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This book is dedicated to all who served under my command

in the Second World War, to that happy band of brothers-in-arms
who hit the Boche for six all the way from the Mediterranean

to the Baltic, to Twelve Platoon, the Fourth Musketeers.

ERNEST GOODBODY
Lieutenant

Tato kniha je vénovdna viem, kdo slouZili pod mym velenim
ve druhé svétové vdlce, oné $tastné druZiné bratfi ve zbrani,
kterd to natirala skopcdkim v jednom kuse, od Stfedozemniho
mofre aZ k Baltu, dvandcté cet& Ctvrtého musketyrského pluku.

ERNEST GOODBODY
Porucik



Introduction

The Captains and the kings have long since taken their Viscount-
cies and departed. Each general and field-marshal has published his
Memoirs telling how he won the Second World War in spite of all
the other generals and field-marshals. In wishful recollection the all-
highest have each explained their lone responsibility in victory and
their personal innocence in defeat. Drawn from indulgent memories,
culled from convenient diaries, and heavily laced with hindsight, their
god’s-eye view of war conjures cause and effect from chaos, connects
one unrelated event with another and embroiders an imaginary pat-
tern of battle obedient to their belated commands.
Tolstoy pinned them for all time in War and Peace.

| say this to show the inevitability of falsehood in military description
which serves as material for military historians... in these histories
| came across such accounts that | did not know whether to laugh
or to cry, remembering that these books are the chief memorials of
that epoch and have had millions of readers...

Perhaps we, in our latter-day dilemma, must choose to laugh — for
fear of weeping.

’

Uvod

Vojevidci a vladcové uz davno prijali své pocty a vyznamenani a ode-
8li ze scény. Kdejaky general a polni marsél uz uverejnil svoje paméti,
jak vyhral druhou svétovou valku navzdory v§em ostatnim general(im
a polnim marsalim. VSichni nejvyssi pani uz vysvétlili v roztouzeném
vzpominani, jak jediné oni odpovidaji za vitézstvi a jsou osobné bez
viny na porazkach. Jejich pohled na vélku z boZské perspektivy, Cerpa-
ny ze samolibych vzpominek, vybrany z prihodnych denikd a diklad-
né pro3pikovany dodate€nou jasnozfivosti, vykouzluje z chaosu pricin-
nou souvislost, spojuje navzajem nesouvislé udélosti a vySiva imaginarni
vzorky bitev poslusné podle jejich opozdénych rozkaz(.
Tolstoj je jednou provzdy pripichl Spendlikem ve Vojné a miru:

,Rikam to, abych ukazal nevyhnutelnost falsovani ve vojenskych popi-
sech, které slouZi jako material vojenskym historikdm... narazil jsem
v takovych historiich na vypravéni, Ze jsem nevé&dél, mam-li se jim sméat
nebo plakat nad nimi, kdyZ jsem si uv&domil, Ze ty knihy jsou hlavnimi

7w o “

pamatniky oné epochy a Ze je cetly miliony ¢tenarda...

My ve svém dilematu pozdé&jsiho data se patrné musime rozhodnout
pro smich — ze strachu, abychom se nerozplakali.



Chapter One

‘It is quite unbelievable, wrote Brooke, ‘that things should have gone so well to date.

It is a great gamble for a great stake and | pray God that it may come off. Despite
the inexperience of the landing-craft crews it came off next morning almost beyond
expectation. At | a.m. on November 8%, 1942, the troops began to go ashore on the
Algerian beaches...

SIR ARTHUR BRYANT
War Diaries of F-M.Viscount Alanbrooke

As far as | could see along the beach there was chaos. Landing-craft were beaching in
the pounding surf, broaching to the waves, and spilling men and equipment into the
water. Men wandered about aimlessly, hopelessly lost, calling to each other, swearing
at each other and at nothing. There was no beach party or shore party anywhere in
sight. | was chilled... | was lonely...

GEN. L. K.TRUSCOTT

Command Missions

As the landing-craft pitched into the breakers, a taste of verdigris
queased into my throat. Blanco puffed up from the gasmask on my
chest and desiccated my mouth. That steel helmet was murdering my
skull. | felt distinctly unwell but it would never do to let the chaps see
it. A commander must never show weakness in front of his troops.

| swallowed cavernously and gave Sergeant Transom a heartening
slap on the shoulder.

‘Well, Sergeant, here we go then’ | said. ‘Getting our chance at
last of a good old crack at the Boche, eh?

He lowered his binoculars, surveyed me gloomily for some sec-
onds, and spat silently into the sea. Grand chap in a tight corner,
Transom, but not over-articulate.

With four hundred yards to go we ran into the low morning mist
which skeined along the Algerian coast. The ramp came down to
half-mast and | judged it time to read the Order of the Day. It was
a noble, rousing message the general had penned, just the thing to
give the chaps that final lift up the beach. | took the card from my
map-case and moved forward to the slope of the ramp.

‘Men of the Fourth Musketeers, | declaimed, ‘we go forth together
on this historic day, the eighth of November 1942, to embark on

Kapitola prvni

,»Je aZ neuvéritelné,” napsal Brooke, ,,Ze dodneska $lo vSechno tak dobre. Je to vysoka
hra o vysokou sazku a modlime se k Bohu, aby nam to vyslo. Pres nezkuSenost po-
sadek vysadkovych plavidel to druhy den rano dopadlo témér nad vSechno ocekavani.
V 01.00 hodin dne 8. listopadu 1942 se zacaly oddily vylodovat na alZirskych plazich...

SIR ARTHUR BRYANT

Vdlecné deniky polniho marsdla vikomta Alanbrooka

»Kam jsem jen dohlédl, na plazi vladl chaos. Vysadkova plavidla pfistavala v dorazeji-
cim priboji, zmitala se ve vinach a vyhazovala muZstvo i vystroj do vody. Vojaci bezcil-
né bloudili, beznadéjné ztracené volali na sebe i nadavali jeden na druhého i nazdai-
bih. Nikde na plazZi ani na pobreZi nebylo vidét jediny utvar. Byl jsem prochladly... byl
jsem osamoceny...

