POKOJNI V NEPOKO]JI
LIGHT IN DARKNESS

Timotej Krizka



Ak nie si uprimny sam k sebe, tvoja tvar sa straca v tme.
If you are not honest with yourself, you lose your own face in the darkness.
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UVOD

Cielom tejto knihy nie je poukazovat na zlo cohokolvek
¢i kohokolvek. Jej cielom nie je vyvolavat odpor k akej-
kolvek politickej moci. Nechce poukazat na zloc¢iny, ktoré
¢loveku sposobila vladnuca ideologia. A uz vobec nie

je jej cielom upokojovat, prinasat ilaziu, ako nam je dobre
v stcasnosti.

Tato kniha je o pribehu hrdinov, ktori sa hrdinami stat
nechceli. O ceste ludi, ktori sa nestratili ani v tych
najvacsich tmach. Cestu im oZarovalo svetlo kdesi z hlbin
ludskej duSe. Tato kniha je svedectvom ludi, ktori zili
svoj udel kdekolvek, rovnako v teple domova ako v stu-
denej vazenskej cele. Nezatrpkli, hoci na dlhé roky
odluceni od svojich blizkych prisli o vSetko. Stratili nielen
zamestnanie, svoju povest. Stratili aj svoje meno.
Neprisli vsak o svoju skuto¢nir identitu. O ludskost.

Prisli o roky najaktivnejSieho Zivota, a predsa si zachovali
to, Co ja, Clovek Zijaci v slobodnej krajine, tak tizobne

hladam. Nikdy by mi nenapadlo, Ze to, ¢o ja hladam v neko-

necnych regaloch kniznic, v poslucharnach univerzit ¢i
cestach do dalekych krajin, to oni nasli v studenom tichu
vazenskych ciel.

The aim of this book is not to point out the evils of
something or someone. The aim of this book is
not to bring about resistance to any political power.
It doesn’t want to reveal crimes committed by the
ruling ideology. And it is definitely not the aim of this
book to soothe and to create an illusion of how well
we live today.

This book is a story of heroes who did not want to
become heroes. It is about the journey of people
who did not get lost even in the thickest darkness.
Their path was illuminated by light that comes
from the depths of a human soul. This book is a testi-
mony of people, who lived their lot in life wherever
they were; the same in the warmth of their home as
in the coldness of a prison cell. They did not become
bitter, even though they were separated from their
loved ones for years. They lost everything: not only
their work; their reputation and their name, too. But
they never lost their true identity. Their humanity.

They lost long years of their most active life and still,
they preserved what I - a man living in a free country

- so eagerly seek. I would have never thought that
what I search for in endless bookshelves of libraries,
in university lecture halls and in trips to faraway
countries, they found in the cold silence of prison cells.

FOREWORD



Clovek, ak méa nieco v sebe, nemoze byt sam. A person who has
something in their heart is never alone.
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Rodina pani Eugénie bola na prenasledovanie zvyknuta. Jej otec
Anoskin bol vysokym carskym ddstojnikom a matka ruskou
$lachti¢nou z rodu Radziwill. Ako mnohych inych ich po bolSevickej
revoliicii vyhnali z rodnej zeme. Utoé¢isko nasli v Ceskoslovensku,
kde sa im narodili dve deti: syn Juraj a dcéra Eugénia.

Prviivelkil Zivotnt skiS8ku zaZila Eugénia v patnastich rokoch.
V aprili 1946 prichadzali sovietske ,osloboditelské® vojska: ,VSade
vyhladavali ruskych emigrantov a deportovali ich rovno na Sibir.
Mali presné zoznamy.* Ano$kinovci cheeli najst tito¢isko na
severe Talianska. V poslednej chvili mama poslachla vnatorny hlas
a vyhlasila, Ze nikam nepdjdu. Rodina sa na tteku na par dni
uchylila do Prahy a odtial pokracovala na Myjavu: ,Boli sme len
my $tyria a rodinna stidrznost bola pre nas prvorada.” Viezli sa
transportnym vlakom, ktory sa stal tercom sovietskych bombar-
dérov: To, Ze nastali itoky, nam oznamil vlakvedaci piskanim.
Rodicia nés prikryli vlastnymi telami a takto sme preckali nalet.
Ked sme otvorili o¢i a uvideli roztrhané teld, kiisky ludského
madsa na drotoch, to bola hrozna skuska. Tak som oslavila der,
ked som mala svoje Sestnaste narodeniny. DlIhé roky som sa
7 toho nemohla spamatat. Kazdy zvuk mi evokoval nélety. Spomienky
na tie tela ma neustale prenasledovali.®

