author of My Obituary’.4 With ghoulish
delight he pictured himself appearing as a ghost to a former
Journalist friend of his, Jaroslav Kolman-Cassius, who two
years earlier had reported his death under the single headline
‘Traitor’. ‘HaSek was a clown ... who sacrificed his life to his
art,” he had written. ‘He gesticulated with his chubby childish
hands and entertained society with his jokes against himself and
the whole world. His drunken twaddle was the distorted product
of the vilest treason.’

According to the story, Ha3ek’s ‘ghost’ forced the unfortunate
writer to go to his imagined gravestone in the Prague cemetery
at a grisly hour of night. There he lectured him until his wails
could be heard as far as the most distant suburbs of the city. At
length the victim could bear it no longer. Fleeing in desperation,
he was held by the guard, who took him for ‘some besotted
widower’ and handed him over to the police to be locked up for
the night.

Nearly a fortnight later, smarting under the rumours that as a
‘Red Commissar® his hands were stained with blood, Hasek de-
fiantly published in a Prague evening paper his ‘autobiography’
under the title ‘My Confession’.5

27



‘At the age of six months I devoured my eldest brother, stole
the holy images of the saints from his coffin and hid them in the
maid’s bed. As a result the girl was hounded out of the house as
a thief and sentenced to ten years’ hard labour for robbing a
corpse. She died a violent death in gaol in a brawl during her
daily exercise. Her fiancé hanged himself, leaving behind six il-
legitimate children, some of whom achicved prominence later as
international hotel crooks. One became a prelate of the Premon-
strate order, and the last, the eldest, is a contributor to October
28th.*6

‘When I was a year old there was not a single cat in Prague
whose eyes I had not gouged out or whose tail I had not docked.
When I went for a walk with my governess, all the dogs gave me
a wide berth.

“My governess did not go on taking me out for long, because
when 1 was eighteen months old, I took her to the barracks at
Charles Square and bartered her away to the soldiers for two
packets of tobacco. She never survived the shame and threw her-
selfunder a passenger train . . . As a result the train was derailed
with eighteen killed and twelve seriously injured . . .

‘... At the age of four I ran away from home, after having
broken my cousin Mana’s head with a sewing machine. As I was
leaving I seized and took with me some thousands of guilders,
which I squandered in the company of thieves . . .

“Then I was caught and sent to a rcformatory in Libeti, which
I set on fire. All the teachers perished in the blaze, because I had
locked them in their rooms from outside . . .

‘Forced to disappear from Prague I went to Polnd, and if my
confession is to be completely frank, I must state publicly that it
was not Hilsnert who murdered that Jewish girl. I did it—and
for three guilders! . ..

‘I arrived in Prague [again] safe and sound after enticing an
elderly lady on to the foot-board of the train, tearing her bag
from her hand and pushing her out while we were travelling at
full speed. When they searched for her I told them that she had

* One of the papers which attacked Hasek after his return to Prague.

t A reference to the famous Hilsner case, in which T.G. Masaryk
proved the innocence of a Jewish boy who had been wrongfully accused of
ritual murder.
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got out at the previous station and wished to be remembered to
them all.

‘I returned home to find that my parents were no longer alive.
Out of grief over my profligacy my father had hanged himself
some two months previously and my mother had jumped off the
Charles Bridge. When they tried to rescue her she had capsized
the life-boat and with it her rescuers, who were drowned too.

‘I grew up completely abandoned, because in order to get
hold of my uncle’s savings-bank books I poisoned his whole
family and then forged the numbers to get more money . . .’

But what actually happened to the hero of this present book?
Did he resemble the boy in Sacha Guitry’s film, who alone of
all his family survived death because, as a punishment for his
naughtiness, he was forbidden to attend a feast where the mush-
rooms were poisonous and afterwards drew the conclusion that
in this world it is only wickedness that pays?

Not altogether; but somehow or other, when the fairies were
invited to his christening, one of them must have been forgotten,
because among all the talents and even the few virtues with
which he was endowed, one essential quality was conspicuously
lacking—a sense of responsibility.



(2)
School Street and School-Days

According to Karel Capek, if anyone wanted to know the true
character of the Czechs, he had only to glance through the pages
of a Prague telephone directory, where he would find forty
people called ‘Merry’ (Vesely), forty ‘Fun’ (Kratochuil) and
thirty-one ‘Happy’ ($¢astng), as against only four who were
called ‘Sad’ (Smutn$). He would also soon discover that Bohemia
abounded in joke names like ‘Scratch-head’, ‘Cabbage-head’,
‘Muddy Water’, ‘Trotters’ and ‘Uneatable’, to mention only a
few, while some quite respectable names like ‘Hero’, ‘Nightin-
gale’, “Wise’ and ‘Humble’ were probably only given in jest and
were intended to convey the opposite. Moreover the common
verbal names like Pospisil (‘He hurried’), Vyskoil (‘He jumped
out’) and Neveterel (‘He didn’t get any supper’) might well be
the fossilised remains of what had once been funny incidents in
the lives of certain individuals.

If this is indeed the case, then it seems quite appropriate that
the best-known Czech writer, Jaroslav Hagek, should owe his
fame to a humorous book about a comic character, Svejk, who
spends a lot of time telling funny stories. Nor need it surprise one
to learn that in private life Hasek was an indefatigable jester and
hoaxer and that his surname rhymes with the Czech word for
‘clown’ (Sasek).

Many people all over the world have read The Adventures of the
Good Soldier Svejk, many more have heard of the book and its
principal character, but very few outside Czechoslovakia know
much about the life of the author, who has become a legend in
his own country.

His story has something of the flavour of an eighteenth-
century English picaresque novel—a Tom Jones or a Roderick
Random—and one can easily picture the titles running along the
top of the pages of such a book: ‘How our hero punished his
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headmaster’, ‘How he found a job on an animal lovers’ journal
and came to invent animals’ or ‘How he was saved from throw-
ing himself off the Charles Bridge’. But it takes place at the end
of the nineteenth and the beginning ofthe twentieth century and
is colourcd and complicated by some of the phenomena peculiar
to the age like anarchism, conscription, world war, revolution
and Bolshevism, and its scene is not laid in England but in one
of the provinces of the old, ramshackle Austro-Hungarian
Empire, so that we can search through world literature in vain
to find an exact parallel to it. It is the story of a man who was
Bohemian by nationality and bohemian by temperament and
habit, something of a Don Quixote and something of a clown,
who carried on his own private crusade against the conventions
and illogicalities of bourgeois society—a man capable of affec-
tion and thirsting for it, but unable to find that life-long love he
yearned for.

Jaroslav HaSek was born in Prague in Bohemia on April 30th,
1883. At the time of his birth Bohemia was nothing more than a
province of Austria with Prague for its capital. A guide to
Prague and Bohemia published in English before the First
World War starts with this sentence: ‘Of all the extensive and
manifold realms ruled by the House of Habsburg no part is per-
haps less known in England than the ancient Kingdom of
Bohemia.’! Indeed outside Central Europe the very existence of
the Czechs had long ago been forgotten; they were classed as
‘Austrians’. And yet Goethe, who had spent altogether more
than three years in Bohemia, had perceptively written some
hundred years earlier that Bohemia itself was ‘a continent with-
in the European Continent’. And this was indeed true because
by language, race, history and traditions the Czechs were entire-
ly different from the other peoples with whom fate had lumped
them in that ‘prison-house of nationalities’. Proud of the fact
that Bohemia was an older kingdom than Hungary and shoul-
dered the burden of one quarter of the taxes of the whole
Monarchy, they resented the preferential treatment their Habs-
burg rulers accorded to the Magyars, who had a position within
the Empire almost equal to that of the Austrians. The Emperor
Francis Joseph had been crowned King of Hungary in Budapest,
but continually postponed his coronation as King of Bohemia in
Prague. He cordially disliked the Czechs but was not afraid of
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them, whereas he had a morbid fear of the Hungarians, although
he liked them just as little. An even more serious cause for griev-
ance and disloyalty to the Monarchy on the part of the Czechs
was the presence in Bohemia of a minority of Germans who had
inherited a position of power out of all proportion to their num-
bers and who enjoyed the special support of their fellow nationals
in the central government in Vienna.

And so Ha3ck was born into a city and a country which were
part of the realm of a German dynasty, where Germans held
most of the ruling positions and where German was the official
language. Any hope of greater autonomy for his countrymen
was doomed to frustration as long as the minority held power and
continued to show its contempt for them. The boy was quick to
sce that his people felt no sympathy for the Germans and little
loyalty to the Crown. It was an atmosphere not just of ordinary
estrangement, but of illogical and unreasonable alienation, in
which the young people of the majority race had every temp-
tation to rebel against foreign authority and those of their country-
men who did its bidding.

Ha3ek had inherited from his southern Bohemian peasant
ancestors their spirit of independence. Ha3eks had been prosper-
ous farmers in Mydlovary for three centuries at least, and accord-
ing to Menger, Ha$ek’s grandfather, FrantiSek Hasek, had been
important enough to take part in the Prague Rising of 1848 and
be a member of the Austrian Parliament at KroméfiZz (Krem-
sier) which followed it—the only hopeful and progressive institu-
tion which the Monarchy briefly permitted to exist throughout
the whole of the nineteenth century. He no doubt experienced
the shock of its forcible dissolution.

Jaroslav’s father, Josef Hasek, was born in 1843. While study-
ing at Pisek, a small town about sixteen kilometres north of
Ceské Budéjovice (Budweis), he got to know Katefina, the
daughter of Antonin Jare§, one of the water-bailiffs on the
Schwarzenberg estate at Kré near Protivin, fell in love with her
and asked for her hand. Little is known about her except that
she took lessons in French from a Pisek schoolmaster, Adoif
Heyduk, who was afterwards to become a well-known Czech
lyric poet.

The Schwarzenbergs, a noble family of German descent, were
the most powerful feudal landholders in Bohemia and their vast
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estates, which were centred in the south, included the famous
Bohemian fishponds. Here the carp were reared that provided
the obligatory Christmas fare in Bohemia and throughout the
Catholic parts of the Austrian Monarchy. Each pond had its
water-bailiff, who lived in a log cabin nearby. It was his duty
not only to keep off poachers, but to watch over the level of the
waters to see that at flood times they did not breach the dam.
To forestall this he had to regulate the level by operating the
sluices. If we can believe ‘Stories from the Water-bailiff’s Lodge
at Razice’,2 which Haek published in the humorous weekly
Merry Prague* in 1908, Jare§ was a very competent and resource-
ful water-bailiff. Once, at the seasonal draining of the fishponds,
when the level of the water had to be gradually lowered so that
the fish could all be caught in big nets, some miscreant surrep-
titiously opened the sluices and, before the fishermen could pre-
vent it, the whole catch lay gasping high and dry on the mud. In
this crisis Jare$ showed great presence of mind. He immediately
brought up horse-drawn water tanks and poured enough water
on the fish to revive them and bring them in alive. But to his
fury the land agent blamed the accident on his negligence and
when he tried to defend himself he was told rudely to clear off.
Never able to tolerate an injustice, Jare§ tore off his fishing
boots and flung them on the ground in-front of his superior.
This gesture of defiance and his subsequent refusal to apologise
for it cost him his job. His water-bailiff’s station was abolished
and his log cabin given over to one of the gamekeepers on the
estate. On an earlier occasion, when he believed himself to have
been unjustly accused by another land agent, he had even
threatened to throw him into the water. If these stories are true
they show that Jares, like his grandson, was a man who had
little fear of authority or respect for it.

Josef Hagek, Jaroslav’s father, failed to obtain the required
qualifications to teach in state sccondary schools. This unfor-
tunately restricted him to posts in private teaching establish-
ments, where the pay was low. In 1877 he came to Prague and
took the only job available to him, teacher of mathematics and
physics at a private German redlka.t

After thirteen years of waiting, he and Katefina were at last

* Veseal Praha
1 The rough equivalent of a sccondary modern school.
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able to get married. The wedding took place at Protivin in 1879,
and not long afterwards they left for Prague and settled in a flat
in Skolska (School Street) in the house of a family relative, a
well-known advocate and Prague alderman, Dr Jakub Skarda.
Ironically enough it was at this address that in 1883 the future
truant and enfant terrible Jaroslav Ha$ck was born. He was the
second child. The first, Josef, had died soon after birth.

Jaroslav was christened at the nearby Church of St Stephen,3
a Gothic basilica built by the Emperor Charles I'V in the middle
of the fourteenth century. The godmother was the daughter of
the German proprietor of the school where Josef taught.

In the same year the household was enlarged by the arrival of
Josef’s niece Mafia, who had been tragically left orphaned at the
age of fifteen months. A year later, when Grandfather Jares be-
came a widower, he came and joined the family too. And then
in 1886 a second son, Bohuslav, was born. With a family of six
to maintain Josef was obliged to rely on private coaching to
supplement his meagre income.

Old Jare§ did not remain a burden to the family for long. He
had already been ill when he came to Prague and died there
three years later in 1887. There is a story that shortly before he
died he used to take the four-year-old Jaroslav for walks. One
day he found he had lost him and, after searching for him up
and down Charles Square# all day, he finally discovered him
late in the evening outside the gates of the military hospital,
talking as bold as brass to the soldiers, who had stuck a pipe in
his mouth and were having fun with him.

In 1890, by the time Jaroslav was seven, Josef had left his job
at the German school and accepted a more remunerative and
secure one as an actuary in the Insurance Bank of Slavie. If we
are to believe Menger, he had taken to drink soon after leaving
the university, and by the time he married was already a con-
firmed alcoholic. Few knew or suspected this, because he did not
normally drink outside, but consoled himself at home. Menger
hints that this was why he looked for a job in a bank; with his
weakness for alcohol he could hardly hope to secure advance-
ment as a teacher. Other biographers have disputed this, and we
shall never know for certain whether Jaroslav inherited his pro-
pensity to alcohol from his father or acquired it by habit,
although the fact that he could not break himself of it towards
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the end of his life and that his brother Bohuslav died of drink
seems to suggest a family weakness.

In 1891, when Jaroslav was eight, the time had come for him
to go to school, and he was sent to the nearby St Stephen’s to-
gether with Bohuslav and Madfia. According to Bohuslav,
Jaroslav was a lazy and naughty, if clever, pupil. Complaint
followed complaint, and he was often stood in the corner or sent
to the bottom of the class. He was ‘a regular little bandit, never
still for a moment’, but at the same time ‘a perfect scream’. Dur-
ing the very first lesson he started a rebellion. The teacher was
allotting seats to the boys and asked: ‘Who’s got good eyesight?’
(This meant, who wanted to sit in the back row which was
reserved for the worst rascals.) Jaroslav was the first to volun-
teer. ‘All right then, Hasek, sit down next to Kruli§!” ‘Please,
sir, I’'m not going to.” ‘And why not?’ ‘Because he stinks!” ‘Hold
your tongue and sit down.” ‘I won’t.” ‘Then get out, you dis-
graceful, insolent puppy!” Jaroslav’s reply was to seize his
spelling book and throw it at the teacher’s head.

There was one master whom Jaroslav is said to have particu-
larly hated—the Catholic catechist, who gave the boys scripture
lessons. This was not so surprising since the catechist in Bohemia
was at that time regarded by many as the watch-dog of the
regime, which was based on the ‘alliance of altar and throne’.
Jaroslav got very low marks in scripture and was allegedly once
tied to the foot of a bed for half a day as a punishment. If this
is true, it may explain his later virulence against the Catholic
Church. On the other hand we know that the catechist recom-
mended him as server in various churches and monasteries in
the neighbourhood, and it seems improbable that he would
have done so if their relations had really been so bad. These
duties were an asset to Jaroslav, because they not only earned
him some money or rewards in kind but—more important—
gave him that knowledge of the Catholic ritual which he was able
to exploit in his irreverent accounts of the services held by the
drunken chaplain in The Good Soldier Svejk and elsewhere in his
works.

Some of Jaroslav’s biographers have dwelt on the straitened
circumstances in which he was brought up and blamed his later
eccentricities on these. But although the family were certainly
not well off, they do not appear to have lived in penury. It is
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true that they moved very often—seven times in the first ten
years of his life—which may have been made necessary by the
growing size of the household. But on two occasions they found
accommodation with the help of influential benefactors and in
any case, if they changed the street, they did not change the
quarter in the New Town, which was a very select one.

Skolsk4 was a respectable enough address; the Masaryks were
to live there ten years later. Jecnd housed at one time two of the
best-known Czech writers, Bozena Némcova® and Eliska Kras-
nohorska.® Charles Square, which was planned to be the central
park of the New Town,? was beautifully laid out with gardens.
In Lipov4 where they moved in 1893, they took a flat in a house
belonging to a family friend, the deputy mayor of Prague. The
view all around was particularly beautiful and consisted of aca-
demic buildings, churches, monasteries and gardens. It lay near
the lunatic asylum and the German Anatomical Institute—a
juxtaposition which would most certainly have appealed to the
adult Jaroslav’s sense of the ridiculous, which was directed just
as often against certified or uncertified lunatics as against Ger-
mans. The asylum, today the neurological clinic, and then popu-
larly known as Katefinky,* occupied what had formerly been the
Convent of St Catherine,8 founded by Charles 1V for Augustin-
ian nuns in celebration of the victory at the battle of San Felice
in Italy in 1355. Its church, which had been rebuilt in 1737 by
the Czech architect FrantiSek Maximilidn Katika, is one of the
finest examples of Prague baroque. In the neighbouring street
of Na Slupit is still to be found the baroque church of Our
Lady of the Nuns of Elizabeth of Thiiringen,® the work of
the famous Bohemian architect Kilidn Ignic Dienzenhofer, and
today part of the whole complex of the Prague General
Hospital.

All these streets and the buildings around them were part of
the so-called New Town, the quarter of Prague founded in the
fourteenth century and richly endowed with monasterics. When
the monasteries were dissolved by Joseph II in the eighteenth
century, many of them were turned into hospitals or scientific
institutions, and so the neighbourhood in which Jaroslav lived

* ‘The Kitties.!
t ‘At the Fish-trap.’ The trap was made of wattle and fastened in the
River Vltava.
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and was brought up was a very select part of Prague, remark-
able not only for its academic and civic importance, but also for
its beautiful historic monuments, which in his time were cer-
tainly being well maintained by the various religious orders and
academic authorities. He was lucky to have lived in such a fine
quarter, conveniently near his school as well as the churches
and monasteries where he attended services and even for a
short time acted as a server. The Gymnasium and Commercial
Academy where he was later to be sent were also close at hand.

However, this concentration of German academic buildings
could not fail to have its effect on the ten-year-old boy. In the
atmosphere of Prague in the nineties, when members of the
German student corps were for the Czech students ‘public enemy
no. 1’, it is easy to imagine how Jaroslav itched to climb over
the railings of the building bearing the proud title ‘German
Anatomical Institute’ and steal the apples in its grounds.

On May 15th, 1893, the police found a hangman’s noose
round the neck of the statue of the Emperor Francis I on the
Francis Embankment.1® When on August 17th, the eve of the
birthday of the ruling Emperor, military music was interrupted
and subversive leaflets distributed, the authorities staged a trial
of the members of the Omladina.* On grounds of false evidence
provided by a police informer, sixty-eight were sentenced to
terms of imprisonment varying from seven months to eight
vears. Among them were the future Finance Minister in the
Czechoslovak government, Alois Radin, who received two years,
and the future poet, S. K. Neumann, who received fourteen
months. Jan Ziegloser, who had prepared the leaflets, was given
eight years. He was amnestied three years later only to be im-
prisoned again during World War 1. Ziegloser and Neumann
were only eighteen years old at the time.

During the violent disturbances between Czechs and Ger-
mans in Prague which took place at this time, there were con-
tinual scuffles between young people of both nationalities. The
boys of the various streets formed gangs and Jaroslav was said
to have been one of the most active leaders. At a later period he
was to describe these scuffies in two of his short stories—
‘Balugka’s Treason’! and ‘The Greatest Day of Folimanka’.12

By now he had finished his primary schooling and, after

* ‘Progressive Youth.” An association of young radicals.
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passing a stiff entry examination, was accepted into the Imperial
and Royal Junior Gymnasium. As long as his father was alive
and reasonably well, discipline at home was strict, even if the
times were too disturbed for this discipline to prevail on the
streets. He was among the top pupils and had excellent reports
after his first and second years at the Gymnasium. But during
his third year his father became worse and took to his bed for
good. The responsibility for looking after the son was henceforth
to devolve entirely on the mother. One tragic day Jaroslav re-
turned from school to see a priest leaving their home. He had
just administered the last rites to his father.

Whether, as Anik claims, Josef Hadek’s death was the result
of an epidemic of flu, or whether, as Menger has it, it was due
to a long and lingering cancer, aggravated by alcoholism, Jaro-
slav was left at the impressionable age of thirteen without a firm
parental hand to guide him. This, more than anything else, was
to leave its fatal mark on his development. That same year he
had to re-sit his mathematics, and the following year saw worse
failures: he had to re-sit all his subjects. The results werc a
complete fiasco and all the hopes his adoring mother had set on
him came to nothing.

Katetina was not only prostrate with grief but destitute, be-
cause after only six years’ service in the bank her husband had
no pension rights. She received nothing more than a small ex
gratia payment, which at least enabled her to take the children
to southern Bohemia to visit her family and that of her husband.
It was probably on the basis of this journey that Jaroslav was
able to write some of his later stories about this region and
describe in detail Svejk’s ‘anabasis’.*

Times grew more and more disturbed and the mother was
quite unable to cope with her wayward son. There were daily
scuffles on the streets between Czechs and Germans, and Jaro-
slav could not go out without getting into one scrape or another. '
The situation became so serious that posters were put up pro-
claiming a state of emergency. One evening Jaroslav found him-
self standing in front of one of them and could not resist tearing
it down. After that, he and others of his gang went round pull-
ing down all they could find and setting fire to them. The streets
swarmed with police, gendarmes and troops. When armed

* The Good Soldier Svgjk, p. 241.
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dragoons with drawn swords chased the adult demonstrators,
Jaroslav and his gang threw paving stones at them from behind.
He succeeded in escaping by climbing over walls and hiding
away in the gardens of some of the academic institutions, but
not before he had thrown a large paving stone through the win-
dow of the German Institute on the other side of the road. There
is a story that he was stopped by a police officer and made to
turn out his pockets, which were full of stones. When asked for
an explanation he replied with aggrieved innocence that they
belonged to the school mineral collection and he had only bor-
rowed them for the purpose of study. But the official complaints
arising out of these escapades and excesses were too much for
the Gymnasium and Jaroslav was finally expelled.

In desperation the mother turned to her brother-in-law, Jan
Hagek, who was a master-printer and managed to get Jaroslav
an interview at a printing works, but he was turned down on his
bad school record, poor physique and ignorance of German. On
the way back he saw a notice in a shop window advertising a
vacancy in a chemist’s shop, the Three Golden Balls. At his
mother’s prompting he immediatcly applied for it and was
taken on. He was later to record his experiences in it in some of
his early stories called ‘From an Old Pharmacy’13 and to refer to
them again in The Good Soldier Svejk.

The owner of the shop, Ferdinand Koko¥ka, would not let
Jaroslav serve at the counter but made him spend most of his
time in an attic mixing drugs. This gave him the spare time he
needed for his first literary efforts. Seeing him bent over a sheet
of paper, Kokoska was afraid he might be copying down drug
recipes and, knowing very little Czech and being short-sighted
as well, he made Jaroslav read out to him what he had written.
Without flinching, Jaroslav at once took up the sheet and began:

‘Dear Uncle and Aunt,

‘First of all, love from all of us. As you probably know I am
now assistant at Mr Kokogka’s pharmacy. He took me on and
has become a second father to me. Indeed my own father could
not have treated me better. I am very happy to be with him.
I am learning very well and I already know aqua desiilata (sic)
and spiritus veni.* Soon I shall learn even more.’

* Veni, Sancte Spiritus—the words of the Mass.
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Kokoska was touched. He patted Jaroslav paternally on the
head and said: ‘You’re a good boy, and, if you show your
worth, you could work yourself up to being manager with me,
But you must do your writing at home. While you’re here you
must work and show you’ve really learnt something.’

Kokogka’s chief assistant soon became jealous of the favour
the proprietor showed Jaroslav and stirred up the rest of the
staff against him. Jaroslav found that he was being given the
worst jobs, but he was quite able to pay his enemy back in hisown
coin. Among other ‘dirty tricks’ he prepared fly-papers for him
to get stuck in and emptied three Seidlitz powders* into the beer
which he was made to fetch.

He was obviously not destined to stay long at the shop. There
are two versions of how he got sacked. One was that Kokoska
fancied himself as an artist and had covered the walls of his
office with paintings of alpine landscapes. One day, when his
chief was asleep, Jaroslav crept in and with a few strokes turned
the face of one of the cows into the spit image of Kokoska him-
self with his pince-nez and square beard. According to the other
version, while up in the attic one day, Jaroslav heard the sound
of singing and the stamping of feet outside. Sticking his head out
of the window, he saw a procession of striking bakers. Anxious
to show his sympathy for them, he tore down the red petticoat
of Kokoska’s maid, which was drying in the attic, and hung it
out on the roof. The strikers broke into thunderous applause,
shouting out the Czech patriotic greeting of ‘Nazdar’ and singing
“The Red Flag’. The police came swarming round and insisted
on questioning Kokoska. This was too much for the chemist,
who asked Jaroslav’s guardian, Dr Skarda, to take the boy away.

Dr Skarda then found a job for Jaroslav with another chemist
named Prufa. He was an easy-going man who had progressive
ideas and could appreciate Jaroslav’s gifts, and so, after a year,
he succeeded in convincing Katetina that a boy with such talent
should not spend all his life at a shop counter. It was therefore
decided to send him to the Czechoslavonic Commercial
Academy4 for his further education.

* A mild aperient.



(3)
The Literary Vagabond

It may seem odd that Jaroslav was sent to what sounded like a
business school. He had shown no interest whatsoever in com-
merce; what he had shown was evidence of literary talent. But
the Commercial Academy, which still exists in Prague today
under the name of the Higher Economic School, had a high
reputation at that time, not only as a commercial college but as
a general sccondary school as well, and many of its pupils were
later to distinguish themselves in the field of literature, such as
S. K. Neumann, the poet; Vladimir Neff, the novelist; and, in
more recent times, Jan Otéendsck, author of two novels, Citizen
Brycht and Romeo and Fuliet and the Darkness.? In Prague at the
turn of the century middle-class business circles were beginning
to set the tone and a commercial school had become socially
respectable, particularly when it provided a high-class general
cducation as well. The Commercial Academy had on its staff
some very distinguished teachers, including Alois Jirdsck, the
Czech Walter Scott; J. V. Sladek, the leading translator of
Shakespeare; Ferdinand Schulez, the historian and journalist;
Hanus Jelinek, a leading scholar of French literature; and last
but not least, V.'A. Jung, the compiler of the standard large
Anglo-Czech dictionary.

The years from 1899 to 1go2 which Jaroslav spent there
might well have advanced his career if he had made better use
of the advantages it offered. It is true that he worked hard and
passed his final examination with distinction, collecting four
‘Excellents’ (the highest of the traditional Czech five grades of
merit) in National Economy, Commodity Studies, Chemistry
and Chemical Technology. But he had little respect for the
Commercial Academy as an institution and conceived a violent
hatred for its Rector, Dr Rezabek. Indecd, years after he had left,
he still felt animosity towards him and longed for an opportunity
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to vent it on him. This was not long in presenting itself.
In 1908 another state of emecrgency had been declared in
Praguc; the streets were empty but Schéffer’s café-bar was full,
with the police drinking beer in its back-room. Jaroslav’s mis-
chievous eye lit on their greatcoats, sabres and feathered hats
hanging in the lobby.* In a flash he had dressed himself up in
them and dashed round the corner to a restaurant where he
knew Rezébek was in the habit of taking his meals. Striding past
the tables, as though chasing a criminal, he stopped in front of
his unsuspecting victim. ‘Are you Government Counsellorf
Rezabek?’ he asked in a deep official-sounding voice. The Rec-
tor, alarmed by the sudden appearance of this unknown re-
presentative of the law, could do nothing but nod affirmatively.
‘Then you are under arrest. You must follow me and come
quietly?” Refusing to answer his startled victim’s questions,
Jaroslav conducted him to the ncarest police station. When
they reached the entrance, he adroitly pushed him inside and
shut the door behind him. Then he tore back to Schaffer’s,
divested himself of the borrowed plumes and went into the
back-room to sit with the police. During the subsequent alarm,
when all the police were suddenly recalled to the police station,
he was able to feign complete surprise.

A year later he published in Caricatures}® a short piece called
“The Commercial Academy’, which began:

‘Because my relations wanted to make a busincssman of me,
they sent mc to the Commercial School. They might as well
have sent me to a school for farriers. It would have been just as
good.

‘The Rector of this institution is Government Counsellor
Jetébek. The man was once in the service of the Tsarist régime
in Russia and is one of the Black Hundred.§ He loves the nation
and the government, and lives for Austria, thanks to which he
obtained his title by special dispensation without having to pay
for it. In Russia he pledged his life to his Little Father, the Tsar

* An Austrian policeman wore a black homburg-shaped hat with a big
black plume sprouting out of it.

1 A rank in the Austrian civil service equal to an assistant-sccretary.,

1 A cheap satirical magazine.

§ Chernosotenets, the name given to the anti-revolutionary groups in
Russia, 1905-7.
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... (Here six words were obliterated by the censor.) He says
himself that you ought to feel personal affection for rulers . ..
He comports himself like the governor of one of the Russian
state prisons. Not that there is anything dishonourable about
that, of course.’

Jaroslav’ssarcastic article throws a revealing light on the snob-
bish way Rez4bek apparently ran the Commercial Academy.

‘Although he knows he is a government counsellor and under-
stands the full significance of this title, yet none the less he con-
descends occasionally to talk even to the junior teachers. Of
course he shouts at them from time to time, but again there’s
nothing wrong in that, becausc he is rector, government coun-
sellor etc. etc. ... He obtained the title for his merits, his
pedagogical and literary activity and his knowledge of twelve
languages. But because twelve is a large number, it occasionally
happens that he forgets that there is a certain language he does
not know,

‘For cxample, years ago, when he was appointed Rector, he
wrote an articleina respectable paper praising himself and boast-
ing thathe could speak Persian. Laterit turned out that his know-
ledge of Persian was limited to naming a few towns in Persia. He
knew the Persian for Teheran, Tabriz etc. Anyone can know that,
but not every one knows that Teheran, Tabriz etc. are in Persia.
But the Rector does, and that is why he got the title of govern-
ment counsellor . . .

‘His watchword is: “No one is to be let off school fees. They
are 120 guilders a year, and anyone who cannot pay that is a
pauper and cannot be of any benefit whatsoever to the Czech
nation as a businessman . . .”” It often happened that if anyone
was actually let off school fees, he was told by the Rector on
various occasions: “Now then, remember. You have been let
off school fees, and therefore you must tell us the name of the
culprit.”” But there is nothing dishonourable in using various
means of compulsion in the course of an interrogation. The
Government Counsellor spent a long time in Russia—and that’s
the long and the short of it.’

Rezabek’s insistence that the students should greet him from
a long way off recalls Colonel Kraus von Zillergut in The Good

43



Soldier Svejk.¥ Woe betide anyone who failed to notice him! The
culprit was given a dressing down before the whole class and his
crime was recorded in the class book. In addition his marks for
good behaviour were slashed and he was led off to the Rector’s
office, where he got a sccond dressing down and his parents
were told of his unheard-of behaviour.

The editor of Caricatures at this time was the artist Josef Lada,
later famous for the illustrations he made for The Good Soldier
Svejk, but the magazine was under the general direction of the
Nationalist Socialist Party and the deputy Stiibrny4 was the
responsible editor. The issue carrying Jaroslav’s article was a
great success, especially with the pupils of the Commercial
Academy, and was quickly sold out. But Stfibrny was soon sued
for libel by Rezdbek and had to appear in court together with
Jaroslav. When the judge asked Jaroslav what he had against
the Academy, he replied defiantly that he was against all
schools. When he heard this Stéfbrny decided to abandon the
defence and publish an apology. The task of drafting it devolved
on Jaroslav, and he formulated it so ambiguously and ironically
that Rez4bek could have had little satisfaction from winning his
case.

Not content with lampooning the Rector, Jaroslav poked fun
at many of the other teachers too, although he does not appear
to have got on at all badly with them. He never forgot the way
they taught him to write business letters. ‘With your esteemed
letter to hand I beg to inform you that your esteemed sack of
coffce reached us in good order’, was, he maintained, an exam-
ple of the style. But he had one great admirer in the lexico-
grapher Jung, who prophesied with rare foresight that Hasek
would one day become the Czech Mark Twain.

Mcanwhile Jaroslav was turning his attention to what were to
become the two main occupations of his life—writing and
vagrancy.

In January 1go1 the oldest and most important Prague daily,
the National Newspaper,T published his first story ‘Gypsies at their

* The Good Soldier Svejk, pp. 201~206.

1 Ndrodni listy, at this time the principal organ of the Young Czechs, the
progressive national Czech party led by Dr Kramat and Dr Vaclav Skarda
(the son of Dr Jakub Skarda). The writer Jan Neruda was previously
associated with this paper.
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Feast’.5 In April and June it published two more, ‘A Country
Idyll’¢ and ‘He Came in Time’.? These were the first fruits of a
walking tour in Moravia, Slovakia and Hungary made during
the summer vacation of 1goo in the company of his brother
Bohuslav. One can understand how cxciting it must have been
for these two Czech boys—]Jaroslav was only seventeen and
Bohuslav fourteen-—to find themselves in northern Hungary
where the officials might speak Hungarian but all the peasants
spoke Slovak, a language so close to Czech that it was under-
standable and familiar. An exotic featurc of this part of Hungary
was the colourful gypsy life, which particularly fascinated Jaro-
slav. Indeed his first published story featured the life of the
gypsies on the borders of Moravia and Hungary, their merry-
making and their brawls, which had to be broken up by Aust-
rian gendarmes.

‘A Country Idyll’ described the grief of a Czech peasant girl
and her mother when her bridegroom-to-be suddenly died and
his inheritance passed to his brotherinstead of to her. ‘He Came
in Time’ told a disillusioning story of a Slovak peasant who sold
all his property and emigrated to America, only to find that he
had been cheated and robbed of his money, first by the Hun-
garians who arranged his departurc and then by his companions
in America. He came back a beggar, just in time to warn his
cousin against following his example. These sketches show
evidence of remarkable literary maturity.

The goal of the two boys’ tour was probably the festival of
Zivena, which was held at Turé¢iansky Svity Martin, the centre
of Slovak national culture. During this part of the journey they
were accompanied by a young Slovak friend, Jan Culen, who
had already fired their imagination with enthu51ast1c descrlp-
tions of his country. He brought them into contact with some of
the leading members of the Slovak patriotic intclligentsia, in-
cluding DuSan Makovicky, who was later to become Tolstoy’s
doctor and one of the most faithful Tolstoyans. They were
regaled everywhere with proverbial Slovak hospitality.

As Jaroslav’s later writings showed, his feelings were
immediately stirred by the fate of this brother pcople, who
were leading a hard life under the oppressive rule of the
Magyars. He inscribed a little poem in the autograph album
of the daughter of a Slovak schooltcacher, in which he
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expressed the hope that she would always remain a Slovak
patriot.

This was the time when the Czechs were beginning to waken
to the beauties of Slovakia and the wretched plight of its
peasants, an awakening akin to the sudden romantic interest in
the Lake District taken by English poets at the beginning of the
nineteenth century. Just about the same time the composers
Vitézslav Novdk and Leo§ Janicek were jointly collecting
Moravian and Slovak folk melodies. In Novak’s case this was to
culminate in his beautiful symphonic poem In the Tatras® and
his Slovak Songs.®

During the summer holidays of the following year, 1go1, the
two brothers went off once more in the company of two or three
of Jaroslav’s fellow pupils, this time to explore the Polish-in-
habited northern slopes of the Tatras. They met in Galicia and
made extensive tours all over it. On the way they reached
Zakopane on the borders of Hungary (Slovakia). It lay in a
broad sunny valley along the river Dunajec and commanded a
magnificent view of the Tatras from the Galician side. It was
even then a favourite excursion point for tourists, especially for
Poles. From these the boys crossed over to the Hungarian side of
the mountain ridge. Jaroslav was immensely proud of their feat
of crossing the 6,500-foot-high passes without a guide in spite of
the severe cold.

He did not confine his tramps abroad to the immediate neigh-
bourhood of Bohemia but penectrated as far as the Balkans and
the Turkish frontier. The titles of his stories give a fair indication
of the range of the countries he visited. In 1902 the National
Newspaper' published several more of them, some of which fore-
shadowed the true Hadck style and introduced for the first time
an anti-romantic, cynical and challenging note. One, ‘The End
of the Monkey’,!! described the heart-rending lamentations of a
group of gypsies over their pet monkey, which had just died. The
death struggles of the unfortunate animal were vividly repro-
duced, followed by the crying and weeping of the gypsies, which
lasted only until they began to feel hungry, when they all at
once forgot all about their grief and decided to cook and eat it.

This was the perverse and tasteless strain in Jaroslav which
was to be a feature of some of his writings from then on. Some
biographers have attributed it to the difficult circumstances of
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his life, his frustrations and failures. But here we find this streak
coming out in him when he was no older than eighteen or nine-
teen and could feel proud at having had so many of his stories
accepted by a paper like the National Newspaper. It published
four more in 1901 and twenty in 1go2. The Social Democrat
paper the People’s Right'? published two in 1902 and the
Illustrated World!3 two in 1903.

At the Commercial Academy Jaroslav formed a close friend-
ship with Ladislav Hajek, who was a budding writer like him-
self. Together they used to go to the literary club Syrinx, of
which various future leading Czech writers and dramatists were
members, such as K. H. Hilar (later to become director of the
Prague National Theatre under the Republic), Josef Mach (a
publicist who went to America and became an ardent propa-
gandist there for the Czechoslovak cause), Jifi Mahen (after-
wards a leading playwright), Rudolf Tésnohlidek (the author of
the story of Jan&lek’s opera The Cunning Little Vixenl4), and
Jaroslav’s friend, the poet Opo&ensky.

He liked the members of the club and enjoved sharing their
bohemian life, taking an active part in the rowdy evenings they
held at the beer-housc U Flcku, which is well known to tourists
in Prague today. The tone of their conversation can be judged
by the words which one of the members, a sculptor, is said to
have once addressed to Jaroslav: ‘Come here, you hairy bastard,
and let me tear all those lice off you!” But, as time went by, Jaro-
slav came to the club less and less, because, never a serious
student of culture in any form, the ‘modern art’ which its
members professed meant nothing to him.

In June 1go2 he completed his studies at the Commercial
Academy and went off on his third holiday in Slovakia. On his
return his mother persuaded him to apply for the post of clerk in
the Insurance Bank of Slavie. He was accepted on October 1st,
1902 and started work there. But he did not hold the appoint-
ment long. According to Bohuslav he could not stick the head of
his section. ‘He’s such a donkey,” Jaroslav told him. ‘He’s
always asking me where the various districts are, as if he didn’t
know anything about Bohemia at all. “Pluhafovice—in which
district is that, Mr Hagek? Zitnoves—where is that? Do you
know in which district DeSenice is?”” I can’t bear breathing the
same air as a cow like that. He makes me mad?!
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Bohuslav described how his brother came to part company
with the bank in the spring of 1903

‘Onc day Jaroslav had a special errand to perform at VySe-
hrad. On the way he stopped at a pub and took a decision. He
packed up his ledger, put his visiting card inside and sent it by
messenger to the bank. The message on the card was short and
sweet:

“I’m not baking today !*
Jaroslav Hasck”

‘At home he didn’t say a word about it and got up early the
next day to go to the office as though nothing had happened.
“Please come back to lunch, Jaroslav,” his mother urged him.
“Today we’re going to have goosc liver!”” “Of course 1 shall,”
he said, licking his lips, because it was his favourite dish. But
two o’clock passed and the evening and the next day, and there
was no sign of him. A few weeks later we received a letter from
him. He was tramping about Slovakia without a farthing in his
pocket. And how did he manage it? Quitc simply. He always
fell on his feet. In each village he would apply to the Catholic
presbytery and ask for hospitality, casually remarking that he
had applied to the Protestant vicarage and been turned away.
The Catholic priest, with an eye to compctition, took him in and
sometimes even gave him something for his further journey. The
next day he applied to the Protestant vicarage, saying that he
had been turned away at the Catholic presbytery. And so the
Protestant vicar felt obliged to give him hospitality too.’

Bohuslav relates how after a considerable interval—he says
ten months but it could only have been a few weeks—Jaroslav
turned up again in the doorway of their home, wearing his
eternal smile. ‘Well, what about it, Mama?’ he burst out before
she could get a word in. ‘Where’s that liver? I’m terrifically
hungryI’15

After this escapade—his fourth visit to Slovakia—the bank
was generous enough to take him back, but when at the end of
May 1903 he took French leave once more, he was finally given
the sack.

* This expression means in Czech ‘I’m downing tools’.
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A few months previously Héjek and Jaroslav had published a
volume of poems together, Cries of May,1% in which their verses
appeared on alternate pages. Jaroslav had promised the pub-
lisher that he would help to find purchasers in the bank, but the
book appeared the day after he had walked out and so there was
no onc there to help with its promotion. One of Jaroslav’s poems
‘In the Garden in Spring’,Y7 described a group of ‘pale maidens’
who, entranced by the tulips and hyacinths in a garden,
dreamed ecstatically of the ‘handsome young gardener’ who
had planted them. But the gardencr turned out to be a grey-
haired old man who, when he was planting the bed, had ‘grun-
ted, spat and cursed like a madman, rubbing his red nose with
his sleeve’. ‘Hell,” he had sworn, ‘if I were master here today
I’'m damned if I'd plant any of thesc tulips. Blast every one of
them?!’

These lines made the publisher sec red. € “Hell”” and ““Blast” !’
he shouted. ‘Is that poetry? No, there’s only one word for it.
Muck!” However, when the critic in National Policy'8 wrote ap-
provingly of the volume and said that it augured well for the
authors, he was pleased as Punch and quite forgot what he had
said.

Gradually Jaroslav was earning a small income through his
literary contributions. Apart from one or two published poems,
we know of five stories dating from 1901, twenty in 1go2, twelve
in 1903 and thirteen in 1go4—fifty in four years. This was quite
a respcctable quantity for a beginner, but not nearly enough to
pay for his keep or contribute to the family funds. His mother,
who was in severe financial straits, was desperate.

Hajek has left us a portrait of what Jaroslav looked like at the
age of eighteen and we can compare it with his photograph. He
describes him as a bright, intelligent boy, with dark brown
sparkling eves and unruly chestnut curls falling in disorder over
his face. Rosy-cheeked, the dark down undcr his nose was the
only jarring element in his otherwise completely girlish face. He
had inherited his mother’s finely moulded mouth but not her
bright and intense blue or grey eyes. He probably had his own
dark eyes and pensive, rather melancholy look from his father.

Héajek mentions that during his time at the chemist’s shops
Jaroslav was taught how to make fireworks and it became a
hobby of his to make Roman candles and Bengal lights. His
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room was full of ‘stinks’ bottles. (As we have read, he had ob-
tained an ‘Excellent’ in chemistry at the Commercial Academy.)
Once when Hajek visited him in his mother’s flat, he found him
busily mixing something. ‘What are you doing?” ‘I’m making a
bomb,” Haick replied. Not long afterwards there was an al-
mighty explosion and several window panes were shattered. His
mother came rushing out of the kitchen in alarm, but Jaroslav
disarmed them all by saying with his captivating smile: ‘I mixed
it too well.” He rushed up to his scared mother, kissed her and
begged her not to be angry, saying he would repair the window
out of the fees he got for his stories.

At this period he fancied himself as a revolutionary, and grew
enthusiastic about Russian writers. In his tramps about the
country he liked to model himself on Gorki and wanted Héjck
and himself ‘to live like Russians’. He also picked up a little
Serbian, was in contact with many Serbian students and began
to wear a red and black cap of Serbian type. Whenever there
was any demonstration he was sure to be found in the front
ranks. Fortunately Police Commissioner Fahoun, whom he got
to know through tutoring his son, helped him out of many a
scrape. Later another police officer, whom he met through one
of his fellow ex-cmployecs at the chemist’s shop, held a protect-
ing hand over him too.

He and Héjek used to visit the lowest haunts they could find
in old Prague, Jaroslav dressing up in tattcred clothes, an open
shirt and a peaked cap. He had developed not only a taste for
‘the lower depths’ but a strange and persistent penchant for
hoaxing people as well. Once, while he was walking in the even-
ing in the busiest part of the town, he suddenly stopped, stooped
down and lit a match, anxiously searching the ground and aud-
ibly lamenting. Eventually a crowd gathered round him and
searchcd in sympathy. Finally one of them asked him what he
had lost. Jaroslav rose and smiled. ‘You didn’t really think I was
searching for something? Oh, no, I just got rather bored and
made a little light here.’

Hajek had a room opposite the Tyn church in the house of his
uncle, a painter of stained glass and a crusty old bachelor, who
lived with his aged mother. Because of his whiskers Jaroslav
nicknamed him ‘the Monarch’ after Francis Joseph. When
the moon shone through the window at night it lit up the
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coloured figure of a grey-bearded St Peter holding an enormous
key in one hand and raising the other in solemn warning. It gave
the whole room an ecclesiastical, almost ghoulish air. Some-
times, when Jaroslav returned late with Héjek after their night
wanderings, he did not want to go home but slept the night in
Hédjek’s bed, gazing long at the stained glass and making ribald
remarks about the saint.

One morning they both slept late. The Monarch was highly
suspicious. Deceived by the sight of Jaroslav’s curls and youthful
girlish looks, he walked through their bedroom several times,
muttering in his beard and staring furiously at the bed where
Jaroslav and Hijek lay curled up together. Then he slammed
the door and could be heard snorting angrily: “The monstrous
impudence of it! Bringing a woman into his uncle’s flat and
sleeping with her in his bed I’

When they got up and dressed, there was the Monarch wait-
ing outside to give his nephew hell. But Jaroslav met him with
the disarming remark: ‘Mr Pazdera, I’m not a girl, you know.
I’'m a man like you are. I'm Jaroslav HasSek, the writer.’19

He was certainly not a girl, but he was in no sense a respon-
sible adult.



(4)
T he Would-Be Anarchist

The period of unemployment for Ha3ck which followed his de-
parture from the bank was a bad beginning for him. He quickly
became involved in scrapes and minor contlicts with the police.
Details of his disorderly and sometimes violent behaviour were
being collected and recorded in a fairly voluminous file at police
headquarters. Itis true that the charges against him werc mostly
minor breaches of the law, but they caused the authorities a lot
of trouble and they were remarkably tolerant to him, all things
considered, as onc typical instance revcaled:

‘On October 6th, 1903, at 9.15 p.m. Police Sergeant V.S.
brought in the twenty-one-year-old writer, Jaroslav Ha3ek,
domiciled at Vinohrady No. 193, because, while in an intoxi-
cated state, the above-named had performed his lesser bodily
needs in front of the building of the main police station ...

An indulgent official had crossed out the end of the sentence
which had originally read: ‘... which caused considerable
indignation among the passers-by.’

He was sentenced to a paltry fine for damaging the pavement
and to six hours’ imprisonment, should the money be unrecover-
able. In the event it took the court three years to get the fine out
of him. First he was untraccable and then, when the police fin-
ally got on to his address, he had no money to pay it. In fact the
artful young man made a profit out of the incident by writing a
humorous sketch on the subject, which earned him a modest fee.
Indeed so many of his pranks provided source material for his
literary work that onc is tempted to think that this could have
been one of his main motives for playing them.

Early in 1go4 the Russo-Japanese War had broken out. This
inevitably stirred up feelings in Prague, the Right supporting
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the Tsarist government and the Left hoping for its defeat. On
Fcbruary 22nd the members of the Praguc Civic Council held
prayers for the victory of the Tsarist troops in front of the Church
of St Nicholas in the Old Town Square, at that time serving as a
Russian Orthodox church. The Anarchist and Social Demo-
cratic youth tried to break up the ceremony with shouts of
‘Down with the Tsar?!

On that day Haek was among these young and noisy demon-
strators and was arrested and held for questioning. In the course
of the disturbances he met the Anarchist Viclav Ktizek, who
persuaded him to be co-author of a radical pampbhlet attacking
the ‘reformist’ policy of the Social Democratic Party and brought
him into contact with a branch of the Anarchist movement led
by Karel Vohryzek, the director of Progressive Youth, and with
Bedrich Kalina, its editor.

Hardly had a month passed when a further brush with the
police was recorded: ‘Jaroslav HaSck was brought in ... be-
cause on the night of March gist, 1904, while in a slightly
inebriated condition, he damaged two protecting fences round
the trees.” While loitering about with a group of rowdies, he had
suddenly noticed that the fences round the trces were not placed
at the same height and insisted on adjusting them ‘on aesthetic
grounds’.

Then came a fourth arrest, this time on April 27th, 1904, for
lying about on the ground in a state of drunken torpor at about
10.30 p.m. On the back of the report another tolcrant police
official had minuted: ‘Was celebrating and drank himself blind.
Can be released.” The next day at twelve noon he was dis-
charged.

After all these incidents, petty as they were, Ha3ek felt it wiser
to disappear from Prague for a while. The police were still chas-
ing him in the hope of recovering the finc of two crowns for the
damage to the pavement. In July 1904 his mother told them
that his last address had been Lom (Bruch) near Duchcov
(Dux). Both these places lay in northern Bohemia in the heart
of the brown coal country, the so-called Most (Brux) basin.
Hasek had chosen to go there with Kalina and Ktizek (presum-
ably in May 1904), because the Anarchist movement had a firm
foothold among the miners in that region.

It was only natural that Hasek should be attracted towards
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Anarchism. Not that he had any deep-seated radical convictions:
he was quite happy to offer his stories and feutlletons to a leading
bourgeois daily like the National Newspaper or to the journals of
the Otto publishing house and try to extort advances from their
cashiers. It was just that he was ‘agin the government’—opposed
to authority, whatever form it took, and instinctively up in arms
against those who tried to discipline him, whether they were
his employers, superiors, teachers, the bureaucracy or the
police.

Most of us, at least those of us who have been used to living
under stable governments, can with difficulty repress a shudder
when we read the word ‘Anarchist’. This is partly because
‘anarchy’ in its sense of the collapse of law and order has for us
a particularly sinister ring: when we say a country is on the
verge of anarchy, we mean that it is on the brink of disaster, and
of course we associate Anarchism with political assassination and
terrorism.

But to the younger generation of Czechs the word did not
conjure up this frightening spectacle. Although they had been
living under a stable government ever since 1849, they regarded
not only that government but the whole constitutional system
in the Monarchy as anti-Czech. In Bohemia the Anarchist
movement was for a time the only substitute for a radical Left,
since there was then no Communist Party and the programme
of the Social Democratic Party was too moderate, cautious and
constitutional for the taste of the radical youth. The Social
Democratic panacea for all the injustices of society was universal
franchise, which the young radicals dismissed as nothing more
than a perpetuation of the existing system, especially as the
Party, being composed of both Germans and Czechs, was inter-
national rather than national in outlook and saw better pro-
spects for the movement within a larger conglomeration than
within the narrower confines of Bohemia alone.

Naturally the older generation judged Anarchism by the re-
cent wave of political assassinations which had horrified the
world and in which Anarchists had had a hand. Two years
before Hasek’s birth the Russian Tsar Alexander IT had been
assassinated, and in the next twenty years a President of France,
the Empress of Austria and the King of 1taly had all fallen victims
to murderous attacks. But these were not necessarily the blind
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and senseless crimes they were usually taken for. They were, the
Anarchists maintained, no more than a retaliation for the acts
of torture and the executions perpetrated against their followers
(notably the execution of four Chicago Anarchists in 1887).

But the Czech bourgeoisie had the uncomfortable feeling that
the Anarchist campaign was directed just as much against them
as against the Habsburgs and Romanovs. Moreover they held
fast to the precepts of their former leaders, Palacky and Hav-
lf¢ck, who had always maintained that the Czech people would
have more to lose than gain from violent revolution.

When a judgc once reproached a French Anarchist for jeopar-
dising the lives of innocent men and women, he replied: ‘There
can be no innocent bourgeois.” A philosophy which professed
and justified complete disregard for the rights, principles and
self-respect of the bourgeoisic was naturally anathema to the
respectable citizen. But it was likely to have a strong appeal for
HagSek, who scldom wrote of anyone in authority, Czech or Ger-
man, with respect. Men of public affairs, church leaders, doc-
tors, historians, archaeologists, romantic writers, were for him
nothing more than rogucs, impostrs or figures of fun. The
bourgeoisie was a class which it was necessary and right to
shock-—perhaps even to blow up! It certainly needed a ‘good
hiding’.

Some twenty years earlicr the workers in the north Bohemian
brown-coal ficlds and the north-eastern textile mills had fallen
for a time under the very strong influence of the German pro-
ponent of ‘individual Anarchism’, Johann Most, whose radical
Jjournal Die Freiheit was then being smuggled into Bohemia from
England, where he was living in exile, until he was sent to
prison for eighteen months for praising the assassination of the
Tsar. But with his subsequent emigration to America the Anarch-
ist movement in Bohemia dropped political assassination from
its programme and concentrated on the ‘economic’ or industrial
struggle (such as the reduction of working hours, revision of
wages etc.). Its chief weapon of ‘direct action’ was the general
strike, which it propagated as a more attractive and effective
slogan than ‘universal suffrage’. It still preserved the concept of
‘individual Anarchism’ in the sense that it was opposed to most
forms of organisation or collective action, such as contact with
Anarchist movements abroad. It opposed the dictatorship of the
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proletariat and denied the right of any party to speak for the
working man.!

In Prague, however, and in its most radical suburb, Zizkov,
another branch of the movement had developed under S,
K.Neumann.2 It too denied the necessity for the existence of
the state but believed in political action in the form of anti-
militarist, anti-religious and anti-clerical agitation. While the
Anarchists in the north were led by a doubtful character called
Vohryzek and were in fact Anarcho-syndicalists, the Prague
branch under Neumann were supporters of Collective Anarch-
ism, later to be called Anarcho-Communism. A feature of their
philosophy was ‘the revolutionary liberation of the individual’.
The idea of achieving this by ‘personal involvement in the social
struggle’ stirred th~ hearts of many idealistic young poets and
writers of the time. At the café-bar ‘At the OtlenaSeks’ in the
Prague suburb of Vinohrady, Neumann collected around him
some of the most gifted young poets, like Karel Toman, Frata
Sramek and Franti$ek Gellner. As a young writer in touch with
some of his contemporaries, Hajek was drawn towards the
abstract philosophy of Anarchism which fascinated Neumann’s
circle and, as a born rebel against society, warmed to the idea of
‘direct action’ which was popular with the workers in the north.

Neumann as a poet with a wide cultural spectrum was able to
attract young intellectuals thanks to the various Anarchist
periodicals he edited. (Their lease of life was always short and
they were speedily replaced by other journals with different
names—partly to escape censorship difficulties.) These journals
and the lectures he gave in his house at Olany at Zizkov kept
up with contemporary developments in art and literature
abroad.

Neumann, who was of aristocratic descent on his father’s side
but whose mother was the daughter of a shoemaker, started his
literary activity by contributing to the anti-realist, symbolist
and ‘decadent’ journal Modern Review.? Later he took over the
editorship of the New Cult4 and made it the vehicle for his own
ideas. He was also responsible for its satirical supplement Gal-
lows® which began to appear in 1906. He had, as we have seen,
been imprisoned at the age of eighteen for his alleged part in the
‘Progressive Youth’ ‘conspiracy’ and combined a flair for the
decadent verse of the fin-de-siécle with radical social views. His
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poem ‘I Am the Apostle of the New Life’ was muchin vogue at the
time. He was an outstanding poet and the only personality of
any dimension in the Anarchist movement. His influence on the
younger generation of his time was very considerable indeed.

And so, to judge from police reports and hisstory ‘A Fairy Tale
from the East’,6 HaSek was to be found in the summer of 1904 in
Lom, working in the day and slecping at night on a straw
mattress in the office of Progressive Youth.? It had been recently
taken over by the Czech Federation of Trade Unions® as the
group of ‘individual and economic’ Anarchists had called them-
selves. Originally founded in Prague in 1893, the journal had
moved around to various towns in Bohemia. At one time it had
been edited by Neumann but now it was under the direction of
Vohryzek and the editorship of Kalina.

One night, an hour after Hasek had gone to sleep, someone
started to kick at the door. Gendarmes broke in, woke him up
roughly and began to interrogate him. Othersscarched the prem-
ises, examining even the spittoons and the perambulator of the
Kalina family who lived in an adjoining room.

Hagek did not allow himself to be intimidated by police raids
but carried on with his job. He attended Anarchist meetings and
gave lectures on geographical and political themes. Riding on a
bicycle he distributed newspapers and lcaflets to the miners.
According to Kalina he even worked for a short time in the
Barbra mine in the neighbourhood.

HaSek also contributed to the paper, writing in ‘Acsopic
language’™ to escape intervention by the censors. Sometimes he
made use of Arabian or Assyrian names as in the ‘Cuneiform
Inscription’® or ‘A Fairy Tale from the East’, where he used
Idalmo as a partial anagram for Omladina. According to the
bibliography of Hasek’s works he published half a dozen articles
or poems during the short time he worked in Lom.

One of his reasons for joining the Anarchists was that he was
finding it increasingly impossible to work for anyone at all. Soon
he began to realise that he could not work for them either. He
grew dissatisfied with conditions on the paper and thought he
was being cheated. It was not long before he reached the con-
clusion that the whole Anarchist ‘conspiracy’ was ‘boundlessly

* Political writing disguised as a fable - a technique employed by Russian
writers.
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naive, transparent and primitive’. To his mind the Anarchists
were not one whit better organised than the political parties.
And so, as soon as he had scraped together enough funds, he
gave up the job. He left Lom carly in July, having arrived there
little more than a month previously.

The Anarchists on their side were just as suspicious of him.
One day he borrowed the office bicycle to visit supporters and
subscribers and collect money. A few days later he was found
with a bandage on his head suffering from a bad hangover. (A
bicycle story crops up repeatedly in his biography: it is part of
the Hasek legend.) When onc of the staff of the paper remons-
trated with him, he angrily left Lom for good. In due course
Vohryzek went to Prague and tried to claim the money back
from his mother.

