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Ticho. Zvlastni Kklid. Jen v dali tikaji hodiny. Premyslim, jestli
jsem nezaspal. Oteviu jedno oko. Au, moc svétla. Pomalu
oteviram druhé oko. Na to ¢ekal Aron. Hluboké vrasky na jeho
Cele, zvednuta ouska, zrychleny dech, kmitani ocasku a pal.
Vystreli ze svého peliSku u dveri. Jeho mokry, teply jazyk mi
umyl oblice;j.

»Arone, Arone, dolli. Nechej mé. No tak. BoZe chlape. No jo, uz
jdu.

Aronovi je to fuk a zjevné se bavi. Pravou rukou se ho snazim
ze sebe sundat. On to ale bere jako hru. Zakousne se do deky
a tahaji na zem.

»Pust. BoZe ty jsi tak blby pes.”

Mé hudrovani Arona jesté vice povzbudilo. Pereme se o perinu.
Prudce jsem Skubnul. Ozval se zndmy, neptijemny zvuk trhani
latky. Aron vyhral.

No co, koupime nové povleceni. Stejné se mi uZ nelibilo, a navic
mi pripominalo chvile, na které chci ted’ nejradéji zapomenout.
MozZnd proto taky nevydrzelo, zamyslim se a odhazuji pefinu na
zem. Kouknu na mobil. 8:23, tfi neprectené zpravy, dvé
oznameni na Instagramu.
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MONDAY

Silence. It’s strangely peaceful. Only a clock is ticking in a
distance. I'm thinking I might have overslept. | open one eye.
Ouch, too much light. I slowly open the other eye. That’s what
Aron was waiting for. Deep wrinkles on his forehead, ears
cocked up, breathing fast, wiggling his tail. Boom! He shoots out
of the bed that he’s got by the door. His wet, warm tongue is
washing my face.

“Aron, Aron, down. Leave me alone. Come on, man! Jesus, I'm
going.”

Aron doesn'’t care, he’s obviously having fun. I'm trying to get
him off me with my right hand. But he thinks that it's a game.
He bites into the blanket and starts dragging it on the floor.
“Let go. Jesus, you're such a dumb dog.”

My grousing only encouraged Aron. We're fighting over the
duvet. [ give it a strong tug and I can hear the unpleasant and
well-known sound of cloth getting ripped. Aron has won.
Whatever, we’ll buy new sheets. I didn’t like this one anyway. It
reminded me of moments I'd rather forget. Maybe that’s why it
didn’t last. I start thinking about it and throw the duvet on the
floor. I check my phone. 8:23, three new messages, two
Instagram notifications.
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Aron skace po dveftich. ,UZ jdu,” kiiknu po ném, ale on mé
ignoruje a dal Skrabe po novych dverich. Oblékam si Cerné
béZecké Sortky, bilé triko. Mél jsem ho vcera, ale jesté vydrzi.
Vymackam do piillitrové lahve citron, doliju vodou. Do usi si
davam sluchatka. Beru voditko. Odemykam. Aron rozrazi
dvere. SlysSim ranu...

»,Nechej mé, psisko jedno. No podivejte se, domaci vajicka jsou
v prdeli!“ Zuri prekvapena sousedka.

»,Moc se omlouvam, pani Novotnd, ptfinesu vam nova,“ slibuji
starsi sousedce. Jdu pro hadru. Aron mezitim peclivé slizal
vSech 10 rozbitych vajec. Aspon bude mit hezkou srst, uklidiuji
se.

Konec¢né jsme venku. BéZim parkem. BéZim velmi pomalu.

Po vCerejSku mam tézké nohy. Ten litr vina, ktery jsem vcera
vypil, citim jeSté ted’. Je srpen. Park voni. Zhluboka dycham.
Na piskovisti si uz hraji malé déti. Mijim altanek. Proti mné bézi
ONA. Jeji tyrkysovy bézecky oblecek uz z dalky zari. Bila
ksiltovka, dlouhé tmavé vlasy staZzené pod ksiltovkou do culiku.
V usich sluchatka. Usméj se na mé. Tak jako kazdy den.
Usmévem ji odpoviddm na pozdrav. Kde asi bydli? Je sama?
UZ mésic béham jen kvili ni.
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Aron is jumping on the door. “I'm going,” | shout at him, but he’s
ignoring me and keeps scratching the new door. I put on black
running shorts and a white T-shirt. I wore it yesterday, but it’s
still good to go. I squeeze a lemon into a 500 ml bottle and add
water. [ put headphones in my ears, take a leash, and unlock the
door. Aron’s bursts through it. I can hear a bang...