Posledné ,slobodné” vol'by v roku 1946 boli druhou skiaskou.
Eugéniin otec si pri hlasovani v§imol, Ze kazda obalka ma svoje
evidenc¢né ¢islo. Ani to mu vSak nezabranilo, aby sa rozhodol podla
svojho svedomia a hlasoval proti komunistom. Ti v§ak obalky
otvarali: ,VSetci, ktori do urny vhodili prazdny papierik, ¢o zname-
nalo, Ze nepodporili komunistov, dostali nariadenie, aby sa do
dvadsiatich $tyroch hodin vystahovali z Myjavy:* A tak sa Anoskinovci
opat museli stahovat - na opa¢nt1 stranu Slovenska, do RoZnavy.
A pani Vyskoc¢ilova dodava: ,Iba vlani nam vratili ¢estné obc¢ian-
stvo Myjavy. Do minulého roku sme boli z Myjavy vyhosteni na
dozivotie. Cely Zivot sme ju museli obchadzat”

Po skonceni strednej $koly v Kosiciach zacala Eugénia Studovat
slovensky a rusky jazyk v Bratislave. S bratom Jurajom byvala
v malom prenajatom bytiku. Juraj Radziwill Ano8kin ako vasnivy
motorkar brazdil kriZom-krdaZom krajinu a pani Vyskocilova
spomina, Ze sa mu neraz postastilo netimyselne prekro¢it hranice.
Anoskinovci mali znameho, ktory odmietol odovzdat rodinné
majetky svojvoli komunistickej kolektivizacie, a tak mu vymerali
trest niitenych prac v Pomocnych technickych praporoch. Po troch
rokoch utiekol a tito¢isko hladal v byte Eugénie a Juraja. Oni
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na seba vzali toto riziko a nielenZe ho u seba ukryli, ale kedZe Juraj
presne vedel, kde a ako sa da prejst cez hranice, pomohli mu
emigrovat. Ludia, ktori utekali, pomahali utekat dalej, za zapada-
jucim slnkom. Onedlho AnosSkinovci dostali od tohto znameho
pohladnicu z Rakdska.

Vysokos$kolsky ¢as travili nielen nad knihami, ale - ako sa patri
na mladych Rusov - aj bohatym spolo¢enskym Zivotom. Po tazkom
detstve a neustalom stahovani to bol konec¢ne ¢as, ked'si mohli najst
priatelov. VZdy v stredu sa stretavali a spolo¢ne vitali prvé slne¢né
Itce. Pripominali im rodny vychod, ktory ich rodina musela opustit.
Mladych vysokoSkolakov nezdruZovala iba tizba po kultiire
a poznani, ale i spolo¢ny nestihlas s ideologiou, ktora presakovala
vSade navokol.

Znenazdajky sa ich ,znamy* vratil z Rakiska. UZ nebol sam, ale
o Siestej rano priSiel aj s celou rodinou. Eugénia si bola vedoma
rizika a odmietla ukryt tol'’ko ludi. ,Namieril na mria pistol'a vosiel
dnu” A tak opat pomahala, hoci nedobrovolne.

Rok po tejto navsteve cheel opét prekrodit hranice, no niekto
ho udal: ,Cakali na nich vojaci a ten blazon za¢al po nich strielat.
Samozrejme, pocas vySetrovania vSetko vyzradil, aj svoj pobyt
unas,” spomina pani Vyskocilova.