Quite apart from the fact that Vohryzek’s enthusiasm for
‘cconomic Anarchism’ based on a federation of Anarchist-
directed Trade Unions was not likely to appeal to Hagek, there
was some justification for his suspicions of the Anarchist move-
ment as a whole. Some of the lcaders were very queer fish
indeed. Vohryzek had been mixed up in various scandals in-
cluding smuggling and embezzlement, and it did not help the
cause when he was finally arrested and sentenced for robbing a
Jjeweller’s establishment. There were also grounds for suspecting
that the movement had been infiltrated by the Austrian police
and that Vohryzek was one of their agents. It was odd, to say the
least, that on the outbreak of war he was taken into the account-
ancy branch of the army in spite of his history, and his records
were not marked ‘Politically unreliable’, as was normally the
case with Anarchists. Austrian police attempts to penetrate the
movement were colourfully described by Hasck in a feuiileton
called ‘On the Tracks of the State Police in Prague’® which he
published in the Czech newspaper Cechoslovant! in Russia in
1916. According to his account, at the time of a forthcoming
visit of the Emperor Francis Joseph to Prague, the editorial staff
of New Progressive Youth*? (the successor to Progressive Youth),
where HaSek was working, received a visit from a Pietro Perri,
purportedly a member of the Italian Anarchist movement who
had just arrived from Russia with an article written against the
Emperor in bad German. When Hagek noticed that the visitor’s
Italian and German sounded like a literal translation from
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Czech, he naturally smelt a rat, and said loudly to the others in
Czech: ‘Let’s take him to the bathroom and cut his throat.’
‘Pietro Perri’ turned white with fear and was taken away tremb-
ling to stay the night with another of the editorial stafl. The
next day he absconded with all the private papers he could find
in the house. Fortunately they were quite unimportant.

The Anarchists burnt the article which ‘Perri’ had left in their
office. It was a seditious document which could have cost them
twenty years’ imprisonment if it had been found in their posscs-
sion. It was as well they did so, since therc was a prolonged
police raid on the office that very evening.

According to Menger, Ha$cek and his friends took their re-
venge on ‘Pietro Perri’. He cites National Policy as having pub-
lished an article as follows: ‘Yesterday at 8 p.m. ... three
Prague revellers, one of them dressed in women’s clothes,
stopped in a cab in front of the police station. The other two,
apparently in an intoxicated state, pretended that the third, who
was so drunk that he lay unconscious on the pavement, was a
serious case of spotted typhus. Both the others disappeared in
the Prague strects without paying for the cab . . .’

The one left on the pavement was none other than ‘Pictro
Perri’ whom the others had beaten, chloroformed and dressed
in women’s clothes. He was found to have a note pinned to him:

‘I present this monster to the men of the secret political depart-
ment, Messrs Gellner and Slaviéek, for the zoo in the Emperor’s
palace in Vienna.

Hagenbeck™

This did not prevent the appearance at the editorial office of
another odd visitor who offered his services in connection with
the Emperor’s visit. This time it was a man whose head was
covered with bandages and who told an affecting story of how
he had worked politically among the miners in Lom and had
been beaten up by German nationalists. But there was some-
thing strangely familiar about his voice and handwriting, and at
Hagek’s prompting the editor tore off the bandages and found
‘Pietro Perri’ again, who, now under a final threat of death,
confessed that he was in reality Alexander Masek and worked
for the Austrian police. Magek happened to be in Russia when

* The owner of a famous zoo in Hamburg.
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Hasek’s feuilleton about the Austrian Secret Police appeared and
Cechoslovan saw to it that he was caught and gaoled. He was later
shot without trial by the Czech legionaries.

The Austrian police were by no means always as clumsy and
crude as this. They may have had their Brettschneiders,* but
some fifty years earlier they had suborned the leading Czech
radical Karel Sabina, the respected librettist of The Bartered
Bride.13 Sabina was probably in touch with all the Czech anti-
Austrian elements and it was not until the end of his life that he
admitted to having been in Austrian pay during most of his
carcer, His merits as the librettist of the famous Czech national
opera were deemed by his countrymen to have partially atoned
for his treason. So devoted are the Czechs to the music of
Smectana! Another notorious case of the successful bribing of
Czech politicians was that of Karel Sviha, the president of the
club of the deputies of the National Socialist Party, who in a
famous trial was accused of acting as a paid police informant.
When the archives were opened in 1918 he was shown to have
been working for the Archduke Irancis Ferdinand for many
years!

It is quite possible that from their penetration of all possible
subversive movements the Austrian police were satisfied that
Hagek presented no danger to them and that this accounts for
their lenient treatment of him. Alternatively, their policy may
have been to give him as much rope as possible in the hope that
he would one day put the noose round his own neck, just as his
young fellow-Anarchists had once put it round the neck of the
old Empcror ‘Franz’.

By now Hagek was beginning to feel that Prague had become
too hot for him again, so he decided to disappear on another of
his tramping trips in Europe, but in spite of his disillusionment
with the Anarchists at Lom he did not break with the movement
and continued to work for it in Prague when he returned.

From Lom he appears to have gone to Bavaria. Somewhere
in the plain between Spalt and Nurcmberg he took a job as a
hop-picker. He reccived money, either from his wages as a
labourer or from the newspapers he wrote for, and with it was
able to sce more of Bavaria and even range further afield, pos-
sibly to Switzerland. The sketches he wrote about this journcy

* The Good Soldier Suejk, p. 6.
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are interesting for the contrast they present with his usual writ-
ings about Germans.

The title of one, ‘Justice in Bavaria’,14 is ironical but not un-
kind. He tells how he was arrested in Hochstadt on the Danube
when on his way to Dillingen to collect fifty marks from the post
office there. In spite of his explanations he was put into gaol,
because he only had eight pfennigs on him at the time and was
therefore technically a vagrant. If he had had two marks
ninety-nine pfennigs it would have been just the same. Three
marks was the minimum to avoid arrest. It took forty-five days
for the court to reach a verdict, but during that time he was kept
in a very cosy prison and well looked after by his gaoler, who
even took him with him on a family outing. The only disturbing
feature of his stay in prison was that he had to be confined in the
tower, because the lower rooms could not be used. ‘You see, the
building is on the verge of collapse,” the gaoler told him. A
minor disadvantage was that he had to be continually taking
his shoes on and off, changing from the slippers hc wore in the
‘preserved’ part of the castle into ordinary boots when he had
to appear before the authorities. After he had been held in de-
tention for a month and a half] he was finally sentenced to three
days’ imprisonment and on his discharge was paid one mark
twenty pfennigs per day for all the excess forty-two days he had
spent in prison, i.e. a total of fifty marks forty pfennigs. Finally
he was escorted to the town by the judge, the gaoler and his
family, who wept as they took leave of him. Another example of
how Jaroslav always fell on his feet! ‘That was justice in Bavaria,’
Jaroslav concluded. Very different from justice in the Mon-
archy!

He certainly made fun of the Bavarians in ‘The Tourist Guide
in the German Town of Neuburg’,15 but again he did so with
indulgent humour and sympathy. He related how the guide,
Jogelli Klopter, offered him his services for ‘four marks and food
and drink’. But anxiously eyeing his belly, which was gargantuan
even by Bavarian standards, HaSek said: ‘You’re rather too
good a trencherman, I fancy. If you had been leaner ...
‘Christ Jesus,’ replied the guide, ‘you should have seen my late
father! And what about my late grandfather? Why, he ate a
whole ham, a bowl of dumplings and a pot of cabbage just as
an appetiser!’
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Normally Jaroslav reserved his bitterest sarcasm for the Ger-
man Austrians, especially the Germans in Bohemia. Witness his
stories ‘How Hans Hutter and Franz Stockmaynegg Defended
Vienna’s German Character’é or ‘Adele Thoms from Haida,
the German Schoolteacher’.1? Why then was he suddenly so
indulgent to the Bavarians? Probably the explanation was that
at the time, when he had to leave Prague to escape the attentions
of the Austrian police, he felt violent bitterness against every-
thing Austrian. The Bavarians were not Austrians and for once
appeared in a better light than his fellow-citizens.

Judging from the motifs of some of his alpine stories (“The
Little Donkey Guat’)18 Jaroslav reached Switzerland and wan-
dered about near Lake Constance or somewhere on the foothills
of the Bernese Alps. He apparently reached Bolzano in the
Tyrol (referred to in ‘The Affair with the Telescope’)!® and
from there he went back to the Regensburg road.

His story ‘The Great Day’20 provides evidence of his return
from his Bavarian expedition. Here he described how on his way
back he stopped at Domazlice and stayed with Héjek on his
sister’s birthday. He was looking so down and out by this time
that he thought it prudent to warn the Héjeks of this before his
arrival, for Hajek senior was a director of the local credit bank
and a man of some position in the town.

‘I am in a rather odd condition [Jaroslav wrote] because my
shoes are torn and the rest of my outfit doesn’t make a particu-
larly attractive impression. I am writing to you to make sure
that I shan’t be thrown out, if by any chance you’re not at home
when I arrive. Please explain to all at your home that if a low
character appears with the suspicious look of a vagabond, he
can be identified as me by the felt hat on his head. It has com-
pletely lost its shape and has three long crow’s feathers sticking
out of it.’

And it was just as he had described. He appeared in torn rags
and in baggy grey trousers he had got from a Bavarian gen-
darme. But the stories he told about his eccentric experiences
fascinated the respectable Hajek family none the less. Difficul-
ties arose only when he started to drink. He behaved as if he
thought he were half-gypsy and half-Hungarian; he started to
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swear like a real tramp in three languages—German, Hungarian
and Czech—rolled his eyes and refused to stop drinking. Finally
one of the guests who was a doctor seized an enormous old key
and pointed it at him, pretending it was a revolver. Then he
allowed himself to be put to bed like the Chaplain Katz *

The next day he was, as usual, abjectly sorry for what he had
done and started to cry and ask for forgiveness. But this did not
prevent him continuing to sponge on the family. He spent about
a fortnight in Domazlice and gave a lecture to the local aca-
demic club about his various journeys. When his host at last
hinted to him in the friendlicst possible way that he might per-
haps be being expected at home, he suddenly took umbrage,
borrowed money from a local musician and left for Prague.

But there he was soon in trouble again. The police report
states that on January 1st, 1905, in spitc of frequent warnings,
Ha3ek continued to wave his arms about violently among the
passers-by, and so caused a breach of the peace. ‘The arrested was
very drunk and assaulted German students at the police station
here.” He was dctained and released again. On the back of the
report therc was again an indulgent comment written in another
hand: ‘Hasck states that he was very drunk and only remembers
that he had a quarrel with someone in Na Ptikopé.t He was un-
able to state anything more. The case is unimportant . ..” On
June 20th he was brought in again for lighting three street
lamps which were out and for reacting violently to his arrest.
He was put into solitary confinement for a short time.

During the rest of 1904 and 1gos he published no more arti-
cles in Anarchist journals. Instead his contributions appeared
in the more remunerative bourgeois papers like the National
Newspaper, the lllustrated World, Horizon,?* the People’s Forum,?2
Hlustrated Czech Humorous Stories,?3 National Policy, Neruda, Merry
Prague, New Neruda®® and Lantern.?3 It was a good crop indeed.

* The Good Soldier Svejk, p. 117.
t A fashionable street in Prague resembling Am Graben (On the Moat) in
Vienna and meaning the same.



(5)

Farmila

Up to now the only feminine influences in HaSek’s life had been
his mother and his cousin, Maitia. He was devoted to the former,
who spoiled him, and on very good terms with the latter, who
had her own money and often helped him out with loans when
he was hard up. At school he had an occasional rendezvous with
a girl, but probably more to demonstrate to his young male
friends that he was a normal young man than out of any strong
sexual urge.

There is no record of his having had any amorous adventures
on his travels in Central Europe and the Balkans (apart from
what happened to him in Slovakia, to be described in one of his
letters to Jarmila), nor is there any hint of them in his many
storics for which his wanderings provided the material. His close
companions on these occasions were either his younger brother,
Bohuslav, or one of his young friends, the Slovak Culen or the¢
Czech Janota. There is no evidence that these friendships were
more than ephemeral either, although his relations with Héjek,
who was his boon companion in his bohemian adventures in
Prague, seem to have been particularly close.

One would have expected that at least by the age of twenty-
one Hadek would have begun to take an interest in the other sex,
but he seems to have suffered from retarded adolescence.

A story told by Menger may throw light on the cause. He
claims that when he was in Russia, Hagek told him how as a boy
he had met a dissolute young sailor, who took him off on dis-
reputable escapades and encouraged him to watch his sexual
orgies. Later Hadck spoke with disgust of this man and the
trauma he had caused him.

The first signs of a change in Ha$ek came when, on his return
from his wanderings at the end of 1905 or the beginning of 1906,
he made the acquaintance of Slavka HajniSova, who was the
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daughter of a schoolmaster at Helf$tyn near Pferov in Moravia.
When he had a fall she bandaged his leg, after which he stayed
with her parents for a few days. Later she came to Prague to
study at the Women’s Manufacturing Association,*! where she
met HaSek again and introduced him to four of her friends—
Vilma KokeSovd, who later became known as the novelist and
playwright Vilma Warausova; Helena Milotovd; Maéna, the
sister of the future writer Lila Bubelovd; and Jarmila Mayerova.
And so, after having had no girl companions for so long, he
suddenly acquired five of them.

In her memoirs, which werc published in 1965,2 Vilma has
described Hasek’s appearance at this time. He did not seem at
all romantic, but was very handsome with his brown eyes and
curly chestnut hair. His face was almost girlish with its soft pink
complexion. He looked healthy and well nourished and seemed
level-headed.

They all went on expeditions in the surroundings of Prague
and had refreshments at inns on the outskirts of the city. Not
only were they all emancipated young women, some of them
privately believing in ‘free love’; some were of a literary turn of
mind as well, which Hasek as a budding author did his best to
encourage and develop. He used to read them his humorous
sketches, which were later to be published under the title The
Sufferings of Mr Then.3

Vilma found some of his poems and stories tastcless. She had
not changed her mind about this by 1965. They must have
talked about the unusual young man at home, because their
parents apparently became suspicious of their meetings and for-
bade them to have anything more to do with their new acquain-
tance. It was not long before Halck had had cnough of the
flirtatious and feather-brained Slavka, who knew next to noth
ing about literature and politics and was embarrassed when he
talked to her about them, and began to transfer his interest to
Vilma instead. He asked her twice to go out with him, but she
only agreed reluctantly, because she did not understand him
and could not be sure whether he meant what he said or was
only pulling her leg. She was after all the baby of the five.

* One of the schools set up in Prague to train young women in commerce.
The Commercial Academy did not accept them.
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Slavka was responsive but unintelligent, Vilma intelligent but
unresponsive. Hasek gave up Vilma, looked a little further off
and found Jarmila, who satisfied him on both counts.

She was not pretty. Freckled, snub-nosed and so short-
sighted that she had to wear pince-nez, she had the appearance
of a blue stocking, except that she was elegantly and fashionably
dressed. But there was something appealing and tantalising in
her sensitive and piquant little face. And her timid look seemed
to call for his protection.

The two had a lot in common. She had an ironical, quizzical
way of talking, which matched or parried his. They shared alove
for literature, studied it together and attended courses in Rus-
sian and Polish at the Central Workers’ School.4 She sympath-
ised with his political views and admired his independence.
Having four brothers who had had their own studios, painted
models in the nude and mixed with bohemian company, she
was not alarmed by his hatred of the bourgeoisie, although she
was one of them. But in some ways they were contrasting charac-
ters. Although she prided herself on being emancipated, she was
in fact reserved, timid, conventional in some matters and rather
puritanical in most. Her young fricnd was just the opposite.
Above all she was practical and business-like, which he was not.

Her father, Josef Mayer, was a wealthy partner in a firm of
plasterers and sculptors, who owned a three-storcy house in
Vinohrady, a fashionable suburb of Prague next to the New
Town. Son of a mill-hand, he had worked his way up to the top
and had provided all his children with a good education, insist-
ing that they should learn a craft as well, so that they could
maintain themselves by their own hands, if necessary. A self-
made man, he was understandably suspicious when his daughter,
on whom he doted, became friendly with an impecunious writer
and Anarchist.

But Jarmila loved and admired Ha3ek for being both. She had
various pet names for him. Once, when they had gone on an
expedition together, she had slipped on a rock and sprained her
ankle, and he had to carry her to the nearest station. From then
on she called him ‘Gry3a’, which she supposed to be a diminu-
tive of Richard Coeur de Lion, her favourite hero in history,
although it was really short for the Russian Grigori. She also
used countless variations of the name Mita, which again she
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quite wrongly supposed to derive from the Anarchist Mikhail
Bakunin. It was short for Dimitri.

During the summer holidays of 1906, when she went away to
Libans to stay with her relations, the couple fell deeply in love,
butin the autumn after her return there was a row in the Mayer
household and she was told that she must have nothing more to
do with her Gry3a. She commented on the event to a friend in
an elegiac cpigram:

Believe me,

Gry$a is a tyrant to me,

And yet, he used to love me,
Since I shut the door on him
I’ve only laughed but once.

Mecanwhile, after a winter of separation and clandestine
meetings, Hadck was back again among the Anarchists. In April
1907 he went to Ustf nad Orlicf in north-east Bohemia to speak
at onc of their meetings, this time directed against the Catholic
Party. He had promised he would bring back as an offering to
Jarmila the head of its leader, Dr Véclav Myslivec. With a
breezy mock-callousness typical of him and not to be taken seri-
ously, he wrote to her in the same paragraph of the beauty of
the town and the Anarchists’ plans to burn it down.

‘Beloved Jarmila,

‘I am writing to tell you how much I love you although I am
so very far away . . . Today I shall go with about three hundred
of our boys . . . to break up a meeting of the Clerical Party. I'm
having great success here and on my advice our slogan’s going
to be: “Force against force.”

‘The State is force. (Excuse me. As you see, I’m letting myself
go and am already orating on paper.) I'm looking forward to
what we are going to do with that Clerical Myslivec. The river
Orlice is flowing not very far away and I don’t know at the
moment whether we ought to throw the bastard into it before,
during or after the mecting. I’'m for giving him a good hiding as
well, and the boys are too and only wait for a signal from me.
As I write these lines I’m turning over in my mind whether to
say yes or not. The meeting will be like nothing seen in the
region within living memory. We have very powerful militant
organisations here and I’'m just now advising them to adopt
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revolutionary tactics. On May 1st, they want to burn down the
town. It’s a very nice spot, as you can see. The scenery is
beautiful; there are enormous forests which would be all the
nicer, if only you were here. I"d show you how the river Orlice
flows and roars through the mountains with waters as green and
bright as our hopes are of thrashing Myslivec. I’'m alrcady
thrashing him with words and the boys will thrash him with
whatever they can lay their hands on. The priest will be there
too, and we’ll thrash that servant of God as well. They want to
tie a Clerical teacher by the leg to a chair and force him under
the threat of a beating to recite the prayer “Our Father” and
“Ave Maria” for six hours. Let’s hope he’ll be utterly sickened
by it. Dear Jarmila, my success is your success. I place my
triumphs at your feet. On the ground before you I lay the head
of Dr Myslivec and kiss you in spirit as I doso ...

Grysa
‘p.s. I've just given permission for Dr Myslivec to get a sound
Catholic thrashing.’

Naturally hooliganism of this kind, even if there was more
barkin it than bite, was hardly likely to appeal to the Mayers, but
fortunately they probably never knew about it. It was lucky too
that they were unaware that on April 17th, 1907 the police had
ordered Hasek to be put under regular surveillance as corre-
spondent of two Anarchist papers—CommuneS and its supplement
Pauper.

Frustrated by the continual necd for clandestine meetings
with his love and her constant fears, HaSek determined to take
the bull by the horns, and go and see Mr Mayer. So one day he
went to their front door and caimly knocked at it. But his
characteristically jocular and jaunty approach did not pay off.
Menger tells us: ‘When Jarmila’s father opened the door and
asked him what he wanted, Hasck replied: “I’m coming to ask
you for Jarmila’s hand, my dear respected father-in-law. I
thought a long time beforehand whether I should clean my
shoes or put on a clean collar, and finally I plumped for the
clean collar. It means less work.” But he had no time to finish.
Mr Mayer froze him with a withering look and slammed the
door in his face.’
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Under his rather brusque exterior Mr Mayer had a soft heart,
and after he had had a row with his daughter or his prospective
son-in-law, he nearly always felt pangs of remorse. After all, he
told himself, Hasck was not really a bad chap and there was no
doubt that Jarmila was genuinely in love with him. Perhaps if
he could wean him away from the bad influences to which he
was subjected, he would go straight. Of these the first and most
important was Anarchism, and so he made it an irrevocable
condition of their being permitted to meet that Hasck should
quit the movement. For various reasons Hasek was already in
the mood to do this, and after he had promised it, Mr Mayer
relented and they were able to go about together again. This
was decided on May 1st, in any event an unfortunate day per-
haps, but this time particularly so because it was the date which
the Anarchists had fixed for a mass mecting in the garden of the
restaurant Na Slovanech in Prague. It was the culmination of
their campaign against the Social Democratic Party’s demand
for universal suffrage, and the main speaker was Vohryzek him-
self. 1asek maintained that he himself had only been there to
report the events for the paper Day8 and not to participate. But
he could never remain a passive spectator.

According to Commune: ‘About one o’clock in the afternoon a
group of some forty participants marched up Je¢nd, singing
various revolutionary songs.” The rest of the article was blacked
out by the censor. The official report states that HaSck hit a
constable with a stick and shouted out ‘Beat him!” when he was
trying to disperse the crowd. As a consequence Hasek was re-
manded until May 14th for ‘inflicting serious bodily injury on a
constable and for inciting the public to similar assaults’.

This was just what would happen when evervthing was look-
ing so hopeful for the voung couple’s future. It was obviously
vitally important that the Mayers should not get to know. The
censorship no doubt helped to keep the news from them, but as
a precaution Hasek decided not to write directly from gaol to
Jarmila but to use Helena Milotovd as an intermediary:

‘Dear Miss Milotova,

‘Pleasc do me a kind favour and go and sce Jarmila and try
to cheer her up. As you sce, [ am at this very moment in custody
and my medical report lies before me on the table. “For the
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accused Hasek, Jaroslav, the appropriate punishment should be
fasting, irons and manual labour.”” T am being held here for
causing an unlawful assembly and for inciting the crowd to hit
a policeman, all of which I was supposed to have done after the
popular rally on May 1st ... The remand won’t last long, but
please ask Jarmila to come and sce me in the morning, and
please go and see her at once when you get this letter. Tell her
that she is always in my thoughts and I am longing for the time
when I’ll be out again and at liberty. This will happen as soon
as they have heard the witnesses ... My life here revolves
around brown soup, which I get every day for breakfast, and
the Soule,* which is the name they give herc to their admirable
mixture of peas and barley. It’s what’s called the philosophy of
life. T kiss Jarmila and send you my kindest regards.

Jaroslav Hasck

‘P.s. Give Jarmila a kiss from me!
Ask her to write to me!’

When Hasek’s case eventually came up before the magistrates,
he was asked: ‘“Where is your defence counsel?’ Ha3ek replied:
‘Oh dear, I forgot and left him at home’. He tried to defend
himself rather unconvincingly by maintaining that he had not
shouted ‘Beat him!” (Natfi ho!) as was the charge against him,
but ‘Sec him? (Spatfi ho!), and the constable had misheard him.
He also tried to prove an alibi in an involved way by retelling
at length the story of Dostoyevsky’s The Double until the magis-
trate stopped him. Reportedly there was laughter in court in
which the magistrate joined. But he sentenced him to a month’s
imprisonment none the less, starting from August 16th.

During the time he spent in gaol in the New Tower in Charles
Square Ha$ek gave Jarmila full powers to collect his fees from
the newspapers. He wrote on the back of his visiting card:

‘Dear Mr Editor,
‘Please be good enough to hand the money orders for my

* A Jewish dish madec of goose roasted with boiled peas and peeled barley
or rice.
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work published in your distinguished paper to the bearer of this
card, Miss Jarmila Mayerova.
I remain,
Yours truly . ..
(Valid for all editorial offices.)’

There is a story that when eventually Jarmila came to collect
the money Ha3ck had already done so, but let us be charitable
and ignore it.

Naturally Ha3ek’s imprisonment eventually came to Mr
Mayer’s notice and he resolved to take the severest measures
against his daughter’s undcsirable attachment. Once more
Has3ck had to swear that he would have nothing more to do with
the Anarchist movement. If we are to believe what he wrote in
The History of the Party of Moderate Progress within the Bounds of the
Lau? he received similar advice from the Prague Police Com-
missioner whose son he had tutored, and who suggested that it
would be wiser for him to get out while the going was good:

‘My friend, remember this. The Vienna State Police have
your name down in the Anarchists’ register.’

‘Surcly the Prague police, sir?’

‘Both the Vienna and the Prague police.’

‘And what about the Brno police, sir?’

“The Brno police is not a state police.’

“Then I’ll move to Brno.’

“You will do nothing of the kind. You will stay here in
Vinohrady, like me.’

‘But, sir, may not a man be an Anarchist?

‘Why not? Only it’s fraught with disagreeable consequences

. Get all that petrol and dynamite out of your head. It doesn’t
do, you know. You have a mother who is a decent woman. You
have a brother who is waiting for a job in the Bank of Slavie.
Order is order. If you want to join a party where they shout a
lot, join the National Socialists. If you’ve still got revolutionary
ideas, join the Social Democrats.’

On the back of one of the police reports were written the fol-
lowing words: ‘Has lcft Pauper and Commune and will try to find
a job on other papers.’
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And so, after he had been let out of prison, HaSek looked for
employment elsewhere. It was not easy for him, because he
already had a bad name and no one wanted to be saddled with
him. As usual he did not go the right way about it, as a letter
which he addressed to the Director of the Library of the National
Museum very well shows:

‘Gentlemen,

‘I offer you my services.

‘I have practical expericnce behind me.

‘I have edited the journals Commune and Pauper and although
I am not an outright Anarchist I edited them in an anarchist
way.

‘Would someone of the age of twenty-five suit you?’

As long as Hadck was not able to satisfy the Mayers by getting
a job, the lovers had to meet in secret and communicate through
friends. At the end of 1go7 he tried a little artful diplomacy on
Jarmila’s parents by writing her a letter which he knew they
would read, and in which he addressed her in the more formal
sccond person plural:

‘Dear Jarmila,

‘Don’t think that I want to spoil the peace of your home. I
have the fullest respect for your father’s opinion and to avoid
further scenes I shall do my best to follow his wishes. I shall give
up my membership of the Anarchist movement and occupy my-
self exclusively with literature, possibly joining the editorial
staff of papers which are agrecable to your father. Then no one
will be able to say that he forbids you to talk tome . . .

‘Of course I love you much more than any slogans! And so
please tell your father that I entreat him not to talk of the past
any more, now that the present is quite different. And ask him
if he would please allow you to come to Sokolovna at ten o’clock
tomorrow.

‘I shall be really glad when there’s an end to your mother’s
slighting remarks. [ respect her very much, although up till now
she has never said a word in my favour. I know that she is your
mother and your happiness is very important to her, darling,
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and so I am giving up those dangerous walks in Anarchist boots
and I am going to put on more comfortable shoes, as your father
wishes.

‘Tomorrow afternoon I would like to have a word with your
father and explain to him that I don’t want to cause any politi-
cal disturbances and that I shall henceforth be guided in my
behaviour by my last conversation with him. And so come
tomorrow at ten o’clock to Sokolovna in Vinohrady. I kiss you,

Your
Jaroslav’

There was more behind this letter than met the eye. Shortly
before he wrote it, he had been found completely drunk in the
street in the early hours of the morning and detained by the
policc. It was imperative for him to solve the question of his and
Jarmila’s futurc once and for all. And so he resolved to approach
Mr Mayer once more.

He plucked up courage and waylaid him one day in the
street. Here is the account he subsequently gave to Jarmila of
what took place between them:

‘In the course of an hour and a half’s conversation with your
papa we at length got so far that he promised that if I was
decently dressed and had a permanent job, even if it was only a
modest one, he wouldn’t put any obstacles in the way of our
friendship. He said that when I have made a clean start, he is
going to like me.

‘Next he gave me his word that we could correspond and
thirdly he promised that he would be nice to you. I, for my part,
promised him I would find a job, and the promise is not an
empty one this time, as it was in the spring, because then I
wasn’t really trying, whereas now I truly am.’

If we can believe Ha3ck, Mr Mayer appears to have been
remarkably open-hearted during their talk together.

‘Your papa apologised for having lost his temper, said he
loved you, loved you very much, and that he could kick him-
self for being harsh with you, but that he couldn’t help it; it
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suddenly burst out. He said he was sorry for both of us and
owned that he’d probably spoken harshly, but your mama was
crying all the time and he couldn’t stand it . ..

¢ «“Come for her, when you’ve got a job,” he said, “I’ll gladly
give her to you, but calm down now, and see that she calms
down too ... and don’t spend the whole day loafing about.
Sometimes it’s enough if people sec each other for a quarter of
an hour, half an hour—God knows—perhaps an hour. But what
can people think when you loaf about together the whole day?
Tell me, am I not right?

¢ ““The girl loves you,” he went on. “I’ve got nothing against
it and can’t have anything against it, and if I ever said anything,
it was only my nerves. It was nothing more than that.”

““Mr Mayer,” I said, “let’s regard what’s happened as
finished and done with, and agree that it’l]l never occur again.
Can I have your assurance on that?”’

‘ “Yes, you can, but sec that you keep your word. Don’t let
me down. My health depends on it. Jarmila needs peace too to
get strong again. And we must not overstrain her with work or
upset her.”

‘My darling, believe me, I've never talked to anyone so inti-
mately as I did with your papa. And he spoke intimately to me
100. 1 could hardly hold back my tears. That walk was somehow
so strange, so odd, so moving. I trembled with emotion and
confessed how frightfully irresponsible I had been.

‘And all the time we spoke so tenderly, so warmly, and, I
believe, totally seriously.

‘Finally we shook hands.

‘And so we have won the possibility of corresponding and
meeting-—it’s no longer total separation. Now you must write to
me, of course, and tell me when, where and in what circum-
stances wc can be together.

‘It must always be a little way from home. And I am going
to work, because only by work can I win you. In the olden days
knights used to kill dragons, if they wanted to win princesses,
and today onc unhappy knight crrant will have to slay his
irresponsibility and laziness.

‘Be calm, my princess, be calm as the sphinx when the desert
wind blows. I love you inexpressibly. It's not so bad as we
thought. Our fight is not lost.
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‘I 'had to make the most of my meeting with your papa, and
do it sensibly, not hastily like before.

‘I am learning a little sense after all.

‘I must pat mysclf on the back a little for having talked about
things that humiliate me, like when I said I was lazy and irres-
ponsible.

‘My darling, my clever one, think out how and where we
shall see each other. I kiss you many times. Be very happy!Iam
always thinking of you. I am already calmer and have a new
zest for work.

‘I kiss you.” [Here he drew the symbol of infinity.]

One cannot help feeling sympathy for the honest and well-
meaning father, who was devoted to his daughter and anxious
to protect her from a son-in-law whom he could neither under-
stand nor approve. Moreover, he had had one serious stroke
and had to try to spare himself violent emotions. But his un-
yielding stance during the preceding years certainly helped to
drive Haek dceper and deeper into his bohemian way of life.
Whether a more tolerant attitude on Mr Mayer’s part would
have kept him on the right path during the rest of his life is
doubtful, but it seems clear that the immediate cause of his
downfall was the bleak period of separation from the person he
loved combined with the penury and discouragement he
suffered.

Alas, in spite of all his promises to improve (throughout 1908
he received only two police summonses) Hasek soon relapsed
again. One morning, returning in a particularly maudlin mood
after a night out, he suddenly took it into his head to present
himself at the Mayers’ house in the small hours. He found no
one to open his heart to except the sleepy wife of the concierge,
who would not let him go upstairs. After his outpourings, he
begged her not to tell anybody, but of course by the next morn-
ing everybody knew what state the ‘writer gentleman’ was in
when he came during the night to ask for the hand of Miss
Mayerova.

Meanwhile, in spite of having actively campaigned against
the Social Democratic Party, he was now making strenuous
efforts to obtain a job on one of their papers or at Icast to make
some regular arrangement with them. He wrote to Jarmila on
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January 10th, 1908, to say that he had been promised a job on
the People’s Right and that two distinguished members of the
Party, Dr Soukup and Dr Winter, had told him that this had
not been done out of sentimentality. In his optimistic frame of
mind he imagined that he would be writing for all Social
Democratic journals. Smeral, the leader of the Party, went so
far as to invite him to come with him to Kladno to attend a con-
ference of cditors of all the Party papers, which was a compli-
ment and a promising development. But with his passion for
writing for the press of all political shades he was flirting with
the National Socialist press as well. This was perhaps a more
logical step, because the Party had close connections with the
Anarchists and was the moving spirit in the anti-militarist cam-
paign. Discouraged by the failure of the Social Democrats to
live up to their promises (if indeed they had ever made them—
one never knew with HaSek, because he saw everything through
rose-tinted spectacles) he started to try to blackmail them. One
day he brought them an article guying the National Socialist
Jcaders. When they hesitated to accept it, Hasek sat down, took
out his pen and changed the names in the article to those of the
Social Democratic leaders. A few further alterations were re-
quired and then the article was ready for the National Socialist
press and was in fact published there. However he also made
fun of both party papers, offering articles to the People’s Right
and Czech Word® at the same time and even carrying on
polemics between the two papers, writing anonymously both
sets of articles himsclf.

The parents heaved a sigh of relief when the summer came
again and it was time for Jarmila to go to stay at Liban once
more. When she had left, Hasek wrote to tell her how much he
missed her, parodying the sentimentality of a lover and at the
same time making fun of the long and complicated names of
Czech villages:

‘I’ve been studying the map, and the day you left T looked at
the train time-table to sce where you might be—-Chvaly,
Poternice, Mstétice . . . and I reckoned that my Jariska must be
five kilometres away from me. And the more these kilometres
piled up, the sadder and sadder I became. No one would believe
what those stupid kilometres could do.
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“Then I looked at the clock. It was eight. That meant that
you were in Nymburk. And so there were now about nineteen
kilometres between us and I sent you one more kiss. After that
at the stations of Viechlapy, Jikev-Boben and Ronov-Oskofinek
came melancholy reflections on my loneliness together with the
wholly appropriate thought of razing those idiotic stations to the
ground as a punishment for standing between us. And then at
8.44 1 looked at the time-table again. Hello, I thought, by
now you will have got to Kfinec. When you reached Rozdalo-
vice I kissed your photographs. Finally Kopidlno came and I
wrung my hands in despair . . .’

Hasek went to see her at Liban several times. Otherwise he
relieved the sad existence of his ‘dear emigrée’ by writing her
more letters displaying charm and wit expressed in the same
inimitable style. Jarmila had scolded him for two misdeeds: he
had cheated her by using an enormous envelope and astill larger
sheet of writing-paper and then wasting so much of it by leav-
ing it blank; and he had done nothing about the x’s in her letter
and put none in his own. She threatened to put no more x’s on
hers if this went on.

In a characteristic reply Ha3ek separated these two charges
into categories (a) and (b):

‘I answer ad (a) as follows. That enormous envelope was to
show you how much I love you and how much I could have
written, if I had wanted you to get the letter half a day later.
Didn’t you read properly my explanation why I ended the letter
before I had filled up thespace on the paper and in the envelope?
My letter was an answer to your dear letter, which I got at four
o’clock in the afternoon. The train to Kopidino only goes at 5.43
in the afternoon and 5.50 in the morning, and there was nothing
for it but to send the answer the same afternoon, that is to say
write it and carry it to the station. Well, first I had to read your
letter and kiss it all over, and to do all these things I had only
an hour and forty-three minutes from the time I received it to
the departure of the train. But because letters are collected every
half hour before the departure of the train, I had only really an
hour and thirteen minutes left. During this time I had to read
your letter, kiss it all over, write you a new one and take it to the
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station. I read the letter in ten minutes and that left me an hour
and three minutes. Then I kissed it, as well as your photograph,
which took a quarter of an hour (thinking of you and kissing
you). That left me forty-eight minutes for writing and carrying
the letter to the station. Let’s say I'm a mile and a quarter away
from Hybernska (which I covered at a speed of two kilometres
an hour—that makes twenty minutes). There were now twenty-
eight minutes left for writing the letter. Well, it was a long letter
for such a short time, proportionately the longest I've ever writ-
ten, and if we base our reasoning on the following mathematical
calculations: 28 minutes, small lettering (16 words a line on
quarto format, of which 14 pages are thickly covered with writ-
ing) we come to the surprising result that the letter is propor-
tionately twelve times as long as the longest of yours and
confirms what you wrote in your last letter: ““ . . . You know you
can write quickly and fill the sheet completely in a moment.”
As you see, you were not wrong, event when you wrote that sen-
tence about my cheating you over my “‘note’’. You must admit,
though, that it was not really a ““note” but a letter. Unfortun-
ately, neither Czech nor any other language has a suitable word
for such a comparatively long letter. Professor Hron,* who in-
vents words, would probably call it a ‘“‘thunder-and-lightning-
love-letter”, which means a letter vigorously dashed off with the
speed of lightning and carrying with it all my love to my dear
Jarma.

‘ad (b). As far as concerns the x’s, after carcful consideration
I decided they were unnecessary. It would after all be a restric-
tion on your personal liberty if I were to indicate, by inserting
them, the places where you are to kiss my letter, my dear
Jarmila. I am convinced not only that you love me so much that
the number of kisses which you send me cannot be expressed
only by those few X’s in your letter, but that, when I round my
lips and breaths of wind touch them, they bring me lots and lots
of your kisses with them. Now don’t get worried and think I am
wandering about the street with my lips stuck out and astonished
crowds of children are running after me. I do it mostly when I
am asleep and alone, when I'm dreaming that I have you in my
arms etc. etc. {N.B. because you are a Christian you put X’s in

* An eccentric professor, whose works on astronomy and mathematics
were couched in his own idiosyncratic language.
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your letter. A Jew would have put stars, a Moslem a crescent
and an atheist like me might have put a wild pansy. You must
admit that a letter with some twenty signs like that would have
looked frightful! You wouldn’t have been able to sleep for
horror).’

In another letter with fanciful profanity he signs himself with
four different names—Jaroslav, Mfia, Gry$a and Maitiousek—
and goes on:

‘I am greater than the Lord God. I am four people in one and
this holy mystery sends you 1111 ,,,, 1111,,, 111 ,, F1T, I11 IT1
kisses, which reckoned up arithmetically (one kiss per second)
would be enough for 345,721,804,732 years.’

He adored mathematical rigmaroles.

There is no doubt at all that Ha3ck’s relationship with Jar-
mila was perfectly normal—not ‘platonic’ and not ‘sensual’—in
fact in many respects ideal. It is curious that this should have
been the one and only time in his life when he really scems to
have longed for physical love. His appetite was whetted by long
separation, as the following extract from a letter written to
Jarmila at Libén shows:

‘... when two people love each other as we do, walk out to-
gether, talk together, unbosom themselves to each other, kiss,
long for each other, embrace, look for four-leaved clovers
together, cuddle up to each other, put their heads on each other’s
shoulders and in each other’s laps, hug each other with a vague
idea of how nice it will be when they sleep together, when it’s a
delight for them to feel cach other’s warmth and they aren’t
ashamed of their passionate sighs and understand each other as
we do and tell each other everything, which strict moralists
would not approve, when each fears for the other and cannot
live without the other, then . .. this is real love, not platonic
and yet not sensual, but a mixture of both, something, darling,
which we both understand so well when we sit side by side and
embrace, and you say “Pst!”’ [Jarmila’s code warning that
Hasck was trying to go too far with her!]
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In the same erotic letter written on July 11th, 1908, he con-
fided to Jarmila his innermost secret, an affair on the hills of
Myjava in Slovakia which had had an important sequel for him:

‘Believe me, my darling, you are the only one I love, Jarmila,
and I love you, love you, and have never loved any other
woman, neither that gypsy, nor Maryska, even if I did sleep
with her on the hay in Slovakia. I ncver think about her now.
I can’t even remember her, because I didn’t love her and she
didn’t love me either: she loved the gendarme who married her
a fortnight later. You know, my darling, the girls there are very
sensual and would like to do nothing elsc all day but sleep with
the boys. The boys work in the ficlds and don’t take much inter-
est in them, but the girls have a strongly developed sensuality
and blindly obey their own instincts (I know you’ll say “‘Pst”
again when you read this, but don’t be cross, my darling).

‘Upon my honour I couldn’t help it. We only saw each other
twice, and, when the second time came, she invited me to sleep
with her in the attic of her parents’ house. At that time I was
such an inexperienced young man that I wouldn’t have even
dared to go to the attic there. It was she who did it. You know,
she had been in service in Vienna, she used to go dancing with
the soldiers and certainly was no saint. I don’t hold it against
her. She wasn’t a prostitute who for financial gain abandons her
right to choose whether to give herself or not. That is what
prostitution is. There’s no guilty sensuality there, but only
economic slavery. But this girl, out of sheer sensuality, without
any idea of financial gain, slept with me, just as she did next day
with her fiancé, the gendarme. She didn’t love him any more
than she did me or anyone else who served her just to satisfy her
desires. I certainly wasn’t smiling then, my darling, nor was I
proud of myself. I was no conquering hero. I was so terribly in-
experienced. I was over eighteen, perhaps nineteen, but I had
never had a woman with me who was ready to give me every-
thing I already knew about but hadn’t actually experienced. I
knew the inside of brothels, but I had never once gone upstairs
to a cubicle with a crcature who hadn’t the strength to resist
any sexual urge. I didn’t love her and she didn’t love me either.
It was nothing more than a physiological act, and, believe me,
since I started going out with you I’ve never slept with any
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woman, not for a second, because today no one else exists for
me, only you, my love, and as long as you are fond of me and
love me, other women mean less than the tiniest patch of your
skin. Please, please, my darling, write to me and say you forgive
me for that time when I didn’t know you. Say that if you had
been in my place, my darling, you wouldn’t have been able to
resist either and might have gone with that gypsy like me at a
time when I didn’t love any woman and still thought that love
was only cottus.”*

Mcanwhile, in spite of his success in placing his stories in the
press of all shades of the political spectrum, he was constantly in
debt, borrowing either from Jarmila or Mana, and because
Jarmila only received a pittance at home she herself had to bor-
row clandestinely to support him. When the time came for him
to repay her, he never had enough.

‘I was afraid that you wouldn’t be satisfied with what I sent
you,” he wrote to her. ‘I did what I could and I hate not having
been able to scrape up more money, heart of gold. Well, for the
time being, you are probably satisfied.’

Several of his letters are full of self-reproach: ‘You cannot
imagine how it tortures me when I think that I was so stupid as
to play cards and sit around in taverns. Now I sometimes go to
a café or an exhibition and work very hard.” But unfortunately
the police records tell another story. Less than three weeks after
writing this he was wanted for being involved in a brawl and
had vanished without a trace.

Ifa permanent job still eluded him, he was being given plenty
of chances as a freelance.

‘Now I am writing another long article for the Countryside.!t 1
have alrcady written one for Horizon. And tomorrow I shall
write for the National Newspaper. 1 won’t write for National
Policy: it’s sheer idiocy how that man Z4k runs his humorous
column ... I am reasonably satisfied with this ycar’s results.
Now it is a question of my getting into Golden Prague,*? Lumir and
the Bell.'3 T'll certainly get in. Also I shall write something for

* There is some confusion here. Was Marvska the same as the gypsy? At
the beginning of the letter Hadck refers to them as two different persons but
at the end of it he seems to telescope them into one.
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Svanda the Bagpiper'4 . . . Today people know my name and I’'m
trying to ensure that one day people will point to you and say:
“That is Mrs Jarmila Ha%kova™ and say it with respect.’

And so, whatever may be said about his bohemian life, Hasek
was making genuine efforts with his writings to prove to Jar-
mila’s parents that he was capable of maintaining her. In 1909
he wrote sixty-four stories, most of which were published in
Caricatures. He also contributed to Young Currents,5 Merry Prague
and the Animal World 16 With all he was publishing Hasck ought
not to have been so short of cash.

At home Jarmila suffered a lot of unpleasantness. Twice she
ran away and stayed with friends. Anxious to protect her more
securely from Hagek, her parents decided to send her even fur-
ther afield—this time to her married sister, Milena, at Prerovin
Moravia.

Left alone, Ha3ek struck out on quite another tack: he started
making extempore speeches at election gatherings, where his
witty sallics met with great success. In the bye-clections at
Vinohrady in 1908 he apparently accepted the advice of the
friendly Police Commissioner and took charge of the offices of
the National Socialist Party in its campaign against the Young
Czech Party, but the way he handled it showed that he regarded
the clectoral process in Austria as little short of a farce.

He and his supporters used to tear down or paint over the
Young Czech Party’s electioneering posters. Not content with
that, he used his ingenuity to think up ways of discrediting Dr
Kirner, the Young Czech candidate. Hadek—an avowed ex-
Anarchist—arranged for a poster to appear on the street corners
depicting Karner with the traditional wide-brimmed hat and
bomb of the Anarchist. Underncath was the caption: ‘Elect
me your deputy and I shall blow the whole of Vinohrady sky-
high.” Under banncr headlines in Czech Word, for which he was
at that time writing, he published an unsigned report that a
lunatic had barricaded himself in his house, and the fire-
brigade and the sappers from the barracks had had to be called
to force an entry for the police. When the lunatic was put into
a strait-jacket and taken offin the police van, he shouted desper-
ately: ‘You must vote for Dr Karner! He is one of the best
people in “the party with clean hands™.” The report went on to
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say that the poor man had becn driven mad by a visit from the
‘Czech Maid of Orleans’ who had tried to force him to vote for
the Young Czech Party and that the mournful procession passed
through silent crowds on its way to the lunatic asylum. The
‘Maid of Orleans’ was Milada Sisov4, editor of Woman's
World,7 a leading light in the Young Czech Party and close to
the Skardas—the family who had always helped the Hageks.
She later published the speeches of Viclav Skarda, the president
of the Party. The joke was not likely to be appreciated by
Hasgek’s family.

The copy of Czech Word carrying this report sold like hot
cakes and before the Young Czechs could strike back Hasek had
put up a huge placard outside his electoral office carrying the
news: ‘Vinohrady Young Czech electioneering committee mur-
ders two National Socialist voters!” The Young Czechs only
found out about this at night and rushed off to take their ven-
geance on HaSek, whom they rightly identified as the culprit. But
he had the good sense to slip outside and, while the bands of
outraged Young Czech supporters set about destroying his
office, he could be seen standing nearby and shouting: ‘Help!
Police! The Young Czech committee has come to murder us!’

One day, not long after the Vinohrady elections, H4jek
found Hasck sitting alone at the Golden Litre.18 It was wintry
weather, his boots were gaping, he looked completely down at
heel and said he had nowhere to slecp. Héjck generously gave
him his own spare pair of boots and let him stay in his rooms.

Héjek was at that time editor of Animal World, a journal pub-
lished by a Mr Fuchs, who owned a villa with kennels at
Klamovka off the Pilsen highway. Hasek said he wanted to get
away from the life he was leading and offered to come and help
him. It was another attempt to find a stable job and break down
the opposition of Jarmila’s parents. Hajck promised that if
HaSek wrote something he would show it to his chief. Fuchs
looked at what he had written and agreed to employ him in his
office, although he was not prepared to give him more than a
pittance.

Hajck was in love with his chief’s daughter and Fuchs ex-
ploited to the utmost the advantages this offered him. While
Hajek would have much preferred to stay ncar the daughter at
Klamovka, Fuchs forced him to accompany him on tiresome
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journeys to Prague. In the end Hdjck became so irritated that
he had a row with him and gave notice, the only result of which
was that Fuchs handed him his last pay packet and told him
that he must have nothing further to do with his daughter.

Hajek hoped that out of solidarity Halek would give notice
as well, and that Fuchs, having no one to replace them, would
be forced to take him back. But, contrary to his expectations,
Hasck, who was rarely inspired by feclings of loyalty to his
friends, stayed on and was made editor in the place of his fricnd
and helper, who had to find another job.

Hasck wrote to Jarmila’s mother on August gth, 1909, that he
had at last got a permanent post at cighty guilders a month,
apart from what hc earncd from his freclance contributions. He
thanked her and Mr Mayer for ‘having brought him back to
orderly life’. He should rather have thanked Fuchs. It was he
who gave him a room in his villa, on condition that he never
went out and only drank the beer which was provided as part of
his wages.

He got on so well with his new employer at first that he de-
cided to confide in him and tell him about hislove for Jarmila and
the desperate situation he was in. Fuchs agreed to go on employ-
ing him and in March 1g1o promised to pay him 180 crowns a
month as soon as he married. When Ha3ck informed the parents
of this, they felt they must give in; Jarmila had become more
and more miserable and had several times run away; even send-
ing her away from Prague had not helped. Soon Hasek was able
to write to her at Prerov and tell her the glad news that his
future was assurcd for the moment at least and that her father
had given them permission to marry.



(6)
Married Life

Mr Maver stipulatec that the wedding must be a church one.
Hagek tried to ‘fix” his return to the Catholic fold by attempting
to bribe the sexton at the church to give him a certificate of
attendance at confession. When the sexton would not play, he
wheedled it out of a priest at the church of St Ignatius.! The
wedding took place on May 23rd, 1gto, at the Church of St
Ludmila in Vinohrady.? The pricst who married the couple was
one of the Skarda family, and the bride’s brother, Josef Mayer,
was a witness. No further accounts of the proceedings have been
preserved.

Before she aliowed Hasck to take her to the church jarmila
had had some six ycars to reflect on whether she really loved
him and whether they were suited to cach other. His letters
prove that he was an affectionate and attentive lover, and she
must have been very happy with them during their long years of
separation, even if, with all her femininity, she often let him
think that she was not and accused him of infidelity {of which he
certainly was innocent). As for Hasck, he really scems to have
believed at that time that marriage with Jarmila would be the
fulfilment of his lif¢’s desire. In the summer of 1908, when she
was away in Liban, he wrote: ‘It’s strange that we still go on
loving cach other more and more, and I am convinced that
when we finally belong to cach other we shall not cool off but
go on and on loving cach other in the lovely way we do
now.’

It was indecd one of life’s miracles that Hadck, who had never
before really warmed to anyone of the opposite sex and who
admitted to Jarmila that it would have been quite inconceiv-
able for him to have kissed a letter all over before he ‘met her,
suddenly experienced this very real and powerful explosion of
love for her, a love which he never scems to have felt again for
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anyone else throughout his life. There is no doubt that this was
erotic love, as is apparent from his letters, given the limitations
which the conventions of the time and Jarmila’s bashfulness im-
posed on him. ‘Just imagine what I would have done with you,
if I had had you instead of your letter. I should have crumpled
your blouse with all my huggings and half eaten you with
kisses.” ‘I kiss your eyes, your neck and hug you passionately.’
After a visit to Liban to see her, when the time came for him to
lecave, they ‘were brave and parted from one another as quickly
as a husband and wife who were about to separate after having
agreed on the conditions of divorce ... Then you were gone,
there was no trace of you, my love, and I gave way to weakness,
wiped away a tear or maybe more, and nearly rushed off to you
again, to give you a hug.” ‘And I shall make it up to you for all
the pain you have suffered, my love, all the wrongs they have
inflicted on you. I love you boundlessly and yearn for you ... 1
send you billions of kisses. Through your picture I kiss you and
hope that I shall kiss you for ever.’

Itis hard to appraise Jarmila’s character when she herself was
so reserved. From what we know of her from her friends she was
clever, quick and witty and her conversation had in it some-
thing of Hasek’s irony. But again, as with Hasck, much of this
was on the surface. Underneath she too was deeply sensitive.
She was certainly very much in love with him and shared some
of his ideas and principles—at any rate initially. But there were
many potential points of friction. She had inherited a puritan
streak, while he was always itching to do something really
shocking. Further, not only was Jarmila more than a little
prudish; she was nervy, timid and superstitious.

Outwardly she appeared so sensible, self-controlled, reliable,
discrect and practical that those who knew her would probably
never have suspected that she was in fact highly strung and
neurotic. This comes out clearly in Hadek’s correspondence with
her. He is often alternately scolding or comforting her for being
melancholy and timid. He found her superstitious to a degree
unacceptable for an ‘advanced’ woman: when she heard that
the place she was going to stay at in the country was near a
graveyard, she could hardly bear it. Ha¥ck wrote and com-
forted her, saying that it was stupid to be afraid of graveyards.
If he were lying rotting in it, she might have grounds for being
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miscrable, but as he was not, why on earth did she worry
about it?

‘My golden heroine! If Erben had been such a coward as you
he would never have written “The Wedding Shirt”.* Or if he
had written it, he would have read it over to himself and died of
fright. Poor little heroine! You cry with fright. Do you really
think something is going to come and carry you off? She hears
bells ringing, footsteps in the yard, a doleful sound of trumpets
and God knows what else! She imagines there is somecone in the
kitchen! Darling, it is you who are making all this misery for
yourself. You’re as frightened as a spoilt little child, my golden
kiss. You torture my heart with your lamentations and com-
plaints, my little golden one . . . How I wish you wouldn’t be so
afraid when you’re already twenty-two !’

But it was of no avail. She was so scared of the dark that she
had to get up carly in the morning to write to him instead of
doing so at night. What a wife for an Anarchist! And she was
prudish too in matters of sex. When she Icarned that one of his
letters to her had gone astray, she was much more concerned
about what he might have written in it and who might have
read it than what she had missed by its loss. ‘You see, my darling
Mita,> she wrote, ‘even in letter-writing you should show some
reserve.’

She was certainly reserved and unemotional as he could never
be. Hasek tells how, when he taught her the Russian sentence:
‘The teacher loves the pupil’ and looked steadfastly into her
cyes as he said it, expecting she would blush, she did nothing of
the kind. She was anaemic of course, he explains, but her voice
sounded terribly indifferent. (Incidentally this ‘anaemia’ is
mentioned frequently in their correspondence: she is often
unwell and he is continually prescribing tonics and pills for her.)

Although herself not beyond reproach as a correspondcnt, she
at once suspected the worst when no letter arrived from him and
immediately jumped to the conclusion that he was angry with
her or had ccased to love her. She was perennially jealous,

* Scatebni kolile, a poem by the Czech poet K. Erben (1811-70) later
made into a cantata by Dvotak for the Birmingham Festival of 1885 under
the title ‘The Spectre’s Bride’.
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although it is unlikely that Ha3ek gave her any cause for it. She
later claimed to her friend Vilma that HaSek’s admission after
their marriage that he once had surrendered to an importunate
chambermaid in a hotel ‘did not affect her at all’; on the con-
trary, she said, she admired him for having twice resisted the
girl’s advances before he finally succumbed. But she never for-
got the Slovak gypsy or Maryska. Was it perhaps that she
envied the latter that romp in the hay and everything he ‘already
knew about but hadn’t actually experienced’? His protestations
that he was not interested in other women were simply not
helieved.

‘My golden one, my dear darling,’ he wrote, ‘you are so sin-
cere, you are so open with me and you write that you arc almost
sorry for Miss Strnadova. You mustn’t be sorry for her: she
isn’t a person to be pitied at all. She didn’t love me and I didn’t
love her. She only flirted with me and after that went around
with a technician called Simek, who was an acquaintance of
mine, and now she’s married to some teacher near Turnov
whom she knew for three years, in other words just at the time
when she was going around with me and also with Janota and
afterwards with Simck. It’s almost the same thing as with
Slavka HajniSova. And in the end she’ll probably take that
wretched Haga. But that hasn’t stopped her from saying that I
loved her. My darling, I never loved her the tiniest bit, honestly
I didn’t. I went out with both of them only because friends went
on teasing me with their stupid talk and because I didn’t like
men as companions on walks.*

And again:

“You’re angry, because I was in the Ricger Gardens.3 But
that was some fourteen days before I came to Liban. And I told
you that I was with Klognerové. I didn’t go to that rendezvous
with her, because I thought that it would be strange for me to
go out with another girl, when no one saw me going out with
vou, my dear, and it was you I wanted so much togooutwith...

‘Don’t get angry about the Rieger Gardens. I’'ve only been
there twice while you’ve been away.

* Probably they teased Hasek for not being interested in girls.
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‘Write to me again a nice letter saying honestly that you
know that I never think of any woman except you and that I’ve
never loved any woman except you, my darling.’

She dreaded any kind of unpleasantness with her parents,
confessed to being very frightened of her father, and was per-
haps even a tiny bit afraid of Ha3ek too, and it is quite under-
standable that so unpredictable and explosive a young man
might scare a sensitive girl, especially when he had been drink-
ing. Finally, like most girls she wanted stability and a home—a
place not just where they could ‘kiss in a warm room’ as he liked
to put it, but where she could arrange things as she wanted them
and be a little house-proud.

Like a true bourgeoise she was very concerned about how
Ha3ek dressed. She would rather have him look smart, she wrote
to him, than get a present from him. ‘Sec to it, dear little Mita,
that you have your linen in order. Don’t spend money on any-
thing except linen and clothes, so that you always have enough
... Don’t forget to buy cufls, collars and white shirt fronts;
yours arc always disgusting. Plcase get new ones when 1 come,
and do wear braces, darling.’

And she certainly had her way with him over this: Hasck
writes repeatedly to her about the new clothes he is buying and
he never looked so smart as during the time of his courtship.
The photograph of him in Charles Square with Jarmila in 1908
in his dark overcoat and black fur cap shows a Hasek who would
be unrecognisable to those who had only seen the conventional
pictures of him after his return from Russia, when he seems to
have lost all interest in his personal appearance. He was penni-
less and in debt, both as a young man and an older one, but it
was only under Jarmila’s influence that he took any pride in his
appearance. Otherwise he was happiest when he could go about
dressed like a tramp. He was irresponsible, enjoyed creating
minor public scandals (the sort of thing that must have made
Jarmila blush in spite of her radical leanings) and was unable
to summon up any interest in the home or how it should be
furnished and decorated, and while Jarmila admired him for
having the courage to challenge the existing order, she preferred
him to keep that challenge ‘within the bounds of the law’. And
this was just what he would not and could not do.
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If we can believe what Ha$ek wrote in an article which she
herself copied for him before his marriage, he had had no suc-
cess with his attempts to convert her and her school friends to
Anarchism. He brought them copies of Commune, gave them
Kropotkin’s books, bought them Przybyszewski’s The Children of
Satan (which was popular in Anarchist circles), but soon found
he was getting nowhere with Jarmila, because she defended the
Young Czech Party and Ména Masaryk’s Realist Party. Jarmila
joined him in singing the Anarchists’ song, but also said to him:
‘Do you know what, Gry$a? I’'m fed up with these Anarchists.
Be a Social Democrat. Then afterwards you can become a
National Socialist and finally a2 Young Czech and perhaps a
deputy. How would it be if you were called Excellency?” ...
‘Would you marry me then?’ ‘Who wouldn’t want to marry an
Excellency? Hasek commented: ‘I left Commune, I'm still not
an Excellency but Jarmila is now my wife. Yet she goes on
hoping that what isn’t could still be.’

When they had such different characters and were from such
contrasting backgrounds it was evident that they would have
quarrels, perhaps nothing more than one would expect between
any lovers, but enough for Hasck to give her to understand that
he did not like her nagging at him and hoped that she would not
continue with this after they were married.

“You mustn’t go for me at once. I’'m very sad, my love, when
you are away and in spite of it are cross with me ... Again
you've given me a good wigging, my darling. I shall obey you,
be sure of that, but I won’t be ruled by the petticoat. Do you
understand, my darling?

‘... You mustn’t be so strict with me and immediatcly scold
me. You know that I have promised you truthfully that I shall
be good and do what you say ...

All the same, when she persisted in her nagging he firmly
warned her off.