GEN.L.K.TRUSCOTT
Z vyssiho rozkazu

Kdyz se vysadkové plavidlo vrhlo pidi do vzdutych vin, ucitil jsem
v krku davivou prichut médénky. Z plynové masky na prsou mi vy-
bublal zavan filtra¢ni latky, aZ mi vyschlo v ustech. Ocelova prilba mi
vraZedné drtila hlavu. Bylo mi zietelné& nevolno, ale nikdy bych to byl
nedal najevo pred chlapci. Velitel nikdy nesmi projevit slabost pred
svou jednotkou.

Zhluboka jsem polkl a placl serzanta Transoma povzbudivé po
rameni.

»1ak co, serZante, jdeme na to,” prohlasil jsem. , Konecné mame
prilezitost poradné to skopcakim natrit, co?*

Spustil triedr, par vterin si mé ponure méFil a micky si odplivl do
more. Ohromny chlapik, kdyz $lo do tuhého, tenhle Transom, ale vy-
recnosti nikdy neoplyval.

Na ¢tyri sta metrG od brehu jsme vjeli do nizké ranni mlhy, ktera
se v klubkach tahla podél alZirského brehu. Vylodovaci rampa poklesla
do pili stézné a ja usoudil, Ze je nacase precist denni rozkaz. Bylo to
uslechtilé a povznésejici poselstvi z generalova pera, presné takové, aby
chlapce preneslo pres téch par zbyvajicich metrd na plaz. Vytahl jsem
z pouzdra na mapy karticku a stoupl si na naklonénou ploSinu rampy.

,»Vojaci Ctvrtého musketyrského!* zadeklamoval jsem. ,,Vyrazime
spolu dnesniho historického dne, dne osmého listopadu 1942, vstric



a Great Adventure. We invade Algeria to do our bit in defence of
the Old Country, the Empire and the Democratic Way of Life. Let
us go into the ring for this first round with the Light of Battle in our
eyes and the Strength of Righteousness in our hearts. If we all pull
together with true British pluck and teamspirit, we shall, with the
support of the Almighty God of Battles, win His just victory over the
Forces of Evil... Good luck to you all, good hunting and tally-ho! to
kick the Hun for six out of Africal’

‘And up the Spurs! shouted Private Drogue.

‘l would also add just a few personal words of my own...’

Before | could do so there was a grinding crunch below the wa-
terline, the nose of the craft slid skywards, the ramp shot away from
under my feet and pitched me backwards into the Mediterranean...
| bumped rock and old iron six feet down and came to the surface
with the tide carrying me already ten yards away from my command.
The mist swirled down but | could still make out the rearing shape
of the boat and hear the engines roaring madly.

As | drifted farther away my feet touched sand and | was able
to stand against the race. | blew my whistle and put my right hand
on top of my head in the approved signal laid down in the Infantry
Training Manual.

‘Rally!?” I shouted. ‘Rally! Number Twelve Platoon, the Fourth
Musketeers, rally on me!’

Three times | gave this order but nobody came to look for his
commander. At first, | could not understand it. | undoubtedly had
the affection of my men. Man-management had ever been my abiding
interest. | had advised each of them at length about his marital affairs,
arranged compulsory saving of a sensible part of their pay and never
taken my meal on exercises until they had eaten. Sometimes they ate
the lot and there was none left for me. Sergeant Transom, though
admittedly lacking in imagination, was a most loyal N.C.O. and we
had been together for a long time.

As the craft went astern and out of sight | realized that my aban-
donment was a naval decision. Underwater obstructions had been
encountered and another approach must be found. My chaps would
have come for me if they could. But the Navy was in command.
A good chap, too, that sub-lieutenant. When | took him through
the details of my Beach Landing Programme he had shown, for an

velkému dobrodruzstvi. Vstupujeme na alZirskou ptidu, abychom pfi-
spéli svou troskou na obranu staré vlasti, impéria a demokratického
zplsobu Zivota. Vrhnéme se do prvniho kola v ringu s bojovnym za-
bleskem ve zraku a s védomim spravedInosti nasi pre v srdci. Jestlize
vSichni potdhneme za jeden provaz s pravou britskou kurazi a sou-
drznosti, dosdhneme s pomociVSemohouciho boha bitev zaslouzené-
ho vitézstvi nad silami Zla... Hodné $tésti vam vSem, lovu zdar a do
toho, abychom Huny nadobro vykopli z Afriky!

,»avle hore!* zaf'val vojin Drogue.

,»Rad bych dodal jesté par slov osobné...*

Nez jsem se k tomu dostal, ki‘'uplo to skiipavé pod ¢arou ponoru,
prid plavidla vystrelila k obloze, rampa mi ujela pod nohama a shodila
mé pozpatku do Strfedozemniho mofre... Pohrouzil jsem se jako kus
starého Zeleza dva metry pod hladinu, a kdyzZ jsem se vynofil, odnesl
mé uZ proud na deset metrt od mého muzstva. Nad hladinou se tah-
la mlha, ale dosud jsem rozeznaval obrys vzpinajiciho se ¢lunu a sly-
Sel jsem Sileny rev motord.

Kdyz mé viny odnesly o kus dal, dotkl jsem se nohama pisku, tak-
Ze jsem se mohl postavit a vzepfit se proudu. Zapiskal jsem na pistal-
ku a rukou polozenou na temeno hlavy dal signal predepsany Rukové-
ti pro vycvik péchoty.