“Leave me alone you damn dog. Look at this, those were farm
fresh eggs and now they’re screwed!” A surprised neighbor is
raging. “I'm so sorry, Mrs. Novotna, I'll get you new ones,” |
promise to my elderly neighbor and go get a rag. Aron carefully
licked all 10 broken eggs in the meantime. I try to soothe myself
- at least he’ll have a nice fur.

We finally got out. I'm running through the park. I'm running
very slowly. My legs are heavy after last night. [ can still feel the
bottle of wine that I drank. It's August. The park smells nice. I'm
taking deep breaths. There are already kids playing on the
playground. I run past a gazebo. I see HER running towards me.
Her turquoise track suit is glowing from a distance. White
baseball cap, dark long hair pulled back under the cap into a
ponytail. She’s got headphones in her ears. She smiles at me.
Just like every day. [ smile back at her. I wonder where she lives.
Is she single?

['ve been running for a month just because of her.
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Miluji viini ranni kavy. Sedim na balkoné svého malého bytu.
Jen v Sortkach. V ruce drzim sviij oblibeny hrnecek. Neni ani
velky, ani maly. Usrknu z néj kavu s Cerstvym naslehanym
mlékem. Aron spokojené lezi pode mnou. ,Tak co dnes
podnikneme, kamarade?“ usméju se na néj a jemu je to o€ividné
jedno. Jsme spolu uz tfi roky. Koupili jsme si ho s mou byvalou
pritelkyni EliSkou, kdyZ se ucila doma na statnice. Ja byl hodné
v praci. Nechtél jsem, at z toho uceni zblbne. Ihned souhlasila.
Dokonce jsme se shodli na rase a najméné. Cerny labrador byla
jasna volba pro nas pro oba. Aron, jméno na A, jako zacatek
vSeho. Do posledniho detailu jsme vSe naplanovali. Utratili
jsme neskutecné moc penéz ve Zverimexu a za mésic jsme
doma méli naSe mimino. Byl tak rozkosny, hravy a divoky.
Kazdy den jsme chodili na dlouhé prochazky, jezdili na vylety.
Bylo to krasné léto. Na podzim mi EliSka u sklenky vina
oznamila, Ze jsem nejlepsi chlap jejiho Zivota. Usmal jsem se
a polibil ji. Zhluboka se nadechla a dodala: , Ale miluji nékoho
jiného.”

Bum. Rana mezi o¢i. Pfimy zasah.

»Aha. No tak to vytes,” rekl jsem klidnym hlasem a koukal pres
sklenicku, jakou ma vino jiskru.

Jesté téhoz vecera si sbalila kufr, dvé velké tasky a zabouchla
dvere za tfiletym vztahem.

JAron bude mit stridavou péci,“ stihla mi jesté navrhnout.
Jednoduché. Proc ja nad v$im premyslim? Pro¢ vSechno fesim?

Jsem chudak.
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I love the smell of morning coffee. I'm sitting on my little
apartment’s balcony wearing just shorts. I'm holding my
favorite cup in my hand. It’s neither too big nor too small. I take
a sip of coffee with fresh whipped milk. Aron’s lying happily
beneath me. “What are we gonna do today, buddy?” I smile at
him but he obviously doesn’t care. We’'ve been together for
three years. My ex-girlfriend Elsa and I bought him when she
was studying for her final exams. I was working a lot. [ didn’t
want her to go crazy from all the studying. She immediately
agreed. We even wanted the same breed and name. A black
labrador was the only choice for both of us. Aron starts with A,
like a beginning of everything. We’d planned everything to the
last detail. We spent an enormous amount of money at the pet
store, and a month later, we had our baby at home. He was so
adorable, playful, and wild. We took him for long walks every
day, we went on trips. It was a beautiful summer. In the fall,
Elsa told me over a glass of wine that [ was the greatest man of
her life. I smiled and kissed her. She took a deep breath and
added: “But I love someone else.”