‘My dearest darling,
‘T wrote you last time how much I hate certain things you
wrote in one part of your letter, and so I beg you once more,
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please (-+1) don’t make allusions like that when you write, and
don’t hurt me . ..
‘When you come, you really must not quarrel with

me.’

Married life was certainly likely to be a problem for them but
who would have thought it would be so short-lived?

Mr Mayer had promised that he would take a flat for the
young couple in a new building near the Pilsen highway and
not far from the villa at Klamovka where Ha$ek had been living
as editor of Animal World. After a briefhoneymoon in the suburb
of Motol outside Prague (which was again not far from the edi-
torial offices) they installed themselves in the new flat and
Hasek returned to his work.

Copics of Animal World are still extant. It was quite an attrac-
tive family magazine, characteristic of the time, with many
illustrations and articles of an interesting and entertaining kind.
It should not be forgotten that at that time the popularly written
family natural history book, Brehm’s Arnimal Life, was in almost
everybody’s home. It must certainly have been Hadek’s everyday
rcading.

Fuchs was at first well pleased with his new editor. He thought
that he had ideas and was developing Animal World very well.
Ha%ck not only ran the magazine and wrote most of the articles
in it, but also supervised Fuchs’s kennels. Not only did he display
his great gift with dogs, he was also very successful in managing
his chicf’s pet monkey, Jul¢a, which he subsequently wrote
about in My Dear Friend Jul¢a’,4 a story which he published in
the fashionable weekly Golden Prague.

As part of his ‘sales drive’ he would take some of the dogs out
on walks or even use them to help him in his business negotia-
tions. One of the editors of Golden Prague relates how Hajck once
brought an enormous mastiff into his office and tried with its
help to bully him into granting him an advance. Many of the
experiences which he had while working with Fuchs went into
his various stories and T#e Good Soldier Svejk.

At home he appcared to have become a reformed character.
He stayed with Jarmila most of the time and sent to the pub for
beer instcad of going out to drink. He saw nothing of his former
drinking companions. But unfortunately this hallowed period
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did not last very long. He felt himself to be a writer first and
foremost, and the bohemian life to which he had become addict-
ed was essential for his artistic sclf-expression.

Whether it was that he became bored with his work on Animal
World and particularly with Fuchs, who was a tiresome man, or
whether he found it impossible to bridle his mischievousimagina-
tion, he soon started to play the fool again. According to Lada,
whose paper Caricatures he was contributing to, Ha$ck began to
publish in the magazine poems of the order of ‘Mary Had a
Little Lamb’ over the signature of ‘Josef Lada’. Not content
with that he made the unfortunate Lada into a translator of
Hungarian. Once indeed Lada was accosted by a stranger who
congratulated him on knowing Permak. ‘I know Finnish and I
am studying Tartar, but Permak! Why, it’s fantastic. You must
be the only person in Central Europe to know it.” Again the
explanation lay in one of Hagek’s ‘false entries’. The truth was,
as Lada said, that it did not suit Ha$ek to have to write articles
about the disease of roup in poultry and how to treat it.

And so he later embarked on the more hazardous course of
publishing imaginary facts about animals, which he supported
with bogus quotations from learned authorities. One of these
was that elephants liked gramophone music, while tigers did
not. An apparently serious article of his began: ‘Dangerous
herds of wild Scottish collies have recently become the terror of
the population in Patagonia.” It was grist to his mill when he
heard a rumour that Princess Coloredo-Mansfeld of the beautiful
palace at Dobfi§ outside Prague had imported a pair of musk
rats and they had multiplied to such an extent as to become a
threat to the park and the agriculture in the district. Seizing
upon this, he published on the first page of Animal World a pic-
ture of the river Vltava with the rock of Vy3ehrady in the back-
ground, showing how the whole river was flooded with musk
rats from the Dobti§ palace. Crowds of rcaders flocked to the
river to sce the sight, but were disappointed.

Perhaps his best hoax on the magazine was to advertise a
couple of ‘thoroughbred werewolves’ for sale. When the office
was drowned with applications IFuchs nearly went off his head.
But Ha3ek was fully in command of the situation. ‘It’s quite
simple, Mr Fuchs,” hesaid, ‘T’llsend them the following circular:
“We are unfortunately out of stock of thoroughbred werewolves.
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Be assured that as soon as a new consignment arrives we shall
pick out a nice pair for you”.’

His article on ‘the newly discovered fossil of an antediluvian
flea’ was so convincing that it was translated and published
abroad. He was certainly being autobiographical when he made
Marek, the one-year volunteer,* boast how he had invented
animals while working on the same magazine.

Very soon these wild statements roused the suspicions of other
natural history journals. Alarmed at the possibility that his
more serious subscribers might desert him, Fuchs secretly re-
solved to get rid of his editor. He drove to Podébrady,’ where
Hajek was now working, and presented him with an ultimatum:
either he loved his daughter and would return to the journal or
there would be an end to the attachment altogether. Hijek
capitulated and came back. Ha3ek stayed on two months longer
and then left for good. Not long afterwards Fuchs died, and
Héjek took over the sole ownership of the paper. This was in the
autumn of 1g10.

It is hard to know what construction to put on Hafek’s hoax-
ing. Was it a mad obsession or was he mcrely indulging in a
common human weakness? From time immemorial it has been
an accepted form of enjoyment to fool pcople by telling them a
yarn and afterwards laugh at them for having been taken in.
April Fool’s Day is still a well-observed tradition, especially in
Europe. On this day newspapers stuff their columns with false
reports. In 1953 one of the leading Brussels dailies announced
that oil had been found in the Ardennes, and a member of the
British Embassy staff, who had forgotten it was April 1st, would
have reported it to the Foreign Office if he had not been stopped
in time. David Attenborough gave a talk on the Third Pro-
gramme of the BBC on April 1st, 1975, in which he described a
totally unknown group called the Sheba Isles, the fauna of
which included the ‘night singing treemouse—one of several
strange specimens called in Latin mus dendrophilus’. Only when
he referred to one of the islands as Loo Flirpa, which when read
backwards was April Fool, did some listeners become suspicious.

For Hasek hoaxing could be one of many things: a pleasant
diversion, a way of getting out of a scrape, or an opportunity for
exercising his qualities of imagination and satire. But not cvery

* The Good Soldier Svejk, p. 323.
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one likes to be fooled, and Ha%ek made more and more enemies
for himself. The news of his departure from Animal World must
have come as a cold douche for Jarmila, and it certainly put
Hasek himself in a dilemma. At first he could find no other
employment. Then Héjek took pity on him and tried to get him
the job of editor of the provincial paper at Podébrady, but un-
fortunately Ha3ck ‘stoked up’ beforehand in a local hotel, where
he regaled the company with a Hungarian song, and when he
finally arrived at H4jek’s flat, where the board was assembled, he
just sat there like an old tramp chewing a cigar stump. When
they asked him how he thought the paper should be conducted
in future, he replied airily, regardless of H4jek’s horrified
nudges, that it should stop publishing stupid leaders about
archacology. Unfortunately the author of these articles was an
influential citizen of Podé¢brady who had many friends in the
printers’ union. As might have been foreseen, Ha$ek was not
offered the job, and when Héjck reproached him afterwards for
his tactlessness he rcacted angrily and went back to the hotel.

Attheend of 1910, in an attempt to keep his head above water
he formed a business partnership with Jarmila and set up ken-
nels of his own nearby in Svédsk4, to which he gave the preten-
tious title of the Cynological Institute.® Naturally it would be
competing with Hajck’s establishment. All that can be said for
this new venture is that it again provided HaSek with useful
themes for his literary work. He wrote an article ‘My Trade
with Dogs’? which he published in Horizon, and used his servant
Cizek’s cxperience in dyeing and trimming dogs in The Good
Soldier Svejk.* An actual pedigree forged by Cizek is still pre-
served.

But there is a difference between hoaxing in literature
and hoaxing in business. Hagek’s methods as a kennel proprietor
were regarded in the district as fraudulent. As a result of 2 num-
ber of suspicious purchases and manipulations with dogs carried
out by Cizek, Hasek and Jarmila, in whose name the firm was
registered, they were successfully prosecuted by the local court.
The adventure ended happily, however, because thanks to a
lawyer friend they were acquitted on appeal.

Clouds were scttling on the horizon of their married life,
which had had such a rosy dawn. Vilma tells us: ‘When Gry3a

* The Good Soldier Svejk, p. 173.
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was again without a job and they had no money, the Mayers
rented an apartment in a house where an aunt lived in the
Prague suburb of Vriovice and took the furniture there. They
brought Jarmila home to them.” Mr Mayer felt there was no
point in continuing to pay the rent for the house near the edi-
torial offices of Animal World, when there scemed little chance of
his son-in-law getting another job in the neighbourhood. By try-
ing to appeal to Jarmila’s reason and by the usc of pressure they
hoped to get her to break with Jaroslav. The pressure came
mainly from Mrs Mayerovd, who disapproved of Hasek even
more strongly than her husband and in whose opinion he was a
rake, an incorrigible drunkard and now a bankrupt. ‘Jarmila
gavein for a time, but later they met again and began to go
out in secret, just as they had done before they were married.’

Just about this time a mystifying incident occurred which has
never been properly explained. It was reported as follows in the
paper: ‘In the small hours of this morning Jaroslav H. wanted to
throw himself from the parapet of the Charles Bridge into the
Vitava ... The theatrical hairdresser, Mr Eduard Brauer,
pulled him back. The police doctor diagnosed a pronounced
neurosis, and he was taken to a mental home.’

Naturally there was a police report too: ‘“Today on February
gth, 1911, at 1.45 a.m. Jaroslav HaSek, a reporter from Czech
Word*, domiciled at Smichov No. 1125, climbed over the para-
pet of the Charles Bridge with the object of committing suicide
by throwing himselfinto the Vitava. He was prevented from do-
ing so by the hairdresser Eduard Brauer, who firmly restrained
him and handed him over to the Imperial and Royal security
police sergeant Frantifek Melech. Ha3ek’s behaviour at the
police station was very agitated and hc was accordingly exam-
ined by the Imperial and Royal police doctor, Dr Kalmus, and
taken away as a mental patient for fear he might become danger-
ous. He was escorted by the Imperial and Royal security police
sergeant Heinrich Hlinka to the Imperial and Royal Bohemian
regional mental home. Hadek’s wife was informed . ..

In the archives of the Kaiefinky there have been preserved
not only the report of Hadek’s medical examination at the police
station but also his medical bulletins during his stay at the
asylum. At the police station he is reported first to have said

* Ha3ek was not in fact on the paper’s staff.
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that he had intended to commit suicide: ‘He confirms that he
wanted to drown himself and claims that he hates the world. He
ran away in a temper. He is sullen. He failed his examinations
in his fourth class at school, was in the Commercial and also (as
he claims) in the Export Academy in Vienna,* where he obtained
excellent marks. Dangerous to himself.’

The next day, when he was brought to the asylum, he reso-
lutely denied having had suicidal intentions: ‘The patient
remembers that he had been in very many bars and had drunk
beer and wine in all of them. He recalls that he climbed up
somewhere, perhaps on a lamp-post, but cannot rcmember
clearly how he got there. He claims he wanted to produce an
effect on the passers-by and see how they would react.” After-
wards Ha%ek said that he had been sent to the asylum because
he had made fun of the police doctor. It should be noted that
neither the police records nor the medical report of the police
doctor refer to any signs of drunkenness.

The later entries in the bulletins at the asylum show Hafek
acting calmly and normally. He asked for employment and was
given the job of putting the medical bulletins in order. The day
before he was discharged, he expressed a wish to stay on, to cure
himself of alcoholism.

A curious aftermath of this was that a month later Ha3ck con-
tributed to Caricatures a sketch called ‘The Psychiatric Enigma’,8
a grotesque version of his own adventure on the Charles Bridge.
According to this, Hurych, the president of the Temperance
Society, while crossing the Charles Bridge on his way home
from a meeting, thought he heard a shriek coming from below
and leant over the parapet to investigate. Suddenly a ‘noble
rescuer’ appecared in the person of a hairdresser, who, taking
him for a would-be suicide, dragged him down from the parapet.
In vain Hurych pleaded that he had no intention of taking his
life. The rescuer could not be moved and Hurych’s struggles
werce uscless. A police car took him away to the police station,
from wherce he was sent to the lunatic asylum. There he was
kept for one and a half years, because the doctors would not
discharge him as cured until they had found evidence of mental
disturbance in him.

When he was arrested on February gth Hasek had given

* Untrue
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his address as Smichov 1125, which was his old apartment
at Klamovka. But when Jarmila came to fetch him from the
asylum on February 27th, she was living at 23 Komenského in
Vinohrady, which was the family home of the Mayers. Possibly,
before the adventure on the bridge, there had been some serious
quarrel between them and Jarmila had moved to her family
home in Vinohrady, where Ha3ck did not want or was perhaps
not allowed to come. We know he left home for a short time and
lived with his mother. But after the bridge incident there scems
to have been some sort of reconciiiation. Jarmila visited Hagek
several times in the asylum and persuaded her father to come
with her. Mr Mayer was moved by his apparent repentance and
especially welcomed his idea of staying on in the asylum to try
and cure himself of alcoholism. He is said to have paid for a
first-class bed for him.

Was Hasck so upset by the cvident failure of his marriage that
he scriously contemplated suicide, was the Charles Bridge epi-
sode just another example of his inability to resist a hoax, or was
it sheer exhibitionism? It seems most likely that it was one of
those sudden mad ideas which came into his head without any
particular motive or explanation—an excuse for drawing atten-
tion to himself which came to him on the spur of the moment.
Although it could have becn a gesture of truculence, it seems
improbable that it was an act of despair, because there is no
evidence, other than Jarmila’s general obscrvations of his char-
acter, that he was decply shaken by his failure. If he had been,
he would not have made a humorous article out of it. In fact the
article suggests that the whole episode may have been mis-
understood.

Jarmila herself looked at it in a different light, but that was
long afterwards:

‘Grys$a no longer had much hope in the future. He was in
despair because in spite of his energy, gifts and success, and the
fine offers he had had from all sides, he could not make a living.
A desperate man does all sorts of things which would make
happy people shrug their shoulders or turn up their noses,
especially if he is ambitious and proud and is able to turn his art
into a trade just to carn a crust of bread. He suffered. You can
imagine how much he suffered. And then he drank. You can
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imagine how he drank. This is no idle gossip, and I can write
about it now because others have written about it before me, but
they never said that he suffered, and that he stopped drinking as
soon as fortune smiled on him.’

Of course Jarmila never saw Ha$ck when he seemed to others
to be at his gayest, when he was the centre of attention among
his bohemian friends in some Prague bar, where in the atmo-
sphere of drink and merriment he grew inspired and told stories
which were later to be worked into sketches and to appear in
print. Jarmila thought she knew the real Hasek. But did she?



(7)
The Birth of Svepk

It is not clear where Ha$ek went to live when he left the lunatic
asylum. He does not appear to have gone back to Jarmila, who
was then staying with her parents. And yet, as Jarmila tells us,
it was in May 1911 when Ha3ck first hit on the idea of creating
the character which made him famous throughout the world,
the Good Soldier Svejk, and it seems clear that they were then
living together.

One evening he had returned home very exhausted. Hardly
had he woken up next morning when Jarmila saw him feverishly
searching for a scrap of paper which he had left about the night
before. Before going to bed he had jotted down on it a ‘brilliant
idea’ and to his horror had now completely forgotten it.

‘In the meantime I had thrown it on to the rubbish heap.’
(Jarmila had a fetish for tidiness.) Ha$ek rushed to search for it
and was delighted when he found it. He carefully picked up the
crumpled note-paper, read its contents, crumpled it up again
and threw it away. ‘Mcanwhile, I rescued it again and pre-
served it. On it I saw clearly written and underlined the head-
ing of a story, “The Booby in the Company”. Underneath was
a sentence which was just legible: ““He had himself examined to
prove that he was capable of serving as a regular soldier.””*
After that came some further words which were illegible.’

Two world wars have made us familiar with the figure of the
stupid conscript who does everything wrong, turning to the left
when he should turn to the right, marching backwards when all
the rest march forwards, enraging his superiors, especially the
company sergeant-majors, by involuntarily throwing a spanner
into the otherwise smoothly running military machine. The

* At a time when no Czech wanted to be classified as mentally or physi-
cally fit for service, the ‘booby in the company’ was actually asking for it!
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pages of Punch during the First World War, after conscription
had been introduced for the first time, contained jokes of this
kind. Conscription brought into the army people from ordinary
life who could be totally unsuitable for its humdrum ‘bull’. In
the Scandinavian press between the wars there was a popular
strip cartoon about a conscript who got into a scrape every day
but often triumphed over his superiors. The popularity of ‘Dad’s
Army’ proves that this form of humour is still with us, and has
been since Shakespeare first brought it onto the stage in the
scene where Falstafl and Justice Shallow examine their recruits.

In 1911 this was far from being the case. The German and
French armies were serious institutions and even the Austrian
army was no subject for comedy. True, there were exceptions
and Simplicissimus, the famous Munich satirical journal, felt free
to mock young Prussian officers, products of a caste system, par-
ticularly as the North German, the Pfiffke, was a favourite butt
of the South German and Austrian press; but only very rarely
did the rank and file come under the cartoonists’ spotlight. It
was dangerous to rcpresent Austrian soldiers as anything but
heroes longing to lay down their lives for the Fatherland.

Exceptionally, a sketch called ‘Military Honour’ appeared
one day in Simplicissimus and was later published in translation
in the ‘Workers’ Column’ of the Czech Social Democratic daily
the People’s Right on March 16th, rgos. It told the story of a
peasant in uniform who looked like an idiot but who proved to
be quite shrewd and more than a match for the officers who had
to deal with him.

¢ “You know the younger men better than I do, Baron,” said
the German Captain. “What do you think about Mayer? Is this
chap as idiotic as he looks, or is he only pretending?”’

¢ “He’s even more idiotic than he looks, sir, but I think some-
onc must have told him that in the army a man can’t make
himself appear too stupid. Nobody could possibly be as stupid
as he is. Look at the way he acts. When he was undergoing
training for the first time I asked him who was the highest
officer in the army and the fathead said: ‘You are, sir’* I
couldn’t help laughing and the men all roared too. Well, I
belicve that this rogue has now got it into his head that it’ll be

* Best translated into French: C’est toi, mon lieutenant.
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to his advantage to go on acting like this. In the end people will
Jjust laugh at him and he’ll get away with it. You know, sir, you
can’t believe what a lot of trouble it cost me to stop him saying
‘You’,* and I’m perfectly certain that the cunning bastard
hadn’t been hcere three days before he’d seen through it all,
becausc those peasants of ours are a damned sight more shrewd
than anyone could possibly suspect.”’

Pytlik has suggested that this story may have contained the
secds of The Good Soldier Svejk. And it poses the question which
has never yet been satisfactorily explained: How far is Svejk
dim-witted and how far is his supposed dim-wittedness only
assumed?

It is impossible to say whether Hasck actually read this story,
but he was a voracious reader of papers in the public libraries—
including Simplicissimus—and it might well have caught his eye
and given him the ideca.

Menger declares that Hasck was called up for military service
in 1906 and that he scrved for a few weeks at Trient before be-
ing cashiered for incompetence. If this were true, it would of
course have given him first-hand experience of a conscript’s life,
but like much that Menger writes there is not a scrap of evidence
from other sources to support the statement. On the contrary,
army records show that he was not called up until 1913,

Ha3ck had no doubt learned his anti-militarism from his
earlier association with the Anarchists, who had spat on the
Austrian uniform and refused to do military service for ‘the
enemies of the Czech people’. Here Anarchistic pacificism went
hand in hand with national sentiment, because Czech conscripts
were often ordered about by German officers and the language
of command—and of vituperation—was German. As Hadek
emphasised in many parts of the final version of The Good Soldier
Svejk, the Slav personnel were often treated like dogs by German
officers and under-officers.

The Austrian government were quick to clamp down on any
signs of anti-militarism. On June goth, rgog there had been a
trial of young people in the National Socialist Party connected
with the journal Young Currents, led by the editors Spatny and
Hatina, both of whom were friends of Ha3ek’s. Forty-four of the

* Tu.
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accused were convicted, the two editors receiving in 1911 two
years’ imprisonment each.

Other trials followed and Ha3ck, who still kept up contact
with the group, as well as with Anarchists and Social Democrats,
was brought before the police for interrogation in 1910. On
December 11th, 1g11 his apartment was searched, but no
incriminating material found. Jarmila described this experience
in her story ‘The House Search’:2

‘Once in 1911, at the time of the trial of the anti-militarists,
Mita came home in the early hours of the morning.

¢ ““Hasn’t anyone been looking for me, darling?”

¢ “No, no one.”

¢ “Listen, they took me to the barracks and confronted me
with soldiers. Tomorrow we’ll probably get a house search.”

¢ “My God!”

“ “My stupid angel, a housc search, that’s just fun, you’ll see.”

“The day was already beginning to break when we fell asleep.
We were aroused by a loud ringing . .

According to the rest of the story the police officials dragged
husband and wife from their beds but were helpless in the face
of the ironical composure of Hadck, who behaved just as Svejk
would have done.

¢ “I would go on looking,” he advised them. “The Devil never
slecps and Christ said: ‘Who secks shall find.”

“They looked in the various drawers in the bookcasc and under
the carpet, they stirred around in the stove ; and finally when they
couldn’t find anything else they impounded some of Jarmila’s
old love letters.

¢ “When shall I get them back?” asked Jarmila, when she met
one of them later in a tram. “They are all ready, but if you only
knew what trouble we had with them! They had all to be trans-
lated into German and sent to Vienna.”

¢ “But you forgot one packet.”’

¢ “Then, please don’t tell anyone, madam.””’

It is not certain where HaSek got the name of Josef Svejk.
Menger suggests he took it from a deputy of the Agrarian Party
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of that name who represented Kutnd Hora. Pytltk thinks it
more likely that it came from the Josef Svejk who was concierge
in the house where the landlord of the Chalice* lived. He had a
son of the same name and Hasek invited them to his home in
1911, because they had once lived in the same house as the
Haseks.

In the feuilleton ‘How Much Does Someone Have Round his
Neck?’3 published in Cechoslovan in Russia on February 2nd,
1917 Halek mentions another house search which was probably
carried out soon after the outbreak of war by the well-known
Prague police inspectors Slavi¢ck and Klima.t (Here they are
called Sliva and Klabitek.) ‘Commissar Sliva was black and
Klabitek was blond. They always went about together and
formed a sort of living black and yellow flag.’}

Meanwhile, after his initial idea of the ‘booby in the com-
pany’, the concept of Svejk had germinated and ripened in
Ha3ek’s imagination. In a few days’ time he had knocked out
the first story in which Svejk appears, which has been christencd
by the Germans the Urschwejk (as the first version of Faust was
the Urfaust).

Since the story of Svejk cmerged altogether in three versions
—the The Good Soldier Svejk? (before the war), The Good Soldier
Svejk in Captivitys (in Russia during the war) and The Good
Soldier Svejk and His Adventures during the World Wart (in the
Czechoslovak Republic after the war)---it is as well to be clear
about the differences between them.

An essential feature of the first version is that it was written
during the period when Austrian censorship was very strict.
Consequently it presents a primitive and bowdlerised Svejk, a
mild figure who lacks the complexity and refinement of the
finished article. The second, written in Russia in the heat of
anti-Austrian war propaganda, is a cruder and more drastic
version of the final book. Ha$ck undeniably grew in status as a
writer between 1911 and 1923; his daily practice of writing
during these years, enriched by new experiences, brought him

* The Praguc tavern oftcn mentioned in The Good Soldier Suejk but not
actually patronised by Fladek.

t Slavicek and Klima are referred to in The Good Soldier Suejk. The Staff
Warder in the Garrison Gaol is called Slavik. The Good Soldier Svejk, p. 8o.

t The Austrian colours.
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subtlety and maturity. The final version of The Good Soldier
Svejk written towards the end of his life reflects this development.

The very first story about Svejk, ‘Svejk Stands Against Italy’,?
was published in Lada’s Caricatures on May 22nd, 1911.

‘Svejk joined up with a happy heart. His object was to have
fun in the army and he succceded in astonishing the whole gar-
rison in Trient including the garrison commander himself.
Svejk always had a smile on his lips, was amiable in his behavi-
our and perhaps for that reason found himself continually in
gaol ...

‘When he was let out of gaol he answered every question with
a smile. And with complete equanimity he let himself be gaoled
again, inwardly happy at the thought that all the officers of the
whole garrison in Trient were frightened of him—not because
of his rudeness, oh no, but because of his polite answers, his
polite behaviour and his amiable and friendly smile, which
anguished them.

‘An inspecting officer came into the men’s quarters. A smiling
Svejk, sitting on his camp bed, greeted him politely: “Humbly
report, praise be to Jesus Christ.”

‘Licutenant Walk ground his tecth at the sight of Svejk’s sin-
cere friendly smile and would have relished knocking his cap
straight on his head to make it conform with regulations. But
Svejk’s warm and fervent look restrained him from any such
manifestation.

“Major Teller came into the room. Lieutenant Walk sternly
eyed the men, who stood at their camp beds, and said: “You,
Svejk, bring your kver* here!”

‘Svejk carried out the order conscientiously and, instead of
bringing his rifle, brought in his pack. Major Teller looked furi-
ously at his charming innocent countenance and flew at him in
Czech: “You not know what kver is?”’

¢ “Humbly report, I don’t.”” And so they took him straight
away to the office. They brought in a rifle and stuck it under his
nose: “What this? What it called ?’—*“Humbly report, I don’t
know.”

* The Licutenant and the Major, when speaking to the Czechs, speak a

kind of pidgin Austrian. Kier (Gewehr) is not a Czech word and Svejk, as an
unfledged recruit, was fully justified in not understanding it.
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¢ “It’s a kver.”—“Humbly report, I don’t believe it.”

‘He was put in gaol and the prison warder considered it his
duty to tell him that he was an ass. The rank and file marched
out for heavy exercises in the mountains, but Svejk sat behind
bars smiling placidly.

‘As they could do nothing whatsoever with him they appoin-
ted him orderly to the one-year volunteers. He served at lunch
and dinner in the club.

‘He laid the knives and forks, brought in the food, beer and
wine, sat down modestly by the door and uttered from time to
time: “Humbly report, gentlemen, Lieutenant Walk is a nice
gentleman, ves, a very nice gentleman, indeed.”” And he smiled
and blew his cigarette smoke in the air.

‘Another day there was an inspection at the officers’ club.
Svejk was standing modestly by the door and a new officer was
unlucky cnough to ask him which company he belonged to.

¢ “Humbly report, if you please, I don’t know.”-—Hell’s
bells, which regiment is stationed here, then?”—*Humbly re-
port, if you please, I don’t know.”—*“For Christ’s sake, man,
what’s the name of the garrison tovn here?”’—*“Humbly report,
if you please, I don’t know.” —*Yhen, man, how on earth did
you get here?”’

‘With an amiable smile and looking at the officer in a sweet
and extremely pleasant manner, Svejk said “Humbly report, I
was born and after that I went to school. Then I learned to be a
carpenter. After that they brought me to an inn, and there I had
to strip naked. A few months later the gendarmes came for me
and took me off to the barracks. At the barracks they examined
me and said: ‘Man, you’re threc weeks late in beginning your
military service. We’re going to put you in gaol.’ I asked why,
when I didn’t want to join the army and didn’t cven know what
a soldier was. All the same they clapped me in gaol, then put me
on a train and took me all over the place until we reached here.
I didn’t ask anyone what regiment, company, town it was, so as
not to offend anyone, but immediately during my first drill they
gaoled me, because 1 lit a cigarette in the ranks, although I don’t
know why. Then they put me in gaol whenever I appeared, first
because I lost my bayonet, then bccause I nearly shot the
Colonel at the rifle butts until finally I’'m serving the one-year
volunteer gentlemen.” . . .
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‘Christmas Eve was approaching. The one-year volunteers
had decorated a Christmas tree in the club and after dinner the
Colonel gave a moving address, saying that Christ was born, as
all of them knew, and that he was delighted in having good
soldiers and that every good soldicr should be dclighted with
himself . . .

‘And at that moment, in the midst of this solemn address, a
fervent voice could be heard: “Oh yes, indeed! That’s so.”

‘It came from the good soldier Svejk, who stood with a beam-
ing face, unobserved among the one-year volunteers.

¢ “You, volunteers,” roared the Colonel, “who was it who
shouted?” Svejk stepped forward from the ranks of the one-
year volunteers and looked smilingly at the Colonel: ““‘Humbly
report, sir, I serve the one-year volunteer gentlemen here and 1
was very happy to hear what you kindly said just now. You’ve
got your heart and soul in your job.”

‘When the bells in Trient rang for the midnight Mass the
good soldier Svejk had been sitting in clink for more than an
hour.

‘On that occasion he was locked up for a pretty long time.
Later they hung a bayonet on him and assigned him to a
machine gun section.

‘There were grand manoeuvres on the Italian frontier and the
good soldier Svejk marched after the army.

‘Before the expedition he had listened to a cadet’s speech:
“Imagine that Italy has declared war on us and we are march-
ing against the Italians.”

¢ “Good, then, forward march!” Svejk exclaimed, for which
he got six days.

‘After having served this punishment he was sent after his
machine gun section with three other prisoners and a corporal.
First they marched along a valley, then they went on horseback
up to the mountains and, as could have been expected, Svejk
got lost in the dense forcst on the Italian frontier. He squeezed
his way through the undergrowth, searching vainly for his com-
panions until he happily crossed the Italian frontier in full
cqu1pmenl

‘And it was there that the good soldier Svejk distinguished
himself. An Italian machine gun section from Milan had just
had manoeuvres on the Austrian frontier and a mule with a
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machine gun and eight men got up onto the plateau on which
the good soldier Svejk was making his reconnaissance.

‘The Italian soldiers, feeling confidently secure, had crawled
quietly into a thicket and gone to slcep. The mule with the
machine gun was busily pasturing and straying further and fur-
ther away from its detachment, until finally it came to the spot
where the good soldier Svejk was smilingly looking at the enemy.

“The good soldier Svejk took the mule by the bridle and went
back to Austria together with the Italian machine gun on the
back of the Italian mule.

‘From the mountain slopes he got down again into the valley
from which he had climbed up, wandered about with the mule
in a forest for the whole day, until at last in the evening he
caught sight of the Austrian camp.

‘The guard did not want to let him in, because he did not
know the password. An officer came up and Svejk smilingly
assumed a military posture and saluted: “‘Humbly report, sir,
I’ve captured a mule and a machine gun from the Italians.”

‘And so they led off the good soldier Svejk to the garrison
gaol, but we now know what the latest Italian machine gun
type looks like.’

This story was followed by four others about Svejk—‘The
Good Soldier Svejk Obtains Wine for the Mass’,# ‘The Good
Soldier Svejk is Cashiered’,® ‘The Good Soldier Svejk Learns
How to Deal with Gun-Cotton’!0 and finally ‘The Good Soldier
Svejk Operates in Aeroplanes’.!1

The last of these brings Svejk up to date and is memorable
for its opening sentence: ‘Austria has three dirigible airships,
eighteen non-dirigible ones and five aeroplanes.” Here the origi-
nal Czech has for ‘non-dirigible’ airships which cannot be steered,
which can also mean arrships which are unpilotable. Appropriately
enough Svejk, with his hands on the controls, flies over the Alps,
southern Europe, the Mediterranean and gets carried away to
Africa. He had received the order ‘Fly to the devil’ and, as
always, he had done his best to obey.

Hasck played a dirty trick on the kindly editor Lada. Because
he had to wait longer for his fee than he liked, he cheated him
by publishing the third instalment of The Good Soldier Svejk not
only in Caricatures but also in the Good Joker,!2 a rival magazine.
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Lada at once resolved to pay Hagek back in his own coin. He
said to himself: ‘Rather than share Svejk with another paper,
I’ll have him exccuted at once.” And so he commissioned an-
other humorous writer to prepare a plagiarised fourth story, in
which Svejk met his death in a perilous adventure, and pub-
lished it over the signature ‘Jaroslav Asek’. He relished the
thought of Ha3ek’s rage when he found that his hero had been
killed, but his Schadenfreude did not last long. When the next
edition of Caricatures returned from the censors, of the whole
story only the headline had survived: ‘Jaroslav Ha3ek: End of
the Good Soldier Svcjk’.

The collection of stories about Svejk was published in book
form at the end of 1911 under the title The Good Soldier Svejk and
Other Strange Stories.



(8)
A Most Peculiar Party

When Hasek found himself on his beam ends once more, he re-
solved to perpetrate his biggest hoax yet. This time it was to
prove a highly organised one: he planned to found a new politi-
cal party-—the ‘Party of Moderatc Progress within the Bounds
of the Law’l—and stand as its candidate for the Prague Vino-
hrady seat at the Imperial parliamentary elections in June 1g911.

This crazy idea was suggested to him by Eduard Drobilek, an
cccentric who worked in the accounts department of the Tech-
nical College and happened to be infatuated with the daughter
of Zvitina, the landlerd of a café-bar which stood on a cross-
road in Korunni ti{da and rejoiced in the bucolic name of
V Kraving.*

Zvéfina faced stiff competition, because the other three cor-
ncrs were occupied by old-established café-bars, each of which
accommodatcd the clectoral offices of one of the traditional
parties——the Young Czechs, the National Socialists and the
Social Democrats. Drobilek thought that a new and completely
original party would boost Zv¢tina’s business and so improve
his own chances of being accepted as his son-in-law.

Although the ‘party’ did not take on life until 1911, the idca
of making fun of the whole parliamentary system in the Mon-
archy had already been a favoured topic in a bohemian group
of artists, poets and intellectuals sympathetic to Anarchist ideas,
who used to meet together at the Golden Litre, a café-bar in
Vinohrady. As carly as 1go4 IHasek and the Anarchist Kfizek
had written a mock poem entitled “The Meeting of the Political
Club of the Constitutional Party of June 24th in the Konvikt’,12
in which the expression ‘modcrate progress within the law’ first

* In the Cowshed.
1 Konvikt was the Czech for a student hostel, but the Prague Konvikt was
a popular mecting hall,
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appeared. Later Hasek performed at the ‘Tortoise’® cabarct in a
number called ‘I’'m a Member of a Country Deputation’.

Hasek’s cynical and nonsensical attitude to politics had also
been expressed carlier in a poem he had written and dedicated
to ‘The Tortoise’ and to Karel the head waiter at the café-bar,
which he happened to be patronising at the time:

Education, gentlemen? The main thing’s BEER!

I like to go where there’s plenty of checr.

Our nation’s a church, where a candle flames.
Velké Popovice* is one of its names.

Long life to ‘The Tortoise’. Let’s get used to Karel.
My politics, gentlemen, are—the barrel.

He had already been writing satires on the parties and their
leaders in Caricatures and he saw in this mock election campaign
a good opportunity for developing his talents as a parodist. It
not only satisfied his pathological craving for exhibitionism but
offered him the opportunity to have a really good dig at the
despised old Monarchy.

The name of the ‘party’ had been Ha$ek’s own inspiration.
Accustomed from his Anarchist days to ridiculing the modcrate
or reformist tendencies of the orthodox Left (the Social Demo-
crat Party), it gave him peculiar pleasure to pretend to be
making propaganda for them. Masaryk and his Realist Party,
who advocated gradualism, were further targets for his ridicule.

Since the original manuscript of the ‘party’ manifesto, issucd
in April 1911, is in Jarmila’s handwriting, it is more than prob-
able that Ha$ek himself drafted it. It has many features of his
style. Explaining the importance of the concept ‘Moderate Pro-
gress within the Bounds of the Law’, he argues that just as an
infant does not become a man by violent explosive growth but
by the process of natural development from day to day and year
to year, so the ‘party’ too has to cvolve in the same way. ‘Czech
people! Before you came under the rule of the Habsburgs, the
Premysl, Jagellon and Luxemburg dynasties had to be born . ..
and before the Bridge of Svatopluk Cecht could be built,

* A famous brand of Prague beer.

t Svatopluk Cech was a leading Czech poet of the time. The bridge in
Prague bears the same name today. It crosses the Vltava from a spot near
the Intercontinental Hotel.
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Svatopluk Cech himself had first to be born, then become
famous and finally die. After that they had to clean things up
and only then could they build the bridge.’

In his electioneering speeches the ‘candidate’ made various
points. Animals must at last be rehabilitated. There must be an
end to the practice of maligning them at election meetings by
calling human beings by their names. When a heckler shouted
at the candidate of another party, ‘Shut up, you ox’, it was
important to realise that an ox weighing 700 kilos was much more
valuable than a candidate weighing about 8o. For the one you
got 400 guilders, whereas for the other you’d be lucky to get
even a guilder. At the same time noble creatures like dogs
must no longer be insulted by being given names of kings and
emperors. The faithful dog on the milk-round was called Nero
and the small terricr who had never injured or tyrannised
anyone, Caesar.

The ‘party’ was not so ‘progressive’ as to support current
demands of the day, like women’s rights or funeral by crem-
ation, but as HaSek explained, progress was a two-edged weapon.
The newspaper Time* (Masaryk’s party) had written that York-
shire piggies were more ‘progressive’ than the Czech variety.
This had induced a woman reader to buy a couple of Yorkshire
piggies. Later she wrote to the paper that they could go to hell
with their ‘progressive’ pigs. Her Czech sow had once produced
sixteen piglets, whereas the ‘progressive’ one could hardly
manage five.

HaSck was a clever speaker at that time and a good compére.
His ripostes kept his audience in fits of laughter. When some-
one shouted out, ‘Ha3ek, when are you going to pay me back
the crown I lent you?’ he swiftly retorted: ‘Don’t let’s bring the
Crown into this!” On another occasion he rebutted charges
levelled against him by the other candidates. The Social Demo-
crat accused him of having been twice in prison. Ha3ck’s reply
was that it was a base and vulgar invention. He had certainly
not been in prison twice. He had been in prison three times.
And to the candidatc for the Young Czech-National Socialist
coalition, who accused him of having stolen dogs while at
Smichov, he replied that it was not a case of theft at all but of
cynological research into the question of which breeds of dogs
were most widespread in the Smichov district and what was the
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influence on this of the long-haired terrier from the Count
Wittenberg litter which CiZek owned.

The ‘party’ had its platform, its executive committee and
even its hymn, which was sung at the beginning of each meet-
ing. It was the work of Josef Mach,® parodied the Anarchist
hymn and ran as follows:

A thousand candidates rose up

To hoodwink honest people

And take the electorate’s votes.

Let others call for rapid progress,

By force world order overturn,
Moderate progress is our aim

And Hasek our candidate.

Voters in this town,

Bring your misery to the Cowshed!
Only those of you who have the itch,
Pray stay away!

Down with immoderate progressives!
Down with lay bankrupts too!

To arms, to arms, to arms!
Moderate progress is our aim.

The public were invited to put questions to the candidate
rather than shout him down. The first question was free, the
rest cost half a litre of beer each. All weapons had to be placed
on the chairman’s table. It was no good shooting the speaker,
because it would be too late to find a replacement. Anyhow a
gun cost an unheard-of amount of money and what was the
price of a glass of beer in comparison?

Langer has given us a first-hand account of one of these elec-
tion meetings:

‘On Sunday evening the café was full. Lots of well-known per-
sonalities came—artists, journalists, bohemians* as well as
respectable citizens from the neighbouring streets. They were
attracted by Ha3ek’s name or by the news of a new and un-
known political party. Hasek appeared clean and sober an hour

* Pytlik includes among them Max Brod and Franz Kafka, but the
evidence for this is sketchy.
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before the start ... As cight o’clock struck the solemn hymn
was intoned by the committee . . .

‘Then Hasck got going. He presented himself in the most
favourable light as the most suitable candidate for the seat (and
as particularly cligible for the daily subsistence allowance,
which the elected deputy would draw). He expounded his pro-
gramme, which consisted of innumerable promises of reform,
abused the other parties, cast suspicion on the rival candidates
—in fact did exactly what a normal candidate for such a dis-
tinguished position always does . .. He spoke for a good three
hours...

He appcars to have improvised the whole time, sometimes
keeping fairly closely to his subject, at other times jumping
from one theme to another. Sometimes what he said was quite
new; at other times he repeated a number he had had success
with before, or borrowed an idea from one of his stories.

‘... We listened to speeches about various saints, about the
war on alcohol, the genuineness of the manuscripts,* the use-
fulness of missionaries and other phenomena of contemporary
life. He pilloried nuisances supported or tolerated by the state,
such as the obligatory charge of twenty hellers levied by house-
porters for opening the outer doors at night and the entrance
fees for public lavatorics, which forced needy citizens, who
cared for their health and could not afford the payment, to usc
more public places and be fined by the police for doing so. He
thought up grandiose promises, likely to attract voters of the
most varied occupations and the most contradictory interests,
and with mysterious allusions to the next evening’s performance,
promised various revelations about rival candidates, hinting at
‘crime and the murder of their grandmothers.’®

In the manifesto which he read out at one performance Hasek
summed up the ‘party’ programme as follows:

* This referred to the notorious ‘newly discovered’ mediaeval manu-
scripts, which at that time were the centre of a heated controversy. Many had
been taken in by them, including Goethe, but they were eventually proved
by T. G. Masaryk to be an ingenious forgery.
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Moderate progress within the bounds of the law.
Greater strictness with the poor.

Nationalisation of house-porters and sextons.

Down with lay creditors.

Credit banks to be placed in the hands of the clergy.

G 0D N -

The argument for the ‘nationalisation’ of house-porters and
sextons was that it was not right that a citizen should be able to
go into a pub gratis at 2 a.m., but not be admitted to his own
home after 10 p.m. without paying a fee. ‘Nationalisation’ of
house-porters would mcan that they would be on duty all the
time, like the police, and consequently the need for payments
would not arisc. As for scxtons, he argued with typically Ha$ek-
ian absurdity and echoes of Gogol’s Dead Souls, they had access
to church offices and thus to lists of deceased voters, who could
be of considerable importance on polling day, as had recently
been shown by the great success of the Young Czech Party in
winning their votes. If, with the cooperation of the sextons, an
clection campaign were well organised and of course generously
financed, a dead voter in the Vinohrady district would know
his duty and vote for the new ‘party’ even if he had difficulty in
walking and had to be taken to the polling booth in a cab. After
all, the candidate of the immoral Young Czech-National
Socialist Bloc aiready had all cabs booked for polling day.

Hagek had not of course gone as far as to register his ‘candi-
dature’ officially and those few ballot papers which bore crosses
against his name were declared invalid. In his district there
were eighteen spoiled and seventeen invalid. The National
Socialist came first with 3,215 votes and the Social Democrat
second with 917, but the well-known patriotic poet, Viktor Dyk,
who was a candidate for the small Constitutional Progressive
Party received only 205.

Hasek’s escapades naturally did not escape the attention of
the press. Time of June 15th, 1911, reported that on clection day
and the day preceding it a crowd of people collected in front of
Zv¢tina’s. All the windows of the café-bar were pasted over with
sensational notices which read:

“Vote as one man for our candidate, the candidate of the
Party of Moderate Progress within the Bounds of the Law, the
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writer Jaroslav Hasek, who at numerous meetings has unfolded
his resourceful programme for the nationalisation of house-
porters. We still need fifteen votes . . . What you cannot get out
of Vienna, you will get from us. Today there will be 2 memorial
mass for the unsuccessful candidates. Everyone who votes for us
will receive as a gift a small pocket aquarium.’

Hasck hoped to capitalise on the prevailing disillusionment
with the existing political parties and their lack of principle—
which was shared by his boon companions and probably by
wider circles of the clectorate. The National Socialist Party, for
instance, after having sharply attacked in its press all ‘immoral
compromises’ such as electoral pacts between parties, decided a
fortnight later to make just such a deal themselves with the
Young Czech Party, claiming that differences among nationalist
partics could be more easily bridged than those among parties
belonging to the ‘red international’. HaSek pilloried the
National Socialist candidate, inventing a story that, although
his party was free-thinking, he had called on the nuns of the
order of St Barnabas and tried to persuade them to pray for his
victory. Hasek commented: ‘We ourselves have an offer from
the nuns of St Ursula and from the Rabbi of the Majzl Syna-
gogue to pray for us for a modest fee, but, my friends, we do not
intend to go so far in our ‘moderate progress’ as to rcly on the
help of God.’

The Social Democratic slogan of ‘unity, equality and fratern-
1ty’ was represented in Czech by the initial letters SRK. For
Hasek they meant ‘slzvovice, rum and kontuSovka’.* He showed
no respect for ‘sacred cows’, referring to a portrait of Jan Hus as
‘fly-blown’, and even mercilessly caricaturing Ziegloser, the
patriot who had received the longest sentence at the Progressive
Youth treason trial, whom he depicted as exploiting his martyr-
dom in the interest of touting wines.

When the elections were over, Hadek started to write what he
called the Political and Social History of the Party of Moderate Progress
within the Bounds of the Law.” Completed in the autumn of 1911,
it has never been traced in its entirety, but seems to have con-
sisted of (1) the ‘party’ records; (2) the ‘apostolic activity’ of
three of its members, as recorded in their letters to the executive

* A Polish brandy.
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committee, ‘apostolic activity’ being a euphemism for the vaga-
bond tours of Hungary made by Ha$ek and two of his bohemian
friends; (3) the ‘party’s’ ‘reconnoitring scandals’ (such as
Hasek’s attempt to infiltrate himself into Czech Word in order to
spy on the National Socialist Party), and finally (4) the ‘party’s’
activity in the elections. In effect the work consisted of no more
than a loose string of articles ridiculing the activities of the vari-
ous political parties of the time, satirising their leaders and
parodying their specches. To this gallimaufry Ha%ek added for
good mcasure humorous personal sketches of many of his friends
and companions, including even Jarmila’s brothers. Since
some of them were highly libellous, if not scurrilous, they obvi-
ously could not be published when they were written or indeed
in the foreseeable future, and were lucky to survive at all in
view of Hafek’s known carclessness in the handling of his
manuscripts.

In 1912 Hasek gave the completed manuscript to Karel
Loc¢ék, the publisher of Aerry Prague and other magazines.
When the latter realised how defamatory the contents were,
he felt it would be too risky to publish them and sold them
instead to Alois Hatina, another of Ha3ek’s friends from his
Anarchist days, who in 1924 and 1925 published ten chapters
in 7Trend,® which he edited.

In 1936 Menger happened to see the manuscript in Hatina’s
possession and asked to borrow it for study. Hatina agreed on
condition that he did not publish extracts in any journal, since
much of the satire in it was directed against the National
Socialist Party, of which he was a functionary.

However Menger, being short of funds, broke his word and
sold it to the young Communist literary critic, Julius Fuéik, an
admirer of HaSek’s work, who began to print twenty-three
chapters of it in Red Right® in 1937, including some which ridi-
culed functionaries of the National Socialist Party, by that time
a strong opponent of the Communist Party. Hatina then took
the manuscript back from Menger. A year later Menger begged
Hatina to let him have it back, swearing this time that he would
not let any more of it be published. It was fortunate that Hatina
consented, since, when the Nazis in 1939 seized his apartment
and destroyed his whole library, the manuscript was safe in
Menger’s possession and survived the war untouched. After the
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war it was placed in the Czechoslovak National Museum in
Prague and only published as late as 1963. As it was obviously
incomplete (chapters bearing the titles ‘Electoral Activity’10 and
“The Party Propagates its Principles at Cultural Evenings’t had
disappeared and could not be traced), other of Hagek’s relevant
manuscripts were added, when the ‘complete’ version was
published.12

The rest of the History consisted mainly of profiles of various
‘party’ members, or of Hadck’s ‘friends’ and enemies, which
would certainly not have pleased them if they had seen them in
print. They took the form of mock eulogies, the subjects being
treated as outstanding members of the ‘party’ or of society. The
totally unimportant Drobilek for instance was described as one
of the noblest of men, but, as was sometimes the case with noble
men, always unlucky in love.

One day he fell in love with a seamstress and ‘in his goodness
and honesty, in all pureness of heart’ invited her to go with him
on an excursion. He arrived at the rendezvous with a large
packet under his arm.

‘ “What are you carrying there?”” asked the young girl with
a charming smile, when they got on to the steamer to Zavist.
“Wait until we are in the wood, miss,”” Drobilek replied, looking
at her devotedly in the cyes, “‘there are too many people here.”

‘When they were finally in the wood and sitting in a place
concealed from all human gaze, he nestled up to her and said
tenderly: “Heart of gold, I've got with me two pairs of pants,
two shirts and a reel of cotton. The pants are torn in the fork
and the shirts have holes in the clbow. Heart of gold, please
mend them here and now.”” And turning round he cried out in
enthusiasm: “Sce how beautifully the birds are singing!”’

‘And as he told us about this, Drobilck always sighed and
added: “You know what she did? She called me a nasty brute!
And before I could hand her the pants and shirts she was gone.
Whatever did she think, when I suggested we should go into the
thicket together?”’ 13

Then there was Miss Siiss or Sisova, whose gruft voice con-
trasted astonishingly with her sweet-sounding name. HaSek de-
scribed a visit made to her by Opocensky, when she was editor
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of Vydra’s Magazinel4 When he knocked at the door, a bass
voice answered ‘Come in’. Opocensky was so surprised that he
suddenly took it into his head that Miss Sfsovd had perhaps
asked her brother to take her place for a short time and that this
devoted fellow had given himself a good shave, dressed himself
up in women’s clothes without padding his chest and was sitting
there waiting for contributions. When Opocensky addressed her
in the masculine and asked ‘the brother’ to take a message for
the sister, Miss Sfsova’s reaction was terrifyingly fierce and he
fled. Hagek’s one-time guardian and benefactor would not have
taken kindly to this absurd story about the good lady who had
edited his political speeches—referred to by Hasek as ‘the Czech
Maid of Orleans’.15

Some of these sketches foreshadow episodes in Svejk or other
of Hagek’s writings The sketch ‘Augustin Eugen Muzik’16 (the
editor of the People’s Magazine and Horizon) describes for in-
stance how Hadek called on him and hoped to persuade him to
accept his contributions by pretending to know all his relatives
in south Bohemia. He was nearly caught out several times.
While they were talking about a certain Vole$iidk, the editor
asked him how many children the man had.

¢ “Eighteen.”

¢ “What, eighteen!”

¢ “No, Mr Editor, I mean that on the 18th he had his third
child.”

¢ “But I know myself of five children.”

¢ «Of course, Mr Editor, but I mean three live children. The
other five were still-born.”

““And so,” [concluded HaSek] “thanks to that Volesnak
from Kozovary I made my connection with the People’s Maga-
zine and Horizon. I thank him warmly for it.””’

Svejk used the same trick on the Colonel’s maid when he was
trying to steal the dog she was taking out.*

Much of Hagek’s satire was directed against the National
Socialist Party. He devoted a whole sketch to Sefrna, the servant
in the editorial offices of Czech Word, who apostrophised every-
one as ‘brother’, whether he was a party member or not. He

* The Good Soldier Svejk, p. 193.
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believed that Jesus Christ himself had been a National Socialist.
Otherwise he did not much care for Jews, because he had never
secn one wear red and white carnations (the National Socialist
colours) except when the National Socialist Youth wanted to
break his windows! Sefrna was an Old Catholic* as well as a
National Socialist and so had two reasons for loving Jesus
Christ. He had joined the Old Catholics, because unlike ortho-
dox Catholics they took Communion in both kinds—in wine as
well as bread.1?

In another chapter HaSck amusingly analysed the difference
between Hungarians and Czechs:

‘Hungarians have a flair for politics. It is said that when we
Czechs argue about politics, we do it over a tankard of beer,
while Hungarians do it over a bottle of wine.

‘Beer will never make a man as politically developed as wine
will, because in vino veritas. And Hungarians go on searching for
that truth until they fall under the table. When a Czech falls
under the table, he stops talking. But even under the table
Hungarians go on arguing about politics.

In a chapter of the History called ‘Election Day’,8 Hasck
parodicd the way the political parties tried to present their
failures as successes. ‘Our defeat . . . is only the harbinger of
future victories,” he says and quotes the Realists as saying, ‘It is
true that we got a thrashing, but the moral victory is ours’ or
the Young Czechs ‘We were beaten down like corn, but it
augurs a happicr future for us’. In the case of his own ‘party’ he
blames failure on the fact that ‘by an unhappy combination of
circumstances they served Vinohrady beer in our electioneering
offices, whercas in the others they scrved Velkopopovické or
Smichov (famous brands). As a result our electioneering agents
had to kcep on rushing to the wc and that was the sum total of
their ‘electoral agitation’. The combination of the wg, the
‘cowshed’, the ‘party’s’ odd name and the pot-belliedness of the
candidate (Ha3ek must already have been quite fat by this time)
spelled disaster.

Hasek relates that to counteract the successful ‘agitation’ of

* Those Catholics who rejected the encyclical on papal infallibility.
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the other parties, they had even advertised for a special assist-
ant, posting up in the windows the notice: ‘Vacancy for a moral
young man for the job of slandering the opposing candidates.’
They also offered a free lunch, with the menu on display, which
gave Hagek all the scope he desired for embroidering on his
Animal World hoaxes—elephant’s trunk in aspic, roast camel tail
with crab, fried sea-horse with roast skua, stuffed kangaroo
stomach, whale liver, paté of nightingales’ tongues, swiftlets’
nests and Tartar cheese made of mares’ milk. Unfortunately
only one customer came along and ordered nothing more than
a piece of cheese, which was a bad sign. At six o’clock when the
results showed that they had lost by an enormous majority he
had to be carried away dead drunk in the ‘municipal trunk’ *

Apart from these examples, which cannot fully convey the
flavour of what may be regarded as Hasek’s second major work,
the History contains amusing sketches, musical scenes etc. They
have little to do with each other and still less to do with the
‘party’. But we must remember that many of them were not
originally intended to be rcad, but to be recited or acted in
cabarets.

The History is significant in that it showed HaSek ceasing to
work in the one-dimensional framework of the average humor-
ous writer. Here he not only writes and acts the products of his
comic muse, but actually lives some of them. Few writers before
him had ventured to break out of the pages of the written book
and make their literary fancies a living reality. Further, itis a
civil counterpart to The Good Soldier Svejk. The History merci-
lessly destroys political life in Bohemia and the Monarchy just
as the novel was to destroy the army and the spirit of militarism.

* A trunk in which drunks were laid and then carried off in a hand-cart
to be sobered up.



(9)
The Break-Up of a Marriage

After a short period of quiet life, Hajek returned once more to
his bohemian and vagabond habits. He left Jarmila for a while
and went to live with his mother.

He was once more in the black books of the police, having
been summoncd for disturbing the night peace, ‘because on
July 14th, 1911, at about 2.45 a.m. . .. in Vinohrady, he was
firing a child’s pistol fitted with a cork so that each shot made
a powerful report like that of a revolver. The pistol was con-
fiscated and is included as corpus delicti.’

By August he had left his mother’s home and the police were
looking for him in Chodéra’s and Brej$ek’s bars, but no one
there knew anything about him. It was finally established that
he had moved at the beginning of the year to the suburb of
Vriovice, but was not yet registered there. Only at the end of
1911 did the police find his exact address.

By now Jarmila was expecting a child, and when the parents
learned of it they were very upsct. But after the first excitement,
realising that therc was nothing they could do to prevent it,
they calmed down and allowed the couple to move back together
into the Vriovice apartment.

Vilma Warausovd has described her impressions of it:

‘Jarmila led me into an old apartment house in a side strect.
The door opened directly from a passage into the kitchen. There
was no hall, no bathroom, no comfort. In the kitchen there was
some white furniture, a part of a bedroom suite of Canadian
birch, every piece piled on top of the other, reaching up to the
ceiling. Behind the kitchen there was a dark long room and in it
lay higgledy-piggledy study furniture of polished oak and more
bedroom furniture. Tt was not a flat at all but a furniture ware-
house.’?
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Ha3ek was there during part of Vilma’s visit and when he
went out he asked Jarmila to finish off a story for him. Vilma
was surprised by this but Jarmila explained that she was now
quite familiar with his literary techniques.

Again he had been making vain attempts to find a fixed job.
At last in November he was appointed assistant local news editor
in Czech Word, where he was to deal with what in English news-
papers used to be called ‘the seamy side’ of life. His comment on
his change of occupation was ‘typically wry: ‘From Amimal
World 1 slid smoothly into Czech Word. My friends said that I did
not change my political thinking in any way. For bulldogs I
simply substituted a new party. The only difference was that I
had been fceding bulldogs and mastiffs, and now it was I who
was being fed by the new party.” He also referred to it in his
satirec ‘One Day in the Editorial Offices of Czech Word’, which
was included in The History. ‘The best job for a man to have in
a political newspaper office in order to follow as from a hiding
place all the political moves and tricks is a local reporter’s. You
deal with murders and broken legs and other fine calamities, but
while you’re doing so you have a splendid chance of seeing
what’s going on around you.” (A rcference to his ‘intelligence
misston’ as a member of the ‘party’.)

In Prague bars he used to sell his news stories to other corre-
spondents at two glasses of beer apiece. The general opinion
was, however, that he invented many of them and they were
not worth a great deal. According to Hasek, if there were not
enough suicides, accidents etc. one simply had to invent stories
to entertain the readers. A report of his that a metcor had fallen
in Bavaria aroused considerable interest and a professor from
Moravia wrote a very long letter to the paper saying that when
he returned home at two o’clock in the morning he had seen
something on the horizon the size of a shooting star of the third
order. Later he had second thoughts in case pcople in Bohemia
might think he had been out on the tiles that night, and wrote
again asking for his name and address not to be published. But
it was too late. They were already in the paper. Another of
Haek’s canards was that remnants of the historic sect of the
Adamites, who went about naked on principle, had been ob-
served in the forests round a certain southern Bohemian village.
When the gendarmerie read about this they immediately went
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to investigate and a peasant who happened at that moment to
have taken his trousers down for an urgent purpose was caused
grave embarrassment.

The editorial offices of Czech Word were then in the building
of the Golden Goose,? a hotel where he used to stay overnight,
playing cards in its restaurant and attending balls and other
entertainments, in his quest for topical items and oddities. He
began to get drawn back into night life and alcoholism. In the
end he even dropped his regular drinking companions and
found other company, sinking lower and lower.

Jarmila was anguished at his behaviour. In one of the few
letters of hers which have been preserved she wrote:

‘Mita, my darling, how can you torment me like this? How
can you sit somewhere . . . in the company of pcople who have
never known true love and fritter away their nights? You know
that if they had promised to meet a fallen woman they would
never give her up for your sake. But for their sakes you can
desert and dcestroy your wife, who loves you and weeps at
home ...

As usual Hagck’s answer was to cover himself with reproaches,
to beg to be forgiven, and swear that he would never do it again
and really turn over a new leaf. But the next day he again found
the call of the bohemian life irresistible.

Jarmila wrote him a letter after the death of his mother, two
and a half months before the birth of their child. It was sent
from the hospital at Vinohrady (where Mrs Ha3ek had presum-
ably died) and bore the date January 24th, 1g12:

‘I am very worried that you did not come [to the hospital].
They looked for you in the office and could not find you. I know
that you will suffer great pain because of it. At lcast see that you
get to the funeral in time. And take care to be decently and
suitably dressed. They will look at you very thoroughly, you
know they will. Everyone knows that you did not go [to the
hospital] although B.* told you that Mamma was seriously ill.
Please don’t miss the funecral. It would be shameful and unfor-
givable if you did. Get yourself a bowler hat.