Jedného rana zazvonila stirodencom neohlasena navsteva. StB.
VSetko prehladali, obratili valandy, vyhadzali skrine. Eugénia
nevedela, preco prisli; na starého znameho uz davno zabudla.
.Zbalte si nevyhnutné veci a pod'te s nami. Musime si nieco
vyjasnit,” poc¢ula prekvapena $tudentka. Nevedela eSte vyhodnotit
situaciu a prosila o chvilku strpenia, o pol hodiny mala mat
skt$ku zo staroslovienciny, na ktorti sa celt1 noc udila. Bol to uz
jej opravny termin. ,Urobite ju, ked sa vratite,” odvetil prislusnik
Statnej bezpec¢nosti. Ale pani Vysko¢ilova tato skii$ku nema
zapisant dodnes...

Totalitny zasah ju vytrhol zo sveta, ktory milovala. Chcela byt
ucitel'kou, a namiesto toho ju viezli so zaviazanymi o¢ami do
neznama. Sprevadzalo ich eSte jedno auto. To vSak dostalo poruchu,
a tak mali dlh$iu natent prestavku kdesi pri dialnici. Spomina
si na milého policajta, ktory jej daroval cukrik a na obed jej kiipil
zemlu. Dokonca jej aj rozviazali o¢i. Vyrozumela, Ze st vo
Valas§skom Mezitic¢i. Neskor sa dozvedela, Ze v pokazenom aute
sedel jej zatknuty brat, skiseny mechanik. Paradoxne, auto,
ktoré ho viezlo do vdzenia, opravil prave on. A tak pokracovali
dalej do prazskej vdznice Ruzyn¢.

EUGENIA VYSKOCILOVA

The family of Mrs Eugénia was used to being persecuted. Her father
Anoskin was a high-ranking Czarist officer; her mother, a Russian
aristocrat from the Radziwill family. Like many others, they were
banished from their homeland after the Bolshevik revolution. They
found their refuge in Czechoslovakia, where their two children were
born: son Juraj and daughter Eugénia.

Eugénia was put to test for the first time when she was fifteen years
old. In April 1946, Soviet “liberation” troops arrived. “Everywhere
they searched for Russian emigrants and deported them straight
to Siberia. They had detailed lists.” The AnoSkin family wanted to
take refuge in the north of Italy. At the very last moment her mother
listened to her inner voice and said they weren't going anywhere.
This family on the run escaped to Prague for a few days and from
there continued to Myjava. “There were only four of us and so our
family unity was paramount.” They travelled in a transport train that
was targeted by Soviet bombers. “The whistling of the train con-
ductor informed us that there had been attacks. Our parents covered us
with their own bodies, and we survived the raid. When we opened
our eyes and saw torn bodies, pieces of human flesh on wires, it was
a terrible test. That is how I celebrated the day of my sixteenth
birthday. I could not recover from it for years. Every sound evoked air
raids for me. The memories of those bodies kept chasing me.”

The second test was the last “free” elections in 1946. While casting
his vote, Mr Anos$kin spotted that each envelope had its own
registration number. Not even this prevented him from making a
choice of conscience and voting against the Communists. But
they opened the envelopes. “Everyone who cast an empty ballot into
the urn, which meant that they did not support the Communists,
was ordered to move out of Myjava within twenty-four hours.” And
so the Ano$kin family was again cast out across Slovakia, to
Roznava. And Mrs Vyskocilova adds: “We were only given back the
honorary citizenship of Myjava last year. Until last year we were
banished from Myjava for life. We had to pass around it all our lives.”

After finishing her high school in KoSice she started to study
the Slovak and Russian languages in Bratislava. She lived in a small
apartment she rented with her brother Juraj. Her brother Juraj
Radziwill AnoSkin was passionate about his motorcycle and travelled
all around the country. Mrs Vyskocilova recalls how he acciden-
tally crossed the state border many times. The Anoskin family had a
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friend who refused to hand his family property over for communist
collectivisation. He was punished by forced labour in the PTP
(Translator’s note - PTP stands for Technical Auxiliary Battalions,
which were military camps of forced labour). He fled after three
years and sought refuge in the apartment of Eugénia and Juraj. They
took the risk of hiding him. Because Juraj knew exactly where
and how to cross the border to the West, they helped him to emigrate.
People who fled helped others to flee, towards the setting sun.
Soon they received a postcard from him from Austria.