BOOM. Right in my face. Direct hit.

“Oh, then do something about it,” I told her calmly, observing
the colors of my wine.

She packed a suitcase, two large bags and slammed the door
behind a three-year relationship that very same evening.

The last thing she said was: “Aron will be in a shared custody.”
Simple. Why do I dwell on everything? Why do I need to rectify

everything?

I'm a loser.
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Miluji svou sprchu. Je prostorna. Je moderni, prosklena. Je
krasna, vzdusna, idealni sprcha pro dva. Tolikrat jsem se v ni
miloval s EliSkou a nékolikrat i bez ni. Miluji sex ve sprse. 10 let
jsem zavodné plaval, voda je pro mé vzduch, energie, Zivot.
Celou svou pubertu jsem vlastné proZzil v bazéné. KdyZ jsem
pired dvéma lety rekonstruoval byt, védél jsem, Ze velka sprcha,
velky bar a velka postel je zaklad mého bytu. A architekt si dal
opravdu zaleZet. Koupelna je cela bila jen s jemnym Sedym
lemem. Malym svétlikem tésné u stropu dopada ranni slunce.
Na ¢erném mramoru je posazeno ovalné umyvadlo, nad nim
velké zrcadlo pres celou sténu, v rohu mramorové desky kvete
kaktus. A za sklenénou sténou je mij raj. Ve stropé je
zabudovana velka sprchova rizice, fikaim tomu tropicky dést.
Ledové kapky dopadaji na mou propocenou kiizi. Doslova mé
bicuji. A to mam rad. Zvykl jsem si na ten ritudl. Ranni béh s
Aronem a studena sprcha. Nakopne mé to a ja pak chodim do
prace s ¢istou hlavou. Mam to nastésti kousek, jen 10 minut na
kole. UCim uz pét let na zakladni Skole. Jedna z mala vyhod
ucitele - nemusim vstavat v 5 rano.

Na baru mi vibruje telefon. Cely mokry vybiham ze sprchy,
sotva si stihnu omotat kolem pasu velkou modrou osusku.

Kolik hodin je ted’ v Londyné? O hodinu méné, takZe asi 9, to uz
by mohla byt vzhiiru. Elisku urcité vydésilo minimdlné 8 mych
zmeskanych hovorti z dnesni noci...



1v0T 3t Boi

[ love my shower. It is very spacious. It is modern and made of
glass. Itis beautiful, there’s plenty of space - the perfect shower
for two. I made love in there, so many times with Elsa, and
several times without her. I love sex in the shower. [ competed
in swimming for 10 years, to me, water is air, energy, life. |
actually spent my whole puberty in the swimming pool. When
I was renovating my apartment two years ago, | knew that a
large shower, a large bar, and a large bed were absolute must-
haves. The architect really gave it his best. The bathroom is all
white with only a subtle gray trim. The morning sun always
shines through a small skylight under the ceiling. There is an
oval washbasin fitted into black marble and above there is a
large wall mirror. In the corner of the marble slab is a blooming
cactus. And behind the glass wall is my paradise. There is a big
shower head built into the ceiling, I call it tropical rain. Ice-cold
drops falling on my sweaty skin. Literally whipping me. I love
it. [ got used to this ritual: morning run with Aaron and a cold
shower. It jump-starts me and I can go to work with a clear
head after that. Fortunately, it’s not far, only 10 minutes bybike.
[ have been teaching at an elementary school for five years. One
of the few benefits of being a teacher is that [ don’t have to get
up at 5 a.m.

My phone lying on the bar starts vibrating. I run out of the
shower, all wet, and I hardly manage to wrap a big blue towel
around my waist.

What time is it in London now? One hour less, so about 9 a.m. She
could be already awake. Elsa must have been scared by more
than 8 of my missed calls from last night...