* Possibly Bohuslav.
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‘Have you got your overcoat out of pawn? Come here in the
morning. I’ll give you the ticket for the black trousers.

‘And come back to me in the evening or I’ll think that you
want to abandon me altogether. You know that you are the
only person in the world I love, and you won’t find anyone else.
I am sorry for you. Tclephone me whether you got the news
in time.

‘And wecep for her, if you can, at home. I know that you loved
her but it’s your frightful carelessness in everything. Don’t weep
there. They would only think yvou were play-acting. But come
back to me.’

She had cvery reason to be disillusioned about him. He had
definitely failed her. In spite of her disapproval of his drinking
companions and her entreaties to him not to join them, he went
on wasting his nights with them. And then, to crown everything,
he lost his job again.

There was a strike of tramway employees in Prague. As an
assistant editor of the paper he attended a meeting in the Rieger
Park in Vinohrady where some of the employees attacked the
management and the gencral mood, which HaSek actively
fomented, was for a strike. When the union leaders advised the
men to give in, HaSek suddenly rose and spoke. He did not say
very much, but what he said about them was quite enough.
‘Don’t listen to them. They have betrayed the strike because
they are in the pay of management. I am the writer, Jaroslav
Hasek, editor of Czech Word, and I declare that the strike ison?’
The meeting broke up in uproar.

Ha3ek’s energctic stand in favour of the strikers had its special
background. Czech Word had for a long time been waging a
campaign against the management of the tramways and incit-
ing the employces to fight for higher wages, and HaSek had
contributed some sharp polemics himself. Suddenly the politi-
cians behind the paper changed their line and advocated a
compromise. But the day after the Rieger Park incident Czech
Word carried a report under the headline ‘Stormy Evening
Meeting’ which stated that ‘the Presidium had with difficulty
held back an extreme explosion of discontent’. Once more the
old Anarchist and radical in Ha3ek had been roused. Once more
he had shown his utter irresponsibility in allowing himself to be
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carried away by his enthusiasm at the risk of losing his post and
all hopes of a stable existence. 1t was not to be wondered at that
the following day he was met by the sour-faced directors who
told him that they had decided not to employ him any longer,
He describes this whole adventure in the story ‘How I Left the
National Socialist Party’.3

After this he was once more out of stable employment and
devoted himself Cxcluswely to literary activity. He quickly
finished the sttory of his ‘party’ and prepared his Svejk stories
for publication in book form. He would soon finally sever his
conncctions with his family.

Shortly after the birth of his son in April 1g12 the final
brcach came. It seems that the Mayers came to the flat in
Vriovice on a visit. HaSek welcomed them joyfully, although
obviously in some embarrassment at having lost another job. He
voluntecred to go out and fetch some beer—and never rcturned.
The parents waited for him in vain and then took Jarmila and
the baby, first to their home in Vinohrady, and later to a villa
they owned in Dejvice. Jarmila’s explanation of the event was as
follows: ‘After leaving Czech Word Jaroslav was without a job.
He felt that he could no longer maintain a family, especially
after the birth of little Ri$a {Richard]. He knew too that if he
went away his father-in-law would look after his wife, and this
is in fact what happened.” It was as terse as an official com-
munique.

There were funnicr legendary versions of this event. Accord-
ing to one of these the father-in-law gave Ha%ek the money to
buy a perambulator, but he lost nearly all of it at cards. Then
suddenly his luck turned and he won so much that he proudly
returned with three perambulators. According to another ver-
sion he was so delighted with his newly born son that he proudly
showed him in all the café-bars but unfortunately forgot about
him and left him bchind in onc of them. Although this story
certainly fits well with his irresponsibility it is more likely to
have been thought up by Hasek himself, as a similar motif
appears in his story “The Paternal Joys of Mr Motejzlik.’4



(10)
A Cabaret Star

As readers of The Good Soldier Svejk know only too well, Prague
had in Ha3ek’s day a wide assortment of hostelries varying from
hotels, restaurants and taverns to beer halls, becr gardens, cafés,
café-bars, night dives, cafés-chantanis etc. This was remarkable
for a city which just before the First World War had a population
of only just over half a million as compared with Vicnna’s two
and a quarter.

Competition between them all was very keen. As we have
seen, at some Pragtie crossroads there could be one on every
corner. Normally it was the quality of the beer which dcter-
mined the public’s choice, although other factors like the land-
lord’s personality, the prices, the cuisine and the company
played an important role too. One way for the proprietor to
secure more custom was to attract a political party’s electioneer-
ing headquarters to the premises or the neighbourhood, although
it had the disadvantage that it might limit custom to adherents
of that party only.

At the end of the nineteenth century, floor shows or cabarets
had begun to catch on. This was a more important development
than might appear, since from these often improvised and
amateur performances there finally grew up the tradition of
cabaret or small theatre which was to have a special place in the
history of Prague.

The first genuine Prague cabaret was started in the Lucerna
in 1910 by Emil Longen and Eduard Bass with Jaroslav Kvapil
as artistic director and Karel Hagler! as his assistant. Consider-
ing that Bass became one of the leading Czech novelists of his
day, Kvapil the director of the Prague National Theatre as well
as the author of the libretto of Dvorak’s opera Rusalka, and
Hagler one of the most popular singers of Czech chansons, the
standard of performance must have been high. Longen, whose
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real name was Pittcrman, was an actor, producer, caricaturist,
translator and film director, who specialised in Grand Guignol
and grotesque scenes and had had considerable first-hand ex-
perience of cabaret work in Paris. His wife, Xena, was a talented
actress who played the parts of prostitutes and ‘down and outs’
with zest because of her genuine sympathies for the proletariat.
From the very beginning the Prague cabarets attracted the
bohemian society of the Left.

The first faltering experiments in this genre were later to give
birth to significant developments in the history of the Czech
stage—the literary cabaret group the Red Seven? before and
after the First World War, the political satires of Voskovec and
Werich (known as V4 W)3 between the wars, and the less
heady revues of Suchy and Slitr4 after the Second. The bureau-
cratisation of the State theatres in Central Europe and their
control by ministries of education or culture favoured the
growth of independent theatres. Bereft of subsidies, they had to
be small and almost improvised. As they were ‘free enterprise’
they cnjoyed greater immunity from censorship, so that political
Jokes and double-entendre flourished here as nowhere else. The
police tended to turn a deaf car to the words or to join in the
laughter.5

In 1912 Hasck, finding himself unemployed, gravitated to-
wards the cabaret. With his ready wit, active pen and penchant
for parody there was obvious scope for his talents on the small
stage, especially after the popularity and success he had achieved
as a candidate for his Party of Modecrate Progress within the
Bounds of the Law. Morcover, the plentiful supply of beer,
always at hand, and the society of boon companions provided
as ‘homely’ an atmosphere as this inveterate bohemian could
wish for. It was Drobflek who had the idca that the ‘party’
should continue its existence as a cabaret group to be called
‘The Maccabean Brethren’. With Mach, Langer, Longen, Bass
and Hasek all ready to give a hand in both writing and acting,
there was no dearth of talent. The first sketch to be performed
by the group was 4 Glass of Black Coffee by Hadck himself. He
had made a wager that he could write a one-acter with five
characters, which could all be played by himself. It is believed
to be the first dramatic piece he ever wrote. The five characters
arc a Capucin friar, a waiter, a country wench, Professor
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Masaryk and Quido Maria Vyskotil, a writer of popular senti-
mental slush. They could all be played by the same actor be-
cause they never appcar on the stage together. The scene is a
café-bar in Prague and each customer comes for a different
rcason: the friar to enjoy the temptations of the city, the country
wench to recover from an attempt to seduce her, Professor
Masaryk to rcad a copy of Time (his party paper) and Vyskotil
to boast about his poetic talent. Each of them orders a black
coffec—the friar because he hates Kapuziners,* the wench to
recover from her ordeal. The waiter is always asleep and only
wakes up when the customers have already lost patience and
left. Masaryk is the exception. He is so absent-minded that,
after having steeped himself in Time, he thinks he has alrcady
had his coffee. The play is written in light verse and is quite
amusing. It would obviously go down very well with a bohemian
audience.

A more ambitious revue, written by Haek, Mach and Langer
was called The Mount of Olives or The Czech Expedition to Jeru-
salem.? Its premiere took place at Zvéfina’s on March 27th, 1912
and was given on a low podium in the corner of the hall. The
public were either regular customers or members of Prague’s
bohemian set. The victim of the piece was again the wretched
Vyskotil (played by Langer), whom Hadek had already ridi-
culed in one of his storics in the History. HaSek played a female
role. Other burlesques followed, taking off Alfons Mucha’s Art
Nouveau paintings and the topical case of the theft of the “Mona
Lisa’. Another character to appear was Professor Frantilek
Drtina, Masaryk’s close supporter in the Realist Party, who
pontificated: ‘Progress only takes place where there is no
violence’~—a parody on the ‘reformist’ programme, which was
one of Ha¥ck’s favourite Aunt Sallies. The cabaret also included
a lecture by Hadek himself, who was described as ‘editor of
Animal World’. The subject was ‘The Saints from the Point of
View of the National Economy’. He also acted as compére and
talked about ‘the training of police dogs’ and his experience of
‘police sleuths’. Questions, discussion and ‘decent polemics’
were encouraged.

Langer recalls how they wanted to be in the fashion and pro-
duce a trilogy on one theme, the titles of which were to be

* Kapuziner—the term uscd in Austria for café-au-lait.
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Firmness, Flexibility and Expansibility,® but they never got beyond
the first one, the name of which also means in Czech ‘fortress’.
Consequently the scene was laid in a fortress on the frontier
between the Austrian Tyrol and Italy. Guarding it was the
Good Soldier Svejk, who was pursued there by his landlady
from Praguc, Mrs Blazek. This lady was in her turn being pur-
sued by Vyskotil, who had fallen secretly in love with her. Vari-
ous historical characters appeared as well including Prokop
Divi§,® the Czech inventor of the lightning conductor, and the
Empcror Charles IV. Langer remembers playing the part of
Vyskot¢il and throwing himself in despair from the top
of a cliff. Immediately afterwards a notice appeared on the
cliff: ‘From this cliff there jumped the Czech poet and assist-
ant magistrate Vysko¢il.” (‘Vyskodil’ is one of those Czech
names which indicate an action and means ‘He jumped
out’.)

Svejk, who was alrcady quite a well known and popular
figurc although he had not yet appeared in book form, was pre-
sented quite differently from the way we are used to him from
Lada’s drawings. He was played by a very elegant, young and
handsome shop-assistant, who was chosen because he was wear-
ing army uniform at the time, was a lance-corporal and hap-
pened to be on leave. He was apparently the only one of the
group who knew how to act and was an excellent comedian.
Hagek played the part of Svejk’s landlady. It fell to Mach, who
played Prokop Divi, to speak the last lines of the play: ‘It’s
lightning, it’s raining, a lot of water is falling from the sky. Now
I’m going home to invent the lightning conductor.’

Ha3ek also joined another cabaret group which appeared in
popular café-bars like Kopmanka and Montmartre. Kopmanka
was an old traditional tavern in the Old Town with a large gar-
den and a glass veranda, renowned for its excellent velkopopo-
vické beer (the finest in Prague) and its popular landlord, Karel
Flasner. Montmartre was run by Josef Waltner, who started life
as a type-sctter, and went on to become a celebrated singer of
chansons and restaurateur. It had a wine saloon with a guitar on
the wall and a room in black with shaded lights called Chat Noir
which had been decorated with cubist paintings and furniture
by leading Prague artists. FrantiSek Kyselal® painted the ceiling
and V. H. Brunnerl! a series of frescoes of the Seven Deadly
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Sins for the dance hall. Both artists eventually became professors
at the Prague School of Industrial Art.

One of the star turns of the show at Montmartrc was an
Apache dance performed by Waltner and a dancing girl called
Eméa or ‘Revolution’. There were also performances by Longen
and his wife, Xena, who sang Parisian songs and danced. Among
the most frequent patrons were the faithful members of the
Prague Bohéme—the poct Opotensky, the writer and tramp
Matéj Kudgj, and a mysterious character whom Hasck called
‘my friend Hanugka’. Some of these HaSck took as companions
on his wanderings and together they made up the ‘Four-leaved
Clover.’12

Hasck generally came to Montmartre at the end of his exten-
sive night pilgrimages. After a few initial beers he set about tell-
ing his renowned funny stories and proved for a time a most
agreeable companion. But later he became noisy and quarrel-
some, splashed beer all over himself and made difficulties over
the programme. Once, after having come back from a round of
pub-crawling, he stood on the podium and, when the audience
was looking forward expectantly to his jokes, sat down, slowly
and deliberately took off his boots and undid his dirty ragged
foot wraps. After this episode Waltner told Hagek that he did
not want to sec him there any more. Henceforth he could be
seen late at night waiting pathetically outside Montmartre in
rain and bad weather, in the hope of meceting an influential
friend who would take him in with him.

When he was finally thrown out of Montmartre for good, he
went to Kopmanka. The performances there consisted of comic
scenes and speeches alternating with musical productions in
which Karel Pospf§il!3—a popular composer of marches for the
patriotic gymnastic movement, the Sokol—accompanied at the
piano. Haek spoke during the intervals. Usually he recounted
his ‘travels in Central Europe’, as he called the journeys in
Bohemia he had recently made with Kud¢j (who afterwards
was to writc a book about him), and as ‘a well-known student
of Balkan relations’ he poked fun at Austrian foreign policy.

Hagek appears to have been inordinately vain about his per-
formances. He was childishly pleased if applauded, and most
unhappy if anyone criticised. But it was somctimes diflicult to
fit his highly individual type of turn into the programme. He
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lacked the training of a professional actor and could not unbend
to the extent of making grimaces and mimicry. He had the
limitations of a feuilletonist and was more at home when he was
telling an aphorism or a joke than when acting.

After successful appearances in Montmartre and Kopmanka
where there was a bohemian public that he knew, he acted with
much less success as compére with Longen’s cabaret company
before a larger public and took part in its various performances
in Prague and on tour. Longen described his performances here
as a complete fiasco. He behaved so carelessly on the stage that
at times he seemed to forget that the public was there at all. He
would for instance start a lecture on cholera and its cffects and
go into such realistic detail that some members of the audience
could notsit it out any longer and walked out. But he still clung
to cabaret because it gave him the opportunity to show off his
virtuosity in verbal improvisation.

On one occasion Vilma Warausovd came to Montmartre
with her husband and waited for HaSek’s appearance, which
for them at least was the main turn of the evening:

‘Finally Ha3ek came to our table and said: “Lend me twenty
hellers.”” He had very much run to seed since I had last seen
him in the flat at Vriovice. His parting from Jarmila and his
son was certainly not a matter of indifference to him. He sat
down with us and asked after her. I told him that she was well
and that the little boy was fine and looked just like him. He was
obviously very agitated. He blamed the Mayers for having
separated him from her and taken away his son. His father-in-
law had let him down: he had promised that he would secure
him financially and then not kept his word. I had difficulty in
defending the old gentleman. As far as I knew, I said, he was
anxious that the family property should not be split up until
after the death of the parents. For this reason he had not given
a dowry to any of his children. Ha3ek asked mie to use my influ-
ence with Jarmila to persuade her to return to him.’

Hasek’s downhill course excited pity among those who wanted
to see him reformed, but no one who tried to help him had suc-
cess or found the experiment rewarding. The well-known

131



naturalist and traveller A. V. Fri¢,14 who offered him the hos-
pitality of his villa for a short period, was one of several who
tried the experiment of shutting him up for the day, leaving him
some food and about five hundred blank sheets of paper so that
he could write. But when he returned home, his prisoner had
flown. The sheets of paper remained blank: some of them had
been made into paper boats and scattered all over the furniture.
Later Hagek became so disorderly that Fri¢ threw him out of his
villa and consigned him to a summerhouse in the gardens.

During this time there are many stories of how HaSek sponged
on his friends in the country, protracting his stay so long that
they had finally to pay his fare back to Prague. Even then he
often cheated them and sat drinking in the station until next
morning, when he would come back and beg to be tolerated for
another weck. On July 25th, 1912, an innkeeper in southern
Bohemia made a deposition ‘that the editor Mr Hasek in the
company of one gentleman and one lady incurred a debt of
thirty-eight crowns for food, accommodation, beer and cigars
for three days and nights without having paid the bill, and that
they were all untraceable’. The landlord’s complaints were taken
up at police headquarters and a description of HaSck was circu-
lated, which gives us an idea of what he looked like at this time:
“The alleged Hasek is about twenty-eight to thirty years old,
five foot seven inches tall, slender with chestnut hair, no beard,
clean shaven, round face, grey eyes, fair eyebrows, well nour-
ished, blunt straight nose, good teeth, dressed in a light green
woollen suit, boots with laces, grey cap, calls himself an editor.’

The police were particularly stupid in this case. They
searched for Hagek for a whole year and compiled a huge dossier
about him. But they appear to have overlooked the fact that
Hadek had paid the landlord five days afterwards and the sum-
mons had been withdrawn.

In the middle of 1912 Ha3ck stayed with friends in different
parts of Prague. One of them, Opotensky, recalls: ‘First, Hasek
only came for a moment, but later, when Iuck seemed to be
slowly running against him, he often slept the night in my apart-
ment . . . He was incredibly unpretentious: even in the winter
he slept on a couch with nothing more than an overcoat on top
of him and an old rug rolled under his head. He angrily refused
pillows or blankets.” But as the weather grew colder Opog&ensky
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urged Hajek to take him to his place. ‘We can’t leave Jarda like
this. If you approach him tactfully, he will respond. He can
look after your paper and it would be a good idea if he could
live and have his meals with you. But you must be strict with
him and not let him go out at night.’

Héjck describes how he and his wife, who had liked Hagek
from the time when he worked for her father, old Fuchs of
Animal World, at once went off to Montmartre and found him
sitting at a table making one of his incoherent speeches. Over-
Joyed at seeing them he said he would be delighted to come and
stay. He would sleep ‘somewhere on the floor’. He was given the
maid’s room, as they were without a servant who slept in. They
found that he was badly affected by rheumatism (probably con-
tracted on his many wanderings). When he heard that he could
also have a modest job on Animal World again and stay with
them over the winter he was very happy. ‘But shan’t I disturb
your honeymoon?’ he asked. Warned by Opoéensky, the hosts
laid down firm conditions. Hadek must promise to give up his
night life. e could write or do what he liked, but if he once
started to go out on the tiles, he would have to leave.

HaSek promised faithfully to abide by all this. How easy it
was for him to give such assurances and how often he had done
so! This time he managed to stick to his promisc, helped by the
Hajeks’” kindness in taking him out to many café-bars them-
sclves. This did not keep him out of scrapes however. At Christ-
mas he came back loaded with presents for everybody, includ-
ing the charwoman. He had bought them out of an advance he
had wheedled out of some editor. When the Héjeks wanted to
light the Christmas tree, HaSek begged them to leave it to him.
‘I’ve prepared some special effects,” he said. The result was a
gigantic explosion and total darkness. He had used a combina-
tion of gun-cotton and flares—more suitable for an Anarchist
celebration than a family Christmas.

A frequent guest at the house was Hajek’s young brother-in-
law, who became very thick with Hagek and got into mischicf
with him. In the daytime the pair could be scen going around
Prague togcther, Hasck ostentatiously sporting a monocle, But
to make a more dashing impression he needed better clothes and
looked covetously at Hajek’s riding outfit, especially his boots.
When the Héjeks went away for a week-end and left the two
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alone together, Hasck borrowed the boots and strutted about
Prague in them. Unfortunately they were too small and he had
to stretch them to get into them. When Hajek came back and
tried them on, they were like Wellingtons.

There is a Russian proverb—‘an uninvited guest is worse than
a Tartar’, and a Czech one that ‘a guest and a fish begin to stink
after three days’. Ha$ek, whether invited or uninvited, certainly
bore both these sayings out. The Hajcks had taken him to the
tavern called King Wenceslas IV, where the landlord told them
of the king’s visits there and pointed with great pride to the
royal portrait (which presumably some artist had done to pay
his debts). Once, when HaSek was in a difficult mood, he quar-
relled with the landlord in front of the Hajeks, insulted him,
seized his precious portrait and tore it in two.

Hiéjek was understandably relieved when the spring came
and he knew that HaSek would move out and go back to his
bohemian way of life. By this time Ha3ek was bored both at
Hiajek’s home and in the offices of Animal World, where he spent
most of the time trying unsuccessfully to teach flies how to per-
form tricks. When Hajek decided he could not afford to keep
him on the paper any longer, he began to come home less and
less, until one day he finally disappeared altogether. One frosty
night he returned to ask forgiveness and beg a bed for the night.
He stayed two nights more, after which Héjek never saw him
again until the war.??

Opotensky felt he must rally to Hacek’s support once more and
took him to stay with Josef Lada, who put him up in the little
kitchen in his small apartment. Lada afterwards gave a typically
humorous account of his experiences of him:

‘Hagek’s stay with me was interrupted at various times for
different rcasons. Either he was employed as an editor some-
where for a short time, where he was provided with board and
lodging, or he went away on some journcy with Kudéj, or he
took shelter with another friend just for a change of scene. 1
always grected him on his return like the prodigal son and en-
joyed his stay, until he suddenly vanished again without giving
any reason or notice.

‘When he eventually came back it was usually like this: he
rang the bell and, when I opened the door, he held it back so
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that there was only a little chink through which he stuck his
stick and called out: “Here I am. Now flog me, flog me un-
mercifully?”” Of course T would not have struck him. In any
case he held the door firmly in the way so that I could never
have done it.

‘... To begin with I had only one room and Ha$ek came
only occasionally: either just on a visit or to bring a contribu-
tion to Caricatures, of which I was then the responsible editor.
Later he became my sub-tenant simply because he had nowhere
clse to sleep.’

At that time Lada’s room was also his editorial officc and
many other contributors used to come and see him.

‘For some of these visitors I always had ready a liqueur,
cognac or rum, and the bottle stood on the cupboard at their
disposal. Many of them poured out a drink for themselves un-
invited, regarding the bottle as an institutional part of the office,
while Hagek, who always despised any kind of ceremony, drank
straight from the bottle. His knowledge of alcoholic products
was truly amazing: he could drink from an opened rum bottle
and tell me at once approximately how much it had cost. One
day I played a little joke on him. I poured some water into an
empty rum bottle and put it in the usual place. Hadck came in,
reached for the bottle, and, all unsuspecting, took a big swig at
it. I expected that at the very least he would want my head for
this, but the poor boy didn’t have the strength for it. He turned
pale and his hands shook. Then he put the bottie on the floor,
which in his opinion was the only place fit for it, and went
towards the door. Before he shut it behind him, he turned
round, his face palc and sweating with the martyrdom he had
undergone, and said sadly: “You ought not to have done that
to me.”” At the time I thought he wouldn’t survive the blow,
but his healthy naturc got over even that treachery and a weck
afterwards he was just as active as ever . . .

‘We once gathered a little party, where we concentrated on
intcllectual rather than physical enjoyment. He and T were to
compose an opera from scratch ... without wailing to sec
whether the libretto was suitable or not. It was, or so he claimed,
intended as an item in a programme arranged in honour of
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Ruzena Naskova, an actress of the National Theatre, and it was
very important that it should be a success. HaSek recited the
libretto and I played impromptu music on the mouth-organ for
every sentence of it. The plot, which was suggested by one of the
guests, was the discovery of America by Christopher Columbus.
When we consider that Ha¥ek could dictate such a difficult
libretto without previous preparation . . . we really have to take
off our hats to him. But if we take into account too that I had
immediately to compose music to sentences dictated by HaSek,
who hadn’t the remotest trace of a musical ear and could sing
four hundred Czech, German, Russian and Hungarian songs all
with the same tune, well, I think you could not only take off
your hat to me, but go further and take off your hair as well.

“The opera began as Haek dictated it: “Columbus intends
to discover America, but Ferdinand and Isabella don’t care a
damn about it and won’t give him a sou. Columbus goes on try-
ing to persuade them until he finally succeeds in getting three
leaky caravels out of them. Then he sets out on the wide seas.”
That was the first act. As he dictated each sentence I had
immediately, without any kind of inspiration provided normally
by the murmuring of a mountain brook or the rhythmic rattling
of a train ... to play them on the mouth-organ, and do it in
such a way that the music always expressed exactly what was
required, to a hair. It’s a pity, a great pity that it didn’t occur
to cither of us to write the opera down. I still firmly believe
today that it could be broadcast, and in my imagination I hear
the voice of a well-known commentator analysing the composi-
tion in the smallest detail and exclaiming enthusiastically over
one passage: “Yes, this intentionally discordant screeching
expresses with magnificent accuracy the moment when Isabella
screams out that she won’t give a damned sou towards the
discovery of America.”

‘The second act was no less dramatic. It is discovered that
therc is not a drop of rum on the ships. The sailors mutiny and
some of them are thrown overboard. Columbus is bad-tempered
because there is no land in sight and refuses to change his linen.
There is another mutiny and more sailors are hurled over-
board. Someone calls out: “Land, land,”” but it turns out to be
a hoax. Columbus’s faith in God is shattered and he becomes
an atheist . .. And at that point I really came unstuck in the
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music. I managed to play the passage “Land, land” with such
verve that I nearly swallowed the mouth-organ, but the theme
“Columbus’s faith in God is shattered and he becomes an
atheist” was the last straw which broke the camel’s back.

‘Ha3ek was in fact paying me back for the water in the rum
bottle. He took his revenge when I least expected it and made
me ridiculous in front of the whole company. He showed that
even my wonderful musical gifts had their limits and weak
points. But even that was obviously not enough to satisfy his
thirst for vengeance. The very same evening, before he went out
with some guests to a café, under the pretext that he wanted to
burn some grease paper in which delicatessen goods had been
packed, he crammed the stove with fireworks and squibs. In the
morning the maid could easily have had a stroke, for when the
stove was lit there was a thunderous bang, followed by devilish
fireworks, explosions and spluttering squibs with light effects. It
was with difficulty that I could revive the old woman.’

HaSek seems to have been Lada’s guest or sub-tenant for
most of 1913. During this time he was quite productive as a
writer and published many satires, sketches and short stories,
as well as many short and witty pieces for a book of nursery
rhymes for children by Lada.

Lada never forgot the wonderful meals Hadek cooked while
he was staying with him. He well deserved the reputation he
had acquired for being as talented a cook as he was a writer,
and the culinary details in The Good Soldier Svejk merit serious

professional study.1¢
Before Hagek left, he handed Lada a bill.

December 2nd, 1913

ACCOUNT
for Mr Josef Lada, for nursing him in his illness.

1 Journey home from the Balkan Bar and

accompanying Mr Josef Lada there Kr. 1.20
2 Applying a small compress .50
3 Applying to the head larger compresses

to the number of 26 @ 70 hellers 18.20
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4 Six journeys downstairs for tea and

black coffee @ 30 hellers 1.80

5 Six journeys upstairs @ 40 hellers 2.40
6 Transport of Mr Lada to the lavatory

@ 50 hellers 4.00

7 Execution of various commissions 5.00

8 Putting on one pair of socks .40

g Journey to the doctor—travel expenscs 5.00

Kr. 38.50

Received in advance Kr. 2.50

Balance outstanding  Kr. 36.00

Received 2/12/1913 with thanks
Jaroslav Hagek!?



(1r)
On the Way to the Front

Although the fateful assassination of the Archduke Francis
Ferdinand and his wife at Sarajevo on June 28th, 1914, is the
opening theme of The Good Soldier Svejk, the event itself does not
appear to have made any deep impression on the author at the
time. He was staying with Lada, which meant spendisg a few
nights with him and then going off on long tramps with Kudgj.
On the actual day of the assassination he was on an outing with
Lada in the country not far from Prague.

The World War which broke out a month later was bound to
have an effect on his life. He shared with most of his country-
men their detestation of it. It would be waged mainly against
two Slav peoples, Serbs and Russians, with whom they had
strong ties of kinship and sympathy. Moreover the alliance with
Germany was disliked and distrusted as likely to strengthen the
position of the hostile German minority at home. The Czech
political leaders, who up to that time had not worked for or
wished to see a break-up of the Monarchy, saw the war as a
decisive milestone pointing the way to independence. ‘“We were
here before Austria. We shall be here after her,” the great Czech
leader and historian, Palacky, had written nearly half a century
before. Yet Bohemia had for centuries been part of a large com-
munity of pcoples, of whom the Austrian lands formed the
nucleus, first under the Holy Roman Empire, later under the
Austrian Empire and finally under the Dual Monarchy, and the
Czechs had been ruled over by the Habsburgs ever since 1526,
when they had themselves freely chosen the future Emperor
Ferdinand I as their king out of many other candidates. Many
of them therefore still felt traditional loyalty to the Mon-
archy.

This and the ruthless mcasures adopted by the Austrian
government in war-time was why, when hostilities broke out,
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there were only isolated pro-Russian or anti-war demonstra-
tions. Indced the impression created in The Good Soldier Svejk
that the whole Czech population to a man were against the war
is much exaggerated. Relatively few Czech officers deserted.
Even Svejk himself never speaks of deserting, although the
author may have intended to make him do so at a later stage of
the unfinished book.

Hasek certainly felt no obligation at all to defend Austria and
did his best not to let the war interfere with his life. Censorship
may have put an end to his satirical writings about politics, but

“it could not dry up the rich springs of his humour or curb his
irresponsible pranks.

In the late summer he went to sce some friends in north-east
Bohemia and reached Néachod, a town not far from the Russian
front and in the direct linc of the Russian advance. When he
heard a retired captain from a German-speaking part boast that
he would massacre the Serbs, he could not resist sitting down at
his taale and saying to him in Russian: ‘I suppose you under-
stand Russian?’ The captain turned crimson and groped for his
sabre. The waiters and guests sprang to intervene and led HaSek
out by a side exit. As he went out, he turned and shouted: ‘You
bastard, you’d better remember that you’ll soon Aave to learn
Russian and like it.

On another occasion he started an argument as to whether
the night porter at Hotel Val$u in Prague was in the pay of the
police, and on his return to the capital immediately tried to find
out for himself. Taking a room in the hotel, he coolly registered
under the name of ‘Ivan Fyodorovich Kuznetsov, merchant,
born in Kiev and coming from Moscow’, giving as the reason
for his visit: ‘Checking up on the Gencral Staff.” In an instant
the hotel was ringed with uniformed and plain-clothed police
and he was taken to the police station. Like the gendarmerie
sergeant in The Good Soldier Svejk,* the police at first rejoiced in
the delusion that they had caught a Russian master spy, and
Inspector Klima had a great shock when he turned out to be
nothing more than the by now notorious ‘artful dodger’. ‘What
on earth made you cause us all this trouble at such a critical
time?” he asked. Hafek said nothing and looked about him in

* The Good Soldier Suejk, p. 252.
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feigned amazement. At last he replied: ‘Nye ponimayu.’* It took
hours before Klima could get a Czech word out of him. At
length with an innocent expression in his eyes HaSek explained
how as a conscientious Austrian citizen and tax-payer he had
wanted to find out whether police measurces for checking up on
foreigners in wartime were really effective. After this piece of
cheek he was lucky to get off with nothing worse than a serious
warning and five days’ confinement from December 7th-12th.
Once again the authorities showed themselves surprisingly leni-
ent to him. They seemed to have acquired a sort of perverse
affection for him.

After his release he continued his extravaganzas. He went
into a wine-cellar and again started speaking Russian ostenta-
tiously. When one of the customers asked: ‘Why do you speak
Russian, Mr Ha$ek?’, he replied: ‘Is that Russian? I've recently
been in Ndchod and that’s how they talk there.’

Meanwhile, within three weeks of the outbreak of the war,
the Austrian army had found itself hard pressed on the Eastern
front in Galicia. The Russians advanced into Galicia, occupied
Lemberg and encircled the major Austrian fortress of Przemysl.
There was panic in Austria, the alarm was sounded and German
units were brought up to reinforce and stiffen the Austrian lines.
As a result the Russians were pushed back to the river Vistula
and Przemysl was relieved. Hindenburg was made supreme
commander on the Eastern front and a German counter-
offensive under Mackensen was launched in November. It
broke through the Russian lines and stabilised the front. By the
end of the year Cracow was saved, Silesia protected and,
although Austria was not cleared of Russian troops, the Car-
pathian mountain barrier still held. In the south the Austrians
were driven out of Serbia but they managed to stabilise the
front there also.

One wintry night in Prague, when the Hajeks returned to
their home, they found the light on in the kitchen. The maid
rushed out to meet them. ‘Madam, we have a visitor. He’s
wounded, poor wretch, and has a bandaged arm. He came to
Prague from a military hospital and says he is your best friend.
It’s pitiful . .. You should have seen how hungry he was. He
ate everything.’

* Russian for ‘I don’t understand’.
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When the maid said he was asleep on the sofa and had
covered himself with a carpet ‘because he was used to sleeping
like that at the front,” Héjek said: ‘HaSek.’

When Héjek came into the room, the visitor got off the sofa,
went down on his knees and begged forgiveness. He had no-
where to slcep, he pleaded, and it was so cold outside.

When they came down to breakfast next morning HaSek was
already up and having a nice conversation with the maid in the
kitchen. She laughed when he confided to her that he had no
injured arm: it was only a joke, a trick to get himself let in.

Then he casually invited himself to lunch, offering to help
Mrs Héjkova with the cooking. When she had no pepper, he
dashed out to buy it and startled the wife of the house porter out
of her wits as he came down the steps.

‘Good morning,” he said with an innocent smile. ‘I’'m better
again.’

Hec stayed for three days and then said: ‘Well, now I think
I'll go and look somewhere else. This damned war! In the end
I’ll have no alternative but to join up too and have a peep at
the other side—go to Russia once more.’! And so it appeared
that he looked at it only as an excuse for another one of his
wanderings.

At the end of January in the following year, when prepara-
tions were being made for a renewed Austro-German counter
offensive on the Galician front, Hajek was summoned to appear
before a recruiting commission, To quote The Good Soldier Svejk :
‘At the time when the forests beside the river Raab in Galicia
saw the Austrian armics fleeing across the river, and when down
in Serbia the Austrian divisions were caught one by one with
their pants down and got the walloping they long deserved, the
Austrian Ministry of War suddenly remembered Svejk. Why,
even he might help to get the Monarchy out of the mess.”* So it
was with Svejk’s creator too.

When he presented himself before the call-up board he be-
haved flippantly and gave inaccurate or incomplete information
about himself. On the form which he had to fill up—which is
still preserved—he wrote that the only language he knew was
Czech, although his biographers claim that he could speak
Russian, German, Hungarian, Polish and French. He also put

* The Good Soldier Svejk, p. 55.
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himself down as ‘unmarried’, although he had a wife and son
and had never been divorced. He was passed fit and ordered to
report for duty with the 1st Reserve Company of the gist
Regiment at Ceské Budé&jovice, the chief town of southern
Bohemia, and a military base, where the regiments which had
been badly mauled in Serbia were reformed and re-equipped.

HaSek’s false entries are commonly interpreted as proof of his
contempt for officialdom but there could be other explanations.
Faced with the choice of only two alternatives—to state cither
that he was married or was unmarried—he may well have felt
that, having abandoned his wife and small boy, he could not in
all honesty say he was married. And with the trauma of guilt
still haunting him after the ghastly failure of his marriage, he
may have been afraid that if he entered himself as married he
would later be exposed to questioning on a very sensitive sub-
ject. Further, since there had been no divorce or legal separa-
tion, he was still under an obligation to support his wife and
son, which he could barely do. As for his failure to mention his
knowledge of languages, he had not studied Russian since the
time he had courted Jarmila—some ten yecars ago—and had
never been in Russia. Some Russian lines of verse with which he
ended a Czech poem to Jarmila contain elementary errors. The
simple Hungarian, German and Serbo-Croat expressions which
he uses in The Good Soldier Svejk often nceded correction. Prob-
ably he preferred to boast his knowledge of languages rather
than risk letting them be put to the test.

When he received his call-up he was back again with Lada,
who has described his return from the recruiting office:

‘He caime home to supper in the mood of a typical recruit and
barely acknowledged my greeting when I opened the door for
him. He just walked straight past me to his room and ignored
me completely. When I kept on asking him how he had got on,
he finally replied rather rudely that he was not going to talk to
any dirty civilian and then went and shut himself up in the
kitchen, where he began to sing army songs with his drolly un-
musical voice. From that moment on he trcated me likc an
inferior being, not as his landlord. Soon he moved out of my
home altogether and was no longer staying with me at the time
of his actual departure for his regiment.’2
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Lada’s version of this event is described with his usual
humour, but it is difficult to explain this cavalier treatment of a
friend who had been so helpful to him—not that it was by any
means the only occasion when HaSek showed ingratitude. If he
was being serious, the simple explanation probably was that he
had long ago got tired of living with Lada and wanted a change.
Anyone who tried to discipline him, even in the most gentle
way, was likely to receive this treatment.

After leaving Lada, Halek disappeared, putting in an occa-
sional appearance at the Longens. One night in particular they
were woken up by a banging on the door. It was Hagek begging
to be let in. He had frightened the house-porter out of his wits
by telling him that he had cholera. He had already reported at
the surgery because of Svejk’s complaint—rheumatism. Now he
was suffering from a violent attack of nose-bleeding, so severe
that he had to be taken off to Vinohrady hospital, where he
stayed from January gist to February gth, 1915. According to
the medical report he suffered from headaches also and there
was a danger that his kidneys were affected. His weight was
eleven stone four pounds, which was not excessive considering
that he drank thirty-five or more glasses of beer a day! The
doctors in the hospital tried to keep him longer but he
ran away, allegedly because of the non-alcoholic diet. His
stay there postponed for fourteen days his departure for the
regiment.

According to Menger’s colourful story Ha3ck celebrated one
of his last days in Prague by standing on the ramp which leads
up to the National Muscum in the Wenceslas Square dressed in
the costume of a Macedonian comitadji with a Turkish scimitar
hanging from his belt and an enormous leather medallion on his
chest containing the portrait of the Tsar. He had scarcely time
to shout more than a few patriotic greetings of ‘Nazdar’ than the
police scized him and took him off. ‘Goodbye, chaps,” he called
out to the crowd which had collected. On the way the police
had to protect him from some of the chauvinist German el-
ements, who took him for a Russian spy. More echoes from The
Good Soldier Svejk!

According to more reliable sources he spent his last nights in
a melancholy mood among his friends at a Prague café-bar
drinking only water. Towards midnight he began to brighten
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up and sing army songs. Indeed at one period he grew ex-
tremely ‘exalted’ and even threatened to shoot his companions
and march off to Budéjovice on foot. His sudden change of mood
was apparently due to the ingenuity of the waiter, who pre-
pared successive glasses of slivovice for him in the passage to the
lavatory, which he had to visit rather often that evening. The
following morning he left for Ceské Budé&jovice. On April 3oth,
1915, his photograph appeared in Horizon among a group of
soldiers in an army hospital. He had grown a small moustache
and looked miserable and forlorn.

While staying in Budéjovice, he changed into mufti, walked
about the town like Marek with a Krankenbuch* under his arm
and visited numerous café-bars. In one inn he is said to have
dictated two storics, ‘The Affair with the Thermometer’3 and
‘The Affair with the Hamster’,4 both of which he sent to
Prague to be printed.

The former, which could not be published at the time because
of censorship and appeared only after his death, tells of a patient
in an army hospital named Binksenhuber who gets furious with
his thermometer because it refuses to show any temperature.
Finally he squecezes it so powerfully under his armpit that he
smashes it to smithereens. Now the only thermometer in the
ward is broken. The doctor will soon be making his round and
for the want of any temperature reading the male nurse has to
invent them. To please Binksenhuber he chalks up 109.8 on the
board. The doctor expresses considerable surprise; the patient
should have been dead long since at 109, let alone 109.8 he says.
The story ends with the male nurse being sent to gaol for a fort-
night and the ward getting three thermometers in his place.
Binksenhuber decides to volunteer for the front on the next
march battalion.

Ha3ek had enrolled as a one-year volunteer. This was prefer-
able to a normal call-up, because it offered the chance of becom-
ing an officer. Recruits who had passed through the middle
school, like the Commercial Academy, had this privilege. Later,
again like Marek,t he was found guilty of breaches of discipline,
expelled from the volunteer school, gaoled and transferred to

* Book recording the ilinesses of the patients. See The Good Soldier Svejk,
p- 288.
t The Good Soldier Suejk, p. 288.
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work in the kitchens. The exact reasons for his demotion are
not known. According to one story he turned up completely
drunk at an army medical board and was insolent to the
medical officer; according to another he wrote on the doors of
the military hut: “There ain’t no fun in this stinking shack.’

He has given a fictional account of his expulsion from the
school in his story ‘God Punish England’.5 According to this the
commandant of the school, Captain Adamicka, wanted it decor-
ated with patriotic slogans and ordered Hasek to compose some
appropriate verses. When he came to the school that evening
the commandant was met with the following inscription:

On the wall by command
‘God punish Engeland

Now we’ve mobilised the Lord
Who with His mighty name
Puts Ailbion to shame.

Ha%ck commented: ‘I got thirty days’ imprisonment for this,
They even had me up for blasphemy and finally sent me to the
front with that pleasant “‘next march battalion”.’

According to other accounts HaSek disappeared before the
battalion Icft Bud¢jovice and was found again only after a long
scarch. His company commander, Lieutenant Lukas, persuaded
him to reform and stop drinking and Hafck promised to do so,
but before leaving for the front ran away once more.

Hasek described his treatment in one of his ‘Bugulma’ stories,
‘In Strategical Difficultics’.

‘They threw me out of the volunteer school of the gist In-
fantry Regiment at the beginning of the war. They tore off my
one-ycar stripes and, while my friends and former collcagues
were given the rank of cadets and ensigns and fell like flies on
all fronts, I sat locked up in the barracks at the base in Budé-
jovice or in Bruck an der Leitha. When they finally let me go
and wanted to send me with a company to the front, [ hidin a
haystack and so outlasted thrce companies which were drafted
for front duty. Then I pretended I had epilepsy. By that time
they would almost have shot me if I had not then voluntarily
volunteered for the front.’
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The army were in no doubt about Ha3ek’s character. On his
personal file were inscribed the words: ‘A swindler and deceiver.’
Perhaps it was on these grounds that he was considered suitable
for the r1th Company which included men from Czech penal
units. Captain Wimmer, his company commander, was re-
placed shortly before they left for the front by Lieutenant Lukas,
who was later to take over the command of onc of the battalions
of the regiment. He was a man of principle and a good disciplin-
arian, which tallies fairly well with the portrait Haek drew of
Lieutenant Lukd$ in the novel, except that his affairs with
women as described there are exaggerated, if notshecr invention.

Lukas was a Czech from Prague. In The Good Soldier Svejk
Hasek portrayed him as ‘a kind of amphibian’. He spoke Ger-
man in society, wrote German, read Czech books and told the
Czech one-year volunteers: ‘Let’s be Czechs, but no one need
know about it. I'm a Czech too.”* His stubbornness was an
obstacle to his promotion and he had been several times passed
over. Otherwise he was a decent man who was not afraid of his
superiors and looked after his company at manocuvres, as was
seemly and proper. He always found them comfortable quarters
in barns and often Iet the men tap a barrel of beer at the expense
of his own modest salary.

The commander of the battalion, Captain Sagner, who also
figures in the book under his own name, favoured Czechs too,
but only if he could do so without risk to himself. He was not
only a very shrewd customer but a very ruthless officer too,
Jjudged by one of his battalion orders which read: ‘Russian de-
tachments which go on fighting until the very last and then
refuse to let themselves be captured should on no account be
spared. This only gives the other detachments time to retreat.
The enemy should be destroyed with carefully aimed fire, and
as soon as the civil population shows the slightest sign of resist-
ance it should be liquidated. The remainder should be arrested

k)

The mad Major Wenzel—the ‘Czech-eater’—was drawn
from life too, as well as the officious and idiotic Cadet Jan
Biegler who in real life was commander of a platoon in Lukas’s
company and the brother of his fiancée. Perhaps the most
notorious characterin the novel, the blockhead ex-school teacher

* The Good Soldier Svejk, p. 166.
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Lieutenant Dub, was probably modelled on the reserve Lieuten-
ant Mechalek, who like Dub, kept on saying: ‘You don’t know
me yet, but when you get to know me, youw’ll howl.’

According to Pytlik the chaplain Eybl (in the novel Ibl) was
still living in 1971 and before he died gave an interview in which
he recalled how Lukas had wanted to transfer Ha3ek so as not
to have to punish him for having refused to do rifle practice in
the mud. He had planned to send him on leave to Prague, but
two days before hisintended departure Hasek was taken prisoner
by the Russians.

One of Hagek’s closest friends was Accountant Sergeant-
Major Vanék, formerly a chemist from Kralupy. Ha3ek helped
him in the office and soon became indispensable to him. He in
his turn got to know the documents in Vanék’s office, which
proved useful to him as material for the novel, as did the char-
acter of Vanék himself.

In the company office he got to know Lukas’s batman,
Frantiick Straslipka, who was the prototype of Svejk. He was a
young man aged twenty-six with blue eyes who was always
cheery company. Ha3ck, Straslipka and another soldier made
up a gay trio who helped to raise the spirits of the soldiers. Like
Svejk, Straglipka loved to tell all kinds of stories about his life,
which generally began with the words ‘I knew a man called
...> Ha%ek wrote a poecm on the way to the front called ‘In the
Reserve’,” which, after retailing the horrors of the war, con-
cluded: ‘But the most frightful tribulations of all were Stra$lipka’s
hoary old stories.” Straglipka’s photograph fits much better with
the figure of Svejk as described in the book than do Lada’s
famous drawings.

On Junc goth, 1915, the 11th Company left for the Galician
front. They very nearly went without Hasck. Although three
days before entrainment an order had been issued prohibiting
men from leaving the camp, he was found to be missing at the
time of departure, but eventually turned up none the less. The
company was despatched by train through Hungary and fol-
lowed the route described in the novel until it reached Sanok.

One of Hasck’s poems written at this time has survived, be-
cause Vanék made a copy of it. It shows that Jarmila still
remained in his thoughts, but unfortunately she never received
it until after his death.
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All the more precious is every scrap of news

From places dear to me; and if my dreams came true,
I would, when I renounced all other hopes,

Content myself with one more line from you.

From the railway junction at Sanok the 12th Reserve batta-
lion marched to the front on foot. HaSek was given the job of
‘cattle-drover’; having been passed by a medical commission on
August 25th, 1915, as fit to undertake guard and light duties. He
apparently reported sick every day and did his light duties, but,
when the marches were particularly strenuous, always infil-
trated to the rear. In Sambor he was appointed billeting orderly,
a job he was well suited for, because he could speak some Rus-
sian and had acquired a good knowledge of Galicia as a result
of his journcys there in his youth. The battalion then marched
forward from Sambor until it met up with the main part of the
regiment. Mcanwhile Hasck had been appointed liaison orderly
for the company.

The battalion reached the district of Gologér on July 11th,
1915. It quickly filled up the gaps in the ranks of the gist
Regiment, helped to complcte the active battalions and moved
to the north to the railway station of Zdltance and from there to
the important railway junction of Sokal. This formed a vital
Austrian bridgehead on the eastern bank of the river Bug. The
grd Battalion, into which Ha$ek’s company had been incorpor-
ated, found 1tsclf right in the middle of the fire and emerged
from it badly mauled. Towards the cnd of July it had lost more
than half its men in the course of a weck’s fighting. On August
1st the regiment was again sent into the reserve and enjoyed a
brief respite. After these cngagements Hasek was promoted
lance-corporal and wrote more verses: ‘A War Poem About
Lice’,® ‘In the Reserve’ and ‘The Corporal’s Lament’.? In the
last he bewailed the fact that the lance-corporal was the one
man in the army whom cveryone blamed and cursed. Even such
a low degree of authority was unattractive to him. These ‘occa-
sional’ verscs were apparently written for Lieutenant Lukas and
were treasured by him. After his death many of them dis-
appeared.

Readers of The Good Soldier Svejk will already have been struck
by the similarities between Ha$ek’s experiences and those of the
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batman Svejk and the one-year volunteer Marek. Like Svejk,
Haick suffered from rheumatism and sang army songs just be-
fore he reported for duty, and like Marek he joined up as a
one-year voluntecr, walked about Budgjovice in mufti with the
hospital Krankenbuch, was expelled from the voluntcers’ school
and transferred to less responsible duties. Hadek’s poem about
the trials of a lance-corporal recall the merciless way Svejk and
Marck teased their lance-corporal in the prison van* It is
difficult to know whether all these things happened to HaSek
and were later incorporated into his book, or whether his friends
presented some of them as his expericnces because he had writ-
ten about them. From time to time Hagek’s biography becomes
cluttered up with mythical detail which one finds difficult to
accept but has no good grounds for rejecting.

According to Lukas and Vanék, Hasck was actually proposed
for the Silver Medal for Bravery for having, with Lukas, taken
a large number of Russian soldiers prisoner. He came to an
understanding with the commander of the Russian detachment,
a professor from Petrograd, who brought over three hundred of
his men voluntarily to the headquarters of the regiment. This
seems a somewhat curious episode, since although Czechs de-
serted to the Russian side, Russians did not normally want to
be taken prisoncr by the Austrians. His sudden appearance at
the head of the dctachment of prisoners caused something of a
stir, not to say confusion. Major Wenzel thought that the Rus-
sians had broken through the front and ran off, dragging the
whole of the brigade command with him!

Hasek certainly showed courage when, during the retreat, he
guided the whole battalion to safety across the river Igla, hav-
ing learned from local inhabitants where there was a ford. For
this act he was let off three years’ imprisonment he was due to
serve for desertion at Bruck an der Leitha. But things turned out
otherwise.

On Scptember 17th Vanék, Hadek and another man were
sent out on a night patrol near the enemy positions. HaSck lost
his way and reported to the unit only the following night. There
has becn some speculation whether this was an early attempt to
desert which did not come off. But according to Vanék he had
made no previous plans to get himself taken prisoncr. He had

* The Good Soldier Svejk, p. 311 ff.
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been on telephone duty and listened carcfully to the conversa-
tions between the regiment and the brigade. He lived in the
same trench as Stradlipka and was helping him to look after a
dog they had ‘taken prisoner’ in a village and which now
belonged to Lukas.

Early in the morning of September 24th the Russians un-
expectedly appeared. The alarm was immediately sounded.
Ha3ck, who contrary to general instructions slept undressed,
said sleepily: ‘Well, well, perhaps it won’t be so bad.” Lukas
excitedly shouted at Secction No. 4 to securc the company’s
flanks and gave the order for a retreat.

According to Lukas the Russian armies broke through the
front in the sector defended by the gist Regiment. The situation
looked grim and he wanted to inform battalion command about
the attack. As the men werc running away in confusion he
caught a glimpsc of Hasck climbing laboriously out of the
trench with Straslipka, slowly doing up his puttees and putting
on his boots. He told both of them impatiently to hurry up, but
Hasck only replied that he had a swollen foot and would have
to tighten his puttees to run better. After that Lukas lost sight
of them both.

On Scptember 24th in the morning Hasck and Straflipka
took final leave of the Austrian army. On the battlefield 135 of
the g1st Regiment were left dead, 285 wounded and 509 missing.
A few days later Lukas’s dog crossed the lines to rejoin his
master. He brought no message from Ha3ek.



[11]
RUSSIA



(12)
In Russia

Bitter disillusionment lay in store for all those Czcchs and
Slovaks who had sighed with relicf when they found themselves
in Russian captivity and hoped that their tribulations were at
an end. The fate which awaited them was far worse than any-
thing they had yet experienced. First, their expectations of a
warm and brotherly welcome were sadly disappointed: the
Russians received them coldly and eyed them with suspicion
and jealousy. As fellow Slavs they had hoped to enjoy most
favoured treatment: in the event it was no better than that
accorded to Germans, Austrians and Hungarians, in some re-
spects indced even worse, because the Russians dcliberately
burdened them with the hardest labour in the confident belief
that they would be too loyal to complain. But their crowning
grievance was the recluctance of the Russians to allow them to
fight for the Allied cause. There were soon to be two hundred
thousand Czechs and Slovaks languishing in camps and longing
to help the war effort, and only a trickle of them were being
freed.

This is not merely an English judgement on Russian conduct
of a half century ago. It is a contemporary Russian view, based
on an official letter written by the former Russian Commander-
in-Chief, General Brusilov, on January sth, 1917 when the
Tsar was still on the throne. On July 8th, 1916 General Shu-
vayev had submitted a proposal to the Tsar for the liberation of
all Slav prisoncrs. It was approved and signed by him but never
implemented, reportedly because the Russian Premier Stiirmer
deliberately pigeon-holed it. On the eve of the February Revolu-
tion, General Brusilov brought the matter up again. “There is
no organisation on our side to look after these prisoners,” he
wrote. ‘Those who had the responsibility of doing so treat them
in a most unbrotherly way ... Germans and Hungarians are
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accommodated in comfortable camps in Siberia [ !] while Slavs
arc sent to Europe starving, bare-footed, half-naked and ill, to
work like slaves.” Life for prisoners was indecd cheaper, casier
and more peaceful in Siberia than in European Russia.

Although the harvest was by that time over, the prisoners
were still not set at liberty, on the alleged ground that they were
needed on the land. Some were even sent to the mines. Their
camp commandants were often Russians of Baltic German
origin who despised the Czechs and Slovaks as traitors to their
Emperor and took it out on them. Slav prisoners were not
separated from Germans, and Austrian spies were thus enabled
to collect information on the Czechs and Slovaks and denounce
them at home, ensuring that their families were persccuted.

Hygiene in the camps was beyond description. Prisoners
suffering from spotted typhus were sent into camps which }lad
so far been immune and thosc who had not been infected were
placed in camps where disease was rife. In Totskoye camp out
of sixteen thousand inmatcs more than six thousand perished.
At Troitski more than half of the four and a half thousand
Slav prisoners died. Many of the Slav prisoncers were sent to help
construct the Murmansk railway in northern Russia or to do the
work of sappers at the most exposed points of the front. The
Tsarist authorities did not bother to enquire whether any of
them had technical or other training and could be used more
suitably elsewhere. In Brusilov’s view it was undcrstandable
that the survivors’ loyalty to Russia was turning to distrust and
revulsion.

Shortage of railway trucks meant that HaSek and his unfor-
tunate fellow-prisoners had to march to their camp on foot,
goaded by guards with whips. After a trek of over one hundred
kilometres through cholera infested districts, where the villages
had been gutted and wells poisoned, they at last recached the
main transit camp of Darnitse ncar Kiev.

This particular spot had a shocking reputation. Thousands of
prisoners who had died during their long detention lay buried
there. The first batch, which arrived in the winter of 1914-15,
had had the hardest fate. At that time the so-called camp con-
sisted of nothing more than a clearing surrounded by barbed
wire and thick clusters of overgrown trees. The prisoners were
given primitive tools and made to build their own dugouts in
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unbearable frosts and on very meagre rations. Until their primi-
tive shelter was ready they had to sleep in the open air. Mean-
while dysentery and typhus were rife, overcrowding was terrible
and the basic hygienic arrangements totally lacking. Hundreds
more died of starvation, frostbite and disease.

Luckily for him HaSck was soon transferred to another camp
at Totskoye which lay about nineteen kilometres south-east of
Buzuluk on the river Samara. It is true that it was situated in
marshy malarial country, but it was better than Troitski.
Here he was to spend more than half a year. This time he
travelled part of the way by train and managed to get into the
vans in which tobacco leaves were packed and barter them for
bread. An epidemic of typhus broke out in the camp that winter,
Hasek caught it and only escaped death by a miracle. In one
wooden hut there were up to six hundred people heaped to-
gether, some of them writhing in fever and delirium. Fortun-
ately in the spring the camp came under the control of the
Russian Red Cross just in time to save the lives of those who had
survived.

It was about this time that the inmates of Totskoye were
visited by emissaries from the Drugina. *

Immediately after the outbreak of the war the Czechoslovak
colonies in Russia—looscly joined in an organisation called the
Council of Czechs in Russia—had sent a delegation to the Tsar
to ask permission for Czech units to be formed within the
Russian army. The Tsar granted their request and the DruZina,
which formed the nucleus of the subsequent Czech Legion,t
came into existence, thanks to the initiative of Alois Tuéek, one
of the engineers of the Moscow branch of the Austro-Czech
motor engincering firm, Laurin and Klement (afterwards to
produce the famous Tatra car in the Czechoslovak Republic).

By September 1914 it already comprised four infantry com-
panies, which were attached to the Russian Third Army on the
Galician front. The Russian General Staff planned to use them
for reconnaissance purposes and not as combat troops. They
were sent across the lines dressed in Austrian uniform and

* An old Czech word meaning ‘an escort of knights’.
1 The Russian authorities only permitted the name ‘Czech Legion’ after
the February Revolution in 1917.

157



exposed to great personal danger, since if they chanced to be
caught, as was indeed the fate of some of them, they were sum-
marily hanged or shot. The Russians’ ultimate aim was to use
them as agents to stir up revolt when they advanced into
Bohemia. At first the command in the Drugina was Russian, but
later some Czech officers were appointed, although none more
senior than second lieutenant. For a long time all former Czech
and Slovak officers had to serve as privates and many of them
preferred to enlist in the Serbian army in Russia, where they
were able to keep their former rank.

The Russians were now capturing an increasing number of
prisoners-of-war of Czech and Slovak origin—too many to go on
ignoring. Many of these men, hearing of the existence of the
Drujina, asked to be allowed to join it, and the Fifth Army Com-
mand of the Russian army agreed that those who immediatcly
volunteered for service should be considered. However the
numbers were intentionally confined to those who applied for
Russian citizenship, because the Russians regarded them and
their lecaders abroad as politically untrustworthy. Moreover
there were some doubts about the legality of using prisoners-of-
war at the front, and factory owners, especially those who were
Czech, were lobbying to get them for industrial work. Later the
Drufina was augmented by the intake of large numbers of
Czechs and Slovaks settled in Volhynia in north-western
Ukraine, who were Russian subjects and not affected by inter-
national conventions.

At this stage of the war most Czechs and Slovaks in the Aus-
trian army were not deserting. Those who deliberately crossed
the lines had done so out of war-weariness and not in order to
fight against Austria, but when they learned of the terrible con-
ditions in the prison camps or cxperienced them first-hand they
were casily persuaded by the recruiting officers to do so. The
members of the Czech colony in Russia were inclined to follow
their example. Many of them were still Austrian and therefore
enemy subjects and were in danger of being sent to internment
camps too. They were glad to serve in the Russian army to save
themselves from this fate and to preserve their property from
confiscation. At the beginning of the war there was little con-
scious feeling of Czechoslovak patriotism among the prisoners-
of-war, but with the gradual organisation within Russia and
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outside of a movement for independence a definite national
movement began to crystallise.