As befits young Russians, they did not spend their time at univer-
sity only with books, but lead a rich social life. After a difficult
childhood and constant moving, it was finally time for them to find
friends. They met with their friends on Wednesdays and together
welcomed the first rays of sun. They reminded them of their native
East, which they had to leave. These young college students did
not only share their passion for culture and knowledge, but also their
disagreement with the ideology that was overwhelming everything.

Out of nowhere, their “friend” came back from Austria. He was
no longer alone: he came at six in the morning with his entire family.
Eugénia was aware of the risk and refused to hide so many people.
“He pointed his gun at me and walked in.” And so, she was helping
again, even though this time against her will.

One year after their visit someone informed on this man that he
wanted to cross the border. “Soldiers were waiting for them, and
this fool started shooting at them. Of course, during interrogation,
he told them about everything, his staying with us, too,” remembers
Mrs Vyskocilova.

One morning the brother and sister had unannounced visitors.
The StB secret police. They searched everything, turned the beds
upside down, threw clothes out of the closets. Eugénia didn’t know
why they came, because she had long forgotten about the friend.
“Pack essential things and come with us. We need to clarify something,”
heard the astonished student. She could not make the situation
out and asked them to wait a little. In half an hour she was going to
have an exam in the Old Slavonic language, and she had studied
all night for it. It was her second attempt already. “You will do it when
you return,” replied the StB officer. But until this day, Mrs Vyskocilova
has not passed that exam...
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Cislo 3264, cela 342 v najhorsej véznici pre politickych vaziov.
.Nikto mi ni¢ nepovedal. Varila som sa vo vlastnej Stave.
Samotka, v rohu zachod, hadi¢ka so studenou vodou na umyvanie.
AZ po dni mi povedali, Ze dovodom uvdznenia je moj povod.”

Tazko znasala, ked ju, dvadsat$tyriro¢ni $tudentku, dozorcovia
sledovali, ako sa polonaha umyva. Smiech spoza dveri sa ozyval
aj pri toalete. Aké to bolo ponizujice. Najvacsim spestrenim nového
Zivota boli neustale vysluchy, ktoré jej ,umoznili* prejst viac ako
sedem krokov od jednej steny vazenskej cely k druhej: ,Vliekli ma
ako kozu so zaviazanymi o¢ami. Poc¢ula som, ako sa o mne
rozpravali: ,Aha, to je ta ruska knézna ze Slovenska... smiali sa.
Tak by som im dala po papuli, keby som mohla! VySetrovatel
bol velmi sympaticky, ale iba kym bol sam, ¢o bolo malokedy.
Pytala som sa na brata, a on ma upokojil, Ze je tu a je v poriadku.”

Sestra na svojho brata myslela neustale. Strach o neho bol jej
najvacsou slabostou. Vztah s nim jej pripominal krajinu, z ktorej
museli nespravodlivo utiect. V fiom videla korene svojej rodiny
¢erpajlice bohatstvo z mnohych generéacii. ,Tak som sa po
Castiach dozvedela, ako to bolo. JoZko, ten nas znamy, ktorého
sme ukryvali, nas udal. A my sme ho nikdy neprezradili.®