»Ke mn&!* zaival jsem. ,,Ke mné&! Dvanacta Eeto Ctvrtého muske-
tyrského, na maj povel ke mné!*

Trikrat jsem ten povel opakoval, ale nikdo se neukazal, aby vyhledal
svého velitele. Zpocatku jsem to nemohl pochopit. U svych vojakd jsem
byl nepochybné obliben. Patfi¢nému zachazeni s muzstvem jsem véno-
val neutuchajici zajem. Podrobné jsem jim kazdému radil v jejich manzel-
skych problémech, primél jsem je k povinnému spofreni, aby si ukladali
rozumnou ¢ast Zoldu, a nikdy jsem pFi cvi€enich nejedl dFiv, nez se na-
sytili oni. Nékdy snédli vSechno a na mne nezbylo nic. Serzant Transom,
tfebaZe podle v§eobecného nazoru nemél dost predstavivosti, patfil
k nejoddanéjsim poddtstojnikiim a proZzili jsme spolu uz drahnou dobu.

Kdyz se mi zad plavidla vzdalovala z dohledu, uvédomil jsem si, Ze
o mém opusténi rozhodlo vale¢né namornictvo. Plavidlo narazilo na
prekazky pod vodou a muselo si najit jinou pristupovou trasu. Ale ve-
leni bylo v rukou namornikl. A v dobrych rukou, jak bylo vidét na
tom namorinim podporudikovi. KdyzZ jsem s nim probiral podrobnos-
ti svého programu pro vylodéni na plazi, projevil na netrénovaného
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untrained naval officer, a surprisingly intelligent appreciation of Army
problems, and | had told him so.

The sound of the engines died away and | was alone and unsup-
ported, neck-deep in the warm lopping sea.

‘Now, steady, Ernest, | said to myself. ‘Steady up and remember
Clausewitz!

It has ever been my custom in any military dilemma to make
a quick appreciation of the situation based on Clausewitz’s Principles
of War. The commandment appropriate to my present circumstances
was clearly ‘Maintenance of the Objective’. Not only would this ac-
tion get me on to dry land but it might also bring me back to my
platoon.

Urged on by the tide, | strode through the shallows and found
myself in a tiny cove framed by low red cliffs. Somewhere over the top
and a mile inland lay our first bound, the village of Cleptha. My beach
seemed deserted and | only hoped that if Sergeant Transom met
opposition he would remember my battle-plan. It was an adaptation
of the Montgomery left-hook technique and needed a mathematical
mind to apply it at platoon level.

The mist lifted and the sun came through as | crawled over the sand
and up on to the rise of the dunes. | was steaming like a frosty scrum
when | reached the rocks below the crest... There was a sudden clat-
ter of stones above me and a man came running out on to the ridge.

He looked like an Arab, dressed in brown folk-weave with an anti-
macassar around his head. But you could never be too careful. Damned
crafty, the Hun. So | dived for cover and landed in a bed of thistles.

‘Halt!” | commanded. ‘Who goes there?

The lanyard of my revolver tangled in my entrenching-tool and
| couldn’t get my weapon out. Fortunately, my adversary stopped
ten feet away. | caught the full smell of him down wind and knew he
couldn’t be a German.

‘O. K., Johnnie, he piped. ‘Hurrafor King George’

| had my pistol unravelled now and kept him covered as | came
into the open.

“You speak English?

‘O. K., Johnnie. Hurrafor King George’

He turned back the way he had come and beckoned me to fol-
low him.

namorniho ddstojnika prekvapivé inteligentni porozuméni pro armad-
ni problémy, a ja mu to také rekl.

Hukot motor(i odumfrel a ja se octl sdm a bez opory, po krk v pre-
valujicim se teplém mofi.

,»Ted se seber, Erneste, Fekl jsem si. ,,Seber se a vzpomen si na
Clausewitze!*

Odedavna jsem si v kazdém vojenském dilematu zvykl posoudit
rychle situaci na zdkladé Clausewitzovych Zdsad vdlky. Prislusné pri-
kazani v danych okolnostech ocividné znélo:,,UdrZeni vytéeného cile®.
Tato akce mi slibovala nejen dostat se na sous, ale mohla mé zavést
i zpatky k Ceté.

Hnan prilivem, prrebrodil jsem se pres mélciny a octl se v malickém
zalivu obklopeném nizkymi cervenymi Gtesy. Nékde za jejich vrcho-
lem asi pal druhého kilometru do vnitrozemi leZela nase prvni zastav-
ka, vesnice Cleptha. Moje plaz vypadala opusténé a ja jenom doufal,
Ze narazi-li serzant Transom na odpor, vzpomene si na mdj bojovy
plan. Plan vychazel z prizpisobeni Montgomeryho techniky Gtoku le-
vym hakem a jeho uplatnéni na stupen jedné Cety si vyzadovalo ma-
tematického mozku.

Kdyz jsem se pliZil piskem vzhiru po stoupajicich presypech, mlha
se zdvihla a zacalo svitit slunce. Mezi balvany pred hiebenem utesu se ze
mne koufilo jako v zimé ze shluku meloucich se hraca pri ragby... Na-
jednou nade mnou zachrastilo kameni a na vrcholek vybéhl néjaky muz.

Vypadal jako Arab v hnédém domorodém burnusu a s de¢kou ko-
lem hlavy. Ale opatrnosti nikdy nezbyva. Skopcaci dovedou byt zatrace-
né prohnani. Vrhl jsem se tedy do ukrytu a pristal v kiovisku bodIaéi.

,»Sthj! zavelel jsem. ,,Kdo tam?*

Stidrka od revolveru se mi zapletla do Zenijni lopatky, takZe jsem
nemohl zbran vytahnout. MUj protivnik zdstal nastésti stat na Ctyri kro-
ky ode mne. Zachytil jsem po vétru naplno jeho pach a poznal jsem,
Ze to Zadny Némec byt nemize.