Hagek, who was as anxious as any of them to get out of the
camp and at the same time genuinely eager to work against
Austria~-Hungary, immediately volunteered to join the Drufina.
With other volunteers he was drafted to the Fourth Prisoner-of-
War Battalion. He was said to have shown great zeal and not
flinched from doing his recruiting propaganda even among
typhus victims. His initiative was appreciated and he was ap-
pointed assistant to the Russian commander of his battalion. He
soon found himself in a reasonably cushy job, working in an
office with a glass veranda. He divided his time between routine
office chores and drafting recruiting propaganda, and it can
easily be imagined which of the two occupations he entered into
with the more zest. Like Marek* he told everyone that he was
writing a history of the regiment, but there is no trace of such a
work having been undertaken. It is more likely that he was
spending his time roughing out episodes for his new book on
Svejk which he had long planned to write.

The Czech emigré community in Russia was at this time
deeply divided. On the one side was the League of Czech Clubs,
which had grown out of the Council of Czechs in Russia and had
fallen under the reactionary influence of Véaclav Vondrék?t and
the numerous and powerful old Czech colony in Kiev. They
were hand-in-glove with the Tsarist government and planned a
future Czech or Czechoslovak state united with Russia in per-
sonal union under 2 member of the Romanov dynasty. Their
newspaper, published in Kiev, was the Cechoslovan and Hagek
had already begun to contribute to it. On the otherside was the
colony in Petrograd who looked outside Russia to Paris, where
the National Councif! had been set up under Masaryk as an
embryo Czechoslovak government in exile. Their paper was the
Cechoslovdk, published in Petrograd. While Kiev was conserva-
tive, Slavophil and monarchist, Petrograd was liberal, Western

* The Good Soldier Svejk, pp. 580 and 612.

t Véclav Vondrék, a rich Czech magnate who was born in Volhynia in
the Ukraine and became a deputy for it. Anxious that the League of Czech
Clubs should be recognised by the Tsarist government as the only legitimate
representative of the ‘free Czechs’, he opposed the National Council in Paris
and eventually joined the Russian army.
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and friendly with some of those who would make up the future
Provisional Government of Russia. A third important group
were the members of the Czech armed forces already serving in
the Russian army and the prisoners-of-war in the camps wait-
ing to do so. They were represented by the so-called Club of the
Associates of the League,? who supported Petrograd.

Rather more needs to be said about the last named organisa-
tion. The leaders of the League in Kiev had ambitious plans for
becoming the main body directing the affairs of all Czechs and
Slovaks outside Austria. They realised that they would need a
large organisation for it. In any case an immense task would face
them when all the prisoners were freed. And so they looked about
for suitable members of the intelligentsia in the camps who could
work for them. They selected a number of men, mostly former
Austro-Hungarian officers of Czechoslovak origin, and drafted
them into the various departments of the League, such as war-
prisoners’ affairs, legal questions, finance etc. Soon these so-
called ‘Associates’ were involved in every branch of the League.
and acquired a wide knowledge of its affairs. Later, when they
organised themselves into the Club of the Associates of the
League, they emerged as an influential political force, critical of
the League and siding with Petrograd rather than with Kiev.

It was not long before Ha¥ek was himself drafted to Kiev, but
he was not immediately picked to work as an Associate. On
arrival at the headquarters of the Czechoslovak Reserve Unit he
had to go before a medical commission, where he was pronounced
unfit for regular fighting service. This suggests that his health
had been really undermined at the beginning of the war and his
illness just prior to his call-up had not been only a pretence. Nor
did he appeal against the verdict, which indicates that he was
himself conscious of his poor physical condition. He was sent to
the Regimental Staff at Berezhno in the Pinsk marshes in what
is now Byelo-Russia—again not exactly the most healthy of
locations—where he was assigned as a clerk in the Regimental
Office.

He had already made contact with the influential Kiev
industrialist, Tu¢ek, when he was at Totskoye, and had started
to write for the Cechoslovan. It was not long therefore before the
leading officials of the League got to know of his presence in
Berezhno and, aware of his journalistic talents, asked for him to
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be transferred to Kiev to work for them. And so he left the regi-
ment, although his name still remained formally on its books,
and began to work with the Associates of the League. Part of his
duties was to act as a recruiting commissioner and go round the
camps and trains, trying to persuade prisoners-of-war to join the
DruZina. At the same time he became a member of the staff of
the Cechoslovan. Under the reactionary influence of the Kiev
colony he worked whole-heartedly for the Tsarist regime—an
unexpected devclopment in a former anarchist and lampooner
of crowned heads.

Hagek was one of the few members of the Club of Associates
who supported the Kiev group and defended their dominant
position in the League. He stood by them, because he thought
they were in a better position to win the trust of the Russian
General Staff and organise resistance against the Austrians.
Later he was to explain his views in an article in Cechoslovan,
‘What we owe to the Russian Czechs’.3 ‘Those of us who came
to Russia in whole battalions as prisoners-of-war felt utterly lost
when the war broke out, just as those did who stayed at home.
We threw away our arms but did nothing else whatever.
Numbed by the wall of artillery fire, we let ourselves become
pusillanimous slaves.” It was the Russian Czechs, he argued,
who had opened their eyes to the political struggle and showed
it to them in a new light. No one could deny that they had only
one idea and that was to organise armed resistance against
Austria.

But working among these Russian Czechs was not to be so
easy for Hadek. They were suspicious of any new recruit to the
cause, and particularly so of him, whose reputation as a bohem-
ian and clown had preceded him. Indeed, when he wrote his
first leading article for Cechoslovan, the editor was privately
warned to publish it as a feuilleton rather than a leader.

However it was not long before he had become the most suc-
cessful feuilletonist and humorist of the Czech movement for
independence. His first comic story, ‘The Fortunes of Mr Hurt’,4
published in July 1916, enjoyed great popularity. His writings
even came to the attention of Prague itself, where his satirical
‘Story of the Portrait of Francis Joseph I’,5 published in the
same month, was picked up and reported by the Austrian cen-
sor. As a result he was accused of insulting the Emperor, and the
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authorities were soon trying to find his whereabouts once more,
Police proceedings against him for treason were continued
throughout the war, eventually finding their way to the
Austrian Ministry of Justice.

From the summer of 1916, when he was appointed to the staff
of Cechoslovan, to the spring of 1918, when he descrted from the
Lcgion, Hadek wrote very few humorous sketches and those he
published, however popular they may have been, do not have
the spontaneity and originality which were so characteristic of
his peacetime writing. Most of them either pillory unpatriotic
Czechs who arc more interested in the comforts of life at home
than the struggle for independence on the battlefield (‘The For-
tunes of Mr Hurt’ or ‘The Story of a Guarantec’®) or ridicule
the Habsburgs (‘The Story of the Portrait of Francis Joseph I’
or ‘A Ruler who Seats Himself on Czech Bayonets’™7). In the
latter he wrote: ‘We don’t want to have a Habsburg on the
Czech throne. We made the revolution for the very purpose of
toppling the Habsburg dynasty and calling to the throne a mem-
ber of the great Slav family of the Romanovs.” At this point of
the war he was still a rcactionary.

Frantisek Langer relates how when travelling in a convoy
from Darnitse to a camp on the Volga in the summer of 1916 he
saw Hagek in full activity as a recruiting commissioner. Just as
his train stopped at a junction, another train coming from the
opposite direction drew up alongside. Suddenly he heard some-
one shout from a window ‘Are there any Czechs and Slovaks
there? When the answer came that there were, a lot of pcople
‘hallooing in Czech’ jumped out of the other train, and the first
person Langer saw was Ha3ck himself, happily smiling at him.
He obviously occupied an important position among them.

Langer was even more surprised when Ha$ek came up and
kisscd him on both chceks in the Russian fashion. He had read
of this practicc in Russian novels but not yet personally experi-
enced it. Ha¥ck was dressed in Austrian trousers but wore a light
Russian shirt instcad of a tunic, a military cap with a red and
white cockade and a pair of very fine top boots. The rest of the
volunteers were also dressed in a patchwork of uniform and
mufti.

* The new Austrian Emperor Charles I, who succeeded to the throne on
the death of Francis Joseph in 1g16.
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‘Hasek was slimmer and more agile than I had ever seen him
in his life. His face had a real healthy ruddiness. And one of the
first things he told me was that during his whole journey he had
not tasted a drop of alcohol. This was confirmed by one of his
companions, who had formerly been a waiter at the Union.
Ha3ek was evidently in command of this small detachment . . .

‘When the news broke in our train that Ha¥ek was here,
almost all the prisoners jumped out and took a look at this rare
personality . . . HaSck stood on the step of the railway carriage
and began to speak.

‘It was the first public speech I had heard on the struggle
against Austro-Hungary for Czechoslovak national indepen-
dence which was not broken up by the police. And I couldn’t
help marvelling at the irony of fate in putting it into the mouth
of HaSek of all people, from whom I had been accustomed to
hear political orations only in the Party of Moderate Progress.
He delivered this speech with unaffected solemnity. It contained
all the stock historical references from the Battle of the White
Mountain* onwards and like all such recruiting addresses was
designed to appeal to patriot feelings ... But in contrast to
most such speeches, his did not sound like a tirade or a school-
master’s lecture. He observed the required moderation and con-
trolled himself so as not to be guilty of what he once used to
parody in others. Moreover, he scemed to have unlearned all
the tricks by which he had tried to beguile his listcners in the
old days; there were no little jokes, no clowning, no covert
grins . ..

‘Altogether it was an entirely different Ha3ck from the one I
had known. He, who had always been against militarism and
patriotism, in fact always against something, was now for the
first time speaking for something. And thissomething was nothing
less than honest and consistent patriotism, the volunteer army
and its fight for national independence. I listened to him and had
the feeling that, although he had probably repeated them God
knows how many times, these were not just empty phrases, but
came direct from his heart.’

When the train moved on, Langer’s prison guard could not

* In 1620 the forces of the Bohemian estates were defeated by the Imperial
armies and Bohemia lost her independence.
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help giving the men his opinion of the ‘mad Austrians’, who
instead of sitting happily with safe skins in a prison camp wanted
to go back to the front to help the Russian Tsar against their
own Tsar.® '

Hazek did not stay settled in Kiev, but from time to time
visited the army, which was operating in the region of the Pinsk
marshes to secure the rear of the Russian lines. There he wrote
‘Letters from the Front’ which were published in Cechoslovan in
November and December 1916. In one of them he described
how in a tumbledown hovel belonging to a man ‘poorer than
himself’ he shared a room with a huge black boar. It grunted
terribly and its bristles stood on end whenever it looked at him.
Neither of them could sleep, the boar in case he should eat it
and he in case it should eat him. Beyond the hovel were the
Pinsk marshes which stretched to the North Sea [sic.] He had
no idea how far they stretched southwards, but if it went on
raining as it had done, in a week’s time it would be as far as the
Black Sca. ‘Oysters are very dear here,” he added, ‘120 roubles
a dozen!’®

Hasck spent most of his time with the members of the First
Regiment, who were stationed not far away from the railway
station at Sarny. He was interested in finding out how the other
volunteers lived and enjoyed taking part in their discussions. He
was already becoming known among the members of the Dru-
ina (since April 1916 the ‘Czechoslovak Brigade’) as a witty
and popular speaker.

He still thought affectionately of Jarmila and was very happy
when one day in January 1917 he received a visit from her
brother, Slava, by now an officer in the Russian army, who
brought him one or two family photographs and a small picture
of his son, Richard, which he wore throughout his stay in
Russia. He was decply moved by news of his family and started
to weep, but later regained his composure and went on a regular
bohemian spree with Slava to the best café in Kiev, where the
élite of the officers used to meet. He was soon the worse for
liquor and uncontrollable (so much for his not taking a drop of
alcohol!). Slava was told by a Russian general, who happened
to be sitting in the café, to take Hasek out. HaSek refused to obey
and had eventually to be arrested.

In February there was a more serious incident. Entering
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another café in Kiev and finding a table, at which a Russian
reserve ensign was sitting, Ha$ek, who was an ordinary volun-
teer, sat down without asking the ensign’s permission. The
officer politely asked him to leave. As a ‘Czech revolutionary’
Hagek found this insulting and refused to go, asking ‘whether
Mr Ensign knows who Jan Zizka was?’* When finally the Rus-
sian officer drew his sabre, Ha3ck threw a bottle of wine at him,
which struck him on the head.

As a consequence of his rash behaviour Hasek was arrested
and imprisoned in the penal camp of Borispol, and only released
when the League intervened.

Joscf Mayer, another of Jarmila’s brothers who had also
deserted to the Russians, says that having learnt at Kiev station
that Halek had insulted Jindfich Jindif$ek,t a leading figure in
the Czech colony, he went to the hotel Praga to see Vondrék, by
that time president of the Leaguc, who reccived him in a very
friendly way as Ha$ek’s brother-in-law. He reassured Joscf:

‘Look, the people who miss Hasck most arc ourselves, because
he kept up morale herc. He is not in Borispol because of Jin-
dfiSck. That was quite an unimportant matter. We are used to
his little jokes. Something worse occurred. Jarda walked about
Kiev and attracted a lot of sympathy everywhere, but he was
extremely indiscreet in his talk. Now, when our army is not
advancing, everybody who wears a uniform is nervy, and Jaro-
slav has been going around saying to the officers—I am quoting
you his words—that if he put a finger up his arse he could direct
the front better than the whole Russian staff. Perhaps he is right
—I don’t know much about military affairs—but the officers
saw in this a gross insult to the army and had him put away.
You don’t know how difficult it was for us to arrange for him to
be handed over to us for punishment. When we finally suc-
cceded, we sent him to Borispol so that he could have the chance
of seeing things from another angle. He’s not at all badly off,
and yesterday he sent me a letter. Here it is. “Thank the Kiev
ladics for their kind attention and especially for the bottles of

* ‘The famous Czech Hussite general.

t Jindfich Jind tiSek, an industrialist who had helped to found the Druina,
also inaugurated ‘Czech Roadway’ (Ceskd vozovka), a scheme to find employ-
ment for Czech prisoners-of-war,
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wine they sent me. I am sitting here in the dry and am writing
The Good Soldier Svejk. That’ll make the boys wake up. I am
suffering in the cause of truth. Jarda.”’

Thus, as well as enjoying the bottles of wine sent by the good
ladies of Kiev, HaSek reportedly used his time profitably by
working further on the novel’s second version, eventually to be
called The Good Soldier Svejk in Captivity.

In his articles he continued to defend the reactionary League
and to criticise the more progressive Petrograd colony. He pub-
lished a comic feuilleton under the title ‘How Mr Potuznik’s
Blood Flowed from the Parish Pump’l? on January 15th, 1917,
in which he mentioned no names but said in a footnote: ‘If any-
body thinks that he is referred to in this article, I ask his pardon.’
In another ‘When the Broom Sweeps’,!! he accused (anony-
mously of course) Bohdan Pavlu, the leader of the Petrograd
group and editor of the Petrograd Cechoslovdk, of specialising in
‘slandering decent people’. ‘Our editor wanted to get into his-
tory, just like Herostratos when he sct fire to the temple of the
goddess Diana’.* (A favourite simile of Ha$ek’s which constantly
recurs in his works.)

At one of the editorial meetings of Cechoslovan, which was
held on February 16th, Hadck read out the initial extracts of an
cxtensive Jeuilleton which he had written on The Good Soldier
Suvejk. 1t appeared in book form, published by Cechoslovan, that
same spring. The object of this, the second version of the famous
novel, was to serve the propaganda purposes of the Czechoslovak
cause: to ridicule Austria and to attract recruits to the Legion.
It has some of the characteristics of HaSek’s other polemic writ-
ings in the Legion’s journals. Conditioned by the period in
which it is written and by the requirements of his assignment as
a war journalist it is a much more limited and cruder version of
the final book as most of us know it today.

In it Svejk appears as a shoemaker with an apprentice of his
own, instead of as a dog-scller and falsifier of pedigrees with a
charwoman, Mrs Miiller. Although the beginning has many
similarities with that of the final version—Svejk’s resolve to
serve his Emperor to the last drop of blood in his body, which
only leads him to prison and the lunatic asylum, the theft of the

* See The Good Soldier Svejk, Preface.
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Colonel’s (General’s) dog and the affair with Mrs Kdkony—the
emphasis is on the grotesqueness of the situation, with Svejk
reiterating ad absurdum his patriotic intentions and the authori-
ties obstinately refusing to sec in this anything but a mark of
treason or insanity. The humanity and epic sweep of the final
version are nowhere to be found. The place of the kindly Luk43
is taken by Dauerling, who is a grotesque caricature, and the
story ends with Svejk shooting him and going over to the Russian
side—a quite un-Svejk-like act, although admittedly, as Dauer-
ling has asked Svejk to shoot to wound not to kill him (so that
he can get invalided out), Svcjk can be seen as only carrying out
orders rather too conscientiously, which is just what he does in
the final version. But it is hard to imagine the mature Svejk with
his tolerant philosophy of life ever firing a revolver at anyone,
least of all his superior officer to whom he has been assigned as
batman.12

Not only did HaSek write in the press, but he also took part in
political meetings. One evening a delegate of the League, who
had just returned from one of its meetings in Petrograd, told the
Club of Associates: ‘Either we give up Professor Masaryk, and
the Russian government allows us to go on having an army, or
else we don’t, and the responsibility for what follows will fall on
you’. A member of the Club rose and said: ‘The honour and
unity of our movement, with Professor Masaryk at its head, are
dcarer to us than the army.” Ha3ek, still a fervent supporter of
the League, spoke in favour of keeping in the good books of the
Tsarist government and so preserving the Czech army, even at
the cost of having to disavow Masaryk. However, the dilemma
was resolved by a totally unexpected development—the out-
break of the Fcbruary Revolution. According to KiiZek, the
news of it came in a very dramatic manner. There was suddenly
a sound of knocking on the door. Jindfifek, their host, went out
and rushed back in great agitation: ‘Gentlemen,” he cried,
‘there’s been a revolution in Petrograd! The Tsar and his
government have been overthrown!’




(13)
The Russian February Revolution

The seizure cf power by the new Russian Provisional govern-
ment on March 12th, 1917 (February 27th old style), which was
followed by the abdication of the Tsar three days later, was the
first of the two revolutions in Russia in that year. Known as the
‘bourgeois’ revolution, it installed a Liberal régime of the Left.
Some of the new ministers were Masaryk’s friends, notably the
Foreign Minister, Milyukov, and at first the new government
gave him full support and invited him to come to Russia to help
mediate with the Western Allies. However, behind them other
more radical forces were gathering strength, such as the Petro-
grad Soviet and the All-Russian Union of Soviets, to which it
had to defer in many questions. There was in fact dual control
under which the Provisional Government was constantly un-
dermined by the rival power of the Soviets. Meanwhile a mo-
mentous, though at the time little published event occurredin
Petrograd: Lenin arrived at the Finland station on April 16th
(April grd) to be met by leading Bolsheviks, and on the next
day read out his famous ‘April’ Thests, which included the exhor-
tation to defy the Provisional Government and oppose the
war.

With the fall of the Tsarist government the League auto-
matically lost its main support and the situation changed over-
night in favour of the Petrograd opposition and the Club of
Associates. It was indeed the end of the League’s dominant role,
if not of the League itself.

At a congress held by the League in the last days of April
(new style) the Czechoslovak colonies in Russia—the ‘old sett-
lers"—found themselves for the first time in an absolute
minority. They had only 55 delegates against 141 from the
groups of prisoners-of-war and 86 from the army. It was decided
to set up at Petrograd a Russian branch of the Czechoslovak
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National Council (henceforth to be called the Branch)! under
the presidency of Masaryk and the local direction of three vice-
presidents: Bohumil Cermak,? Prokop Maxa? (both close sup-
porters of Masaryk) and the Slovak Jan Orszdgh.1 The military
and prisoners-of-war commissions were the only authorities to
remain in Kiev.

This was a severc blow for Ha3ek, because the Kiev Cecho-
slovan, to which he had been contributing and in which he had
conducted some intemperate polemics against the Petrograd
Cechoslovdk, would now lose its leading status, if not its whole
existence. And so for the time being he gave up satirical and
polemical articles and stopped proclaiming the desirability of a
personal union between Bohemia and Tsarist Russia and offer-
ing the Czechoslovak throne to a member of the Romanov
family.

By April 8th (March 15th) however, he had shifted ground
sufficiently to express exultation over the fall of Tsarism and
denounce the occult influences of Rasputin and the Russian
court in the article “The Dark Force’.5 Always too impulsive to
be consistent, he would throw himself passionately into what he
belicved in at the moment, only to change course with equal
zest. In this case it was not diflicult for him to hark back to the
views he held in his Anarchist days and proclaim radical revolu-
tion as the only hope for his country.

His bohemian habits had begun to change. During his fre-
quent visits to Kiev he was seen with his companions in many
bars, but some of his friends observed that he consumed very
little vodka, and then only in an emergency. Apart from tea he
preferred Ukrainian beer and was not even drinking very much
of that. He used to sleep overnight in the editorial offices of the
Cechoslovan, putting a parcel of old newspapers under his head
and throwing a military greatcoat over himself.

His taste for the subversive prompted him to join an opposi-
tion group within the Legion called the Black Hand®é after the
notorious Serbian conspiratorial society of that name. He also
contributed to its journal Revolution,” publishing in one number
a sharp article against the Club of Associates, which he offen-
sively nicknamed the ‘Czech Pickwick Club’.# He chose to do
this on the day of the Third Congress of Czechs and Slovaks in
Russia, April 23rd, 1917.
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Hagek was hitting chiefly at Bohdan Pavlu,9 whom he had
referred to as ‘the friend of the well-known German-Austrian
spy Baron von Schelking’. But he attacked almost as violently
Pavlu’s supporters in Kiev—the ‘new-baked, self-styled leaders
from the Cablc Company in the café at Podvalskd’, who with
their refined cunning had ‘conned’ the leadership of the League.

He characterised the President of the Club of Associates,
Chalupa, as a typical judge from the minor Bohemian provin-
cial courts, onc of those men who ‘in the morning pass sentences
on paupers and in the afternoon immerse themselves in their
hobbies. They photograph, paint, play-act, go on shoots, drink
their few glasses of beer a day, tell their usual stories, but remain
mere dilettantes all their lives. For them everything is just a
gamc. The only thing they really care about is that they should
be mentioned in society, if only as attending a funcral. There
was a time when their name never carried further than across
the boundaries of a couple of districts, but now that they have
no one above them they try to spread it as far as possible . . . All
they want is that the bill stickers from the Club—I mecan the
Czcch Pickwick Club—should post up their names on their
placards.’

In addition to attacking Pavlu and Chalupa in person, Ha$ek
pilloried various leaders of the Branch, some of whom were des-
tined to occupy influential positions in the Czechoslovak
Republic. Such an article, if published in the West today, would
have involved him in a multiple libel suit. As it was, 1t did not
expose him to legal proceedings, but it certainly increased the
number of his cnemies in Russia and later in Czechoslovakia. A
curious aspect of the case was that Ha$ek was launching his
attack not from a position on the Left, but on the extreme Right.
At heart he was still clinging to his old conservative, Slavophil,
Tsarist sympathies.

As a result of the offensive article HaSek was surprised one
day by a visit from a delegation of the Third Regiment led by
Captain Gajda,!® who had him deprived of his functions on
Cechoslovan and in the Club of Associates, and immediately sent
to the front to join the Seventh Battalion of the First Regiment.
But he was brazen enough to bring with him there a bundle of
copics of Revolution with the offending article in it. As a result he
soon found himself in gaol and required to attend a ‘court of
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honour’, records of the proceedings of which are interesting for
the light they throw on the way Hasek was regarded by the
officers of his Brigade. He is referred to in the official report as
‘the notorious editor and volunteer Hasek’! The journal of the
Seventh Company commented: ‘If they hadn’t put a guard over
him, he would probably have been beaten up as well.’

The President of the Court asked HaSek what his intentions
had becn in writing the article. He replied: ‘Purely propa-
ganda.” The President invited him to read the article aloud.
Hasek scratched his ears and said that that would be a punish-
ment for him. This caused great amusement. Then to the
accompaniment of general gaiety he did so.

The President asked him how he could accuse Pavlu so mon-
strously. HaSek replied that Pavlu was a fine and honourable
man; he attributed the whole misunderstanding to his ‘clumsi-
ness in expressing himself”. Telling him forthrightly he had com-
mitted ‘a moral crime’, the President proposed that he should
send letters to Cechoslovan, Cechoslovdk and the Slav Herald retract-
ing what he had written about the members of the Club. Hasek
readily agreed to do so. The author of the official record com-
mented: ‘Mr HaSek would of course be perfectly ready to do
this, for, as I know him, he is very susceptible to financial re-
ward and is a man of no character whatsoever, writing one
thing today and another tomorrow.” In addition Haek prom-
ised to give up all political activity and be a good soldier. After
signing a humiliating recantation he left the court ‘with a happy
expression on his face’—once more an enigma to every-
one.

The consequences were severe. Pavlu refused to print his
apology in the Petrograd Cechoslovdk, and Revolution, in which he
had originally published his offending article, would have noth-
ing more to do with him on the grounds that he had ‘betrayed’
them. His recantation left them quite cold; they considered that
with his article he committed political suicide.

Hasek was stripped of all his positions and sent from pillar to
post: from the Seventh Company of the First Artillery Regi-
ment, Jan Hus, to the machine-gun detachment of the Reserve
Battalion and from there to the machine-gun detachment of the
Regiment, and so on. And for four months he was forbidden to
publish anything.
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Under pressure from the Allied governments the Russian
Forcign Minister Milyukov sent them a note on April 5th prom-
ising loyalty to the pledges to continue the war given them by
the Tsarist government. This raised a storm of protest in the
capital and led to his enforced resignation. At about the samc
time the so-called ‘April Conference’—the All-Russian Social
Democratic Party Conference—met and adopted the slogan
‘All Power to the Soviets’. The following month a new govern-
ment was formed with Prince Lvov still as premier, but contain-
ing six Socialists. At about the same time Trotsky returned to
Pectrograd from the USA.

Kerensky now took over the ministries of Foreign Affairs and
War and showed himself almost as obstructive as the Tsarist
government had been. ‘I can’t feel any enthusiasm for the way
your countrymen carry on resistance against their [sic] govern-
ment,’ he said to Vondrék, President of the League. ‘Aftcr all
they had a constitution and the possibility finally of proclaiming
a revolution, and of overthrowing a detested government, but
to go to the front and then betray their [sic] state and surrender
to the enemy! Excuse me, but I really cannot have any sym-
pathy with such unchivalrous conduct.” However as he was pre-
paring a new oflcnsive against the Germans and Austrians and
the Czech units were anxious to join it, he raised no objection to
their participation. Indeed, with demoralisation swiftly develop-
ing among the Russian troops, he was lucky to be able to count
on them,

Meanwhile the Czechoslovak National Council in Paris had
been recognised by the Allies as the representative body of the
Czechs and Slovaks and had ordered a general mobilisation of
its citizens abroad. From being volunteers the Czechoslovak
troops in Russia had now become conscripts. Masaryk had suc-
cecded in bringing unity to the movement. He had won over
the troops by his decisive anti-Austrian stand and his convincing
arguments. At first the military training of the Czechoslovak
troops had been very primitive, consisting of Sokol* exercises
without arms, i.e. gymnastic training; now the Legion was a
comparatively well-developed military formation, buttressed by
discipline and inspired by a national ideology. On May 16th

* The national and patriotic movement for gymnastic training.
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Masaryk himself arrived in Moscow to take personal direction
of the whole movement in Russia.

In the middle of June 1917 various companies of what was
now the Second Czechoslovak Brigade were withdrawn from
certain sectors of the front and concentrated at Yezerno, north-
west of Tarnopol, as part of the Forty-ninth Army Corps of the
Eleventh Russian Army. The First Czechoslovak Regiment, in
which Hasek was serving, was ordered to attack and occupy a
sector of the front near Zboréw, because the so-called ‘Finnish
Regiments’, which consisted not of Finns but of Russians
stationed in Finland, had refused to obey Kerensky’s orders to
continue the war and had had to be withdrawn from the line.
They left their positions in a disgraccful state of disorder and,
instead of handing their ammunition over to the Czechoslovak
troops, buried it in the ground. On the eve of the attack the
Siberian Infantry Regiment had to be disarmed. On all sides of
the Legion the Russian troops were refusing to fight. Some of
them crossed into the German trenches and fraternised with the
encmy, others tried to persuade the Czechs not to move up to the
front line. There were cries of: ‘The Czechs want war. Put them
behind bars!” which were greeted with applausc by other
Russian troops.

The only Czechoslovak troops who were affected by this
demoralisation were those in the Second Battalion of the Second
Regiment, who refused to march. They were not ex-prisoners-
of-war but Czechs and Slovaks long established in Volhynia,
and were Russian subjects.

During the morning of July 2nd the Second Czechoslovak
Brigade captured three Austrian fortified positions at Zboréw,
broke the enemy front for a length of about two kilometres and
took over four thousand prisoners. This great victory and the
Russian generals’ glowing report of it made Kerensky change
his opinion of the Czechs. In the West the Legion’s successes
caused a scnsation and proved of enormous help to Masaryk
and the National Council.

Although it could not prevent the rapidly approaching break-
up of the Russian front, Zboréw was a milestone in the develop-
ment of the Legion. It stiffened its backbone and raised its
morale; in fact it founded a national legend. But there were
troubles in store. Early in August Kercnsky became Prime
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Minister and in the following September after General Korni-
lov’s unsuccessful coup a republic was proclaimed with Kerensky
as dictator.

In July Ha3ek was allowed to return to the Regimental Office
and work there as a clerk. In August he was elected a member
of the Regimental Committee and soon became its secretary. He
was proposed by Lieutenant (later Colonel) Svec, one of the
heroes of Zboréw, who was later to achieve notoricty by shoot-
ing himself when the Legionaries he commanded refused to obey
his orders to halt the Red Army’s advance. Still unable to par-
ticipate in the political direction of the Legion, Haek tried to
help in minor organisational and cultural work. He became
chairman of the Entertainments Committee, organised military
festivals and acted as compére. No doubt Menger, who as a former
actor was in charge of these activitics, roped him in.

He also took up his literary work again. When the regiment
was sent to recuperate at Berezhno, he resumed his connections
with Cechoslovan. He continued to write despatches from the
front, in which he praised the heroism of the Czechs and shared
their faith in their ‘revolutionary’ future. By order of the First
Rific Regiment ‘Jan Hus’ he was awarded the Medal of St
George, fourth class, for his deserving conduct at the Battle of
Zboréw and during the retreat from Tarnopol.

But the Ukrainian front was fast crumbling. The Russian
soldiers werc abandoning their trenches en masse and running
home to their wives and izbas, a demoralisation which could
easily prove infectious. Masaryk urged the legionaries to re-
member that their hopes of freedom depended on the military
victories of the Allics. With the Russian collapse the Legion
found themselves in a desperate situation. They could only re-
turn home if Austria were liquidated, and this would never
happen if the Allies made pcace with Germany. Feelings against
the Bolsheviks ran high. They were looked on as capitulators and
traitors to the Entente’s struggle against Germany and Austria,
who refused to help bring the war to a victorious conclusion.
They were held responsible for the breach in the front and for
the anti-war demonstrations in Petrograd. From here it was a
short step to the conclusion that an attack on the Sovict govern-
ment was a blow struck against Germany. Hasek, like others,
blamed the collapse on the Bolsheviks. He saw the German
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offensive which followed the Provisional government’s unsuc-
cessful one as ‘the war plan of the Austro-German General Staff,
prepared in collusion with Lenin’s people’.

Meanwhile he was promoted lance-corporal and appointed
assessor in the Regimental Court. He even began to make a
‘come-back’ as a speaker. His reputation had grown thanks to
the publication of his second version of Svejk— The Good Soldier
Svejk in Captivity.

On October 10th he gave an address at a regimental mani-
festation: ‘Our one thought must be the destruction of the old
Monarchy. We must concentrate our minds every hour and
minute of the day on revolutionary action, devote all our efforts
to our cherished historical act of vengeance, to giving the cursed
Monarchy its final coup de grace.’ The occasion ended with the
singing of “The Red Flag’. At the beginning of November he sat
on the Brigade Committee as regimental delegate.

On November 7th came another dramatic chapter in the saga
of the Czechs in Russia. The Bolshevik revolution (called the
October Revolution because the Russians were then still using
the old calendar) broke out. A week later Ha3ek was reinstated
as a member of the editorial staff of Cechoslovan.



(14)
The October Revolution

With the outbreak of the October Revolution the Branch found
itself in something of a dilemma, because the Legion were
stationed in the Ukraine where the political and military situa-
tion was unusually delicate and complicated. But fortunately
Masaryk was at hand to give directives.

The Ukrainians were fellow-Slavs and their language was very
close to Czech and Slovak. There were Ukrainian minorities in
Austria—-Hungary, mainly in Ruthenia and Galicia. As fellow-
sufferers the Czechs sympathised with their struggle against the
oppressive rule of the Habsburgs. But when they began to press
for independence from Russia and finally proclaimed an auto-
nomous republic of their own it became embarrassing. More-
over the Ukrainian Rada,* or Soviet, was Menshevik and anti-
Bolshevik and led by intellectuals who included a representative
of the Ruthenians from Austria—Hungary. Masaryk knew these
leaders well and was on friendly terms with them.

Moreover, important Russian strategic interests were in-
volved. To the south-east of the Ukraine lay the southern terri-
tories, where the White generals Kornilov, Alekseev and Deni-
kin (together with the Cossacks who had also proclaimed their
own independent government) were organising the Volunteer
Army against the Bolsheviks. The Soviet Government could not
afford to let the whole of this vital area, especially the rich
granary of the Ukraine, slip out of its control.

Masaryk had firmly maintained all along that the Legion
must at all costs avoid involvement in Russian internal politics,
Red versus White or Ukrainian versus Russian. Immediately
after the Bolshevik coup in Petrograd, he had telephoned to
Prokop Maxa in Kiev emphatically enjoining him to ensure
that the Legion observed the strictest neutrality. Only in case of

* Council.
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anarchy might Czech troops be used for restoring order. Yet on
November 8th some detachments of the Legion had been
ordered by their Russian commander to help the Whites in
Kiev against the Bolsheviks and two legionaries had lost their
lives in the engagement.

This untimely incident was due to the interference of Josef
Diirich,! a Deputy President of the National Council in Paris,
who had been sent to Russia to coordinate Czech affairs. In-
stead he had intrigued with thc Russian government and the
reactionary Czech landowners in Kiev to get himself recognised
as Czech leader in preference to Masaryk. One of the reasons
why Masaryk came to Russia was to restore his authority after
Diirich’s mischief had undermined the position of the National
Council and caused confusion in the Legion.

Thanks to Masaryk the situation was quickly redressed, in
spite of intrigues on the part of oppositional elements, and the
policy of neutrality was restored. But when later a group of
legionaries, who wanted to fight the Bolsheviks, deserted to join
the Cossacks in the south and subsequently fought for Kornilov
and Denikin, the Soviet government began to suspect that the
Legion and their Tsarist officers were in league with the Whites.

Masaryk was faced with two unsatisfied elements—those who
wanted to fight against the Bolsheviks and those who wanted to
fight with them. His policy of non-intervention and disengage-
ment was not trusted by the Soviet authorities nor was it
immediately popular among the legionaries, but so great was
his prestige and authority that the bulk of them fell into line
behind him. Like him they were anti-Bolshevik but saw how
important it was that they should not get involved in the Rus-
sian revolutionary struggle.

But this was not the view of the reactionary and radical
Czech colony in Kiev. Dédina, the rich co-owner of a factory
for farming implements, and Zival, a wealthy owner of bakeries,
had founded in 1916 a body called the Society for Czechoslovak
Unity. Its pro-Tsarist, panslavist and Orthodox leaders con-
tinually intrigued against Masaryk and the leaders of the
Branch. In order to propagate their views they started their own
journal, the Slav Herald,?2 which they published in Russian,
Czech and Serbian.

After the February Revolution, within this very conservative
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society and under its protection, a strong Social Democratic
movement sprang up, nurturcd by the rcactionaries in the hope
that it would turn against Masaryk and look to Russia. Two
opposing factions now emerged—a conservative one, led by its
original right-wing founders, and another more radical one,
consisting of workers and prisoners-of-war, the vast majority of
whom were supporters of the Social Democratic Party. This
latter group tried unsuccessfully to secure control of the Slav
Herald, which remained the preserve of the former. If this reac-
tionary journal now ceased to lament the end of the Russian
monarchy, it continued to be nationalist and anti-Socialist.

Just before the October Revolution a splinter group of left-
wing extremists, who called themselves Social Democrats but
were probably in Soviet pay, started a journal called Freedom,3
which soon fell under the control of a slippery tailor named
Alois Muna,* later to become the leader of the Czechoslovak
Communist Party in Russia. ’

In The Making of a State Masaryk has described how at the
beginning of November 1917 Muna and two or threce of his
comrades came to sce him, bringing with them the first number
of their journal. According to Masaryk the bulk of Muna’s
followers were prisoners-of-war employed in the Kicv Russian or
Czech factories who were drawing bumper wages from their
reactionary employers and had no wish either to join the Legion
or pay a contribution to it. “They hid behind the convenient
slogan that we in the National Council were “bourgeois”, and
that the Legion served the aims of'the “‘bourgeoisie’” and capital-
ism. But in fact it was they who were serving the capitalists, and
as for Muna, he was playing off not one side against the other,
but all against all.” In his talk with Masaryk, Muna toock a
typically crafty line. He maintained that his attacks on the
Legion were only a pretence. He had to pleasc the Kiev workers,
but in time he would bring the ‘Kiev dodgers’ over to Masaryk’s
camp.?

At first Freedom attacked the Bolsheviks, calling them ‘fanatics
and people from another world’, who with their ‘bandit terror’

* After the war he was sentenced to gaol for his part in the plot to set up
a Bolshevik republic in Czechoslovakia. Much later, in 1929, he took part in
a coup against the Gottwald faction and was expelled from the Communist
Party. He is seldom mentioned in Czechoslovak official publications today.
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were driving Russia to ruin and destruction. But after the October
Revolution (November 7th) it changed its tone, took their side
and attacked the Branch and its officials. Muna himself dis-
tributed subversive leaflets among the legionarics and entered
into treasonable negotiations with the Kiev Soviet, which the
Bolsheviks had installed after having deposed the Rada.

Meanwhile in all the chaos the German and Austrian troops
were able to advance on Russia almost unopposed. Immediately
after seizing power the Bolshevik régime had put out feelers to
the Central Powers in the hope of securing an armistice. The
legionaries were understandably worried what would become of
them if the Soviet government accepted the German terms. An
even graver and more immediate threat was that in spite of the
fall of Kiev to the Bolsheviks, a separatist Ukraine might eventu-
ally go over to the Germans. In Kicv the Czechoslovak officers
were desperately talking of trying to break out by crossing the
Caucasus and linking up with the British in Persia, who would,
they hoped, find means of transporting them to France and the
Western front.

Hagek was at first attracted by this plan, but later had other
ideas which he developed in an article, ‘Past and Present’,3 pub-
lished in Cechoslovdk. Writing under a pseudonym he argued that
terror was an essential part of a national rising, and advocated
the training of terrorist groups to penetrate into Austria and
carry out individual acts of terror: they should assassinate minis-
ters and members of the Imperial family, destroy railways, blow
up bridges and tunnels, foment social unrest and encourage
anti-Austrian feeling in preparation for a general rising. These
ideas, which were those of the Tsarist General Staff and had
been probably suggested to him by the Kiev industrialist Tu&ek,
ran counter to Masaryk’s plans, which were that the Legion
should make their way to Vladivostok and there embark for
France, where they would fight on the Western front under the
overall command of the French. Freedom now started an agit-
ation to keep the Legion in Russia and let them fight side by side
with the Bolsheviks. In its December number it wrote, ‘There
are a number of Socialist and good comrades who look on armed
action against Austria {(i.e. from France) as a piece of private
enterprise on the part of Professor Masaryk.’

Meanwhile a reorganisation took place in the Legion. Their
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commanding officers had been up to this time Russian and,
since their sympathies would be strongly engaged on the side of
the Whites, most of them, though not all, were now retired and
replaced by Czech and Slovak officers, who had been promoted
colonels and generals overnight. At the same time a tough drive
was begun against left wing elements.

During thesc months Hagek’s views were moving further and
further to the Left. It was now the social rather than the national
question which dominated his thinking. He argued in his writ-
ings that the only force capable of realising the social revolu-
tion back home was the working class. They alone had the
revolutionary spirit indispensable for winning independence.
Since he was not by nature a political animal, it scemed likely
that he was being strongly influenced by somcone who was.
This was in all probability Bretislav Hula,* a Communist on
the staff of the Cechoslovan who initiated him into Marxist
revolutionary theory.

In two feuilletons published in January and February 1918
Hasek set out his nebulous and romantic ideas for a popular
rising at home.6 In a third he wrote: ‘Socialism is no longer a
romantic dream . . . Only the oppressed classes can bring to the
world of today the great qualities of iron resolution, passionate
resentment and cnergy stretched taut for final victory.’? The
Anarchist enthusiasm of his youth blazed up once more and
with it came crowding into his mind lurid visions of the wretched
life of the poor in Prague—highly exaggerated because Prague
was at that time socially more progressive than many other
large European cities, as can be scen from the photographs of
strect scenes published in the illustrated weeklies to which he
himself had contributed before the war.

The force of events was too strong for Hasek and those who
were influencing him. Because of the danger threatening them
from the invading German forces, the Legion had begun to
withdraw from the Ukrainian front. Ha$ek denounced this
rational and indeed incscapable decision as ‘treason against the
national cause’ and pointed an accusing finger at the ‘bourgeois’
lecadership of the Branch. Making common cause for the

* Later one of the leading workers in the Czechoslovak Communist Party
in Moscow. On his rcturn home he became editor of the Communist paper
Freedom in Kladno. He was expelled from the Party in 1925.
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moment with Muna and the Freedom group he called for the
arrest of the Legion’s leaders and tried to rally the rank and file
to help the Soviet troops resist the advancing German armies.
But the Czech Bolsheviks were not enthusiastic about his sudden
support for their cause. Until quite recently Muna and his
group had becn the chief target for some of his most virulent
onslaughts because of their lukewarm support for the Legion. If
HaSek had found it convenient to forget all this, they certainly
had not.

Nothing daunted, he cagerly took a hand in an attempted
Bolshevik putsch organised by Muna against the Branch. The
left wing had managed to win over to their side some of the
members of the Club of Associates, two of whom were in the
leadership of the Branch. They plotted to overthrow the Branch
and put the Legion under a new organisation to be called ‘The
Czechoslovak Revolutionary Soviet of Workers and Soldiers’.8
To deceive and confuse the troops and prisoners-of-war Muna
did not scruple to invoke Masaryk’s name. He announced that
Masaryk would be president of the new ‘Soviet’ and that they
would submit to him their proposals for changes in the personnel
and organisation of the Legion.

The claim that Masaryk was bchind them {which the Czech
lecader quickly repudiated) certainly did not imply any loyalty
to him on their part. It was nothing more than a shady attempt
to win over the right wing Social Democrats, some of whom had
been so incautious as to let themselves be associated with the so-
called ‘Soviet’. But as a result of Masaryk’s firm support for the
Branch, they withdrew from the ‘Soviet’, leaving it to Commun-
ists like Muna and Hais and the ‘former Anarchist Jaroslav
Hagek’, whom no one at all regarded as a trustworthy ally, least
of all the Czech Communist leaders themselves.

The leaders of the Branch had no difficulty in disarming the
‘Soviet’ and restoring the authority of the National Council.
The putsch was liquidated in twenty-four hours and its instigators
quickly made off to avoid capture by the rapidly advancing
Germans, who were hanging any ‘ex-Austrians’ who fell into
their hands. It should be noted that they did not take up arms
themselves or actively resist the invaders,

The National Council’s decision to cvacuate the Legion to
France was not motivated by any change in its attitude to the
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Germans, as the Czech Bolsheviks were insinuating, or by reluc-
tance to fight against them, but by the fact that an anti-German
front no longer existed in Russia and there was no hope at all
of one being reconstituted. The Soviet government was in fact at
the time making a peace treaty with the enemy and any effective
resistance on its part could be discounted, owing to lack of
troops, arms and ammunition. Moreover the base was utterly
disorganised and demoralised, and there was no will to fight.
The hollowness of the Czech Bolshevik pro-war propaganda
was exposed when one day, February 24rd, the Muna group
were loudly proclaiming that the ‘revolutionary proletariat’
would never let the Germans into the Ukraine and the next,
February 24th, the Bolshevik government approved a proposal
for the conclusion of peace with the Germans and the evacua-
tion of the Ukraine.

In March, after lengthy negotiations, Stalin, who was then
People’s Commissar for Nationalities, agrced that the Legion
might travel to Siberia, provided they surrendered all their
weapons and ammunition, except for a specified minimum to
be rctained for their security. But, secretly afraid that as the
Legion still had a few White Russian generals they might give
help to the White forces in Siberia, the Soviet government cn-
couraged the local Sovietsin the towns the Legion passed through
to insist on the surrender of even this minimum and to do all
they could to delay their progress. This inevitably led to friction
between the Legion and the Bolshevik authorities. Exasperated
by these hindrances, the Legion were prepared if necessary to
fight their way to Vladivostok.

Masaryk was scheduled to leave Russia on March 7th, his
birthday. Up to the last moment he could not decide whether to
go or not. He hated leaving the Legion in the lurch, surrounded
as they were by German troops of far greater strength. They
could not rely on help from the Bolsheviks: their detachments
were few and far between and they were incapable of supplying
food and ammunition owing to the chaos behind the lines. There
was indeed a serious danger that the Legion might be com-
pletely engulfed. Only when they had successfully extricated
themselves from the German advance columns did Masaryk
breathe again and decide he could go.

The Legion had had to move really fast in order to escape
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capture by the German armies, which were rapidly advancing
on Kiev, supported by the Ukrainian nationalist Skoropadsky.
At points the Germans made contact with the Czech troops, but
by means of proposing a ccase-fire and postponing replies to the
German conditions the Legion bought time, which enabled
them to leave Kiev with the last Bolsheviks and to take most of
the city’s supplies with them. The German advance units
reached the city on March 1st. Later, near Bakhmach, the
Legion were in danger of being caught in a pincer movement
between two German columns advancing from the south and
the north. They skilfully beat off a concentrated German attack
on March 13th and succeeded in reaching the railway line,
where they were able to entrain and move via Bakhmach to safe
positions on the line and thence cmbark on their ‘anabasis’ to
Siberia. From now on they faithfully followed the instructions of
Masaryk, who had said: ‘Our policy is the railway line.” The
skill and courage of the Czechs in this fierce rearguard action
were highly praised by the Germans: Ludendorfl wrote after-
wards in his memoirs that they fought considerably better than
the Bolshevik troops.

Mecanwhile Hasek was left isolated and vulnerable. He was
practically outlawed in the Legion, although no disciplinary
steps were taken against him. At the same time Muna and the
Freedom group had gone off and abandoned him. Together with
Hula he decided to desert to Moscow, where the Czech lefi-
wing Social Democrats from Petrograd had moved now that
Moscow was the new capital of the Soviet Republic. It was
characteristic of the bad rclations between Kiev and Petrograd
that even Czech Bolsheviks from these two cities could not agree.
Although it was not a final burning of boats for Haek it was a
step towards it.

On his way to Moscow he stopped at Kharkov, the industrial
centre of the Ukraine, where he was happy to meet up with two
of his brothers-in-law, Sldva and Josel Mayer, who had also
fallen into Russian hands and were now staying in the town.
Josef Mayer recalled: ‘In the middle of the terrible chaos after
the Peace of Brest Litovsk, Jaroslav suddenly turned up. “I’'m
so glad I’ve managed to catch you at Kharkov,” he said. ‘I
have two railway vans at my disposal . . . I'll take you with me.
Get hold of Sldva as well and let’s go.”” * But Sldva was wounded
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and unfit to be moved and Josef persuaded HaSek to leave on his
own. He was very optimistic and believed he could still stop the
Legion going to France and force it to fight against the Germans
in Russia.

In Moscow the Petrograd Social Democratic Left, now re-
christened ‘The Czechoslovak Section of the Russian Communist
Party’, had started a new journal Pioneer.? The editors, Bene$ and
Knoflitek, who had had no contact with the Legion or Kiev and
were unprejudiced against HaSek, welcomed him with open
arms. He now joined their new party and contributed an article
to the first number of Pioneer on March 27th under the title ‘Why
are we going to France?’ 10 calling for the Legion to stay in
Russia, take part in the ‘regeneration’ of the Russian army and
help the Russian nation to consolidate the Republic. Although
critical of the Branch and condemning its attitude to develop-
ments in Soviet Russia, he gave it credit for the role it had
played in the defeat of the old League. He still retained his sym-
pathies and respect for Masaryk and refrained from attacking
him for a long time. He was cven charitable towards the
Legion’s great literary champion, Medek.

Not long afterwards Muna and Hais arrived in Moscow from
Penza, where they had been busy agitating. On finding Hagek
there they quickly took steps to expose and remove him. They
had him sent to Samara as leader of a group assigned to carry
out propaganda among legionaries and Czechoslovak prisoners-
of-war.

Samara (today Kuibyshev), which lies on the middle Volga,
was important as a point through which all the Legion’s trains
must pass on their way to Siberia. Ha¥ek and his team arrived
there in the first days of April and set up a recruiting office for
the Czechoslovak Red Army at a hotel in the main street. They
immediately started their work in the railway carriages stand-
ing at the junction, using as propaganda material the first two
numbers of Pioneer containing leaders by Halek.

In the face of strong opposition from the officers, Masaryk
had allowed what he regarded as misguided Czech agitators to
put their case before the legionaries. For one thing, good rel-
ations with local Bolshevik commanders required it. But he could
in any case well afford to do so, because the Legion were proud
of themselves and their morale was high, whereas the Bolshevik
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armies had had little success in the field and were in a poor
state. Moreover there was much bickering going on between the
Communists of Petrograd and Kiev. His confidence was justified
when an insignificant number of men, whom the Legion could
well be quit of] chose to go over to the Red Army. But it was
believed in the Legion that thesc agitators abused their positions
by spying out how many of their weapons the units were taking
with them in the trains and then communicating the informa-
tion to local Sovict leaders, who then held up the trains.

By his own dccision or perhaps at the instigation of Hula,
Ha3ck now decided upon a final breach with the Legion. At a
meeting of the Branch on April 14th they read out a letter they
had received from him:

‘I hereby declare that I am opposed to the policy of the
Branch and our army’s departure for France. I accordingly pro-
claim that I am leaving the Legion, until other views prevail
both in it and throughout the whole leadership of the National
Council. I request that my decision be placed on record. I shall
continue to work for the Revolution in Austria and for the
liberation of our nation.’

When the contents of this letter became public knowledge the
loyal legionaries gave Hasek no quarter and launched a cam-
paign of ‘character assassination’ against him. The writer Josef
Koptall in his novel The Third Company wrotce afterwards: ‘It’s
as though I saw him before me-—his cowardly, guilty eyes;
every word of his a sophistry; his face bloated with booze. He is
moving into another house away from us, because he hated it
here, and therc he is just about to start some new picce of
tomfoolery.’

Soon after this, according to both Communist and anti-
Communist sources, HaSek appeared to be experiencing some
doubts. One of his colleagues recalled afterwards that he looked
care-worn, his writings became for a time less vehement, and he
gave the impression that he was not completely confident of the
correctness of his stand. At a meeting in Samara on April 12th
he had wished the Legion a happy journey to France and prom-
ised he would not work against the army. Legionaries who con-
tacted him reported that he had ‘quietened down’. They spoke
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too of friction between the Communists of different nationalities
and reported that Ha3ck had formed a separate scction and pro-
posed that the name ‘Communist’ should not be uscd. He cven
proposed making contact with the National Council over the
head of the Branch, invoking the name of Masaryk and calling
themselves the ‘Second Czechoslovak Revolutionary Corps’.
Some Communists were said to have attacked the Moscow
leadership and stated that they would not obstruct the passage
of the Legion, because they would spread the ideas of demo-
cracy all over the world. These accounts come mostly from
legionary sources, but Communists admit that Halek was suffer-
ing from second thoughts at this time and attribute it to the fact
that he had not yet properly grasped the ideas of Lenin and was
still imbued with nationalistic misconceptions.

None the less his recruiting activities met with some success.
He managed to bring over to the Red Army all those in Samara
who were working for the Branch. According to Pioneer, ‘A few
days beforc May 1st there was a revolution in the local branch
of the National Council . . . Comrade Ha3ck spoke on the theme:
“World Revolution and the Czech Emigration.” He ended his
speech with a call for the Branch to be transformed into a Com-
munist organisation. A local revolution was thereupon carried
out and the Czech Communist Party founded, which new
members are joining daily.’12

The Legion was in a very difficult position. Their road to the
cast was blocked, not only by chaos and disruption in the rail-
way system but by the policy of the Soviet government to get all
the arms and ammunition they could out of them and to delay
their withdrawal as long as possible. Distrusting the Soviet
authorities and confuscd by reports that some of them might be
required by the National Council to change direction and travel
to the northern ports of Archangel and Murmansk (which
they feared might be used as a means to divide them and make
it easier for the Red Army to mop them up), they were growing
more and more convinced that they would have to abandon the
neutrality imposed on them by the National Council in Paris
and fight their way to Vladivostok. They knew that many of the
towns which they had had to pass through were thinly held by
the Red Army and that reinforcements could be quickly over-
come as long as they themselves held the strategic positions on
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the railway. The experience they had gained fighting alongside
Russian troops had inspired them with a spirit of sclf-confidence,
and the idea of ‘going it alone’ had an appeal for all of them {rom
the officers downwards. They had indeed many of the charac-
teristics of an independent entity already. They could continue
to provision themselves by making requisitions on the country-
side and their position would be strengthened if they could seize
what had already been rcquisitioned by the Soviet authorities
themselves. In their railway vans they had not only considerable
supplies of frozen meat but also livestock as well, so that they
did not have to rely cxclusively on foraging parties. Photo-
graphs of the time document their amazing resourcefulness in
constructing their ‘travelling city’. In their trains they had car-
penters’ and cobblers’ workshops, tailors’ cutting rooms,
bakeries, butchers, barbers’ saloons and bath installations. And
for entertainment they had their bands, their theatrical and
ballet groups and their sports teams. In this atmosphere of isola-
tion, autarky and nervous tension, it only needed a small spark
to set off an explosion. And this happened when the Third and
Sixth Regiments reached Chelyabinsk.

At this point on the railway line the legionaries were watching
from their stationary carriages large numbers of trains passing
in the opposite direction, bringing back German, Austrian and
Hungarian prisoners-of-war due to be repatriated by the terms
of the Soviet-German peace treaty. Not unnaturally they looked
with hostility at men who immediately on their return would be
mobilised again to fight against the Allies. Feclings were sud-
denly inflamed on May 14th when a prisoner-of-war, thought
by the legionaries to be a Hungarian, hurled a piece of iron out
of the window of one of the carriages and hit and wounded one
of the legionaries. It is not known whether the act was inten-
tional or not, but at once a detachment of legionaries pursued
the train, stopped it, dragged the man they thought was the
assailant out of it and beat him to dcath. Three days later the
local Soviet intervened and arrested tcn of the legionaries who
had taken part in the incident. This provoked a tremendous up-
roar in the Czcch trains and, when the legionaries failed to
persuade the Soviet to release the men, they occupied the town
in the space of half an hour and freed them. On May 18th the
Legion left the town.
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When the news of the Legion’s action reached Moscow, the
Cheka (the Secret Police and forerunner of the KGB) arrested
the leaders of the Branch there, Cermék and Maxa, and threat-
ened to hold them as hostages until the incident was satisfactorily
cleared up and all the Czech units had surrendered their arms.
Under pressure from Trotsky himself the Czech hostages sent a
telegram to the Legion, ordering them to honour the agreement
and hand over all their arms to the local Soviet authorities. The
security of the convoys should be entrusted to the Soviets and
anyonc disobeying the order would be declared guilty of trea-
son. Assuming rightly that the tclegram had been drafted by
the Bolsheviks, the Legion sent a defiant reply. Drafted on May
2grd, the anniversary of the Defenestration of Prague in 1618
which preceded the Czech Rising against the Habsburgs,
it announced that the Legion were resolved not to give up
their weapons, because they had no guarantee that their pass-
age would be unmolested by ‘the counter-revolutionaries’. In
response to this, the Soviet government sent instructions to the
authorities all along the line to stop the further progress of the
Legion. Trotsky himself gave orders that ‘every Czechoslovak
found on the railway with weapons will be shot on the spot’.
Any Russian failing to stop and disarm the Czechs would be
severely punished. With this drastic order the conflict hetween
the Legion and the Bolsheviks came out into the open and
Masaryk’s policy of ncutrality and non-intervention was
brought to a sudden and stormy end.

In the Pioneer of May 17th, 1918 Hasck published ‘An Open
Letter to Professor Masaryk,’ 13 in which he attacked the ‘bour-
geols’” policy of the Branch, gave a last warning against the de-
parture of the Legion and demanded full support for the Bol-
shevik Revolution from the Czecheslovak troops. ‘The leader-
ship of the Branch has made an idol of you,” he wrote to
Masaryk, ‘and under the rays of your shining halo the Czech
revolution has been cnslaved ... When there is a desperate
nced for every single organised military revolutionary unit to be
here in Russia, the departure of our troops to France is nothing
less than a betrayal of the World Revolution . . . When Austria
and Germany dance with joy over the departure of the Czech
troops, your duty, Mr Professor, is to say: ‘““T'urn back, boys!
I was wrong. It is herc where you are nceded! .. .” Stop the
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trains, Professor, stop them before it is too late!” The article was
signed ‘A Soldier of the Czech Army’, but an article in the next
number of the journal indicated that it must have been written
by Hasek.

But the Branch was not slow to reply. After the setting up of
the Czech revolutionary organisation in Samara, it sent out
instructions on how to deal with Bolshevik propaganda. Hasek
became the target of a vehement campaign on the part of the
legionary press. Medek, who was cultural editor of the Czecho-
slovak Soldier,14 heaped insults on his head:

‘I see now that this is your fate, the unhappy fate of your
amorphous soul and your mean indifference to all humanity.
You with your jester’s cap and bells have found in this war a
sorry target for your shafts. The foulest of all your jokes is to try
to damage our movement and disgrace it inside and out. I know
that you will blush with the last remnants of your shame, when
you read these lines, because you are sentimental as old prosti-
tutes are, and because you know that I've already warned you
several times about your lies and villainy. But you won’t im-
prove. You’ll recant, it is true. You’ll certainly recant. You’ll do
some penitence for a time. But afterwards you’ll go on with your
trade—which is dishonour.’

Medek was to be the antithesis of Ha3ck in the literature of
the Legion—the ‘angel’ to his ‘devil’. Originally like Hasek an
Anarchist, he had, unlike him, remained unshakably loyal to
the Legion throughout the war. After the war, as a romantic
novelist, he helped to create and develop the heroic legend sur-
rounding the Legion. His most controversial work was his play
Colonel Svec's in which he presented as a moral hero one of the
most loyal and able officers in the Legion, who shot himself
when his men refused to obey his order to advance.