Celé dni musela Eugénia ,$liapat” po cele. Sadnt si mohla iba
v presne urceny cas, aj to iba na kratku chvilu; v predpisanej
polohe, s rukami vyloZenymi na stol. Toto jej sposobovalo fyzické
utrpenie, ale situdcie urazajtice ludski déstojnost boli ovela
bolestivejSie. V rohu cely bola diera, ktora sltiZila ako zachod.
Odvazila sa ho pouzit, az ked na chodbe nastalo tiplné ticho.
Smiech ukryvajicich sa dozorcov spoza dveri bol tym najvacsim
utrpenim: ,Mali tam okienko a sledovali ma, ako som sa
hadi¢kou umyvala... Rychlo pri$li na moju taktiku, tak na mra
¢umeli potichu. HorSie to bolo, ked prisli Zenské dni. Akoby
ma fackovali. Ani nohavicky mi nedali, musela som chodit s prekri-
Zenymi nohami.”
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Ticho preruSované vykrikmi a kvilenim bitych vaziov, ked'ich vliekli
z vy$etrovania spat do ciel. ,O tom, preco ste tam, hoci ste nikoho
nezabili, bolo zbyto¢né rozmyslat. Urobila by som vSetko este raz
a znovu. Ked ¢loveku treba pomoct, tak mu pomozete. Ale horsie
je, ked zac¢nete spominat. Pridu vSelijaké myslienky. Zacala som
si vycitat, ako som sa spravala k rodicom. Spytovala som si svedomie,
¢o som urobila dobre a ¢o zle. Ci mi vobec priniesli obed, to ma
nijako netyralo, ani t4d samotka, ale trpela som tymito myslienkami."
Myslienky preruSoval iba hluk lietadiel, ktoré vzlietali a pristavali
na nedalekom letisku. To bol Eugéniin jediny kontakt s okolitym
svetom. ,Tam ziskate vela. Len treba chciet. Samota mi dala silu,
ktortt mam doteraz. Prave preto, Ze ste si prebrali a prehodnotili
svoj Zivot, prisli ste aj na to, kde ste urobili chyby, preco sa tak stalo,
iZe ich uz nechcete zopakovat. Urobite pevné rozhodnutia. V tej
samote sa trapite a najdete, ako z toho von. Najvacsiu silu mi davala
nadej, Ze budem zit to v§etko, na ¢o som tam osamote prisla.

EUGENIA VYSKOCILOVA

This totalitarian intervention pulled her out of the world she loved.
She wanted to be a teacher, but instead, she was driven blindfolded
by the secret police into the unknown. They were accompanied by
another car. But it broke down, forcing them to stop for some time
on the side of the highway. She remembers a kind policeman who gave
her candy and bought her a sandwich for lunch. They even took the
blindfold off. She understood that they were in ValaSské Mezifici. Later,
she learned that her brother, an experienced mechanic, was sitting in
custody in the other broken car. Paradoxically, it was he who repaired
the car that drove him to prison. And so they continued on to the
Ruzyné prison in Prague.

Number 3264, cell 342, in the worst institution for political prisoners.
“Nobody told me anything. I was cooking in my own juice. Solitary
confinement, a toilet in the corner, a small hose with cold water
for washing. It took them a day to tell me that the reason for my
imprisonment was my origin.”

It was very hard to bear when the guards were watching her,
a twenty-four-year-old student, washing herself half-naked. She
heard laughter behind her door also when using the toilet. How
humiliating it was. The greatest diversion in her new life were
constant interrogations that allowed her to walk more than the
seven steps from one end of the prison cell to the other: “They
were leading me like a goat, blindfolded. | heard them talking about
me: ‘Look, it is that Russian princess from Slovakia... they
laughed. I would have slapped them so, if [ could! The investigator
was very nice, but only when he was alone, which was not
often. I asked him about my brother, and he reassured me that
he was in here and that he was OK.”

The sister thought about her brother constantly and fearing for
him was her biggest weakness. Their relationship reminded her
of the country she had to unjustly flee. In him she saw the roots of
her family, drawing from the wealth of many generations. “And
so [learned how it was, bit by bit. Jozko, our friend who we helped
to hide, informed on us, but we never gave him away.”

For days Eugénia had to “walk the cell”. She was only allowed
to sit down at a specific time and only for a short while. She
had to sitin a prescribed position, with her hands on the table. That
was physical suffering, but situations that took away human
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dignity were much more painful. There was a hole in the corner that
served as a toilette. She only dared to use it when the corridor
was completely quiet. Laughter of the guards hiding behind the
door was the greatest suffering. “They had a small window and
they were watching me when [ was washing myself with a hose...
They quickly discovered my tactics and so stared at me without
making a noise. [t was worse when my time of the month came.
It was like if they were slapping me in the face. They did not even
give me underwear. | had to walk with my legs crossed.”