,,Oukej, Johnnie, zapipal. ,,Hura kral George!*

Mezitim jsem si vyprostil pistoli, a kdyZ jsem vystoupil z Gkrytu,
miFil jsem na néj.

,» Ty mluvis anglicky?*

,,Oukej, Johnnie. Hura kral George!*

Otodil se zpatky smérem, odkud prisel, a pokynul mi, abych ho
nasledoval.



‘That way?’ | asked. ‘Cleptha?’

‘Cleptha. O. K., Johnnie. Hurrafor King George. He nodded tri-
umphantly and pointed to himself, ‘Momali... Momali’

If the landing is unopposed, said our orders, make immediate
contact with the civil authorities. This was my chance. My landing
was unopposed. Here was a guide. If | contacted the local headman
the place would be my personal, bloodless victory. The major would
be delighted.

‘Take me to your sheikh, | commanded. He jumped twice in the
air in delight and went flap-footing down the track. Once away from
the sea, the wind blew hot and dry and the worst of the wet was out
of me when, after twenty minutes’ trot, we came to the mud-brick
and corrugated-iron outskirts of Cleptha. White houses sprang up
as we hit the high street, a pavement, then shops, cafés, the market-
place and the mosque. Arabs stood up and clapped us through as
though we were finishing the marathon. One ran alongside and
grabbed my arm. Momali kicked him a la savatte and sent him spin-
ning into a barrow of dried octopi. We reached a two-storied house
with green shutters and flags of all nations decorating the balcony.
Momali shepherded me between potted palms and into a tiled hall
dripping with bead curtains.

A fat, swart woman with two Union Jacks topping her Madame
Butterfly chignon came whooping through the beadwork. In a torrent
of molten French and a smother of eau-de-Cologne, she folded me
in her vast bosom and kissed me violently on either cheek, leaving
gouts of lipstick to mark her passage. She bore me down into a raffia
arm-chair and pushed a hassock under my feet.

‘Momali, | asked. ‘This lady. She wife of the sheikh?

‘O.K., Johnnie. Hurrafor King George’ He nodded vigorous agree-
ment and flapped off back into the street.

My hostess rang a cowbell and a boy brought in coffee and
a bottle of Rule Britannia A' Scotch Whisky. There was giggling
above me and a dozen young women of various shades and sizes
looked down from the gallery at the top of the stairs. | was get-
ting the hang of things now. Butterfly was the sheikh’s No. | Wife
and the others were the junior members of his harem. It was cus-
tomary, no doubt, for the No. | Wife to offer hospitality before
a guest met her master. She poured me a glass, half-coffee, half

,» Tudy?“ zeptal jsem se. ,,Cleptha?*

,,Cleptha. Oukej, Johnnie. Hura kral George!*Vitézoslavné prikyvl
a ukazal na sebe:,,Momali... Momali.*

JestliZe se po vylodéni nesetkate s odporem, fikaly nase rozkazy,
navazte okamzité styk s civilnimi Grady. PrileZitost mi prala. S odpo-
rem jsem se po vylodéni nesetkal. Nasel jsem prlvodce. JestliZe nava-
Zu styk s mistnim pohlavirem, bude to moje osobni nekrvavé vitéz-
stvi. Major bude cely $tastny.

,Doved mé k Sejkovi!* zavelel jsem. Arab si dvakrat poskodil nad-
Senim a pustil se s pleskanim nohou po stezce doli. Jakmile jsem se
vzdalil od mofre, zafoukal horky a suchy vitr, takZze z nejhorsiho mok-
ra jsem uschl, jeSté nez jsme po dvacetiminutovém poklusu dorazi-
li na okraj Clepthy s chajdami z nepalenych veprovic a z vinitého ple-
chu. Kdyz jsme se dostali na hlavni ulici, vyskocily pred nami bilé domy,
objevil se asfalt, pak kramy, kavarny, trzisté€ a meSita. Arabové vsta-
vali a doprovazeli nas potleskem, jako bychom finiSovali maraton. Je-
den mi béZel po boku a popadl mé za pazi. Momali ho nakopl d la sa-
vatte, jako ve francouzském kopacim zapase, az chlapik vletél do kary
se suSenymi chobotnicemi. Dorazili jsme k patrovému domu se zele-
nymi Zaluziemi a s balkonem ozdobenym vlajkami vSech narodd. Mo-
mali mé starostlivé proved| mezi palmami v kvétinacich do haly s dlaz-
dicemi, na které kanuly koralkové zavésy.

Néjaka tlusta snéda Zena se dvéma britskymi vlajkami zastrceny-
mi do drdolu a la madam Butterfly vybéhla mezi koralky s halasnym
vyskotem. V privalu hrnouci se francouzstiny a v dusivém mracnu ko-
linské vody si mé privinula mezi sva nesmirna nadra a zlibala mé divo-
ce na obé tvare, aZ mi na nich v jejich stopach zlstaly cmouhy rténky.
Pak mé& vmackla do vyplétaného kresla a strcila mi pod nohy polstar.

»,Momali,* zeptal jsem se. ,,Tahle ddma je manZzelka Sejka?*

,,Oukej, Johnnie. Hura kral George!* prisvédcil energicky a pleska-
vé vybéhl zpatky na ulici.

Hostitelka zazvonila na kravsky zvonec a néjaky kluk prines| kavu
a lahev prvotridni skotské znacky Viddni, Britdnie. Nade mnou se ozva-
lo hihiani a z galerie, kam vedly schody, shlizel asi tucet mladych Zen
rozmanitych odstinG a velikosti. Zacinal jsem chapat situaci. Madam
Butterfly je Sejkova manzelka &islo | a ostatni jsou mladsi prislusni-
ce jeho harému. Bezpochyby je tu zvykem, Ze manzelka &islo | hosta
ucti, nez se setka s jejim panem. Nalila mi do sklenice polovicku kavy
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Rule Britannia. Like Montgomery, | do not normally take alcohol but
this was clearly in the line of political duty. | drank and the first gulp
dried out my vest.