The most important centre of activity for the Czech Com-
munists from Moscow was the town of Penza, where Muna had
been working for a time. A Party organisation had been set up
there too and from May 12th it began to publish its own radical
journal Czechoslovak Red Army.18 Under Muna’s influence it car-
ried attacks on Hadek. ‘Counter revolution, the Soviet struggle
to attain power and the general demoralisation . . . have made
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it possible for pcople like Bene§,* Hasek and others to speak in
the name of the Czech proletarian movement ... Because of
their former conduct they do not enjoy the confidence of the
proletariat, nor ours, and cven today they do not appreciate the
vital importance of the movement.’

The Branch not unnaturally gloated over this abuse of their
former fellow-legionary. ‘Poor old HaSek! And so he’s already
dropped!’, commented its official organ, the Czechoslovak Daily,
recalling the sharp articles he had formerly written against
Muna and his group while he was in Kiev. ‘When the Com-
munist diplomat Jaroslav Hagek, writing in Cechoslovan, recently
characterised his colleagues as “‘revolutionaries who went and
had a look at the barricades and then went to bed,” Freedom
[ Muna’s paper] got very angry. What is Jaroslav Hadek going
to write now?’

At the Congress of Czech Social Democrats and Communists
held in Moscow on May 25th and 26th HaSek was again at-
tacked and threatened with expulsion. One speaker protested:
‘People like him should not be allowed to speak in the name of
Social Democrats and Communists.” Although the delegates
from Samara stood up firmly in his defence, opinion at the
Congress went against him. Doubts werc cast on his Communist
allegiance and Benc§ was forced to apologise for taking him on
without verifying his party credentials. Muna summed up the
feeling of the meeting when he said: ‘Whoever has sullied him-
seif must not be spared. Out with people of this kind I’

Meanwhile the Legion had gone resolutely to work. It had
been divided into three groups—the eastern group of about
4,500 men under Gajda, the central group of about 8,000 under
Vojcechovsky, and the western group of the same strength under
Cetek. Orders werc given to all three groups to seize the impor-
tant stations along their route, the post offices serving them and,
where possible, the towns themselves. Gajda and his group were
able to take under their control most of the stations in the East,
including Tomsk and Irkutsk in western Siberia. Soon some
echclons had got as far as Vladivostok.

The central group under Vojcechovsky occupied the impor-
tant stations at Chelyabinsk, Kurgan and Omsk. Celek’s
western group, which was operating in the Penza region, had

* Not the later President, but the editor of Pioneer.
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greater difficulties, because the Red Army was present there in
considerable force and many branch lines were available to
them for troop transport. On May 28th his forces stormed
Penza. Some 5,000 Czech legionaries overwhelmed the city’s
garrison of 1,500 Red Army men. Here for the first time they
found themselves fighting against Czech Communists—mem-
bers of the Czechoslovak Red Army. It was rumoured in
Samara that after capturing four they settled accounts with
them. According to Communist sources they dragged them out
of their carriages at night and hanged them,

The Legion would soon be approaching Samara. Hagek took
an active part in the defence of the town. He penned a pro-
clamation to be handed to members of the advance guard of the
Legion, calling upon them to give their support to the Soviet.
He gave Kuibyshev, the President of the Samara Soviet, after
whom the town was later to be renamed, a rcport of the fighting
capability of his unit. But as the Legion came nearer he began to
fear seriously for his life. He had been warned that the legion-
aries had him on their black list and were out for his blood.
When he was asked by Soviet officials to take over negotiations
with the advance party of the Legion, he declined. Seized by
panic he started to destroy his written material and to disguise
himself in women’s clothes. Did he remember the time when
Hajek’s old uncle had mistaken him for a young girl, when he
had acted female parts in cabaret or when he and Kud¢j were
photographed together in Victorian women’s bathing dresses?
But he soon pulled himself together again. Samara fell on June
8th and he escaped just in time, this time disguised not as a
woman but as the son of a German colonist.

The Legion searched everywhere for him but without success.
On July 25th they put out an arrest warrant for him in which
he was charged with ‘the repeated crime of treason against the
Czechoslovak nation’. All members of the Czechoslovak revolu-
tionary movement were strictly enjoined to arrest him whenever
and wherever he was to be found and to send him under a
powerful escort to a drumhead court martial by the Czecho-
slovak army.



(15)

The Commissar

In August 1918 the Legion’s campaign against the Red Army
reached a culminating point. Then the Bolshevik forces began
to recover ground. In October they won back Kazan, Simbirsk
and Samara. After living for two months between the lines
- HaScek found his way to Simbirsk just afier it had fallen to the
Red Army on September 12th.

Simbirsk, which lay on the Volga about sixty kilometres north
of Samara, was the birthplace of Lenin and is now rechristened
Ulyanovsk after Ulyanov, the name he was born with. On re-
porting to the Political Department of the Revolutionary Army
Soviet of the Eastern Front, Ha%ck was arrested and detained on
suspicion of being a spy. No one seemed to know him or have
heard of his earlicr activity in Samara. He was later released on
the recommendation of some Czech Red Army men, who went
bail for him. After the representative of the local Soviet had
interrogated him, he was sent on October 16th as ‘organiser’ to
Bugulma and placed at the disposal of its commandant. The
little town lay some ninety kilometres to the east of Simbirsk. It
was not known at the time whether Bugulma had in fact yet
been liberated from the Whites or was still in their hands. It was
only on the day of his departure from Simbirsk that Hasck
learned that it was clear of hostile troops.

His experiences in this little corner of Russia far beyond the
Volga—the unique ‘Bugulma stories™—were published on his
return to Czechoslovakia in the Prague weekly the Tribune. They
show that he was just as capable of making fun of Soviet Russian
authority as of Imperial Austrian, and they offer an amusing
lesson in how to deal with irrational burcaucracy. According to
the no doubt partly fictional account which he gave in two stories
of the series, “The Commandant of the Town of Bugulma’! and
“The Adjutant of the Commandant of the Town of Bugulma’,?
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he had no sooner arrived and established his authority in
Bugulma than the commander of the so-called Tver Revolu-
tionary Regiment, Comrade Yerokhymov, appeared, claiming
that he was the rightful commandant because he had captured
the town.

‘Drunk with victory he pointed a revolver at my head and
said: ““Hands up.” '

‘T calmly put my hands above my head.

¢ ““And who are you?’’ he asked.

*“I am the commandant of the town.”

¢ “Of the Whites or of the Soviet Army?”’

¢ “The Soviet. May I put my hands down now?”’

*“You can but I demand that in accordance with the rules
of war you at once hand over to me the command of the town,
because I have conquered it.”

¢ “But I was appointed Commandant,” I objected.

¢ ““To hell with your being appointed. You have to conquer it
first. Very well,”” he said magnanimously after a short while: I
appoint you my adjutant. If you don’t agree I’ll have you shot
in five minutes . . .”’

“The next morning he took great pains to prepare his first
proclamation to the population of Bugulma.

¢ “Comrade Adjutant,’ he said to me, “do you think it will
be all right like this? To the whole population of Bugulma! Today,
with the fall of Bugulma I have assumed command of the town. I am
dismissing the former commandant from his post on grounds of incompet-
ence and cowardice and am appointing him my adjutant.—Commandant
of the Town: Yerokhymov.”’

¢ *““That scems to cover everything,” I said approvingly. “And
what are you intending to do next?”’

‘“To begin with,”” he answered solemnly, ‘I shall order a
mobilisation of horses, next I shall have the mayor shot. Then I
shall take ten hostages from the bourgeoisie and send them to
prison unti] the end of the civil war. After that I shall carry out
a general house-search and prohibit free trading. That’ll do for
the first day. Tomorrow I shall think up something else.”

¢ “Let me point out,” I said, “‘that I have nothing at all
against a mobilisation of horses, but I definitely protest against
shooting the mayor, who welcomed me here with bread and salt.”
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‘Yerokhymov jumped in the air. “Do you mcan to say that
he welcomed you, but hasn’t yet come to see me . . .”

¢ ““That can easily be put right,” I said. “We’ll send for him.”
And 1 sat down at the table and wrotc:

“To the Mayor of the Town of Bugulma
I order you to come at once to the new Commandant of
the town and bring with you bread and salt according
to the old Slav custom.
COMMANDANT OF THE TOWN: YEROKHYMOY
ADJUTANT: GASHEK

‘When Yerokhymov signed it, he added the words: ““If not, you
will be shot and your house burnt down.”

¢ “Nothing like that can be added to official documents,” I
said. “It makes them invalid.”

‘T copied it out again in its original version and had it signed
and sent off by my orderly officer.

¢ “Next,” I said to Yerokhymov, “I am definitely opposed to
ten members of the bourgeoisie being sent to prison until the
end of the civil war, because that can only be decided by the
Revolutionary Tribunal.”

¢ “Revolutionary Tribunal?’’ said Yerokhymov gravely, “But
that’s cxactly what we are. The town is in our hands.”

¢ “There you’re mistaken, Comrade Yerokhymov. What are
we? Just a couple of ordinary people—the commandant of the
town and his adjutant. The Revolutionary Tribunal is appoin-
ted by the Revolutionary Army Sovict of the Eastern Front.3
Do you want them to put you up against the wall?”

¢ “All right, then,” Yerokhymov heaved a sigh. “But surcly
no one can stop us carrying out a general house-search?”’

¢ “According to the deccree of the 18th June of this year,” I
answered, ““a general house-search can only be carried out with
the consent of the local Soviet.* Since nothing like that cxists
yet, let’s leave that until later.”

““You’re an angel,” said Yerokhymov tenderly. “Without
you I would have becn completely sunk. But surcly we have to
stop the frec trading?”’

* The local Soviet referred to here is the (non-military) Soviet of the town
of Bugulma.
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¢ “Most of those who trade and go to the bazaars are from the
country,” I explained. “They are muzhiks, who can’t rcad or
write. First they’ll have to learn to read and write before they’ll
be able to understand what our orders are all about.”

‘“You’re right again, Comrade Gashek,” said Yerokhymov
with a sigh. “What am I to do?”

¢ “Teach the people of the Bugulma region to read and write,”’
I answered. ““And as for me, I’ll go and see whether your chaps
aren’t up to some mischief, and how they’re billeted.”

‘I returned late in the evening and at the corner of the square
saw a freshly posted placard which read:

‘TO THE WHOLE POPULATION OF BUGULMA
AND ITS REGION!

I order everyone in the whole town and region who can-

not read and write to learn to do so within three days.

Anyone found to be illiterate after this period will be

shot.

COMMANDANT OF THE TOWN: YEROKHYMOV

‘When I found Yerokhymov he was sitting with the mayor,
who had brought a few bottles of old Lithuanian vodka as well
as bread and salt. Everything was carefully laid out on the
table. Yerokhymov, who wasin a good mood and was embracing
the mayor, shouted at me as I came in: “Have youseen how I’ve
followed your advice? I went to the printing works myself and
drew my revolver on the director: ‘Print this at once, my little
love-bird, or else I’ll shoot you on the spot, you son of a bitch.’
He started to shake, the vermin. He shook all over. He read it
and shook even more. And then—I went bang! bang! at the
ceiling . . . And he printed it. He printed it beautifully. To know
how to read and write, that’s the main thing! After that you
issue the order, they all read, they understand and they’re
happy. That’s right, isn’t it, Mayor? Come and have a drink,
Comrade Gashek!”’ ...

‘I drew my revolver and shot at all the bottles of Lithuanian
vodka. Then, aiming at my superior, I said to him emphatically:
“Get to bed at once, or . ..”

‘Yerokhymov slept till two o’clock in the afternoon. When he
woke up he sent for me and, looking at me in some uncertainty
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said: “I’ve got the impression that you wanted to shoot me
yesterday.”

‘“Yes, I did,” I answered. ““I wanted to forestall what the
Revolutionary Army Tribunal would have done to you when
they learnt that as commandant of the town you got
drunk.”

¢ “But, my little love-bird, you won’t tell anybody, will you?
I won’t do it again. I’ll teach pcople to read and write . . .”

‘In the evening the first deputation of muzhtks arrived . ..
There were six old grandmas hetween sixty and eighty years old
and five old grandpas of the same age.

‘They threw themselves at my feet. “Don’t destroy our souls,
batyushka* We can’t learn to read and write in three days. Our
heads can’t manage it. Saviour, have mercy on the district.”

* “The order is invalid,” T said, ‘It was all the fault of that
idiot the Commandant of the Town, Yerokhymov.”

‘In the night a few more deputations arrived, but by morning
new placards had already been posted up and distributed to the
villages around. The text was as follows:

‘TO THE WHOLE POPULATION OF BUGULMA
AND THE REGION!
I proclaim that I have dismissed the Commandant of
the Town, Comrade Yerokhymorv, and have again
resumed my office. His order Number 1, as well as his
order Number 2 concerning the liquidation of tlliteracy
within three days, 1s hereby invalid.
COMMANDANT OF THE TOWN: GASHEK

‘I could afford to do this, because during the night the Petro-
grad Cavalry Regiment had arrived in the town . . .

‘I assured Yerokhymov that if he and his regiment tried to
make further unpleasantness I could disarm them and have him
up before the Revolutionary Army Tribunal . . .

‘Comrade Yerokhymov on his part assured me with great
frankness that as soon as the Petrograd Cavalry Regiment left
the town he would have me hanged on the hill overlooking

* ‘Little father’—an expression used by Russian muzhiks to persons in
authority.
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Little Bugulma,* so that I could be seen from all directions. We
shook hands and parted the best of friends.’

All the available documents tell us is that on December 26th
Hasek was appointed Deputy Commandant of Bugulma by the
Political Department of the Fifth Army. There is no trace in the
records of a commander of the Tver Regiment named Yerokhy-
mov, but at the beginning of 1919 the newspaper Our Patht
printed a report that the Revolutionary Army Tribunal of the
Fifth Army, at its mecting on January 1st, 1919, judged the case
of Yerokhim, a Communist in the \/Ioscow organisation, who as
a member of the special commission of the Bugulma district had
misappropriated items during housc searches. Yerokhim, who
had been sent from Moscow headquarters to the front at a
difficult time, was found to have brought dishonour on the
Sovict régime and was sentenced to death by a firing squad. No
doubt this stark example of Soviet justice captured HaSek’s
imagination. But in spite of his zeal for the Soviet cause he
could sec the ridiculous side of Commissars because, funda-
mentally, nothing could be sacrosanct to him for long; he would
satirise all authorities, secular or religious, Catholic or Orthodox.
And when he became an authority in his own right he was quite
capable of laughing at himself too.

Hasek relates how after Yerokhymov’s departure he had to
billet the Petrograd Cavalry Regimentin the local barracks. But
how could he find someone to clean and tidy up the neglected
building? All the local inhabitants secmed otherwise engaged.
He described this in another short story “The Procession of the
Cross’.5

. I remembered that near the town there was a convent,
the Convent of the Most Holy Virgin, where the nuns had noth-
ing else to do but pray and gossip about each other. And so I
wrote the following official letter to the Abbess:

“To Citizen Abbess of the Convent of the Mosi
Holy Virgin.
Send at once fifty maidens from your convent to be at

* A small town outside Bugulma. The whole district is called Bugul-
minsko.
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the disposal of the Petrograd Cavalry Regiment. Send
them straight to the barracks.
SUPREME COMMANDANT OF THE TOWN: GASHEK

“The letter was despatched and about half an hour later an
extraordinarily beautiful and powerful peal of bells could be
heard. All the bells of the Convent of the Most Holy Virgin
groaned and wailed and in response those of the town joined in.

‘My orderly officer informed me that the head priest of the
main church together with the local clergy were asking if I
would receive them. I nodded amiably and a number of bearded
priests filled my office. Their spokesman said: “Mr Comrade
Commandant, I come to you on behalf not only of the local
clergy but also of the whole Orthodox Church. Do not ruin the
innocent convent maidens. We have just had news from the con-
vent that you want fifty nuns for the Petrograd Cavalry Regi-
ment. Remember that the Lord God is above us.”

¢ “At the moment only the ceiling is above us,”” T answered
cynically, ““and as for the nuns it must be as I said. I need fifty
of them for the barracks. If thirty prove enough for the job, the
remaining twenty will be sent back. If fifty are not enough, then
I shall take a hundred, two hundred or three hundred. It
doesn’t matter a rap to me. And as for you, gentlemen, I warn
you that you are interfering in official matters and so I am con-
strained to fine you. Every one of you will bring me three
pounds of wax candles, a score of eggs and a pound of butter. I
authorise you, Citizen Head Priest, to arrange with the Abbess
the time at which she sends me those fifty nuns of hers. Tell her
that I need them really urgently, and that I shall return them.
None of them will get lost.”

“The Orthodox clergy left my oflice very downcast indeed.

‘In the doorway the oldest of them with the longest beard and
hair turned round to me and said: “Remember that the Lord
God is above us.”

¢ “I beg your pardon,” I said. “You will bring me not just
three but five pounds of candles.”

‘It was a glorious October afternoon. There had been a severe
frost and the cursed mud of Bugulma had become crusted . . .
The bells rang gravely, solemnly, in the town and in the
convent. This time they were not merely sounding the alarm,
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but calling Orthodox Bugulma to ‘““A Procession of the
Cross”.

‘It was only at the most critical times in Bugulma’s history
that a Procession of the Cross took place—when the Tartars
besieged the town, when pestilence and smallpox raged, when
war broke out, when they shot the Tsar. And now. The bells
rang meltingly as though they were going to burst into tcars.

“The gates of the convent opened and out they came with
icons and banners. Four of the eldest nuns, with the Abbess at
the head, were carrying a large heavy icon.

“The image of the Most Holy Virgin stared aghast from the
icon. And following it walked a number of nuns, old and young,
all dressed in black, singing psalms such as: ““And they led Him
away to crucify Him. They crucified Him and two others with
Him, one on the right hand and the other on the left.”

‘And at that moment the Orthodox pricsthood came out
from the town church in gold embroidered chasubles, followed
by the Orthodox community in a long procession carrying
icons . ..

‘They progressed round the church and then turned towards
the offices of the Commandant of the Town, wherc I had
alrcady made fitting preparations.

‘Before the building stood a table covered with a white cloth,
on which there was a loaf of bread and salt in a salt cellar. In
the right hand corner stood an icon and around it there were
lighted candles . . .

‘I came out in a dignified manner and asked the Abbess to
accept bread and salt as proof that I did not harbour any hos-
tile intentions. I also asked the Orthodox priesthood to cut off a
slice of bread. They came, one after the other, and kissed the
icon.

¢ “Orthodox men and women,” I said solemnly, “I thank
you for your beautiful and very fascinating Procession of the
Cross. It is the first time in my life I have seen it and it has left
me an impression which I shall remember to my dying day. I
can see here a crowd of nuns singing, which reminds mec of the
processions of the early Christians in the days of Nero. It may
be that some of you have read Quo Vadis? But I will not tax
your patience any longer, Orthodox men and women. I asked
for only fifty nuns, but now that the whole convent is here we
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shall be finished all the quicker, and so may I ask mesdemoisclles
the lady nuns to follow me to the barracks?”

“The crowds stood bareheaded before me and sang in answer:
“The heavens declarc the glory of ‘God; and the firmament
sheweth His handiwork. Day after day He exalts and night
after night He reveals the wonders of His works.”

“The Abbess stepped forward in front of me. Her aged chin
was trembling and she asked me: “In the name of the Heavenly
Father, what are we going to do in there? Do not destroy your
soul.”

¢« «“Orthodox men and women,” I shouted to the crowd, “we
shall scrub the floors and clean the barracks so that we can put
the Petrograd Cavalry Regiment into them. Let’s go.”

“The crowd followed me and with such a quantity of industri-
ous hands the barracks were in perfect order by the evening.

“The same cvening a young and pretty nun brought me a
small icon and a letter from the old Abbess containing the
simple sentence: ‘I am praying for you.”

‘Since that day I have slept in peace, because I know that to
this very day there lies hidden in the old oak forests of Bugulma
a Convent of the Most Holy Virgin, where an aged Abbess lives
and prays for me, wretched good-for-nothing that I .am.” ’

When some of these stories appeared in translation in the
Soviet press, veterans of the Fifth Army protested at the sacri-
lege Hagek had committed. He had disparaged the idealism of
the Civil War. But, as one of the editors pointed out, the facts
were that the Tver cavalry detachment had actually operated
in the Bugulma district, and ingloriously abandoned its position
when the Whites attacked. There was also the case of Yerokhim,
the corrupt member of a special commission for the Bugulma
district. Moreover it was strongly rumoured in Bugulma itself
that Hagek really had had the barracks cleaned by the inmates
of the local convent as he described in “The Procession of the
Cross’.

The Political Department of the Fifth Army now wanted to
employ Hagek themselves and asked the Central Committee of
the Czechoslovak Communist Party in Moscow for information
about him. They were told that Hasek had left the Czech Corps
in March. From that time on hc had been in touch with Party
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organs, but since the fall of Samara nothing further had been
heard of him. Thus by the end of December Hasck had become
an official of the Political Department of the Fifth Siberian
Army, working in the front command of the 26th Division.

According to Sauer, HaSek used to tell an amusing story of
how he came to be chosen for the job. (The Russians have no
‘h’ in their alphabet and have to use a ‘g’ instead. So Hasck was
now addressed as ‘Comrade Gashek’.)

‘A member of the Central Committee came to Ufa and at
once searched for me!

¢ “You’re Comrade Gashek, aren’t you?”

‘I nodded . ..

*“You’re a former legionary, aren’t you?”’

‘He looked at me sternly, straight in the eyes.

““Yes, I am.”

*“You’re from Prague, aren’t you?”

““Yes, I am.”

¢ “Comrade Gashek, you’re a great drunkard. Isn’t that
right?”’

‘ “Yes, that’s right.”

¢ “Comrade Gashek, everything’s all one to you—there’s
nothing sacred, right?”

¢ “Quite right.”

¢ “When you were at home they say you were everything—
Anarchist, Social Democrat and working in editorial offices all
over the place. Is that correct?”’

¢ “Perfectly correct.”

¢ “Khorosho!* You don’t deny anything. You're a good
man.”’

‘After his departure in about a fortnight, I was appointed
inspector of the Fifth Red Army.’¢

On December 31st, 1918, the Red Army captured Ufa, a
town in the Southern Urals lying about sixty kilometres east of
Bugulma, and today the capital of the Bashkir Autonomous
Republic. The Revolutlonary Army Soviet together with the
Political Department decided to publish a major daily for Red

* Good
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Army men to be called Our Path and looked for capable people
for its editorial staff. Somebody remembered that a Czech
journalist named Ha3ek was working in the Political Depart-
ment and he was soon invited to take over the running of the
printing department of the daily and contribute to it as well.
The big privately owned printing works had been hit by artillery
and practically destroyed; the electric motors were out of action
and only two machines could be operated by hand. Halck
arranged for what was left of them to be requisitioned and put
at his disposal. At the samec time he became sccretary of the
Party organisation at the works. By spending his days and
nights in the building he was able to get the first number of the
new journal into print by January 11th, 1919.

He found among the employees a young woman named
Alexandra Lvova. Born in Ufa, she had worked before the Revo-
lution in the printing works. Her father, who had been a clerk
in the wine stores, had died when she was seven years old, so
she now lived alone with her mother. She got on very well with
Ha%ek who was her chief and fellow-worker, correcting his
Russian manuscripts while he helped her with the type-
settings. Food was brought in from outside and they slept at
night on bundles of newspapers.

Soon Alexandra, or ‘Shura’, introduced ‘Gashek’ to her
mother, who used to provide them with hot water for making
tea. According to Shura, Hasck was always so ‘good and gallant’
that he won her mother’s heart. He always maintained, how-
ever, that he was single and had no children, and she was not
allowed to know more of his past than that he had once been an
editor and written funny stories which made people ‘split their
sides with laughter’. According to her account, Ha$ck at this
time looked splendid: he had a ruddy complexion, held himself
erect, did not know what it was to be ill and never touched
alcohol.?

Initially he had had some doubts whether his Russian was up
to the requirements of his new assignment, but the chief editor,
who was a friend of his, promised to help him draft the articles,
and in the third number a feuilleton of his appeared, caricaturing
the mentality of a Russian reactionary, under the title ‘From
the Diary of an Ufa Bourgeois’.8 He followed this up with a
story about speculators and black marketeers called ‘About
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Greengrocer Bulakin, the Ufa Thief’.®* He also wrote several
picces against the church and clergy.!® In fact almost all the
copy for the paper eventually came from Hasek’s pen. Without
him it could hardly have continued.

Promotion came quickly. On January 12th he was appointed
Secretary of the Party of Foreign Communists in Ufa. A month
later the first number of its daily organ, Red Eurgpe,!! appeared,
edited and managed by him. Its first and second pages were in
Russian, the third in Hungarian and the fourth in German.

As scecretary of the Party organisation in the printing depart-
ment, HaSek took a ruthless line over working discipline. In an
open letter to the press he sharply attacked the behaviour of a
plenipotentiary of the printing department who drove drunk
through the streets of the town, shouting, ‘See how a commissar
drives round! ‘All unscrupulous workers,” HaSek wrote, ‘who
treasonably undermine public respect for our government of
working people should be mercilessly pilloried. They should be
hounded out of their offices and punished with the sharpest
penaltics of these revolutionary times.” To denounce a commis-
sar publicly for drunkenness was almost the equivalent of pass-
ing a death sentence on him. History does not relate what
happened to the offender, but in view of Ha$ek’s own not un-
blemished record, it might have been more appropriate for him
to follow the example of the Salvation Army and admit that he
had once been a gross sinner himself!

Ufa was at that time a small dirty town, where the hygiene
left much to be desired. Now that it was momentarily over-
populated, an epidemic of typhus broke out, which was formen-
ted by an unusually warm spring. It was just at this moment
that Admiral Kolchak’s White armies threatened the town. In
March 1919 their pressure was so great that the Red Army,
which had only 12,000 men to Kolchak’s 50,000, were forced to
evacuate. HaSek is said to have been one of the last to leave. He
was scen standing by the cart on which the printing machines
were being loaded before being stowed on a railway truck and
transported to Belebei, some fifty kilometres to the south-west of
Ufa, while the troops withdrew to Buzuluk, sixty kilometres fur-
ther in the same direction. The printing department and its
staff of thirty-five managed to escape to Samara which was a
good bit further, after which they got separated from the army.
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Ha3ek caught a bad bout of typhus en route, as a result of which
Our Path stopped publication while he slowly recovered.

At the end of April the Bolshevik commandcr, Frunze, who
was later to defeat the White generals Admiral Kolchak and
General Wrangel, mounted a counter-offensive and recovered
the lost positions. The printing department was able to restore
contact with the army. Our Path was restarted under a new
name, Red Arrow,12 and, while the print was still wet, copies
were thrown along the railway track for the advancing troops.

In the middle of June 1919 the printing department moved
back into the old building at Ufa. Under the first occupation of
the town the Red Army had not behaved too harshly towards
the bourgeoisie, but, after the Whites had taken the town and
terrorised the population, severe reprisals were carried out by
the returning Reds against those thought to have been in league
with them: property was confiscated, there were deportations to
prison camps and tribunals were set up. The former owner of the
printing works and his wife were shut up in the cellar of his
plant.

Hasek and a German friend of his took part in the purges.
According to Shura {who is not a reliable witness) he did not
approve of the brutal way in which people were being treated
and felt ill when the death sentence was mentioned. If this is
true, he was unconsciously emulating the saint whom he ridi-
culed, Wenceslas, of whom it is related that he always left the
sittings of the court of justice before a death sentence was pro-
nounced. As a member of the Red Army Hasek is said never to
have shot anyone; he was convinced that people would them-
selves find ‘the path of righteousness’. Meanwhile Shura, who
had not previously been a Communist, had been accepted as a
Party member in reward for her services. From now on she
began to collaborate with HaSek in his political work too.

Meanwhile Ha3ek was appointed Commissar for the Austro-
Hungarian Soviet of Army and Workers’ Representatives in
Ufa. According to Sauer, he also exercised the function of com-
missar for education in a division of the Fifth Red Army
operating against Admiral Kolchak, and within a month his
sphere of dutics was extended to embrace the whole army. He
was regarded with such respect that he was treated as a Russian
and never referred to otherwise than ‘Jaroslav Osipovich
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(Gashek)’. His promotion was exceptionally fast, because the
Red Army was short of capable organisers and workers in this
easterly corner of Russia. Sauer relates:

¢ “He doesn’t only work hard,” said the Political Commissar
of the Fifth Army, when he came to Moscow and was boasting
of the excellent Czech he had succeeded in finding, ‘‘he really
slogs. He does more than ten pcople.”

¢ ““And he doesn’t drink?”

¢ “Who? Jaroslav Osipovich? Are you mad?”’

¢ “But in Bohemia . ..”

¢ *No, you must be thinking of someone else. It’s certainly a
mistake. Jaroslav Osipovich is extremely serious.”” 13

He devoted most of his time and energy to rousing the revolu-
tionary consciousness of the members of the various foreign
nationalities who found themselves in Russia—German, Hun-
garian and Czech prisoners and deserters. Here his knowledge
of languages came into play. He spoke some Russian, Polish,
German and Hungarian and later learnt some Bashkir as well
as a little Chinese. Indced his ‘pidgin’ Chinese seems to have had
great success with the Chinese prisoners-of-war.

When new units of the Red Army were formed out of former
prisoners-of-war, the Party of the Foreign Communists was in-
corporated into the Political Department of the Fifth Army, and
HaSek was appointed head of its International Section. He
published multi-lingual journals in Hungarian, German and
Russian—Storm,14 World Revolution,)S Red Europe—gave courscs
in the department, and lectured at so-called ‘concert meetings’
on themes like “The Political Situation in Europe’, ‘The League
of Nations or the Third International?, ‘The Victory in the
East Will Liberate the West’ etc.

Under the influence of the Bolsheviks his attitude to the
Legion and to Masaryk had hardened. While earlier he had
regarded him as the rightful leader of the Czech resistance
movement and even as ‘the old teacher of Socialism’, in an
article published in Our Path he did not hesitate to call him ‘the
leader of the Czechoslovak counter-revolutionaries’. In his eyes
the Legion by its interventionist action had taken the wrong
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road, one which could not lead to the social revolution in the
Republic.

Many of Hasek’s friends found it hard to believe that he could
really transform himself into a responsible revolutionary. Part
of the explanation for his ‘conversion’ was that for the first time
he felt he was doing a job which was nceded. In Siberia therc
was a pitiful lack of revolutionary intelligence and an army
printing officc nceded an educated director. The recognition
which he acquired won him back his confidence and self-
respect after years of failure. Unfortunately, as a result he con-
centrated all his efforts on propaganda and published nothing
to enhance his literary reputation.

He mentioned several times that he was planning to writc a
war novel, but no manuscript of it has been found. He told a
friend that he wanted to describe in it the metamorphosis of an
Austrian soldier into a Red Army man. He also promised he
would write a book about priests. After his return to Czecho-
slovakia he is reported to have said the same to Jarmila, but no
such work has been traced. Even the journal Storm, of which he
was apparently very proud and on which he lavished all his
energies, has been lost.

In the course of the Fifth Army’s victorious advance against
Admiral Kolchak, Chelyabinsk fell, and Hasek and his printing
staff, including Shura and her mother, moved there in the mid-
dle of August. He was full of initiatives. When there were no
lights in the offices, he showed them how to hollow out big
potatoes, pour oil in them, stick a wick inside and improvise
primitive illumination. In the international dcpartment he
asked to be allowed to organise a secret counter-espionage sec-
tion directed against spies from the Legion and foreign Right
Wing Socialists who were critical of the Communist line. He
adopted the methods of the Cheka and became an employer of
Bretschneiders'* He was also responsible for organising de-
tachments of the Red Army manned by the various foreign
groups. Once he came in and announced, laughingly, that there
would now be a Turkish unit in the Red Army, because he had
won over a group of Turkish prisoners.

At the end of 1919 Hack and Shura foliowed the advancing

* The plain-clothes police spy and agent provocateur in The Good Soldier
Suejk.
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Red Army to Omsk in Western Siberia, where he was given
more newspapers to organise. But news had at last reached
Prague of what Ha$ek was doing in Russia. Under the heading
‘Ha$ek a Bolshevik Commissar’, the People’s Right of February
25th, 1920, published a sensational report:

‘As we learn from a Comrade who has recently returned from
Russia, the author of The Good Soldier Svejk* and other humorous
writings, who lacked neither originality nor wit and who was
rcgarded as dead, is quite definitely alive and kicking. He has
established himself in Chelyabinsk in the Urals and lives the
regular life of an official there. The members of the local Soviet
respect him for his industry in the office and honour him as a
good Comrade and Socialist. In the evening after his work he
returns to his lodgings. The only thing that the Russians have
against him is that he doesn’t mix much with them, for on prin-
ciple he does not visit bars any more, and the Comrade from
whom we got this information claims that he could not recog-
nise the former Prague bohemian, the figure who previously
haunted the night bars and wrote his cleverest sketches over a
cup of black coffee, if he did not sacrifice literature to pure
enjoyment. Today in Chelyabinsk they regard Ha%ek as a con-
servative. Let us hope that our patriotic papers won’t turn on
him again for having become a Bolshevik.’

In April 1920, Hasek and Shura went on to Krasnoyarsk on
the river Yenisei in Central Siberia. Ha$ek had by now achieved
high advancement in the Soviet establishment and his thoughts
turned to settling permanently in Russia. He decided to legalise
his relationship with Shura, and on May 5th signed a ‘voluntary
marriage’ contract with her, with General Braun, a German
Communist, as a witness. He made a false declaration that he
was single and had neither obligations nor children. He had
presumably made up his mind to burn his boats. But man pro-
poses and God disposes. It was precisely because he had become
so prominent that he could not later escape the consequences of
his nationality.

* The Good Soldier Svejk in Captivity.
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Arnodt Kolman, the Czech Communist philosopher, who
spent most of his life in Russia, could remember Hadek at this
time and wrote afterwards: ‘By naturc Ha$ek was conscientious,
optimistic, and indced a promising worker ... After he got
back from the office he became a quict citizen. He had happy
memories of Prague and drcamt about beer from thc barrel.
You couldn’t talk to him about politics at such moments. He sat
thinking about his friends and told stories. He never read a line
but stared all the time at the river Yenisei. When the conversa-
tion turned to politics one did not know whether he was talking
seriously or playing the fool.’

A member of the Political Department of the Fifth Army told
Karel Kreibich, a leading German Communist from Czecho-
slovakia: ‘In Krasnoyarsk I lived in the same house as [ HaSck]
did, but had very little to do with him. As far as I know he
worked well. At that time theory was not necessary. He was
neither a theoretical Marxist nor a Communist, but a real
revolutionary. He had a clear idea of who would benefit by our
revolution. He was prevented from becoming a Marxist by a
certain excitability which was at that time the cause of his
spontaneous jote-de-vivre . . . In spite of his stoutness he was very
agile. Probably it was his lively temperament which brought him
over to the side of the revolution . . .’

By the beginning of June 1920 they had moved on to Irkutsk
in south-east Siberia, where Ha%ek became a member of the
town Soviet. He went about dressed in an old blouse which had
lost its shape, his blue foot-wrappings showing out of his boots.
He appeared to have aged and did not seem too cheerful. He
occupied a small house on the banks of the river Angara, shar-
ing it with the propaganda department, General Braun and a
Chinese. With the help of the latter he continued his study of
Chinese. In a journal called the Fatherland of Labour'® he pub-
lished a report of his work among the Chinese Communists and
announced that a weekly journal would be published for them.
He also spoke at a meeting of the local Chinese. In his free time
he went fishing and could be seen sitting with his collar turned
up and humming Czech songs.

In Irkutsk the Political Department decided to publish a
journal in Buryat-Mongolian. Hasek was entrusted with the
task. Sauer tells how he found a way of getting it done.
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‘HaSek’s soldiers captured a reactionary who in peace time
had been a teacher in a Buryat village.

¢ “Who are you?’’ Hagek asked.

‘¢ “A teacher.”

‘ “Do you know Buryat?”

‘He nodded.

‘ ““Can you write Buryat string scripts?”’

““Yes, I can.”

¢ “Very well, then, you’re free. You write it for me.”

‘Hasek went bail for him and from then on the teacher trans-
lated into Buryat HaSek’s articles written in Russian and pre-
pared the characters which were then transferred on to metal
blocks and thus primitively duplicated.’1?

Hasek appears to have been generous to his former comrades
who opted for what was in his view the wrong side. A Czech
legionary, who fell ill with spotted typhus when the Legion
evacuated Siberia and had to stay behind in a Russian military
hospital in Irkutsk after the district had been occupied by the
Red Army, related how he got captured and met Hagek:

“They shut me in a stable where there were already huddled
together many prisoners of different professions—officers,
priests, landowners, teachers etc. I was the only Czech. I recon-
ciled myself to my fate and was looking hopelessly out through
the little window in the door across the yard of the building
opposite, which was the office of the Commissar, when I heard
the sound of the hooting of a car. After a time a collection of
people got out of cars into the yard and at its head strode a very
familiar figure. Was it possible? Could it be Ha%ek? It was
indeed.

¢ “Jarda,” I shouted. Hasek stopped and I shouted again:
“Jarda, I'm here!” And as a proof I stuck my hand out through
the hole in the door as far as I could. T was so excited that the
other prisoners thought I’d gone mad.

‘It was HaSek, who at that time was a high functionary of
some political department of the Soviet Army.

“The procession went into the house opposite and after a
moment I was ushered into the office.

‘When Hasek recognised me, he scized my hand and said:
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““Nazdar, old chap, what are you doing here? D’you want to go
home?”

¢ “Of course I do!”

¢ “All right, then, you’ll come along with me to Irkutsk and
there we’ll fix it somehow !’ That was the end of our discussion
and also the end of my suffering.

‘I ncver went back to prison. In Irkutsk HaSek “fixed it”” by
giving me documents with the help of which I managed to get
across the whole of Siberia and Russia to Jamburg where I left
Soviet Russia and with the help of the American Red Cross got
home across the Baltic and Germany.’

In the eyes of Sovict officials Ha%ek was growing in impor-
tance and status. He was elected secretary of the Party cell of
the staff of the Fifth Army and took the chair at a meeting called
to discuss the mobilisation of Red Army units for the rehabilita-
tion of the economy. His department printed leaflets, organised
propaganda activities and in addition to its current publications
produced a journal called The News of the International Section in
Russian.

He worked out directives for war prisoners returning to their
home countries in the form of leaflets and booklets. At the same
time he collected information and passed it on in reports. On
the anniversary of the setting up of the Hungarian Soviet Re-
public he helped to write and produce a play Back to Home. It
was a straight piece of Socialist realism. Lajos, a backward
Hungarian prisoner-of-war, returns home after the war, think-
ing that he will find everything just as he left it. But his old aunt
tells him that his wife died in a famine in 1917, his children have
died too and his small shop has been ruined. However, his
brother Ferenc, also an ex-prisoner-of-war, has turned into a
revolutionary worker in the underground. The police arrest and
imprison Ferenc and Lajos as people who have returned from
Bolshevik Russia. On his release from prison Lijos, tormented
by what he has gone through, in a fit of anger kills a bourgeois
who has insulted him. The play ends with the victory of the
people over Hungarian reaction.

In August 1920 Hasek came across a copy of Countryside!8 from
January of the previous year, the organ of the Czech Agrarian
party. It presented him with the unique opportunity of being
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able to read his own obituary notice, which was published under
the unflattering headline ‘Traitor’ and contained the words ‘a
clown and drunkard with chubby hands, who was always ready
to betray everything he had—his wife, his country and his art’.
It wounded him deeply because it came from the pen of a friend.
He immediately sat down and wrote out his ‘confession’ in
the form of an amusing but rather bitter feuilleton “The Little
Soul of Jaroslav Ha3ek tells its Story’.1? He did not publish it in
Russia, but kept it and sent it to the People’s Right, where it
appearcd after his return to Prague. Ha3ek’s soul is speaking:

‘When they shot my body in Budéjovice for high treason
which the two of us committed in delirium fremens, 1 flew to
heaven . .. Before the gates of heaven there was a long queue.
I tried to infiltrate myself somewhere near the front so as to be
one of the first to taste its joys, when one of the military police—
a cross between an archangel and an Austro-Hungarian cop
—seized me by the shirt.

*“You,” said the divine apparition, ‘‘you infantryman! Are
vou on the casualty list? Show me your papers.” . ..

¢ “Humbly report,” I said, clicking my heels together accord-
ing to regulations, “they shot me a moment ago at Budéjovice.
I didn’t know I had to have it confirmed by anyone.”

“The celestial one scowled at me. “Who d’you think you’re
talking to? I wasn’t born yesterday, you know! ’ve stood here
since the time when the proud angels broke discipline. I've been
on duty at the receiving end since the Flood . .. I tell you, as
far as you’re concerned, you’re not dead yet. You made a bad
choice with Budg&jovice. D’you think I don’t know my geo-
graphy? Why, those people there come from that dove-like nation
who are always brawling somewhere or other. Do the likes of us
have to do overtime for them? And every snivelling little angel’ll
tell you that at Budé&jovice there’s no front at the moment. This
is no place for shirkers. About turn! Back to your march
battalion!”’’

Hagek’s soul then made a pilgrimage to all the various places
where, according to press rumours, Ha¥ek was supposed to have
met his end: Ha3ek’s body was found, but the only written con-
firmation of his death was the obituary notice ‘De mortuis nil nisi
bonum’. The soul goes on:



‘I was insulted by being described as ““a drunkard” and “life’s
acrobat”. He even used the word ‘‘clown”, Hasek—Sasek
[clown]. These were the insulting words they used to call after
me on the streets, before I started going to school, and so I was
not in the slightest surprised by them . . . I too gladly hit out at
people and said caustic things about my fellow-citizens, but out
of principle I aimed my shafts only at living people. I may have
criticised them sharply and made fun of everything they dared
to do publicly, but I never touched private dirty linen. I never
got on to Mr So and So for having a lover or having got drunk
at such and such a place. It was quite cnough for me that he
had said this or that in public.’

The soul comes up to the gates of heaven once more and has
to satisfy the angels about its identity.

‘After thirty-five years I had behind me cightcen years of
industrious, fruitful work. Up to 1914 I dcluged the Czech
journals with my satires, sketches and stories. I had a large
circle of readers. I filled whole numbers of humorous journals,
using the most varied pscudonyms. My readers, however, gener-
ally recognised me behind them. I thought then in my simple-
ness that I was a writer.

““Don’t make long explanations here. What were you
really?”

‘I gave a start. I felt in my pocket for the obituary notice and
gasped out in confusion: “With apologies, I was a drunkard
with chubby hands.”””’

In the government* of Irkutsk there were many Czechs who
left the Legion and settled down as workers in industry or
agriculture. For their benefit Hadek helped to produce a weekly
journal in Czech, Commune (the name seems familiar), of which
5,000 copies were printed.

Arising from this Hagek started to correspond with the Czecho-
slovak Central Burcau of Agitation and Propaganda, which was
attached to the Central Committee of the Russian Bolshevik
Party and was under the presidency of Jaroslav Salat-Petrlik.
The Bureau kept in touch with events in Czechoslovakia and

¥ e, province.
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pursued intensive propaganda activity among the Czechs in
Soviet Russia, whose presence was required at home to reinforce
the growing power of the Marxist Left within the Social Demo-
cratic Party. In May, with the help of two members of a delcga-
tion from Czechoslovakia, Dr Bohumir Smeral the war-time
leader of the Social Democrats in Bohemia and Ivan Olbracht
the left wing writer, the Bureau had published a pamphlet
about the mobilisation of Czechoslovak Communists on Soviet
Russian territory, explaining how vital it was for all Czech and
Slovak Communists working in the Soviet Union to return at
once to their country.

In June the Burcau asked to have HaSek recalled from Siberia
to Moscow. From the records it is obvious that they knew about
his journal Storm and had formed a favourable opinion of its
quality. They wanted him to edit their newspapers and pam-
phlets and be a member of the commission responsible for the
recruitment of Communists for revolutionary work in Czecho-
slovakia.

But the Regional Bureau at Irkutsk—certainly with Hagck’s
approval and possibly at his instigation—refused to part with
him and so the Central Bureau together with the members of
the Czechoslovak delegation, headed by Antonin Zapotocky,*
applicd to the Central Committee of the Russian Communist
Party for his release.

His case came up once more at a meceting of the Burcau on
October 2nd, 1920, where a report was made of the situation in
Czcchoslovakia with particular reference to the revolutionary
movement in Kladno, the important mining town near Prague,
and a resolution was passcd—evidently thanks to the personal
intervention of his friend, Hula, who was also a member of the
delegation—that ‘Comrade Ha3ek from Irkutsk be sent to
Kladno forthwith’.

Irkutsk having refused to discharge him, the Bureau came
back with a renewcd request for his immediate relcase. ‘We’ve
already asked for Comrade HaSeck scveral times through the
Central Committee and the Army Revolutionary Soviet,” they
said. “You cannot therefore have any excuse for keeping him

* After World War IT he became President of the Czechoslovak Federation
of Trade Unions {1945-50), after the Prague coup d’état of 1948 Prime
Minister (1948-53) and President (1953-57).
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with you any longer. Abroad in Czechoslovakia we must show
our faith in revolution and Communism.’

Up to the last moment HaSek was decp in his work for the
Political Department of the army, where he had become the
responsible editor of the journal publishing army orders and
reports (an ironic assignment for someone who in the past had
debunked such things). In the period from October 7th to 13th
he even deputised for the head of the department.

Meanwhile in Czechoslovakia the political temper had be-
come more and more radical. The Social Democratic party had
openly split into two and the left seemed to have acquired a
dominating position. The Central Bureau had no intention of
waiting a moment longer. And so by order of the Central Com-
mittee Hadek was relieved of his duties on October 1gth and
left with Shura for Moscow five days later.

When the time came for him to go he had less and less taste
for the prospect. Shura recalled:

‘In his first fit of delight at the knowledge that the leadcrship
was counting on him, he wrote a letter to Salat-Petrlik, in
which he agreed to his return, but the more he thought about it,
the less he believed in the idea that there could be a revolution
in Czechoslovakia as there had been in Russia. He said the
Czechs were a nation of doves and every one of them played on
his own little sand-pile . . . We go for long walks in the neigh-
bourhood of Irkutsk and Jaroslav is always pondering whether
he should go or not. He smiles sadly and says that the situation
is different in Czechoslovakia and that it will be more difficult
there than it is here.’20

On their way they spent three days seeing their friends in Ufa.
The trains did not go regularly and at some stations they had to
stop several days. Once during a walk in a wood, wolves ap-
peared and Ha3ek and Shura climbed up separate trees and
waited till they ran away. When they had gone Shura tried to
locate Ha3ek. Suddenly she heard a snoring from a tree. Quite
unruffied he had fallen fast asleep in this uncomfortable posi-
tion. But when they arrived in Moscow on November 27th he
was in a bad temper because his Russian—-Chinese dictionary
had been stolen on the train.
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On the questionnaire they had to fill up, in the column:
‘Where do you want to work?’ he wrote: ‘“Wherever I am
needed.’ In the corner of the registration form was added: ‘To
Kladno by the agency of the Comintern.” He was provided with
the neccessary money and propaganda material and sent off via
the Baltic ports and Danzig en route for Czechoslovakia. It was
to be a fateful journey for him.



[111]
CZECHOSLOVAKIA



(16)
Back in Prague

On December 1gth, 1920, Hafek and Shura arrived in Prague.
Ha3ck hated and feared nothing so much as the thought of re-
turning home. On the railway journey he had repcated over
and over again to Shura that he would get out and return to his
friends who had stayed behind.

They embarked at Narva in Estonia and travelled on false
documents in the name of Herr and Frau Joscf Staidl, taking
with them a copious stock of Communist propaganda material.
When Shura asked him about his future work in Czechoslovakia,
he said he would be making propaganda, arranging political
meetings and writing for the papers. In a year’s time he would
keep the promise he had made to her mother and return to their
home at Ufa, where he still had work to finish. At Tallinn Hasek
heard some people talking Czech and at once felt happier. When
Shura was sca-sick and confined to her cabin, he went out and
came back slightly tipsy for the first time in scveral years, When
some of the Czech passengers joyfully recognised him and
pressed him to come and drink with them, he could not resist it.
When Shura tried to persuade him not to go, he looked at her
with a strange expression in his eyes and said: ‘We should never
have gone back. Now I am quite certain about that.’

On reaching Czechoslovak territory they were held in quar-
antine in Pardubice for a week. Once more the temptation to
sneak off occasionally and snatch a drink was too strong for him.
As soon as they were let out, they took the first train for Prague.
They made a strange pair—Ha3ck in his Russian fur cap, long
dark overcoat and dirty grey valenki* talked excitedly in Rus-
sian to the dumpy and dowdy Shura, totally oblivious of the
effect it was having on their fellow passengers.

On arriving at Prague on December gth, Hasck called a cab

* Russian felt boots, reaching up to his thighs.
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and drove round the city. When he reached the former Ferdi-
nand Avenuel—now rechristened the National Avenue2—he
called out joyfully: ‘Our National Avenue.” Then he ordered
the driver to go on to his former haunt, the Union, where the
waiter joyfully recognised him and soon collected as many of his
former bohemian friends as he could. There was a lot of laughter
and talk but no one spoke of revolution or seemed interested in
it. Fortunately for Shura one of Hasek’s friends spoke Russian
and came up to talk to her. He asked her if she was an aristocrat
or princess, as Hasek was claiming. She answered stiffly that she
was a worker in a printing works and a member of the Russian
Communist Party. Her husband had come here to give the
Czech bourgeoisie a sound thrashing. After that they would re-
turn to Soviet Russia, where Jaroslav had a lot of work to do.
‘I’ll teach him to call me a princess!’

Langer came to the Union a day or two later. The head
waiter led him to a room at the back near the kitchen. He could
not understand why they had put Hasck there. Was it because
they did not know what kind of a reception he might get or was
it because of the condition he was in? He was sitting there, in
the kind of mood and tousled and bedraggled state which was
normal for him in the small hours of the morning. On the floor
there was a row of empty beer bottles and round a table with
Ha3ek were squeezed a number of young men in various stages
of drunkenness. By Ha%ek’s side sat a blond buxom woman.

Hagck’s greeting was effusively affectionate and even to such
a good friend as Langer he did not hesitate to present Shura as
‘a relation of Prince Lvov’.* The one-time anarchist seemed
now to be proud of her spurious aristocratic origin. Later the
cmbarrassed Shura whispered to Langer that she had no idea
what had come over Ha%ek. She had never seen him in this
state before.

Hagek was most anxious to find out from Langer what sort of
reception awaited him in Prague. He had heard they were
punishing all deserters from the Legion and, as he was con-
sidered a deserter, what would happen to him?

Langer tried to comfort him by assuring him that there was
no question of his being punished. People might talk against

* The prime minister of Russia after the February Revolution,
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him, but in the end cveryone who really knew him would be
only too glad to see him back.

When Langer met him again at a party a few months later,
HasSek was reluctant to talk about his time with the Red Army
in Russia except to claim that he had made it up with the
‘brothers™* and had even buried the hatchet with Medek. They
had met in a wine-cellar somewherc and Medek had told him
straight out that if he had caught him in Siberia, he would have
had him exccuted as a traitor straight away.

‘Wouldn’t you have offered me a drink first?’

‘No, certainly not. I'd have had you executed at once.’

‘Well, now, if you had fallen into my hands, I'd have given
you a drink first.’

‘And then?’

“Then I'd have pardoned you.’

At that, or so Hasck would have had Langer believe, Medek
burst into tears and fell on his neck, after which they drank
together until the small hours.3

Reports of Haek’s arrival soon filtered into the press. The
Tribune of December 20th, 1920 published under the column
Small News from Home: ‘Yesterday there was a little surprise in
store for the Union. Jaroslav Ha$ek suddenly dropped in there
out of the blue after a five-year stay in Russia, where it had been
reported so many times that he cither was dead or had become
Bolshevik Commissar . . .’

But Time’st comment was more barbed:

‘The People’s Commissar Ha3ek, having recently returned
married from Russia, is now busy studying republican Prague.
For the time being he is propagating his Communist ideas in a
very idyllic way. Among that circle of old friends, with whom he
once formed the Party of Moderate Progress within the Bounds
of the Law and with whom he has now had a happy reunion
after a scparation of many ycars, he is distributing and selling
brochures and autographs, which are said to find a ready mar-
ket. Quite recently, a certain Prague paper claimed that the
humorist and Communist Ha3ek has joined the Salvation Army.

* Members of the Legion called each other ‘brother’.
+ Cas. Now a daily but still expressing the views of President Masaryk and
those close to him.
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Like the Good Soldier Svejk, he has recently started carrying
the flag in street processions.* Being a People’s Commissar has
obviously become so much a part of his life that he cannot
apparently live without an army. It is a pity that the Red
Guard at Kladno have all dispersed . . .

This was perhaps not too far-fetched. Anything could be
expected of Halek: he might easily have become a Major
Barbara.

Unfortunately for him, ominous events had just taken place
within the Social Democratic Party in Czechoslovakia. A strug-
gle had been going on for some time between its right and left
wings and in the autumn of 1920 there was an open breach
between them. The Party leadership, who were members of the
coalition government, belonged to the right wing, but the
Marxist left, which planned to take the Party into the Comin-
tern and set up a Soviet republic in Czechoslovakia, would be
in the majority at the forthcoming Party Congress. Feeling un-
able in these circumstances to remain head of the government,
the Social Democrat Prime Minister, Tusar, resigned and
President Masaryk appointed at his suggestion a government of
officials, headed by a former senior civil servant Cerny as both
Prime Minister and Minister of the Interior. The Marxist left
then staged a coup and took over the Party headquarters and
printing press. When the courts ruled that this action was illegal
Cerny, after consultation with Masaryk, ordered the police on
December gth to expel the left and to restore the premises to the
party leadership. Not to be outdone the Marxist Left then organ-
ised street demonstrations. When these were dispersed by the
police, they called a general strike and proclaimed a Soviet
republic at Kladno as had been previously planned in Moscow.
But the President and the government refused to negotiate until
the strike was over. In the end, after police intervention result-
ing in some casualties, the left had to climb down and call off
the strike and the Kladno ‘Soviet republic’ collapsed. Thanks to
the energetic action of Masaryk, Cerny and the Social Demo-
crat leadership, the long prepared attempt to set up a Bolshevik
republic in Czechoslovakia, in which Ha3ek had hoped to play
an important role, had failed—four days before his return.

* Svejk never did this!
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The ringleaders of the leftist coup were now put on trial. Had
Ha%ek arrived earlier he might have been among them. The
contact man for the returning Czechoslovak Red Army men
was gaoled with the rest, who included Alois Muna from the
Legion and Antonin Zapotocky, a future Communist President
of Czechoslovakia. Throughout the journey back Ha$ek had
been waiting impatiently to hear news of the revolution and had
been depressed to find that no one talked about it. Now he
understood why.

Shura described the effect the news had upon him:

‘On the second day Jaroslav stayed long in bed and it was
about noon when he started to dress. He put on his Russian
shirt, fastened a leather belt round it, stuck his trousers into his
valenki, buttoned round him the overcoat he had got in Moscow
and put on a pcaked cap. He kissed me goodbye and said he
would be back soon. And he was indeed back in about three
hours’ time.

‘He looked depressed and banged his cap on the bed. “And so
we’ve lost everything, Shura. We’ve come too late. The people
I was supposed to get in touch with have all been rounded up
and put in gaol. And those who are still frce don’t seem to trust
me any more. They pretend not to know anything and say I'm
not Comrade Gashek but the editor Ha¥ek, who used to write
all those funny stories.”

‘He looked as if he was going to burst into tears. I comforted
him as best I could. “Let’s go back to Russia. There’s heaps of
work to be done there, and there they were really fond of us,
Mama and all of them. Here there isn’t even a proper winter.
Outside it only rains and rains, and it’s all muddy.” But Jaro-
slav just sat there apathetically. Then he got up, changed his
Russian tunic for a shirt without a collar, put on his shoes, his
jacket and coat, and said he’d be coming back. Only this time
he didn’t come back for three days, and when he did he was a
sight—all tousled and dishevelled. He brought with him a Mr
Longen and his wife, Xena, and introduced them to me. They
were very kind and asked us to spend Christmas Eve with them.
Meanwhile Jaroslav fell asleep and the Longens went away.’4
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They had been recommended to stay at the Hotel Neptune,
but the unfortunate Shura could find no one there whose langu-
age she understood except some Russian emigrés, who shunned
her like the plague when she said she was a Bolshevik. They told
her triumphantly that there would be no revolution, the police
had given the strikers such a hiding that they would remember
it for a long time, and the’ Communists had all been clapped in
gaol.

As usual Hasek had been naively optimistic about his recep-
tion in the Republic. On three counts he was an outcast, not to
say a criminal. First, he was a deserter from the Legion and so a
traitor in the eyes of Czech patriots. Next, he had been a Com-
missar, a Red, at a time when there were well-grounded fears of
a Bolshevik take-over. Finally, he was a bigamist. He was cold-
shouldered publicly on all sides and one of his writer-friends
even refused to shake his hand because of his alleged implica-
tion in the barbarities of the Red Commissars in Russia. Not
even the Marxist left wanted to have anything to do with him.
They either distrusted him or refused to take him seriously. ‘I
should never have returned. They hate me here,” he lamented
and talked of suicide.

The self-discipline which he had observed in such a miraculous
way during the three years he spent in Bolshevik Russia crum-
bled as soon as he left that country. He was back on alcohol
again, but it did not bring him the same sweet release as before.
Longen thought that something had gone out of him. He was
surprised by Hafek’s manifest anxiety to give the impression
that he was the old bohemian of pre-war days.

‘But there was no trace of it left. His roguish smiles had lost
their gentleness and apparent cordiality and his eyes blinked
foxily with sullen derision. His mouth spouted amusing words,
but all the time his eyes were obviously mocking his listeners.
His appearance and movements had acquired a ruthless angu-
larity and from time he to time had a burst of ill temper and his
features were distorted by a wry contemptuous grin. He would
quickly gulp down his drink, drink nervously and incessantly
without enjoyment, often taking several gulps in quick succes-
sion, as though he wanted to throw off an unpleasant fit which
had seized him . ..
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‘He did not want to talk about Russia. When he was asked
about his Soviet activities, he said nothing and only went on
drinking and drinking. He drank and sang and swore. He swore
at us and at the whole world.” ... ‘He became terribly wild
after he had taken alcohol, showing no consideration at all for
anyone, not even for Shura, whom he pushed away so roughly
that she fell over. Before the war I never saw him in a state like
that. In his worst drunkenness he still retained some portion of
his consciousness and preserved his wit, even if it was drastic
and not very clegant . .,

‘I tried to interest Ha¥ek by talking to him. ‘“‘Jarda, why
don’t you write a comedy for our Revolutionary Theatre?5s
Perhaps something from Russian life? We’ll pay you
well.”””?

Hasek’s rejoinder was explosive. ‘Revolutionary theatre!
Who's a revolutionary? You're just common idiots, so you shut
up about revolution.” And with a violent blow he knocked the
glass off the table and gave a laugh. ‘You have a “Revolu-
tionary Avenue”, a “Revolutionary Square”, a “‘Revolutionary
Theatre””, but what you’ve none of you got is revolutionary
spirit!’6

HaSek told Shura that the gendarmes and police had broken
the big strike which the workers hoped would bring them to
power. Now it was only the traitors who were left and they
would go on doing just the same as they did under Francis-
Joseph. ‘Chatter rather than action. That’s always been our
tragedy,” he said bitterly.