Silence, only interrupted by the screams and wailing of prisoners
who were being beaten, when they were being dragged from the
interrogation room back to their cells. “It was useless to think about
why you were there, even though you did not kill anyone. I would
have done everything over again. When someone needs help, you
help them. But it's worse when you start to think about the past.
All kinds of thoughts come. I began to blame myself for how I treated
my parents. [ asked my conscience what I did right and wrong.

I did not mind if they brought me lunch at all, not even the solitude,
but I suffered because of these thoughts.”

Her thoughts were only interrupted by the sound of airplanes taking
off and landing at a nearby airport. That was Eugénia’s only contact
with the outside world. “In there you gain a lot. You just have to want
to. Solitude gave me a strength that has stayed with me ever since.
Itis because you have reflected on and reevaluated your life, that
you can figure out where you made mistakes, why it happened and
that you do not want to repeat them. You make firm decisions. You
suffer in the solitude and you find a way out. My biggest strength
came from the hope that I would one day live out everything that
I had come to understand during my solitude.
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Samota mi dala silu, ktortt mam doteraz. Najvacsiu silu mi davala
nadej, Ze budem Zit to vSetko, na ¢o som tam osamote prisla.
Solitude gave me a strength that has stayed with me ever since.
My biggest strength came from the hope that I would one day
live out everything that I had come to understand during my solitude.
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JTimotej? To je tvoje meno? To je krasne meno... Vie$ o tom, Ze si ho
nezaslazis?” privital ma basnik Rudolf Dobias pri branke v dedine
s peknym nazvom Dobra.

Tato obec nie je iba jeho sticasnym bydliskom; tu sa Rudolf
29.septembra 1934 aj narodil. Ako Student trenc¢ianskeho gymnazia
viedol skautskit druzinu. V 50. rokoch v8ak skauting prestal vyho-
vovat komunistickému reZimu. Skauting zrusili a ako nahradu
vytvorili akasi jeho redukovanti, umelil formu, skor karikatdru
- pionierov. Rudolfova skautska skupina na zakaz reagovala
ilegalnym vydavanim letdkov s protikomunistickou osvetou.

Dria 23. decembra niesol Rudolf drevo z kdlne. Prechadzal popri
branke, ked' ho zastavili dvaja muzi. Hladali ho. Prehladali cely
dom. Zobrali basne a s nimi aj Rudolfa. V teplakoch a flanelovej
koSeli. Bolo minus dvanast stupriov.

Ticho lezalo nad trenc¢ianskym krajom. Akoby sa hluk schoval
pod hrubt vrstvu ¢erstvého snehu. Ulice boli tiplne prazdne.

V domoch sa piekli medovniky na oslavu Narodenia Spasitela.
Rudolfa odvézali do Bratislavy. .Vtedy som sa konec¢ne po
prvykrat v Zivote viezol v aute, bol to aj zazitok,” spomina spisovatel
Rudolf Dobias.

Ako devitnastro¢ny bol odstideny na osemnast rokov vizenia.
Ako inak - ,za proti$tatnu ¢innost*: ,Povedali mi, z ¢oho som
obzalovany, to bolo vSetko. Z velezrady. Ja som ani netusil, ¢o je
to velezrada, ani ¢o ma to moze stat. Ze ¢i lutujem? Vtedy som
povedal, Ze nelutujem.”