No. | screamed at the other wives and they came down the stairs
and paraded like mannequins before my chair. | smiled politely and
drank a little fire-cocoa to each in turn. All part of the welcoming
ceremony, | thought, until | realized that Butterfly, in basic French
and all too obvious sign-language, was inviting me to choose one for
my carnal pleasure.

| had heard tell of the magnitude of Arab hospitality, but
this was old-world courtesy run mad. How could you possibly
negotiate politically with a man ten minutes after you'd been
up to all sorts with one of his wives? Besides, I've never been
a chap for that sort of thing. | was not, thank God, brought up pro-
miscuous.

A wet-lipped wife in a strained kimono sat down on my knee and
| swallowed the rest of my coffee for safety. Her hands wandered
everywhere and left me in no doubt as to her eagerness to sacrifice
herself in the name of hospitality. It was a good thing I'd kept my
equipment on.

‘Non, madame,’| said. ‘Merci beaucoup, mais non.

She took this disclaimer for shyness and | was struggling with her
in defence of British military honour when there came a wild shout-
ing from the street and Momali, followed by Sergeant Transom and
Twelve Platoon, rushed in.

No |. Wife burst her stays in a torrent of delight, all the other
wives ran upstairs and the platoon went after them.

‘Well, said Sergeant Transom, ‘but you soon got on the old job,
didn’t you?

‘l am here to negotiate with the sheikh, | said. ‘Momali led me to
his house. We must see that he is rewarded.’

‘He’s been rewarded. Best day’s commission ever earned by any
Algerian brothel-runner’

Butterfly took a wash-leather bag from her cleavage and counted
a pile of coins into Momali’s wriggling palm. A small bush-fire ran up
the back of my neck.

‘You mean, Sergeant... that this is nothing but a... but a disor-
derly house?

a polovic¢ku Vlddni, Britdnie. Stejné jako Montgomery normalné alko-
hol nepiji, ale tohle zi'ejmé patfilo k politickym povinnostem. Napil
jsem se a po prvnim dousku mi uschl natélnik.

Cislo | zajecela na ostatni manZelky a ty sesly dold a promenova-
ly se pred mym kreslem jako manekynky na prehlidce. Zdvofile jsem
se usmival a pFipil jsem po radé kazdé z nich troskou ohnivého napo-
je. To vSechno patfi k uvitacimu obradu, myslel jsem si, dokud jsem
si neuvédomil, Ze mé& madam Butterfly primitivni francouzstinou a az
prilis zfejmou mluvou posunki vybizi, abych si jednu z nich vybral pro
své télesné potéseni.

Slychal jsem uz, jak dalekosahla je arabska pohostinnost, ale tahle
starosvétska zdvofrilost hranicila s Silenstvim. Jak ma ¢lovék s nékym
politicky vyjednavat, kdyzZ pred deseti minutami provadél blihvico s jed-
nou z jeho manZelek? Ostatné na néco takového mé nikdy neuZil. Ne-
byl jsem bohudiky vychovan k erotické nevazanosti.

Jedna manzelka s vlhkymi rty a v t&sném kimonu si mi sedla na ko-
leno a ja pro jistotu vypil zbytek kavy. Bloudila po mné rukama vsude,
kde se dalo, a nenechala mé na pochybach o své dychtivosti ob&tovat
se na oltari pohostinstvi. Jesté dobre, Ze jsem neodloZil svou vystroj.

,,Non, madame,“ odmitl jsem s podékovanim. ,,Merci beaucoup, mais
non.*

PovaZovala mé odreknuti za ostychavost, takze jsem proti ni mu-
sel branit britskou vojenskou Cest, kdyz se nahle z ulice ozval divo-
ky pokrik a dovnitf vrazil Momali v patich se serzantem Transomem
a s dvanactou cetou.

ManZelce ¢islo | div nepraskl korzet boufi nadseni, vSechny ostatni
manZelky se rozbéhly po schodech nahoru a Ceta se pustila za nimi.

,No,* prohlasil serzant Transom, ,,to jste si ale pospiSil, abyste ne-
vysel z cviku, co?

,,Jsem tady, abych vyjednaval se Sejkem,* Fekl jsem. ,,Zaved| mé sem
Momali. Musime se postarat, aby dostal odménu.*

,» Ten uZ ji dostal. Nejvétsi provizi za den, jakou kdy bordelovej nad-
hanéc v celym Alziru vydélal.*

Madam Butterfly vytahla ze své Gzlabiny jelenicovy pytlik a vysa-
zela Momalimu na chiapajici dlari hromadku minci. Po Siji mi prebéh-
lo néco jako mensi stepni poZar.

,,Chcete Fict, serZante... Ze to tady neni nic jiného nez... nez vy-
kri¢eny dim?*

21



22

I had not been in such a place before. All that sort of thing is kept
under cover in Kettering.

‘Don’t come the old acid with me, sir. You're a dark horse all right.
All them lectures about leave the wog tarts alone and here you are
not landed five minutes and straight after a bit of Algerian under’

‘Now, Sergeant Transom, | want to make it quite clear to you
that...’

‘It’s all clear enough to me, sir, and it’ll be clearer still to the ma-
jor if he comes in here and sees you with that lipstick all over your
gob. We'd better be pushing on for the main road. Out through the
back door, too’

He clattered up the stairs and along the corridor, marking his
progress by the slap of female buttocks and the answering squeals
of foreign anguish.

‘Outside on parade, all of you!

Ten minutes later, Twelve Platoon was back in action, moving in
battle formation out of Cleptha and up a sunken track towards the
coast road.

‘Roll on, bleeding death, said Private Spool. ‘We was just on the
job lovely when he has to have everybody out’

‘In, out, on guard, said Private Drogue. ‘All | had time for. All right
for him, mind you, crafty perisher. Swims ashore, nips up smartish and
gets in a couple of long, slow grinds before we ever get there!