Again Shura suggested they should return to Russia, but
Ha3ck would not hear of it. “The authorities know I’ve come
back and now they’ll never let us out again. We should have to
try to run away. Besides, the Soviet comrades would never
understand our position. They’d regard me as a traitor who had
run away from the battlefield.’

Hasek blamed it on the traditional weakness and spirit of
compromise of Czech politicians. Shura recalled:

‘I didn’t want to sit down under this, but Jaroslav just shook
his head and wouldn’t listen. I reminded him how in Russia we
had not given up heart even when Kolchak drove us out of Ufa.
I did not know the Czech character, he retorted. If'anyone
brandished his fist at him, the Czech took fright. It takes a
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long time before he pulls himself together and then he rushes
blindly ahead. And the worst enemy was the Czech bureau-
cracy. In Czechoslovakia it wasn’t like in Russia, where for
hundreds and hundreds of miles there were only a handful of
Tsarist officials. Here a certain group, and a pretty big one at
that, were living very well indeed and didn’t want to take any
risks. They’d be afraid of losing what they had. He called them
toadies. Literally shaking with anger and hatred, he said that a
large number of Habsburg bureaucrats were still holding office
in the Republic. He explained how he had ridiculed them all
and they would now want their revenge . . .’

Terribly short of money and unable to afford to stay at the
Neptune any longer, he asked friends to help him find rooms
somewhere clse. He used to go to the Union every day to do his
writing, just as he did before the war. According to Longen he
gave the ‘The Revolutionary Theatre’ permission to dramatise
any of his works they liked in return for an advance. He had
said that he himself was not able to write for the theatre and
Longen should adapt some of his stories. Typically enough, he
forgot all about this and later accepted an engagement at the
Red Seven, a cabaret which had started before the war and was
now working again. Its manager offered him a hundred crowns
in advance and billed him to talk about his Bolshevik past, but
when the performance came Hagck only read out some of his
‘confessions’ and a feuilleton called ‘How I Met the Author of
My Obituary Notice’,” which had already appeared a few days
before in the Tribune under the sub-title “The Secret of my Stay
in Russia’. The manager was naturally upset.

One day Hasek’s old friend Ladislav Héjek read of Hasek’s
appearances at the Red Seven and decided to go with his wife
to his performance. Ha3ck came on the stage looking tired and
out of sorts. It was depressing to hear him read his story ‘How I
Died’; they felt he should not be performing at a cabaret at all
—-certainly not in the condition he was in. Either hc had been
overtired by the journey or the impressions on his return had
been too much for him. The Héjeks decided to put off meeting
him until a more favourable time. They met by chance in
Wenceslas Square some time later and Ha3ck came up and
kissed him. ‘That’s not a Judas kiss,” he said. But he would not
talk about his time in Russia. It was as if he disliked being
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reminded of it. When they met the same evening in company
in a restaurant he seemed strange and distant.8

At the beginning of January, Michal Mare§, an old Anarchist
friend of his, saw Hagck at a rehearsal in the theatre. He was
sitting in a box with a bottle of soda water and a glass beside
him. Mares presented him with a copy of some poems he had
just published.

‘HaSek took no notice and turned over the pages absent-
mindedly. Then his face grew stiff. ““Ah, yes, little poems . . .
They want to make a clown of me here,” he sighed. “In this
world you can only be free if you’re an idiot.”” He stroked his
face slowly with his hand, as though he wanted to wipe off a
stray drop of sweat, and between clenched lips muttered the
word: “Svoloch!”* T told him I had to go to the manager’s
office, but he didn’t even answer me. He just looked stiffly
through me for a few moments and then shut his eyes and leant
back in his chair.’

When Mare§ went round to the box again some twenty
minutes later, Hadek was leaning with both his clbows on the
balustrade with his face hidden in his hands. Was he asleep?
Was he crying? What was plain was that he did not want to see
or hear anything.

Ha3ek’s appearances in the Red Seven began to resemblc
more and more those of Professor Unrath in The Blue Angel. He
grew careless about his person and often came on the stage look-
ing tired, dishevelled and dirty. The manager finally lost pati-
ence with him and asked him point-blank whether he would
say something about his Bolshevik past. When all he could offer
was a very boring lecture on the geographical curiosities in
Siberia, instcad of the jokes about the Soviet government which
his audicnce were waiting for, he lost his job.

Ever since her separation from Ha3ck, Jarmila had had a job
in the Chamber of Commerce and was still living with her
family, of whom little Richard had become the darling. In spite
of the many rumours in Prague that HaSek was dead, she told
her friend, Vilma, that she knew for certain that he was alive

* A common Russian word of abuse meaning ‘vermin’.
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and well, and had a high position with the Bolsheviks. He had
completely given up alcohol, she claimed, had become popular
and famous in Russia and would certainly return home. ‘And
so I think that after my seven lean years could come seven fat
ones,’ she said.

But when Hagek finally did return, it was a great blow to her
that he had brought a Russian woman with him. She had been
counting on his getting in touch with her. Indeed, long before
he actually returned, she had told Vilma that he was already in
Prague.

¢ ““I was sewing yestcrday evening by the window and sud-
denly I heard someone whistle the fanfares from Libude* under
my windows. It went straight through my heart. I thought I
was going to faint, because it was Jaroslav’s whistle.”’

¢ “But how can you be certain that it was him?”’

¢ “He whistled out of tunc, as he always did.”

¢ “And didn’t you go down and look?”

¢ “I looked down but didn’t let myself be seen. I only caught
a glimpse of a pale face.”

¢ “But are you absolutely sure it was really him? And what
happened next?”’

¢ ““Nothing. I didp’t go downstairs or answer, and a moment
later he had gone.”

‘She paused for a moment and then continued in a surge of
cmotion:

¢ “I must get away from Prague. I shall have to get myself
transferred to Bratislava.”

< “W"h)’?”

¢ “He’ll force me to return to him. He has the right to do so.
We’re not divorced. And he could take little Richard away
from me.”

¢ “But what on carth would he do with him? You’ve brought
him up. The child bclongs to his mother.””’

Meanwhile Jarmila waited to sce what Hasek would do. She
wanted to try and help him and, when he failed to get in touch
with her, she wrote to him asking him to come and explain his

* Smetana’s opera of that name. The fanfares are still played in Czecho-
slovakia today on formal occasions as the presidential fanfare.
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ideas. She claimed she had the right to do so, because since they
parted she had made no new fricndships.

Finally Hasek arranged to see her. According to Vilma the
first meeting was far from straightforward. Hasek described his
remarriage in Russia as ‘a frightful misunderstanding’. After
that they met in secret several times without the knowledge of
the Mayers.? Shura was told about it and naturally did not
approve. She has given a totally different account of the first
meeting. According to her at the beginning of 1921 Jarmila
came to the hotel to find Hagek. ‘She . . . threatened to make a
scandal and prosecute him for bigamy and his failure to pay her
alimony for their child. At first she even threatened me as well,
but afterwards she offered me money several times to induce me
to go back “where I came from” 10

On January 12th, 1921, after meeting Ha$ek Jarmila wrote:

‘Mita

‘I am sending you a few photographs of the hero of the novel,
The Litile Bourgeois,* and some pages from his exercise book of
last year. The contents will interest you.t If you can, please
give me that little photograph which you brought from Russia.
I shall keep it as a memento to show Richard that he was not so
utterly forgotten as he’ll certainly one day imagine he was. I
think you can send it to me in exchange for what I enclose.

‘P'm sorry. I didn’t mean to be so bitter, but the bitterness
has been stored up for eight years. Richard isn’t going to be a
theologian. If I have my way, he’ll be a doctor or a lawyer. 1
shan’t encourage love of art in him.

‘I think it would be right if you were to tell Mrs L.* that you
have a son.

‘Don’t show the photograph to your friends. There’s no need
for anyone to look down on Richard. If you would like to sce
him I’ll arrange it.

J’

When Shura first heard the news that Ha%ek was married
and had a son already it hurt her deeply.

* Richard.

1 .. Our concicrge is a tailor. My papa is a writer and is a Legionary
in Russia. He may be dead.’

t Shura.
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‘At first I could not understand. Only later I felt able to ask
him why he had not told me beforc, why he had married me,
why he had returned to Czechoslovakia at all and why he had
taken me with him. It was one big Why?

‘He replied that during his life before the war he did not
admit any responsibility to anyonc or anything. He never
found anyone who had understanding of him, or so he said . . .
And so he just did what he thought was proper without regard
to other pcople.’1t

Hagek’s first premise was undoubtedly the key to his behavi-
our all his life, including his marrying Shura, bringing her back
with him to Prague and then paradoxically immediately demon-
strating once more his love for Jarmila. His second was totally
unfounded. There were many who showed him understanding,
his mother, Jarmila, H4jek, Lada—to mention only a few.

Later Jarmila brought Richard along for him to sec. She did
not tell the child that he was mecting his father and introduced
him as the editor of Tribune. When Hasck first saw Richard he
stroked his hair shyly and addressed him in the polite form of
the second person plural!

Ha3ek had asked Jarmila to help him with her contacts. As
soon as he had re-established connections with the various
editors he tried once more to persuade them to publish her
stories. He affected to forget that their relationship had been
broken and that much water had flowed under the bridge since
their marriage. In his letters could be heard once more the old
promises and pleadings for forgiveness.

On February grd he wrote:

‘After your letter, which I only got today, because I go to
write feuilletons only once a week, I promise you that I will be a
respectable person. It will be the first promise I shall keep, and
I ask you, if you have any influence, to help me to get any job
anywhere—however unimportant. I shall give up drinking
completely, which I can easily do, because in Russia when I was
in the service of the Bolsheviks I didn’t touch anything for years.
Don’t_think, Jarmilka, that I didn’t love you. T still love you.
How everying you described in your letter happened at all is
one of life’s enigmas. It is such a damned zig-zag. Please believe
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me today for the first time. It’s a puzzle even to me why I never
answered you. I wanted to write, but hadn’t the courage to.
How could I write that T wanted to see you and my son, when
I was really as shabby and ragged as onc of the vagabond
brethren, who are after all human beings too. Don’t go away
from Prague, Jarmilka! Please let me meet you, if you are not
ashamed of me. I'm no longer appearing in the Red Seven. My
photograph is from a forged Russian passport, madc when I was
running away to comc home. Please be assured that I love my
son. I am sending you the picture of him I carried about with
me when I was in Russia. Unfortunately I didn’t have your
photograph, otherwise I"d have carried that with me too. It’s a
terrible misunderstanding about that girl.* Please, advise me
what to do. Kiss my boy from me.

‘Mita, who has thrown up the sponge, or “The End of the
Tramp”.’

At first he had wanted Jarmila to believe that he had run
away from the Bolsheviks, but soon he had to confess that he
was rcally being pursued by the Czechoslovak police. Shura re-
lates how they came scveral times to scc how they lived and
where they got their money from. Ha$ck was desperately afraid
of going to prison. He knew it would mean moral disaster for
him. How different he was now from the careless young bohem-
ian of other days who had been quite happy to spend a night
or two in the cells!

Another letter from Ha3ek to Jarmila has been preserved
from about the same time. On February 1gth, 1921 he wrote:

‘You are so much in my thoughts and, belicve me, I love you
morc than before our marriage. It’s a lovely fairy tale of the
heart—the month of May in my declining years! And at the
same time it’s such a frightful tragedy. Last time after seeing you
I got back home at g p.m. The landlord had fortunately kept
dinner for me. That’s a small detail of my private life. Tomorrow
I shall have another Bugulma story in T7ibune. Yesterday you
had a feuilleton about Richard in the People’s Right. He’ll grow
up into a fine fellow.

‘I didn’t sce him on Thursday. I was afraid he was ill, and

* Shura.
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was very happy to know that he was well, when I was with you
yesterday.

‘I shall stop now, so that you get this letter. I kiss you, dear
Jarmilka, and our Richard too. I am waiting for a letter from

you on Monday.
Your Mita’

In another letter, this time undated and cryptic, HaSek
wrote:

‘My dear friend,

‘During the last few days, when fate has separated us again,
some very interesting things have happened.

‘First, I have been carrying in my pocket the photographic
equipment, which I return with cordial thanks. The same day,
when I returned home, I found this interesting document:

“Summons of accused in penal charge Vr XXX1v
694821 against you under paragraph 206.
You are summoned to appear for interrogation at
9 a.m on April 28, 1921, at this court go/2nd
floor in respect of the charge laid against you. If you
do not present yourself, you will be fetched by the
police.

Regional Penal Court. Prague XXXIV

April 8, 1921

‘Paragraph 206 is not political. It’s only the crime of having
two wives—also called by the poetic name of “bigamy”’. The
following day a detective came again and in spite of his protests
I threw him out, because he had no official credentials with him
to prove his identity. And so here it is. Paragraph 206. My legal
representative, Dr Papousek, will have a lot of work again if it
comes to any procecdings, which it probably won’t, because I
go on repeating in a mechanical way: “I know nothing. I was
never in a church or register office and I can’t remember
anything.”

‘I definitely hope it won’t come to proceedings, because I
wouldn’t like a public scandal. As far as the sentence is con-
cerned, the lightest would be six months. Today I'm going to
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Ondfcjov* where the painter Panuika has given me a recom-
mendation for summer holiday accommodation . . .

‘I hope I shall find something suitable. Panuika maintains
that it’s pretdiest of all around Ondfejov, because the village is
surrounded by woods and there’s a lake ncarby with a sandy
bottom and very clean watcr without any mud. Every pcasant
in the neighbourhood is a poacher and poachers are always very
nice people.

‘I am convinced I shall find something and I think I shall be
back by Wednesday.

‘Now our friend from Russiat has received a summons too in
the penal charge against me under paragraph 206.

‘I send you the second instalment [of The Good Soldier Svejk].
The third comes out next Wednesday. I suspect that that de-
claration didn’t come from your side and in that case it’s really
only a question of the offence of false registration, because today
I have two summonses, and on each of them there is something
different. And so perhaps the whole of my bigamy case will be
recorded as nothing more than the misdemeanour of false
registration, costing me a fine of ten crowns, because I didn’t
commit licensed bigamy, legally supported by official docu-
ments and all that will remain of the honourable prosecutor
will be the memory of a lazy bourgeois epoch and a few scrib-
bled papers.’

HaSck had apparently sent this letter by messenger and not
by post, and had started it with ‘My dear Friend’ instead of
‘My dear Jarmila’, because he was under investigation by the
police and felt he had to be cautious. He may have been fearing
a ‘political’ trial and was relieved that the paragraph which was
invoked in his casc excluded this.

Meanwhile he had resumed the role of the wandering Jew.
After leaving the Hotel Neptune and taking rooms at Zizkov,
he had to move again because Shura did not get on with the
landlady and they were given notice for not having paid their
rent. It was at this time that he was helped by his old friend,
Franta Sauer, who took him in to his home which was in the
same suburb. They had together formed a joint ‘publishing

* In the valley of the river Sazava.
t Shura.
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house’ which published his latest book Three Men and a Shark
and Other Instructive Stories.12

After his dismissal from the Red Seven he began to publish
his Bugulma stories, the first of which was The Commandant of the
Town of Bugulma. But the public, who had expected revelations
about the horrors of life under the Bolsheviks, were disappointed
with it in spite of the humour and charm of his description of his
encounters with the impulsive commander of the Tver Cavalry
Regiment, Yerokhymov. None the less the scries had success
and Hasck received advances for further stories, this time purely
Svejk adventures: Svejk among the Bolsheviks and Svejk in Holy
Russia. They were never written.

Relations with his fellow writers were bad. Hardly anyone
from Left to Right had a good word for him. The poet S.
K. Neumann described him as a traitor to the revolution. ‘The
clown has returned from Russia,” he wrote in Stem.13 ‘J. H.,
back in his old milicu, is still the old J. H. and remains con-
vinced that life’s nothing more than a Jark.’

When he was on the brink of destitution and despair, he sud-
denly had a brilliant idea. He would write a new and longer
version of The Good Soldier Svejk. Shura recalls how the thought
came to his mind about the end of February 1ge21.

‘Jaroslav and Bauer came home in a good mood. They
laughed and hugged each other, and Jaroslav said that he’d had
an idea: he would write about the soldier Svejk again. I did not
know that he had already written about him before the war and
during it. He only told me it now, but he went on to say that
this time it would be something different; it would be real litcra-
ture. “‘I shall laugh at all those idiots and at the same time show
what our real character is and what we are capable of doing.”

‘They started by sending to the pub opposite for beer and
getting properly drunk. They slept until the afternoon of the
next day and then Jaroslav started to write, while Sauer kept
on going out to fetch beer. Jaroslav wrote very quickly without
a draft and when his hand hurt him he dictated to Sauer. They
both had a fine time while they were doing it and forgotall about
the beer. They went on writing throughout the whole night.’14

Ha3ck did not trust publishers and brought out the book him-
selfin instalments in a joint venture with Sauer. Later they both
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persuaded the owner of an estate office in Zizkov named
Cermak, as well as Sauer’s brother Arnot, to join the partner-
ship.

The book was advertised on a strident yellow poster, which
was put up in the windows of pubs and at the street corners in
Zizkov. The text ran:

LONG LIVE THE EMPEROR FRANCIS JOSEPH I!
exclaimed
THE GOOD SOLDIER §VEJK
whose fortunes in the Great War are described by
JAROSLAV HASEK
in his book
The Fortunes of the Good Soldier Svejk
During the World and Civil War Here and in Russia
With the Czech edition there will simultaneously
be published translations of it in
FRANCE, ENGLAND, AMERICA
The first Czech book to be translated into world languages!
The best humorous and satirical book in world literature!
Great Victory for a Czech Book Abroad!
The Czech original is published by A. Sauer and
V. Cermdk in 21'5/:01), Koldrovo Ndm. 22
Weekly in Instalments at 2 Crowns (32 pages)
The cheapest Czech book!
FIRST IMPRESSION 100,000 COPIES/
Ask for it at all booksellers or direct from the publishers
A. SAUER AND V. CERMAK IN ZIZKOV, KOLAROVO NAM. 22,

Ha%ek and Sauer then sought out the artist Josef Lada and
asked him to make an illustration for the cover of the first
instalment. Lada’s account of his experiences with the two
bohemians is typical of Ha3ek’s way of doing business.

‘In 1921 HasSek visited me in my apartment and asked me if
I would make a sketch for the cover of The Good Soldier Svejk
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which was coming out in instalments. I started to do so. I did
not create the figure of Svejk after any definite person, but
according to HaSek’s concept, as described in the book. I drew
the figure of Svejk filling his pipe in the midst of a rain of shells
and bullets and exploding shrapnel. I tried to depict his good-
humoured face and calm expression, which showed that he had
all his wits about him, but could if necessary act stupidly. On
the pre-arranged day I brought my sketch to the wine cellar,
where we were to meet. Ha$ck and Sauer were very pleased with
it, and after lengthy consideration HaSek promised me a fee of
two hundred crowns.

‘Sauer thought that this was too little and raised it to five
hundred. Hasek, after a long silence, ended the discussion by
banging his fist energetically on the table and deciding that I
should get a thousand crowns. Instcad of getting any money;,
however, I had to pay the restaurant bill for both of them. The
cover was printed, but I never got any money at all for it. But
I had never had great expectations of getting any, but after I
had forgotten all about it the accountant came from Sauer, who
kept some kind of shop for underwear, and brought me some
pairs of underpants and stockings with a message that his chief
presented his respects and that this was the fee for the cover. He
had not been able to send it before, becausc he had gone
bankrupt.’15

The publisher, Edvard Weinfurter, had refused to undertake
the sale and distribution of the novel: ‘We won’t have anything
to do with scurrilous literature of this kind,” he wrote. ‘Its sole
object is to teach people to be coarse and foul-mouthed, rather
than to be intelligent, and we shall certainly not soil the name
of our firm by touching it. It is not for Czechs, but only for
Communists.” Some of the first few press reviews were unfavour-
able and scared off Ha3ek’s partners who decided to opt out.

A historic account of how the book was born, published and
distributed was given to Anéik by Karel Snor, the owner of a
Zizkov tavern:

‘Because I was a publican by trade, I took over a small tavern
in Zizkov . . . with a tap-room and three tables. In the cellar I
had three casks containing each about twenty-two gallons of
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beer and in the tap-room a bottle of rum, two pound of frank-
furters, a jar of pickled gherkins and some small cheescs.

‘Across the strect . . . Franta Sauer lived with his sister on the
second floor and in one of their rooms our hero, Jarda Hagek,
was lodged with his lady wife, Shurinka . . .

‘I opened the shutters and displayed my wares so that every-
one should know that it was a proper tavern ... Everything
could be seen from the opposite side of the street, because I had
a big window with a fine lot of room for my wares.

‘Then I waited for customers and, sure enough, as though by
a miracle, my best ones came in—Hasek, his wife Shura and
Franta Sauer. And T shall never forget them to my dying day.
When I grected Hadek politely, he answered: “Dear Karel, I,
my wife and Franta here have decided to come and see you as
often as we can, because—don’t you think so, Franta?—what’s
the point in our walking any further when we’ve got you so
close at hand?”” Then his eye caught a bottle of rum and he
went on: “So now pour out something for all four of us, there’s
a good fellow, and let’s have a drink.”” (The fourth one was me
—he was a real gentleman and most considerate to his fellow
men.)

‘I opened the first bottle of rum and served them four glasses
at a crown a glass. After he had drunk his up, Franta said:
“Your food’s marvellous and the rum’s excellent, so another
round for me, pleasc.”” Again four rums disappeared and now it
was another round for Hasek’s wife, but she didn’t want any
more, so it was only three rums, and after that it was three
again for the house.

‘And then at last they sat down and ordered one beer and
two frankfurters cach with onions and vinegar. I rushed down
right away to the houseporter for onions and vinegar, and then
they ordered cheese and more beer again. At this point Madame
Shura tactfully left to go home after saying goodbye to Hasek
with a nice kiss and a warning to him to come home for supper,
although it was only half past ten in the morning (how well she
knew him!).

‘When she had gone, Hajck said: “‘Karel, as you see, we're
your first customers, and so you have to respect us. Here are
twelve crowns in cash for those three rounds of rum, at one
crown a glass, which makes twelve crowns together. The rest
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must be on tick, because it won’t be long before the first instal-
ment of Svejk appears and you’ll be the first to get two hundred
copies of it. You’ll be able to sell them for two crowns apicce
and so you’ll get four hundred crowns for them, and that’ll be
for yourself. Now, may we have two more glasscs of rum,
please? Today, I’'m going to sit and write until the morning,
and now we’re going to Prague.”’

Snor looked ruefully at his window display and calculated
that alrcady considerable havoc had becn made of it. Six frank-
furters with onion and vinegar, six portions of cheese, three
large gherkins, twelve rolls, nine glasses of beer and half a bottle
of rum—all gone, and he’d only got twelve crowns for the lot
and the rest on tick.

‘I was looking pretty blue, but when I remembered that I
was to get two hundred copies of Svejk frce and how much cash
I could get for them, I brightened up a bit. Customers dropped
in one by one, the crossing-sweeper camc in for beer and cheesc,
then a customer from the spirit-shop opposite, a tradesman or
two, a house-porter from next door and some young lady return-
ing from her nightly trade. And so it went on day after day.
The debt grew bigger and bigger, busincss was slow and I
thought HaSek and Sauer were beginning to look rather
dejected ...

And so one day Snor asked Sauer how things stood with the
book.

‘My dear chap,” Sauer replied, ‘it’s like this. Yesterday I was
at uncle’s and hocked Ha3ck’s overcoat. It’s quite warm now,
you know, and Hadek was afraid that the moths would get at it
... He’s already got the first instalment of Svejk practically
ready and it’s terrific! Now he must finish it and, you know, you
can’t get him to write a word without rum and cigarettes, But
don’t worry. When the beok comes out, there’ll be a God
Almighty rumpus among all the top brass and the other nobs,
because he’s hit out at them for all he’s worth; there are a lot
of them still herc who’d like to carry on in the Republic just as
they used to before the war . . . Maybe next week we’ll give our
work (he said “our’) to the printers and then we’ll all do jolly
well out of it, so don’t refusc Ha$ek anything, but serve him
whatever he asks for.’

‘And the customers came,” Snor continued. ‘They were all
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Hagek’s acquaintances . . . and listened to what he told them,
how he’d soon have the first book of Svejk ready and needed
more money to get it printed, and who had got that money?
“I know, boys,” he said, “‘that if you’d got it, you’d put it into
the business without a moment’s thought, and I know we’re all
of us glad to be able to keep our heads above water . .. Now,
Karel, may I have a glass of rum, please, and you’ll get those
hundred copics as sure as my name is Jarda Hagek.”—But,
Jarou$ek, you promised Karel two hundred,” Sauer put in.—
“Quite right. Very well then, we’ll give him two hundred.” . ..

‘Then they went away and the customers slowly followed. I
added up my takings and knew for certain that I only had
enough to pay my rent till the end of Scptember and the next
month I'd have to live on what they owed me!

‘The next day Franta came in triumphantly at cleven o’clock
and said that they were going to make a contract in the after-
noon and the next day they would have the first instalment of
Svejk printed. And he took a crown out of his pocket and ordercd
one rum, cash down. I took this as a definite sign that something
was going to happen. But they didn’t come back at all that day,
and the next morning Shurinka came along in tears and told me
in heart-breaking tones that they had not been home since the
previous day and she had prepared fried skubdnky* for Jaroudck.
(*My darling adores them although he always tells me that he’s
had enough of them.”) I consoled her by saying that perhaps
Mr Writer was getting on with his Szejk somewhere on the quiet
side, but she wouldn’t believe it and said he hardly wrote at all.
When he came home at night he was nearly always sick; he had
an illness and we were only mortal and she loved him very
much. I gave her a glass of liqueur and two frankfurters with
mustard just to get her to go, because she was crying to break
my heart. And it was not until ten o’clock in the evening that
HaSck and Sauer arrived in a cab and with the help of the
customers I got them into the tap-room and pumped into them
black coffee without sugar and soda water . . .

‘After some time, one day in the morning at about nine,
Franta arrived with a parccl, banged it on the table and said:
“Karel, the day has dawned for you at last. Here you have for

* Potato-paste dumplings fried in hot butter and served with sugar,
poppy-secd and cinnamon sugar.
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the time being one hundred and fifty copies of the first instal-
ment of Svejk. Things aren’t yet quite all right with the money
for the printing, you know, but we’ll keep our word to you. And
so as not to forget, you’re to send Jarda threc portions of soup,
six rolls, three bottles of soda watcr, twenty cigarettes and half a
litre of rum, and in the evening he’ll settle the bill.”

‘I gave him everything, because I was going to go bust any-
how and after warning him that my very life depended on
Svejk and that I needed money for beer or I'd have to close
tomorrow, Franta gave me his promise. He saw how things
stood, the last barrel alrcady opened in the cellar, only two dry
frankfurters, ten stinking cheeses and half a bottle of rum left,
in fact—utter disaster.

‘I took the copies, read them at once and I liked them very
much. Twenty of them I put in the window so that the passers-
by could see that Svejk had at last come out. I had prepared a
caption on cardboard saying SEE NAPLES AND DIE, READ
SVEJK AND LIVE! and various other slogans so that anyone
who went by would be struck by them. And indeed that very
day I sold twenty copies to customers and passers-by and got
forty crowns for them in cash, which revived me a bit. And then
Franta came to see me in the evening, again bringing me a hun-
dred crowns in cash, saying that it was for the fifty copies which
they had not delivered to me and that Jaroudek was at home
writing the next instalment.

‘But later I learnt from Franta’s good sister that Ha$ek had
had an attack of gout. He had been quite drunk and had only
recovered that day. They were cooking garlic soup for him. He
was once more completely broke and was going to hunt for
money. That afternoon they both came back sober and sad, and
after ordering one beer and one rum each, asked at once whether
the sellers hadn’t left any money here for the copies of Suejk,
because—as Franta explained to me—when they were pub-
crawling in Zizkov, they gave various acquaintances they met
fifty copies each and one copy free, on condition that they sold
them to their friends for two crowns and brought back here to
my pub one crown fifty hellers for each copy, as well as the un-
sold copies. And here was the list of names of the sellers. “Yes,”
I'said, “I do have money here from a certain gentleman, thirty-
five copies returned and twenty-two crowns fifty in cash for
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fifteen copies.”” So I gave them the money and at once took off
the amount owing for two beers and two rums. HasSek said that
they were all idiots. I'ranta said: “‘Look, Jarda, we gave them
these copies to sell and the condition was that they should have
ten days to do it in, so there’s nothing to be done. According to
the list there are twenty of them, which makes a thousand
copics. So, let’s wait and you, Karel, keep the copies that have
been returned.”

‘At that moment [one of the sellers] came in carrying some
copics in his hand, and when he saw the well-known couple, he
said: ‘“‘Boys, here you have cighteen copics returned and the
money for thirty-two.”” ““Hurrah,” Jarda shouted. “Serve us
rum all round. That’ll be all right. There’s a whole fortune for
me in those copies. Give us just one more rum for the journey
... We'll go and get some money.” And so they went away
together.

‘Then I knew for certain that it was a bad look-out for me. It
was going to be very difficult for me to get my money for all the
drink and food they had consumed. In my pub it was just like
The Shop Where Evervthing Had Been Eaten* and out of those
hundred and fifty copies of Sz¢jk they had given me 1 still had
more than a hundred and ten left. I started to pack the frank-
furters and cheese in them. From the sellers I had got about
seven hundred copies, of which Hadek took thirty each time. In
Prague he exchanged them for cash and very quickly spent it
on drink. And one day they came again and took away all the
copies from me saying that they were going to the larger towns
in the Republic and that the book was starting to sell like hot
cakes. In October the second and third instalments of The Good
Soldier Svejk were published. People who had not read the first
instalment now tried to get hold of it and asked for it.

‘I told Jarda and Franta this, and they assured me that the
first instalment would be reprinted. Now they were both very
respectably dressed and seemed to be doing better. They had
not forgotten me and gave me some cash, but the time for pay-
ing my quarter’s rent was approaching and so I ceremoniously
shut up my shop. In short, everything had been drunk up and
my customers togcther with Hadek and Franta had the last

* U snedeného krdmu, a novel by a Czech humorous writer Ignat Herrmann,
born 1854.
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drink with me. The Good Soldier Svejk had started to make his
triumphant way through the world.’

Meanwhile Ha¥ck went on sceing Jarmila clandestinely. In
the summer of 1921, probably at the end of June, she wrote to
Vilma in the country that she would like to visit her one day and
would bring Hasek with her.

They came together one Sunday in early July. Ha$ek did not
look well: he was pale and emaciated, and his clothes hung loose-
ly on him. Both the guests enjoyed a lunch of chicken prepared
with sour cream and Ha$ek persuaded Jarmila to take a second
helping: ‘Let’s cat, Jarmilka,” he urged. ‘We’re getting it free.’

After lunch Ha3ck spent some time making a mill on the
stream for Vilma’s little boy. But when he bent down, he felt
pressure on his stomach. He had severe pains, turned even more
pale and said anxiously: ‘I’ve got cancer.’

Vilma and Jarmila laid him on his side on a narrow bench
under the window with his hands under his head. His position
on the bench seemed rather insecure: he might easily fall and
hurt himself. They wanted to make it more secure, but did not
know how to do so. Finally they supported him with two huge
logs. And so he lay there and slept—*a poor sick human being’.
He was no longer the handsome young man with the pink
complexion whom they had known long ago.

While he was slecping Jarmila sat with Vilma on somc logs a
little distance away and talked quietly. She confided to Vilma
that Hasek had been asking her to come and live with him
again. She would have been ready to do this, had it not been
for Shura. What was to be done about her? After all she was
nothing more than his nurse.

‘And a nurse is just what he needs,” said Vilma. ‘You wouldn’t
be able to be one. You should leave him in her care. Besides, it
wouldn’t be decent of him to abandon her.” But Jarmila made
no reply.

After Hasek had had a good sleep, they gave him a cup of
black coffee and he felt better, although somewhat chilly. Fi-
nally they left together. It had turned cold, and Hadck began to
have shivering fits. ‘I shake like an aspen leaf, only to get as hot
as a blacksmith’s tongs a moment later,” he had written to her a
month before. Jarmila said it was due to his having contracted
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malaria in Russia. Now she took off her jersey and put it on
him. As they went off, Hafek said: ‘You sece, you thought
Jarmilka and I wouldn’t meet again, that they had separated us
for ever. But, luckily enough, we’ve found each other again.’i6

Hasek’s health had long worried Jarmila. The Prague clim-
ate did not suit him, he had written, and he and the painter
Panuska were looking for somewhere to stay in the summer. In
June he had complained to her that he was suffering from ague
fits, having caught cold at a Socialist May Day rally.

On July 5th, 1921, he wrote to her:

‘My Dcarest Jarmilka,

‘Fortune favourced me, so I was able to return from our trip
[to Vilma] and be well thanks to the way you looked after me.
But on Monday I had the misfortune to be exposed to torrential
rain for more than half an hour, and my feet were wet through
when I waited for you in vain and so now I’ve got a pain in my
chest and a violent cough.

‘I thought that you might have been very tired after our
expedition and probably had not gone to the office, and it was
only this morning that I learned the truth, when your express
letter arrived.

‘I slept until nine o’clock on Monday. My disappearance
{from Saucr’s flat] and my return did not cause any sensation.
People saw me acting as though I were drunk when I was play-
ing cards at the Valhans’s wine cellar.

‘Today I have a little fever and I can’t come and sec you.
Please, my darling, send me those prescriptions, so that I can
follow them.,

‘My return in a jersey caused a sensation and it was especially
Sauer’s Béta who noticed it. I told her that I had won it at cards
on Sunday.

‘Now DI’ve had a little nap and I dreamt we were together on
the Petiin. Instead of Prague that village where we were to-
gether on Sunday lay at our feet, and to get to Prague we had
to go by train. The station was down by the Kinsky Garden. I
dreamt I was kissing you, kissing you unccasingly and we were
quite alone on the Petfin.

‘And now that I have woken up, I kiss you again in my heart.

Your Mituska’
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In the holidays when the ‘editor’ came again, Jarmila told
Richard the truth. Haek brought with him his collection of
short stories Three Men and a Shark and wrote init: ‘To my dear
son from Jaroslav Hagek.’

On August 16th Ha3ek wrote to Richard.

‘My own dear Richard,

‘I am expecting you, my dear boy, with Mama at the Palacky
Bridge this afternoon. Do be sure to come. I am sending you
some chocolate. Mama has caten a little bit of it.

‘Keep well and don’t forget to guard the Secret* very care-
fully.

Your Papa’

This was the last extant letter which Ha3ek wrote to his family,
and the meeting was the last time Richard saw his father alive,
After that Hasek left Prague and the old sweet romance ‘in his
declining years’ came to an end. When Vilma met Jarmila later
in the autumn she and Ha$ek had separated again—not at their
own wish, nor at the orders of her parents, who still did not
know about the relationship, but because Shura had insisted on
it, saying she was pregnant.

Vilma was sceptical about Shura’s story. The pair had lived
together for years and had no children, and now suddenly as
though by order, they were getting one, and at a time when
Hasck was so ill. Jarmila said nothing, but it was obvious that
she had given way to Shura.

* That he was Richard’s father and that they saw each other.



(17)
Lipnice and the End

In thesummerof 1921 Ha$ck suddenly disappeared from Prague.
The person responsible for whisking him away was the landscape
painter, Jarosiav Panuska, a great hulking man of enormous
strength, who would have been a good ‘chucker out’ at a pub
and had indeed proved himsclf as such. Among his eccentricities
was to address everybody in the familiar second person singular,
to save himself the trouble of distinguishing between his closest
friends and the rest. He had an atelierin Vinohrady and wasat one
time friendly with Lada, the illustrator of Svejk. A great drinker
and gourmand, he combined just thosc qualitics which were
dear to Hagek’s heart. More important, he was a kindly person
who took a real interest in Hagek’s welfare.

The road from Prague to Vienna via Jihlava and Znojmo
crosses a long, high plateau on the frontiers of Bohemia and
Moravia. These are the Bohecmian—Moravian Highlands, where
Panuska was born. Although hc had painted some attractive
landscapes of this beautiful region, he was, curiously cnough,
better known for his paintings of ghosts and archaeological re-
mains—a rather odd combination. Langer said that the chalets
in his pictures always leaned to one side, the roads were full of
bouldcrs, the forests ghostly with twisted trees; one felt that out
of them some hideous monster might appear at any moment.
Once, in order to achieve the right perspective of a castle, he
hired a bomber and cruised over it.! His language was highly
scasoned, but somehow or other in his mouth it sounded natural
and acceptable—like Palivec’s in The Good Soldier Svejk.*

Hagek had becn so slow in getting on with his writing of
Svejk that Sauer had become seriously worried. He told Panugka
that if the book was ever to be completed Hagek must be spirited
away somewhere in the country, where the climate was healthy

* The Good Soldier Suejk, p. 6.
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and food plentiful (unlike at Praguc at that time). Panuska had
immediately thought of Lipnice, which lay near the valley of the
river Sdzava and commanded a magnificent view of his native
highlands. ‘That place is just made for him,’ he said. ‘I go there
every summer and in winter too, when there is snow. I can
paint, and he can write in peace somewhere in the woods. We
shall mutually restore each other’s zest for work.’

Hasck’s departure from Prague was typical of him. On August
25th, while Shura was out shopping with Sauer, he sallicd forth
scantily dressed in an open-nccked shirt and without a hat,
carrying a jug to fetch beer. By chance on the way he happened
to run into Panutka, who was dressed for a journey. ‘It was
obvious that he was not well,” Panugka recalled. ‘His eyes had
not lost their famous sparkle, but his face was more pinched than
usual.’ ‘One thing led to another’ as Svejk might have said, and
both went off to Lipnice together. But in fact the move must
have been more carefully prepared than that; as long ago asin
May, HaSek had been writing to Jarmila of his intention to find
somewherc to go for the summer and the Sdzava valley was one
of the spots mentioned.

He had every reason to wish to cscape from Prague—the dis-
dainful frowns of the establishment, the disparaging remarks of
the press, the unpleasant sensation of being tailed by the police,
his failing health and possibly too, some agitated scenes at home
after Shura had found out that he was seeing a lot of Jarmila.

Hasck and Panugka walked from the railway station to Lip-
nice, but spent most of the journey in the shelter and comfort of
wayside inns. In this way a walk which would have normally
lasted only an hour and a half took them five, because Hasek
continually complained of being footsore and thirsty and
ordered rounds of beer for all the guests at every inn they visited.
‘Man proposes, but an inn transposes’ was his cheerful com-
ment. But in spite of this they were able to see something of the
beauty of the surroundings before darkness fell. The black and
jagged silhouette of Lipnice castle stood out against the purple
horizon and Ha3ck was captivated by the sight.

Invald, the landlord of the Czech Crown, Lipnice’sone decent
inn, had prepared a small room for Panuska, who told him that
Hasek could sleep with him for the first night and after that a
bed should be made up for him in the adjoining room. The
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landlord had never seen Ha$ek before and eyed him with some
suspicion, because he was shabbily dressed, had no luggage with
him and did not look at all like a ‘writer gentleman’; but
Panugka soon convinced him that the stranger was someone to
be properly cared for. Later the landlord was to become
devoted to him.2

The peace and quict of Lipnice appealed to Hagek: it was
exactly what he needed. But his reaction was typical. ‘Now I
live bang in the middle of a pub. Nothing better could have
happened to me.” Panudka prevailed upon Invald to grant
Hagek a credit of up to 500 crowns, which was a great relief to
him, as he not only had brought no money with him, but was in
fact penniless. Both friends enjoyed themselves hugely, eating,
drinking, going for walks in the ncighbourhood and swopping
stories. Panug$ka painted and Hasek carried his easel and palette.
Ha3ek grew very fond of the artist and missed him very much
when he went back to Prague, which he did at intervals. In
order to lure him back he appointed himself Panugka’s ‘mcteoro-
logical agent’. At first he carried out the assignment conscienti-
ously, but later in the typical Ha$ck fashion sent him bogus
weather predictions in the hope that they would induce him to
come back to Lipnice.3

One of their favourite haunts was Lipnice castle, with its
sweeping views on the one side of the beautiful Sazava and its
woods, and on the other of the undulating Bohemian-Moravian
Highlands. Its custodian at that time, the Chief Forester Bohm,
lIent them the key, so that they could get in whenever they liked.
Later they would light fires in the courtyard, grill sausages and
potatocs, and sing old Austrian songs.

Ha3ek made the castle the scene of some of his idiosyncratic
pranks, and once held a drinking party in it with Panutka and
a local schoolmaster. After darkness had fallen the schoolmaster
fell asleep in a befuddled state somewhere in a corner and was
forgotten. None too steady on their feet, HaSck and Panuska
locked up the castle and went back to the inn. Shortly after-
wards people came running up to say that the castle was
haunted; a white figure had been seen running along the battle-
ments and calling for help. Hasek suggested it might be a deser-
ter from the former Austrian army and sent word to Bohm to
bring his gun. Onc would have thought that he would have

247



taken a more merciful view of deserters. As soon as he saw the
excited figure on the battlements, he shouted out that it was the
White Lady of RoZmberk (an apparition supposed to haunt all
castles in Bohemia) and loudly urged Bohm to shoot the phan-
tom and ‘liberate’ her. When they finally unlocked the castle
gate, the unhappy schoolmaster was literally trembling with
fright.

Hasck’s more colourful version of this episode is given in one
of his letters to Sauer in Prague. ‘On Monday [ arranged a huge
festival of chivalry in the castle, where everybody got so fright-
fully drunk that a schoolteacher fell from the bridge and broke
his neck. His widow has just been to see me and asked me to pay
the expenses of the funeral. I gave her a copy of Stejk to assuage
her pain and gricf.’” Here speaks the HaSek of earlier days.

He often used to sit in the big old hall of the castle and write.
Anxious to study its history he sent out one day for a guide book.
The local bookseller brought it to him at the inn himself. A dis-
cussion then took place, in the course of which the bookseller
spoke slightingly of Lenin and Trotsky. For a long time Hasck
took no notice, but when the bookseller became more and more
impassioned he suddenly shouted at him: ‘Shut up or I'll slap
your face. Do you really know them? Have you actually read
their writings? Did you ever hear me insult Kraméf or Ragin?’*

But the bookseller refused to give in and so Hasek carried out
his threat. There was an embarrassed silence afterwards. Invald
looked darkly at HaSek: ‘I can’t forgive you for that, Jarda.
You really shouldn’t have done it. He didn’t mean it badly, and
he’s many years older than you are. I’m not going to let you
have any more drink.” HaSek paced nervously up and down the
room, his hands behind his back. Suddenly he stopped, put his
head in his hands and said: ‘I ought never to have done it. I
shouldn’t have hit him.” Then he rushed towards the frightened
bookscller. ‘Listen, you must give me one back.” ‘Better forget
about it,” said the bookseller crossly. ‘You’re a fine one, I must
say, but at Icast I’'m glad that I’ve learned the sort of chap vou
are.” ‘I ask you for the last time to give me one back,” Hasek
insisted. ‘If you don’t do so this very instant, I’ll smash your jaw
again.” Invald, seeing more trouble brewing, lifted up the book-
scller’s right hand and somehow brought it down gently on

* Political leaders of the bourgcois parties in Czechoslovakia.
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Hag3ek’s cheek. ‘All right, now we’re quits,” said Haek with a
happy sigh.4

Meanwhile, while Halek was enjoying himself at Lipnice,
Shura and Sauer were turning Prague upside down hunting for
him. But glad as he was to be away from Shura, he could not
shut her completely out of his mind for long. And so one mid-
night he sat down and wrote her a letter, giving her his address
and suggesting she should come and join him. Impulsively he
took it off immediately to the post office, which happened to be
on the first floor of the inn, waking up the postmistress who slept
in the hotel. But by the next morning he had had second thoughts
and tried desperately to retricve the letter but in vain. The deed
had been done.

Shura’s arrival with all her nagging and fuss put paid to
Hasek’s halcyon days. It was some relief that Sauer came with
her, but he did not stay long. And when in the end Panuska had
to return to work in his Prague atelier, Hasck felt doubly miser-
able. Another reason for his gloom was that the credit he had
received was now exhausted and he was hard pressed for funds.
On October 22nd, 1921, he wrote an appealing letter to Sauer
in Prague:

‘Dear Franta, my golden boy,

‘T am sending you for the present five pages (of Svejk of course)
and tomorrow there will be more. I am utterly alone here.
Panuska is in Prague and so it is only now that the real work
begins, because I have got through all my visits. For God’s sake,
I implore you by all the saints and in memory of the Emperor
I'rancis Joseph, send me some money, because we are two of us
here now, Shurinka and I. I haven’t got a single heller and if I
want to post a letter I have to borrow the money for the stamp,
and it’s a frightful disgrace for me, because I am, as you well
know, a very orderly man . . .

‘... If you can, my joy, come here some day. I’m frightfully
sad here .. .’s

Sauer sent him 400 crowns, but insisted that Hasek must in
return supply him with further instalments of Swejk. This pro-
duced the following reply:
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‘My dear, dear Iranta,

‘I am sending you for the time being nine pages, which I
wrote yesterday and today till twelve o’clock, when the post
went. In the afternoon I shall go on writing and I shall certainly
send you further pages tomorrow. I have developed an unusual
appetite for writing and please don’t forget me, but come and
see me definitely as you promised—not on Monday, but, better
still on Sunday! You must admit that I am in a very disagree-
able situation: I don’t want to be in debt to anyone and under-
mine our reputation, when I’ve got to remain here until I’ve
complcted the book. Now I have rcally recovered my zest for
work and I assure you I shall make every possible effort to make
it a success. Do come and you will see what an energetic mood
Iamin...I am longing so much to sce you, Franta, because I
am sincerely fond of you.’

In spite of this appeal Sauer did not arrive until the Monday.
He had only come to get out of Hafek further instalments of
Svejk, but he had to return to Prague without them, utterly
exhausted as well by the pub-crawling HaSek had dragged him
off on. But Hasck could not or would not writc on order. Panus-
ka suggested to Sauer that they should get Bohm to lure him
into his forester’s lodge with the bait of good food and drink and
then lock him up until he had done his ‘homework’. Bohm tried
this on, posting a second forester on guard and refusing to allow
Ha3ek out until he had produced the prescribed number of
pages. But when they opened up, they found the prisoner hap-
pily enjoying a bottle of cognac. He had not written a single
line. This trick would not work on him. The explorer Fri¢ had
alrcady tricd it.

When Hasek scalded his hand, it seemed at first likely that
this would prove yet another obstacle to his getting on with the
job. But it probably speeded things up, because he had to en-
gage a secretary and chose the twenty-year-old son of the local
police officer, Kliment Stépének. They made an agrcement to
work from nine till twelve every morning and from three till five
every afternoon. The conscientious Stépanck, who became
Hagek’s devoted slave and addressed him as ‘Macstro’, related :

“The next day I came punctually at nine o’clock, as had been
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agrced. HaSek was still asleep. Because Mrs Shura was also
sleeping, I could not get into the rooms. When I knocked at the
door, Hafck woke up and, when it dawned on him at last that
it was me, he asked me to come again in an hour’s time. And so
I'did, and it was the samc story all over again. Hadek called out
from his bed: “Jesus, I want to sleep. Come back in an hour’s
time—or perhaps even better, come in the afternoon!”’

Stépének often came and left again without being given any
work to do at all. Somctimes Ha3ck did not even get up in the
aftcrnoon, and when he did, wrote very little. ‘I tried to catch
{him}], so that I could remind him of his work, but he scldom
listened to my suggestions. It depended mostly on his mood.’

Stépanek soon stopped coming in the morning, because he
found it a waste of time. And then of course onc day he found
Ha3ek already sitting at the table, waiting for him and smiling.
‘We’re early for once, aren’t we?” he exclaimed. But before they
could get started, Shura had first to bring tea from the Invalds
and pour out slivovice for HaSek. Only then did they eventually
scttle down to work. Stépdnek was looking forward to his new
assignment and was curious to know how Hasck would actually
set about writing Sugjk, but on that day he did not learn any-
thing.

¢ “Today we’ll let Svejk slecp a little and write something
shorter,” Hasek announced to his disappointment.

‘We went on talking about quite everyday things and in the
meantime I prepared paper, pen and ink. Then Ha%ck suddenly
got up, began to walk up and down the room in a very small
space, put his hands behind his back and said, “All right, now
we’re starting! Don’t write any title. Just leave a space and
we’ll fill it in later, according to what it turns out to be.”

‘Once he dictated to mc in the inn while at the same time
having a quarrel with a guest. In situations like these I often had
to ask him repeatedly about a sentence.’

Or he might sit in the company of Panuska and other local
friends including a schoolmaster who was tcaching Shura
Czech, when he would talk very excitedly with them and
simultaneously dictate.$

At this rate things did not look very promising for Sauer,
whose position was desperate: he was already practically bank-
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rupt, creditors were hot on his heels and the whole publishing
business was gradually grinding to a halt. Not only was he left
by Hadck to bear the brunt of all this, but he was exposed in
addition to the reproaches of Ha3ek’s friends for not having
given the author the money he was allegedly entitled to. Shura
had her knife into him as well for having smuggled letters to
Hagek from Jarmila. In the end Sauer got tired of HaSek’s re-
peated begging letters and his failure to send him further instal-
ments of Svejk, and the publishing house of Hasek, Sauer and
Co. was dissolved by mutual agreement. The printing and dis-
tribution of Svejk was henceforth to be in the hands of another
publisher, Synek. But Sauer lived to regret his hasty action: he
had opted out just as the book was beginning to catch on. After
the appearance of the first volume interest in it had grown, and
more and more copies were printed. Next year the first volume
would appear in five editions and the second in four. The third
volume, which Hadck was to write in the spring of 1922, would
appear at the end of the ycar in two editions. The fourth volume
would be published in 1923 after Ha$ck’s death.

After breaking with one of his friends Haek now picked a
quarrel with another. Sauer had told him that in Prague he had
gone to sec the premiére of a dramatic version of Suejk, put on
by Longen at the Adria without the author’s permission and
now cnjoying a great box-office success. HaSek immediately
wrote Longen a letter of protest, couched in his own inimitable
style.

November 4th, 1921
‘Dear Friend,

‘I’ve just learnt from some newspapers of November 1st that
on the 2nd of this month the premiére took place in the Adria of
The Good Soldier Svejk in the World War by J. Hafek. This has
been confirmed to me by my friend, Sauer, who was present at
a performance.

“‘He praised the production and assured mec that it was very
well done and that you had taken great carc that everything,
down to the smallest dialogues, should be faithful to the text.

“To the best of my memory, however, we have had no contact
at all since December last year, and our chance meeting in the
Union a little later concluded with very odd behaviour on the
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part of both of us, by which we apparently wished to make it
clear that we did not know each other any more.

‘1 am therefore all the more surprised that you suddenly
remember me and are putting on the stage a work which at that
time I did not even know I should ever write.

‘I remember very well that I promised to write something for
you, which I shall certainly do, and that I signed a receipt for
300 crowns in advance for it. But you must admit that it was not
for you that I wrote The Good Soldier Svejk and you are therefore
putting it on without my knowledge. You did not even ask me
about it. You have just done nothing but shit on me. I shall
forgive you under the following conditions, which are hard and
inexorable:

I You are to write off those 300 crowns and send me back my
receipt by return of post. This is a fine imposed on you for
not having asked my permission.

2 You arc to send mc at once a substantial amountin advance
(because you’ve already given Franta Sauer one) and you
arc to do it by telegraph . ..

3 The sum of money you are going to send me (and don’t
think in terms of a paltry 500 crowns!) is to be an advance
on the daily receipts from cach performance which you
negotiated with Sauer to the amount of 10 crowns.

4 The postal receipt for the advance sent to me under the
above conditions can be regarded as my permission for you
to produce my play.

‘Otherwise, if I do not receive the money at once by Tuesday,
November 8th, I shall forbid the performance. You know that I
am a swine!

Yours,
Jaroslav Hagek

‘Love to Xena! Shura sends her love and remembers the fish
soup.’

What had happened was that on that first Christmas Eve
after HaSck’s return to Czechoslovakia, when Hasek and Shura
were guests of the Longens, Ha3ek had promised Longen to
write some sketches for his Revolutionary Theatre and accepted
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a small advance from him. When the first volume of Svejk
appeared, Longen remembered this promise and put on a
dramatised version of it. At first he had wanted to produce it at
the open air theatre at Sirka near Prague with the famous
Prague comedian, Vlasta Burian, as Svejk, but as he was unable
to engage him, he put it on in the Adria with Karel Noll in the
leading role. But Longen had jumped the gun: his dramatis-
ation of Svejk had nothing to do with Ha3ck’s promise.?

On receipt of this menacing letter Longen decided to go to
Lipnice with his wife and talk things over. Recalling the impres-
sion Hasek’s physical appearance made on him he wrote:

‘He had become surprisingly fat since his flight from Prague
and gave the impression to people who didn’t know him of a
crank who was tramping round the world. His legs were stuck
right up to the knces in huge felt boots. On his body he wore a
jersey, a long-tailed black coat of old-fashioned cut and an over-
coat which was so tight that he could not button it up. His face
had acquired a fleshier and tubbier appearance and an un-
natural shininess, as though from frost-bite. He suffered from
great lassitude and every movement seemed to tirc him.’

Longen hoped he would be able to get from Hasck if not the
dramatic sketches promised to him, at least some fresh ideas for a
New Year’s programme. HaSek offered him two pieces. The
first of them, The Minister and his Child, was banned by the cen-
sors shortly before it was going to be staged. And so as a sub-
stitute Hasek quickly wrote the sccond—IFrom Karlin to Bratislava
in 365 Days. Again the performance was vctoed at the last
minute. Neither of these plays or sketches has in the final count
been attributed to Hasck. The Minister and his Child is now to be
found among Longen’s collected works, Hasek’s original picce
having been considerably adapted by him, and the other play is
attributed to E. E. Kisch, on whosc original work it was based.8

Hasek could not surely ever have imagined in his most opti-
mistic moments that The Minister and his Child would be allowed
in Prague. It dealt with a supposed row between the Czecho-
slovak Foreign Minister and an explorer A. B. Frik, a character
who was obviously drawn from Hafek’s one time benefactor
A. V. Frié—another example of Hagek’s ingratitude.
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In the play the Foreign Minister refuses to appoint Frik
ambassador in some faraway country among the Indians. In
revenge Frik bombards the public with scurrilous leaflets abus-
ing the Foreign Minister. When these have no success, he resorts
to occult means which he had learnt from the Indians, and turns
the Minister and his staff into fantastic animals. To stop this the
chief of the secret police breaks into Frik’s villa in disguise, but
himself falls a victim to the explorer’s occult powers. Frik then
writes another scandalous leaflet called The Minister and his
Child, in which reference is made to the ‘rotten fruits’ of the
Minister’s foreign policy. This is taken literally by the Forecign
Minister’s wife, who suspects her husband of infidelity, she her-
sclf having been made pregnant by the Minister’s secretary.

The chief of the secret police orders the leaflets to be con-
fiscated and this leads to the arrest for incitement of the Foreign
Minister’s greengrocer mother-in-law, who has bought up a
hundredweight of them to wrap her vegetables in. The error is
explained and the lady is released, after which she gives her
son-in-law a piece of her mind. Finally the explorer achieves his
aim and is appointed ambassador in New Zealand, wherc he
becomes a dutiful citizen, loyal to the government of the
Republic. The references to the greengrocer mother of the
Foreign Minister’s wife were meant to point to Mrs Benes.

The story of the Kisch play was also topical. It dealt with the
adventurous voyage of a small steamboat which sailed from
Prague to Hamburg along the Vitava and Elbe, crossed two
oceans and returned to Bratislava via the Danube. Hasek made
his own embroidery on Kisch’s narrative.?

It was in December, while the Longens were still at Lipnice,
that Ha3ek’s old friend Héjek suddenly turned up. He had been
sent to address a political mecting at Lipnice and knowing that
Hagek lived there wrote and asked him about the local political
situation. In reply he received a long and excited letter from
Ha3ek about the local political groups in which he urged Héjek
to come to Lipnice, hold a meeting there and put things right.
But as the letter bore the mark ‘secret’ Hajck suspectcd the
mark of the old hoaxer’s cloven hoof.

When Héjek finally arrived at the Czech Crown his attention
was immediately caught by a poster of a huge drawing of
Svejk. It was a theatre poster from the Adria.
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‘How did that poster get here?” he asked the innkeeper. ‘Why,
Mr Hasck lives here and at the moment Mr and Mrs Longen
from the Adria theatre are staying here too. Mr Longen is writ-
ing a new play with Mr Hasek about a Mr Minister. But Mr
Hagek is waiting to sec you. I’ll tell him at once that you arc
here.’

When Ha3ck appeared, he looked like a Russian muzhik. He
had his valenki on, which reached up to his thighs, and he was so
fat that it almost took Hajek’s breath away. Overjoyed to see his
friend again HaSek wanted very much to come and hear him
speak at the meeting, but Hajek was not having any and
made him promise to stay away. He was scared of a practical
joke. After the meeting they spent a happy evening together
cxchanging memorics of their days at the Commercial
Academy.10

After Hajek had gone back to Praguc HaSek began arranging
evening parties, for which he usually brewed his famous ‘sailors’
grog’ (so strong that ‘after taking it you could swim the English
Channel’). His special recipe was as follows (in his own words):
‘Bring to the boil half a litre of water together with two or thrce
allspice corns, six to eight peppercorns, ten cloves, a piece of
cinnamon, a small piece of lemon peel and the juice of one whole
lemon. Add a pound of sugar. After boiling add six pints of
white wine and bring to the boil. Then add two pints of cognac
and bring it near boiling point again. Be careful not to let it
boil over. Then put it on the table close at hand. Take the lid
off for 2 moment, light the aromatic vapours and put the lid on
again. That’s the end of the ritual. And if someone tells you to
add vanilla give him one across the jaw.’

He also went on writing Svejk and when friends like Panugka
came to sce him sometimes read part of it. Panugka would pat
him on the back and say appreciatively: ‘You’ve got something
good there, you old cow.’

On New Year’s Eve HaSck was busy making preparations for
a special performance. Local amateurs had come to ask him to
write some couplets for it, but when he found to his disappoint-
ment that they wanted him to buy tickets and provide some
songs but not perform himself, he decided to stage a rival even-
ing of his own at the inn. When the day arrived, he went re-
peatedly to the kitchen to see whether there would be enough
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wine for the midnight drink. But the festivity proved a flop as
very few guests turned up. In the end he was reduced to acting
before a few workers from the local quarry who had come to the
inn late in order to play cards. He could only induce them to
leave their game and listen to his couplets by promising that he
would pay for everything they ate and drank.

His desire to make cabaret appearances, so misjudged, only
distracted him from his literary work. None the less, all things
considered and for all Sauer’s complaints, one cannot help
admiring the speed with which he wrote. He probably started
the second volume of Sugjk in Lipnice in about mid-September
1921. In a letter written on January 16th, 1922 he said he was
just beginning to write the third volume.