Rudolf stravil sedem rokov v pracovnych tdboroch. VJachymove,
Slavkove a Ptibrami. Osamelé noci. Ciernu banskii rudu striedal
chlad vdzenskej cely. Stolik s drevenou lavicou mal pocas dila
zamknuty k stene. Celé dni mohol iba stat. Stat a premyslat.
Najvac¢sou oporou mu boli spoluvédzni. Mlady chlapec tam naSiel
svojich ,otcov*: kiiazov, ktori ho naucili, ¢o to znamena skutocna
Stedrost, ked mu zo svojho kiiska chleba davali t vacsiu Cast.
Ujali sa ho a on vdaka nim neostal sirotou. ,Na zI¢ si neviem
spomentit. Vtom ¢ase bola radost ,sediet”. Mam na mysli preZivanie
vazenskych dni, mesiacov a rokov v spolo¢nosti tychto vzneSe-
nych vdziov svedomia. V8etko to bola tizasna $kola, prilezitost
na roz8irenie kultirneho obzoru,” pomaly artikuluje. Tam, v bani,
dostal kus zlomenej rudy svoj tvar; svoju tvar.
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Po siedmich rokoch bol na zaklade amnestie prepusteny. ,Dovolenku*
travil aktivne v pracovnych jednotkach armady. Po skonceni
trestu za charakternost a fiprimnost si Rudolf i$iel hladat robotu.
Mal banicku prax, a tak aj napriek svojmu citlivému srdcu
a vnimavému intelektu mohol ist iba tam, kde mu to dovolovala
jeho minulost. Spat do tmy. Trestanca z Jachymova sa v$ak bali
zamestnat aj hlboko v podzemi. Ked'v bani videli, Ze so Ziadostou
farat prichadza ¢lovek z Jachymovska, zlakli sa. Taki povest mali
jachymovské uranové bane! Ved'tam posielali najvacsich zlocincov.
Napokon sa mu ,na$tastie“ podarilo zohnat pracu. Mohol ist
spat do bane, mohol si opét spominat na najkrutej$ie obdobie
svojho Zivota. Bol vo veku, ked je ¢lovek najaktivnejsi a vie prijat
najviac podnetov a viiemov. Ma dosiahnut postavenie, z ktorého
bude cely Zivot tazit. On ale dostal curriculum vitae, Zivotopis, ktory
bol jeho celoZivotnym trestom. Nie Zivot spoza pisacieho stola,
ale chladné banské Sachty sa mu stali zakladom, ktory naplnil
biele harky papiera... AZ v roku 1990 bol uz ako profesionalny
spisovatel Dobias$ rehabilitovany a mohol vydat svoje svedectvo.

,Pan Dohias, ako si mam zaslazit svoje meno?* pytam sa pri odchode.

.Na to nie je jednoduché odpoved. Kym je ¢lovek este dieta, je
slobodny. Ale postupom ¢asu, vychovou a vonkaj$imi okolnostami,
tym, ¢o sa na ¢loveka nalepi - nie na jeho telo, ale na dusu -,
postupom ¢asu ¢lovek zahadZe sam seba blatom Zivota. Tak
postupne prichadzame o slobodu. Stavame sa ¢lovekom, ktory
akoby ochutnava zivot. A zakusujeme pychu, niekedy ctiZiadost,

a ony neraz nepoznaji hranice.”

Skromnost, ticho, pokora.

Rudolf Dobias$ radost nas$iel. Hostinu o korke chleba ako o hlavnom
chode. O kuse chleba, o ktorom stale vie, Ze je mu darovany.

RUDOLF DOBIAS

“Timotej? [s that your name? That is a beautiful name... Do you know
that you don’t deserve it?” the poet Rudolf Dobia$ welcomed me
at his gate in a village with a lovely name: Dobra (Translator’s note -
‘Dobrd’ in Slovak means ‘good’).

This village is not just his current place of residence, Rudolf was
born here on 29 September 1934. As a student of a secondary
school in Trencin, he led a scout group. During the 50s, scouting
became inconvenient to the regime. Scouting was banned and
replaced by an ersatz substitute - the Pioneers. Rudolf’s scout
group responded to the ban by publishing illegal flyers with
anti-communist messages.

On 23 December, Rudolf was carrying wood from his shed. He was
passing the gate when two men stopped him. They were looking
for him. They searched his entire house. They took his poems, and
they took Rudolf. Wearing his home trousers and a flannel shirt.

It was minus 12 degrees Celsius.