There was a tinge of admiration in his voice so | decided not to
reprove him. More serious matters took my attention.

‘Sergeant Transom, | said. ‘We'’re not observing proper anti-gas
precautions. The leading man has no litmus paper on his bayonet’

He looked down at the thick, white dust puffing over our boots.

‘Nor he hasn’t, sir; he said in surprise. ‘And this is a dead likely
place to meet mustard gas, and all. I'll see to it right away’

He moved forward and spiked a sheet of paper on Private
Drogue’s bayonet.

‘What we on now, asked the gas-sentry. ‘Flag day?’

The litmus paper did not look of standard size to me and so
| went up to inspect. It was a square of toilet paper. Quite use-
less, | assure you, for detecting mustard gas deposits. | was about
to remonstrate with the sergeant when | noticed that no one in
the platoon but myself still had a gas-mask. They'd all thrown them

Nikdy jsem v podobném podniku nebyl. U nas v Ketteringu se
vSechny takovéhle véci drzi pod pokli¢kou.

»Kam na mé s tou flintou, pane? Vida, jak se vybarvujete. VSecky
ty vaSe prednasky, abysme nechali erny Stétky Sté€tkama, a sotva pét
minut po pFistani si to namirite rovnou za kusem alZirsky spodnicky.*

»Serzante Transome, chci, abyste docela jasné pochopil, Ze...*

,»Mné je to jasny aZaZ, pane, a majorovi to bude jesté jasnéjsi, az
sem prijde a uvidi ten vas zmalovanej ksicht. Radsi bysme méli vyra-
zit dal k hlavni silnici. A nejradsi zadnim vchodem.*

Pustil se s dupanim do schodU a chodbou a jeho postup se vyzna-
Coval pleskanim pres Zenské zadky a odpovidajicim Uzkostlivym pis-
t&nim v cizi Fedi.

,,Nastup venku, padat, padat vSichni!*

Deset minut nato byla dvanactd eta znovu v akci; pochodova-
la v bojovém tvaru ven z Clepthy po zavaté cesté smérem k pobrez-
ni silnici.

,»Furt dal a dal, aby to das vzal,“ remcal vojin Spool. ,,Zrovna jsme
byli v nejlepsim a von nas musi hnat pry¢!*

,Sup sem, $up tam a na straz!* mlel vojin Drogue. ,,Na vic jsem &as
nemél. Ten parchant mazana to teda vycih. Doplave si na breh, pFi-
chvatne si a vodbude si dvé poradny laZzovy Cisla jesté dFiv, nez my
tam dorazime.*

Z jeho ténu zaznivalo néco jako obdiv, takZe jsem se rozhodl ne-
karat ho. Mou pozornost zaujaly dileZitéjsi véci.

»Serzante Transome,* ozval jsem se. ,,NedodrZujeme spravné pro-
tiplynové predpisy. Prvni vojin nema na bodaku lakmusovy papir.*

Podival se na tlustou vrstvu bilého prachu, ktery se nam usazo-
val na bagancatech.

,» 1o teda nema, pane,”“ odpovédél prekvapené. ,,A tady se sakra da
Cekat kazdou chvili yperit a kdovico jesté. Hnedka to zaridim.“

Postoupil vpred a napichl vojinu Drogueovi na bodak list papiru.

,,Co to ma bejt?“ zeptala se protiplynova hlidka. ,,Parada s fang-
lema?*

Zdalo se mi, Ze lakmusovy papir nema predepsany rozmér, takze
jsem vykrocil do cela, abych véc zkontroloval. Byl to kus toaletniho
papiru. Ujistuiji vas, Ze chceme-li Zjistit pritomnost yperitu, pak docela
neucinného. Chystal jsem se to pravé serzantovi vytknout, kdyz jsem
si v§iml, Ze nikdo z ety mimo mé uz nema plynovou masku. VSichni je
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away. This was too grave a matter to be dealt with on the line of
march. We would have to have a kit inspection on the objective.
Steadily we plodded up the track and as we breasted the final
rise we came in sight of the black ribbon of the road. | squared
my shoulders and moved forward with the point section to lead

my men in the final assault... A great exultation flowed over me...

Everything | had been through was suddenly worth while... The
sacrifice on my corn-chandling career, those tough months in the
ranks, the merciless grind of O.C.T.U. training, the endless nights of
military study, the digging, the drilling, the crosscountry runs, the
E.N.S.A. concerts, the A.B.C.A. lectures, the V.I.P. parades, the clean-
ing of snow, the polishing of coal, the whitewashing of stones and
all the thousand hammer-blows that went to forge a soldier fit for
twentieth-century war... all were proudly justified in this crowning
moment as | marched forward with my men in the Spearhead of
Democracy... And, as the African sun aimed arson on top of my
tin-hat and twin rivers of sweat coursed down behind either ear, my
memory made green again that wet October morning when it all
began, two years ago, and | walked into the recruiting depot in High
Street, Kettering, plain Mr. Ernest Goodbody, rankless, uncommis-
sioned, an utterly unarmed civilian...