In the New Year HaSek and Shura returned with the Longens
on a short visit to Prague. When they arrived there they found
that the Revolutionary Theatre had been closed by the police.
Ha3ek and Longen went round the ministries trying to get per-
mission for it to go on and for The Minister and his Child to be
presented. But after several failures they gave up and thought
out other ways of getting money. In the course of their discus-
sions HaSek quarrelled with Longen once again and their
collaboration came to an end.

Shura went to see Synek, to whom she could talk because he
knew Russian. HaSek refused to see him, declaring to Shura that
he was not going to beg for what he was entitled to. Both were
convinced that he was robbing them.

During his week in Prague Hasek could not resist revisiting
some of his old haunts. In one of them he had an argument with
a Czech general about the role of the Czech Legion in Russia
and at Snor’s he persuaded the proprietor to let him have some
drinks on tick with the help of 2 merry pseudo-nursery rhyme:
‘Snor, Snor, you’re from Baltimore.’1!

Thanks to his new agreement with Synek he was now obtain-
ing a regular income and his economic position was better.
Even if he felt he ought to be getting more, he was at least able
to pay off his debts and modestly improve his wardrobe, which
up to that time had consisted of shabby clothes preserved from
Russia and some others given to him by Bohm. Most of the time
he went about in a dirty grey Russian soft tunic, a peaked cap
and the inevitable valenki. Towards the end he took to wearing
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an extraordinary pyramid shaped ‘homburg’ hat with a broad
coloured band. From Prague he brought back with him a new
blue suit, a grey hat and a stick with a silver knob. He had two
suits made in Lipnice, one for himself and one for his secretary
Stépanek, but they were made of thin lustre wool and there
were soon two enormous patches on his trousers which became a
stock joke. People told him he looked like a miner about to go
down the pit. Since he was so fat and sweated a lot in the sum-
mer, he had a comfortable check shirt made for him which he
fastened with a blue cord and a tassel.

After the row with Longen, the actor Karel Noll asked Hasek
for the rights to perform Sugjk. He had been the leading mem-
ber of the Revolutionary Theatre and after its dissolution
decided to form his own group out of the actors who had been
dismissed. Hasck, who was still in financial straits at the time,
gave his consent to Noll’s production in the nearby town of
Némecky Brod.*

The performance, which was in three parts and lasted for
three whole evenings, had great success with the public. At the
premiére HaSek, Shura and his best friends in Lipnice sat up-
stairs in the gallery, but Haek could not see properly and had
continually to lean forward, so the management cleared the
whole of the first row of the stalls for them, and they moved
down. After the performance, exhilarated by the success of the
piece, he appeared several times on the stage hand in hand with
Noll to thank the public. He also held a small reception in the
local hotel and even offered to act the part of Sapper Voditka
himself, although the offer was not taken up.12

In his excitement HaSek had forgotten that nearly a year pre-
viously he had given the rights to another theatre director,
Antonfn Fencl. When the latter learned of the infringement he
rushed off to Lipnice and negotiated a contract for the exclusive
dramatic and film rights for the sum of 5,000 crowns, of which
Hag$ek obtained an advance of 1,500 crowns in cash. The con-
tract was finally signed on August 13th. In the appendix to the
agreement it was specifically stated that the play must not be
performed without Fencl’s permission. Noll was passed over.

The Longens’ relations with Ha$ek were now finally termi-
nated. Shortly afterwards they ran out of money and emigrated

* Today Havli¢kav Brod.
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to Germany. They never saw Halek again, but Longen wrote
and illustrated a fanciful and not very charitable book about
him in 1928. However, HaSek’s business inconsistencies could
not escape their judicial consequences. The conflicting claims
between the three claimants were heard in the district court.
Each of them had apparently sued the other!

Other contenders for Hagek’s, or rather Svejk’s hand who
came to Lipnice were: Rudolf Maftfk, who later dramatised
Svejk’s adventures for Fencl in the Adria and brought them up
to date by introducing contemporary events (one scene for
instance was called Svejk at the Peace Conference in Geneva); the
film director Rovensky, who came to discuss a Svejk film; and
Synek and his wife, who brought Hasek money with which he
could pay his debts to his old friends Opo¢ensky and Kudéj, who
came to Lipnice to spend their holidays and relive fellow vaga-
bond days of old. Finally in the middle of June Ha3ek’s younger
brother, Bohuslav, came for the first time. This alcoholic’s stay
was celebrated by a gargantuan drinking bout.

According to Shura, Ha¥ek went and addressed a political
meeting for gypsies at Humpolec which was enlivened by gypsy
music. She claims that he spoke to them of the way the Soviet
government had solved the problem of nationalities by giving
them the same rights as the majority enjoyed and providing
them with newspapers in their languages or dialects. The meet-
ing did not turn out too well for Hadek, because he ended his
speech with the words: ‘When there is Communism in Czecho-
slovakia we shall show the world’, and the gypsies were not
impressed.

Signs of serious illness were becoming apparent in Hagek.
Invald recalls that his legs had begun to swell and that he had
difficulties in going upstairs. He had always been fat, even when
he was young, but now his body appeared unhealthily bloated.
Shura remembers that he weighed nearly twenty-four stone
when they moved in. Moreover a very unusual and alarming
thing had happened: he had lost his appetite. He tried to con-
ceal this from the Invalds and went on ordering heavily spiced
dishes, only to leave them untouched or smuggle them away
somehow. His gluttony was a source of vanity to him (after all,
had he not persuaded Panuska to make a personal book-plate
for him of a boar’s head on a dish?) and any sign of weakness
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on this score was like a confession of unmanliness.13 Sometimes
when he was dictating he was overcome by a fit of vomiting. He
was indeed seriously ill, although he continued to deny it,
attributing the swellings of his legs to rheumatism and his
stomach ailments to overdoses of aspirin.

A vyear earlier Jarmila had noticed on one of the last expedi-
tions he made with her that he got tired and out of breath at the
slightest effort. Longen, on his first visit to Lipnice, had observed
that when Hasek drank black coffee with rum a thick sweat
formed on his flushed face. ‘He walked round the room choking
with his cough and then rushed out of the door into the fresh
air . . . He couldn’t sleep on the bed in his room, but sat down
in the inn near an open window, where he slept until dawn.
Naturally we tried to persuade him to stop drinking and go for
walks, but he wouldn’t listen,’14

It had always been hard to persuade him to accept advice.
He refused to see a doctor and have himself examined. Nor
could Shura persuade him to keep to a diet. ‘He should never
have eaten spiced and acid dishes,’ she recalled, ‘but he was very
fond of gherkins and the brine from them. He even crept down
in the night secretly to drink it in the Invalds’ larder.” His
favourite dish was what he liked to call “The Cat’s Dance’ which
consisted of chopped boiled potatoes, chopped grilled frank-
furters and chopped hard-boiled eggs mixed together and fried
in fat. It was heavily seasoned with pepper and salt and washed
down by beer.

It seemed too that the bohemian was at last tired of being a
vagabond. Shura said of him: ‘He got sick of living and eating
in an inn. He said that in his declining years he’d like at least to
have a roof over his head.” When he had secured himself financi-
ally by his contract for Svejk he bought a small house just below
Lipnice castle in the summer of 1922. It was a curious building
which had grown out of the knocking together of several out-
buildings and was set on a slope, so that on one side Hasek could
get straight out on the road from the top floor without going
down any steps. It had four exits, one at every point of the com-
pass. He liked the idea of being able to get out easily and talk to
passers-by. His friends had tried to dissuade him from buying it;
it would probably be cheaper, they said, to build 2 new house
than to try to restore it, but he would not listen. He thought that
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he could make a work-room for himself upstairs, while Shura
could have the rooms below. As the local builder worked too
slowly for his taste, he even hired two extra bricklayers under
his own personal control. Once he took Stépanek with him to
the site, sent him back at once for writing material and made
him write on a barrel not far from the bricklayers.

When in the autumn of 1922 he finally moved in, he occupied
only one room on the lower floor, which was study, sitting room
and bedroom all combined. His new bedroom furniture of larch-
wood was stored away on the floor above. He claimed that he
did not have enough money for the time being to buy mat-
tresses and so until the very end of his life he slept on a spring
bedstead near the window, which he used to rest on during the
day and dictate Svejk.

From the windows of his room he had a glorious view of one
of the most picturesque corners of the Bohemian—Moravian
Highlands, the same view he had enjoyed from the castle, which
was indeed the reason for his having chosen the site of the house.
The table and chair in his room were copied from old Czech
furniture in the castle too. Unfortunately they could not stand
up to the strain imposed on them by his drinking parties.!5

In the late summer Ha$ek had made a journey in the region
with Shura and a friend of hers in a carriage with a coachman
lent by Bohm. On a postcard to Panuska he wrote: ‘My com-
panions can hardly cry, they are so tired . . . Today I've done
twenty-two miles.’

So keen was he to have company that he was quite offended
if any of his friends declined an invitation. There is a story that
on one occasion he took out something like a revolver and aimed
it at one of his guests shouting: ‘Jesus Mary, Tonda, I shan’t let
you go anywhere else. You’ll stay here and you’ll drink!” Al-
though it proved in the end to be only the big key from the
castle, the guest turned pale and gave in.

Although his health continued to deteriorate, neither he nor
anyone else seriously thought that his life was at risk. He was
looking forward to planting flowers in his garden in the spring
and various other activities.

His conviviality persisted almost to the end. If there was any
feast on in the neighbourhood, he could not resist going there.
When in the middle of November he heard that a Martinmas
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Feast was to be held in the inn at a nearby village, he hired a
conveyance and sct out on the journey with Stépanek, who
recalled:

‘We had to carry Ha$ek out to the carriage, and, because it
was very cold indeed, we wrapped him up well. We came to the
village and arrived at the inn, where the feast was being held.
Hasek ordered the driver to stop and tried to get up, and, when
he found he couldn’t, Shura and I helped him and supported
him so he shouldn’t fall. As he stood up in the carriage he sud-
denly felt an urge to perform his lesser needs. There were quite
a lot of spectators around and indeed at that very moment a
group of girls were passing. When they saw Hajck’s unconven-
tional behaviour they ran away tittering. Ha3ek thought it was
great fun and called after the girls: “Now then, girls, what
about it?’’ ’16

Although his health did not permit him to take a full part in
the feast he enjoyed himself playing cards with his friends all
night and was in high humour the whole time. The party re-
turned home at five o’clock in the morning, put Hagek to bed
and had to light the firc in the stove quickly so that he could
get warmed up a bit. ‘

By the end of November any further journeys were out of the
question. He could not even get from his house to the inn. He
arranged instead an inn in his home. He had a servant by this
time and would send her to invite his cronies to come for a drink
(and not only just a drink). If she could not get hold of any of
his friends, she was ordered to go to the inn and invite everybody
who was sitting there. Sometimes this included the inn-keeper
himself. Ha$ek hardly ever went out now except for a few steps
which he took round the house.

On Christmas Day Mrs Invald went to see him and noticed
that his condition had strikingly deteriorated. His face was
ashen grey and he had difficulty in talking.!? Shura said that he
had great pains and was often silent for hours on end. He used
to say to her: ‘Svejk is suffering.’ None the less a lot of snow had
fallen and putting on his valenk: he sallied forth to shovel it from
the path round the house. He even sent Stépanek to Humpolec
on Boxing Day to buy sledges so that they could go sledging, as
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Shura and he had done in Russia. After Christmas however his
condition took a serious turn for the worse. At last he consented
to a thorough examination by a doctor. But even so he refused
to follow the doctor’s instructions and made repeated efforts to
struggle up and down the room. The doctor complained that if
he did not observe the treatment, he would never complete
Svejk. Halek replied that he would only die when he allowed
Svejk to die and this he would never permit because Svejk
would live for ever among the Czechs.18

By New Year’s Eve the snow had melted and he was looking
forward to the usual celebration in the evening. He dictated for
a whole morning in a recumbent position, sitting up for a while
in the afternoon, but he was very fidgety. He continually went
into the kitchen to try to direct the preparations for the feast and
to send the servant to fetch some small things from the inn. In
the evening he suddenly began to feel worse. His guests noticed
that he had difficulty in breathing and was making an effort to
conceal it from them. He apologised to them for being unable
even to speak and promised he would be better by Twelfth
Night, when he would arrange a proper entertainment.

But by now his condition was grave. He could not keep down
anything he ate. The doctor ordered him to drink nothing but
milk. Visitors who came to see him for a short time saw on his
table no other liquid than a bottle of mineral water, used as a
laxative, and milk. As he drank the milk he is supposed to have
said: ‘Lightning strike the cow that first let herself be milked.’

The next day he was so ill that he would have nobody with
him except Shura, nor could he get anything down. The doctor
was summoned and they brought his bed down from the room
above. Up till then he had gone on lying on the spring bedstead
pushed near the window.

During the night he lay in agony. He breathed with more and
more difficulty and had the death rattle. The doctor advised
that his relatives should be immediately informed.

He woke up and fell into a coma again. When he regained
consciousness, he began to weep. In the night he is said to have
begged for a sip of cognac, but the doctor refused and offered
him a glass of milk instead: ‘But you’re cheating me,” Hasek
said reproachfully, and then his breathing stopped. This was on
January grd, 1923.
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The doctor gave the following account of his last hours:

‘I treated Jaroslav Hafek for about four weeks before his
death. The day before he died I was called to him at eleven
o’clock in the morning and found his heart was failing. I was
with him several times that day and stayed with him the whole
night. He was lying down. In the night he got up and wanted to
make his will. He sat at a table and took a pen in his hand. But
when I saw how difficult it was for him to write, I told him I
would do it for him. He dictated his last will and I took it down
in the presence of the cook and servant. Then I read it out and
Hagek himself read it again, signed it and corrected two mis-
takes. Then the two women and I signed it as witnesses. He was
calm and in his right mind. At five o’clock in the morning I went
home and woke up the mayor. When I came back at eight
o’clock Hasek was already unconscious and the Mayor signed
his will in my presence.’

On the death certificate the cause of death was given as
pneumonia and heart failure. Halek had apparently con-
tracted pneumonia from lying in bed so long and not from
shovelling snow outside at Christmas as some people had
imagined. But the cause must have lain deeper—probably it
was cirrhosis of the liver.

Among the draft letters which he left behind was one addressed
to the district police:

‘I, the undersigned, ask respectfully to be kindly given the
necessary passport for a stay in Spain (Barcelona, Calle Rosellos)
with a view to improving my state of health on the urgent advice
of the examining doctor, Dr Novik, and the district doctor, Dr
Ressel. I intend to stay in Barcelona with my brother-in-law,
A. Bejtek, in the hope that adequate home and medical care
and a mild climate will permit me to return cured after three
months. I shall travel via Germany and France. I hope that the
police will not delay the granting of my request, so that I can
escape as quickly as possible from this harsh climate which is so
bad for my health.’

Hoaxer to the last, HaSek had no brother-in-law in Barcelona.
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He was referring to one of his former Anarchist friends who
often used to take refuge in Spain. According to Longen he had
some idea of writing a play set in Spain on the model of a piece
which a painter friend from Barcelona had sent him. One of the
main characters was to be a mendicant friar and Karel Noll
would play the role. Hagek wanted to show the world that he
could write serious drama. He would call his piece a newly dis-
covered play by Calderon, and only if it had good reviews
would he disclose that he was the real author. He never got
round to writing it, but the idea may have prompted the letter.

The Good Soldier Svejk remained unfinished. No doubt he
could have completed it, if he had taken care of his health in
good time, and if he had changed his way of life. But as Pytlik
has aptly said: ‘If he had done so, there would not have been
the same Hadek and perhaps not the same Svejk either.’ In the
morning and afternoon of New Year’s Eve he had dictated his
last story, about a collector of taxes for pig feasts. He never
finished it and the manuscript cannot be traced.



Bibliography

WORKS BY JAROSLAYV HASEK

The Good Soldier Svejk and His Fortunes in the World War in a new and
unabridged translation by Cecil Parrott, Heinemann and Penguin
London, Crowell, New York 1g73. All editions have the same
pagination.

The Red Commissar, translated by Cecil Parrott, Heinemann, 1g81,
Sphere, 1983, consists of HaSek’s short stories. All HaSek’s lesser
works cited in this biography will be found in the following collections:

1 Crty, povidky a humoresky z cest. Spisy Jaroslava Hadka, vol. 1,
Statni nakladatelstvi krasné literatury, hudby a uméni,
Prague 1955

2 Dekameron, Ceskoslovensky spisovatel, Praguc 1968

3 Galerie Karikatur, Spisy Jaroslava Haska, vol. 8, 168

4 Moje zpovéd, Spisy Jaroslava Haska, vol. 16, 1968

5 Dédictvt po panu Safrdnkovi, Spisy Jaroslava Haska, vol. 3, 1972

6 Mdjové vpkiiky. Spisy Jaroslava Ha¥ka, vol. 11, 1972

7 Panoptikum. ROH, Prague 1950

8 Aféra s kietkem a jiné povidky, Mlada fronta, Prague 1973

g Skola humoru, Svoboda, Prague 1949

10 Pepicek Nouy a jiné povidky, Edice Skvosty, Prague 1963

11 Dobry vojdk Svejk v zajeti, Spisy Jaroslava Hagka, vols. 13-14,
Prague 1973

12 Zrddce ndroda v Chotboti, Spisy Jaroslava Hagka, vol. 4, Prague

1962

13 LoupeZny vrah pied soudem, Spisy Jaroslava Hagka, vol. 2, Prague
1958

14 Velitelem mésta Bugulmy, Spisy Jaroslava Haska, vol. 15, Prague
1966

15 Fialovy hrom, Spisy Jarosiava Hagka, vol. 5, Prague 1961

16 Utrapy vychovatele, Albatros, Prague 1969

17 Utrpeni pana Tenkrdta, Spisy Jaroslava Hagka, vol. 6, Prague 1961
18 O d¥tech a zvitdtkdch, Spisy Jaroslava Haska, vol. 7, Prague 1g6o

277



19 Praha ve dne v noci, Ceskoslovensky spisovatel, Prague 1973
20 Politické a socidlni d¥jiny strany mirndho pokroku v mezich zdkona,
Spisy Jaroslava Haska, vol. g, Prague 1963

The lesser works mentioned in this biography are listed here
together with the number of the collection in which each is to be
found.

Adele Thoms z Haidy, némecka uéitelka [1]

Adjutantem velitele mésta Bugulmy [14]

Aféra s dalekohledem |1}

Aféra s kieckem [2]

Aféra s teplomérem [6]

Baluskova zrada [2]

Baracnicka krev pana Potuznika [11]

Cikéani o ‘hodech’ [1]

Ceska panna Orleansk4 sle¢na Siissova [20]

Cim jsme povinni ruskym Cechim [11]

Den voleb {20]

Déjiny strany mirného pokroku v mezich zikona [20]

Dobry vojak Svejk a jiné podivné historky [16]

Dobry vojak Svejk opatiuje me$ni vino [16]

Dobry vojak Svejk pred valkou [16]

Dobry vojak Svejk ptisobi u aeroplana [16]

Dobry vojak Svejk stoji proti Italii [16]

Dobry vojak Svejk udi se zachazet se stielnou bavlnou [16]

Dobry vojak Svejk v zajeti [11]

Dopisy z fronty [11]

Drobilkovo milostné dobrodruzstvi [20]

Dusicka Jaroslava Haska vypravuje [4]

Gott strafe England! [11]

Historky z razické basty [5]

Hrad¢any s Rozhlednou pokraéuji v rozmluvé [11]

Idyla venkova [1]

Jak Hans Hutter a Franz Stockmaynegg hajili némecky raz
Vidné [1]

Jak jsem se setkal s autorem svého nekrologu [2]

Jak jsem vystoupil ze strany ndrodné socialni [3]

Jeden den v redakci Ceského slova [20]

Kdyz se zameta . .. {11]

Kiinovy napis [13]

Klub Ceskych Pickwickd [11]

Kolik kdo ma kolem krku [11]

Konec opice [1]

278



‘Krestny chod’ [14]

Kynologicky ustav [18]

Mijové vykiiky [6]

Mai draha pritelkyné Juléa [2]

Minulost a ptitomnost [11]

Moje zpovéd' [4]

Na jate v sadé [6]

Nejvétdf den Folimanky [2]

Obchodni akademie [5]

Oslik Guat [1]

Osudy pana Hurta [11]

Otcovské radosti pana Motejzlika [17]

O ufském lupi¢i hokynati Bulakulinovi [14]

Panovnik, ktery se posadi na ¢eské bajonety [11]

Pla¢ gefreitra [11]

Pohadka z vychodu [13]

Po stopach statni policie v Praze [2]

Povidka o obrazu cisate Frantidka Josefa I {2]

Povidka o zaruce [11]

Proé¢ se jede do Francie? [11]

Prof. Masarykovi [11]

Pravodéi cizinch ve §vabském mést& Neuburgu [2]

Prisel véas [1]

Psychiatrick4 zahada [2]

Redakéni sluha Sefrna [20]

Schiize politického klubu strany statopravni dne 20. ¢ervna 1go4
v Konvikté [6]

Sklenice ¢erné kiavy [20]

Smély pokus Utéku dvou dozorct z pankracké trestnice [13]

Spravedlnost v Bavofich [1]

Superarbitraéni tizeni s dobrym vojakem Svejkem [16]

Sestého ledna [11]

Temna sila [11]

T¥i muzi se Zralokem a jiné poudné historky [2]

Utrpeni pana Tenkrata [17]

Véle¢na basen o vsich [11]

Velitelem mésta Bugulmy [14]

Velky den [12]

V reservé [11]

V strategickych nesnédzich [14]

V Zlaté uli¢ce na Hrad¢anech [11]

Z deniku ufského méitaka [14]

Ze staré drogerie [8]

279



BOOKS, ARTICLES ETC.
ON JAROSLAV HASEK AND HIS PERIOD

Ancik, Zdena, O £ivoté Jaroslava Haska, Ceskoslovensky spisovatel,
Prague 1953

Boucek, Antonin, Padesdt historek ze ¥ivota Faroslava Haska, V.
Bouckova, Prague 1923

Bradley, J. ¥. N., La Légion Tchécoslovaque en Russie 19r4-rgzo,
Paris 1965

Brod, Max, Prager Sternenhimmel, Paul Szolnay, Vienna and Ham-
burg 1966

Cerveny, Jiti, Cervend sedma, Orbis, Prague 1959

Deyl, Rudolf, Pisni¢kdé Karel Haller, Panton, Prague 1968

Durych, Jaroslav, Ejhle dlovék! Cesky pomnik, Prague 1928

Frynta, Emanuel, Haiek, the Creator of Svejk, Prague 1965

Fuéik, Julius, Vdlka se Svejkem, Rudy vecernik, Prague 21.4.1928

Hajek, Ladislav, & mjch vzpominek na Jaroslava Haska, Cechie,
Prague 1925

Hampl, FrantiSek, Nejzndméjsi absolvent Ceskoslovanské— Faroslav
Hajek, Stiedni ekonomicka gkola, Prague 1972

Haskova, Jarmila, Drobné piibéhy, Krajské nakladatelstvi, Hav-
licktiv Brod 1960

Havel, Rudolf a Jiii Opelik, Slounik teskjch spisovatels, Ustav pro
¢eskou literaturu csav, Ceskoslovensky spisovatel, Prague
1964

Janouch, Gustav, Prager Begegnungen, Paul List Verlag, Leipzig
1959

Kalag, Josef, Jarosiav Hasek ve fotografii, Ceskoslovensky spisovatel,
Prague 1959

Kune, Jaroslav, Slovnik soudobjch Ceskjch spisovatelii, Orbis, Prague
1945

Ktizek, Jaroslav, Faroslav Halek v revoluénim Rusku, NaSe vojsko,
Prague 1957

Kudgj, Z. M., Kdy# téhne silnd {tytka, Nakladatelstvi Svét, Ostrava
1948

Lacina, Vaclav, Dvé haskouvské monografie, Novy Zivot, vol. 3, 1954

Lada, Josef, Kronika mého &vota, Ceskoslovensky spisovatel,
Prague 1954

Lada, Josef, Mij pritel Svejk, Svoboda, Prague 1969

Langer, FrantiSek, Byli a bylo, Ceskoslovensky spisovatel, Prague
1963

Longen, E. A., Jaroslav Halek, E. Beaufort, Prague 1928

Ludvik, Bretislav, Kdo je Faroslav Halek, Orbis, Prague 1946

280



Lvova, Alexandra, faroslav Haek ve vzpominkdch své Zeny, Priboj,
Prague 24.1.1965

Masaryk, T. G., Svétovd revoluce, Cin a Orbis, Prague 1925

Masarykiv slovnik nauiny, Prague 1925-1933

Medek, Rudolf, {a svobodu, Paméatnik odboje, Prague 1924~1g929

Menger, Vaclav, Lidskp profil Jaroslava Haka, Koliandr, Prague
1946

Noviak, Arne, Struéné déjiny literatury feské, Promberger, Olomouc
1946

Opoéensky, Gustav R., Cturt stoleti s Faroslavem Halkem, J. Stein-
brener, narodni sprava, Vimperk 1948

Ottiw slovnik nauiny nové doby (Dodatky), Prague 1930~1943

Petr, Pavel, Haleks ‘Schwejk’ in Deutschland, Riitten und Loening,
Berlin 1963

Prirutni slovnik k d&jindm KSC, Nakladatelstvi politické literatury,
Prague 1964

Pytlik, Radko a Miroslav Laiske, Bibliografie Faroslava Haska,
Statni pedagogické nakladatelstvi, Prague 1960

Pytlik, Radko, Toulavé house, Mlada fronta, Prague 1971

Pytlik, Radko, Jaroslav Halek, Ceskoslovensky spisovatel, Prague
1962

Sauer, Frantisek, Franta Habdn ze Sitkova, Nakladatelstvi poli-
tické literatury, Prague 1965

Sauer, Franta and Ivan Suk, In memoriam Faroslava Haska, Druz-
stevn{ nakladatelstvi, Prague 1924

Stejskal, Vladimir, Halek na Lipnici, Krajské nakladatelstvi,
Havi{¢kav Brod 1954

Stépanek, Kliment, Vzpominky na poslednt léta Jaroslava Halka,
Krajské nakladatelstvi, Havlickiv Brod 1960

Thunig-Nittner, Gerburg, Die Tschechoslowakische Legion in Russ-
land, Otto Harrassowitz, Wiesbaden 1970

Tuama-Zevloun, Ladislav, Alej vzpominek, Sakdtky Faroslava Haska,
Prague 1958

Vika, Karel, £ mé staré zlaté Prahy, Prague 1946

Warausova, Vilma, Pfdtelé HaSkovi a lidé kolem nich, Krajské
nakladatelstvi, Havlickiv Brod 1965

Wohlgemuthova, Renata, PHispévek k déjindm leského anarchis-
tického hnutf v letech 1900-1914, Academia, Prague 1971



Notes

PREFACE
I Marie Skodova-Hagkova

2 Emil Arthur Longen (‘E. A. Pitterman’), actor, producer, cari-
caturist, film worker, playwright and author.

3 Zdenék Matéj Kudgj, a hobo who tramped over half the globe
including all of America, wrote books on American down-and-
outs and translated the T'arzan books.

4 Franta Sauer (‘Frantiick Kysely’, ‘Franta Kysela’), proletarian
writer, anarchist, locksmith, commercial traveller and author
of a book on the Prague Boh¢me and the Longens.

5 Gustav R. Opocensky, fashionable author of prose and ironic
verse who ended his career writing erotic pot-boilers.

8 Ve dvou se to lépe tihne

? Kdy¥ tdhne sind Eytka

8 Franta Habdn ze Zitkova

® Ctort stoleti s Faroslavem Haskem

10 Jaroslav Hasek zajatec ¢.294217

U Faroslav Halek doma

12 Lidsky profil Faroslava HaSka

13 Lidové noviny

14 Tan Moravek, popular author and journalist who wrote many
novels about the S4dzava valley in Bohemia.

15 Vegerni Ceské slovo

16 Ladislav Hajek-Domazlicky, poect, writer of short stories and
editor.

17 Josef Lada, painter, illustrator and humorist who specialised in
scenes of Gzech village life and fairy tales.

18 Frantisck Langer, the leading modern Czech playwright after
Karel Capek, a military doctor in two world wars who served
in the Czech Brigade in London during the Second World War.

19 2 mych vzpominek na Jaroslava Halka

20 Kronika mého Zivota

21 Byli a bylo
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22 Zdena Anéik, Communist journalist of long standing who worked
in London as a journalist in the Czech Brigade and in the
Communist-run Ministry of Information after the Second
World War.

28 Dr Radko Pytlik, literary critic attached to the Literary Institute
of the Czechoslovak Academy of Sciences.

24 Faroslav Halek v revoluénim Rusku

25 Toulavé house

26 Nase vojsko

[1] BOHEMIA

The three main sources for Chapters 1-10 are Menger, Lidsky profil
Jaroslava Hatka, Anéik, O Zivoté Jaroslava Haska and Pytlik, Toulavé
house. Unfortunately none of them provide notes on their sources.
Only Anc¢ik has a very brief and vague list. These three sources are
the chief sources I have used and other sources will be cited in the
notes.

(1) Introduction

Y Tribuna

2 Gustav Janouch, Jaroslav FHasek, Der Vater des Braven Soldat
Schwejk, p. 283

3 FrantiSek Langer, Byli a bylo, p. 92

4 Jak jsem se setkal s autorem svého nekrologu

5 Moje zpovéd, Veterni Ceské slove, 28.1.1921

& 28. #ijen. When Hasek published his story ‘Duficka Faroslava Haska
vypravuje’ in Velernik Prdva lidu, 31.12.1920, the journal published
a reply, 25.1.1921, called ‘Jaroslav Hasek vypravuje’. In a further
article, published 26.1.1921, the journal denounced Hagek as a
‘Bolshevik attaché and diplomat’.

(2) School Street and School-Days

1 Guide 1o the Royal City of Prague and to the Kingdom of Bohemia, p. 5

2 Historky z rafické balty

3 Sv. Stspdn

4 Karlovo ndmésti

8 BoZena Némcovd (1820-62), one of the great Czech novelists and
author of the famous book Babitka (Grandmother).

8 Eliska Krdsnohorské (1847-1926), a leading poet, who wrote the
libretti for some of Smetana’s operas.

7 Nové Mésto
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8 Klditer sv. Katefiny
® Konvent fddu al£bétinek
10 Frantiskovo ndbre#{ {(now Smetanovo ndbieXi)
31 Baluskova zrada
12 Nejuétsi den Folimanky
13 Ze staré drogerie
14 Ceskoslovanskd obchodni akademie

(3) The Literary Vagabond

1 Ob&an Brych
2 Romeo, fulie a tma
8 Karikatury
4 7iri Stribrny (1880-1955), a deputy chairman of the National
Socialist party and one-time Minister of Defence in the
Czechoslovak government, who later founded the Fascist
Ndrodni liga and became its president. In 1945 he was tried and
sentenced to a long prison sentence and died in gaol.
5 Cikdni o ‘hodeck’
8 Idyla venkova
? Prifel véas
8V Tatrdch
9 Slovenské spevy
18 Rrodni listy
11 Konec vpice
12 Prdvo lidu
13 Jlustrovany svét
14 Liska Bystrouska
16 Sauer and Suk, /n Memoriam Jaroslava Halka
18 Mdjové vikiiky
17 Na jafe v sad¢
18 Ndrodnt politika, a widely read daily. Hafek’s uncle Jan was man-
ager of its printing works and helped to get his sketches pub-
lished. Pytlik and Laiske, Bibliografie Jaroslava Haska, p. 17.
19 Ladislav Hajek, & mych vzpominek na Jaroslava Halka, pp. 5, 9, 10,
13, 17ff.

(4) The Would-Be Anarchist

1 Wohlgemuthova, Pfispévek k déjindm Ceského anarchistického hnutt
v letech 1900—14, provides general background information on
Anarchism in Bohemia.

2 Stanislav Kostka Neumann (1875-1947)
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3 Modernt revue
4 Novy kult
5 Sibenitky
8 Pohddka z vichodu
? Omladina
8 Ceskd_federace viech odborii
9 Klinovy ndpis
19 Po stopdch stdtni policie v Praze
11 An earlier form of the word ‘Cechoslovdk’
12 Novd omladina
13 Prodand nevésta
14 Spravedinost v Bavorich
15 Prijvodéd cizincd ve Svdbském mésté Neuburgu
16 Fak Hans Hutter a Franz Stockmaynegg hdjili némecky rdz Vidné
17 4dele Thoms z Haidy, némeckd uéitelka
18 Oslik Guat
19 Aféra s dalekohledem
20 Velky den
21 Sugtozor
22 Besedy lidu
23 Jlustrované Ceské humoresky
28 Novy Neruda
25 Suftilna

(5) Jarmila

1 Zensky vfrobni spolek
2 Vilma Warausova, Pfételé Hatkovi a lidé kolem nich.
8 Utrpent pana Tenkrdta
$ Ustiedni Skola délnickd
5 A small town about twenty-eight kilometres north-east of Prague,
between Mlada Boleslav and Jicin.
¢ Romuna
7 Chudas
8 Den
® D&iny strany mirného pokroku v mezich zdkona, pp. 42-3
10 Coské slovo
1 Venkov
12 Zlatd Praha
13 Zvon
14 Suanda was the leading character in the play Strakonicky duddk,
written by the patriotic Czech playwright Josef Kajetan Tyl,
who wrote the words for the Czech national anthem, ‘Kde
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domov m#ij ”” The magazine, which was called after Svanda, was
edited for six years by the Czech humorous writer Ignat
Herrmann.

15 Mladé proudy

16 Suét zvitat

17 Zonsky svdt

18 2Zlaty litr

(6) Married Life

1Sy, Igndc in Karlovo ndmésti, built by Carlo Luragho, 1665-70

2 Sy. Ludmila, a huge neo-Gothic cathedral which dominates the
Square of Pcace (Ndmésti miru), as it is called today. It was
called in Hasek’s day Purkyfovo ndmésti (Purkyné Square).

8 Riegrovy sady, a park in Vinokrady

4 Md drahd piitelkyné Fulta

5 A town about thirty-one kilometres to the east of Prague

8 Kynologicky ustav

7 Miyj obchod se psy

8 Psychiatrickd zdhada

(7) The Birth of Svejk

1 This is the version given to Richard Hagek by his mother. Anéik,
O zivoté Jaroslava Haska, p. 97
2 Jarmila Haskova, Drobné pribéhy, ‘Domovni prohlidka’, p. 125
3 Kolik kdo md kolem krku
4 Dobrj vojdk Svejk a jiné podivné historky
5 Dobry vojdk Svejk v zajeti
8 Osudy dobrého vojdka Svejka za svblové vilky
7 Svejk stoji proti Italii
8 Dobry vojak Svejk opatiuje mesnf vino
® Superarbitraini #izeni s dobrym vojdkem Svejkem
10 Dobry vojik Svejk uli se zachdzet se stielnou bavlnou
11 Dobry vojdk Svejk piisobt u aeroplinii
12 Dobrd kopa

(8) A Most Peculiar Pary

1 See Chapter 5, note g

2 Schitze politického klubu strany stdtoprduni dne 20. Eervna 19og v Kon-
vikté

3 Zelva
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4 Cas
5 Josef Mach (1883-1951), a journalist and writer of cynical verses
and satirical sketches, who later became Head of the Czech
Press Burcau in Washington and finished his career as a mem-
ber of the Czechoslovak Foreign Service. He published nothing
more after 1937.
8 Langer, Byli a bylo, pp. 412
7 Déjiny strany mirného pokroku v mezich zdkona
8 Smér
® Rudé prdvo
10 Volebni ruch
11 Strana propaguje své zdsady kulturnimi velery
12 These details come from the editors’ notes to Déjiny strany.
13 D¢jiny strany, ‘ Drobilkovo milosiné dobrodruZstvi’, p. 57
14 Besedy Vydrouy
15 Djiny, ‘Ceskd panna Orlednskd sletna Siissovd’, p. 89
16 Dgjiny, p. 155
17 Ibid., ‘Redakénd sluha Sefrna’, p. 212
18 [bid., ‘Den voled’, p. 268

(9) The Break-Up of a Marriage

1Vilma Warausova, Pritelé Haskovi a lidé kolem nich, p. 64
2 Zlatd husa

3 Jak jsem vystoupil ze strany ndr. socidlni

8 Otcovské radosti pana Motejzlika

(10) A Cabaret Star

1 Karel HaSler (1877-1941), a famous Czech chansonnier and film
star.

2 Cervend sedma

3 Jiti Voskovec (19o5— ) and Jan Werich (1905< ), two students
who produced and acted in revues at the Osvobozené divadlo
(Liberated Theatre). They were the great rage in Prague be-
tween the wars. Their sketches had a great appeal both to
intellectuals and a wider audience. Much of their performance
was improvised. As their revues became more and more politi-
cal and critical of the Nazis their theatre was eventually closed
down in 1938. They both left for the USA, from where Werich
returned to Prague but had difficulties in getting permission to
act there. Voskovec stayed in America.

4 An attempt was made in Communist Czechoslovakia to revive
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this type of entertainment first at the Divadle Na Zdbradli
(Theatre on the Balustrade) and later at the Semafor under
Jiti Slitr and Ji#{ Suchy but they did not last for long. Their
performances were a pallid reflection of V-+W.

$ For background on the Prague cabaret see Jifi Cerveny Cervend
sedma.

6 D¢jiny, ‘Sklenice éerné kdvy’, p. 217

? Hora Olivelskd aneb Viprava Cechii v Jeruzalémé

8 Pevnost, prulnost a taZnost. See Langer, Byli a bylo, p. 47

® Prokop Divi§ (1696-1765), an early experimenter in electricity
and musical physics, who is claimed to be the inventor of the
lightning conductor.

10 Franti§ck Kysela (1881-1941), a leading Czech graphic artist and
theatrical designer who was professor at the Prague Industrial
Art School. He did the décor for several productions of
Smetana’s operas.

1 Vlastislav H. Brunner (1886-1928), another leading graphic
artist and professor at the Industrial Art School. Specialised in
book production and caricatures.

12 The nickname given to Matéj Kudé¢j, Opodensky, Hanuska and
Hasek.

18 Karel Pospisil (1867-1929), a composer of music for Soko! exer-
cises and Sokol songs.

18 Albert Vojtéch Fri¢ (1882-1944), an explorer of South America.

15 Hajek, < mych vzpominek, p. 63

18 Lada, Krontka mého Zivola, pp. 303—32 and passim

17 Josef Kalag, Jaroslav Halek ve fotografit, p. 73

(11) On the Way to the Front

1 We know that Ha3ek went on one of his tramps to the Polish part
of Austria, Galicia, and he may very well have crossed into the
Polish part of Russia. If we can take his story Prochkdzka pres
hranice as factual, he was dragged off by a Cossack guard to
Kiev.

2 Lada, Kronika mého Zivota

3 Aféra s teplomérem

8 Aféra s kielkem

5 Gott strafe Engeland

8 V strategickych nesndzich

TV reservé

8 Vélelnd bdse’ o vlich

¥ Pl4¢ gefreitra
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[II1 RUSSIA

The main sources for the story of Hasek’s life in Russia are Jaroslav
Kiizek, Faroslav Halek v revoluénim Rusku and Pytlik, Toulavé house.
Other sources are cited in the notes. As a corrective to these accounts
one should read the official legionary account in Rudolf Medek, Za
svobodu as well as jorunals and newspapers of the period.

(12) In Russia

1 Ndrodni rada
2 Klub spolupracovniki Svazu
3 Ctm jsme povinni ruskym Cechim ?
4 Osudy pana Hurta
5 Povidka o obrazu cisate Frantitka Josefa I
8 Povidka o zdruce
7 Panounik, ktery se posadi na Ceské bajonety
8 Langer, Byli a bylo, pp. 69-71
9 Dopisy z fronty
10 Bardénickd krev pana Potu¥nika
W Kdy% se zametd . . .
12 Dobry vojdk Svejk v zajets

(18) The Russian February Revolution

1 Odbotka

2 Cermék was the representative in Petrograd of a Belgian cigar
firm. He was elected President of the League at its first meeting
in March 1915. Later he led the pro-Masaryk opposition to it.

3 Maxa was a middle school teacher at one time on the staff of the
Commercial Academy. As a member of the Realist Party
(Masaryk’s party) he came to Masaryk’s notice and eventually
was given the highest political position in the Czech movement
in Russia.

4 Orszagh was a Slovak merchant in Warsaw who represented the
Czechs and Slovaks living there.

5 Temnd sila

& Cernd ruka

? Revoluce. Called itself an ‘independent political weekly’. It was
against the Petrograd Czechs, the National Council in Paris
and later the Branch.

8 Klub leskych Pickwicki

® Pavl was a Slovak journalist who worked for a while on Time
(Cas), the journal in Bohemia founded by supporters of Masa-
ryk. As a prisoner-of<war in Russia he became editor of the
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Petrograd Cechoslovdk. He was one of the pro-Masaryk opposi-
tional group in the League. Later in 1918 he became editor of
the Czechoslovak Daily (Ceskoslovensky denik), the main legionary
newspaper.

10 Later to become General Gajda. He had a colourful career in the
Czechoslovak Republic, becoming Chief of the General Staff,
then leader of an ineffectual fascist party which received little
encouragement from the German authorities even after the
occupation in 1939.

(14) The October Revolution

1 A dilettante in amateur theatricals and 2 minor writer who be-
came a deputy in the Agrarian party.

2 Slovansky vésinik

3 Svoboda

4 Sustovd revoluce ( The Making of a State), pp. 216-17. This account
is to be found only in Masaryk’s Czech original. Wickham
Steed’s translation was very selective and several interesting
passages were left out.

5 Minulost a pfitomnost

8§V Zlaté ulitce na Hradfanech and Hradéany s rozhlednou pokraluji
v rozmluvé

7 Sestého ledna

8 Ceskoslovenskd revolucni rada déiniki a vojdki

S Prikopnik

10 Pro¢ se jede do Francie?

11 Josef Kopta (18g4-1962), a leading Legionary novelist who, like
Hagek, went to the Commercial Academy and was for a short
time a bank official, was a writer and journalist during the first
Czechoslovak Republic and after the second a member of
President Bene¥’s chancellery. The Third Company was a trilogy
about the Czech Legion in Russia.

12 Prikopnik. 7, 9.5.1918

13 Prof. Masarykovi!

13 Ceskoslovenskp vojik

16 Plukoyntk Svec

16 Ceskoslovenskd rudd armdda

(15) The Commissar

1 Velitelem mésta Bugulmy
2 Adjutaniem velitele mésta Bugulmy
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8 The Revolutionary Army Soviet of the Eastern Front (RVSR) was
formed on September 6th, 1918. All armies and fronts were
under its command. At the head of every one of its armies was
a Revolutionary Army Soviet (RVS) made up of the Army Com-
mander and two political commissars. Every army, including
the Fifth in which Ha$ek worked, had a similar chain of com-
mand: at the apex was the Revolutionary Army Soviet. Under-
neath it came the Staff and its various departments, broadly
categorised as operational, administrative and training. These
included artillery, engineering, supplies and the Political Depart-
ment, the Department of Army Control- and the Revolutionary Army
Tribunal. Lducation, press propaganda and publicity came
under the Political Department, which was supervised and sup-
ported by the Party organisations within the Red Army.
Control of the political organisations was exercised by the
Political Direction of the Revolutionary Army Soviet of the Republic
(PUR).

4 Nash put (Russian)

5 Krestny chod

8 Sauer and Suk, In Memoriam etc., pp. 28-9

" Alexandra Lvova, Faroslav Haek, pp. 3-5

8 Z deniku ufského méstéka

S O ufském lupi&i hokynd#i Bulakinovi

10 See other stories in Velitelem mésta Bugulmy
11 Krasnaya Evropa (Russian)

12 Krasny strelok (Russian)

13 Sauer and Suk, pp. 20-30

14 Sturm. The Hungarian version was Roham
15 Weltrevolution

18 Vlast truda (Russian)

17 Sauer and Suk, p. 30

18 Venkov

19 Dufitka Faroslava Halka vypravuje

20 Lvova, p. 14

[II1] CXECHOSLOVAKIA
(16) Back in Prague

1 Ferdinandova tfida

2 Ndrodni tida

3 Langer, pp. 86~

8 Lvova, Faroslav Halek, pp. 1920
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5 Revolutnt scéna

¢ Longen, pp. 1g—20

7 Fak jsem se setkal s autorem svého nekrologu
8 Hajek, pp. gg-100

® Warausova, pp. 712

10 Lvova, p. 23

11 Ibid., p. 21

12 T mufi se ¥ralokem a jiné poutné historky
13 Kmen

14 Lvova, pp. 234

15 Lada, My pritel Svejk

16 Warausova, pp. 8o—2

(17) Lipnice and the End

1 Langer, p. 88

2 Vladimir Stejskal, HaSek na Lipnici, pp. 26-30
8 Ibid., pp. 75fL.

4 Ibid., pp. 57-8

5 Ibid., pp. go-1

8 K. Stépanek, Vzpominky na posledni léta Faroslava Haska, p. 15
7 Stejskal, pp. 71—4

8 Longen, pp. 1934

9 Ibid., p. 208

10 Hajek, pp. 100-2

11 Lvova, pp. 28—9

12 Stejskal, pp. 114-17
13 Ibid., p. 69
14 Longen, p. 203
15 Stejskal, pp. 105-10

16 Stépanek, p. 35

17 Stejskal, p. 69

18 Lvova, p. 31

(18) The Bad Bohemian
1 Eduard Bass, Postavy a siluety, p. 124

2 Langer, p. 64
8 Jarmila Haskova, Drobré pribehy, ‘Profil mrtvého druha’



Index

Alekseev, General Mikhail, 176
Alexander I, Russian Tsar, 54
Ancik, Zdena, 18, 19, 38, 236
Attenborough, David, 93

Bakunin, Mikhail, 67

Bass, Eduard, 126, 127, 267

Bejcek, A., 264

Benes, Frantidek, 184, 1go

BeneSova, Hana, 255

Biegler, Jan, 147

Bohm, Chief Forester, 247, 248,
250, 257, 261

Briucer, Eduard, g5

Braun, General, 207, 208

Brod, Max, 112

Brunner, Vratislav Hugo, 129

Brusilov, General Alexcei, 155, 150

Bubclova, Lila, 65

Bubclova, Mana, 65

Burian, Vlasta, 254

Calderon, 265

Capck, Karel, 30

Carnot, Marie Frangois, President
of France, 54

Cecek, General Stanislav, 190

Cech, Svatopluk, 110, 111

Cermak, Bohumil, 16g, 188

Cermak, V., 235

Cerny, Jan, 222

Chalupa, Dr., 170

Charles I, Austrian Emperor, 162

Charles 1V, Emperor and King of
Bohemia, 36, 129

Cizek, Ladislav, g4, 112

Coloredo-Mansfeld, Princess, g2

Culen, Jan, 45, 64

Dédina, FrantiSek, 177

Denikin, General Anton, 176, 177
Dickens, Charles, 266
Dienzenhofer, Kilian Ignac, 36
Divi§, Prokop, 129

Drobilek, Eduard, 109, 117, 127
Drtina, Frantigek, 128

Diirich, Josef, 177

Dvotak, Antonin, 87, 126, 272
Dyk, Viktor, 114

Elizabeth, Empress of Austria, 54
Erben, Karel Jaromir, 87
Eybl, Chaplain, 148

Fahoun, Police Commissioner, 50,
71, 82

Fencl, Antonin, 258, 259

Ferdinand I, Emperor, 139

Flasner, Karel, 129

Francis 1T, Emperor, 6o

Francis Ferdinand, Archduke, 6o,
139

Francis Joseph, Austrian Emperor,
31, 50, 58, 162, 225, 249

Fri¢, A. V., 132, 250, 254

Frunze, Mikhail, 204

Fuchs, Vaclav, 83, 84, g1, g2, 93,

133
Fucik, Julius, 116

Gajda, General Rudolf, 170, 190
Gellner, Police Inspector, 59
Gellner, Frantidek, poet, 56
Gocthe, Johann Wolfgang, 31, 113
Gogol, Nikolai, 114, 266, 269
Guitry, Sacha, 29

Gorki, Maxim, 50



Hagenbeck, Karl, 59

Hais, Josef, 181, 184

Hajek, Ladislav, 17, 47, 49, 50, 51,
62, 63, 64, 83, 93, 94, 133, 134,
141, 142, 191, 226, 230, 255,
256, 270

Hajnigova, Slavka, 64, 88

Hanuska, (Hasek’s friend), 130

Has3ek, Bohuslav (brother), 16, 25,
26, 34, 35, 35, 45, 46, 47, 48, 49,
123, 259

Hasek, Frantisck, (grandfather),

32

Hasek, Jan, (uncle), 39

Hasek, Josef, (father), 32, 33, 34,
38

Hagsek, Josef, (infant brother), 34

Hasek, Richard, {son), 26, 125,
164, 227, 228, 229, 230, 231,
232, 244

Haskova, Katefina, née JareSova,
(mother), 32, 33, 38, 40, 48, 50,
64, 97, 123, 230

Haskova, Jarmila, née Mayerova,
(wife), 15, 16, 18, 64-84, 85-98,
102, 110, 121, 123, 125, 13I,
143, 148, 164, 206, 227, 228,
229, 230, 231, 232, 242, 244,
246, 252, 260, 266, 267, 268,
269, 273, 274

Hasler, Karel, 126

Hatina, Alois, 101, 116

Havli¢ek-Borovsky, Karel, 55

Herrmann, Ignat, 241

Herostrates, 166

Heyduk, Adolf, 32

Hilar, Karcl Hugo, 47

Hilsner, Leopold, 28

Hindenburg, Field Marshal Paul
von, 141

Hron, Professor Jakub, 78

Hila, Bretislav, 180, 183, 185, 213

Humbert I, King of Italy, 54

Hus, Jan, 115

Invald, Alexander, 246, 247, 248,
251, 259, 260
Invaldova, Mrs., 262

294

Janadek, Leos, 46, 47 -

Janota, Viktor, 64, 88

Jares, Antonin, (grandfather), 32,
34

Jelinek, Hanus, 41

Jindftisek, Jindrich, 165, 167

Jirasek, Alois, 41

Joseph 11, Austrian Emperor, 36

Jung, Vaclav Alois, 41, 44

Kafka, Franz, 112

Kalina, BedFich, 53, 57

Kalmus, Dr., (Police Doctor), g5

Karka, FrantiSek Maxmilian, 36

Kerensky, Alexander, 172, 173,
174

Kisch, Egon Erwin, 254, 255

Klima, Dr. Jaroslav, 103, 140, 141

Klognerova, Miss, 88

Knofli¢ek, Karel, 184

Kokoska, Ferdinand, 3g, 40

Kolchak, Admiral Alexander, 203,
204, 206, 225

Kolman, Arnost, 208

Kolman-Cassius, Jaroslav, 27

Kopta, Josef, 185

Korner, Dr. Eduard, 82

Kornilov, General Konstantin,
174, 176, 177

Kramatf, Dr. Karel, 44, 248

Krasnohorska, Eliska, 36

Kreibich, Karel, 208

Kiizek, Jaroslav, 18, 167

Krizek, Vaclav, 53, 109

Kropotkin, Prince Peter, go

Kudéj, Zdenék Matgj, 16,130, 134,
139, 191, 259

Kuibyshev, Valerian, 191

Kvapil, Jaroslav, 126

Kysela, Frantisek, 129

Lada, Joscf, 17, 44, 92, 107, 108,
129, 134, 137, 138, 139, 143,
144, ’489 230, 235, 245, 268, 270

Langer, Frantisek, 17, 26, 112,
127, 128, 129, 162, 163, 220,
221, 245, 258, 267, 269, 270

Lenin, Vladimir Ilich, 168, 175,
186, 192, 248



Loc¢ak, Karel, 116

Longen, Emil Artur, (alias Pitter-
man), 16, 126, 127, 130, 131,
144, 223, 224, 226, 252, 253,
254, 255, 256, 257, 258, 250,
260, 205

Longenova, Xena, 127, 130, 223,
253, 256

Ludendorff, General Erich, 183

Lukas, Lieutcnant Rudolf, 147,
148, 149, 150, 151

Lvov, Prince Georgi, 172

Lvova, Alexandra (Shura), 202,
204, 206, 207, 214, 2109, 220,
223, 224, 225, 229, 230, 231,
233, 234, 237, 239, 242, 244,
246, 248, 249, 251, 252, 253,
257, 258, 259, 260, 261, 262,
263, 269

Mach, Josef, 47, 112, 127, 128, 129

Mackensen, Field Marshal August
von, 141

Mahen, Jiii, 47

Makovicky, Dusan, 45

Marcs, Michal, 25, 26, 227

Matik, Rudolf, 259

Maryska, (Slovak peasant girl), 8o,
81, 88

Masaryk, Toma¥ G., 28, 110, 111,
113, 128, 159, 167, 168, 172,
173, 174, 176, 177, 178, 179,
181, 182, 184, 184, 186, 188,
205, 221, 222

Masek, Alexander (alias Pietro
Perri), 58, 59, 6o

Maxa, Prokop, 169, 176, 188

Mayer, Josef, (Jarmila’s father),
66, 68, 69, 71, 73, 75, 84, 85, 91,
95, 97, 125, 273

Mayer, Josef, (Jarmila’s brother),
85, 165, 183, 184

Mayer, Slava, (Jarmila’s brother),
164, 183

Mayerova, Mrs., (Jarmila’s
mother), 84, 95

Mayerova, Milena, (Jarmila's sis-
ter), 82

Mechaélek, Lieutenant, 148

Mcdek, Rudolf, 184, 189, 221

Menger, Vaclav, 16, 26, 32, 34, 38,
59, 64, 68, 101, 102, 116, 144,
174

Milotova, Helena, 635, 69

Milyukov, Pavel, 168, 172

Moravek, Jan, 17

Most, Johann, 535

Mucha, Alfons, 128

Muna, Alois, 178, 179, 181, 182,
183, 184, 189, 190, 223

Myslivec, Dr. Vaclav, 67, 68

Naskova, Razena, 136

Neff, Vladimir, 41

Némcova, Bozena, 36

Neruda, Jan, 44

Ncumann, Stanislav Kostka, 37,
41, 56, 57, 234

Noll, Karel, 254, 258, 265

Novak, Dr. Ladislav, 264

Novak, Vitézslav, 46

Olbracht, Ivan, 213

Opotensky, Gustav, 16, 47, 117,
118, 130, 132, 133, 134, 259

Orszagh, Jan, 169

Ostrovsky, Alexander, 266

Otéenasek, Jan, 41

Palacky, Frantisek, 53, 139

Panuska, Jaroslav, 233, 243, 245,
246, 247, 248, 249, 2350, 251,
256, 259, 261

Papouiek, Dr., (Haick’s lawyer),
232

Pavly, Bohdan, 166, 170, 171

Pazdera, (Hajek’s uncle), 51

Perri, Pictro, sec Masek, Alexander

Pitterman, see Longen, Emil Artur

Pospisil, Karel, 130

Prasda, (chemist), 40

Przybyszewski, Stanislav, go

Pytlik, Dr. Radko, 18, 19, 101,
148, 265

Rasin, Alois, 25, 26, 37, 248

Rasputin, Grigori, 169

Ressel, Dr., 264



Rezébek, Dr. Jan, 41, 42, 43, 44
Rovensky, Josef, 259

Sabina, Karel, 60

Sagner, Captain, 147

Salat-Petrlik, Jaroslav, 212, 214

Sauer, Arnodt, 235

Sauer, Frantidck, (Franta Haban
ze Zizkova), 16, 201, 204, 205,
209, 233, 234, 235, 236, 237,
238, 239, 240, 241, 243, 245,
246, 248, 249, 250, 252, 253,
257, 270

Schelking, Sergei von, 170

Schulz, Ferdinand, 41

Schwarzenbergs, The 32

Sefrna, (messenger), 118, 119

Shakespeare, William, 100

Shuvayev, General, 155

Simek, (technician), 88

Sisova, Milada, (Miss Suissova), 83,
11y, 118

Skarda, Dr. Jakub, 44

Skarda, Dr. Vaclav, 44, 83

Skodové-Haskova, Marie, (Hasek's
cousin), 16, 34, 35, 64, 81

Skoropadsky, General Pavel, 183

Sladek, Josef Vaclav, 41

Slaviéek, Karel, 59, 103

Slitr, Jiti, 127

Smeral, Bohumir, 76, 213

Smetana, Bedtich, 272

8nor, Karel, 236, 238, 239, 257

Soukup, Dr. Frantidek, 76

Spatny, Emil, 101

Sramek, Frana, 56

Stalin, Joseph, 182

Stépanek, Kliment, 250, 251, 2358,
261, 262

Stradlipka, Frantisck, 148, 151

Stiibrny, Jifi, 44

Strnadova, Miss, 88

Stiirmer, Boris, 155

Suchy, Jir, 127

1

Suk, Ivan, 16

Svec, Colonel Josef, 174
Svejk, Josef, Deputy, 102
Svejk, Josef, concierge, 103
Sviha, Karel, 60

Swift, Jonathan, 269

Synek, Karel, 252, 257, 259

Tésnohlidek, Rudolf, 47
Tolstoy, Lev, 45

Toman, Karel, 56

Trotsky, Lev, 172, 188, 248
Tuéek, Alois, 157, 179
Tusar, Vlastimil, 222

Vanék, Sergeant-Major Jan, 148,
150

Vohryzck, Karel, 53, 56, 57, 58, 69

Vojcechovsky, General Sergei, 190

Vondrak, Vaclav, 159, 165, 172

Voskovec, Jifi, 127

Vyskotil, Quido Maria, 128, 126

Waltner, Josef, 129, 130

Warausova, Vilma, (née Koke-
Sova), 65, 88, 94, 121, 131, 227,
228, 229, 242, 244, 269

Weinfurter, Edvard, 236

Wenzel, Major, 147, 150

Wenceslas, St., 204

Werich, Jan, 127

Wimmer, Captain, 147

Winter, Dr. Lev, 76

Wrangel, General Peter, 204

Yerokhim, (Moscow Communist),
197, 200

74k, Karel, 81

Zapotocky, Antonin, 213, 223

Ziegloser, Jan, 37, 115

Zival, (owner of bakeries in Kiev),
177

Zizka, Jan, 165

Zvétina, (landlord), 109



Svejk according to the artist Josef Lada.
Hasek never saw or approved Lada’s interpretation.



Hasek in Tsarist days, happy as an editor in Kiev.

The change in his physical appearance as the result of abstinence
makes him almost unrecognisable as the drunken clown

of Prague café society.



Straslipka, Lieutenant Lukas’s orderly.
Was he the real Svejk?



Jaroslav Hasek. An unkind sketch by his friend,
the artist Panuska.



Hasek (right) perpetrating perhaps the greatest hoax of his life as a
candidate for his ‘Party of Moderate Progress within the Bounds of the Law’
during the Austro-Hungarian parliamentary elections in June 1911.



Jaroslav and Jarmila in the park in 1908.
Jarmila’s efforts to improve his appearance are successful —
if only for a little while.



The last photograph of the creator of the
Good Soldier Svejk, taken at Lipnice in 1922.



Hasek and his bohemian friend Kudej
go bathing in ladies’ swimming attire.
Hasek is the one with the cigarette.
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