Silence lay over the Trencin region that day, a thick layer of fresh
snow blanketing the noise. The streets were completely empty.
People in their homes were baking gingerbread to welcome the Birth
of the Savior. For his part, Rudolf was on his way to Bratislava.

“It was my first time sitting in a car, at last. Just that was an experience,”
recalls the writer Rudolf Dobias.

Though only 19 years old, he was sentenced to 18 years in prison
for, as it was often the case, “anti-state activity”. “They told me
what I was charged with, that was all. High treason. I did not even
know what high treason meant or what it could cost me. ‘Do you
regretit?” I told them that I don’t.”

Rudolf spent seven years in work camps. In Jachymov, Slavkov
and Pribram. He spent his nights in cold cells. The ore of the black
mine alternated with the cold of the cell. There was a table with a
wooden bench which was fastened to the wall during the day.

He was compelled to stand all day long. Stand and think. He found
the greatest support in his fellow inmates. There, as a young boy,

he found his “fathers”. Priests who taught him about real generosity,
when they gave him the bigger part of their bread. They “took
him in” - he was not left an orphan because of them. “I cannot remem-
ber anything bad. In those time it was a pleasure to serve time.
What [ mean is spending my prison days, months and years in the
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company of noble prisoners of conscience. All of that was a great
school of life, an opportunity to widen one’s cultural horizons.”
he recalls slowly. There, in the mine, a piece of broken ore received
its final shape, its face.

He was granted amnesty and released after seven years. He
spent his “holiday” being active in army working units. After
being punished for his character and honesty, Rudolf went search-
ing for work. He had experience with mining, so even though
he had a sensitive heart and perceptive intellect, he could only go
for work where his past allowed him to go. Back to the darkness.
However, employers were afraid to give work to a convict from
Jachymov, even deep underground. When the mine operators
saw that the request for work came from a man who served in
Jachymov, they got scared and refused to take him. That was
the reputation of the Jachymov mines! Only the worst criminals
were sent there.

In the end he was “lucky” to find a job and go back to the mine,
where he could recall the cruelest period of his life. He was at
the age when one is most active and open to stimuli and perceptions.
When one should find a position that will be the basis for the
rest of his life. But Rudolf received a curriculum vitae that was to
be his life-long punishment. [t wasn’t a life behind a writing desk,
but rather cold mining shafts that became the basis for his work
and filled white sheets of paper... Only in 1990, when they rehabili-
tated Dobias, he could, as a professional writer, give his testimony.

“Mr Dobias, how should I deserve my name?” [ ask him on my way out.
“There isn’t an easy answer. When a person is still a child, he is
free. But slowly, with time, bringing up and external circumstances,
with what gets attached to him - not to his body, but to his soul

- over time he covers himself with the mud of life. That is how we lose
freedom. We become people who only try to taste life. And we expe-
rience pride, sometimes ambition and they often know no limits.”

Modesty, silence, humility.
Rudolf Dobias$ found joy. A feast consisting of a small bread crumb

as the main course. A piece of bread, which he knows, is always
given to him.
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Som sam. Predpoludnim konecne zazriem na cementovej podlahe
vlastny tierl. Ten sa nadlho stane mojim jedinym priatelom a nie je
vylticené, Ze v tej chvili by som iného na celom svete ani nenaSiel.
Nevidim mu v8ak do tvare. A vtedy si uvedomim, Ze som sa uz
davno nevidel v zrkadle. Keby mi ho niekto teraz nastavil, mozno
by som nespoznal sam seba. A keby mi vtedy niekto prikazal:
.Napluj do ksichtu tomu individuu, tej kreattire!* asi by som ho
posliichol, oplul by som svoj obraz, svoju zabudnutt podobu. [ am
alone. Before noon, I finally see my own shadow on the cement
floor. For a long time, it is my only friend and, in this moment, it is
possible that [ wouldn’t find any other in the entire world. ButI can’t
see his face. And then I realize [ haven’t seen my own face in the
mirror for a long time. If someone set one in front of me [ might
not recognize myself. And if someone were to then command me:
“Spitin the face of that somebody, that creature!” I would probably
obey and spit on my own forgotten likeness.
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