zahodili. To byla pFili§ vaZna zaleZitost, aby se dala vyridit na pochodu.
Budeme si muset provést inspekci vystroje, az dosahneme cile.
Vytrvale jsme $lapali zavatou cestou, a kdyZ jsme zdolali posledni
navrsi, zahlédli jsme pred sebou ¢ernou stuzku silnice. Naprimil jsem
ramena a vyrazil s prizkumnym druZstvem vpred, abych své vojaky
ved| do koneéného Utoku... Zaplavila mé vina jasavé radosti... VSech-
no, ¢im jsem prosel, stalo najednou za to... To, Ze jsem obé&toval svou
kariéru v obchodé s obilim, ty tvrdé mésice mezi muzstvem, nelitost-
ny mlyn vycviku v didstojnickém kursu, ty nekoneéné noci vojenské-
ho studia, kopani zakop, execirovani, prespolni b&hy, ty zuslechtujici
koncerty, vzdélavaci prednasky, prehlidky pred dlleZitymi osobnostmi,
to vé¢né drhnuti, leSténi a pucovani a vSechny ty tisice ran kladivem,
které z Clovéka ukovaji vojaka zplsobilého pro valku v dvacatém sto-
leti... to vS8echno bylo hrdé ospravedinéno v onom vrcholném oka-
mZiku, kdy jsem pochodoval se svymi vojaky v Gitocném predvoji de-
mokracie... A zatimco se africké slunce dopoustélo Zharstvi na temeni
mé prilby a za uSima mi stékaly dva potoky potu, v paméti mi znovu
svéZe vyvstalo ono mokré fijnové rano, kdy to vSechno zacalo, rano
pred dvéma roky, kdy jsem vkrocil do onoho verbovaciho strediska
na Hlavni ulici v Ketteringu jako obycejny pan Ernest Goodbody, bez
hodnosti, bez dUstojnického povéreni, naprosto neozbrojeny civilista.
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Chapter Two

The unpreparedness of Britain in 1914, when it was the only country in the world
whose Army had field-guns incapable of firing a high-explosive shell, was eclipsed by
Britain’s almost unbelievable lack of fighting material twenty-five years later in 1939.
What had been obsolete in 1914 was still in use... We had no sub-machine-guns, no
rimless cartridges, no percussion grenades... There were, of course, no dive-bombers
in the Air Force and the tanks were fit only for museums. The solar helmets issued
to troops going East to defend India, Burma and Malaya were remnants of the South
African war. Nearly all the bombs the R.AF. possessed in 1939 had been left over
from 1919... It was never questioned, however, that the British Army’s cavalry lances
and swords, their saddles, horseshoes, picks, shovels and tent mallets were the equal
of any in the world...

GEN. SIR LESLIE HOLLIS
War At The Top

I spent my early childhood cowering before that poster of Kitch-
ener’s demanding finger and accusative moustache. The outbreak of
war brought me nightmares in which beautiful young women handed
me white feathers in the street. | was single and unattached and my

country needed me. And there seemed little likelihood that corn-

chandler’s chief clerk would become a reserved occupation.

So, on the last Friday in October 1939, | balanced the lentil ledger,
initialled the stock totals and informed Mr. Cawberry that | was ral-
lying to the flag. | must say he took it very well.

‘Cawberry and Company have had you for six years, my boy, he
said. ‘It seems only fair that someone else should have a turn. | trust
and hope that in these dark days Cawberry’s loss will be the Army’s
gain’

The drill-hall was dim with cold fog and spectrums glowed about
the gas-lights. Icy-fingered doctors did things to me which | would
rather not discuss in mixed company. The clerk at the final table
booked me in for posting.

‘You are free to choose any arm of the Service you wish, he said,
‘and provided there are vacancies in that arm and your qualifications
are suitable, you will be posted there’

‘I've always fancied the Secret Service. M.1.5, you know. Military
Intelligence’

Kapitola druha

Nepripravenost Britanie v roce 1914, kdy jsme byli jedina zemé& na svétg, jejiz armada
méla polni délostielectvo neschopné vypdlit tFistivy granat, byla prekonana témér ne-
uvéritelnym britskym nedostatkem vélecné vyzbroje o pétadvacet let pozdéji — v roce
1939. Dosud se poutzivalo zbrani, které byly zastaralé uz v roce 1914... Neméli jsme
Zadné samopaly, Zadné naboje s drazkou, Zadné narazové rudni granaty... Ve valed-
ném letectvu samozi'ejmé neexistovaly Zadné stfemhlavé bombardéry a tanky se ho-
dily leda do muzea. Tropické prilby vydavané oddilim posilanym na Vychod, aby brani-
ly Indii, Barmu a Malajsko, byly pozlstatky z burské valky. Skoro vSechny pumy, které
mélo véle¢né letectvo v roce 1939 k dispozici, pochazely z roku 1919... Nikdy se viak
nepochybovalo o tom, Ze britské kavaleristické piky a palase, sedla, podkovy, krumpa-
Ce, lopaty a palice na zatloukani stanovych koliki se vyrovnaji vSem ostatnim na svété...

GEN. SIR LESLIE HOLLIS
Vdlka nahore

Stravil jsem rané détstvi prikréeny pred onim plakatem s varujicim
prstem a Zalujicim knirem generala Kitchenera. Pocatek druhé svéto-
vé valky pro mne znamenal no¢ni miry, ve kterych mi krasné mladé
Zeny podavaly na ulici bild pirka, aby mé oznacily za zbabélce a ulej-
vaka. Byl jsem svobodny, bez zavazk( a vlast mé potiebovala. A zdalo
se malo pravdépodobné, Ze funkce hlavniho tcetniho u firmy s obilim
bude patfit k zaméstnanim osvobozenym od vojenské sluzby.

A tak jsem posledni Fijnovy patek roku 1939 proved! bilanci za-
sob cocky, odfajfkoval konecny vysledek a informoval pana Cawbe-
rryho, Ze se hlasim pod prapor vlasti. Musim Fici, Ze to pfijal s vel-
kym pochopenim.

»Pracoval jsi u firmy Cawberry & spol. Sest let, chlapce,” ekl tehdy.

,Je jenom spraved|ivé, aby té vystridal zase nékdo jiny. Doufam a vérim,
Ze Cawberryho ztrata bude v dnesni tézké dobé pro armadu ziskem.*

V odvodni hale bylo Sero od studené mlhy a kolem plynovych své-
tel se délaly kruhy v duhovych barvéach. Doktofi s ledovymi prsty se
mnou provadéli véci, o kterych bych se v ddmské spole€nosti radsi
nezmifioval. PisaF u posledniho stolu si zapsal moje pridéleni.

,MUZete si vybrat, jakou chcete zbran,” Fekl mi, ,,a bude-li tam vol-
né misto a mate-li potiebnou kvalifikaci, budete k ni pridélen.“

,»VZdycky jsem si predstavoval tajnou sluzbu. Rozvédku, rozumi-
te. Paté oddéleni.”

Ukdzka knihy z internetového knihkupectvi www.kosmas.cz
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‘Military Intelligence, ah?” He read aloud as he wrote. ‘Arm of
Service preferred... M.l.... Right you are. Next please’

| spent the next three days at the library reading up on Mata
Hari and on the Monday morning received my orders to report
to Burrapore Barracks, the training depot for Motorized Infan-
try. Burrapore was fifteen miles out of Birmingham and everybody
arriving with me spoke purest Enoch and Eli. After counting us
all five times, they found they had exactly five barrack-rooms full
and one man over. | was the odd man out and was marched away
to Number Seventeen by Corporal Maloney and Lance-Corporal
Dodds.

‘He’s scrawny, said Maloney, eyeing me distastefully, ‘and dead
windy-looking’

‘He’s all we got, said Dodds, ‘until the other thirty-nine arrive
tomorrow. | hope to Gawd Hitler don’t strike tonight.

They instructed me in the art of polishing coal, appointed me fire
picket and left me in charge of the barrack-room. Sitting there on my
first night in the Army, coal in hand an unheroic, looking down a bleak
vista of naked bedsteads, | felt lone, lorn and very Dickensian.

The corporals returned soon after ten, both with a skinful and
a quart bottle of the same again, and settled before the fire-place to
reminisce. | listened in disciplined silence and gathered that while the
chunky corporal was a regular soldier of twenty-four years’ unbroken
service, his willowy lance-jack was a reservist who had been called
back to the Colours after five years of civilian life.

Their exchanges developed into a debate about the relative merits
of Army and civilian life. Maloney proclaimed his absolute conviction
that the Army gave a man the best bargain.

‘Free grub, free travel, a place to kip, and the best clobber that
money can buy. You don’t get no civvy trash in the Army, my boy.

Dodds, speaking from experience of both worlds, was equally
convinced that in all things the civilian was superior to the military.

“You just don’t know, Paddy, he said. ‘You ain’t sampled civvy stuff
like | have!

For answer, Maloney took off his ammunition boots and put them
proudly on the table.

‘Look at them. Strong as houses, soft as bosoms, and eight years
on my feet already. You don’t get boots like that in civvy street.

»Tak rozvédku?* Cetl nahlas, co psal. ,,Nejradéji by slouZil... u roz-
védky... Vyborné. Dalsi prosim.*

Pristi tFi dny jsem stravil v knihovné ¢tenim o Maté Hari a v pondéli
rano jsem dostal povolavaci rozkaz, abych se hlasil v kasarnach v Burra-
pore, ve vycvikovém stiedisku pro motorizovanou péchotu. Burrapore
leZel pétadvacet kilometrd od Birminghamu a vSichni branci, ktefi se
mnou nastupovali, mluvili nej¢istSim mistnim dialektem. Kdyz nas vSech-
ny pétkrat prepoditali, Zjistili, Ze maji akorat pét plnych svétnic a jeden
manik prebyva. Ten prebyvajici manik jsem byl ja, takZze mé déleslouzici
desatnik Maloney a svobodnik Dodds odeskortovali do &isla sedmnact.

,,Je to vyzablina,” prohlasil Maloney, kdyz si mé& prohlédl znechuce-
nym pohledem, ,,a vypada jako poseroutka.*

,,Nikoho jinyho nemame,* poznamenal Dodds, ,,dokud zejtra nedo-
staneme téch vostatnich devétatficet. Jenom se modlim k Bohu, aby
Hitlera nenapadlo zautodit dneska v noci.

Zasvétili mé do umeéni zachazet s rejzdkem, ustanovili mé za po-
zarni hlidku a svéFili mi na starost svétnici. KdyzZ jsem tak sedél svdj
prvni vecer na vojné, s rejzakem v ruce a naprosto nehrdinsky, pri-
padal jsem si pFi ponurém pohledu na holé kavalce opusténé, osire-
le a velice dickensovsky.

PoddUstojnici se vratili kratce po desaté, oba méli v hlavé a litro-
vou lahev navic, a usadili se u krbu, aby vzpominali. Poslouchal jsem
je v ukdznéném mlceni a vyrozumél jsem, Ze zatimco hfmotny desat-
nik je vojak z povolani se Ctyriadvaciti roky nepretrzité sluzby v téle,
jeho Stihlounky kumpan je zaloZak povolany zpatky pod prapor po
péti letech Zivota v civilu.

Jejich rozhovor se vyvinul v debatu o relativnich prednostech vo-
jenského a civilniho Zivota. Maloney proklamoval své skalopevné pre-
svédceni, Ze na vojné je na tom clovék neijlip.

»Zradlo zadarmo, cestovani zadarmo, a nejlep$i vohozeni, co ma-
7e¥ dostat. Zadnej civilni pévl se na vojné nevede, mladej.*

Dodds, ze kterého mluvila zkuSenost z obojiho svéta, byl stejné ne-
zvratné prresvédcen, Ze v civilu je vS§echno dokonalejsi nez v armadeé.

,» Iy zkratka houby vi§, Paddy, namital. ,,Nikdy jsi nic civilniho ne-
zkusil jako ja.“

Maloney odpovédél tim, Ze si zul bagancata a postavil je pySné na stdil.

,Koukni se na né! Pevny jako baraky, hebky jako Zensky kozy a ta-
ham je uz vosum let. Takovyhle boty v civilu nedostanes.
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